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            One

          

          A rite of passage

        

      

    

    
      Honolulu’s hot, muggy September air hung heavy as Nick Thomas sat shaded by the dodger of his sailboat and home, Icarus. The boat had been handed down from his grandfather to his father, and then to him. Looking out at the Ala Wai Boat Harbor, Nick saw people were moving lethargically and flags were limp. His clothes were soaked through with perspiration. He took a healthy swallow of water from his flask and was about to go below and into the air-conditioned cabin when his phone rang. 

      He checked the caller ID and answered, “Good morning, Willie.”

      “Hey, Nick. A woman on the windward side needs help with her modeling agency. You’re always up for the new and exciting.”

      “Exciting. Right. I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, but I might remind you I still have the mark from the last client you recommended me to.” Nick touched his side and felt the scar from the bullet that had torn through his flesh and lodged in the companionway trim on Icarus.

      “Call it a dueling scar—a rite of passage,” Willie said. “Anyway, I met her at a party on the beach. We got talking. She needed help, and I thought of you.”

      “Thanks, Willie. Please give her my number and have her give me a call,” Nick said.

      “Yeah, I already did. I’ve got to go. Tell me later how it works out.”

      Willie hung up. Nick looked at his telephone.

      “A rite of passage?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Two

          

          Suzanne Langston

        

      

    

    
      The next day Nick’s phone rang as he unlocked the hatch on Icarus. He climbed down the stairs and into the saloon.

      “This is Nick,” he said, answering the phone and dropping onto the settee.

      “Hello, this is Suzanne Langston. William Lee suggested I talk to you about the help I need with my business.” The voice was professional, calm, collected.

      “Willie said I was to expect a call. What can I do for you?”

      Nick reached for the notepad and pen on the table.

      “I own a modeling agency. An Italian company asked me to team with them to expand their business opportunities for modeling and model production in Hawaii. They want to put in a production facility, model training facility, and a model camp to house the models when they are here on photoshoots. I need help, and William told me you were the one to call.”

      “Perhaps we should meet and discuss the details,” Nick said.

      “Do you know Aquamarine?”

      “The restaurant downtown?”

      “Can we meet there Wednesday at twelve for lunch?” she asked.

      Nick thought of his schedule. “I can be there at noon on Wednesday.”

      “Great. See you then.”

      On Wednesday, Nick dressed in Hawaii business attire of trousers and a pressed aloha shirt with a subtle pattern of ukuleles and sailboats. He drove in his vintage black Triumph convertible past Ala Moana Center, the beach park, the cruise ship terminals, and Aloha Tower, then made a right turn away from the tourists and into the business district. The restaurant Aquamarine was in a converted Chinatown storefront on the edge of downtown Honolulu. It was one of the finer restaurants on the island.

      Nick found a parking spot, entered the restaurant, and surveyed the scene. The place had high ceilings and hardwood floors; the walls were indigo blue. Designed with an Indo-European motif, the tables and chairs were of intricate hand-carved wood. The tables had white tablecloths and were set with fine dishes and cutlery. The cooled air was refreshing after the warm trip in his Triumph. 

      The maître d’ approached. 

      “Mr. Thomas?” The guy had his nose in the air and a twisted mouth. He had a bored look on his face. 

      “Yes, that’s me.” Was this guy for real?

      “Follow me, please.” He slithered off in an eastward direction. Nick followed, and they passed a woman playing classical music on a baby grand piano before he was deposited at a table. The woman before him was coifed and immaculately turned out in a taupe number. Polished—a rare sight in the islands. 

      “Nicholas John Thomas,” he said, extending his hand.

      “Suzanne Langston.” Her grip exuded confidence. “Thanks for coming. William said you could help me. Shall we have a bite of lunch before we launch into business?”

      “Good idea,” Nick said, picking up the menu.

      They ordered dim sum appetizers of pumpkin rolls and ahi sashimi with avocado slices. It was an odd mixture and exquisite to the palate. Nick assumed the ahi was caught the day before, the taste clean and fresh, the texture firm and smooth and accented by the sharp and gritty taste of the wasabi and soy sauce. Between bites, Suzanne described her business and what it currently entailed. 

