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      I scanned the storefront, making sure everything was in order for the grand opening. While I didn’t expect many people to show, I wanted everything to be perfect. This little healing herbal and tea shop was mine.

      Nervousness crept in, knowing I sunk every penny into the shop. What if it failed? Not only did I put my livelihood at risk, but Pepper’s as well. Now that Mom and Aunt Isidore were at Aunt Winola’s store, there wasn’t enough work or funds for me and Pepper.

      “Stop worrying,” Aggie said as she waddled to her cat bed in the bay window. She jumped up and situated herself with a sigh. After preening her white paw, she said, “The rent on this place is worth the window alone.”

      “What if no one comes?”

      “They will. Word got out there is a healer in the area again.”

      It was true. Several witches had reached out to me at my aunt’s shop, hoping I could help them with their ailments. So far, I stopped a migraine and soothed a stomachache. But I wasn’t able to do anything for the woman who had a wound that wouldn’t heal.

      Hopefully in time I’d get better at the craft, but right now I was in over my head.

      The bell on the front door jingled when Pepper walked in. Snowflakes trailed in after her.

      “Coffee is here!”

      I took the lidded cup she offered and warmed my hands around it. “Thank you.”

      “Maybe we should sell coffee here. It would save me money.”

      “One thing at a time. Let’s see if anyone bothers coming.”

      Pepper placed her coffee down next to the register and took off her coat. “People are already asking for your services.”

      “I can only do simple things. I’m not a real healer.” I shifted uncomfortably. “I feel like a fraud.”

      “Stop that negative thinking right now. You’re just jittery because you’re worried.”

      She pulled her strawberry-blonde hair back into a ponytail and wrapped an apron around her thin waist. We had carefully stenciled the aprons with the Healing Herbs & Tea Shop name. Not the most original name for a store, but it got the point across.

      “Besides, it’s only been a few months since you learned you are a witch. In that time, you’ve been cursed and almost died. Now your estranged mom is back, and your cat talks to you. That’s a lot to deal with. Adding the store would make anyone apprehensive. But we all think it’s going to be a success.”

      “I’m selling a lot of things Aunt Winola sells. And she’s across the square from us. That might be too much for tiny Hedgeworth.”

      “That’s why she’s changing some of her inventory. It makes more sense for you to sell herbs. She can continue to sell candles and other stuff.”

      The bell jingled.

      Pepper grinned. “And look, your very first customer. She’s right on time, as usual.”

      Permilia Fairweather bustled in with her umbrella and oversized handbag. Thankfully, I already knew Permilia’s habit of striking down everything in her path, so I stocked most things on floating shelves that were above the knockout zone.

      It looked like my strategy worked until she got to the middle island, where baskets of herb packets were displayed. One turn and her umbrella swiped several baskets off the island. Already having assumed her position behind Permilia, Pepper caught two of the baskets. The third fell and scattered the contents.

      “Oh!” Permilia gasped. “I’m so sorry!”

      She attempted to help Pepper but knocked off two more baskets.

      Perhaps if I nailed the baskets to the island, they might survive the daily Fairweather storm. But knowing Permilia, nothing was safe.

      “Don’t worry, Mrs. Fairweather,” Pepper said. “I got it. Ayla has your order ready at the register.”

      “You girls spoil me,” Permilia said.

      “Working on any fun potions?” I asked as I reached under the counter to retrieve a bag filled with product. Sage was one of Permilia’s normal purchases, but not deadly henbane.

      She nodded. “I have a pest at home I’m trying to get rid of.”

      “A mouse?”

      “I wish. Mice would be so much easier to deal with than the dandicrudes currently in my attic.”

      Both Pepper and I looked at Permilia.

      “What did you call them?” I asked.

      “Dandicrudes. They like to burrow in insulation. And once they burrow, you might as well just buy a new house.”

      “I’ve never heard of them before,” I said.

      “They tend to stick to magical homes. They love sage, and I always have some on hand. My house is paradise for the little buggers.”

      “I hope this gets rid of them.”

      “Thank you, dear. I hope so, too. I’ll see you at the coven meeting tonight.”

      I nodded. “I’ll be there.”

      “Wonderful. For the first time in a long time, everyone will be there.”

      “Will there be too many people?” I asked. “I know the coven kept to thirteen witches, but with my mom and Aunt Isidore returning, it will push the number over.”

      “Don’t worry about that.” Permilia handed me her card to process. “We might have always done things by the book, but we are loyal as well. Once in the Sage Moon Coven, always in the Sage Moon Coven.”

      I returned her credit card along with a receipt.

