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      Anna gasped when she caught sight of the view from the sunroom at the Inn at Seagull Cove.

      “This must be the most beautiful room in town,” Anna exclaimed to Rosie DeLuca, her friend who was also the inn’s owner.

      Rosie smiled proudly. “I think it’s the most beautiful room on the entire North Shore. But then again, I’m biased.”

      The sunroom jetted out from the side of the majestic cream-colored structure. Anna was drawn like a magnet toward the wall of windows facing a grove of towering trees with just enough space between them to reveal the cove below in the distance. Even the grey skies that mid-August afternoon couldn’t damper the view.

      “I could stand here all day.” Anna glanced back at her friends, who were already seated at the wicker table. Sonja, who owned Cove Coffee and Ruthie, the owner of The Book Cove, were also present for the four women’s long-awaited lunch. They had been trying to get together for weeks and were finally able to find an afternoon that they could all take off from their busy businesses. “Oh, my goodness, where are my manners? It’s wonderful to see you all.”

      Anna handed Rosie two containers of ice cream, which she had brought from her shop, Bella’s Dream. The first, a pint of salted caramel, was for Gabby, one of Rosie’s housekeepers. Gabby had helped Anna clean the shop after the previous evening’s open mic night, so Anna brought it as a thank-you gift. The container of cookies and cream was for dessert.

      “Gabby will be thrilled. Salted caramel is her favorite flavor,” Rosie said, taking the ice cream to the freezer in the kitchen, which was only steps from the sunroom.

      Anna chuckled. “It’s her preferred flavor this month. She changes favorites so often I can barely keep up.”

      Rosie scooped generous servings of her homemade tomato basil soup into hand-painted ceramic bowls for her guests, and brought the food to the table in the sunroom, where fresh tossed salad was already waiting for them.

      “How do your guests access the sunroom?” Sonja asked. “Wouldn’t they have to pass through your private quarters to get here?”

      Rosie pushed back a strand of her short red hair. “That’s exactly why they don’t. It may be selfish of me, but I continued my parents’ tradition of keeping this room as my own special refuge. It is by far the best fringe benefit of running the inn.”

      The inn had been in Rosie’s family for many years. Rosie only recently convinced her parents to retire and allow her to take over.

      “Did you live here while you were growing up?” Sonja asked.

      “No. This apartment is too small for a family, but after my brother and I graduated college, my parents moved in until I took over.”

      The women each served themselves a helping of salad.

      “All of these vegetables are from my garden,” Rosie said proudly.

      “It looks delicious. Tomato soup is one of my favorite comfort foods,” Anna said.

      “I’m so glad we finally managed to do this,” Sonja said.

      “Me, too. We need to make this a regular occurrence,” Ruthie added.

      Since they were all passionate about their businesses, the four women naturally talked shop over lunch. They discussed various tactics they had each tried for gaining new customers. They frequently recommended one another’s businesses to their customers, but this afternoon, they also agreed to promote one another’s business happenings on their various social media sites whenever possible.

      “When any one of us brings business to our area of Main Street, we all benefit,” Ruthie said. Anna’s ice cream shop was only steps from Ruthie’s bookstore and Sonja’s coffee shop.

      They also vented about impatient tourists. “I know they are the lifeblood of my business, but sometimes it gets tiring,” Ruthie said. “Don’t get me wrong. I’m grateful for the busy tourist season, but…”

      “But August can be exhausting,” Sonja said, finishing her sentence.

      “Exactly.”

      “How’s your book of poetry coming along?” Anna asked Ruthie. Ruthie had been the first artist to take the stage at Anna’s very first open mic night in July. She shared a poem about a seaside cottage, which was such a hit among attendees that Anna and a few others managed to convince the reluctant poet to self-publish some of her poems.

      “I’ve pulled together some selections that I thought would work nicely together, but that’s as far as I got. The rest will have to wait until business slows down in the fall. I was thinking of including a couple of Christmas poems and publishing it in time for the holidays.”