      She had been in Hawaii for some twenty years and had a modeling agency for most of that time. Her client list was vast and impressive, including most of the major fashion houses. Her models appeared in magazines, catalogs, and television commercials all over the world.

      With the food finished, they ordered espresso and the conversation turned to business.

      “The upshot is an Italian modeling agency owner wants to expand his business. The man I’ve been talking to is Luigi Donati. He was in Honolulu last month to meet with me,” she said, taking lipstick from her purse and applying it.

      “The name of his agency is swank. The logo is with lowercase letters in italics.”

      “swank models?” Nick asked. 

      Suzanne shrugged. “I suggested they find a better name before they get too much attention. Anyway, I have a good reputation in the industry for finding new talent. They want me to manage the process and go to Milan to discuss the deal with them. It’s out of my comfort range—the business aspects, that is—and I want to make sure I get the best deal possible.” She reached for her espresso.

      Nick took a sip of espresso, giving him time to consider the prospect. He set down his cup. “Business negotiations can be difficult. I like to put my cards on the table, but you can’t expect others to do the same. Throw in a cross-cultural element, and who knows what is really going on? It would be best to decide in advance what you want out of it.”

      “They want me to put together and run the whole thing.”

      “Is it something you’d like to do?”

      “It would change my focus a great deal. I guess it depends on how the company is structured.”

      “How well do you know this Luigi?”

      “I met him for the first time when he was here last month. He was throwing around a lot of cash and made sure I saw his stack of $100 bills,” Suzanne replied. “He wants me to go to Milan to discuss the project.”

      “It would be a good idea to do due diligence on Mr. Donati. Ask around the industry and find out about him,” Nick said.

      “There are a couple of people I can reach out to.”

      “What would you like me to do for you?” He reached for his water glass.

      “I need a draft agreement to give to Luigi.”

      “When do you leave?”

      “A couple of weeks? I need to make a budget. Luigi said he would send me a first-class ticket, pay my expenses, and cover the cost of lost revenue from my business while I’m abroad.”

      “I must caution you not to leave until you get the money upfront, or at least a good portion of it.” Nick took another sip of espresso. “Make sure the cheque clears the bank before you head to the airport. As for the negotiations, that could be tough. What’s the time difference, twelve hours?”

      “Eleven.”

      “Are you interested in helping me with this?” Suzanne asked.

      “I can help with the budget and the draft agreement. Then we can send it to an attorney to formalize it. We would need to find a competent lawyer skilled in international law. I can recommend a California firm. I don’t know of one in Hawaii, but I could ask around.”

      “How do we proceed?” Suzanne asked.

      “I’ll send you a consulting contract this afternoon. It will be for a set number of hours and you can cancel it at any time and pay me for what I’ve done.”

      “That sounds fair enough.”

      “I suppose you could email, call, or text me daily about what is going on once you’re in Italy. I could review any agreement you and Luigi make and get back to you. One misses a lot of the nuances of doing it that way. I’m not sure how much I can do to help you without being there.”

      “I could see how that would be a problem. You should probably come with me to Milan. Would that be possible?”

      Nick considered it for a moment. There was a lull in his consulting while one of his clients secured funding.

      “That would probably be the most effective arrangement,” Nick agreed.

      “These people have a lot of money, and I could work your expenses into my fees,” Suzanne said. 

      “Let’s put together a budget and see how the numbers come out.” They finished their drinks and headed their separate ways.

      Nick and Suzanne spent the week talking on the phone and emailing each other’s budget numbers back and forth. Nick wrote a budget proposal, and Suzanne sent it to Luigi for review. It was slow going, with the time difference and Luigi’s delayed responses to her queries.
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        * * *

      

      It was nearing midnight in Milan and Luigi Donati sat on the sofa in his apartment and plotted his next move. The time change made it easier for him to elude Suzanne Langston’s questions and requests for the money.

      He had been planning for months, perhaps years, waiting for the perfect opportunity. Suzanne Langston was the ideal start. She was far away in Hawaii but still in the United States. She had a respected business with a well-known international clientele.

      He looked at his mobile phone.