      She placed everything in her purse and then pulled out a book. “Oh, I forgot. I brought this book to give to you. Thought it might be helpful here.”

      When she handed it to me, I read, “Herbalist’s Guide to Healing.”

      “It should be an excellent resource for you here. Many good herbal remedies are in there.”

      “Thank you,” I said. “I was hoping to get a reference book. This will be perfect.”

      “Good. It’s been sitting on my shelf for several years, and I can’t think of a person who I’d rather give it to. I can already tell you have a special gift for healing. I can’t wait to see what you do with it.”

      “Thank you,” I said, trying not to blush at the attention. “I’m trying my best.”

      “She’s doing more than that,” Pepper said.

      Permilia glanced at me. “Just remember, you have to manage your powers. Healing takes a lot out of a witch. You’ll be no good to anyone if you try to heal the world.”

      I nodded. “No worries. So far, I can only ease headaches and stomachaches.”

      “And you got rid of a nasty curse.” She patted my hand. “Be patient with yourself.”

      With a wave, she took her bag and left, only colliding with one basket on her way out.

      When she was gone, Pepper asked, “Did you ever figure out why she carries the umbrella with her every day?”

      “Not yet.”

      “Maybe she stores her wand in the handle.”

      I shook my head. “I’ve seen her wand. She keeps it in her purse. Can you flip the open sign?”

      Pepper flipped the sign to open and looked out the window. “I’m sure we’ll have customers soon.”

      I hoped. But the snow might keep them from venturing outside.

      “Since there’s no one here, let’s talk.” Pepper took her coffee and sat at one of the small tables we positioned off to the side for those who wanted to stay and drink tea.

      “I’m sure there’s something I should be doing. Maybe I should make more packets.”

      “You’ve gone over your list ten times already. Everything is checked off. Until we get a customer, we’re free.” She pinned me with her hazel eyes. “Please. The last three months have been nonstop with so many changes, and we haven’t had a moment to talk.”

      She was right. But I was afraid if I stopped, all my carefully laid plans would crumble.

      “At least sit down for five minutes,” Pepper said. “And then we can double check the list again.”

      “She’s going to interrogate you about Blackwood,” Aggie said with a stretch. “Don’t fall into the trap unless I get to ask questions, too.”

      Pepper glanced at the cat. “Is she talking?”

      “Yes. Aggie said you’re going to interrogate me about Blackwood.”

      “Smart cat. Well? Have you heard from him?”

      “A couple of times. He’s looking for Adrian Greylocke.” My skin broke out into shivers just thinking about the evil man who tested on people with no thought to their safety. So many lives were lost because of him.

      “And?”

      “And what?”

      “Dates? Kissing? Sexting?”

      “More like information sharing.”

      Pepper stared flatly at me. “Information sharing? At least lie to me. What happened? I thought you were interested in him.”

      “I’m interested. But life happened. And, honestly, I think he’s sort of a lone wolf. He seemed interested in me in October, but he’s moved on. Anyway, it’s probably better if nothing happens between us.”

      She frowned at me. “Ayla, once a guy is interested, he’ll still be interested. Unless . . . did you sleep with him?”

      “No.”

      “Then he’ll still be interested. You haven’t given him enough come-hither signals.”

      “She has been as cold as the salmon she feeds me,” Aggie said.

      I glared at her.

      “Whatever Aggie said, she’s right,” Pepper said.

      Aggie snorted. “Too bad she can’t hear me. We could have a two-day conversation about your fear of commitment.”

      “I have no fear of commitment,” I said. “I have a fear of wasting my time on men who won’t commit.”

      “Your fear is making you waste time by not trying,” Pepper said, picking up on the conversation. “You have access to a man who is Thor in denim. At least try. When was the last time you went to the salon?”

      I touched my blond hair, knowing it had been a while. It wasn’t that I looked like I rolled out of bed, but I hadn’t been paying attention to little details. Like split ends. And maybe my plucking routine might be lax. But I wasn’t a hairy monster.

      “If we have a good first week, I’ll go to a salon,” I said. “But all of my money is stuck in this place.”

      She glanced at the empty store. “I guess we need to drum up some business.”

      “I hoped the coupons we passed out would have been enough to get a few people through the door.”

      She tsked. “We need something shinier than just coupons.”

      “Like what?”

      “Well, you have your witch powers now. What can you make that people would want?”

      “I might have witch powers, but I still have to travel by car. I still have to use lost technology. In the witch world, I’m an infant. There’s nothing I can make that hundreds of other witches can’t make.”