      “Great idea!” Sonja said. “Keep us posted. I’ll sell them in my coffee shop and scatter a few copies around, so people can read while they sip their coffee or tea.”

      “I’ll do the same,” Rosie said. “And I’ll keep a copy on the coffee table in my parlor to pique my guests’ interests.”

      “I will, too,” Anna said. “We’ll make a famous poet out of you yet.”

      Rosie’s eyes twinkled. “Then we’ll be able to say ‘we knew you back when.’ Ladies, we should get our autographed copies sooner rather than later, just in case she forgets all about us.”

      “There’s not a chance of that happening,” Ruthie said.

      The women cleared the dishes from the table, and Rosie and Anna scooped four generous helpings of cookies and cream.

      “Has running Bella’s Dream helped you to feel closer to your sister?” Rosie asked.

      Anna didn’t keep it a secret that she named her ice cream shop in honor of her sister, Bella. For the past four years, Anna had believed that her sister died in a boating accident off the shores of Seagull Cove, but she recently uncovered some information that led her to believe that her sister may not have died that fateful October day, after all.

      Bella and Anna had shared a counseling practice in Boston, and Bella had often fantasized about opening an ice cream shop that would also serve as a community hub, hosting events and serving as a gathering place for residents and tourists. When Anna needed a life change, she opened Bella’s Dream in Seagull Cove, a coastal Massachusetts town that she and Bella had loved and where their family had frequently vacationed.

      “It’s brought me a lot of peace, and, yes, I do feel closer to my sister. In fact, I recently discovered some information that has me wondering if Bella truly did die in that accident.”

      Anna couldn’t believe she said that out loud. So far, she hadn’t told anyone except Joe Wiggins, who was a former P.I., and Jeremy Russo, a local journalist and friend of Joe’s who agreed to help in any way he could in exchange for being the first to interview Bella if she was truly alive and wanted to tell her story.

      The women appeared stunned by Anna’s news, and she immediately wished she could take back her words. “It’s a long shot, of course, but Joe Wiggins and I discovered a few things that I need to follow through on. Jeremy Russo, a friend of Joe’s, has also been helping. Please don’t tell anyone. I probably shouldn’t have said anything.”

      “I’ve known Joe my whole life,” Rosie said. “He and my father have been friends since they were kids. If Joe thinks there’s a chance, then you should definitely follow up on it.”

      “Wait a minute!” Sonja said. “Is that what you and Jeremy were talking about in my coffee shop last month?” She turned to the other women. “You should have seen the way they were looking at each other.”

      Anna blushed. “He was just helping me figure out my next move.”

      “And planning his next move,” Sonja said.

      A voice came from the kitchen. “Excuse me, I don’t mean to interrupt.” It was Gabby.

      Anna was relieved to see Gabby. She didn’t want to talk about Bella or Jeremy.

      “Hi, Gabby,” Rosie said. “What brings you here on your day off?”

      Gabby waved at the women. “I just popped in to make plans for later. Five of my friends from high school are in town and are staying at the inn. Avery told me you were all having lunch in here, so I thought I’d come in and say hello.”

      Avery was Rosie’s weekday receptionist.

      “I brought you a container of salted caramel ice cream to thank you for your help last night,” Anna said.

      “I can’t believe you remembered that it was my favorite,” Gabby said. “Especially since I change favorite flavors by the month. It’s totally unnecessary, but of course I accept.”

      “Come in and join us for a few minutes,” Rosie said.

      “I wish I could, but I have to get some work done. Since my friends are in town for the next couple of weeks, I don’t expect to have much time to work.” Gabby was starting up an online candle business.

      Anna hopped up and got Gabby’s ice cream from Rosie’s freezer. “Maybe this will help keep you energized as you work,” she said, handing the container to Gabby.

      Her eyes widened. “It definitely will.”

      As Gabby was about to leave, a man who appeared to be in his late thirties with light brown hair that nearly reached his shoulders also appeared in the doorway. He wore a hunter green t-shirt and khaki pants.

