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      …“What is your favorite color?” he barked.

      “Pink! Oh, I need some water!”

      He gave her the flask and she swallowed, and while she looked a bit pale, she kept her stomach’s contents intact. His distracting question had done its job.

      She took a deep breath.

      “I did it, Doctor. I ate the—”

      “Do not say it, do not think about it.”

      “It was not so bad. We may be onto something here.”

      “No one is going to eat raw fish if they can possibly help it, Miss Farnham. Now, close your eyes.”

      She did, obediently opening her mouth like a fledgling in the nest, and he fed her more tidbits. His fingers brushed against her moist lips as she took the food from him, her warm breath caressing his sensitive finger tips. Now he was trying not to think about it, what it felt like to have this beautiful woman take his fingers into her mouth, lightly sucking at them as she pulled in the firm, salty morsels, her delicate throat working to swallow, her eyes closed and an intense look of concentration on her sweat-dewed brow.

      “One—” He cleared his throat and tried to speak again. “One moment, please—no, do not open your eyes!”

      He grabbed his coat and pulled it across his lap, even though the day was hot and growing hotter. The last thing he needed was for her to open her eyes and see him sitting inches away with his compass pointing north.

      “What are you thinking about, Doctor?”

      “Involuntary responses…”
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      ‘Desert Island Keeper’: “Ms. Marshall’s previous book was very good; Castaway Dreams is remarkable.”--All About Romance

      

      “[Castaway Dreams is] a very cute, adventurous book. I encourage you all to try this author’s voice. (She has a great backlist, too.).”-- Mandi Schreiner, USA Today Books

      

      A+--“Castaway Dreams is ridiculously adorable and pretty damned close to flawless.”--Penelope’s Romance Reviews

      

      “Marshall steps outside the Regency ‘ballroom’ box with her offbeat characters, adventurous setting, and witty dialogue that will delight historical fans. Just be prepared to laugh out loud!”-- Kim at SOS Aloha

      

      “Fans of action driven historical romance--this one is for you! The romance is hot, the writing is smart, and the plot is just plain fun”--Reading to Penguins
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      Alexander Murray spent his lifetime dissecting bodies, trephining skulls, and seeing gray matter splattered across the decks of warships. He knew one could not exist without a brain. Nonetheless, Miss Daphne Farnham appeared to be the living, breathing example of a brainless existence.

      Perhaps he’d write a paper on it for the medical journals, he mused as he poured himself more coffee.

      He was unsure why he found Miss Farnham so irritating. It wasn’t their being in close quarters. If anything, the Magpie was roomier than the Caeneus. Maybe it was simply after living for years at sea, higher-pitched voices grated on his nerves.

      No, that wasn’t it, he thought as he sipped the harsh brew and listened with half an ear to the conversation around him. Some of the warrant officers had their wives aboard ship, and it was not as if he disdained the company of women. No, it was purely about Miss Farnham, a fellow passenger traveling from Jamaica to England.

      Just now at luncheon she asked Mr. Carr if he had in his possession the latest issues of La Belle Assemblée. She desperately needed to know if her Oldenburg bonnet was still fashionable enough to wear while walking along the Serpentine.

      The war was finally over, England was at peace, and the best thing this woman could find to talk about was hats.

      Alex looked at the others through the steam rising from his cup. The gentlemen at the table didn’t mind Miss Farnham’s breathy little voice and fatuous conversation. They weighed in with their opinions, all of them agreeing, naturally, that she would look lovely no matter what bonnet she wore. Mrs. Bertha Cowper, Miss Farnham’s companion, ignored the byplay and continued to shovel plum duff into her mouth, her florid coloring not helped by the heat.

      Miss Farnham looked as fresh and winsome as if she’d just stepped off the pages of her journal of fashion. She sat across from him, giving him an opportunity to observe her whether he wanted to or not. Her dog sat on her lap, his beady black eyes glaring at Alexander over the edge of the table. The cur had a rose-colored ribbon tied around its neck, a ribbon that exactly matched the one threaded through Miss Farnham’s curls, curls glowing a sunshined gold in the dim cabin light. Her large eyes twinkled at a comment from her shipboard swains, eyes one crewman swore were violet, while another said they were the blue of bluebells washed in the dew. Her dainty mouth was bracketed by two deep dimples highlighting her white and even teeth when she smiled, and her nose was exactly the complement needed to her other features—not too long, not too short. Her form was all that could be desired, the men swore, slim where a woman should be slim, rounded where it mattered.

      The first mate, Mr. Carr, was bright enough to recognize an opportunity when it was dangled in front of him and now did his best to make a positive impression. Alexander had seen women flock to him in Jamaica, drawn by his smooth conversation, well- tailored coats, and vapid handsomeness.

      But he was a competent mate, which was all that mattered on a voyage like this. Besides, Carr’s interest in their passenger was no concern of Alexander’s.

      “It is all about the blunt the girl will bring with her,” Carr said over breakfast that morning, where none of the passengers were about and it was only the senior officers and the surgeon.

      “Tyndale’s bad luck could be my good fortune, Mr. Murray,” he smirked. “With her reputation in tatters and Tyndale dead, it’s a grand opportunity for me.”

      “Her father’s a nabob,” Captain Franklin said repressively, reaching for the plum jam. “He’ll be looking to buy a title for her, boy, not wanting to marry her off to a sailor. There will be some lord with pockets to let or gambling debts who will take her, you mark my words. Farnham’s money can cover all of her sins, especially with her looks!”

      The only child of a gentleman who’d made a fortune in India, Miss Daphne Farnham would make someone an acceptable wife, save for two things, and Alexander acknowledged only one of those mattered to most of his peers.

      George Tyndale ran off with her to Jamaica, then like so many other Englishmen newly arrived in the tropics up and died of yellow fever. Even Alexander heard the rumors and questions about whether Tyndale had indeed married the young lady.

      The fact that everyone continued to refer to her as Miss Farnham, rather than Mrs. Tyndale, gave credence to these rumors and Miss Farnham did nothing to correct that impression. Perhaps the captain was correct. Enough gold could buy an understanding husband and return one to society. It was only poor women like Janet Murray and her bastard son who had to suffer the indignities of life on the fringes of the community.

