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      When I was a boy my grandparents occasionally mentioned a cousin who lived in a little village in the county of Dorset in the south of England where, during the second world war, something bad happened to its residents. If I ever heard the cousin’s name I have no recollection of it, but I do remember being told that he was very tall, with wild hair, and that he raged furiously at what happened in the village and, when the war ended, stormed off to Europe, where he remained. Nothing more was known of this cousin, it seemed, but many years later I came across an article about a South Dorset village called Tyneham, which had been forcibly evacuated days before Christmas 1943 and fallen into ruin over the years since. The article carried photographs that matched some of the ones that my late grandparents had shown me in their family album when talking about the obscure cousin.

      After reading about Tyneham’s very unusual and quite wretched fate, I did a spot of research to see if anyone had published a novel about it and finding no evidence that they had, an idea began to form in my mind for one of my own, about an elderly man revisiting such a place every year, as embittered as ever by the cataclysmic event that changed everything for him when he was a boy there. However, before starting work on such a novel I needed to get a personal sense of the place, so one very warm August day I set off to visit my proposed book’s setting for myself.

      Tyneham being about 200 miles from where I lived at the time I couldn’t make a day trip of it, so I took a few days out. Reaching Dorset but fifty miles from my destination, I stopped off at Lyme Regis, a pleasant seaside town made famous as the setting for the film of The French Lieutenant’s Woman. There I walked down to the great sweeping harbor and along the old breakwater/jetty known as The Cobb, and parked myself near the end of it on a bench built from the same stone to eat a sandwich while watching the leaping waves. Sitting there I noticed, on the back of the bench, a plaque dedicated to a local man by the name of Juby Wiscombe. I’d never heard the name Juby before but it appealed to me and I decided to give it to the old man in my story. His other name, his surname, came from what I sitting on. So it was that Juby Bench came to life within yards of where a storm-swept Meryl Streep stood in a hooded cape gazing out to sea. Another name came to me before I left that seat; that of the main female character I had in mind for the story. I called her Evy Cobb.

      That first visit to the village of Tyneham that hot August day proved to be more of a learning experience than I’d expected. The prevailing view from much of my reading had been that a government-sanctioned outrage had been committed against its innocent inhabitants, negatively altering a great many lives. Much of this having seeped into me along the way, I drove to the village with a head full of fanciful notions of a lost haven of tranquility where wild flowers had once been gathered by pretty maidens on perfect spring mornings and villagers had laughed and sung for much of every blissful day while stroking contented cats.

      I was, therefore, more than a little taken aback to find that the Tyneham I entered wasn’t a fine old village whose tumbled buildings held a cosy, timeless air, but a very dismal one, lacking character, atmosphere, any sense of history. Very deflated by this, it no longer seemed surprising that no one had written a novel set there.

      There were only two buildings that were not in a sorry state: the centuries-old church and the schoolhouse, both of which held memorabilia for the interest of the visitors who were allowed into the valley for the single month of August every year. Entering the refurbished classroom I strolled along the rows of desks looking at the work of former pupils displayed on them. While doing this I fell into conversation with an elderly man who’d followed me in. He told me that he himself had been a pupil there once upon a time and to prove it pointed to a framed photograph of his class, with him as a very young lad. He remembered the evacuation very well, he said, but he was no sentimentalist, this fellow. Like the man I’d been planning to write about, he returned to Tyneham regularly, but his nostalgia was well under control. The view he presented of life back then for the ordinary working family was very down-to-earth and unromantic. He was cynical, too, about the class divisions built into such pre-war communities. Hearing all this, my pulse quickened. Here was an extra something for the novel: an alternative view of a place that many people looked back on as ‘perfect’. My story would now show conflicting memories of how life was in Tyneham’s heyday, a difference of opinion, or memory, that would drive the narrative to a curious but hopefully satisfying conclusion.

