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        A rose, the symbol of love, the queen of the perfumer’s palette. How then, does the perfume of war intoxicate even the most reasonable of men?

        DB (FROM THE PERFUME JOURNAL OF DANIELLE BRETANCOURT)

      

      

      

      
        
        3 September, 1939 - Atlantic Ocean

      

      

      

      Danielle Bretancourt von Hoffman braced herself against the mahogany-paneled stateroom wall, striving for balance as she flung open a brass porthole, seeking a moment of respite she knew would never be. A damp, kelp-scented wind—a harbinger of the storm ahead—whistled through the cabin, assaulting her nose with its raw intensity, but the sting of salty spray did little to assuage the fear she had for her little boy.

      Nicky was only six years old. Why, oh why did I agree to leave him behind? She had wanted to bring him, but her husband had disagreed, saying he was far too young for such an arduous journey. As a trained scientist, his arguments were always so logical, so sensible. Against her instinct, she had given in to Max. It was settled; in their absence her mother-in-law, Sofia, would care for Nicky on their old family estate in Poland.

      Danielle kept her eyes focused on the horizon as the Newell-Grey Explorer slanted upward, slicing through the peak of a cresting wave. The ocean liner creaked and pitched as it heaved through the turbulent gray waters of the Atlantic on its voyage from New York to England. Silently, Danielle urged it onward, anxious to return home.

      Her usually sturdy stomach churned in rhythm with the sea. Was it morning sickness, anxiety, or the ravaging motion of the sea? Probably all three, she decided. Just last week she’d been so wretchedly ill that she’d seen a doctor, who confirmed her pregnancy. The timing couldn’t be worse.

      She blinked against the stiff breeze, her mind reeling. When they’d heard reports of the new agreement between Germany and Russia, they’d cut their business short to hurry home. Had it been just two days since they’d learned the devastating news that Nazi forces had invaded Poland?

      Someone knocked sharply on the door. Gingerly crossing the room, Danielle opened the door to Jonathan Newell-Grey, heir apparent to the British shipping line that bore his family name. His tie hung from his collar and his sleeves were rolled up, exposing muscular forearms taut from years of sailing. A rumpled wool jacket hung over one shoulder.

      Danielle and Max had met Jon on their outbound voyage to New York several weeks ago. They had become good friends, dining together regularly on the ship, and later in the city. Well-traveled and physically fit, Jon loved to explore and dine on fine food, and insisted on taking them to the best restaurants in New York, as well as little-known nooks that served authentic French and German fare, assuring Max and Danielle of a salve for their homesickness after their relocation. During their time in New York, Max worked tirelessly, tending to details for their pending cross-Atlantic move, so they both appreciated having a knowledgeable friend to call on for help.

      With his gregarious yet gracious manner, Jon had helped them find a good neighborhood for their family, introduced them to his banker, and even explained some of the odd American colloquialisms they couldn’t understand, as they all laughed together over well-aged bottles of his favorite Bordeaux. They had all climbed the Empire State Building together, and one night they saw a play on Broadway, and even danced to Benny Goodman’s big band into the late evening hours.

      Jon also went to the World’s Fair with them, where their crystal perfume bottles were featured in a potential business partner’s display. Danielle and Max were both glad they’d met Jon, a man who embraced life with spirit and joie de vivre, and they looked forward to their new life in America far from the threat of Hitler’s forces.

      But now, with news of the invasion, Max and Danielle’s guarded optimism for their future had turned to distress over their family’s safety.

      “Bonjour,” she said, glad to see Jon. “Any news yet?”

      “None.” He pushed a hand through his unruly chestnut hair, droplets of water spray glistening on his tanned face. “The captain has called a meeting at fifteen hundred hours for all passengers traveling on Polish and German passports.”

      “But I still hold a French passport.”

      “You’ll need to attend, Danielle.” His hoarse voice held the wind of the sea.

      “Of course, but—” As another sharp pitch jerked through the ship, Jon caught her by the shoulders and kept her from falling. He moved intuitively with the ship’s motion, a testament to his years at sea.

      “Steady now, lass,” Jon said, a small smile playing on his lips. He stared past her out the porthole, his dark eyes riveted on the ocean’s whitecapped expanse. Blackened, heavily laden clouds crossed the sun, casting angled shadows across his face.

      Embarrassed, Danielle touched the wall for support. She recalled the strange sense of foreboding she’d had upon waking. She was blessed—or cursed—with an unusually keen prescience. Frowning, she asked, “Can the ship withstand this storm?”

      “Sure, she’s a fine, seaworthy vessel, one of the finest in the world. This weather’s no match for her.” He turned back to her, his jaw set. His usual jovial nature had turned solemn. “Might even be rougher seas ahead, but we’ll make England by morning.”

      Danielle nodded, but still, she knew. Anxiety coursed through her; something seemed terribly wrong. Her intuition came in quiet flashes of pure knowledge. She couldn’t force it, couldn’t direct it, and knew better than to discuss it with anyone, especially her husband. She was only twenty-six; Max was older, wiser, and told her that her insights were rubbish. Max wasn’t really insulting her; he had studied science at the university in Germany, and he simply didn’t believe anything that couldn’t be scientifically proven.

      Jon touched her arm in a small, sympathetic movement. “Anything I can do to help?”

      “Not unless you perform miracles.” Jon’s rough fingers were warm against her skin, and an ill-timed memory from a few days ago shot through her mind. Danielle loved to dance, and with Max’s encouragement, she and Jon had shared a dance while Max spoke to the captain at length after dinner.

      Danielle remembered Jon’s soft breath, his musky skin, his hair curling just above his collar. He’d been interested in all she had to say, from her little boy to her work at Parfums Bretancourt, her family’s perfumery in the south of France. But when she’d rested her head against his chest, it was his skin, his natural scent, which was utterly unique and intriguingly virile, that mesmerized her.

      A third-generation perfumer, Danielle had an acute sense of smell. Her olfactory skills were paramount in the laboratory, but at times this acuity proved socially awkward. Jon’s scent still tingled in her nose, taunting her dreams, its musky animal appeal relentless in the recesses of her mind. His memory crept into her mind more than she knew it should. After all, she told herself firmly, I am a happily married woman.