      The other problem with Miss Farnham apparently was only an issue to Alexander. Her purpose in life, as far as he could determine, was to be ornamental. Even her most common fashion accessory was ornamental rather than useful. There was no place aboard ship for little dogs unless they were ratters, and any proper ship’s rat would sneer at her white puffball of a bichon.

      That animal was another source of irritation and had been ever since the first day he’d come aboard with his mistress. Within an hour of sailing, Miss Farnham was frantically knocking at Alexander’s cabin door.

      “There is something wrong with Pompom, Dr. Murray!”

      The dog shivered, its tail tucked between its legs. Before Alexander could share with her the most obvious conclusion, she thrust the animal into his arms. He immediately pushed the heaving dog at arm’s length, but it was too late. The little beast cast up his accounts all over the front of Alex’s coat. Pleased he didn’t drop the creature to the deck, he set him down, whereupon the dog vomited again, this time on his boot. However, he did look more chipper after purging his system, and Miss Farnham swept him up into her arms.

      “Oh, Pompom, you had an upset tum-tum! But now my

      puppy-wuppy’s all better, isn’t he?”

      Miss Farnham looked at him, her brilliant blue eyes filled with admiration. “You are the best doctor. You cured my precious Pompom.”

      “Your animal is seasick, Miss Farnham. Feed him dry biscuit and water for a few days and keep him away from me.”

      She had appeared startled that Alexander didn’t find her odious little animal as adorable as she did.

      “Come, my darling. Dr. Murray is being a big old grumpywumpy.” She’d stuck her retrousse nose into the air, and turned on her heel, offering the surgeon a flash of a neat ankle before exiting his cabin.

      Now back in that cabin after luncheon, Alexander was engrossed in one of the many journals he’d accumulated during his tenure on the Caeneus but had not had time to read. The war brought advances in surgery and medical techniques, some he’d experienced firsthand, but it was time to catch up on those other innovations uncovered by his brother surgeons. He hoped to observe them in London, but study now would prepare him to discuss them.

      So when there was a timid knock at his cabin door he was less than pleased at the interruption and set the journal aside with a sigh. His fiercely negotiated passage to England included being available to the crew of the Magpie should they need his services. When he was not feeling put out by interruptions, he had to agree staying busy at his craft was better than boredom.

      On the other hand, boredom could be better than more time spent in the company of Miss Farnham. But there she was, standing in his doorway, clutching the front of her dress. Her animal was not with her, so maybe this time she would not need veterinary services.

      “Yes?”

      “Oh, Dr. Murray, I am having trouble breathing!”

      “Come in,” he said to her. He looked down the passageway but did not see her chaperone.

      “Where is Mrs. Cowper?”

      “She wanted a ‘lie down’ after luncheon. She says it helps her digestion.”

      With as much wine as Mrs. Cowper consumed at lunch, it was a wonder she hadn’t fallen down the companionway headfirst to have her “lie down.”

      “Sit down, please,” he said, gesturing at his bunk. “Now, tell me what the problem is.”

      “When I climb the ladder it feels like I am choking and not breathing enough air!”

      Her slim hand fluttered to her shapely bosom and he studied her critically.

      “Does this happen if you loosen your stays so they are not too tight?”

      “Dr. Murray! Such a thing would never occur to me, to loosen my stays.”

      “It should occur to you,” he said mildly. “I have seen this before with so-called ladies of fashion—and a few men as well. You are so tightly laced that you cannot give your lungs enough room to expand. I will demonstrate.”

      He pulled her to her feet by that slim hand and instructed her, “Now, take a deep breath, as deep as you can.”

      She tried, but it was obvious to his eye that her corset constricted her to the point where it was impossible for her to fully pull air into her lungs.

      He grunted.

      “My prescription is this, Miss Farnham: loosen your stays and give your body room to do what it is meant to do. Nature did not intend for you to be swaddled like an Egyptian mummy.” She stared at him.

      “I cannot loosen my stays, Dr. Murray. If I do that my clothing will not fit properly.”

      “I am a surgeon, not a man-milliner. You asked for my medical advice, I gave it to you. What you do at this point is entirely up to you.”

      He opened the door for her to leave so he could return to his reading, but she paused in the doorway.

      “Thank you, Dr. Murray, I will consider what you said, even though it sounds like silliness to me.”

      “I am addressed as Mr. Murray, Miss Farnham.”

      “But the sailors call you ‘doctor.’”

      “Aboard ship a surgeon also acts as a physician and an apothecary, so some sailors and seaman have that habit.”

      “I believe I will call you Dr. Murray also. Someone of your many years of experience deserves a more exalted title than an ordinary ‘mister.’”

      “Someone of my many years?”

      She nodded vigorously, golden curls bouncing, and other parts of her bounced as well, which distracted him for a few seconds from the bizarre conversation.

      “You cured my lovely little Pompom when his tummy was upset, and now you cured me, so you must be a truly talented medical man! After all, you just said you are experienced at physicking people, maybe even more than my physician at home. And you look like you have been doing this just forever and ever.”

      “There are days, Miss Farnham, when I feel I have been dealing with the minor complaints of silly people for, as you say, forever. Good day to you, ma’am.”

      Alexander was still mulling over her fatuous remark about his age as he strolled the decks after supper. He knew his strong feelings about her would stun his former crewmates. More than one ship’s officer and seaman claimed Alexander Murray was the most phlegmatic, abstemious and least passionate individual ever to serve in the Royal Navy.

      “In the middle of a hurricane, you would find him calmly taking notes between patching up men hit by tackle or thrown to the deck by the force of the waves,” Captain Thomas Doyle of the Caeneus had remarked at the farewell dinner for Alexander in Jamaica. “We were all praying like Jonah’s heathen shipmates, and Murray could be down below, sleeping like Jonah, oblivious to it all. I know, because I have seen him do it,”

      He hadn’t thought much about how people viewed him during his service with the navy, but now with his changed circumstances he found himself doing more self-evaluation. The weather across the Atlantic had been so cold and miserable this past summer of 1816 that he stayed a year longer in the islands. But the letter tucked into the back of his journal called him home, and this voyage gave him time for introspection.

      He paused when he heard his name mentioned as he stood in the shadows, the speakers unaware of him.