      I went away. I wrote the book. But here’s a funny thing. I went back to ruined Tyneham the following August and while it hadn’t changed it no longer felt like an empty, soulless place. Over that year I’d repopulated it – in my mind, at least. And I’d renamed it, calling it Rouklye (pronounced ‘rook-lee’), and given new names to a couple of other places and landmarks. I retained most of the other names, though, along with many a house name and those of families and people who lived in them.

      It’s years since I wrote that novel, but some time after it was published I began to wonder if I should have done this or that with it and started chipping away at it, adding, removing, refining, rewording some of the dialogue, and it’s only now, in its present incarnation as This Ruined Place, that I feel that I’ve got the thing just about right. Whether I have or not, I wonder what the nameless cousin would have made of it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Here as I take my solitary rounds,

        Amidst thy tangling walks and ruined grounds,

        And, many a year elapsed, return to view

        Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew,

        Remembrance wakes with all her busy train,

        Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain.

      

      

      

      From The Deserted Village by Oliver Goldsmith
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      It’s August, another dazzling August, and if I half close my eyes it’s as if no time has passed, no time at all. It has, of course. Can’t deny it for long. I’m Evy Cobb these years, a different person in so many ways, with a different name, different values, different hair even – and two fast-growing sons. I’ve told my boys about this place, told them often, but they’re young, they never pay much attention. Someone else’s life, a little bit of Mom’s past, let her get on with it. They seem a bit more interested now that they’re here, though, which pleases me. I encourage them and their dad to wander off, explore, experience as much as the authorities allow. I’ll meet them back at the car in an hour, I tell them, but not to rush for the sake of it. An hour should be enough for me to do my own wandering. My more specific wandering. For my mind to fill up once again with all that happened here the last August of the old century, twenty-one years ago. Twenty-one almost to the day.
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        * * *

      

      She was Midge then. Midge Miller, sixteen, and she hadn’t laughed for a week. But even she couldn’t help a tiny chirrup at the sight from her window. Across the road, a prehistoric car had just pulled up outside the inn or hotel or whatever it was, and the old boy struggling to get out of it, straightening up, revealed himself to be one of the tallest men she’d ever seen, which made his car seem one of the smallest.

      ‘Juby!’

      She jumped – hadn’t heard the floorboards – but before she could turn, Inger was crouching at her shoulder, also peering out.

      ‘I was beginning to wonder if he was going to give this year a miss. He’s usually here before the second week. Must be slowing up at last. Or do I mean down, I can never remember.’

      ‘You know him?’ Midge asked.

      ‘Oh, yes. Indeed. He and Edwin were boys together. Juby comes over from Sweden every August to prowl around their childhood haunts.’

      ‘Sweden? He lives in Sweden? Isn’t that your neck of the woods?’

      Inger laughed. ‘Not quite the neck. The general geographic proximity, you might say.’

      ‘If he’s such an old friend why doesn’t he stay here? You have another guest room.’

      ‘Stay here? Oh no. Him and Edwin. Tuh! The tension when they’re together, you could cut it with scissors.’

      They watched the incredibly tall man lean into the car for the jacket that matched his sagging black trousers. As he attempted to put the jacket on, all arms and elbows that seemed uncertain which way to go, Inger rose from her crouch.

      ‘What I came up for,’ she said, ‘was to ask if you’re helping in the shop again today.’

      Midge stiffened. Thumb and fingertips of one hand on the window glass. Five tense digits. The other five a claw at her side. It was like being at home. You always had to be doing something. Couldn’t just sit at a window minding your own business, oh no. Criminal offence, looking out of a fucking window.

      ‘If you like.’

      ‘It’s not compulsory,’ Inger said with a very slight edge.

      Midge let her hand fall from the glass; tried to sound less fed up.

      ‘No. Really. I don’t mind.’

      ‘When you’re ready then. No rush.’

      Then she was alone again, watching the ungainly old man negotiate the doorway of The Ferryman. To pass through the entrance – low even for people of normal height – he had to drop his head to shoulder level, but as his shoulders were higher than the top of most men’s heads he still managed to crack his skull. Again she laughed. Whoa, two laughs in two minutes. A laugh a minute, have to watch that, people might think that being abandoned by your parents is fun.

