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        Languedoc, France

        1435

      

      

      Cédric offered the falcon a strip of rabbit meat. Ignoring the tidbit, she retracted her neck low into her shoulders, plumped her feathers, and fixed him with a baleful glare. 

      “Still off your feed?” he asked softly. “What ails you, my girl?”

      A low growl of thunder startled him. He glanced through the open door to the courtyard, where rain pummeled the cobblestones. The scent of rotting straw hung in the air. If only sunshine would break through the clouds and give the land a chance to dry out.

      Then a familiar figure filled the doorway, jolting him out of his thoughts.

      “Philippe,” he said in surprise. “But you’re early—”

      “It’s your father,” his sword master replied, breathing hard. “He’s wounded.”

      Cédric dropped the pouch of rabbit meat and pushed past Philippe. He broke into a run when he glimpsed a guard and a servant across the courtyard, carrying his father through the front doors of the main house.

      Inside the great hall, he cleared the broad oak table near the hearth with one sweep of his arm. Pewter and crockery smashed against the tile floor. Quickly, the men settled Papa on the table and removed his leather cuirass and chain-mail shirt. A deep wound gaped at his lower abdomen, leaking blood. His moans reverberated to the rafters.

      Cédric yanked an embroidered flax runner off a nearby chest. It was one of the few reminders of his mother left in the house since her death on his twelfth name-day, nearly four years ago. With trembling hands, he wrapped it around his father’s waist. The mingled aromas of sweat and blood filled his nostrils.

      “It was the écorcheurs,” said the guard, removing his helmet and running a hand through his matted hair. “They surprised us on the road back from the seminary.”

      “They took my purse, my boots, my belt,” Papa managed to croak. “The ring off my finger. And ran me through with my own sword.”

      “Those devils. I’ll kill them!” The words exploded from Cédric’s lips without warning. Philippe pressed a restraining hand on his shoulder. His heart thrummed crazily against his ribs all the same.

      A servant hurried in with a jug of wine.

      “Where is Yves?” Cédric demanded, tying the ends of the cloth together to bind his father’s wound. The faint outlines of pink silk roses embroidered by his mother vanished under a relentless tide of scarlet blood. His eyes burned with tears at the sight.

      “Your brother went to check on the mill this morning,” Philippe said, accepting a cup of wine from the servant. “I’ve sent someone to fetch him. And the priest.”

      Cédric propped up his father’s head and held the cup to his lips. He spluttered and coughed, then swallowed a bit of wine. A gust of wind and rain swept through the open doorway, the flames in the hearth dancing in response.

      “These cursed rains,” Papa muttered. “There will be no harvest this year.”

      Cédric stared at the fire, refusing to watch death tighten its grip on his father.

      “And bandits circling like wolves.” Philippe’s voice was steady, but it held a trace of anger.

      Papa sucked in a ragged breath. “My boy, look at me.”

      Cédric dragged his gaze from the hearth with reluctance.

      “Yves will take my place as viscount. Stéphane is safe at seminary, his path to priesthood is secure. But you—” His father struggled for air, grimacing. “God forgive me, I’ve not prepared you, Cédric. You care more for falcons than swordplay. You’re not ready to enter service for a seigneur . . .”

      Philippe leaned closer. “I swear to you as a servant of the Knights Hospitaller that your son has the makings of a strong fighter. I’ll be sure his training is complete before he enters any lord’s household, my friend.”

      Papa sought Cédric’s eyes again. “You can change your fate, but not if you spend your life bowing to the whims of other men, understand? One day you must make your own fortune.”

      The worry and pain in his expression made Cédric’s heart twist.

      “Vow it to me, son.”

      “I vow it.” Cédric tried to swallow, but his throat felt dry as dust.

      Papa’s face relaxed. His breath grew faint, his skin pale. “You will make your own way in the world,” he whispered. “But first you’ll learn to live by your sword—and stay alive.”
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        Summer, 1439

        Auvergne, France

      

      

      The thudding of dozens of hooves sounded on the road. Cédric put a hand in the air, motioning for silence. The men all exchanged somber glances. One of them crossed himself, then whispered to his horse in low tones. Cédric held his horse’s bridle with one hand and clenched the hilt of his sword with the other. He glanced at the mule cart sitting in the shade of a hawthorn tree. It slowed their progress immeasurably. But there was no other choice. His entire future was bound up in that cart’s cargo.

      The riders began to pass by, shouting amongst themselves. The creak of leather, the metallic clank of swords, the snorting of horses filled the air. Cédric tightened his grip on his sword. He thanked God the weather had been dry this past week. The road here was hard-packed and dusty. Their presence would not be easily read in muddy furrows and hoofprints.

      The approaching horses slowed.

      Had the bandits seen something? Heard something?

      God save us.

      Then he distinctly heard one of them shout, “To the ferry!”

      The hoofbeats quickened, the group sweeping down the roadway to the north, toward the river. He had bribed the ferryman to stay quiet about their passage when they’d crossed that river at dawn, but could only hope the man would keep his promise.

      “We’re nearly to the commandery,” he told the men after a few tense moments of silence, climbing into the saddle again. “We’ll arrive tonight, God willing.”

      “If we aren’t skinned alive first,” one of his companions retorted, fear still plain on his face.

      “We’ve made it this far,” Cédric said. “All the way from Bruges. We’ll get there with our skins attached, fear not. And then you’ll get your portion.”

      “How do we know we’ll be safe there?” the man challenged him. “That band of rogues may have laid siege to the place this morning.”

      Cédric shot him a hard look. “The knights will not be bested by a pack of bandits, of that you can be sure. No more talk. Let’s move out!”

      As they rode back into the sun and headed south toward the rolling hills of central Auvergne, he hoped his claim was true. The commandery, like all possessions of the Knights Hospitaller, was strongly fortified and protected by skilled soldiers. But the écorcheurs were trained fighters as well, many of them mercenaries who had worked for powerful lords in the past.

      A crow’s raucous call in the woods to his left startled him back to the journey at hand. The lump of dread in his gut hardened with each turn of the cart wheels. Neither he nor any of his companions could resist glancing over their shoulders constantly as the day progressed, and they spurred their tired mounts forward with muttered promises of grain and hay.