      “Rosie, I was just about to clock out for the day. Is there anything else you need from me?” the man asked.

      “Deacon, come on in for a moment. I’d like to introduce you to my friends. Ladies, this is Deacon, my phenomenal groundskeeper. He’s the man responsible for our breathtaking gardens and landscaping.”

      “Nice to meet you, ladies. Excuse me for not shaking your hands. I’m a bit sweaty from working outside.”

      “If you’ve done everything on the list I left you this morning, that should do it,” Rosie said. “Thanks, Deacon. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      As he was leaving, he glanced over at a potted basil plant in the kitchen, whose leaves had been picked over. “I’ll bring a new one up tomorrow.”

      “Thank you. I stripped the poor plant bare and used the last of the leaves in our salad this afternoon.”

      “I see some babies growing,” he said, taking the plant from the counter. “I’ll put this one in a sunny spot to give them some time to grow.”

      Gabby had been looking at the floor and shifting her weight from one side to the other while Rosie and Deacon talked. “I’ve got to go,” she blurted out. She was already on the other side of the kitchen before the women could say goodbye.

      Deacon shrugged his shoulders and left right after Gabby, while the women sat down to enjoy their cookies and cream.

      “You’re going to have to roll me back to work,” Ruthie said, taking a large spoonful of ice cream.

      “I don’t care,” Sonja said. “We work hard. We deserve a treat.”

      “With the rest of the container in the freezer tonight, I doubt this will be all the ice cream I eat today,” Rosie said.

      Suddenly, the women heard a loud thud through the wall on the far side of the kitchen, followed by a series of smaller similar noises. Shortly after came a succession of quick footsteps, as if someone was either running up or down a flight of stairs.

      “That didn’t sound good,” Rosie said. “I think it came from the basement stairs. I’d better go see what happened.”

      Rosie took off, and the other three women followed.

      They passed by the reception desk, but Avery wasn’t there.

      Rosie looked at the at the empty chair, then she glanced into the parlor just to the left.

      “Avery?” she called out tentatively.

      Anna pointed to their right at a trembling young woman with dark frizzy hair and fair skin standing next to an opened white door that led to the basement.

      Avery looked at the women, then back down the stairs. “Help!” she finally managed to say.

      Rosie ran to Avery, with Anna, Ruthie, and Sonja right behind her.

      Rosie shrieked when she looked down the stairs.

      Gabby lay motionless on the cement floor at the bottom of the staircase, and the container of salted caramel ice cream had splattered all over the walls and stairs.

      Anna raced down the stairs as quickly as her legs would carry her, yelling, “Rosie, call an ambulance!”

      But she had a feeling it was too late.
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      When Anna reached the bottom of the staircase, she called Gabby’s name, but there was no response. Her first impulse was to shake the young woman, but after a fall like that, shaking her could worsen her injuries.

      If she were even alive.

      Instead, Anna leaned down and placed her cheek next to Gabby’s nose and mouth. She couldn’t feel any breath.

      By now, Rosie, Sonja, Ruthie, and Avery were huddled around Gabby.

      “It doesn’t look good,” Anna said.

      Tears streamed down Rosie’s face, and an equally shaken Avery tried to comfort her. Rosie called 9-1-1. There was nothing left to do but wait.

      Anna stepped away and scanned the basement. The door leading to the grounds behind the inn was half open. She peered outside, but there was nobody in sight.

      “Do you think someone pushed Gabby down the stairs?” Rosie asked, her eyes agape.

      “Or she could have fallen,” Sonja suggested.

      Anna shook her head. “I heard another person running down the stairs after the series of thuds that initially caught our attention. The thuds had to be from Gabby’s fall, which means that someone either ran up or down the staircase after Gabby fell. Avery, you were right in the reception area. Did you see anyone leave by the front door?”

      Avery firmly shook her head. “As soon as I heard Gabby fall, I raced over, but there wasn’t anyone else on the stairs or in the basement. Nobody could have left through the front door without me seeing them.”