      Danielle forced the scene from her mind, took a step back out of modesty. She caught sight of herself in the mirror, her thick auburn hair in disarray, her lip rouge smeared. She smoothed her celadon-green silk day dress—one of her own designs her dressmaker had made—and drew her fingers across her pale skin. “I’ve been apprehensive about this trip from the beginning.”

      “Have you heard anything else from your mother-in-law?”

      “Not since we spoke in New York. And my mother’s last cable said they haven’t arrived.” When Danielle and Max had heard the news, they called Max’s mother, Sofia, and told her to leave immediately with Nicky for Paris, where Danielle’s parents had a spacious apartment in the sixteenth arrondissement, a fine neighborhood in the heart of Paris. Sofia’s voice had sounded dreadful; they hadn’t realized she was so sick. What if she isn’t well enough to travel? Wincing with remorse, Danielle fought the panic that rose in her throat, fearful for her mother-in-law.

      “They have to get out of Poland.” Jon touched her cheek.

      Reflexively, she turned into the comfort of his hand, inhaling, her heart aching, his scent—at once both calming and unsettling—edged with the smell of the sea and a spiced wood blend she normally could have recognized in an instant. But now, Nicky was ever present in her mind. Danielle pressed her eyes closed and stifled a sob.

      “Max is resourceful,” Jon said, trailing his hand along her face. “He’ll manage.”

      But can he? she wondered. Max had planned everything, from organizing their move to New York, to returning to Poland to close their home. He’d arranged their immigration to the United States, and he was also trying to bring their most valued employees with them for the business. He’d made everything sound so sensible.

      Max was German, born in Berlin to an aristocratic family. When Max was young, his mother had inherited her family’s estate and crystal and glass factory in Poland. Sofia and her husband, Karl, along with Karl’s orphaned nephew, Heinrich, moved into the castle, which had originally been built as a wedding gift in 1820 for Sofia’s ancestors.

      While the men set about rebuilding the factory and the business, Sofia tended to the home, a masterpiece of romantic English neo-Gothic style. After Max and Danielle married, Danielle had thrown her considerable energy into helping Sofia restore the grand salons and chambers, the arboretum, the gardens and ponds.

      And yet, Danielle missed her craft, retreating whenever she could to the perfumery organ—a curved workbench with rows that held essential oils and other perfumery materials—she had installed in their quarters, to conjure her aromatic artistry in solitude. Perfumery fed her soul; her urge to create could not be repressed.

      The ship pitched again, sending the porthole door banging against the paneled wall. Shifting easily with the vessel’s sharp motions, Jon caught it, secured the latch.

      He moved toward her, and she could almost sense the adrenaline surging through his muscular frame. Leaning closer, he lifted a strand of hair limp with sea mist from her forehead. “If I don’t see Max, you’ll tell him about the captain’s meeting?”

      “We’ll be there.” She caught another whiff of his sea air–tinged skin, and this time a vivid sensory image flashed across her mind. A leather accord, patchouli, a heart of rose melding with the natural scent of his skin, warm, intriguing...then she recognized it—Spanish Leather. An English composition. Trumper. But the way he wore it was incredible; the parfum blended with his own natural aroma in such a fascinating manner. She was drawn in, aching to be swept farther into his scent, but she quickly retreated half a step. This is not the time.

      His expression softened and he let her hair fall from his fingers as he studied her, his dark-browed, hazel-flecked eyes taking in every feature of her face.

      Danielle stepped back, and Jon’s gaze trailed back to the sea, his eyes narrowed against the sun’s thinning rays, scanning the surface.

      She matched his dark gaze. “Something unusual out there?”

      “Might be German U-boats. Unterseeboots. The most treacherous of submarines. Bloody hell, they are. But don’t worry, Danielle, the Newell-Greys always look after their passengers.” He left, closing the door behind him.

      U-boats? So it was possible. She touched a trembling finger to her lips. But that wasn’t the only thought that made her uncomfortable. Jon’s friendly, casual way with her increasingly struck a chord within her. Fortunately, Max was too much the aristocrat to make a fuss over nothing. And it is nothing, she thought. She loved her husband. But that scent...her mind whirred. Fresh, spicy, woodsy...I can re-create sea freshness, blend it with patchouli….

      Abruptly, the ship lurched. Cutlery clattered across a rimmed burl wood table, her books tumbled against a wall. She braced herself through the crashing swell, one hand on the doorjamb, another shielding her womb. There were so many urgent matters at hand. Our son, our family, our home. She pulled her mind back to the present.

      When the ship leveled, she spied on the floor a navy-blue cap she’d knitted for Nicky. He’d dropped it at the train station, and she’d forgotten to give it to Sofia. She cradled it in her hand and stroked it, missing him and the sound of his voice, then pressed the cap to her nose, drinking in his little boy smell that still clung to the woolen fibers. Redolent of milk and grass and straw and chocolates, it also called to mind sweet perspiration droplets glistening on his flushed cheeks. They often played tag in the estate’s lush, sprawling gardens, laughing and frolicking, feeding the migratory ducks that visited their ponds, or strolling beneath the protective leafy boughs of ancient, towering trees. She brushed away tears that spilled onto her cheeks.

      She picked up her purse to put his cap inside, and then paused to look at the photograph of Nicky she carried. His eyes crinkled with laughter, he’d posed with his favorite stuffed toy, a red-striped monkey with black button eyes she’d sewn for him. Nicky was an adorable bundle of blond-headed energy. A streak of fear sliced through her. She stuffed the cap into her purse and snapped it shut.

      The door opened and Max strode into the stateroom, his proud face ashen, his lean, angular body rigid with what Danielle knew was stress.

      “Jon just left,” she said. “There’s a meeting⁠—”

      “I know, he is behind me,” Max said, clipping the words in his formal, German-accented English. He smacked his onyx pipe against his hand, releasing the sweet smoky scent of his favorite vanilla tobacco.

      Jon appeared at the door. “Shall we go?”