      They arrived at the commandery before nightfall, just as he’d hoped. Their exhausted horses plodded through the great iron-studded doors into the courtyard, where torches burned at intervals along the walls. A cloaked figure approached across the cobblestones.

      “Cédric?”

      In the wavering light, Cédric made out the familiar face of his father’s dearest friend.

      “Philippe!” Somehow he found the energy to spring down from his mount and embrace the sword master.

      Stablehands emerged from the shadows as the other men dismounted.

      The doors clanged shut behind them. For the first time in many days, Cédric drew a deep breath.

      “I can’t tell you how relieved I am to be here,” he said to Philippe.

      “Your cargo is sound?” Philippe nodded at the cart.

      The mules pulling it looked ready to collapse.

      “Fortune was kind on our journey,” Cédric allowed.

      Philippe turned to the other men. “Go inside. There’s hot stew awaiting you, and we’ll have water heated for baths.”

      “First I must take the falcons to the mews,” Cédric said, though a hot meal and a bath sounded immeasurably better. Still, what was the point of transporting the birds all that way only to lose sight of them at the last?

      Philippe nodded. “I’ll come with you.”

      The other men collected their panniers and followed a servant through the commandery’s inner doors.

      Slinging an arm over Philippe’s shoulders, Cédric smiled a little. “Why we’re not dead on the roadside is a mystery.”

      “A mystery?” Philippe pointed at the heavens as they walked toward the stables and mews, a stablehand leading the mule cart behind them. “God was watching over you.”

      Cédric cast a glance at his surroundings, taking in the stone chapel and the other buildings that faced the central courtyard. An atmosphere of hushed prosperity and organization emanated from the carefully tended property.

      “The knights live well,” he observed. “How do you like your lot here?”

      “Square meals, hot baths, quiet evenings. It can get a bit dull, to be honest. Nothing like my years working for the knights in Rhodes. But that was a young man’s game.”

      “Dull sounds appealing at the moment,” Cédric confessed. “I’ve longed for a quiet night since we left Bruges.”

      In the mews, Cédric and Philippe unloaded the wooden traveling cages and settled them in a secure, dry corner.

      “Are their eyes seeled?” Philippe asked as Cédric withdrew the canvas coverings from the cages.

      Cédric nodded. The hooded gyrfalcons, secured to their perches with leather jesses, barely stirred. “It was done in Norway before we left for the open seas.”

      He’d helped the Norwegian do the job, carefully stitching the falcons’ eyelids shut with needle and thread. The stitches wouldn’t be removed until the birds reached their final destination.

      “Is there an under-falconer on duty here tonight?” he asked.

      Philippe nodded, pointing at the dim figure of a man at the far end of the mews, who raised his hand in greeting. “He’s seasoned, knows how to tend to these creatures.”

      “Are my father’s birds healthy?” It was far too dark in here to get a good look at them now, Cédric realized.

      “Just as they should be,” Philippe assured him.

      “You saved us, you know. If you hadn’t persuaded the Order to buy Papa’s falcons—”

      “I only did what an old friend does for those he loves,” Philippe said gruffly.

      Together they walked out of the mews.

      The other men had already eaten their fill in the refectory and retreated to the bathhouse. Cédric and Philippe sat at the end of a long table illuminated by several candles and the flames of a small fire in the hearth.

      Cédric guzzled his wine and fell upon his bowl of mutton-and-barley stew as if he’d not eaten in days. Philippe ate nothing, just sipped from his own cup. Finally, when Cédric put down his spoon, he felt Philippe’s eyes on him and glanced up.

      “You must have a hundred questions.” He poured himself another cup of wine.

      “Not quite that many.” Philippe’s grizzled face twisted in a smile. “But a few, yes. You were gone longer than I imagined. I feared the worst. It was reckless of you, making this journey.” He leaned forward, his expression hardening. “An enormous gamble.”

      “I was ready for it. Thanks to you.”

      “I had nothing to do with your survival. As I already said, you have God to thank for that.”

      “Not true,” Cédric protested. “I never would have found a place in a seigneur’s household after Papa died without the blade skills you taught me. Surely, you can admit that.”

      “Swordplay always came naturally to you, even as a boy. And you’ve got courage. A bit too much of it, if we’re honest.” Philippe chuckled.

      “Courage, maybe. But not luck. I chose the wrong man to work for in the end.”

      Philippe shook his head. “The seigneur died because of his own pride. He should have stayed within the keep of his castle rather than ride out to meet the écorcheurs. It was a tactical mistake.”

      “They were burning and raiding the villages on his lands! Wouldn’t you have done the same?”

      The sword master regarded Cédric thoughtfully for a moment. “When you consider what you came home to, perhaps fortune wasn’t so unkind after all. Your family needed you.”

      Cédric fell silent, reflecting on his friend’s words. He had retreated to the family lands after his employer’s death with only the clothes on his back, a horse, and a sword. He had discovered his brother in debt, the mill providing much of their income rendered useless because of too many years without decent harvests.

      “Perhaps you’re right,” he admitted.

      “Indeed. You got your father’s falcons safely here and kept the debtors at bay.” Philippe pinned him with a glare. “Why you had to go chasing dreams in the North Sea is beyond me. Though I knew you had more chance of surviving the journey than most. Your time with the seigneur was exactly what you needed. There’s a difference between swordplay and fighting for your life.”

      “Let’s not forget who came up with the idea of big rewards for fulfilling a rich man’s wishes,” Cédric pointed out. “No one forced you to tell me the Count of Chambonac desired gyrfalcons.”

      “Just because a nobleman says he wants rare birds doesn’t mean you should travel all the way to Norway to get them,” Philippe said drily.

      “Fair enough.” Cédric shifted his weight on the bench. “What news of the count, anyway?”

      Philippe put down his cup. “He snaps up castles like a wolf seizes deer in its jaws. Another one fell to him in the spring. But he is more merciful than some noblemen. He allowed the lady of the castle to bury her husband instead of putting his head on a pike. His new residence was completed not long ago, and the gossips say it’s built entirely of pink stone.”

      “Will he honor his bid to pay handsomely for these falcons, do you think?”

