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      A man is dead behind a painted Japanese flat in a Subiaco theatre. The orchestra plays on for three more minutes. Four hundred people in the house do not yet know what has happened, and Dr Alex Moreton, classics lecturer and reluctant Yum-Yum, has ninety seconds to her cue.

      Rupert Dalloway directed a brilliant production of The Mikado by quietly consuming everyone around him — the designer, the costumier, the assistant director, the leading man. Eleven anonymous letters in his desk drawer asked him, in measured language, for a public accounting. He called them manageable. He was wrong.

      Across ten autumn days on the Swan, while the jacarandas drop their purple on the foreshore path and Marco Giordano keeps the corner table at The Scholar’s Table set, Alex reads the letters the way she reads ancient texts: for voice. What she finds is not one writer but two. And what they have done together is what people do when the available channels have run their course and the injustice continues regardless.

      Some doors do not, in the end, stay closed.
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            Chapter One

          

          
            THE MIKADO REHEARSALS

          

        

      

    

    
      THE DIRECTOR’S GIFT, Alex had come to understand across three weeks of Tuesday and Thursday evenings, was not for blocking, or pacing, or the considered arrangement of human beings in meaningful patterns on a stage. Dalloway had all of those. His genuine gift was for identifying the exact thing a person had worked hardest to protect, and finding a use for it.

      She had watched him do it eleven times since arriving at the Players’ Room with her score and her impulsive decision to audition for Yum-Yum. The method was the same on each occasion: locate the vulnerability, apply pressure where the confidence was thinnest, and wait for the performance that resulted. It worked, in the way that a dentist’s drill works. Something improved. The patient did not enjoy the process.

      Alex, for her part, was playing Yum-Yum with a precision the chorus described as brilliant and Dalloway described as ‘technically accomplished, if you enjoy watching someone drive a bus through a sonata.’ She had noted the observation without distress. Aristophanes had written characters like Rupert Dalloway in 414 BCE, and the academic literature on where they ended up was extensive.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      The function room at the Claremont Hotel had housed the Riverside Gilbert and Sullivan Players since 1987, on an arrangement that had survived three changes of licensee and the general collapse of institutional optimism. The stage was marked out in gaffer tape on the sprung floor. The upright piano stood in the corner nearest the fire exit, and Gerald, who accompanied rehearsals, had arranged his music stand so his back was to the room — a configuration that was either acoustically necessary or strategic. With Gerald, possibly both.

      Marcus Webb, playing the Mikado, arrived with the contained authority of a man who had spent his professional life learning to enter rooms well. Tall, broad in the shoulders, wearing the rehearsal period like a suit cut for someone of patient temper. When Dalloway described his approach to the Mikado’s entrance as ‘a man who has read about emperors,’ and asked whether Marcus had considered something less calm-accountant-entering-a-difficult-meeting, Marcus received the suggestion without expression and performed the entrance again, identically, while Dalloway watched with the frustrated admiration of a man who could not find the lever.

      Alex, waiting for her scene-two cue, wrote in the margin of her score: M.W. — immovable. D. cannot find the angle. Interesting.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      The angles Dalloway found in others were less obstructed.

      Petra Haas had designed the sets for three previous G&S productions and arrived at The Mikado having spent four months developing a staging concept she described, accurately, as not literal Japonaiserie. The designs were bold, slightly austere, and used the Arts Centre stage depth with intelligence. Alex had seen the presentation drawings in the first week and found them striking. Dalloway found them a starting point — his phrase for anything he intended to take apart and rebuild as his own.

      Over the following fortnight he progressively revised the design brief: adjusting the colour palette, repositioning scenic flats, commissioning additional painted panels through a supplier Petra had not consulted, and presenting the revised design at a production meeting as the concept he had been developing since June. Petra sat at the end of the table during this presentation with the absolute stillness of someone who had decided, in the moment, that the available responses were all worse than silence.

      Alex sat beside her and said nothing. Partly discretion. Partly the recognition that there were situations in which the available interventions were precisely as useful as Petra’s silence, and considerably less dignified.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      Linda Farrar had been costuming G&S productions for eleven years. A woman of practical skill, meticulous by disposition, possessed of a creative intelligence she had never advertised because she had found it more efficient to produce the work and let it speak. The Mikado costumes had taken her six months to design and three months to begin making. They were, by any assessment, exceptional: a considered synthesis of period reference and theatrical wit that flattered the performers, read clearly from the back of the stalls, and moved beautifully under stage lighting.