      “Not true,” Aggie said. “Only healers can make real love potions.”

      “Why is that?” I asked.

      “The unknown part of the love potion is that it heals a broken heart to allow love back inside. Only healers can do that. The other stuff on the market is just passion, not love.”

      “Either way, I’m not making love potions.”

      Pepper gasped at the mention of love potions. “That’s brilliant. It’s Christmas time and people are looking for gifts. What better gift than love? Oh, and what if we name it ‘Under the Mistletoe’?”

      “Even if I could make them, I’m not going to. People will abuse it, and homes will be wrecked. It’s not worth it.”

      Pepper frowned. “Fine. We don’t want to be home wreckers. But is there a love potion that is more for finding your true love?”

      Aggie hopped down from her bed and waddled over to the book Permilia had given me. “Page sixty-two.”

      “How do you know what’s in this book?” I asked.

      “Winola borrowed this book from Permilia.”

      “And you remember the exact page number?”

      “I have a good memory. I was hoping she’d try it, so I kept opening the book and leaving it for her to find. She got rid of it soon after.”

      I opened the book to page sixty-two. “Love beacon?”

      Pepper grabbed the book. “This is it! We’ll have tons of sales. Do you know how many people want to find their happily ever after? It’d be a Christmas miracle! And no one would be harmed. No homes broken.”

      “Unless your true love was already married.”

      “Then it’s not much of a marriage.”

      “Pepper, not everyone marries for true love. People marry because they’re compatible or because they are friends. True love is for fairytales.”

      “Sign me up for the fairytale because you are making me this. Think of it as my Christmas bonus.”

      I was against it, but I needed practice. And Pepper was a willing guinea pig. What was the harm in making one true love beacon and taking notes?

      “Gather what we need. I’ll make it between customers.”

      “Customers?” Pepper and Aggie asked at the same time. They looked around the vacant store.

      “I think we’re good.” Pepper scanned the page. “We have almost everything we need. Except for the copper charm. I wonder if Winola would have it in the shop. I’ll go over and check.”

      “I’m only making one!” I shouted as she sprinted from the store without her coat.

      As soon as she was gone, I knew I made a mistake.

      But what harm could one love beacon do? According to the book, it would call one’s true love to them.

      If Pepper was busy with her own love life, she wouldn’t bother with mine.

      Feeling a little better about it, I pulled out the rest of the items needed and brought them to the back counter.

      As I looked over the recipe, the bell jingled. I glanced over to find a familiar woman with precision bobbed hair. Her sharp business dress and hurried walk meant she was here on official business. Not even the snow could slow Hyacinth Montgomery when she was on a mission.

      “Hello, Ayla,” Hyacinth said as she stopped at the counter. “I’m here to officially welcome you to the Hedgeworth Community Square. I hope your grand opening is a success.”

      Judging from the way she scanned the store with her nose wrinkled, she hoped otherwise.

      “You and your aunt certainly have unique tastes,” she said with a scowl that made her look older than her sixty-odd years.

      “Would you care to have some tea?” I asked.

      “No. I can’t stop. I just wanted to welcome you and remind you that the square is hosting the holiday celebration. As a square member, you are required to donate something to the goodie bags.”

      “I will have tea samplers ready soon.”

      “That’s not really in the Christmas theme, is it?”

      “There will be peppermint tea and gingerbread tea. I can also make one with a hint of chocolate.”

      She pressed her lips together. “I suppose that will be enough. Just drop it off at my shop when it’s ready.”

      “I will do that.”

      Hyacinth turned and headed for the door, giving a startled yelp when she saw Aggie in her path.

      “Animals? You keep animals in a store that has herbs and beverages?”

      “It’s just Aggie. She normally sticks to the window.”

      “I suggest you get rid of her. There are health codes to abide.”

      When she left, Aggie stuck her tiny tongue out. “Hate that woman.”

      “She might be right.”

      “That I’m a health code violation? Me? That’s ridiculous. Besides, there are cat cafes. Me being here is nothing new.”

      “Still, maybe keep a low profile when she’s here.”

      Aggie snorted. “Since when have I ever kept a low profile? With my beautiful white fur and enchanting green eyes, I’m an eye magnet.”

      I raised a brow but then dropped it when the door flung open. The woman with the wound I couldn’t heal was back. Ruth looked a little worse for wear. Not only did it seem as though she was thinner, but her short, blond and gray-streaked hair was thinner, too. Her patched coat drooped on her frail body.

      “Please,” Ruth Tisdale pleaded when she hurried over. “Just try again. It’s getting worse.”