      “Is it normal for the back door to be open?” Anna asked.

      “Never,” Rosie said. “Only staff has access. Guests aren’t allowed in the basement. We keep it locked at all times.”

      “That’s what I figured. That means that whoever did this had to have escaped out the back door,” Anna said. “They probably left it open in their haste to escape.”

      The paramedics arrived within a few minutes, but as Anna suspected, it was too late. They pronounced Gabby dead on the scene.

      “I’m going to have to ask you ladies to clear out of the basement,” one of the police officers said. “This is now a crime scene.”

      The women left through the same back door that the killer had escaped from moments before in order to avoid trampling on any evidence. Then they walked around the building, reentered through the front door, and waited in the parlor.

      Avery sat next to Rosie, who was staring blankly at the wall in front of her, while Ruthie and Sonja were on either side of Rosie and Avery.

      Anna sat on an armchair facing the others.

      Charlie Doyle, Seagull Cove’s only detective, arrived just after the women settled into the parlor. “What happened here?”

      Anna recounted the events to Charlie, including why she, Ruthie, and Sonja were at the inn. He had to be wondering why Anna had been present every time a body had turned up this summer in Seagull Cove.

      “Somebody pushed Gabby down those stairs,” Avery said. “There’s no other explanation. I heard her fall down the staircase, and then I heard somebody running down after her.”

      “We heard it from the sunroom, too,” Rosie said. “There is only a thin wall separating the basement staircase from my kitchen, and the sunroom is right off the kitchen.”

      “The basement door leading to the backyard was half open when I came down the stairs to try to help Gabby, but it was too late,” Anna said. “Whoever did this ran down the stairs and escaped through the back door.” Anna looked around. “Where’s Deacon?”

      “That’s right,” Ruthie said. “They were both in the sunroom at the same time, and Deacon left right after Gabby.”

      “Did you guys notice the weird tension between Gabby and Deacon?” Sonja asked.

      Anna nodded. “I noticed it.”

      “Deacon’s probably gone by now,” Rosie said. “He was leaving for the day.”

      “What kind of car does he drive?” Charlie asked.

      “A red Saturn.”

      Charlie disappeared for a minute and then returned. “One of my deputies is going to look for him. He couldn’t have gone far. Some of my other guys are looking for anyone who might have escaped on foot.”

      “Are you insinuating that you think Deacon pushed Gabby down the stairs?” Rosie asked. “That can’t be.”

      “Deacon was the last person to be seen with Gabby,” Anna said. “The police have to question him.”

      Charlie walked over to the reception desk, which was tucked into a nook. From the desk, the front door and a portion of the large foyer was visible. However, the area in front of the basement staircase was not. “Gabby had to have passed this way to get from the sunroom to the basement. Did you see anyone with her?” Charlie asked Avery.

      “No. I didn’t even see Gabby until I heard her fall. I was so absorbed in trying to figure out this new scheduling software that I didn’t notice anything until Gabby fell.” Avery shivered. “It was a horrible sound.”

      “What about after she fell? Did you hear anything then?”

      “Just what I said before. After Gabby fell, it sounded like someone ran down the stairs behind her. The footsteps were quick. I jumped up from my chair and ran to the top of the basement stairs, but it was too late.” Avery put her hands over her mouth. “The killer probably walked right past me to get to Gabby. If only I hadn’t been so absorbed in trying to figure out that stupid software.”

      “Not necessarily,” Anna said. “The killer could also have entered through the basement and been waiting for Gabby at the top of the staircase.”

      “There is one thing I can tell you for sure, though. The person didn’t come in the front door. There is a chime that sounds, and I know I would have looked up if the front door had been opened.”

      Rosie put her arm around Avery’s shoulders. “Think, Avery. Are you sure you didn’t see anything unusual?”