      Her parents. Her fists involuntarily clenched at the thought of them. Mostly they shuffled papers at the Earthsave International offices near home in Winchester, but every so often some Big Threat to humanity would crop up somewhere in the world and they’d be off with a boatload of other heroes to try to prevent it, frustrate it, aggravate its perpetrators. This time it was some lunatic dictatorship (the Inanians, her dad called them) testing their latest weapon of mass destruction in the South Pacific. The long-promised trip to Orlando had been scrapped and they’d cast about for somewhere to deposit her. Usually when they went on these missions she was left with Nessa and her folks, but the Friedmans had gone away a couple of days before the Inanian thing came up, which reduced the alternatives to one.

      Here. A room above a bookshop in South Dorset. Her grandparents’.

      She hadn’t been here often over the eight years she’d been forced to live in this country. Didn’t know them very well really. But eight years! Damn near a hundred months, almost four hundred weeks, never mind the hours, the minutes. An eternity. She didn’t fit here. She wasn’t of this piddling little country. She longed, just longed, to be back in Michigan, where the girls she’d grown up with still lived, still laughed, had good times, and the rest.

      It was her mother’s fault. Her fault for being English, getting homesick, bringing them to the dismal little land of her birth so that so she could be happy again. Never mind the daughter’s happiness. The years in which she, Midge, had to not only live here but learn to sound like she belonged here so that ears wouldn’t prick up whenever she spoke and people ask what the hell kind of accent that was and where the hell she came from.

      She turned from the window, into the gloomy little cell she’d been sentenced to for she didn’t know how long. They’d made it plain, her parents, that they thought more of the welfare of others than of hers. Didn’t they realize how screwed up that was? How it screwed her up, knowing that their efforts to protect the planet were the real reason her school work was suffering? She’d tried telling them, but she always came badly out of such confrontations. Compared with their ‘humanitarian objectives’, her pitiful attempts to present her case made her sound like a self-centered brat.

      ‘If no-one reacted against such things, Midge,’ her mother had said, ‘the world would be right up shit creek.’

      ‘It is up shit creek, you’re always saying.’

      ‘Yeah, but someone has to try to make things better.’

      ‘Well, why can’t it be someone else?’

      ‘If we all said that, darling, nothing would ever improve.’

      The end result of which was that she ‘must be strong’; look beyond her ‘own domestic preferences’: arguments she had no option but to submit to.

      She dashed an arm across her eyes and allowed them a watery inspection of the room. What a hovel. No carpet, just a big square rug on bare brown boards: a thin faded thing with unraveling ends that she longed to tug till there was nothing left. Ornaments included an ancient jug-and-bowl set (bowl cracked, jug the last resting place of a dead spider), a pair of dusty china dogs, fragments of rock on every flat surface, a wooden chess set with a piece missing. On the walls, in thin black frames, there were a couple dozen old photos that held no interest whatsoever. The pictures were wonky, all of them, and wonky they would stay. Nothing to do with her.

      Then there was the mirror: a full-length mahogany chevalier which seemed to catch her reflection wherever she went about the room, like it was watching her. It was her general practice to avoid mirrors as much as she could. The sly peek before going out was rarely more than that; just a glance to make sure there was no sleep in her eyes, food lodged between her teeth, that her hair was reasonably tidy, and so on. Mirrors were a curse. They revealed what everyone saw when they looked at her: gawky frame, too-wide shoulders, big nose, patchy complexion prone to spottiness, hair like tangled rope if she didn’t wash it daily. If she didn’t look quite as bad in the chevalier it wasn’t because its old specked glass possessed some special quality or power, it was merely that it reflected a different arrangement of light and shade than more familiar rooms. Maybe the girl in the mirror is the real Midge, she thought. The Midge in the mirror smiled. Clearly she’d been thinking that too.