      “Nobles are an unpredictable bunch,” Philippe said, shrugging. “One thing is certain, though. They all covet the falcons of the north. When you call upon the Count of Chambonac, whatever the outcome, I shall be at your side.”

      “But you’re needed here,” Cédric objected. “Trust me, I’ve survived enough violence for several lifetimes in the past few years. No matter what I encounter on the roads of Auvergne, I can fend for myself.”

      Cédric studied his old sword master in the flickering candlelight. His weathered skin was scored with fine cracks and lines, but he was still a formidably strong man. And the stubborn set of his jaw was all too familiar.

      “Agreed,” Philippe said, meeting his gaze. “But until those gyrfalcons are handed off properly, you can count on my sword just the same.”
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        Summer, 1439

        Auvergne, France

      

      

      The air was cool, signaling the coming change from summer to autumn. But the sun shone brightly over the eastern hills, and only a few wispy clouds marred the sky. It was an excellent day to travel. Cédric drew in a long breath, savoring the scent of oak leaves crushed under the horses’ hooves.

      Philippe rode beside him, sitting easily in the saddle. The long brown cloak he wore concealed his sword, fanning out over his horse’s hindquarters. Behind them trundled the mule cart, its cargo hidden under oiled canvas. Two guards brought up the rear. The thought of relinquishing the gyrfalcons to the count both troubled and relieved Cédric. Would the man give him what had been promised?

      You’ll discover the truth soon enough, he counseled himself.

      Overhead, a raptor soared, so high it was impossible to discern the color of its feathers. Just as he was about to point it out to Philippe, the sound of hooves striking the soil ahead of them made him stiffen.

      A group of horsemen swept over a small rise in the road, headed straight for them. Cédric and Philippe stopped their horses, and the mule cart creaked to a halt. Cédric raised one hand in the air, signaling to the guards behind them to wait for his command.

      The riders surged forward at a gallop, drawing up short at the last moment. There were a half-dozen of them, their metal helmets glinting in the sunlight. Over their chain mail, they wore black wool tunics embroidered with a coat of arms.

      “The count’s men,” Philippe murmured, pulling his cloak aside to reveal his sword.

      Cédric’s horse shifted nervously underneath him, and he spoke to it in low, soothing tones until it quieted.

      A man at the center of the group urged his horse forward a few steps.

      “Identify yourselves!” he commanded, his eyes concealed by the visor of his polished helmet.

      “I am Cédric de Montavon, lately come from Flanders—”

      “What’s in there?” the man interrupted, pointing at the cart.

      “Cargo for the Count of Chambonac,” Cédric said. “He expects our arrival today.”

      The raptor circling above them let out a piercing shriek.

      “I know what it is you carry,” the man said. “Falcons from the north. We shall unburden you of these creatures and take them to the mews at once.”

      He gestured to his fellow riders. Two of them advanced, heading for the cart.

      Cédric drew his sword, his pulse quickening. “You shall not,” he said. “We’ll meet with the count ourselves and deliver the goods as promised.”

      The man let out a short laugh. He pushed up his visor and examined Cédric with cold dark eyes. “You’re an insolent one. I’ll have you know you’re on the count’s lands and under his power. As his steward, I speak for him. Move aside!”

      His companions spurred their horses forward and drew their swords.

      Cédric stayed motionless. “No. You’ll not take these birds, not without a fight.”

      “Pity. It’s a beautiful day, and I’d hate to mar it with bloodshed. But it appears I have no choice.” The steward drew his own sword.

      “Stop this.” Philippe’s rich baritone sliced through the tension. “I’m an agent of the Knights of St. John, tasked with seeing this cargo delivered. Cédric de Montavon owns these birds, and he will see them safely to their new owner.”

      The steward swiveled his gaze to Philippe. “No one but the most highly ranked nobleman may own a gyrfalcon, so I’m afraid what you’ve just said is a lie. This man should have his head on a pike for even possessing gyrfalcons.”

      Philippe regarded him steadily. “Those days are over, monsieur. Any falconer can purchase raptors and sell them again. Clearly, you are not acquainted with the matters of falcon trading, isolated as you are in the hills of Auvergne.”

      The steward’s expression tightened. “How dare you!”

      “If you take this cargo forcibly from us, the Order will know of it, and your master will lose favor with them. Is that what you wish? I know he has long cultivated a friendship with the Knights Hospitaller.”

      Philippe’s calm words had the desired effect. The steward slammed his visor shut again.

      “Follow my men,” he said curtly. “And be quick about it.”

      The group turned their horses and cantered away.

      Cédric exchanged a glance with Philippe as he sheathed his sword. “Let’s hope the count is a bit friendlier than his steward.”

      Philippe shrugged. “No blood was spilled. And you’ve still got possession of your falcons. I’ll call that a win.”

      A short time later, they crested a modest hill and were rewarded with a view of a shimmering lake surrounded by lush green meadows. On a flat-topped bluff beyond the meadows sat the rose-colored château, its roof gleaming in the sunlight. High stone walls encircled the bluff, protecting the château and the small village surrounding it.

      “Your gossips did not lie. Pink stone and a slate roof. Perhaps you did really come all this way just to see the château,” Cédric remarked.

      “Don’t be distracted by the beauty,” Philippe cautioned. “Keep your wits about you.”

      “I will if you will,” Cédric retorted, but he kept one hand on the hilt of his sword just the same, his ears pricked back for the reassuring sound of the cart wheels turning on their axles.

      The count was waiting in the courtyard when they clattered over the drawbridge and through the arched gateway of the château. Surrounded by guards and valets, his hounds at his heels, he watched in silence as the group spilled through the gates. The steward leaped from his horse and ripped off his helmet, making straight for his master.

      Cédric and Philippe dismounted. They approached the count and bowed to him.

      “Rise, rise,” he said, his voice unexpectedly pleasant. His angular face was arranged in a mild expression, but his dark eyes were cool and assessing. “Welcome. I’m most eager to see these falcons that have come to me all the way from the North Sea.”

      “Cédric de Montavon at your service, my lord.” Cédric glanced at Philippe. “And let me introduce—”

      The count cut him off. “I know your companion. Philippe, you look well. Life at the commandery must suit you.”

