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            Chapter 1

          

          Sarah

        

      

    

    
      A blood-curdling scream echoed across the room. Sarah instantly awoke, convinced her racing heart would burst through her chest. She sat upright and quickly scanned the room. Perspiration dripped down her forehead. The morning sun streamed through the gap between the curtains. Turning around, her light green eyes locked on the face of a terrified blonde woman staring back at her.

      She froze in terror, like the stranger a short distance away. Instantly recognising the locket which hung around the lady’s neck, the tension slowly subsided when it became apparent the image was only a reflection staring back from the mirror opposite. Still unsure of the short haircut the stylist had promised suited her, Sarah pushed the bedcovers aside and sat on the edge of the bed. Every deep breath, a calming influence for her pounding heart, helped to comprehend it was only a nightmare. Not another one. When will they stop?

      If only it had been a dream and not a tormented memory. Nightmares were manageable, at least. The recollection felt as raw as the day it happened. It was time she accepted the fact life had changed. No longer the person she once was, the only option was to move on.

      Unable to ignore the pressure in her bladder that commanded attention, Sarah got up and shuffled across the cold timber floorboards into the bathroom.

      Steam from the hot water filled the small colonial-styled bathroom. Sarah opened the shower door, now covered with condensation, and stepped inside. Hot water brought welcome relief to her tired body and pushed the horrible images of what had happened back to the depths of her mind, where they belonged. With shaking hands, Sarah flattened her blonde hair, enjoying the lightness the new hairstyle offered. It was such a contrast to the long, brown cascading hair she used to possess. Having luxurious curls most of her life, these were the first thing to disappear when she reinvented herself.

      Apart from a new appearance, there was no better way to start afresh than by moving to the opposite side of the country. It was a relief nobody knew her or what she had done.

      The log cabin at the edge of the forest, on the outskirts of town, was perfect to start over. Not a neighbour within shouting distance, which Sarah needed to leave the horror of her past behind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Xavier

        

      

    

    
      Buoyed by a new sense of optimism, Xavier encouraged himself with a happy thought. Today will be a good day. It had been an eternity since he felt a glimmer of positivity. He had nearly forgotten what it felt like.

      For once, the day started without the need for an alarm. Previously one to be up before dawn, a lot had changed in the last year. Like blood pumping through his veins, surfing had been what was needed to get through a tough day on the worksite. The passion had died, together with his love for life, when everything was turned upside down by the unthinkable.

      Mostly an energetic person, there wasn’t much to feel cheerful about these days. If it wasn’t for the sleeping pills, he would never sleep. Xavier’s mind was in constant turmoil, which wasn’t surprising, given everything that had happened. If only they had known, precautions could have been taken to prevent what unfolded.

      Xavier rolled over in his king-size bed, which now seemed ridiculously huge for one person. He rubbed his eyes and subconsciously scratched his head as he got out of bed. Noticing the stubble on his head was longer than preferred, he made a mental note to attend to it. With a muscular build, the shaved look suited him, or so most people told him. He wasn’t sure if they were trying to boost his confidence, considering they knew how much he struggled when he had started to lose his hair in high school.

      Having had a good night’s sleep, Xavier’s mind was clearer today. A contrast to when he stumbled around in a daze because of the tablets he had become accustomed to taking at bedtime each night.

      Kayla, Xavier’s older sister by fourteen months, had taken him aside last night and scolded him, ‘Xavier Sanderson! You need to get your act together. If you don’t, you’ll be the next to vanish off the face of this earth. No one needs that, especially with everything everyone has suffered.’

      Kayla knew her brother better than anyone else. Being so close in age, they had always been inseparable growing up. They had lived their whole life in Larrow Heads and, therefore, a beach lifestyle was all they knew. With all that had happened recently, they were even closer now. Kayla had found a pill packet stashed under his mattress. Rather than throw them out herself, she forced him to face his demons and flush them down the toilet while she watched. She assured him it was all part of the process for him to heal and move forward. He had responsibilities not only to himself but to those who relied upon him, even if he didn’t want to accept it.