      “I’m positive. There hasn’t been anyone here in the past hour besides four of our guests and the staff that was on duty. Martha finished cleaning the guest rooms about a half hour ago, and she left. Deacon and I were the only other staff on duty. Gabby was obviously here, but the last time I saw her was when she went to the sunroom to say hello to you all.”

      “Is there any other entrance besides the basement that the killer could have snuck through?” Anna asked.

      Rosie shook her head. “The only other way in is through the basement door, but you’d need a key. And all of the windows are locked this time of year to keep the air conditioning in.”

      “Even the windows in the guests’ rooms?” Charlie asked.

      “Guests are free to open those, but all the rooms are located on the second floor. You’d need a ladder to break in through one of those windows.”

      “What about the fire escape?” Charlie asked.

      “It’s possible that someone could have entered through the fire escape, but the window that leads to it on the second floor is always locked. If someone did enter that way, they would have needed access to the inn in order to unlock the window,” Rosie said. “The only people with access are guests and staff.”

      “So, you’re saying that the killer couldn’t possibly be on the premises right now,” Charlie said. “He or she couldn’t have gotten back into the building.”

      “Not exactly,” Rosie said. “After escaping through the basement door, the killer could either have left the grounds or gone back upstairs by using the fire escape, if he or she left the window unlocked. The window is in one of the two alcoves in the upstairs hallway.”

      “Okay,” Charlie said. “That means the killer was either already inside the building and was waiting for Gabby at the top of the stairs, or they followed her there. Or they entered through the locked basement door.”

      “Yes,” Rosie said. “Those are the only two ways it could have happened.”

      “And then afterward,” Charlie continued, “the person escaped through the back door.”

      “Definitely,” Avery said. “We all heard the footsteps running down the stairs, and the back door was half open.”

      Charlie nodded. “From there, the person ran off, drove off, or climbed the fire escape back upstairs and entered through a window that they would have left unlocked so they could get back in.”

      “Those are the only options,” Rosie said.

      “Okay. I’ll need a list of everyone who has a key to the basement door,” Charlie said.

      “Everyone on staff has one,” Rosie said.

      “Our staff is small. I have a list of everyone, and their contact information on a spreadsheet. I’ll print you a copy,” Avery said.

      “I’ll also need to talk to everyone here right away,” Charlie said. “Nobody can come or go until I get statements from everyone.”

      Rosie let out a sigh. “I hope the other guests don’t return any time soon. What will they think when they are greeted by police cars in the driveway?”

      “I guess we should inform our employees that we’ll be a while, too,” Anna said to Sonja and Ruthie.

      Anna called Velma, who promised that she would make sure the evening shift employees were settled in before she left for the day.

      Charlie went upstairs to talk to the guests, who had been peering down the stairs and wondering what happened. Anna didn’t envy Charlie for having to break the news of Gabby’s death to her friends.

      “All we can do is sit tight and wait,” Rosie said. “I know it’s necessary, but I hate that my guests have to go through this.”

      “Rosie, I know you don’t want to consider that one of your employees could have killed Gabby, but I have to ask,” Anna said. “What was Gabby’s relationship like with Deacon?”

      “Oh, Deacon has been working for me for a couple of years. He’s a good guy. He would never hurt anybody,” Rosie said.

      Avery looked at Rosie and raised her eyebrows.

      “I know what you’re thinking, Avery, but Deacon would never hurt Gabby,” Rosie said.

      “What does Avery mean?” Anna asked.

      “Deacon and Gabby dated for a while. It only lasted for a few months, but it was Gabby who broke up with Deacon, and he didn’t take it well,” Rosie said.

      “It was a tough time for him. We were afraid he would quit, but fortunately, he didn’t,” Avery said.

      “Do you know why they broke up?” Anna asked.

      “Not really. They kept their relationship on the down-low since they were also coworkers. I’m not even sure if they realized we knew they were dating,” Rosie said. “But we both knew it. Avery and I talked about it one night, and we both agreed that if they didn’t want us to know, we weren’t going to bring it up.”

      “So, you both pretended not to know?” Sonja asked.