      Philippe bowed his head again. “I send greetings from my commander and much gratitude for your recent contribution to the Order, my lord.”

      “It was my pleasure,” the count replied. “Now, let us inspect these birds.”

      Cédric strode to the cart and drew back the canvas, gripped by a rush of dread. What if they somehow had perished on this final leg of their journey and lay dead at the bottom of their cages? But his momentary fear was unfounded. The birds sat still as stone, their hoods in place, their talons gripping the perches. All was well.

      The count approached, gazing at the falcons curiously. “Gray. I’d hoped for white, of course, as gifts for the king.”

      “They may well turn white, my lord,” Cédric told him. “When they molt, they often change color.”

      The steward sidled forward. “My lord, shall we get the birds to the mews and send these men on their way?”

      “There is no hurry,” the count said dismissively. “Go about your business, man.”

      With a churlish look at Cédric, the steward turned on his heel and stalked off, dispensing orders to various guards and servants as he went.

      “Now, tell me how you acquired these creatures.” The count fixed Cédric with an expectant gaze.

      “I sailed to Norway and procured them myself, with the help of a Norwegian ship captain.”

      “How did you acquaint yourself with a Norseman?”

      “In Flanders. Norwegian ships voyage there each spring from the North Sea.”

      The count’s expression grew thoughtful. “Do they?”

      The truth was Cédric had spent a drunken evening aboard a Norwegian ship whose captain had a hospitable game table. He never meant to go to Norway, but then he lost a wager . . . obviously a story for another time.

      He nodded. “There are far more buyers than birds to satisfy them, my lord. Many buyers travel to Bruges each year in search of falcons, and others go to Königsberg in Bavaria, for falcon traders gather there as well.”

      The count considered this. “Do you have some special skill with falcons? Surely, it takes more than luck to keep them alive on a long journey.”

      “I cared for my father’s falcons and hawks as a boy,” Cédric explained. “It’s always been an interest of mine.”

      “And who is your father?”

      “A viscount of Languedoc. He died some years ago.”

      The count tilted his head back, examining Cédric anew. “Viscount, eh? And you are the second son?”

      “Third. My brother holds the title. I entered the service of a lord after my father died, but the seigneur I worked for met the same fate as he did.”

      “Which was?”

      “Killed by écorcheurs,” Cédric said curtly. The interrogation was beginning to grate on his nerves.

      “God rest their souls,” the count replied, shaking his head. “But you’ve managed to evade the bandits yourself, an admirable feat.” The nobleman clapped his hands, and two valets approached. “I shall take refreshment with my visitors, and then we’ll tour the mews.” He turned to Cédric again. “What say you to a bit of hawking this afternoon? There are partridges in my forests and meadows, ripe for the picking.”

      “As you wish, my lord.”
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      Later that day, they stood together near a copse of oaks in a meadow frothing with thigh-high grass, a group of attendants hovering nearby. A lanner falcon on his gloved wrist, Cédric ignored the steward’s malevolent gaze as he waited for the “beaters”—local boys tasked with startling game birds into the air—to do their work. When a partridge rose from the earth, wings churning in panic, Cédric released the falcon and she cast off, neatly dispatching the bird in midair.

      Her work done, she returned to Cédric’s arm, accepting a tidbit of venison. An attendant trotted up with the dead partridge and displayed it to the count.

      “Your ease with falcons is evident,” the count said, looking at Cédric with new respect. “Would you consider a position as my master falconer?” He gestured back in the direction of the château. “I’ve a place for one. The position comes with a home and a generous salary. Of course, you must be willing to return to Bruges or go to Königsberg and buy more of these creatures for me from time to time.”

      Cédric stared at him in surprise. This was not at all what he’d expected the man to say. The thought of the journey he’d just endured made him hesitate. He shifted his weight from one leg to the other, contemplating the offer. The falcon retracted her neck into her shoulders and plumped up her feathers as if to shield herself from the emotion her handler was feeling. He glanced at Philippe, whose face reflected his own astonishment.

      Before he could answer, the count spoke again.

      “I need falcons to give as gifts to the king and others on his council, but the most valuable birds, the ones from the north, are nearly impossible to find.” The count spoke more quickly now, warming to his idea. “You could change that for me. You would have to travel, but you would have the power of my purse and my guards behind you.” He looked at Philippe. “Clearly, the Order finds this young man trustworthy, as you do.”

      Philippe held his gaze. “My lord, I’ve known Cédric since he was a boy. He is a man of honor, and I trust him to defend himself and his cargo.”

      “Excellent.” The count turned back to Cédric. “What say you, then?”

      Cédric’s mind swam with the suddenness of it all. Fearing the count would see his composure crumble, he bent his head, fighting to calm his thoughts.

      Answer the man, he ordered himself. Only a fool would pass up this opportunity.

      “It would be my honor,” he said.
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        Autumn, 1439

        Toulouse, France

      

      

      Sophie tucked her arm through her maid’s as they followed Papa and the others through the streets toward the marketplace. They were bundled in long wool cloaks, for the air had a crisp bite to it this morning.

      The faint scent of roasting chestnuts drifted from an alleyway. She slowed her pace, savoring it. Perhaps they could stop and buy some. She swung her head around to call for Papa, but the men strode quickly ahead, hastening to the market square.

      Sophie frowned. As usual, Papa and his notary were immersed in talk, their heads canted together. A manservant trotted behind them, his arms burdened with empty baskets waiting to be filled with goods.

      A small boy tugging at a goat’s lead blocked their way. The goat’s flanks were loaded with baskets piled high with apples. The boy’s father, leading a mule burdened with its own load of fruit, called to him repeatedly. But the goat planted its hooves on the cobblestones and balked.

      “Poor thing,” Sophie said finally. She darted forward, gave the goat a slap on the rump, and it moved.

      The boy cast her a grateful glance. “Thank you, mademoiselle,” he said, leading the animal after his father.

      “You’d think he would have given me an apple for his trouble,” Sophie said tartly when she returned to Christine’s side.

      “Your mother would not have liked you doing that,” her maid retorted. “You’re entirely too bold for a girl.”

      Sophie shrugged. “Maman isn’t here, and you’re just a maid—so who cares what you think?”