      Now, what will he do about the business associate she is planning to bring with her?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Three

          

          I hate to drink alone

        

      

    

    
      Two years before in San Francisco, Lance Grabowski, Nick’s friend and business partner, embezzled more than $32 million from Nick and their investors, then vanished into the wind. Nick was left nearly penniless from the crime. He only still had Icarus because his friends had chipped in and bought it from Nick’s creditors.

      Nick continued with the unending maintenance on Icarus while waiting for Suzanne to finalize details with Luigi. He spent the afternoon disassembling the main sheet winch, cleaning it, and repacking it with grease. 

      It had turned into a sultry evening. Nick had finished eating dinner and was standing on the stern watching the sunset reflecting off the windows of the Marina Tower in Waikiki. He could hear the DJ at a hotel playing the current hit songs, and a laugh or splash from the swimming pool. Moving to the stereo, he turned it up. In the spirt of his upcoming Italian trip, he exchanged the Hawaiian music he usually played for an Italian opera. That evening’s selection was Tosca by Puccini.

      Nick peered over the side of the boat. A pufferfish had taken to showing up around sunset, and Nick often fed it scraps of his dinner. The fish saw him and came to the surface, its enormous eyes questioning Nick.

      “Nothing for you tonight, George.”

      The fish regarded him for a moment, then turned away. 

      Nick was about to drop into a beanbag chair in the cockpit when his mobile phone rang. It was Nigel, an Englishman friend of Nick and Willie, and a fellow sailor.

      “Hey Nick, I’m at the gate.”

      “I’ll be right there.”

      Nick walked down the dock to let Nigel in and followed him back to the boat. As they approached the stern, a six-inch-long centipede crawled up from between the dock boards.

      “Aiii!” Nigel yelled, took off his slipper, and nudged the centipede into the water. “I hate those things. The last time one grabbed me it hurt for days.”

      Nick and Nigel looked over the dock and into the water. George, the pufferfish, shot out from under the stern of Icarus and bit the centipede in two.

      “Nice going, George,” Nigel said.

      Sitting in the cockpit back on Icarus, Nigel opened his backpack and pulled out a bottle of whisky and two glasses. “I hate to drink alone,” he said, pouring two fingers of whiskey into each glass.

      “I’m ready to haul out the Lizard and scrape the hull and do other work on her,” Nigel said. He lived nearby onboard Awkward Lizard, a fifty-one-foot coastal cruiser.

      “The joys of boat ownership,” Nick said, taking a sip of whisky and letting out a cough. “What is this stuff?”

      “Laphroaig. Islay single malt scotch.”

      “It smells and tastes like a peat bog.”

      “It’s an acquired taste.”

      “I’ll say. Hey, if my Milan trip pans out, would you like to stay on Icarus while I’m gone and Awkward Lizard is hauled out? It’s tight quarters compared to the mansion you live on, but it has air conditioning. You can use my car, too.”

      “Hey, that would be great. I was going to get a hotel. This will save me at least a thousand dollars.”

      A slight and welcome breeze came across the harbor and the sky took on the hues of sunset. 

      They sat quietly and sipped their drinks. 

      Nigel ran his fingertip across a patched hole in the molding around the companionway. “Is this where you had that spot of bother?”

      “Spot of bother? You guys sure downplay me being shot. Yes, that’s where the bullet ended up after it went through me.”

      Nigel leaned forward and inspected the flaw in the wood.

      “Willie called it ‘a rite of passage’,” Nick said.

      “That sounds like Willie.”
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          Full moon party

        

      

    

    
      “Hello,” he shouted into his mobile phone attached to the dashboard, “Nick here.”

      “Nick?”

      “Yes, that’s me.”

      “Where are you?” It was Suzanne.

      “I’m driving on H1. I need to pull over so we can talk.” He down-shifted and slammed on the brakes to avoid a Ford Mustang convertible pulling into his lane with nary a glance. The barcode on the back window showed it to be a rental car. Nick turned off at the next exit, took Kīlauea Avenue to Kāhala Mall, and parked in the lot.

      He took the phone from its mount. “Okay, I’m back.”

      “It sounds like you’re in an airplane–that’s flying underwater.”

      “It’s this wonderful digital cellular technology. You should hear what it sounds like with the top down on my car.”

      “Why do they test market this technology stuff in Hawaii?”