      Then they both turned, one to the left, one to the right, and went out to their separate landings, where at least one smile quickly faded. Midge couldn’t speak for the real her in the mirror, but her day did not look promising. She might have viewed it with more optimism – or at least more interest – if she’d known that it would be a day that would reshape her life. Set the wheels in motion anyway.

      And all without mirrors.
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      Her grandparents, Inger Bjølstad and Edwin Rainey, had been together, unmarried, for over forty years. Inger saw no point in marriage and insisted on her surname being used on all documents and communications. ‘We’re two separate people,’ she said, ‘two single people, and we’ll be treated as such.’ Almost every adult who knew them on anything approaching a personal basis called them by their first names. So did Midge, but only in her head. She’d known them all her life, yet felt that she knew them hardly at all. Visits to them or by them had never been frequent, so until now, this week, she’d spent little time alone in their company. Without her parents there they made her nervous, especially Inger, who could be quite spiky when crossed. Midge had witnessed her anger with Edwin a couple of times and hoped she herself would never be on the receiving end of it. She loved the way her grandmother spoke, however. Her accent was slight, her English more precise than most English people’s, but every now and then she would put a Scandinavian spin on a word that suddenly made her seem like the most colorful person around. Which she probably was anyway in a hole like Underthorpe.

      Inger was removing the old display from the shop window to make way for a new one while Midge went from shelf to shelf putting newly-delivered titles in alphabetical order. She was helping out because she felt obliged to. A way of earning the keep she didn’t want. She could think of any number of things she’d rather be doing. No. Correction. She couldn’t think of one, here.

      ‘Midge, we have a visitor!’

      The shop door sprang back and the hyperactive brass bell drowned out the thud of forehead smacking lintel. The incredibly tall man’s knees folded and he staggered in clutching his head, one leg trying to walk away from him. If he’d been a character in a comic he would have had a halo of stars whizzing round his head. Inger jumped back from the window and threw a chair under the graceless giant just in time to stop him crashing to the floor.

      ‘Juby Bench, how many years have I had this shop?’

      He groaned. ‘Please, not a quiz, spare me, woman.’

      ‘And how many times have you banged your head on that door?’

      ‘Can’t remember, it’s all that banging me head on the bleedin’ door.’

      He removed his hand from his forehead and looked at it. There was nothing in it, but on his brow there was a reversed OU where it had rushed at the embossed MIND YOUR HEAD above the door.

      ‘Bloody country. Everything’s so low here.’

      ‘Sit quiet a moment,’ Inger commanded.

      ‘I thought I was.’ He scowled about him. The shop interior must have seemed very dull after the brilliant light outside. He peered Midge’s way through the comparative gloom. ‘Who’s that?’

      ‘Midge,’ Inger said. ‘She’s staying with us for a while.’

      ‘Midge?’

      ‘Midge Miller, my granddaughter from Winchester. Midge, come and meet Mr. Bench.’

      ‘Juby,’ the old man said. ‘Just Juby.’

      As she approached he raised his rump two inches off the chair and extended a startlingly long arm. The wrist on the end of the startlingly long arm was like a dog’s favorite bone, while the palm that swamped hers was as smooth as a piece of worn old leather that’s been left out in the sun. The knobbly fingers closed lightly but firmly, jerked her hand up and down twice, and withdrew. Then Juby Bench sat back and studied her.

      ‘Does she look like your girl?’ he asked.

      ‘She has her height,’ Inger said. ‘And Kristin’s eyes, I think. Not her nose, though. That’s all her own.’

      ‘Don’t talk to me about noses,’ Juby Bench said.

      Inger laughed. So did he. Obviously an old joke between them. His nose wasn’t one you could ignore. Midge had always been self-conscious about her own nose, but hers was positively petite beside his great beak. His eyes had not left her. Very pale gray eyes. Unnerving, the way they examined her.

      ‘Midge, was it?’ he said.

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘Like the insect?’

      ‘Lost none of your charm over the past year, I see,’ Inger said to him.

      He ignored this. ‘Why would anyone call their daughter Midge?’

      ‘It’s a nickname.’ Inger again.