      Even though I knew there was nothing I could do, I escorted her to the private room off to the side.

      The space was set up similar to an exam room, but without all the doctor gadgets. Here, there was the scent of herbal remedies that I kept in jars and bowls. All of them had been made over the weekend, but I didn’t know if any of them worked. It was more for the illusion I knew what I was doing.

      As soon as I closed the door, the woman peeled off her coat and lifted the hem of her blouse to reveal her stomach.

      A gasp came out of my mouth before I could stop it. What had been a wound the size of a quarter was now the size of a baseball.

      “It’s getting worse,” she said. “I’ve been to doctors and hospitals. They all tell me it will heal. I’ve had pills and creams and special bandages. It’s not healing! And I know why.”

      “Why?”

      “I’ve been cursed!”
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      “I heard you broke a powerful curse,” Ruth said. “My problem can’t be harder than that.”

      “Please take a seat,” I said.

      At the previous exam, I had already attempted to get information. Normally, by placing my hand on the person, I could sense the problem. But Ruth didn’t give off any clues to her being cursed. Still, since the wound was worse, maybe there was a chance that the curse was taking root. It might be more apparent now than it had been last time.

      She stepped up and sat on the exam table. She then held out her hands as she closed her eyes.

      I clasped onto her hands and closed my eyes as well.

      Searching through her, nothing stood out to me. There was nothing sinister. Certainly not a curse. I remembered my mother’s curse. It was as large as a softball with tentacles that dug into her. Nothing like that existed inside of Ruth.

      I broke contact. “When you first noticed the wound, was there anything different about what you were doing? Any changes in your life?”

      She shook her head. “Nothing. But it has to be a curse. My neighbor is always telling me she’s going to curse me. Now she has, and I’m going to die.” The woman sniffled.

      I reached over and grabbed a tissue. She snatched it and dabbed her eyes.

      “She’s a horrid woman! Always telling me my garden is on part of her property. She even installed a fence and cut through my prize roses. They’ll never be the same.”

      Since it was winter, I didn’t think she had to worry about her garden war. Still, I pulled out a pad and made a note.

      “Is there any other reason she’d want to curse you?”

      Ruth looked sheepish for a moment before saying, “There might be another reason.”

      “What is it?”

      “I’d rather not say.”

      “I’m doing my best to help you, but I can’t find a curse on you.”

      “Okay, fine,” she huffed. “Her husband flirts with me. Nothing has ever happened between us. But the day after she hurt my roses, I blatantly flirted back at him when she was there to see it. I detest the man, but she got me so mad.”

      “Perhaps stress created the wound and is making it worse.”

      “I don’t think so,” she said. “I’ve been far more stressed than this. She irritates me and her husband makes my skin crawl, but their petty squabbles against my garden are more irksome than stressful. But she said she was going to curse me.”

      “And she’s a witch?”

      Ruth nodded. “I’ve seen her zap one of my pumpkins because it started growing in her yard.”

      “What’s her name?”

      “Fedora Porter.”

      At the mention of Fedora, I silently groaned. Fedora was a formidable witch who also belonged to my coven.

      “I’ve contacted the Bureau of Magic, and they’re sending a detective to look into it. But even so, I can’t wait around. This wound is getting worse. In another week, I might be dead.”

      “Do you know who they assigned to your case?”

      “Someone named Riven Blackwood.”

      I heard Aggie’s “Wahoo!” from the other side of the door.

      “Have you spoken to him yet?”

      “No, not yet. But I let them know I was coming over here, so he might arrive soon.”

      A nervousness had my stomach tightening. I hadn’t seen Blackwood for months. We only spoke on the phone here and there. A few texts back and forth. But now I wished I would have taken the time to go to the salon. Maybe spend an extra minute with the tweezers, too.

      Stop, I scolded myself. He might not even come here. And if he does, it’s because of Ruth, not me.

      I returned my attention to the notepad. “I’m sure Blackwood will look into the curse angle, but tell me more about your garden. Did you harvest anything that shouldn’t be kept inside over the winter? Something that might lead to mold?”

      “Anything I don’t eat right away, I freeze or can. But it’s all harmless things. My eggplant came in healthy this year. Many peas and zucchini.” She shrugged. “Just the usual veggies.”

      “Any herbs?”

      “I have a large terracotta pot that I mix in oregano and basil. I have a few rosemary bushes. Some dill grows off the side of my garage. That’s about it.”

      I wrote it all down on the pad, but it was rather useless. None of the things she listed would cause this kind of reaction.

      “Are you allergic to anything?”

      “Nothing.”