      “Just a maid who was your wet nurse, young lady,” Christine admonished her.

      “Papa likes me as I am,” Sophie asserted. “He says my boldness will serve me well one day.”

      They crossed the marketplace to the pastel stalls. The walls of Papa’s stall were draped in velvet, the interior fitted with polished wooden display tables. Venetian glass oil lamps illuminated the rows of perfectly round cakes of vibrant blue pastel dye, laid out on lengths of silk.

      Papa halted in front of his display. Well-dressed shoppers converged upon the stall as if it exuded the odor of freshly baked cream tarts. He studied the activity before him for a moment, then turned to his notary. Sophie drew up close enough to hear their conversation.

      “Let us discuss with the other city aldermen the placement of my stall,” Papa was saying. “I believe if it were a bit closer to the main street entering the square, more people would encounter it without a search. I want it to be the easiest to discover in the entire marketplace.”

      Sophie smiled. Her father was never satisfied, always fiddling with details, experimenting. But it seemed to work. His pastel business was growing. His attempts to recruit more wealthy men to the region had started bearing fruit. Last night at supper, they hosted three merchants who were all planning to move to Toulouse and build elaborate homes.

      After supper, Papa had come to her and said one of the men inquired about her eligibility for marriage.

      “What do you think, ma chérie?” he’d asked teasingly.

      She’d made a face. “He was so old, Papa!”

      “No older than your sisters’ husbands.”

      “But you would miss me so if I were to wed. What would you do without me to make you laugh?”

      “True enough,” he’d rejoined, eyes twinkling. “I’d be bereft without my favorite daughter. Though you’re getting old yourself. Nearly sixteen and unwed. It’s practically scandalous.”

      She’d regarded him a moment, the smile fading from her face. “You’ll let me choose my husband, won’t you, Papa?”

      “We shall see, Sophie, my pet.”

      She’d leaned close and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Papa.”

      Sophie learned long ago that if she sweetened her demands with honeyed words and loving gestures, Papa was far more likely to acquiesce to her desires.

      A well-dressed man hurried to her father’s side, omitting the usual pleasantries and launching into a breathless monologue. Papa’s expression tightened into a scowl as the man’s words tumbled out.

      “Another shipment of Cypriot fabrics lost to those blasted écorcheurs,” he said bitterly.

      “Your partners will have to be told, and quickly,” the notary said in a low voice.

      Papa let out an exasperated groan. “I convinced them to go in on it with me, to a man. If I want to keep them as partners, I suppose I’ll have to reimburse them myself.”

      Sophie’s skin tingled. Tales of the renegade groups of bandits roaming France were rife around the supper table, had always been. King Charles had begun stamping them out, that’s what Papa said, but there were so many it would take ages to eradicate them for good. Until then, the entire kingdom was at their mercy. She edged forward again, absorbing every word.

      Papa glanced at her. His troubled expression relaxed a little.

      “Chérie, you are just the balm I need to take the sting out of this sordid news. Let’s take a turn around the marketplace together and see what goods are on display today.” He proffered an arm.

      “Don’t worry,” she said, smiling up at him with tenderness. “One day the king will have an army, and the écorcheurs will be gone forever. Your fabrics will arrive intact from the sea, and your partners will be happy.”

      He chuckled and patted her hand as they began to stroll, Christine a few paces behind. “Nothing escapes your ears, does it? Too bad you were born a girl. I’d have dearly loved such interest in the world of commerce from your brother. I had to push him a little too hard in the proper direction. He’d much rather have been a Knight of St. John, if he’d the proper pedigree.”

      “Well, we can be grateful he didn’t,” she replied. “Then he’d be off on a ship to the East, and who knows if we would ever see him again. Mother would never allow it, anyway. He’s the apple of her eye.”

      Papa glanced down at her. “True enough. It breaks her heart to have him living most of the year in Flanders as it is.” His eyes narrowed. “Have you plucked your brows away again? Leave your beauty as God intended. Do not try to keep up with ridiculous fashions.”

      She tossed her head. “It’s hardly ridiculous, Papa! All the noble-born women do it.”

      “You are not one of them,” he pointed out. “Plucking your eyebrows won’t change that. Nothing will.”

      Sophie shot him a challenging stare. “I must contradict you, Papa. That alderman’s daughter who married the son of a seigneur a few years ago? She’s a noblewoman.”

      “I thought the fellow she married was the second son, not the heir,” Papa objected. “How could he get the title?”

      “The first son died soon after the father did. It was the sweating sickness that got him, or so they say. The second son became the heir, and his common-born wife is now a fine lady.”

      Papa searched her face in suspicion. “How do you know such things?”

      “Church,” she said airily, turning away to look at a passing merchant and his wife, whose cloak was thrown open to reveal a gown of luminous sapphire blue. “All the news comes after church; you know that, Papa.”

      He snorted. “Your worldliness is truly astounding, my dear.”

      But as usual, his tone was indulgent. She smiled to herself. Papa’s mood had gone from dark to light in the space of a few moments, thanks to her.

      “Shall I throw open my cloak a bit, too?” She nodded in the direction of the merchant and his wife. “I wore my new blue gown today.”

      Papa’s eyes lit up. “The silk brocade?”

      Sophie smiled, loosening the ties of her cloak so her square-cut bodice and flowing skirts caught the light. “I think my gown is prettier than that woman’s, Papa,” she told him. “The color is exquisite. Your dye-house workers are more skilled than theirs, aren’t they?”

      He nodded, his mouth curving in a satisfied smile, and led her toward his market stall.

      Her mind went again to the idea of him marrying her off to a dull merchant twice her age, as he had done with her two elder sisters. She set her lips into a firm line and tightened her grip on his arm. Papa would not do that to her.

      No, if she were to marry one day, it would be to a man of her own choosing. With a little luck, it would even be a love match.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Spring, 1440
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      A salty breeze struck Sophie’s face. She pushed her hood back, wishing the sun would break through the clouds. But the sea reflected the sullen sky, a sheet of molten pewter stretching in every direction. To their right and left glided merchant galleys, smaller and more nimble versions of the vessel they themselves were on. Their white sails strained in the wind.