      ‘Nickname?’

      ‘She was a very small toddler.’

      ‘She’s not a toddler now, or small. What’s your given name?’ he asked Midge.

      ‘Evy,’ said Inger.

      He flashed her an annoyed glance. ‘Doesn’t the girl have a tongue?’

      ‘You’re making her uncomfortable, can’t you see?’

      ‘Me? Making her uncomfortable?’ To Midge: ‘I’m not, am I?’

      He was, but she wasn’t going to admit it. ‘No.’

      ‘Midge,’ he murmured, turning the name over in his mouth like a boiled sweet he wasn’t sure about. He shook his head. ‘Nah. Doesn’t fit. Not the young lady I see before me. I’ll call you Evy. Much better.’

      ‘She might not want you to call her Evy,’ Inger said.

      The exceedingly pale eyes drilled a silent question into Midge’s own. She shrugged off-handedly. She didn’t care what he called her; just wished he’d stop looking at her that way.

      ‘How’s the head?’ Inger asked their visitor, tactfully obliging him to release her granddaughter from his gimlet gaze.

      ‘Oh, wonderful,’ he replied. ‘If it belonged to someone else.’

      Midge escaped to her shelves while she had the chance. From there, watching the pair of them between and around books, she saw Inger reach out and touch the old man’s cheek, a cheek of white bristles, very delicately, like someone attempting Braille for the first time.

      ‘Why so late this year, old fella?’ Almost a whisper.

      ‘Less of the old,’ he said.

      ‘You’re usually here before now.’

      ‘I’ve been a bit…’

      ‘A bit what?’

      ‘Under the weather.’

      ‘Oh, nothing serious, I hope.’

      ‘If it was, you think I’d tell you? You’d send me straight to bed with a thermometer and a bunch of grapes.’

      ‘But you’re staying to the end of the month?’

      ‘Can’t say.’

      ‘You’re not usually so vague either.’

      Juby Bench gripped his knees to ease himself upward. His joints creaked as he rose. On his feet, he was forced to stoop in the low room, the ceiling flattening his unruly shock of wiry gray hair. He settled his jaw on one shoulder and his lips moved as though preparing to pass words, but then clamped shut. His eyes cut across to Midge, who tried to look engrossed in her work. He wants to tell Gran something, she thought, something personal, but he can’t with me here.

      It wasn’t that. It was nothing like that. But it would be several days before she discovered what was on Juby Bench’s mind, and then she would be sworn to secrecy, unable to share it with anyone. Anyone at all.
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      It was perhaps a slight overstatement to say that Midge hadn’t smiled for a week. There’d been the odd reluctant smirk; always her grandfather’s doing. Edwin Rainey had a way of making a joke of things that even Midge, determined to appear displeased when eyes were upon her, found hard to resist. He was especially entertaining when taking off Inger in one of her outbursts at the posturings of some ‘idiot politician’ on the radio or some foolish enquiry in the shop. When Inger was at her most agitated Edwin would stand behind her mimicking her outrageously, flapping his arms, juggling his eyebrows, and when she whirled round suspecting something of the sort there he’d be examining his fingernails and humming quietly. He also seemed to find it impossible to walk across a room like a normal person. He had an entire range of silly walks. Sometimes he did a duck waddle, sometimes a high-kicking ostrich, sometimes he plodded around like an elephant. He did voices too. In fact he rarely used his own when she was about. She had two favorites: the dive-bomber whine and the John-Wayne-with-a-hangover growl. Inger wasn’t amused by any of this. She must have heard it all, seen it all, countless times over the years. But her irritation didn’t bother Edwin. On the contrary, he seemed to revel in it.

      Most days he was already in the kitchen when Midge went down for breakfast, but the first she saw of him that morning was around eleven, shortly after Juby Bench went back to The Ferryman. Still in the shop, she was arranging special offers on a small bookcase beside the desk, when she heard the back door open, followed by the thump of something weighty being dropped. Then Edwin was ambling along the short passage between the shop and the kitchen and looking in.