      “Mr. Carr, when Dr. Murray fixes those grim eyes of his upon me, I feel I am standing in front of St. Peter awaiting admission to heaven! What makes him act so dour and disapproving? Does he never smile?”

      Maybe Miss Farnham was not so foolish after all, Alexander thought, if she could assess his character so well based on her brief interaction with him.

      “I have never seen Murray smile, Miss Farnham, but do not fret your pretty little head over that old stick,” said the Magpie’s mate. “And you should not worry about being allowed into heaven, for I vow, you are the veriest angel!” her young gallant swore.

      Naturally, the very vapid Miss Farnham giggled at this bold declaration. It was a noise that had the exact effect of putting Alexander’s teeth on edge.

      He stepped out and observed the couple. Their heads were close together as they talked, and her chaperone was nowhere in sight. Feeling every bit the elder they thought him, he cleared his throat. Of course, they jumped apart as though he’d caught them in Carr’s bunk together. Carr mumbled something and hurried off, leaving poor Miss Farnham to face him, alone and unprotected.

      She surprised him then. Instead of running after her swain, she only watched him go, then turned back to Alexander. He could swear he saw a rueful gleam of humor in her eye, but the light was poor in the evening dusk.

      “Dr. Murray,” she said in her light voice. “How do you find the weather this evening?”

      He gave the chit points for daring to strike up a conversation with dour, judgmental Dr. Murray, even if it was only banal niceties regarding atmospheric conditions. He took a step closer and she almost flinched back but held her ground. He never suspected he had a propensity for trying to terrify young women, which just went to show one could learn something new about oneself every day.

      “The weather, Miss Farnham, is warm. And wet. Just as it is most days in the tropics.”

      “La, I am aware of that.” She reached up to pat the hair elaborately arranged over her shell-like ears. “I vow, this wet air makes my hair just curl and curl until I cannot do a thing with it!”

      She stood there, a silly smile on her face, no doubt waiting for him to make a comment on her bountiful curls. Perhaps comparing them to buttercups or golden coins or sunshine or something equally nonsensical.

      “It is well known, Miss Farnham, that wet air makes hair curl. You are no different from many other people in that regard,” he said repressively.

      She stared at him a moment, then those large eyes blinked. He couldn’t help but notice her eyes were shielded by thick and dark lashes, a setting contributing to their attraction. To other men, certainly not to him. It took more than eyes like sapphire velvet to affect him.

      “Why do you dislike me, Dr. Murray? You do not even know me.”

      If he felt a twinge of discomfort at being put on the spot by this chit, he repressed it. It was an honest question, so the least he could offer was an honest answer.

      “I am not sure,” he said thoughtfully. “I suppose it is because I spent most of my life surrounded by people who are useful. On a frigate, boys as young as eight years old carry powder in the midst of battle. I have never known anyone whose existence was without purpose. You, however, seem to me not a very useful person.”

      Alexander regretted his honesty and his blunt words as soon as they left his mouth. It was not the girl’s fault she didn’t have two thoughts rattling about in her head. She could not help it, and at least she had her beauty—and wealth—to compensate for it.

      “Useful,” she said in a low voice. “Is that how you evaluate people, Doctor?”

      He looked at her with greater interest. Perhaps she was not as dim as he thought.

      “Yes, Miss Farnham, that is how I evaluate people. In the natural world everything serves a purpose and is useful, from the animals we hunt and the plants we harvest to the maggots eating dead flesh.”

      “But what of young ladies? Must they be as useful as,” she swallowed, “maggots?”

      He stepped closer to her, intrigued now. She smelled of lavender, and the part of his brain connected to certain anatomical functions registered this and woke up. It had been a long time since he’d relaxed in port with hired companionship. Then he remembered young ladies were not in a class of women where one could dally without consequences, even young ladies of questionable reputation.

      But he was still intrigued.

      “I do not deal much with young ladies. I can tell you though all the women I do know have been, in one fashion or another, useful.” He thought back to a certain young woman who ran off with an American and added, “Some are extremely useful, and competent in a crisis, and yes, that is how I judge people.”

      Her eyelashes lowered, shading her thoughts from him. She wore something ruffled and pink, of course, and he noted that women’s gowns were now so high-waisted it brought their bosoms into pronounced prominence. She had a shawl of flowered silk wrapped about her against the evening breeze and the light wind whipped strands of hair out from under the frilly and completely non-utilitarian bit of lace atop her head.

      “Dr. Murray! Such a harsh assessment of the ladies! La, sir, you would find yourself shunned from the most entertaining drawing rooms for such a puritanical outlook.”

      “Since it has never been my desire to be a success in entertaining, I will not fret over it, Miss Farnham.”

      She seemed to be mulling over his words, then her face brightened. “I do have a useful skill.”

      He looked at her.

      “I am quite talented at picking out just the right hat or gloves to complement an ensemble.”

      She smiled, waiting for his praise.

      “I would hardly term that a useful skill.”

      “Oh, but I beg to differ, sir. Knowing which accessories make an outfit complete is what makes us civilized, and attractive to look upon.”

      He found his mouth opening to argue this and then shut it. What was the point? But now, with her mind engaged, she was prepared to defend her claim. She came closer then and lightly laid her lilac-gloved hand on his arm.

      “What is life without some color, some entertainment, Doctor? Should our days only be filled with work and useful functions? What of…” She thought for a moment, and since he suspected this was a rare event, he did not interrupt her. “Butterflies! Butterflies spend their days flitting from flower to flower. They live to entertain.”

      “You are mistaken, Miss Farnham. Butterflies are useful creatures, as are other members of the Lepidoptera family. Butterflies and moths spread pollen amongst plants. Even the ugliest and plainest moth can do that job, just as a butterfly does. They also make a meal for birds.”

      “My dear Dr. Murray! Do you see butterflies floating through a meadow on a summer morning and only think of them as food for larger creatures?”

      He would have told her how long it had been since he’d seen a summer meadow, with or without butterflies adorning it, but he was too aware of the feel of her hand on his arm. She was not applying any pressure at all, but it drew his senses. That butterfly touch, even muted by her gloves and his coat, made him aware of how alien she truly was, how soft and clean and fragrant, so different from the men with whom he spent his days and his nights.