      The muscles in Max’s jaw tightened. He slipped his pipe into the pocket of his tailored wool jacket. “I need a drink first. You, Jon?”

      “Not now, mate.”

      Max moved past Danielle to the liquor cabinet, staggering slightly as the ship pitched. He brushed against her vanity and sent her red leather traveling case crashing to the floor.

      Danielle gasped. Bottles smashed against one another inside as the case tumbled. The lid burst open, and scents of jasmine, rose, orange blossom, bergamot, berries, vanilla, cedar, and sandalwood exploded like brilliant fireworks.

      “Oh, Max, my perfumes.” She gathered the hem of her silk dress and sank to her knees, heartsick. These were all the perfumes she had with her; she could hardly remember a day when she hadn’t worn one of her parfum creations. She knew Max hadn’t meant to destroy her precious potions, but now there was nothing she could do but gather the pieces. With two fingers, she fished a crystal shard and a carnelian cap from the jagged mess. “Max, would you hand me the wastebasket?”

      “I, I didn’t mean to…” Looking worried, Max turned away and reached for the vodka, sighing in resignation. “Just leave it, Danielle. The cabin boy will see to it.”

      Jon knelt beside her. “Did you make all these?”

      “Yes, I did. And the case was Max’s wedding gift to me.”

      “These are beautiful works of art, Danielle. Max told me you were once regarded as the child prodigy of perfumery.” He took a sharp piece from her. “Don’t hurt yourself, I’ll send someone to clean this up while you’re gone.”

      She caught his eye and mouthed a silent thank-you, then rose and opened the porthole. A gust caught her long hair and slapped it across her face, stinging her flushed cheeks. Staring at the ocean, a quiet intuitive knowledge crept into her consciousness. It’s true, she thought, and spun around. “Jon said there might be U-boats out there.”

      She watched Max pour a shot, then pause with his glass in midair, his intellectual mind whirring, weighing the probabilities. She knew her husband well; she saw his eyes flash with a moment of intensity, then clear into twin pools of lucid blue as he decided the odds were against it. “Impossible,” he said.

      “Anything is possible.” Jon brushed broken crystal into the wastebasket and straightened.

      Danielle thoughts reeled back over the morning. “Is that why we’ve been zigzagging?”

      Jon shot a look at Max. “Smart one, your wife. Not just an artist, I see.” One side of his mouth tugged to a reassuring grin, shifting the deep cleft in his chin. “I’ll grant you that, Danielle, but it’s just a safety measure. U-boats aren’t a threat to passenger liners.”

      Pressure built in her head. “Like the Lusitania?”

      “A disaster like that couldn’t happen today,” Jon said, rubbing the indentation in his chin. “Every captain checks Lloyd’s Register. It’s clear that we’re a passenger ship. Even so, there are rules of war; an initial shot across the bow must be fired in warning. And England is not at war.”

      “Not yet.” Max tossed the vodka down his throat and gave a wry, thin-lipped grin. “So is that why you have been holding court in the stern, Jon?”

      “I confess, you’re on to me, old boy. But seriously, we’d have time to signal to a vessel that we’re not armed. Even a submarine must abide by these rules of war. Even the Nazis.”

      Nazis. The word filled Danielle with dread. What the Nazis were doing to Jews in Germany was unconscionable. New laws required that yellow stars for identification be sewn onto clothing. Imagine. Jewish businesses were being destroyed, entire families beaten or killed. These were German citizens, many of whom had lived in Germany for generations. It didn’t matter how educated they were, whether they were young or old, wealthy or poor. A chill crept along her spine. “We’ve taken too long, Max. We have to get Nicky and your mother out now.”

      “The Polish army is not yet defeated, my dear,” Max said quietly, pouring another shot. “Try to have patience.”

      “How can you be so calm?” Her voice hitched in despair. Her father was from an old French family, long recognized in French society. Danielle’s mother was Jewish, so by German law Nicky was one-quarter Jewish. “You know what could happen to Nicky.”

      “We’ve been over this. Nicky is just a child.” Max looked weary, the prominent veins in his high forehead throbbing as he spoke. “You were raised in your father’s faith, you are Catholic. Nicky was also baptized. How would the Nazis find out anything different?”

      But she knew they had ways. She pressed her hand to her mouth, consumed with worry and guilt. Why did I agree to leave Nicky?

      Max gulped his drink, and then glanced at Jon. “We should go now.” Max walked to the door. Without turning he paused, his voice thick. “I am sorry for your perfumes, Danielle. I am sorry for everything.”

      Danielle sucked in her breath. Max only drank when he was frustrated, when he had no clear answers. And he seldom offers an apology. To him, it was a sign of defeat, a sign that his scientific mind, or measured actions, had betrayed him. Max took pride in providing financially for his family, their well-being was his constant concern, especially that of Nicky, his beloved son. Danielle was the heart of their marriage, and she always felt safe with him. Except today, she thought, fear gripping her body like a vine. Today is different.

      Jon opened the door, held it for them. She snatched her purse and followed Max.

      Passengers jostled past in the crowded corridor and Danielle could feel anxiety rising in the air like a heat wave, smell the sour perspiration—like coddled milk left in the sun—emanating from panicked, angry passengers. Ordinary perspiration smelled different when tainted with fear. “Rotten Krauts,” they heard people say. She saw Max stiffen against the verbal assaults.

      When they came to the open-air promenade deck, Danielle glanced out over the sea, but she could see little in the gathering mist.

      Jon followed her gaze. “We’ve got a heavy fog rolling in.”

      The air held the ozone-scented promise of rain. “It’s so dim,” she said. “Jon, why aren’t the running lights on?”

      “We’re blacked out for security.”

      There’s more to it, she thought, her neck tightening with trepidation.

      They arrived at the first-class lounge, where tense passengers crowded shoulder to shoulder. Jon excused himself to take his place near the front as the owner representative. A hush spread when the grim-faced captain approached the podium.

      “Thank you for your attention,” the captain began. “Two days ago, Hitler’s Nazi Germany violated a European peace agreement. Now, on the wireless we have a reply from the Prime Minister of the United Kingdom.”