      ‘I’m back.’

      Inger, putting the finishing touches to her window display, said: ‘You’ve been somewhere?’

      ‘Fishing. Since dawn. You must have noticed I wasn’t here.’

      She looked at Midge. ‘I don’t think we did, did we?’

      Midge cleared her throat discreetly.

      ‘Well, I’ve got our tea out here,’ Edwin said. ‘Nice pair of ripe young perch. Fish pie tonight.’

      ‘We’ll look forward to it,’ Inger said. ‘Should be home by tea-time.’

      He frowned. ‘You’re going somewhere?’

      ‘We are. Very soon.’ Inger stepped back, appraising her handiwork. In a minute she would assess it from the street, the only view that really counted. ‘Which means,’ she said, ‘that you must mind the shop.’

      Edwin’s look of horror was a picture. ‘Me? No chance. Put up the closed sign, it’s your business, I’m retired.’

      Inger plunged her hands into the deep pockets of her salmon pink dungarees and turned to him with a studiedly patient air.

      ‘Edwin.’

      ‘Don’t Edwin me,’ he said. ‘What did I sell the last time you left me in charge? One lousy picture postcard, and it wasn’t even a local.’

      ‘That was April, this is August. In August, with the stock that’s just come in, and my discounts, even you can’t fail.’

      Edwin sighed – and gave in. There could only be one winner in arguments between these two, it seemed to Midge. Same one every time.

      ‘Where you off to then?’

      ‘You don’t want to know,’ Inger said.

      Which made him even more curious. ‘Come on, where?’

      ‘Picnic.’

      ‘Picnic?’

      ‘With Juby.’

      Edwin took a long breath. ‘When did he turn up?’ His voice had gone quite cold.

      ‘Checked in across the road a couple of hours ago.’

      ‘Damn him, I was going over there for a bite.’

      ‘You’ll be able to when we’ve gone. I’ll allow you to shut the shop for half an hour. No more, mind.’

      ‘Is he never going to stop these bloody pilgrimages?’ Edwin said. ‘I imagine that’s where you’re going?’

      ‘Where else? You know Juby.’

      His shoulders slumped and, glancing at Midge from beneath exaggeratedly defeated brows, he shuffled out as Poor Little Browbeaten Man. For once there was nothing amusing in his performance.

      When she next saw him she was at the kitchen table wrapping the sandwiches Inger had started and left her to finish when she went through to the shop to see who’d just entered it. ‘How ya doin’, kid?’ enquired the hoodlum from an old film noir who’d just rattled down the back stairs to the kitchen.

      ‘Okay,’ she felt obliged to say.

      Edwin reached for the bread knife, sawed off the end of the remaining third of the loaf, lathered it with butter, and was about to sink his teeth into it when a large shape filled the entrance to the passage from the shop.

      ‘Ed,’ Juby Bench said in somber greeting.

      Edwin set his snack aside untasted, wiped buttery fingers on the seams of his trousers.

      ‘Here again then, Jube.’

      Juby clumped down the two stone steps into the kitchen. The lower floor allowed him to raise his head, but even here the ceiling flattened his gray mane. Brittle flakes of dry old paint spattered the shoulders of his black jacket like dandruff.

      ‘Here again, boy. Keeping well?’

      ‘Mustn’t grumble,’ Edwin said. ‘Yourself?’

      ‘Could grumble, no point.’

      After which they seemed to have nothing to say to one another. Silence fell like a ton of cottonwool bricks as the two men, absolute physical opposites – the one unnaturally lanky with a mass of out-of-control hair, the other short, pot-bellied and bald – virtually froze, avoiding eye-contact. Midge was grateful when Inger breezed in blowing dust off the cane picnic hamper she’d just emptied of old receipts and invoices.

      ‘All done?’ she asked Midge.

      While they packed the hamper, Edwin and Juby remained where they were, as if turned to wax. Inger, obviously used to such behavior when these two were together, did not remark on this. Only when everything was
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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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