      Dalloway had, at a televised event for the Arts Centre’s major donors in March, described the production’s visual concept as emerging from his creative dialogue with the period material. Linda’s name appeared in the programme notes. Her designs appeared on Dalloway’s slides. Her daughter, who was studying textile design at TAFE and had brought a friend to watch her mother’s work acknowledged, sat in the front row of the donor event and saw the slides go up under Dalloway’s name.

      Alex knew this because Linda had told her, three weeks into rehearsal, in the flat precise recitation people use when they have told a story enough times to have removed everything from it except the facts. She had a folder. She had had the folder since March. She had spoken to a lawyer in April.

      ‘And?’ Alex said.

      ‘He was encouraging,’ Linda said, and folded her hands in her lap.

      That was the end of it.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      Tom Nguyen had not set out to be Dalloway’s assistant director. He had set out to be a doctor, had completed that, and was working now in a registrar position at the teaching hospital while keeping a hand in the things that had mattered to him before medicine absorbed everything. The G&S Society was one of them. He had sung tenor in the university choir until his final year pulled him out, and when the assistant director role came up he had taken it because Dalloway’s name carried weight in Perth’s performing arts community, and because Tom Nguyen, it turned out, had instincts for this kind of work that surprised even him and his mother. He was the proud son of equally proud parents who had escaped Vietnam by boat. He knew how much they had sacrificed to give him an education. He loved his music, and, he said, ‘It’s a pressure valve. It releases the pressure.’

      He was recording every rehearsal on his phone. He had begun in the third week of pre-production, after Dalloway had spent forty minutes dissecting a blocking decision Tom had proposed for the Mikado’s entrance. The critique had been thorough, detailed, and not entirely wrong. It had also reduced two chorus members to a silence that was not reflection, and it had concluded with a summary of Tom’s directorial instincts that Tom could still recite from memory on the nights when sleep was difficult.

      He recorded for the same reason people install dashcams: not because they expect an accident, but because the cost of being without footage when one happens is too high. He now had three months of recordings. They were, he had told Alex during a break in week two, extraordinary documents of how a production gets made, and he didn’t know what to do with them, and he wished he didn’t have them, and he wasn’t going to delete them.

      ‘Sensible,’ Alex had said.

      Tom had looked at her for a moment. ‘Is your intuition telling you something’s going to happen?’

      ‘I think,’ Alex said, ‘that you are a methodical person who started recording for a reason. The reason hasn’t gone away.’

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      Colin Marsh, props master, had a clipboard, a laminated prop list, a check protocol developed over twenty-two years of amateur theatre, and a professional devotion to his craft that Alex found unexpectedly moving. He was sixty-three, retired from engineering, and brought to the props table the cast of mind that had once, presumably, signed off on structures required to remain upright. Every item logged, numbered, and assigned a designated location. The Japanese fans, the execution list, the lanterns, the ceremonial dagger — each with its position, condition, and handling notes.

      He knew where everything was. He knew where it had been. He knew, with the certainty of a man who had cross-checked his lists before and after every rehearsal for three weeks, that nothing had been disturbed.

      Alex had asked him about the dagger in week two. A period reproduction, Colin told her, sourced from a theatrical supplier in Melbourne; good quality, balanced for stage use, with a blade that would catch light without reflecting dangerously. He’d handled a great many theatrical daggers in his time and this was a good one. The weight was right.

      She had nodded and moved on, because this was rehearsal and the dagger was a prop and there was nothing to notice about a prop dagger in week two of a G&S production.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      What there was to notice, on this Thursday evening in the third week, was the quality of the production itself.

      It was good. It was, Alex thought, watching from the wings as the second-act finale assembled itself, genuinely good in the way that amateur theatre sometimes becomes — not in spite of its limitations but through them, because the people on the stage were there because they loved the thing, and the love was doing something that technique alone does not do.

      Marcus Webb’s Mikado had acquired a stillness that was almost frightening in its authority. The chorus had found its timing. The three little maids — including Alex, performing with the ironic precision Dalloway had described as technically accomplished and she described as how Yum-Yum would actually behave if she understood her situation — had settled into something that worked despite, rather than because of, Dalloway’s preference for something more girlish.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      On this Thursday evening Dalloway ran the second act through without stopping.

      It was unusual. He generally stopped. Stopping was, for Dalloway, a form of participation — the director present in the work, shaping it in real time, making the stamp visible. Running without stopping was either trust or a deliberate withholding of the stamp, and with Dalloway the distinction mattered, because only one of those was a gift.