      He nodded to a crew member. The loudspeakers crackled to life and a nervous murmur rippled across the room.

      England was on the airwaves.

      The radio announcer was speaking about Poland. “Blitzkrieg,” he called the German attack on the country.

      “Lightning war,” Max translated, shaking his head. He flexed his jaw, and Danielle could see veins bulging from his temples as he sought to control unfamiliar emotions.

      “Oh, no.” Danielle turned her face against Max’s chest, the tentacles of terror slithering into her brain. It has begun, she thought, and so horribly. She trembled. My poor Nicky, dear Sofia. Mon Dieu, what’s happening to them? How frightened they must be.

      Max slid a finger under her chin and lifted her face to his, wiping tears from her eyes with an awkward gesture. “It’s my fault, I should have already relocated our family. I didn’t realize this would happen so quickly.”

      The tortured guilt in his expression tore at her soul. He has failed. All his plans, all his actions, were to protect our family. She averted her eyes from his pain, trying to calm her breathing as people wailed around her.

      The radio crackled again. “And now, Prime Minister Chamberlain.”

      “This morning the British ambassador in Berlin handed the German government a final note stating that, unless we heard from them by eleven o’clock that they were prepared at once to withdraw their troops from Poland, a state of war would exist between us.”

      Chamberlain’s voice sounded burdened, yet resolute. “I have to tell you now that no such undertaking has been received, and that consequently, this country is at war with Germany.”

      A collective gasp filled the room, and Danielle sank against Max for support. He wrapped his arms around her, murmuring in her ear. “We’ll find them, they’ll soon be safe.” But is he reassuring me or himself?

      At the end of the broadcast, the captain stepped aside, and Jon strode to the podium. Jon’s baritone voice boomed over the murmuring tide. “Tomorrow, when we arrive, Newell-Grey agents will be available to assist and accommodate you. We shall keep you informed as we receive additional information.”

      Danielle pressed a hand to her mouth. Who knew it would come to this? A sudden clamminess overtook her, and her nausea returned with unbridled force. Tearing herself from Max, she bolted through the crowd, bumping against other passengers as she raced to the outer deck. She reached the railing, leaned over, gulped for air. Her stomach convulsed in a dry heave as the wind whipped the celadon scarf from her neck.

      “Danielle,” Max called, following her. Jon rushed after them.

      I can’t stand this, she thought, anguish ripping through her as images of Nicky and Sofia filled her mind. Max and Jon reached her side, and the three of them stood gazing through the shifting fog into the bleak waters below as Danielle clung to the railing, one arm clutching her abdomen, pressing her fevered cheek against the cold metal railing for relief

      Max draped an arm across her shoulders, rubbing her back, and looked across at Jon. “Her morning sickness is much worse with this pregnancy.”

      But Jon’s eyes were fixed on the ocean. His face froze.

      A sleek, narrow wake rippled the broken surface.

      “What the—” began Max.

      “Good God, get down,” Jon bellowed. He leapt across Max and Danielle, his powerful body crashing them to the deck.

      Danielle hit the wooden boards with such force that her shoulder cracked, and her eyes blurred. My baby, she thought frantically, curling instinctively around her midsection, wrapping her arms around her torso and drawing up her knees to shield her unborn child.

      In the next instant, a violent impact shot them across the deck. An explosion ripped into the bowels of the great ship. Screams pierced the haze, and the ship’s massive framework buckled with a roar.

      “Torpedoes,” Jon shouted. He crushed his hand over Danielle’s head and cursed under his breath. “Stay down.”

      An icy burst enveloped them like a sheet and soaked them to the flesh. Danielle gasped in terror. Mon Dieu! She could hear Max scrambling behind her, sliding on the slippery deck. Protect us, she prayed, keeping her head down and pressing her chin against her chest.

      Another explosion rocked the ship. Wood and metal twisted with a grating screech as the ship listed to the starboard side, rolling like a wounded whale. The ship groaned and folded under her own weight, frigid saltwater pouring into her open wounds.

      Jon struggled to his feet. “Take my hand, Danielle, we must reach the lifeboats. This way, Max.” Jon dragged Danielle behind him. “Nazi bastards.” He stopped, and pulled his shoulders back. He turned to face the dazed crowd behind him.

      “Attention.” Jon’s voice rang with urgent authority. “We must proceed quickly and calmly to the lifeboats.”

      Amid the chaos, people turned to follow.

      Danielle reached for Jon’s hand again, stumbling on something in her haste. She wiped stinging water from her eyes and blinked. A woman she’d met yesterday lay bloodied at her feet. She smothered a scream, and then reached down to help the woman.

      Jon caught her arm. “Don’t, it’s no use. She’s gone.”

      “No, she can’t be,” Danielle cried. She’d never seen a dead person before. Except for the blood soaking the deck beneath her, the woman appeared merely unconscious. This can’t be happening. Then she saw that the back of the woman’s skull was gone, and she started to retch.

      Jon shoved his handkerchief into her hand to wipe her mouth. “Keep going,” he yelled.

      Soon they came upon a lifeboat that dangled above them like a toy.

      “Max, give us a hand, we haven’t much time. Danielle, wrap your arms around the rail.” Jon slicked his wet hair back from his eyes and grabbed a line. Max fought for balance, staggering to the lifeboat.

      Water poured over the rail and mixed with the dead woman’s blood, sloshing across the deck and staining it a deep crimson. All around them people slid across the tilting deck, screaming in hysteria. Danielle lost her balance, along with one leather pump that tumbled into the pandemonium. She kicked off her other shoe and clung to the railing.

      Jon and Max began to toss life vests from the boat into the crowd.

      Danielle’s heart raced at the sight of the life vests. “Are we...are we going to sink?”

      Jon’s jaw twitched. “Just put on one of these.”

      “But I can’t swim,” she cried, her voice rising with fright.

      “You won’t have to if you’re wearing this.”

      Despite her panic, Danielle fumbled with the strings on the vest. Jon and Max worked feverishly to free the lifeboats. Within moments, several crew members arrived and began to herd women and children into the boats.