      I silently groaned. Blackwood was going to have to deal with her. I was way out of my depth on this one. However, I might ask Fedora what she knew about her neighbor. Perhaps I could glean some information without having to give away that Ruth was my client.

      The bells on the door jingled. I excused myself to make sure it was Pepper and not a customer who needed help.

      Blackwood stood in the door in all his blond hair, blue-eye gorgeousness. He wore a black coat that accentuated his broad shoulders. He looked like a giant rogue in the dainty herbal store.

      His hair had grown a couple of inches since the last time I had seen him. It now reached just past his shoulders and looked as soft as butter.

      Aggie dashed over to him faster than she raced to her dinner bowl.

      “He’s back!” She purred as she rubbed her body on his jeans. “I knew he’d come back for me.”

      Blackwood reached down and petted Aggie. She melted into his touch.

      After a moment, Blackwood straightened and glanced at me with a smile that created a frenzy of butterflies in my stomach. If only I could rub my body on him like Aggie had.

      “Hey, Ayla.”

      “Hey. I think I know why you’re here.”

      “She’s here?”

      I nodded. “In the exam room.”

      “Do you think it’s a curse?”

      “If it is, I can’t find it. The wound is getting worse, and I haven’t been able to figure out what’s causing it.”

      “I’ll speak with her.”

      “Okay. I’ll wait out here.”

      “Actually, can you sit in on this with me?”

      “Sure. But why?”

      He scratched the stubble along his jaw and looked uneasy for a moment. “It’s just better if there’s a third party. I normally bring Griselda, but she’s unavailable right now. If you’re busy, I understand.”

      I gave a dismissing wave at my store. “As you can see, I’m not.”

      “The place looks nice.”

      “Thank you.”

      We stared awkwardly at each other before I remembered why he was here. It wasn’t to see me.

      After a quick courtesy knock on the exam room door, I peeked in. “Detective Blackwood is here.”

      “Oh, good.” Ruth straightened and was about to say something when her mouth sank open. Was this part of the sickness? It wasn’t until I followed her gaze that I realized her reaction had nothing to do with the wound and everything to do with the handsome man standing behind me.

      I hurried out of the way and let him in. He positioned himself in a spot farthest away from Ruth.

      Flashing his iridescent detective badge, he said, “I’m Detective Blackwood. Are you Ruth Tisdale?”

      She nodded with her mouth still hanging open.

      Blackwood glanced apologetically at me before putting away his badge.

      “I was told you think someone cursed you,” he said to Ruth. “Is that correct?”

      She snapped her mouth closed and then nodded. “Fedora Porter cursed me.”

      His brows furrowed at Fedora’s name. I knew he’d want to speak with her, and I had a feeling I was going to be caught in the middle of the squabble.

      “Why do you think Fedora cursed you?”

      She blushed as she inched up her shirt hem so he could see the wound. “No one can heal it. Not even the healer.”

      “Did you hear Fedora curse you?”

      “No. But she threatened to. And now I have a wound that no one can fix.”

      The bell jingled again. I peeked out to find Pepper strolling in with empty hands.

      I gave her a small wave and then closed the door again. Turning back to Ruth, I realized she had moved in the short time my back was to her. She now stood next to Blackwood. He had edged away and was caught against the wall.

      “Ruth, have a seat on the exam table,” I suggested. “I’ll look up herbal remedies while you and Blackwood talk.”

      When she returned to the table, I opened the door and asked for Pepper to bring me the book Permilia had dropped off.

      Pepper spotted Blackwood when she handed me the book. I knew from her smirk there’d be no work after he left. The rest of the day would be devoted to all things Blackwood.

      Ruth had crept off the table when my back was turned again, so I escorted her to the table and then opened the book as Blackwood asked nearly the same questions I had. What did she grow? Where was it stored?

      He also asked if his team could check out her house.

      “Will you be there?” she asked.

      “Yes.”

      “That’ll be great.”

      I flipped to the index to see if there was anything related to wounds. Only one reference was listed. I turned to the page noted. It was for a topical poultice that was to heal any wounds. I had everything in the store, except for hexenwort. I had never heard of it before, and I knew it wasn’t something that Aunt Winola kept.

      Searching the internet on my phone, I couldn’t come up with any information on it either. I even searched on the MagiWeb. No results.

      Flipping back to the index to find references of hexenwort, I saw it was listed in several remedies, but there was nothing about what it was or how to find it.

      I’d have to talk to Permilia at the coven meeting. She had her own cupboards filled with unusual items. Perhaps she’d have it or know where to buy it.

      Once Blackwood finished
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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