      “So many ships so close together,” she marveled.

      “A merchant convoy is the best way to travel these waters,” her father said. “It’s a far better way to get to Flanders than taking those dangerous roads. We could hire a dozen guards for the journey north and it would not deter the bandits, not for a moment.”

      “Poor Maman, though,” Sophie said, nodding toward the stairs leading to the cramped cabins below decks. “Her face is the color of ash.”

      “Yours is white as chalk,” Papa said, examining her with concern. “Perhaps you should join her.”

      Sophie shook her head. “I prefer it up here with you. The voyage passes more quickly this way.”

      The truth was she felt desperately seasick. But the thought of being shut in the cabin with Maman and their maids, retching into buckets, made her feel worse. No, she would stand here with Papa and watch the waves churn.

      When they’d left Bayonne, several Basque cod-fishing ships had passed them, heading out to sea. One of the ship’s officers had told them the Basques were voyaging to a land locked in ice much of the year, where the waters were rich with codfish. The holds of those ships, he’d said, would be filled with barrels of cod packed in salt—if the vessels survived the return journey.

      She turned to Papa, thinking of the man’s words. “Codfish must be quite valuable for those ships to sail across the sea in search of them.”

      He shot her a surprised look. “Yes, indeed. I know some merchants who deal in codfish and are very wealthy men.”

      “Are codfish as valuable as cloth, then?”

      “I suppose it’s difficult to compare the two. Cod is cod. It’s all the same, whereas there are many kinds of cloth, all valued differently. The silk damask of Bruges fetches much higher prices than the wool fabrics produced by drapers around Toulouse.”

      “But what about that special wool, the kind from over the mountains?”

      “Merino?” He chuckled. “You don’t miss anything, do you?”

      After church last Sunday, he had been embroiled in a long discussion with several other merchants about the fine merino wool that had begun appearing in marketplaces near the Pyrenees mountains. Sophie found herself mesmerized by the conversation, mostly because the idea of the bears and wolves that roamed the mountains filled her with a strange combination of terror and fascination.

      “Merino wool is costly,” Papa went on. “But still, it doesn’t touch the value of Syrian silks or Cypriot cloth of gold. We shall see fabrics from all over the world in Bruges, my dear. It will amaze you, I promise.”

      She slipped her arm through his and leaned closer, a thrill of anticipation running through her. “Thank you for bringing me along, Papa.”

      He patted her arm. “The true nature of your presence on this journey is to comfort your poor Maman, which as we’ve already discussed, you are failing to do at the moment.”

      His admonishment held no malice, as usual. He preferred her to be at his side, and she knew it. So she smiled sunnily up at him, secure in his affection.

      “I shall return to her side as soon as we see a curious sight on the seas. A whale, a dolphin, a sea monster . . .”

      Papa laughed outright. “A sea monster? Pray we do not glimpse one of those.”

      The wind picked up. An officer shouted a command.  Several sailors dispersed across the decks, scaling the rigging as they prepared to adjust the sails.

      One of the men paused and stared down at Sophie, a look of frank admiration on his face. She returned his stare with interest. A long, puckered scar ran down one of his cheeks. Perhaps that was the result of a sword fight with pirates, she mused. Papa reached out and tugged the hood of her cloak over her forehead.

      “You should not display yourself like that,” he scolded. “Enough of this. I’m taking you back below decks.”

      “Papa—” she began to protest.

      “No, no, you’ll go below and that is my last word on the subject.” He pulled her away from the gunwales and led her toward the hold. They staggered a bit as the ship plowed through a large wave. “You have no idea what it does to a man, the sight of your face,” he continued sternly. “You must be more modest, my dear. Especially when you are in the company of rough sailors.”

      “Yes, Papa.”

      They descended into the hold with caution. “When you get to the cabin, I want you to read to Maman. And do it the way she likes, with animation. Amuse her.”

      The thought of reading aloud by lamplight in the stifling cabin made Sophie grimace. “I am sure she’s sleeping. She’ll not want to be disturbed.”

      He harrumphed. “She hasn’t slept more than a few winks a night since your sister died, Sophie.”

      Sophie felt a familiar tightness constrict her chest. Her youngest sister had been taken by a terrible fever over the winter, an illness that came on swiftly and blazed so hot it burned the life out of her in the space of a few days. She hated thinking of it. Every time her mother wept, she fought off tears of her own. It was not Sophie’s place to sob and wail, Papa frequently told her. It was her duty to comfort Maman. Sometimes she cried quietly in the privacy of her own chamber at night, missing her sister’s sweet, affectionate presence. They had shared a bed these past few years. The warmth of her sister’s small body curled around hers was a comfort she would never know again.

      But she kept her sorrow to herself. For Maman’s sake.

      “Yes, Papa,” she said, dreading the afternoon ahead. “As you wish.”
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      Cédric descended the steps of the inn with care, his head still pounding from last night’s excesses. Mist clung to the rooftops, its cool dampness sending a chill through him. He had one more matter of urgent business before he returned to Auvergne. The sooner he could unburden himself of the gold coins in his purse, the better.

      He crossed to the canal that lay opposite the inn. A family of ducks glided a stone’s throw away, the ducklings paddling furiously to keep up with their mother. He smiled a little, grateful for a moment of peace, and began his trek to the harbor.

      Just ahead of him, a city alderman and his entourage of notaries and servants entered the street from an adjoining lane, their dark caps bobbing like a flock of errant crows. Cédric quickened his stride, skirting past the group.

      He passed a row of warehouses as the morning sun burned through the mist. A familiar figure exited one of the buildings, young cloth merchant Gregoire Portier of Toulouse, whom he’d met during his first stay in Bruges. They had shared a game table last night in a tavern not far from here. Portier was trailed by an older man in a fur-trimmed cap and a short black cape.

      “How goes it, my friend?” Cédric called out, approaching the duo.

      “Good morning!” Gregoire’s bloodshot eyes were the only evidence of last night’s revelry on his smiling face. He turned to his companion. “Papa, this is Cédric de Montavon, falconer to a count of Auvergne.”

      Cédric nodded to the elder Portier. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir. Are you enjoying your visit to the north?”