      She wrote in her score margin: D. cannot identify what M.W. is doing, so he calls it wrong. M.W. knows this. M.W. says nothing. The production is better for M.W.’s entrance and D. will take credit for it.

      She paused, and added: This is the one that would make me angry.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      The budget conversation happened at the interval. Alex heard it from the corridor outside the green room, where she had gone to retrieve her water bottle and found herself stationary outside a half-open door.

      Petra Haas’s voice, level and precise: ‘The panels weren’t in the approved budget.’

      Dalloway: ‘The panels are essential to the design.’

      ‘The design I submitted in June didn’t include them.’

      ‘The design evolved. As designs do, when they’re given proper creative attention.’

      A pause. Alex, in the corridor, identified the pause as the pause of someone selecting very carefully between available responses.

      ‘The panels cost four hundred dollars,’ Petra said. ‘The committee has approved the original budget. The overage comes out of somewhere.’

      ‘I’ll speak to the committee.’

      ‘You’re on the committee.’

      ‘Then it will be straightforward.’ His voice changed register — the way a door changes sound when it is about to close. ‘Petra. The panels read beautifully. The design is significantly stronger. I would have thought that was the outcome you wanted.’

      Another pause, shorter.

      ‘Of course,’ Petra said.

      Alex moved away before she heard anything further. There was a taxonomy, she had found across years of academic life, of conversations that ended with of course — and almost none of the entries were conversations in which the person saying it was saying yes.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      Tom Nguyen found her at the end of rehearsal in the corner where she had stationed herself to watch the Act Two run.

      He had his phone in his hand, as he generally did, and the expression he wore when he was about to say something he had been deciding whether to say.

      ‘He’s doing it to Marcus again,’ he said quietly.

      Alex looked toward the stage. Dalloway was running Marcus through the Act Two confrontation scene, stopping after each exchange, offering a revision, running it again. The revision, each time, was small — a step, a gesture, a shift in the weight of a phrase. The cumulative effect, after twenty minutes, was a scene bearing Dalloway’s fingerprints on every beat.

      ‘He did it to me in week three,’ Tom said. ‘With the blocking for the opening chorus. By the end I couldn’t tell which decisions had been mine.’

      ‘Could you tell afterwards?’

      Tom considered. ‘Most of them. Not all.’ He pocketed his phone. ‘The show is better for some of it. I’ve been trying to work out whether that matters.’

      Alex watched Marcus take the scene again with the composure of a man who had decided composure was the only available instrument.

      ‘It matters,’ she said. ‘The question is what it matters for.’

      Tom looked at her sideways. This was becoming a conversational pattern between them.

      ‘You’re doing it again,’ he said.

      ‘What?’

      ‘Noticing things without saying what you’ve noticed.’

      ‘Occupational habit,’ Alex said. ‘I teach texts for a living. You read the whole thing before you form a view.’

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      The run finished at nine-fifteen. The cast dispersed with the particular tiredness of people who have spent four hours being very carefully looked at and found, in aggregate, almost sufficient. Dalloway left first, as he always did: coat on, clipboard under his arm, already on his phone before the door closed. He had not thanked anyone. In three weeks of rehearsals, he had not thanked anyone. Alex was not sure whether this was directorial philosophy or the way the system worked for people who had never needed to.

      Petra Haas sat for a moment at the table where she kept her design drawings, not looking at them. Marcus Webb packed his score away with care, smoothing each page before closing the folder. Linda Farrar moved through the hall collecting costumes with the organised efficiency of a person who had learned to make the work itself the point, because the work is the one thing that cannot be argued with.

      Tom Nguyen, near the door, lowered his phone.

      Alex gathered her things and thought about what she had spent the evening mapping. Seven people in this room — herself included, if she was being thorough — who had grounds for grievance of some kind, at some scale. Most of them had tried the available channels. The available channels had offered, in return, further consideration, words of encouragement, and small revisions to the teal of their sashes.

      She had been observing Walter Brink with particular attention these past weeks. He understood that his instrument was sixty-four people, and that the instrument required the same maintenance and the same patient development that any instrument required — not inspiration, not force of will, but the daily practice of listening to what was there and working toward what was possible. He corrected without diminishing. He praised without inflating. He expected the standard, set it clearly, and did not vary it. She had thought, watching him, that she would like to know him better. She had thought it and had not acted on it, because the production was the production and the watching it was becoming had to hold the company at a particular distance.