      “Miss Daphne Farnham!”

      Mrs. Cowper’s grating voice broke his concentration, and he looked up from the soft lips of his interlocutor to see her chaperone bearing down on them like a ship of the line. Even in the near dark he saw how pale the older woman’s face was. She was also short of breath but given her size that was to be expected. One could not haul that much weight up and down between decks without strain.

      “Mrs. Cowper, are you well?”

      She looked at him disdainfully.

      “I am well enough, Mr. Murray! I just need to sit down and drink my cordial to feel tip-top again. As for you, miss, you should not be out here. What would your father say?”

      Bertha Cowper’s jowly cheeks were aquiver with indignation, and small wisps of hair that had dared to escape her tightly pulled bun were sticking to the sweat pouring down her forehead. He started to speak again, but she was still going on.

      “And if I need medical attention, I will wait until we are in England and I will consult a proper physician.” She punctuated this by grabbing Miss Farnham by the arm in a grip that made Alexander wince for the young woman’s sake, and pulled her charge behind her, still talking.

      “You should not be speaking to the likes of Mr. Murray. He’s only a ship’s surgeon. You are in enough trouble, young lady, you do not need to be looking for more…”

      “But the sailors call him doctor.”

      “They are common, and ignorant. You are above him in station and it will not help your reputation to be seen spending time with him or with the other riff-raff aboard this vessel!”

      But then an odd thing happened. Even as she was being hauled away, Miss Farnham turned. She smiled at Alexander, a smile of such surpassing sweetness he was struck dumb by the gesture. He could see all too clearly now how even a reasonable man could lose his composure over a cloth-headed young lady.
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      Daphne stood outside the door to Dr. Murray’s cabin, chewing on her lip. She did not want to knock on that door. A shiver ran down her spine as she pulled her wrapper tighter and shifted her weight from foot to foot. It was dank and dark in the narrow ship’s corridor, and it was oppressive. She was tired of the smell of mildew and damp, tired of life in a boat that never stood still, tired of water that tasted like old sweat.

      Most of all, she was tired of being judged. Everyone looked at her and found her wanting. The mate looked at her with speculation in his eyes, thinking her fast. The captain looked at her and saw her as a passenger likely to cause trouble. Mrs. Cowper looked at her and saw a girl who was no better than she ought to be, but whose father paid well for her to be transported home.

      Dr. Murray looked at her with the most condemning visage of all. She could understand how Mr. Carr and the captain and Mrs. Cowper might judge her based on the stories that had spread like fever through Jamaica and England, but Dr. Murray found her very existence an affront.

      When he looked at her with those changeable eyes of his, sometimes gold, sometimes a mossy green, it felt like he was peering deep into her soul, diagnosing her, and not liking what he found. She did not know what purges he would prescribe for her supposed moral ailments and intellectual shortcomings, but she knew the cure would not be pleasant. He was the closest thing to a physician on this ship though, so there was nothing for it. She knocked on his cabin door, resisting the desire to knock and run.

      The door opened while her hand was still half raised to knock again, and he peered out at her. He was in his shirtsleeves and seeing him undressed startled her into silence. He always looked so formal, so proper. Now though he was half unbuttoned, and his silver touched hair was mussed, as if he’d been running his fingers through it. It made him look human for a change.

      For a brief second, Dr. Murray looked as startled at seeing a woman in a wrapper standing outside his cabin as she was by his appearance, but then he composed himself.

      “Miss Farnham?”

      “It is Mrs. Cowper,” Daphne said in a rush. “She went to the privy and has not returned, and when I knocked she did not answer.”

      He frowned at her words but did not look surprised.

      “One moment.”

      She looked at the closed door, but before she could wonder he returned, a lantern in his hand. He led the way to the tiny room at the front of the ship, the direction the sailors called “forward,” though Daphne had never figured out why they could not say “front” like regular people.

      Following behind Dr. Murray gave Daphne a view that surprised her. Given his years she would expect a belly or a spreading form beneath his conservatively cut coat. Instead, what she saw was solid but not padded. Broad shoulders and back, average height, and he seemed remarkably preserved for his age. His linen shirt was mended at the collar and at the seam behind his arm, but it was clean. She’d noticed that about the surgeon. He kept himself scrupulously clean, and unlike many of the other men aboard ship—or Mrs. Cowper—smelled mostly of soap, not stale sweat.

      The hair that was not silvered in back was a warm russet and it curled at the nape of his neck. From the wet air, she thought, no different from others in that regard. Somehow, she thought he’d be distressed if he knew his hair was out of place, normal though it might be.

      They were at the privy now—“head,” he absently corrected her—and Dr. Murray rapped sharply on the door.

      “Mrs. Cowper, are you ill?”

      There was no answer, and he pushed on the door, but it was stuck and would only open scant inches.

      “Hold the lantern over my shoulder please, Miss Farnham.”

      Daphne rushed forward to make herself useful, that quality Dr. Murray prized above all others. Her view inside was restricted and the odor was strong, but she held the lantern up, steadying it with one hand beneath. Mrs. Cowper appeared to be slumped over against the wall. He put his hand inside and rested it on the older woman’s neck, pulling his hand out a few minutes later.

      “Mrs. Cowper is dead.”

      “Dead? That is not possible! Are you certain?”

      He looked at her. “There is no heartbeat. I have long observed that when there is no heartbeat, people cease living. So yes, I am quite certain that she is dead.”

      Daphne knew she was blushing, and she was angry, more at him than at herself for saying such a foolish thing. Of course an experienced ship’s surgeon knew when someone was dead, but this was not a normal occurrence for her!

      “Return to your cabin, Miss Farnham. I will inform the ship’s officers of what has happened.”

      “Is there…is there something I should do?”

      “What do you suggest?”

      What she wanted to do was burst into tears. Not because of any fondness for Mrs. Cowper, who’d been her jailer more than her companion, watching her, criticizing her constantly and writing notes for her report to Daphne’s father. But this was another complication in her life, a life that had had far too many complications lately to suit her.

      Dr. Murray was still observing her, unfazed by being a foot away from a corpse. These things must happen to him all the time. His craggy face was lightly stubbled with the day’s growth, but he looked alert and not at all as if being up in the middle of the night was an issue, or a new experience.