      “Exceedingly.” The man inspected Cédric with interest. “Falconer, eh? You must have tales to tell.”

      “A few.” The three men fell into step together. “Any more word of the Venetian fleet?” Cédric asked.

      Last night at the tavern, before Grégoire had disappeared with a brightly painted courtesan on his arm, he’d passed along gossip that Venetian merchants were nearing Bruges.

      “No,” Grégoire said, squinting against the sun. “A new rumor came out of the cloth merchants’ guild this morning. It seems the fleet was waylaid by pirates in the Bay of Biscay.”

      Cédric looked at him in dismay. “I pray the gossips are wrong. I’d hoped to be among the first to see their wares today.”

      “I know. We’re eager to get our hands on Syrian silks, and the Venetian fleet can usually be relied upon for a good supply,” Grégoire said. “What do the Venetians carry that you seek?”

      “Items of silver,” he answered vaguely, unwilling to share more details. He liked Grégoire, but the man had a wagging tongue. “Never fear, other merchants will come from the East. The Catalans can usually be counted on to show up with valuable goods at better prices.”

      “If you like your wares pirated,” Grégoire said with a grin.

      “For the right price, I don’t care how their goods are sourced,” Cédric replied. “The Venetians aren’t above piracy either, though they’d never call it that.”

      The threesome arrived at the harbor’s edge, where the alderman and his attendants stood discussing the missing fleet in worried tones. Cédric sighed. How long would his return to Auvergne be delayed?

      “It seems my errand must wait.” He shaded his eyes with a hand, pointing to a nearby barge. “If you’re in no hurry, join me for a few rounds of cards. The captain of a Norwegian ship anchored down the river in Sluys has a hospitable game table. That barge makes the journey twice a day, for a reasonable price.”

      “Would it please you, Papa?” Grégoire put a solicitous hand on his father’s shoulder.

      “There’s nothing I’d enjoy more,” the elder Portier said.
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      At Sluys, dozens of ships were anchored in the harbor, their goods destined for barges returning to Bruges. The men followed Cédric aboard a battered-looking vessel that had plied the cold waters between Flanders and Norway many times. After greeting Cédric with an affectionate embrace, the captain welcomed the Portier men and escorted them all below decks into his quarters. On a table sat a stack of playing cards and a leather cup holding a pair of dice. The men settled on stools around the table while a sailor fetched wine and the captain shuffled and dealt the cards.

      “A ship at anchor is far preferable to one at sea,” Monsieur Portier remarked, arranging his cards in his hand. “Our journey here was far too stormy for my taste.”

      “The more time you spend at sea, the easier it gets.” The captain looked at Cédric with a grin. “You’d better find your sea legs again. Fancy another scramble up some Norwegian cliffs? You proved an excellent nest robber the first time.”

      Gregoire glanced at Cédric in surprise. “You’ve been to Norway?”

      “Yes.” Cédric put a card in the discard pile and selected a new one. “I was lucky in my choice of companions. We netted two dozen raptors, half of them gyrfalcons, if I recall correctly.” He looked at the Norwegian, shaking his head ruefully. “Stol på meg, Karl, I would return with you in a heartbeat if I could.”

      His friend laughed. “Those three words saved our hides more than once. They likely will again.”

      The Norwegian’s laughter was interrupted by the clatter of boots descending from the upper decks. A man burst into the cabin, his short cape swirling around him.

      “May I be of service?” the Norwegian asked, still speaking French. He put down his cards and rose from the table.

      “Captain, forgive me for the interruption,” the stranger said with a bow. His French was inflected with the rolling r’s of Catalan. “But I was told on good faith that you carry a cargo of gyrfalcons. My employer has dispatched me to purchase some without delay.”

      Cédric’s shoulders tensed. The hold contained several gyrfalcons and a peregrine falcon destined for his own employer’s mews in Auvergne.

      The captain’s expression turned serious. “I’m afraid my gyrfalcons are already reserved.”

      The Catalan’s eyes narrowed. “I’ve a letter to show you. It may convince you otherwise.”

      He withdrew a square of folded linen paper from a pocket and handed it to the Norwegian. From where Cédric was sitting, the seal looked like a star.

      The captain broke the seal and studied the letter for a moment. His eyes widened a little as he scanned the lines of script.

      “Tell me,” the Catalan said when the captain met his gaze again. “How much did your other buyers pledge to pay? I’ll double it.”

      Cédric scraped back his stool and stood. “You cannot buy falcons that are already spoken for, sir. Mine, for instance.”

      The Catalan turned. He was not much older than Cédric himself, with a taut, chiseled face and dark eyes. He gave Cédric a sweeping, dismissive glance.

      “This is not your affair,” he said sharply.

      “I’m afraid it is,” Cédric replied, stepping away from the game table.

      The captain put up a mollifying hand. “My friend, there’s no cause for you to worry.”

      “I disagree.” Cédric took another step in the Catalan’s direction, one hand gripping the hilt of his sword.

      The Catalan widened his stance. “As I said before, my business is not with you, sir.”

      He slid his own sword from its scabbard with silent precision.

      The Portier men looked at each other in alarm.

      “Enough!” The Norwegian’s tone grew hard. Two of his officers materialized in the doorway. “Aboard this ship, everyone is obliged to heed my command.”

      Cédric’s chest grew tight. He sought the captain’s eyes. “Answer me this. Will you honor our agreement or not?”

      “Stol på meg, Cédric,” the Norwegian replied in a low voice, his expression steady.

      Clearing his throat, the Catalan retrieved a purse from his belt and shook it. The clink of metal resonated through the chamber.

      “Perhaps you’re new to the falcon trade, sir. Gyrfalcons are the most costly and rare of them all,” Cédric said. “I doubt your purse holds enough gold for what you seek. Did you bring another?”

      The Catalan shot Cédric a look of pure contempt and trained his gaze on the captain.

      “Show me the birds, and I can pay you now, with my notary as witness.” He called out something in rapid Catalan. Another man appeared in the doorway. “The deal will be quickly done, Captain, and you’ll be a much richer man for it.”

      The notary drew a leather-bound book from a satchel slung over his shoulder. “With your permission,” he murmured, spreading the book open in his hands. The seal of the city of Bruges was stamped on the first page.