      Max checked her vest, tugged her knots to strengthen them, and kissed Danielle while the first boat was lowered. “Go now, I’ll see you soon.”

      She peered at the lifeboat and terror gripped her chest. No, not this. She’d never liked small crafts, had nearly drowned off one when she was a child. Danielle stood rooted in horror at the thought of climbing into a boat.

      Jon waved his arm at her. “Get in,” he roared, his voice gravelly.

      She turned to Max, her eyes pleading with him. “Max, I can’t.”

      “Yes, you can. I’ll be right behind you, my love.” Despite the bulky life vest, Max pressed her to him and kissed her again, reassuring her.

      Jon grabbed her arm with such force that Danielle yelped with pain. “Danielle, people are waiting.”

      “No, Jon, I–I can’t get into that boat. I’ll stay with Max.”

      “Bloody hell, you will.” Jon’s eyes flamed with urgency, startling her. “For God’s sake, woman, get your wits about you. What happened to your famous French courage?”

      Max threw Jon a wary glance, and then nodded to her. “He’s right, you must go now.”

      Indignant, Danielle jerked her arm from Jon. “I’ll show you courage.” She stepped into the boat, barefoot, still clutching her purse.

      As she settled unsteadily into the boat, a man with a sobbing young child rushed toward them. “Please, will someone take my boy?”

      Danielle thought of her own little boy, shot a glare at Jon. “I will.” She reached for the frightened child.

      “His name is Joshua. You will take care of my boy?”

      “I give you my word.” She prayed someone would do the same for her Nicky, if need be. She hugged the tearful child, sweet with a milky smell, to her breast. Joshua was the same size as Nicky, and it was all she could do to keep from calling his name.

      Jon gave the signal and the lifeboat plunged into the choppy ocean. Danielle squeezed her eyes shut and bent over the boy to protect him as a wave hurtled toward the boat and broke against the wooden bow, blasting them with an icy shock and plastering their hair and clothes to their skin.

      Her teeth chattering, Danielle looked back at the great ship. She was taking on water fast. All around them lifeboats crashed into the sea amid the most heart-wrenching cries she’d ever heard.

      She strained to see through the fog and the frantic crowd, but couldn’t spot Max or Jon. The Newell-Grey Explorer, the fine ship that bore Jon’s family name, was giving way, slipping to her death. For a moment, the ship heaved against the crushing weight of her watery grave.

      Danielle’s eyes were glued to the horrific scene. Then, she remembered something she’d once heard. We’ve got to act. Alarmed, she turned to the young crew member with them. “When a ship goes down, the force can suck others down with it. We’ve got to get out of here.”

      Dazed with shock, he made no reply.

      Frustrated, she turned to the elderly woman next to her. “Here, take little Joshua, hold him tightly.” She gave the woman her purse, too.

      Another woman let out a cry. “But what will we do?”

      “We’ve got to row,” Danielle shouted. “Who’ll help me?” She had watched her brother Jean-Claude row often enough. Surely, I can manage this, she thought desperately.

      A stout Irishwoman with coppery red hair spoke up. “I might be third class, but I’m a first-class rower.”

      “Good.” Danielle’s resolve hardened and she moved into position. She tucked her soggy silk dress between her legs, its dye trailing green across the white deck, and grabbed an oar.

      “Together, now stroke, and—no, wait.” When she lifted her arms to row, the life vest bunched up around her neck, inhibiting her movement. She glanced at little Joshua and realized he had no life vest. She tore the vest strings open, shrugged out of it, and gave it to the elderly woman. “Put it on him.”

      “All right, now stroke,” the Irishwoman called. “Steady, and stroke, and stroke.”

      Danielle pulled hard against the oars, struggling for rhythm, though splinters dug into her hands and her thin sleeves ripped from the strain.

      They were some distance out when she looked up. The immense ship, the jewel of the fleet, gave one last, mournful wail as she conceded defeat. The ship disappeared into the Atlantic blackness, leaving only a burgeoning swell of water and a spiral of smoke in her wake.

      Where’s Max? And Jon? Did they make it off the ship? She couldn’t watch anymore, she turned her back to the ship, numb to the cold.

      And there, in the distance, she saw it. A strange vessel was breaking the surface. As it crested, she saw on its side in block print the letter U and a series of numbers. A U-boat. Treacherous, Jon had said. And deadly.

      Danielle narrowed her eyes. So, this is the enemy, this is who holds Poland—and my family—captive.

      A scorching rage exploded within her and sent her to the boat’s edge, her hands fisted white, shaking with fury. Look at them. Surveying their handiwork, the vile creatures. Steadying herself on the bow, she cried in a hoarse voice into the gathering nightfall, “Someday, there will be a day of reckoning for this. C’est la guerre. And I’ll never, never surrender.”

      “You tell ’em, dearie,” yelled the Irish woman. As Danielle and the other lifeboat occupants stared at the U-boat, a mighty force began to gather below them. Silent as a thief, a swift undersea current drew water from beneath the bobbing craft.

      Danielle sensed an eerie calm.

      She turned and gasped.

      A wall of water, born of the wake of the Newell-Grey Explorer, rose high behind them.

      The wave crashed down, flipping the lifeboat like a leaf. Grappling for a handhold, Danielle screamed, and then plunged into the swirling current. The lifeboat completed its airborne arch, and an oar hurtled toward her. She tried to twist away, but it cracked her on her head, stunning her to the core.

      Her moans for help were muffled as she sank into the frigid depths. She flailed about, desperate to swim the short distance to the surface, but her efforts only sucked her farther into the unrelenting sea. At last, she felt nothing but the icy claws of the Atlantic. Her breath gave way and she slipped into darkness.
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        In the seventeenth century, Turkish concubines devised a secret method of communication with flowers by attaching a meaning to each blossom or plant. The fascination swept Europe and reached its zenith of popularity in Victorian England. In the language of flowers, the red rose symbolizes love, while the calla lily signifies a magnificent beauty. Together, a stunning marriage to the perfumer.  -DB

      

      

      
        
        3 September, 1939 - Poland

      

      

      

      Sofia von Hoffman had scant time to prepare her escape. Despite her illness, the aggressive carcinoma that invaded her body with tumors, she’d worked without a break since the predawn invasion the day before. With the help of Jacob, her chauffeur, her large ancestral home had been cleared of much of its personal effects, what valuables and artwork they could gather locked in the cellar.