      “I will write a letter to her family expressing my regret at Mrs. Cowper’s passing,” Daphne finally said. There. That was something useful she could do.

      “You are the only other woman aboard ship. Did it occur to you, Miss Farnham, that you might be useful laying her out for her burial? Do not drop that lantern, it would start a fire.”

      He took the lantern from her nerveless fingers as Daphne stared at him.

      “I could never do that! How you could even ask—”

      She knew from his expression that she’d fallen even further in his esteem, if such a thing were possible.

      “It was more in the nature of a suggestion, Miss Farnham. I knew better than to ask,” he sighed. “Return to your cabin. I will see to it.”

      Daphne turned and walked blindly back to her cabin. Pompom greeted her and jumped into her lap when she sat on her bunk, staring at the empty covers of the bunk across from hers. He licked her hand and she put her head down next to the warm body snuggled into the crook of her arm.

      “At least you love me just the way I am, Pompom,” she whispered to the bichon.
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      Alexander logged the time of death, then woke Captain Franklin with the news that one of his passengers was no longer among the living.

      The captain was not happy.

      “You are a surgeon, couldn’t you have done something for her?”

      “Certainly. I could have told her to stop drinking port, eat a more moderate diet and try not to have heart failure, but I doubt she would have listened to me.”

      Captain Franklin scowled at him and ran his hand over his bearded face. “Send Mr. Carr to me. And I will want to see you in the morning—later in the morning, after breakfast.”

      Alexander did not want to volunteer, but he felt obligated. “Do you need me to lay her out?”

      “Would Miss Farnham be willing to help? No, I thought not.” Captain Franklin sighed. “Mrs. Cowper won’t keep in this heat. Yes, do what needs to be done when the sun’s up. The sailmaster will sew her up and we will do the burial service later today.”

      “Miss Farnham did say she would write to the woman’s family.”

      Captain Franklin grunted.

      “It will be logged here as well, and that should satisfy everyone. Good night, Mr. Murray.”

      Alexander returned to his cabin, and made some quick notes in his own journal, then dropped off to sleep, a skill perfected over years of being awakened in the middle of the night. A passing thought almost kept him awake: Miss Farnham did not have hysterics or swoon over Mrs. Cowper’s death. That was the only bright spot in this evening’s events.

      The next morning, or later the same morning, depending on how disgruntled one was over interrupted sleep, Alexander sat at breakfast with a subdued Miss Farnham. They were the only ones left at table, the ship’s officers busy at their tasks, and the steward in the galley. He observed her over the rim of his coffee cup.

      “You are not eating. Starving yourself will not bring Mrs. Cowper back.”

      Miss Farnham’s head jerked up. She did not look as neatly put together as she usually did, and it occurred to Alex that without another woman in the cabin she had no one to help her dress in the mornings.

      “Why do you not have a maid?”

      He didn’t know why he asked. He really did not care.

      “We had a girl hired to come with us. She became ill the day we were to sail, and Mrs. Cowper would not wait for another ship. She said she was under strict orders to fetch me back to England on the first ship out, and she was worried she would not be paid her full amount if she delayed.”

      “You are not mourning Mrs. Cowper then.”

      The ghost of a smile hovered around her mouth. She needed no cosmetics to add color to her lips or cheeks. Only someone in close contact with her might notice the slight shadows beneath her eyes. Oddly, the small flaw did not detract from her appearance, but made her seem more human and less like a china fashion doll.

      “Mrs. Cowper and I were not on good terms, but she is dead now, and I lost an opportunity to become friends with her.”

      Alexander set down his coffee cup. It was clear to him why this chit needed a keeper. Anyone who was such a poor judge of humanity would be as easily led astray as her yappy little animal, wagging its tail and doing tricks in the hopes of a treat.

      He almost said something but stopped himself. It was not his concern. In a few weeks, maybe less if the weather held, they would be in England and he could move on with his life. Miss Farnham, now crumbling a ship’s biscuit between her manicured fingers, would no doubt be whisked off to her proper social setting and he need never give her a thought again. A baseborn Scotsman who labored as a ship’s surgeon was not going to cross paths with the likes of Miss Daphne Farnham.

      “If you will excuse me, there is work I must do before the burial service today.”

      “Burial—Mrs. Cowper isn’t going to be buried in England?”

      “No. There is no way to preserve her body for burial, and in the tropics it is best to deal with these situations as quickly as possible. The heat and the humidity bring on rapid decomposi— ”

      He stopped. She’d gone slightly green, and while up to now Miss Farnham had proved herself a hardy sea voyager, he had no desire to put it to the test.

      “There will be a burial at sea.” he finished up. “Captain Franklin will ensure that all is handled properly.”

      “Oh!” She looked intrigued. “I will include the information about the burial in my letter to her family. It will ease their pain to know all was done in accordance with the customs of the sea.”

      “You do that, Miss Farnham.”

      She dipped her dainty little chin in farewell, then resumed eating her breakfast with more appetite. Alexander hesitated at the door because she looked so alone, but he had matters to attend to, the deceased Mrs. Cowper being chief among them.

      Late in the morning the crew and passengers assembled as Captain Franklin read the service for burial at sea, four sailors standing by the larboard rail where the canvas-wrapped body awaited its final destination.

      No one wept, though Miss Farnham sniffled a time or two and wiped her eyes. Mrs. Cowper had not endeared herself to the crew with her constant complaints about the rigors of sea voyaging. Alex studied the faces of the men. Most were bored, but some were intrigued, as a break in routine was always a welcome diversion. Some looked at the girl. He resumed listening to Captain Franklin, who was wearing his best coat for the occasion. This was the point where he’d seen things go horribly wrong in the past, so he paid attention.

      “We therefore commit her body to the deep, to be turned into corruption, looking for the resurrection of the body, when the sea shall give up her dead and the life of the world to come, through our Lord Jesus Christ, who at his coming shall change our vile Body, that it may be like his glorious Body, according to the mighty working, whereby he is able to subdue all things to himself.”

      Captain Franklin nodded to the sailors standing by at the plank where the body rested. The sailors picked up the inboard end, and the body smoothly slid off its platform and into the cold waters of the Atlantic, sinking out of sight. Alex let out a breath. He’d seen more than his share of burials at sea and knew without proper preparation, the body could end up bobbing after the ship, an unpleasant memento mori.