      Since Kayla started her online psychology course, she believed she was capable of identifying things in other people which they didn’t see in themselves. In her opinion, Xavier had an addictive personality. It was no surprise when he became addicted to his prescription sleeping medication so quickly. He also took risks when he surfed, tackling the roughest surf when most of his more experienced mates gave up. He never wore his safety harness when working on roofs either, something which his previous boss had warned him about many times. It had been one reason Xavier had resigned from the largest building company on the south coast of New South Wales. Not one to like being told what to do, he took matters into his own hands, quit his job and started his own business.

      This had proved a positive step. Xavier’s carpentry business had taken off quickly, even if every other aspect of his life had fallen apart. There was only one other builder who lived in their coastal town, so competition was minimal. No longer having to commute an hour each way to Brockton Valley to work for someone else, he had more time to surf. His stubbornness had been a blessing in disguise.

      Not wanting to admit Kayla was right, mainly because he would never hear the end of it, Xavier attempted to do what she suggested and accept what had happened. This morning, with a clear head, he headed for the kitchen and made a strong, black coffee. That’s one thing I’ll never give up.

      Xavier gulped his coffee down and eyed his blue surfboard propped up against the lounge room wall. Excited to get back to surfing, he hoped his obsession and the adrenalin rush would return. At least that was an aspect of his life he could control. Maybe in time, he would be fully ready to move forward. For now, he just wanted to get back to surfing and forget about the daunting obligations expected of him.
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          Sarah

        

      

    

    
      Sarah paced up and down the cabin, rehearsing an introduction speech for her first day at work. Everyone has a past. It’s not like people reveal everything about themselves when you first meet. Tired of answering questions, and craving the serenity of silence, she reminded herself, keep it simple and to the point, avoid friendships or people will get hurt.

      The ticking clock above the antiquated oven caught her attention. Shit, I can’t be late on my first day. With no time for breakfast, a pre-made protein drink from the fridge was the best option, before Sarah locked the cabin and headed for her car. An icy wind swirled and, grateful for her choice of jeans and a grey cardigan today, Sarah reached behind to grab the woollen material and wrapped it tighter around her petite body to ward off the morning chill.

      Once inside her red Ford Festiva, she inserted the key into the ignition and tried to activate it. The engine sputtered and coughed but failed to start. She slammed her fist onto the steering wheel. ‘Come on, you old thing. Don’t die on me today, of all days,’ she yelled, throwing her head back against the headrest. She took a deep breath and tried again. This time, with success. Sarah fastened her seatbelt and manoeuvred the car between the low-hanging branches of the towering willow trees lining the driveway and guided the rusting old vehicle out onto the dirt road. She followed the main route into town, preparing to face people once again.
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        * * *

      

      ‘Good morning.’ The crossing supervisor greeted Sarah as she patiently waited for the traffic to come to a stop. Eager school children congregated behind the yellow line, as if ready to start a race, rather than cross the road and embark on their daily learning adventures.

      Sarah smiled, noting the woman was of a similar age. They could have passed for sisters at one time, even though Sarah was a lot shorter. A glance at the badge proudly displayed on the left chest pocket of the lady’s bright yellow vest indicated her name was Kayla.

      Distracted by her thoughts, Sarah nearly missed Kayla’s next comment. ‘Ah, a new face in town and no children with you. You must be the new teacher’s assistant.’

      ‘Yes. I am, but I’m not sure where to go.’

      ‘Easy fixed. Hang back a moment and let the kids cross. I’ll fill you in on where you need to be.’

      The woman’s welcoming presence was a relief. Any nerves about starting the new job began melting away. It wasn’t the plan to make friends, but she could see herself being more than an acquaintance with someone like Kayla if things were different.

      Sarah watched quietly as Kayla stepped out into the heavy traffic. She was amazed at the number of cars for a country town of this size. The stop sign and a commanding presence were enough for the influx of vehicles to come to an immediate halt.

      Once the children had safely crossed the intersection, Kayla returned to Sarah’s side of the road. ‘Welcome to Larrow Heads Primary School. I’m Kayla.’

      ‘Thanks. I worked that one out already.’ Sarah pointed at the name badge. ‘I’m from the city. This place is very different to back home.’