      The Norwegian nodded his approval. “Follow me,” he told the Catalan and the notary.

      The three men vanished, the officers close behind them, and the hard tap of their boots on the planks faded.

      Cédric sat down, resisting a powerful urge to follow the men out the door. He refilled the mens’ cups, took up his cards, and rearranged them in his hand.

      “What’s this?” Grégoire asked, his face twisting with bafflement. “You nearly ran that Catalan through with your sword a moment ago. Now you’re ready to play at cards again?”

      Cédric swallowed, willing himself to remain calm. He stared at his cards as if they were objects of supreme fascination.

      “Those falcons are your livelihood,” the elder Portier mused. “If I were you, I’d not let the Catalan anywhere near them.”

      The captain returned alone. He took his seat, picked up his cards, and drank deeply from his wine cup.

      “That business was speedily done,” Monsieur Portier observed wryly.

      The Norwegian contemplated his cards with full attention. “Whose turn is it?” he asked finally, glancing up at the other players.

      Grégoire threw his cards down on the table. “You can’t be serious, sir. Did you sell my friend’s falcons out from under him or not?”

      “The truth is,” the captain answered in a measured tone, “there are many like the Catalan who come aboard this ship. I’ve got a cargo more precious than any in the harbor. There are always new buyers crawling out from the woodwork, making me generous offers.”

      The elder Portier watched him with interest. “You might consider doubling your cargo, then. Think of the extra gold you would earn.”

      “Believe me,” the Norwegian said casually, reorganizing his cards with care, “I’ve already thought of that.”

      Gregoire let out a cry. “Ah! You carry more birds than you let on, sir, for just such an occasion as this one!”

      “No.” The captain’s eyes gleamed with amusement. “I don’t. But a second Norwegian ship arrived last night in Sluys, you see. Its hold is full of falcons as well. I bade my officers accompany the Catalan aboard the vessel.”

      Relief flooded Cédric. He shook his head, unable to stifle a grin. “I’ll admit, man, you had me worried for a moment there.”

      “Until the captain uttered those three mysterious words,” Monsieur Portier said, fixing him with a shrewd gaze. “Then you stood down. What, by all the saints, does stol på meg mean?”

      “ ‘Trust me.’ ” Cédric chuckled wryly. “One of the things I learned about this man on our journey—he loves a joke.”

      The captain threw back his head and let out a shout of laughter. “All in good fun,” he said when he caught his breath.

      “I’ve probably got my first gray hairs because of your ‘good fun,’ ” Cédric said. “I’m glad I didn’t run him through before he could tip his coins out. The seal on his letter looked like a star. Who was it from?”

      “The Order of the Knights Hospitaller.”

      All three men looked at the Norwegian in surprise.

      “The design was no star, then—it was an eight-pointed cross,” Cédric said slowly. “The Order’s mark. If the knights are involved, the falcons could be for a king, a sultan . . . even the pope.”

      “Whoever they’re destined for, it was a deal I’d be a fool to refuse.” The captain dipped his head at Cédric. “And thank you for pulling out your sword earlier. I doubt he’d have displayed his purse so quickly otherwise, nor promised to part with so much gold. How about I skim a little off the top for you, my friend?”

      Picking up the pitcher, he refilled Cédric’s cup with a flourish.

      “I’ll not refuse such a kindness,” Cédric said, raising his cup in salute. “Now we know at least one Catalan’s arrived in Bruges. Perhaps their merchant fleet is not far behind.”

      Monsieur Portier turned to his son with a raised brow. “Let’s hope the fellow doesn’t have an eye on anything we’re after. He seems to have a bottomless purse and powerful friends.”

      Cédric shrugged. “He got what he wanted. I doubt we’ll see him again.”
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      A servant spooned a bit of brown gravy over the roasted capon breast in front of Sophie. She looked away, wishing she were hungry. The dark wood paneling on the wall opposite her gleamed in the firelight. Repressing a sigh, she studied the carved stone hearth, half-listening to her parents’ conversation.

      “Grégoire’s friend accompanied us to the harbor today,” Papa was saying to Maman. “The man is master falconer to a count.”

      “Is he noble-born?” Maman asked.

      “I doubt a count would employ a master falconer who isn’t, but I know nothing of the man’s origins.”

      Papa mopped up a bit of sauce with a crust of bread. Maman picked delicately at a capon wing across the table from him, the ruby-and-gold ring on her middle finger catching the flickering candlelight.

      “Tell you what, I’ll make it my business to find out on the morrow.” He popped the bread into his mouth.

      “Tomorrow is Sunday,” Maman reminded him gently. “We must go to church. There can be no cards or dice for you.”

      “Indeed, my dear,” he agreed, patting the back of her hand. “I’ve no intention of gaming on a Sunday. No, the falconer will attend the same church as Gregoire. I invited him to sit with us.”

      At Papa’s urging, Gregoire had become patron of a church in Bruges. He paid an annual sum to reserve a family pew. It had been carved with the Portier name.

      “There are several other men I want to meet as well. Gregoire’s promised me introductions. He’s made new contracts with a cloth merchant from Amsterdam and another from London. And I inspected our warehouse. It’s buttoned up tight, guarded just as it should be.”

      “What a relief, my dear,” Maman said. “It was worth the investment after all.”

      “There are many who would give their eyeteeth to strip that warehouse bare. Fine woolens are precious enough, but pastel! Saints preserve us. It might as well be gold.”

      Sophie had heard Papa say this so many times she knew the phrase as well as she knew the psalms in her prayer book. Pastel, a blue dye made from the humble woad plant, was difficult to manufacture and therefore a costly product. For years now, Papa had paid farmers to transform the ugly green plants into cakes of luminous blue powder. How exactly the process worked was a mystery to Sophie, but the resulting product made Papa richer all the time.

      “My belly aches,” she complained, leaning back in her chair. She had forced down a few bites of supper and had no appetite for more.

      Papa gave her a worried stare. “We’ll soon remedy that. This is the finest inn of Bruges, after all. I’ve no doubt the cooks will be happy to make you a healing posset.” He signaled to a servant who stood by the door. “Fetch my daughter a soothing draught from the kitchens
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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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