      Miss Farnham had shown a modicum of common sense and left her small dog in her cabin. Mr. Carr came over to speak to her, and she smiled wanly at him.

      “Mr. Murray!”

      Alexander turned to find Captain Franklin at his side, scowling at his mate and at his passenger.

      “Come to my cabin. We must talk.”

      Alex cast another glance at Miss Farnham, then followed the captain below. The captain went to a sturdy chest, unlocked it, and pulled a bottle of rum out. He poured himself a tot, and after a slight pause, poured some for Alexander.

      Captain Franklin did not offer him other refreshments but seated himself at the mahogany table serving as his desk. The captain’s cabin was only slightly larger than that of the senior crew and passengers, but Captain Franklin was not parsimonious when it came to his own comfort. The seats were generously cushioned and the bunk was commodious, far better than the furnishings the passengers enjoyed.

      “I will be blunt with you, Murray,” the captain said. “Having that Cowper woman drop dead like that, it’s not good. Not good at all.”

      “I am sure Mrs. Cowper would agree with you, were she able to.”

      “Do not try my patience!” Captain Franklin leaned back in his chair and eyed his passenger.

      Alexander thought they’d had a reasonable rapport on this voyage. Still, after a near lifetime in the Royal Navy, the laxness of the merchant ship chafed at him like clothing rinsed in saltwater. The Magpie was a 220-ton brig and a solid vessel, making good headway after a successful venture to the West Indies. With the war over and Napoleon banished to St. Helena, shipping in the Caribbean resumed with a vengeance. The Americans and British were back to competing in the marketplace rather than with guns, and ships plied the sea lanes at will without having to wait for convoys and escorts.

      He never thought he would miss the navy, but it had its standards and he was already missing that. His last posting on the Caeneus was an especially sharp contrast to his current situation. Captain Doyle ran a tight ship and the men in his command served with zeal and dedication. Aboard the Magpie there was always a slight air of sloppiness, of items not squared away, and Alex suspected there was more concern about the cargo and profit than about maintaining the ship and its crew. He’d already had an argument with Captain Franklin in Jamaica over conditions aboard the Magpie. The sailors who’d served in the past with the tight-fisted Franklin knew they had the surgeon to thank for their heavy weather gear and better victuals on this voyage. Alex wondered if his good deed was about to be punished as the captain took a drink of his rum and scowled into his glass.

      “This has created a problem for me, Murray. With that Cowper woman dead, Miss Farnham is alone and unattended. This is not a good situation.”

      “I cannot imagine what your concerns have to do with me, Captain.” He set his untouched glass on the table and rose to leave.

      “Take that seat, Murray, or I will have you confined to your cabin for the rest of the voyage.”

      “On what grounds?”

      “Do not be tedious. You have been at sea long enough to know I can do whatever I damn well please aboard my own ship.”

      Alexander sat. He almost picked up the rum but forced his gaze back on the captain.

      “I will come right to the point. For the duration of this voyage, I am making you responsible for the Farnham chit.”

      The silence in the cabin was deafening. “You cannot make me the chaperone for a young woman.”

      “I just did,” Captain Franklin said with an unpleasant smile. “And while I do not need to explain myself to you, I will anyway.”

      He began ticking points off on one hand, a hand whose ring finger was missing the last two joints. But he was still able to count. “You are the only other passenger. The crew have their own duties and cannot be spared to play nursemaid. You are a surgeon and agreed to be responsible for the health of all aboard this ship. All means all, and I assure you my mental well-being is an issue here if that girl is not under control. Finally, your age makes you less of a threat than youngsters like Mr. Carr, who I guarantee would have that girl’s skirts tossed over her head in about the amount of time it takes Stubbs to play ‘Fiddler’s Green’ on his fiddle. How old are you anyway, forty-five? Fifty?”

      “Thirty-five.”

      “What?”

      “I am thirty-five years old, Captain Franklin.”

      “Truly?” the captain peered at him. “I never would guess that. Regardless, it is all to the good.”

      Alexander’s palms were sweating. Odd, that never happened during surgery. He had to make one more effort at stopping this madness. “What about my well-being?”

      “I do not care about that,” Franklin said bluntly. “You already paid your passage, and if the girl drives you into an apoplexy, that is your problem. When it becomes my problem, I shall deal with it. As I am now.”

      He stood, putting an end to the discussion.

      “Good luck, Murray. You will need it.”
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      Alexander wanted to run to his cabin, bar the door, and not emerge until the docks were in sight. Miss Farnham was nominally an adult and could see to herself.

      But then he remembered her bedraggled and lost look at breakfast. She’d reminded him of the kitten he’d brought home when he was eight or so. His mother had glanced up from the barley soup she was stirring, took one look at the ragged patch of fur clutched to her son’s chest, and shook her head.

      “That is all we need, Alexander, another mouth to feed. A useless one at that.”

      “I will take care of him, Mama,” he promised, holding the kitten so tightly that it mewled in protest. “I will teach him to be useful. He can hunt for us.”

      Janet Murray put her work-roughened hands on her hips and looked down at him. Her russet hair, the same shade as her son’s but liberally streaked with white, was coming down from the tight knot at the back of her head. She squatted down in front of him on the scrubbed flagstones and rubbed one finger along the kitty’s head.

      “A hunter, hmmm? Will he bring me a nice deer, do you think?”

      Alex looked down skeptically at the gray bundle in his shirt.

      “I do not think he will grow large enough to bring down a deer, Mama, but he might grow large enough to hunt mice.”

      One of Janet’s rare smiles creased her cheeks. “That was a jest, Alex. Such a solemn little man! You must not be so serious about everything.”

      He had just looked at her. Boys whose mothers never married, those boys knew from the first time they heard the word “bastard” that life was serious. When his father’s agent brought his mother her quarterly payments for Alexander’s maintenance, he knew from the remarks the oily little scrub made, the way he looked at Janet, that life was serious.

      Alex set down the kitten. Janet ruffled the curls atop his head, and said, “Fetch your wee kitty a drop of milk, son. If he’s going to grow up to be a hunter, he will need his strength.”