      ‘I can tell.’

      ‘How?’ Sarah asked, shocked she stood out so much.

      An infectious laugh escaped Kayla’s mouth. ‘You walk faster than us, as if you’re running away from something.’

      Like a disobedient child being told off by a stern teacher, Sarah stared at Kayla. How can she know? Looking down at the ground, she shook her head. ‘Nope, just worried I’ll be late for my first day at school.’

      ‘Well, welcome. Best you head into the administration building at the top of the hill. It’s the first building you come to, so it’s pretty hard to miss. I was a bunch of nerves on my first day, but the girls in there will have you sorted in no time.’

      A warm smile spread across Sarah’s face. ‘Great, thanks.’

      Kayla raised her stop sign and, once again, strode confidently out into the on-coming traffic.

      Children clambered across the road, like a herd of sheep being expertly guided by the most intelligent sheepdog. Engulfed by the youngsters, Sarah followed. From a distance, with her petite stature, she blended in and almost looked like a student herself.

      Overwhelmed by the number of children surrounding her, it felt like Sarah’s heart had leapt into her throat. She took a gulp and pushed her motherly instincts down to where they belonged - buried.

      Kayla smiled in encouragement from the middle of the road. ‘Good luck,’ she whispered.

      Little did Kayla know Sarah needed all the luck she could get.
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          Xavier

        

      

    

    
      The sun reflected off the glass-like surface of the water, blinding Xavier as he pulled his dual cab ute to a stop in the foreshore car park. He clambered out of the car and pulled his wetsuit up and attempted to fasten it. It was tighter than he remembered, having put on weight in the last year. He chuckled, thinking his mother would be happy with his new physique. She was always saying he was too skinny. Unzipping the wetsuit, Xavier riffled through the back seat and found an abandoned pair of board shorts, thankful he wasn’t one to clean out his car too often. Looks like it’ll be these for today. Climbing back into the front seat of his car, he successfully changed out of his old wetsuit and donned the more comfortable boardies.

      Moments later, he was back outside and untying his surfboard from the roof racks, before he leant the board against the timber railing which separated the foreshore from the beach. An unusual chill for this time of year gently ruffled the branches of the palm trees which lined the sandy path leading down to the beach.

      Xavier locked his car and stashed his keys on top of the front right tyre. It never failed to amaze him how risky it was, but crime was low in Larrow Heads. He pulled out a bar of wax he had tucked away in his pocket and started his habitual circular motions of rubbing his board down. Being too eager to get into the surf, his mates used to give him hell about the ritual. At least they weren’t around to give him a ribbing today. He was late compared to most who were already in the water. Happy for the delaying tactic today, the rhythmic action of the wax routine and the sound of the ocean soothed his mind.

      Satisfied with his effort, Xavier picked up his surfboard and secured it tightly under his arm. Dwarfed by the size of his board, he raced toward the beckoning surf, treading in the various footprints left in the churned-up sand by fellow surfers.

      Out of the corner of his eye, Xavier spotted the most recent tattoo on his right bicep. He stopped mid-stride, his feet sinking deeper into the white sand. He wasn’t yet used to the image which stared back at him. Given Xavier’s love for tattoos, which was obvious by the amount covering his arms, he was surprised when the tattoo artist managed to find space to create his latest addition.

      It wasn’t uncommon to get a new tattoo every month, but since this one, he was worried that if he got any more, they would diminish the beauty of his most meaningful piece. The design took weeks for him to finalise but, once he did, he realised it was perfect. Deep down, he wished, with all his heart, that he had never had to get it.

      Xavier’s mind wandered to how life used to be. So carefree and magical. Each day was theirs to make the most of. Now, all he had were memories, plus a new tattoo. Louise’s face stared back at him from his bronzed, muscular arm. Her exquisite blue eyes had been captured perfectly. Always the hardest to perfect in a drawing, he was eternally grateful for the tattoo artist’s work. Louise always had a seriousness about her expression, which captivated Xavier. Long black hair, with the word “Lulu” hidden between the curls, framed the petite face on his arm. Lulu had been his nickname for Louise their entire life, but not one they shared with anyone else. Clasped in her hands was a love heart, with the words ‘together forever’ neatly emblazoned inside in calligraphy, her favourite style of writing.