      She had ten days until opening night. The question she could not immediately answer was what people did, when the situation was intolerable and the exit was ten days away, with the particular energy that builds when there is nowhere for it to go.

      Outside, the Claremont night was cool and still. She walked to her car and sat in it for a moment before starting it, looking at the hotel’s lit windows, and then she drove home along the river road, the dark Swan moving alongside her through the paperbarks, keeping its own counsel, going south-west.

      Virgil was at the front window when she pulled in. The foreshore path below him was empty. He registered her arrival, registered her tiredness, and resumed his examination of whatever he had been examining before the headlights interrupted him. He was not, Alex had come to understand, especially interested in her arrival. He was interested only in the fact of it.

      She unlocked the door and went in.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Two

          

          
            TECHNICAL WEEK

          

        

      

    

    
      TECHNICAL WEEK ARRIVED ON A MONDAY WITH THE PARTICULAR QUALITY OF A DEADLINE THAT HAS BEEN ABSTRACT FOR MONTHS AND IS NOW SIMPLY PRESENT. THE ARTS CENTRE IN SUBIACO SMELLED OF PAINT AND SAWDUST AND THE LINSEED OIL THE SCENIC TEAM HAD BEEN USING ON THE FLAT THAT SERVED AS THE ACT TWO BACKDROP — A PAINTED LANDSCAPE OF STYLISED JAPAN THAT WAS, in Petra Haas’s original design, an elegant statement of theatrical vocabulary, and that Dalloway had revised, progressively, into something still elegant and no longer quite Petra’s.

      Alex had been in the building at seven in the morning because her walk along the foreshore path had taken her past the Arts Centre at six-forty-five, and the doors had been open and the lighting crew had been rigging, and the part of her that was curious about how things worked simply went in. She stood at the back of the stalls for twenty minutes drinking the coffee she had brought from home and watching the rig go up, thinking about what a theatre is before it becomes what it is going to be.

      She had left the Crawley house at six, earlier than she generally needed to be anywhere but later than she had been awake. The river at that hour was dark and moving, the current carrying out toward Fremantle, the far bank a line of shadow against a sky that hadn’t decided what colour to be. She had stood for a moment on the foreshore with her coffee and listened to the water doing what the river did at every hour regardless of what was happening on its banks.

      The path was empty. A single pair of rowers passed on the water, the oars entering and leaving in the perfect synchrony of long practice, their breath visible in the morning cold. She watched them until they disappeared around the Matilda Bay curve, and then she walked on, past the River Boathouse and through the lower campus and out onto Thomas Street, and the October morning opened around her as the sky committed to its colour and the jacarandas along the verge began their day of being exactly what they were.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      The technical run was a Monday and Tuesday affair, with the dress rehearsal Wednesday and opening night Saturday. Dalloway ran it with the focused authority of a man in his proper environment, which the rehearsal room had never quite been — he was a better director in a theatre than in a function room, and the space seemed to know it, the quality of his attention sharpening as the rig came up and the stage took on the character it was going to have.

      The lighting designer was a woman named Frances Park, with the G&S Society since the beginning, who operated from the rig with the efficiency of someone who had done this many times and had learned which battles with directors were worth having and which were better resolved by quietly making the light do what needed to be done. She and Dalloway had a working relationship that was, as far as Alex could observe, entirely functional and occasionally tense in the way of two people who are both very good at something and have different ideas about what the something is for.

      She was small, with the posture of someone who has spent a career working at height and has come to terms with what height requires: a particular stillness at the centre, a quality of not-being-afraid that is distinct from ease and has been built across time. She had designed the lighting for every G&S Society production for eleven years. She had never been thanked in a programme. She had never asked to be, but Alex had noticed the absence.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      Alex watched Dalloway at work in the technical sessions with the attention she brought to things she was trying to understand rather than things she was trying to enjoy. He was, in the theatre, genuinely extraordinary. He knew the space in the way that people know spaces they have inhabited long enough to have an intuitive relationship with — the acoustics, the angles, the way light read from different positions in the house. He gave notes with the economy of someone who had already thought through what he wanted and needed only to transmit the destination, not the journey. The company ran better under his direction in the Arts Centre than at the Claremont — the kind of fact that made the rest of it harder, not easier, to account for.

      The third circuit of the rig dropped a channel in the Tuesday afternoon session. Frances identified it in under two minutes, directed her crew to the fault, and had it restored in twelve. She mentioned, coming down from the rig, that the third circuit had been unreliable at full load since the previous season and that she had put in a maintenance request in March, which the Arts Centre’s technical management had acknowledged with a letter confirming receipt.