      Now it was almost midnight. She stood in the stone doorway, gasping for breath, the dust from their work aggravating her lungs. Her body shook as she coughed, a violent hacking cough, her lungs aching. When she recovered, she drew herself up, her posture impeccable, and turned to Jacob. “This is all we have time to do. You must bring your family here. Together we’ll find safety. Take the car, there isn’t much time.”

      “I’ll be back for you before daybreak.” Jacob paused at the door and rested his broad hand on her arm. His eyes rose to an oil painting in the foyer behind her.

      Sofia followed his gaze to the fine painting, illuminated with a glimmer of moonlight, a portrait of her in a fluid white gown, creamy calla lilies in ivory hands, on the eve of her marriage fifty years ago.

      Jacob’s eyes brimmed with admiration. “I remember when that was done.”

      Sofia tilted her head. “You were just a boy.”

      “Tending the horses and carriages. Still I knew, even then, that you were an unparalleled beauty,” he said, his voice thick.

      She averted her eyes and glanced down at her thin, frail hands, spidery with veins. Her illness had reduced her to a ghost of the force she had once been. But she didn’t mourn the loss of her youth, only the loss of her energy.

      “I’m sorry,” Jacob said softly. “I didn’t mean that you aren’t still beautiful.”

      “We have more important matters to speak about.” Her heart quickened. Nazi troops were advancing, and she knew his family was right in their path.

      Jacob hesitated on the doorstep. Beneath his dark bushy brows, his eyes were moist. “If I don’t return, I want you to know that I’ve always⁠—”

      “I know.” She gave him a sad smile. “And I want you to know that I haven’t long. I’m”

      “No, you’ll be better soon. You should see a different doctor.”

      She shook her head, and then raised her eyes to the west, where a faint, eerie light glowed orange on the horizon like a distant fireball. “You must hurry. And please, be careful.”

      On his return, they would travel into the nearby forest, hide until danger passed. At best, they could return home. At worst... She shuddered.

      I’m so glad Jacob was here. Heinrich, her husband’s nephew who lived with them, had disappeared after the invasion.

      Sofia and Karl had taken Heinrich into their home the day his parents had died, when he was just a boy. From that moment on, she had taken care to treat him as her own son, just as she did Max. After Karl’s death, there was no question that Heinrich would remain with her. Sofia loved Heinrich like a son, but he’d always had a fierce temperament and an explosive temper.

      Where was Heinrich now that she needed him?

      Another round of coughing gripped her like a vise. If only she’d been well enough to travel to Paris with young Nicky, as she’d promised Max and Danielle.

      She pressed her hand against her chest. The doctor had told her she’d have more time. But even he hadn’t realized her illness would be so aggressive.

      In her dignified way, she’d kept it from her family. She didn’t want to worry Max and Danielle.

      Sofia gasped for breath slowly, her coughing subsiding. What would Max and Danielle return to? In the last few days, unbelievable stories from the front lines had filtered into town. Thousands of innocent people had been killed in ground and air strikes. People were running for their lives. And their village, Klukowski, was dead center in the Nazi path.

      She thought of her precious grandson Nicky and regret flooded her mind. Danielle had been so anxious about leaving him. Sofia had assured her the boy would be fine, that they would meet them in Paris. How wrong she had been.

      Once the news about the agreement between Germany and Russia was broadcast, people had mobbed the petrol and train stations. She’d tried to board a train to Paris, but she was too weak to fight the frantic swarm of humanity desperate to escape.

      She heard the rear door slam and heavy footsteps raced up the rear servants’ stairs. She knew the sound of those boots. “Heinrich?”

      Sofia met him in the hall. Heinrich’s blond hair was sticking up like thorns, his clothes soggy with perspiration. He held a small bag in his hand.

      “Aunt Sofia. I–I thought you’d left already.”

      Sofia pulled herself up. “You saw the car leave and you assumed I was in it. You did not want to face me?”

      “No, I–”

      “Where have you been?”

      He lowered his pale blue eyes and studied his feet, then threw his head back and puffed out his chest. “I am going to join in the glory of the New Germany. I’ve enlisted. ”

      Shocked, Sofia reached out to the wall for support. She struggled to speak, her breath rattling in her chest. “But you’ve lived here since you were ten. You’re more Polish than German.”

      “No, you are Polish. My uncle was not. I had no choice after my parents died, did I?” His lip curled in a sneer. “My blood is German and I’m proud of it. Mein Führer needs me.”

      She knew Heinrich idolized everything German. As a child he’d played soldier games, staged battles and studied strategy. He yearned for the uniform, the comradeship, the imagined glory—but there was no honor in the Nazi ideology. How can I stop him? She touched his arm. “Heinrich, I’ve always loved you like my own son.”

      “That’s a lie, and you know it.” He jerked away. “Your precious son Max betrayed his race by marrying a little half-breed French Jew who passes herself off as Catholic. And you welcomed her into this home. You spent more time with her and that brat than you ever did with me.”

      “Is that what’s behind this? You’re jealous of Danielle and little Nicky?” She shook her head in disbelief. True, Heinrich had been moody after Danielle arrived, but Sofia had assumed it was just adolescent behavior.

      “Jealous? No, they’re beneath me, Aunt Sofia. And so are you.” He spun on his heel and pounded down the stairs.

      Sofia heard the door slam. She ached for Heinrich; her heart burned with rage against the Nazis. She leaned against the wall and tried to catch her breath.

      She recalled how he’d been a frightened young boy, missing his Berlin friends, when he came to live with them. She thought that was the reason for his surly demeanor. But how he must have resented her.

      He has joined the enemy. He has betrayed the family.

      A chill crept over her. Heinrich knew the secret of Nicky’s heritage. He wouldn’t inform on little Nicky, would he?