      The usual pang to the heart hit but, this time, he pushed through it without the need for sedatives. The lure of the waves was impossible to ignore. He raced for the sanctuary of the water, together with the comradery of his fellow surfers. It had been months since he’d tackled the waves. Feeling like a beginner again, he went back to basics and dragged his surfboard the last few metres along the sand. Xavier walked into the water, instantly greeted by waves lapping around his legs like a welcoming hug. Tossing his board on top of the surf, water splashed his face. He licked his salty lips, enjoying the taste after too long an absence. He pushed his board across the water’s surface, and within seconds, instinct returned. An adrenalin rush kicked in as he confidently paddled out through the white rolling water into the unbroken blue waves. He berated himself for ignoring his passion for so long and nearly abandoning what made him get out of bed each day.

      A few welcoming hollers from fellow surfers bellowed out.

      Tom’s voice was the loudest. ‘Hey X. About time we saw you back, mate. It’s been way too long.’

      Having known each other since primary school, the two had been best mates since the day they met. Tom was the one who started calling Xavier simply by ‘X’. The nickname had stuck.

      Tom’s appearance hadn’t changed since their school days. Still skinny, with long light brown dreadlocks, he was hopeful one day he would gain a more manly physique. It wasn’t looking promising. The obsession with dreadlocks began when his surfing lessons did, wanting to look the part from the beginning. Never having grown out of his freckly face, it gave him a youthful, cheeky look. Tom was always one to offer support to his friends, especially when their many pranks as young schoolboys had gone wrong and they suffered any punishment together. However, unable to accept life as it had become recently, Xavier pushed Tom away, like everyone else who tried to help him when he was at his lowest point.

      ‘I’m sorry buddy. I’ve been wanting to come, but it’s been too hard.’

      ‘Don’t stress, mate. We knew you’d be back when you were ready. Now come on, this one’s got your name on it. Show me what you’ve got.’

      With a quick look over his shoulder, Xavier quickly paddled so he would be in the perfect position to take the next wave. ‘No problem. Race you to the beach.’

      Tom grinned. ‘Now there’s the guy I know and love. I’ve missed that competitive streak out here. It hasn’t been the same without you, X.’

      No further encouragement was needed. Instinct took over. Laying on his stomach, Xavier paddled hard. With the current’s force, he was soon ready to go. He immediately jumped to a crouching position. With arms raised either side of his body, Xavier balanced himself, before he successfully stood up to his full height (which wasn’t much compared to his mates). The ultimate feeling of being back where he belonged instantly hit him. With a look overhead, Xavier blew a kiss into the sky. Always having the art of being in the right place at the right time, his wave selection couldn’t have been better. The rush of successfully catching his first wave in what felt like an eternity stirred every emotion, reminding him of the first time he had mastered the act of surfing when he was still just a grommet. It was good to be back, doing what he loved.

      The start of the wave was magical, but the ending was not what had been planned. The force of the wave threw his balance off. His stomach muscles, although still toned, were out of practice and his core strength had deteriorated. Within seconds, Xavier was beneath the waves as they crashed over him. He tumbled onto shore, stood up, and rubbed his hands over his face. He had forgotten to shave this morning in his rush to get out to the surf. His surfboard bobbed up and down with the tide a few metres away. He ran over to it, grabbed it, and dragged his board out of the surf.

      A white butterfly circled Xavier’s head, which he took as a sign that Louise watched on. Even though it wasn’t from the beach where she normally watched him surf, he knew she watched from above, giving him a nod of approval. Her angelic voice echoed in his mind. It’s about bloody time you got back out doing what you love.

      Another adrenalin surge kicked in. Xavier couldn’t wait to master the next wave and raced back out to join Tom, who was already on his way back out to sea.

      Sunlight streamed down from the cloudless bright blue sky. A gentle breeze blew, making it feel colder out of the water than in. The shift in his mind this morning was huge. Why has it taken me so long to get back?