      “It seemed like the right thing to do,” Rosie said.

      “Gabby did confide in me once after they broke up. She felt awful that she hurt Deacon, but she didn’t see a future with him,” Avery said.

      “But it all worked out for the best, because Deacon is dating Martha now,” Rosie said. “Martha is the other housekeeper.”

      “That’s true,” Avery said. “But I saw the way he looked at Gabby. I think he still had feelings for her.”

      “Even if that were true, it’s all the more reason why Deacon would never have hurt Gabby,” Rosie said.

      “Gabby moved on, as well,” Avery said. “She’s dating Simon now.”

      “Who’s Simon?” Sonja and Ruthie asked in unison.

      “Simon is a businessman from Wisconsin. He has meetings in Boston every few months and stays at the inn, since he loves Seagull Cove and doesn’t like staying in the city. For his last couple of trips, he stayed a few extra days after his business was done to enjoy the region.”

      “This time around, he’s been here since Wednesday night, and he’s booked through next weekend,” Avery said.

      “I suspected that part of the reason he stays the extra days was that there was something going on between him and Gabby. But again, that was Gabby’s business. I never asked, and she never volunteered the information,” Rosie said.

      “They had coffee together in my shop late Wednesday afternoon,” Sonja said. “I went over to say hello to Gabby, and she introduced him to me.”

      “Make sure you tell Charlie all this when he comes back,” Anna said. “Hopefully, he’ll be down soon.”

      “Now I wish we had pried more into Gabby’s dating life. Then we’d have more information that might help the police,” Rosie said.

      Avery’s eyes widened. “Do you know who would know more?”

      “Lori,” Rosie said.

      Anna waited for Rosie to elaborate, but she didn’t. “Who’s Lori?”

      “Gabby’s best friend,” Rosie said. “At least, her best friend in Seagull Cove. Poor Lori is going to be devastated. I just can’t believe this happened at my own inn. My family and I have always prided ourselves on our hospitality. People tell us that, after the great location, that is why they return year after year. How could this have happened?”

      Avery put her arm around Rosie. “You can’t blame yourself for this.”

      Rosie looked up at Anna. “You’re going to help me figure out what happened to her, aren’t you, Anna?”

      Avery looked confused, and Sonja and Ruthie chuckled.

      “Anna has a history of solving murders in this town,” Rosie said.

      “Impressive,” Avery said.

      Anna liked both Gabby and Rosie, and she didn’t imagine at this point that she would be able to stay out of it. But she was hesitant to make any promises. After all, she was only an amateur sleuth.

      “I’ll do whatever I can, Rosie. We know the killer is either a member of the staff or a guest who is currently in the building. We’ll need to talk to everyone.”

      “And let’s not forget Lori,” Rosie said. “She’ll be able to give us some background information.”
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      “Let’s wait for Charlie in the sunroom,” Anna suggested. “The police have taped off the inn, so nobody will be coming or going.”

      The women agreed, so Anna told one of the other police officers where they would be so that Charlie could find them when he was ready. Then the five women settled into the seating area toward the back of the sunroom. A thick fog had rolled in over the cove.

      Rosie gestured toward the Atlantic Ocean. “That’s what my head feels like right now. Foggy. I can’t even begin to process who would have done this to Gabby.”

      Anna leaned back in her wicker chair. “We know that whoever did it was either already inside the inn or snuck in undetected through the basement door. Let’s talk about the other members of the staff.”

      “As Avery said to Charlie, we’re a small staff. Besides Avery and Gabby, there’s our weekend receptionist, Carol. Then there’s our other housekeeper, Martha. She works Friday through Sunday. You met Deacon, the groundskeeper. That’s everyone. We had a chef, but he recently moved on, so I’ve been doing the cooking until I can hire a replacement.”

      Anna glanced over at Sonja and Ruthie, who had been silent since they moved to the sunroom. She wondered if they were having the same thought as Anna about Avery. Avery had the perfect opportunity to do it, and she was at the top of the stairs
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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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