      She heard feet padding behind her.

      Nicky flung his arms around her knees. “Grand-mère, why is Heinrich mad?

      “It’s complicated, Nicky. But he’s gone now. He won’t be back.”

      Nicky appeared thoughtful. “He says awful mean things to me.”

      Sofia’s heart clutched. So it was true.

      He looked up at her with rounded eyes of innocence. “I’m glad he’s gone.”

      Sofia knelt and hugged Nicky, even as her heart broke for Heinrich. “Go back to bed, Nicky, my dear. You need your rest.” She took his hand and walked him to the nursery.

      After she tucked him into bed and kissed him, she went to her bedroom. Her mantle clock read after midnight, yet she had little time to indulge her aches and anxieties. Her maid had already fled in hysterics and there was still much to do.

      She selected a simple black wool traveling dress and sewed her finest jewelry into the hem. Photographs, money, and real estate deeds went into a large bag, along with a change of clothing, eyeglasses, medical supplies, and food.

      Exhausted, she collapsed at her desk in the study. She tried once more to call Danielle’s parents in France. “Hello, hello?” But the line was thick with silence.

      And then she thought, Why isn’t Jacob here yet?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        4 September, 1939 - Atlantic Ocean

      

      

      Hours after the sinking of the Newell-Grey Explorer, Danielle sat shivering on the quiet darkened deck of the British destroyer that had come to their rescue. She drew a damp woolen blanket, heavy with its animal aroma, around her shoulders, but it offered little warmth.

      Danielle owed her life to the Irishwoman in the lifeboat whose strong arms had lifted her to the surface, yanking her from the brink of crossing over, of leaving her loved ones behind. I wasn’t ready to die, she thought, anxiety crawling through her skin as she recalled the surreal moments she’d experienced, the sense that she was being thrust through a passage from the life she’d known. She pursed her trembling lips and blinked back fear. Nicky needs his mother, and I will find him.

      Thankfully, everyone in her lifeboat had survived, including Joshua, the little boy she’d promised to look after. When Danielle regained consciousness, she was worried about Joshua. The Irishwoman assured her that Joshua was well; the captain had personally made sure the boy was being cared for. On his request, several teachers had gathered children who’d been on lifeboats alone to comfort them, look after them, and try to reunite them with family after they disembarked. Danielle was relieved to learn that Joshua wasn’t hurt, and hoped his father had survived, too.

      Danielle was unharmed, except for a few bruises and a throbbing welt on the back of her head. But other passengers weren’t as fortunate. The sight of stiff, discolored bodies adrift in the sea, the scent of death rising from the waves—these memories would plague her forever.

      One thought revolved endlessly through Danielle’s mind: Where are we? She had seen neither Max nor Jon since she’d boarded the lifeboat. She could only pray they were aboard the ship that trailed them, a Norwegian vessel that had also aided in the rescue. Both ships were observing radio silence, so survivors could not be confirmed.

      She drew her hands into fists and crushed Nicky’s woolen cap to her cheek, inhaling his memory. As a perfumer, Danielle knew the sense of smell was a strong memory trigger, but it was more than that, too. The olfactory sense was a key to the door of human emotions, to emotions often barred from the surface of consciousness. She drank in the unique aroma of her son, the intimate scent that any parent knows.

      With another breath, the aroma of wet wool conjured the last moments she’d been with Max, the fibers of his jacket drenched with salt water. Inevitably, the vision of the U-boat appeared in her mind. Her breath quickened as anger grew within her. She recalled the horrible stories that had filtered in from Germany and realized now, with a sinking feeling, that the stories must be true.

      Muted sobs reverberated in the thick fog of the salted midnight air, but Danielle remained dry-eyed, resistant now to any emotion but rage, her breath coming in short rasps.

      She clasped her knees and rocked in the biting cold, trying to keep her body, and her baby, warm. It was far too soon to feel any movement, but she prayed the child was unharmed by her ordeal.

      Her husband might well be among the dead, yet she dared not think of mourning. She fixed her gaze toward England.

      No doubt, Nazi U-boats tracked the ships’ movements. Would they even reach England? And then what?

      At least Heinrich was with Nicky and Sofia. Although in truth, she’d always been wary of Max’s cousin. Heinrich acted distant, but Max only laughed and said it was his Prussian background. Yet she sensed he viewed her as an interloper.

      Danielle turned to concentrate on the blackened form of the Norwegian vessel. As she did, she imagined that she could feel the presence of Max and Jon. They must be there. Finally, exhaustion set in and she drifted into a troubled slumber.

      When Danielle woke, the English shore was in full view. Where am I? What’s happening, where’s Max? Then the memory of the night before rushed through her mind, and she stumbled to her feet.

      She drew herself farther into her soggy blanket and crinkled her nose against the sour smell of damp wool. The air held an ominous chill, and the charcoal sky reflected the somber mood of the morning.

      The stout, red-haired Irishwoman from the lifeboat stood near her at the rail, worry lines on her face. “Morning, dearie,” the woman said. She pointed ahead at the docks. “We’re pulling into Southampton. How’re you doing?”

      “I’ve been better, but glad to be alive. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate what you did for me,” Danielle said. “If it weren’t for you, I would’ve drowned.”

      “Don’t mention it, dearie, but sure’n you should learn to swim.” The woman patted her on the back.

      From the deck of the British destroyer that had rescued them, the two women watched as the Norwegian ship docked. Then the destroyer maneuvered into port.

      Solemn passengers lined the rail of each vessel. Danielle strained to see Max or Jon. She peered out over the throng of people who’d gathered to greet the ships, heard them call out names in hope. Then the heavens burst with a crack of thunder and far below, clusters of umbrellas unfurled against the sudden rain.

      The Irishwoman left her, marching ahead to look for her family. Danielle shuffled off the ship with the ragged mass of survivors, following the queue into a large, rectangular brick building. Once in the processing area, she continued to search the crowd for Max and Jon. But all she found were dry blankets and bland soup, and volunteers who could do little more than offer condolences.