      The kitten grew into a fine mouser named Robby, after Robert the Bruce, of course. If such a small scrap of nothing could become useful, perhaps there was hope for Miss Farnham on this trip.

      He knocked at her door and her little dog commenced yapping.

      Then again, perhaps not.

      She opened the cabin door without asking who was on the other side. Alex resisted the impulse to run his hand through his hair in frustration.

      “Dr. Murray! What a pleasant surprise.”

      “Is it?”

      She blinked up at him. “That was conversation, Doctor. It is what one says…” her voice trailed off and she looked befuddled.

      “We must talk, Miss Farnham.”

      He stepped past her into the cabin. Trunks were open, and there was an explosion of fabrics in the small cabin, festoons of feathers and lace and ruffles and ribbons, mostly in pink, every shade from the faintest blush of dawn to a deep sunset rose.

      Now he was really tempted to run back to his own cabin and bar the door, but he had never yet shirked his duty, no matter how unpleasant.

      Something crunched under his foot as he stepped into the cabin. He bent down and retrieved a book, which to his eye looked forlorn and out of place amongst the fripperies. Miss Farnham fluttered by him, closing the door behind her. He almost told her to leave the door open, but he did not want their conversation to be overheard.

      “Have a seat…oh…” her voice trailed off as she realized every available surface was covered with furbelows.

      “It is no matter, I will stand.” Alex dropped the book on her pillow and took an armful of fabric off the one chair for her to be seated. The clean fragrance of lavender floated up to him. He resisted the temptation to bury his nose in it and breathe more deeply and piled the frocks atop another mountain on the now empty bunk where Mrs. Cowper had slept.

      Miss Farnham sat, looking up at him with an inquiring expression on her face. For a moment she reminded him of Robby, but then he remembered how canny the cat was and the image was lost.

      Alex pulled down the edges of his waistcoat, did not run his fingers through his hair, and gazed at his new charge.

      She was wearing a frock that was, of course, pink, a particularly bilious shade. Or maybe it was just the circumstances. Regardless, the garment was askew and he suspected it was misfastened. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, though some attempt had been made to bring it to order, a sad attempt evidenced by the trail of pins filtering down from a spot above her ear. The dog made a final “yip” at Alexander, then settled into a pile of cloaks, watching him with its beady eyes.

      “I have come from a meeting with Captain Franklin.”

      “Was it a pleasant meeting?”

      He stared at her. “No. No, it was not a pleasant meeting. It concerned you.”

      The animation drained from her face and she looked down at the deck. He clasped his hands behind his back, forcing himself into stillness. He refused to feel sorry for her. He was feeling sorry enough for himself. But looming over her probably wasn’t helping the situation.

      This time Alex swept the fabrics off the bunk onto the deck, and while Miss Farnham stirred, she did not protest.

      “Here is the situation,” he said bluntly. “Captain Franklin made me responsible for your welfare for the remainder of this voyage. I need not tell you that your situation is precarious, a single woman aboard a ship full of sailors. The captain believes this is the best possible solution. If you cooperate, then nothing more will be said of this when we reach England.”

      “Do you really believe that?” she asked, raising her eyes from her tightly clasped hands.

      “Do you have another choice, Miss Farnham? Because if you do, I would like to hear it.”

      She made a noise that in a less elegant person might be termed a snort. “Choices. No, I do not have a choice, do I?”

      There was something about her that struck him then, but the moment was lost when she looked around her at the fabric filling the small cabin and said, “Then you will need to help me out of my clothes, Dr. Murray.”

      All those years of listening to the ship’s guns pound out their charges must have affected his hearing.

      “I beg your pardon?”

      She looked at him, a vapid smile on her face. “My clothes. They fasten in back. Ladies are dressed by their maids.”

      “You do not have a maid,” he said stupidly.

      “No. I only have you, Dr. Murray.”

      He realized his mouth was hanging open, and he closed it with a snap.

      “That is ridicul—”

      “And you must help dress my hair,” she said, waving at the mess atop her head.

      “See here, Miss Farnham, I cannot spend my day being your maid.”

      “I do not expect you to do everything, I can do my own mending.”

      Alex wanted to refuse, but he knew enough about women’s clothing to acknowledge the dress fastenings might be a problem.

      “Your hair, you cannot dress it yourself?”

      “We come from different worlds, Dr. Murray. All my life I have had maidservants. It was their job to be useful. I never brushed my own hair, nor have I pinned it. That was always someone else’s task.”

      Alex knew his interaction with ladies was limited, but this woman was nothing more than a pretty parasite, living off the efforts of others.

      “Then the first thing I shall do is teach you how to be more self-sufficient. Give me your hairbrush.”

      She was not put off by his brusque tone but rose unhurriedly and Alex stood as well. She smoothed down her skirts and, brushing past him, located a silver-backed brush beneath a pile of hats.

      “And a ribbon, Miss Farnham. Something sturdy.”

      “La, Doctor, I do not believe ‘sturdy’ and ‘ribbons’ are two words that go together,” she simpered, but she located a pink satin length beneath some shoes and passed it to him, along with the hairbrush.

      “Sit!” he ordered, and the dog barked.

      “No, Pompom, I believe the nice surgeon meant me,” she said, seating herself again.

      Alex seethed as he stood behind her chair and pulled the wandering pins from her messy coiffure. This was not part of his arrangement with Captain Franklin, and he was tempted to storm back to the captain and allow him to manacle Alex for the duration of the voyage.

      Even as he was thinking this, his mind registered the feel of the silken strands gliding between his fingers. So much of his day was spent with his hands in unpleasant or noxious substances, it was a tactile awakening, feeling the curls wrap themselves around his hands, making him itch to…

      “Dr. Murray? Are you ready?”

      His mind snapped back to the task. It was a job, nothing more. No different than bandaging a wound or rolling pills. He took the brush from her soft fingers and pulled it through, starting at the crown, working his way back to the ends, gently unsnarling the inevitable tangles.

      From this angle behind her he could see the rise and fall of her chest. Her dress was misbuttoned at the neck and a patch of skin at her collarbone peeked through, paler than the soft pink of her garment, and flushed with life.