      ‘Did they fix it?’ Tom asked.

      Frances looked at him. ‘They sent a letter.’

      Alex, making a note in the margin of her score, wrote: Third circuit unreliable. Fault at full load. Eight-minute correction window under emergency lighting. Anyone in the building during tech could know this. She looked at the note and then at the corridor wall, where the fault’s amber working light still burned. Then she closed the score and said nothing further.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      Colin Marsh ran his technical check on Tuesday evening with the systematic precision Alex had come to associate with him entirely — every prop confirmed in position, every condition logged, every potential fault anticipated before the performance environment could find it first. She watched him work from the green-room doorway for several minutes before he noticed her.

      He was the kind of thorough that is so complete it becomes a form of authority. The check sheet was not a formality for Colin — it was a contract between him and the performance, a promise that the objects would be where they were supposed to be and do what they were supposed to do, and the promise was renewed at every session and at every curtain. She had seen this quality in certain archivists and certain surgeons: the person for whom the standard is not a minimum but a principle.

      ‘Dagger,’ she said, when he looked up.

      He crossed to section B of the table and held it out for her inspection. It was a good reproduction — she could see that from the craft of it, the way the blade caught the working light, the handle’s grain. He held it the way he always held props: with the care of a man who understood his relationship with objects to be a professional one, and the objects to deserve the same standard he would bring to any other professional relationship.

      ‘Weight’s right,’ he said. ‘Checked against the supplier’s specifications. Finish is holding well — no reflections under the rig at full load.’

      ‘How long does a check take you? The full pre-show check.’

      ‘Forty minutes if I’m methodical. Less if I’m not, but I don’t do less.’ He returned the dagger to section B. ‘Table’s unattended during the breaks. I’ve noted it. It’s a calculated risk.’

      ‘How long are the breaks?’

      ‘Fifteen minutes. Sometimes twenty if the director loses track.’ He said this without commentary, as a man states a variable he has factored in and has no opinion about beyond its value.

      She thanked him and walked back through the corridor toward the stage door, past the amber working light and the position of the props table and the stage right entrance, measuring distances with her eyes — not from any particular intention, but because a thing measured is a thing you know the shape of.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      Technical week operates on a logic apparent to anyone who has spent enough time in theatre and opaque to everyone else: the logic of iterative failure. Each run exists to surface the thing that does not work. The cue that arrives late, the flying piece that takes a beat longer than the choreography requires, the balance in the wings that covers the offstage cue — these are the problems technical week exists to find and solve, in the order the production decides to present them.

      Alex, stationed in the auditorium with her score and a single working light, developed across the week a precise catalogue of the production’s mechanical difficulties. The trap downstage left had a tendency to stick on the third beat of the lift. The male chorus’ offstage sangfroid depended on a moment of eye contact with the assistant director that Tom Nguyen could provide reliably. These were solvable. Dalloway’s confidence that they were solvable was itself a form of direction — confidence creating the condition for the result rather than following it.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      The dress rehearsal was Wednesday evening. Alex arrived at six. Backstage was already organised into the ecology of a performance-ready space: every person in their position, every object in its designated location, the building’s ordinary character replaced by the concentrated purpose of something about to begin.

      She dressed in the wardrobe alcove with Susan Leigh, playing Pitti-Sing, and Jennifer Marsh — Colin’s daughter, not his employee, a distinction he maintained with an emphasis that suggested it needed maintaining — who played Peep-Bo. Linda Farrar moved through the alcove with the methodical attention of a person conducting a final audit: a fastening checked here, a sash adjusted there, her hands moving with the efficiency of someone who knows exactly what she has built and is confirming it holds.

      She paused at Alex. Looked at the sash. Said nothing.

      ‘Still teal,’ Alex said.

      ‘Still teal,’ Linda confirmed, and moved on.

      There was something in her expression as she moved on — not satisfaction, not resignation, but the compound of both that comes from having decided, at some prior point, that a thing is what it is, and that the deciding was the last energy she was prepared to spend on it.

      
        
        ⁂

      

      

      After the dress rehearsal, Marcus Webb was the last to leave. Alex found him in the green room as she came back from the car park, where she had forgotten her umbrella. He was at the far end of the room, not sitting but standing with his arms loosely at his sides in the posture she had come to recognise as Marcus at
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efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
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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