      “Refugees,” she heard them called. Her face burned with renewed anger. That’s what we are now. Barefoot and clutching her purse, Danielle gave a volunteer her information. With her heart in her throat, she asked about Max.

      The woman consulted a list, frowned, and then excused herself.

      Danielle licked her raw lips, tasting salt water. The smell of perspiration and dampness infiltrated her nose. Not far away, she noticed a trim man with a press credential tucked into his hatband.

      “How many people were aboard?” he asked an official. He sounded American.

      “Twelve hundred ninety-four,” came the reply.

      “Survivors?”

      Danielle strained to hear.

      “At last count, nine hundred seventy-six.”

      Her head throbbed as she calculated. More than three hundred dead.

      The reporter scribbled in his notebook. “And what can you tell me about the SS. Athenia?”

      The official shook his head. “She was bound for Montreal but suffered a U-boat attack north of Ireland. More than a hundred civilians and crew died.”

      No, not another ship. Danielle’s head swam. So this is war.
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        What a shame the lilac flower jealously guards its aroma, refusing to share its magic. Relying on alchemy, a perfumer recalls its impression with a blend. Together, the essences of jasmine, ylang-ylang, neroli, and vanilla plot to mimic the fair lilac flower. –DB

      

      

      
        
        4 September, 1939 - Southampton, England

      

      

      
      Across the spartan brick-lined immigration center through which visitors to England passed on their way into the country, Jon searched the crowded winding queues of hundreds of weary souls. Where the devil is she? He ran a hand through his hair, praying she hadn’t been on the lifeboat that sank. He and Max had been up all night, desperate to find her. She wasn’t on board his vessel, and even he couldn’t get a message through to the British destroyer.

      After being approved by Immigration, Max was taken in for questioning by the British authorities. Jon had promised him that he’d continue searching for Danielle.

      It had been more than twenty-four hours since the ship had gone down. Did she make it? He’d never forgive himself if she hadn’t. He couldn’t imagine Danielle not fighting to survive, but then, he’d known many strong sailors who’d been bested by the frigid waters of the North Atlantic.

      Then he saw her and relief surged through him. She stood with a blanket wrapped around her willowy frame, her auburn hair slicked from her forehead and hanging in a tangled rope down her back.

      He caught his breath, not because of her bedraggled appearance, but rather because of the way she stood, so straight and tall. Courageous.

      She looked regal in her woolen blanket, her face set with determination. Her chin lifted defiantly. No other woman had ever made his pulse quicken like her.

      When he moved closer, he saw the intensity of her gaze as she looked about the room. Her eyes were the color of Colombian emeralds, with fiery sparks that would make any man think twice about crossing her.

      If only I’d met her before she married Max. Heat prickled his neck. He stopped, and checked his thoughts. Don’t be a fool. He was practically engaged to Victoria. But what was the harm in looking?

      
      Against a bright overhead light, Danielle saw Jon. Her eyes snagged on his height, the broad span of his shoulders. She waved and pressed through the crowd, her heart surging.

      Jon wrapped his arms around her, his lips brushed her forehead. Relieved, she clung to him, felt the steady sureness of his heartbeat. She drew away to put a proper distance between them. “They can’t find Max’s name on the list. Have you seen him?”

      Jon looked down at her, his bleary eyes bloodshot and damp.

      She sucked in her breath. Not Max. “No, no,” she murmured.

      “Max is fine, Danielle. He was incredible, helping so many people to safety. Along with the captain, we were the last off the ship.”

      “Where is he?” Danielle gripped his jacket lapel. “I must see him.”

      “He’s being questioned.” Jon chuckled. “He gave the investigators quite a start. They think he looks like Edward, the Duke of Windsor. But I assured them, he’s not a Nazi sympathizer.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        4 September, 1939 - Poland

      

      

      Gasping for breath, Sofia’s eyes fell on the silver-framed family photographs on her desk. She remembered how hard Max had worked to restore the crystal and glass factory he had inherited from his father, her Karl—that handsome, lovable rascal.

      She and Karl were married in Germany, and it wasn’t long before she discovered Karl’s gambling debts. All that remained was Sofia’s family estate in Klukowski, Poland, in the village named after her ancestors. Several generations of her family had lived on this land, descendants of a valiant Polish knight and his striking wife, a Silesian countess. Years later, after Karl’s heart finally gave out, Max inherited the floundering firm.

      Sofia touched a wedding photograph of Max and Danielle. Max had been lucky to meet Danielle at a perfume conference in Paris.

      She shook her head, the furrow between her brow deepening as she wondered if news of the invasion had reached Max and Danielle aboard the ship. If it has, how worried they must be. She removed the cherished photographs from their frames and stashed the pictures in her bag, then checked her watch pin. Five-thirty. Threads of light crept into the room. Jacob should be here.

      She woke Nicky to dress him.

      The little boy rubbed his eyes. “Where are we going?”

      “We’re taking a short trip.” Sofia pulled a warm sweater over his head.

      “Will Maman and Papa be there?”

      “As soon as they return from New York.” She kissed his cheek. “Until then, we must carry on and have courage.”

      He hugged his favorite stuffed animal, a red-striped monkey. “I want to take him.”

      “As long as you promise to carry him.” Danielle had made it for him.

      At last, they were ready. Sofia held Nicky’s hand and waited in the rear doorway for Jacob to return. A distant church bell chimed seven times. What was keeping Jacob?

      “Look over there,” Nicky said. The light summer breeze ruffled his fine, golden hair as he pointed to the west. Smudges of gray smoke drifted on the horizon.

      Sofia sniffed. A faint burning odor permeated the morning air. She hugged Nicky to her breast, but he grew restless.

      “Let’s walk through the garden.” Sofia took his hand and he tried to run, but she refused to let go. “My, you’re energetic this morning.”

      They knelt on the carpet of grass, damp with dew. Sofia glanced around, taking solace in her garden. Realizing she might never see it again, she closed her eyes and inhaled the delicate aromas of her luscious red roses, the creamy white honeysuckle, and her favorite, mounds of lilac bushes that blazed purple every spring.

      She heard her car turn into their lane
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requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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