      Wonderful. Now he was not only in this humiliating position, but he had to step back from the chair or Miss Farnham would realize he was not in control of his body. He concentrated on the task, but it did not help. Not at all. It did not matter that she had nothing but air between her ears. She was still a young and nubile woman and he had a good imagination. He envisioned these curls loose around her shoulders. Not like now, when she was dressed in her badly fastened gown, but falling over her naked shoulders as she sat astride him, her hair curtaining her ample breasts, breasts whose form he could make out from this angle above her. She would look good riding him…

      “You have done this before, Doctor.”

      That was exactly what he needed to bring himself back to the present. The memories her comment evoked were of a different girl, one whose brown hair was straight and long.

      “Yes, I know how to brush and braid a woman’s hair.”

      “Your wife?” her voice was a touch lower and huskier.

      “No. I am a bachelor, Miss Farnham. Pass me the ribbon.” He efficiently braided the mass of gold and tied off the end tightly.

      “This will do for you for while aboard ship, a simple means of keeping your hair in place. Do you know how to make a braid?”

      She looked up from where she was examining the rope of hair falling over her shoulder. “I think so.”

      “Bring me three more ribbons. I will demonstrate.”

      In short order he’d braided together ribbons of pink, yellow and violet.

      “Ooooh, how colorful! I believe I shall wear that braided ribbon today.”

      “I made that to demonstrate for you how to braid, Miss Farnham, not as an adornment.”

      She looked up at him, a smile dimpling her cheeks. “But even instructional materials can be pretty, Doctor. And do you not think that now you can call me Daphne?”

      “No. Stand up and I will adjust the fastenings in your garment.”

      She sighed, but stood, obediently as a child. But she was far from being a child. He adjusted her tapes, all the while itching to unfasten them. Purely the natural reaction of a man too long at sea, and he reluctantly saw the wisdom in Captain Franklin’s arrangement. If he was tempted by her charms, how much worse would it be for the crew, who were not medical men but sailors used to women of easy virtue?

      “There. Your task until suppertime is to go through your wardrobe and find those garments most practical. Look for items that can be fastened with a minimum of effort on both our parts.”

      “Oh dear. I imagine this means I will not be dressing for supper.”

      “If it involves me, no, you will not. Stay in your clothes until I return to undress you tonight.”

      His words hung in the air between them, and Alexander felt heat rise up his neck.

      “Of course, Dr. Murray.”

      Alexander gave her a stern look, but her blank face showed no understanding of the double meaning of his words.

      It was all to the good, her not being very bright. If she were intelligent, she might be dangerous.
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      The cabin door closed behind him and Daphne buried her face in a pillow, biting it to keep from bursting into laughter. The look on poor old Dr. Murray’s face! Really, as if she would have anything to do with a stick like him!

      As soon as she’d thought the words though she remembered the feel of his strong hands in her hair. The way he stroked the hairbrush through, with just the right amount of pressure and no tugging made her want to purr like a kitten—or wag her tail like Pompom.

      It also made her wonder who the woman was for whom he had performed this task in the past. A sister? A lover? She could almost imagine a younger version of the curmudgeonly surgeon, one whose face was unlined and less careworn.

      Almost. It was too difficult to imagine that man ever being carefree enough to enjoy brushing and braiding a woman’s hair.

      She fluffed the pillow, smoothing it with her hand. It was simply proximity. The man had no address at all and must have had his sense of humor surgically removed. George, for all his faults—and dying and abandoning her in Jamaica loomed large in her mind—at least made her laugh and feel she was special. He did not care if she was “useful,” beyond her ability to bring thousands of pounds with her.

      Daphne shook her head, pushing back thoughts of George’s betrayal. The younger son of a younger son, George had worried about how he would make his way in the world. No wonder eloping with her seemed like the opportunity he’d waited for all his life.

      She picked up the braided ribbons. It seemed simple enough. Once she saw something demonstrated for her, she remembered how to do it. But there had been no need in the past for someone to show her how to braid. There was a nanny, or a maidservant, or Mrs. Cowper to do it for her. That was their job. Hers was to look good when they finished. If Dr. Murray did not understand that was how the world—her world, the only world that mattered—worked, then it was simply too bad.

      Daphne looked around the tiny cabin. Practical garments— what exactly did that mean? Something drab and dull, no doubt, with nothing in the way of a ruffle or a bow to liven it up. She chewed on her lip as she thought. She’d start with shoes. Some of the many pairs Mrs. Cowper had brought from England when dispatched after her were lovely to look at but would not be comfortable for long walks. Not practical.

      There! Now she had a goal, and she would show meanspirited Dr. Murray that she knew how to fend for herself.

      At least until it was time to undress.
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      Alexander re-wrapped Lowry’s wrist, sprained in a fall the ship’s carpenter took earlier in the week.

      “It is good for us to have a surgeon aboard, Doctor. You and the young lady are ideal passengers, cooperative and helpful.”

      Alexander noticed the late unlamented Mrs. Cowper wasn’t mentioned.

      “Miss Farnham is helpful?”

      “She needed a sandbox for that little pup of hers to use as a head. I built it for her, and while I told her she didn’t have to pay me, she insisted on doing some mending for me if I wouldn’t take her gold.”

      “I am surprised the girl did not simply expect you to wait on her like her other servants.”

      Lowry twisted and turned his hand, checking the range of its motion, and seemed satisfied when he could make a strong fist without difficulty. He had an off-center nose, the souvenir of some long ago tavern brawl—probably more than one—and intelligent eyes he now focused on Alexander.

      “There is nothing snobbish about Miss Farnham, Doctor. She’s a high-spirited lass, no doubt about it, but she has a good heart. Once she finds a proper man, one who will give her a home and young ones, she’ll settle down.”

      “Ladies of her class do not spend their days and evenings taking care of their homes and children, Mr. Lowry. They are too busy flitting from the dressmaker to the glovemaker and then off to the theater or some card party.”

      Lowry stood, and shrugged his wiry arms back into his coat. The carpenter was a small man but his arms and back were roped with muscle from years of working to keep ships whole and afloat.

      “You are harsh, sir. Give the young lady a chance and she may grow on you.”

      “A fungus grows on you, Mr. Lowry.”

      The older man chuckled, but he did not pursue the conversation, shaking the doctor’s hand and returning to his duties.

      Alex
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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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