      Xavier lay on his stomach and paddled out to join Tom. ‘Man, this is the therapy I needed and not all that crap Kayla sent me to.’

      ‘Come on. She had your best interests at heart.’ Tom defended Kayla.

      ‘I know. It’s just not my thing to sit around and talk about shit.’ Xavier loved his sister and was grateful for all she had done. He glanced at the sun to give him an indication of the time. ‘I’d better hurry up. I’ve got to look after Mia. I don’t want to make Kayla late for school.’

      Tom bit his lip. ‘How’s Kayla coping with Mia on her own?’

      ‘She’s doing a great job. I work my day around her shifts at school so she gets a break. All in all, they’re doing great.’

      ‘So, she’s still crossing supervisor?’ Tom asked.

      ‘You know she is.’ Xavier laughed. ‘You make sure you drive home that way every morning just to check her out. I’m not stupid. You’ve been wanting something to happen between you two forever.’

      ‘Yeah, but she’s your sister.’

      ‘It doesn’t matter. You’re not getting any younger, either of you.’

      Tom looked surprised. ‘You wouldn’t mind?’

      ‘Not at all. Plus, there aren’t many single women in this town, so you’re running out of options.’ Xavier looked over his shoulder and pointed. ‘Now, this wave is mine.’ He successfully conquered the wave and took it all the way to shore. Tom took the next one, and followed Xavier across the water and then the sand, back up to their parked cars.

      A few of the young local girls walked along the sand, not hiding the fact they were checking out all the surfers, both in and out of the water. Tom raised his hand and waved. They giggled, racing along the sand in the opposite direction.

      ‘I think you just made their day, mate.’ Xavier chuckled. ‘Way too young for you, though.’

      Tom nodded, then pointed back toward the water. ‘Think you left something behind.’

      Xavier’s leg rope had broken off his board, having forgotten how worn out it had become since the last time he surfed. Xavier placed his board on the sand and ran back to pick up the tattered Velcro cuff and blue cord. As he bent down to retrieve it, a walker went past him, distracting him from the task at hand. He stood and watched, surprised by the woman’s clothing choice. Unlike everyone else on the beach in shorts and t-shirts, she was dressed in a white long sleeve top, long pants and a wide-brimmed hat, pulled right down, almost covering her eyes. Xavier smiled, but his gesture wasn’t reciprocated. Instead, she turned her head the other way. She quickened her pace and continued down the beach, but not before Xavier saw the fear in her eyes.
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          Sarah

        

      

    

    
      Deflated, and feeling as unloved as the coffee-stained couch, Sarah sighed and sank into it. Today had not gone to plan. If she was totally honest with herself, it was a disaster. Convinced she was ready to be around children once again, her silent tears and quivering voice today told her otherwise.

      She had been in the classroom now for two weeks and her co-workers had confidence in her, even if she didn’t have it in herself. Mrs Green, the class teacher, had to leave for an urgent meeting. Something about a complaint from one of the parents. With Sarah’s teaching studies put on hold months earlier, through no fault of her own, her confidence had been shattered. When the teacher’s assistant position had become available, Sarah knew it was a sign to get back to her dream of finalising her teaching degree. It was only a matter of time until she received confirmation her enrolment into an online course had been approved. Now living in a country town, it was the only option available if she wanted to complete her studies. With only a few subjects left to complete, it shouldn’t take that long.

      All went well supervising the students on her own until Amelia, a young girl with long blonde ringlets, came up and asked for help. The morning’s task asked the children what they wanted to be when they grew up. Most children had grand plans like being a scientist, astronaut, professional sports person, doctor or be like their dad, no matter what he did. Often dads were heroes in their children’s eyes, but not for Sarah.

      Amelia looked up from the work in front of her, with bright blue eyes peeking out from under her long fringe. With a penetrating gaze, it felt like the girl knew Sarah’s secret. ‘Miss, what did you want to be when you were little?’

      Reminiscing about things she hadn’t thought of in years, her mind wandered. Oh, the innocence of children. If only I could go back to those days.

      Something brushed against Sarah’s arm, which brought her back to the moment. ‘Miss, are you okay?’

      Taking a deep breath, it was impossible to tell the truth. ‘I wanted to look after children.’

      Amelia reached for a pencil among the rainbow of stationery items scattered on the table. Her slender fingers secured a bright blue one which matched her eye colour. With a clenched fist, as only those first starting to write do, Amelia drew what she wanted to be when she grew up.

      Sarah watched for a moment, noticing the dirt embedded under Amelia’s fingernails, before wandering around the room to check the other students and keeping an eye on their work. Although Amelia’s appearance was more unkempt than the other students, she was oblivious to her stained school uniform compared to the pristine ones of her friends. Having been bumped from one foster home to another, she was one of the happiest children in the class. Sarah’s attention was drawn back to the cheerful girl, amazed at the quality of work for someone so young. Even though teachers were taught not to have favourites, a soft spot was already forming.

      Holding up her artwork, Amelia excitedly waved it above her head. ‘I’ve finished, Miss.’

      Sarah took the paper and studied it. Tears threatened to roll down her cheeks. The childhood ambition was almost identical to what she had drawn at a similar age, but it would never come true. Not now, after what she did. Amelia waited patiently for praise.

      The classroom door burst open as Mrs Green returned. A gust of wind slammed the door against the wall. Sarah looked up, wiped her eyes and brought her attention back to Amelia. ‘That’s a lovely drawing. Why don’t you add something in the background?’

      ‘Yes, Miss.’ Amelia reached for a green pencil and busied herself with colouring the background. It looked like grass, but with young children, you never could tell what they wanted it to be. They always saw things adults didn’t.

      Sarah glanced at the clock above the blackboard, grateful there were only five minutes left of the day’s class. She tidied up, thankful the monotony distracted her enough to survive the last few minutes.

      The school bell rang, bringing welcome relief it was the end of the class. Once the last of the students vacated the room, Sarah rushed off for the safety of her car without saying a word to Mrs Green. Safely in the confines of her car, the torrent of emotions that had threatened to destroy her composure in class broke through the surface.

      With her face red from the aftermath of crying and a runny nose, Sarah started her car and headed for the comfort of the log cabin. She hoped today the serenity of its location would work magic on her tortured soul.
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        * * *

      

      A scratching sound from the window behind her pulled Sarah from her trance. She looked up, instantly blinded by the sun’s glare through the window. She held up her hand to shield her eyes. The window panel had been left ajar this morning when she had opened it for the stray cat who had adopted her since her arrival in town. Opening the window had become one of her daily habits, allowing enough room for the cat to enter, as well as leaving a small bowl of food on the kitchen floor.

      The cat had made itself at home as soon as the last moving box had been unpacked. The first time she had seen it was while sitting on the rustic porch out the front. It sat and watched her cautiously from a distance. Its scrawny frame was obvious, even from afar, and worried Sarah. At the time she had been eating a chicken sandwich. She pulled out small pieces of chicken and tossed them over, one by one, gradually enticing the cat up the path to the porch. The largest reward was a big chunk right near the door, knowing the cat’s hunger would be too intense for it to ignore the offering.

      Sarah watched as the timid cat carefully approached each morsel of food. It cautiously ate, while keeping a watchful eye on its surroundings. Any sudden movement spooked it, resulting in it retreating slightly, before hunger took over again. On each step closer, protruding ribs and missing fur showed obvious signs of neglect. Sarah remained still as the cat delicately put one paw on each step and, seeing the reward of the larger piece of chicken, hunger outweighed fear.

      Now confident around her, the cat placed its paw on the side of the window and pushed it open wider. It sauntered through the gap, jumped onto the back of the couch, then lay down. It stayed in the one spot for some time, purring and cleaning itself. Thoughts roamed back to Amelia’s drawing and the innocence of children. All Sarah wanted when she was young was to grow up and become a mother. With an alcoholic father, she hadn’t had the best childhood, so she wanted to have a child of her own and prove to the world that not all parents were hopeless.

      Tears rolled down Sarah’s face. This time, she didn’t wipe them away. Instead, she lay down on the couch and curled into the fetal position. The
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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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