      “We are so far from anyone else, if it’s truly awful, no one hears of it.”

      “That makes sense.”

      “What can I do for you?” Nick asked.

      “I’m having a full moon party this Friday. It’s kind of a reoccurring event.”

      “The full moon or the party?” he asked.

      “Both.” He could almost hear her roll her eyes. “Can you make it?”

      “Yes, thank you for the invitation. What can I bring?”

      “How about something to drink?”

      “Sure. What time?”

      “Sunset.”

      “I’ll be there.”

      It was approaching sunset on Friday evening. Nick had the top down on his Triumph and was heading through east Honolulu, past Hawaii Kai, Sandy Beach, Makapu’u Lighthouse, and on to Waimānalo. The car ran well and Nick found the drive to be one of the most pleasurable on the island. The sunset, the note of exhaust, and the jazz on the stereo made it perfect. Two bottles of champagne were in an ice chest on the passenger seat. He wore shorts and slippers and his father’s vintage aloha shirt with hula girls and flying fish. He turned right on a side street lined with limousines, drove toward the ocean, idled down the lane, and parked. The clock on the dashboard read 7:45; he would be early by Hawaiian standards. He took the bottles from the cooler, put the top up, and headed to the house. A note on the gate read, “We’re at the beach.” The path was lined with tiki torches, and he made his way past the mangrove and spiky kiawe toward the music. 

      He came upon a party in full force. There was a band, a bonfire, and tables set up overflowing with food. A horse trough was filled with ice and liquid refreshments. He found Suzanne serving food at one table.

      “Oh, Bollinger. Very nice.” She took the bottles and slid them deep into the trough. 

      “Those need to settle down before they’re opened,” Nick said.

      “Everyone, this is Nick,” Suzanne introduced.

      “Hi, Nick,” greeted the crowd.

      Nick waved to the throng.

      “Nick,” came a voice from the crowd.

      It was Willie.

      Standing by himself in the shallow surf, Willie felt the waves lapping over his feet. The sun was setting behind the Pali and the tips of the waves were lit up in oranges and reds.

      Nick walked down to the water to join him.

      “What are you doing here?”

      Willie looked down at the sand and kicked a small pile. “Helena and I broke up and Suzanne invited me to her party. So here I am, adrift.”

      Nick had seen it coming for a while. There was nothing to do but watch and be there for his friend when it happened. 

      “I’m sorry, Willie. I like Helena,” Nick said. 

      “Yeah, I like her too.”

      Willie viewed most of his relationships with women as temporary. Helena, however, had reached into Willie’s soul and grabbed hold. But it didn’t go both ways. There are few experiences as painful as letting yourself fall for someone and realizing they’re standing above you, looking down at you.

      “What are you doing tomorrow?” Nick asked.

      “I was going to spend the day with Helena. Now that isn’t going to happen. I’m not sure what I’m going to do.”

      “Stay here. I’ll go get us a couple of drinks and we can talk about it,” Nick said.

      “Okay.”

      On the way back to the drinks table, Nick pulled his mobile phone from his pocket and made a call.

      “Are you still one crew short for the race tomorrow?” Nick asked.

      “Yeah, we are,” Bligh replied. His crew referred to the owner and skipper of the boat as Bligh, but not to his face. He used what Nick referred to as the 1700s British Naval model of leadership. He yelled a lot. But he was a fine helmsman and kept his boat in excellent condition.

      “My friend Willie is free to crew,” Nick said.

      “You’re talking about the guy we picked up when he fell overboard at the mark last year?” Bligh asked. “He nearly got run over by a dozen boats before we got to him.”

      “He’s a fine sailor and has a boat of his own. He knows what he’s doing,” Nick said.

      “I haven’t found anyone else. I guess he’ll be okay.”

      “Great. We will meet you tomorrow morning at the dock,” Nick said.

      “Let’s hope he can stay onboard this time.”

      Nick grabbed a bottle of beer for Willie and a glass of champagne for himself.

      Willie was still standing in the surf facing the Island of Molokai and the lights on the island’s western shore.

      Nick handed him the beer. “Bligh needs another crew for the state championships tomorrow morning.”

      “Oh, yeah?”

      “I enlisted you,” Nick said. “We’re going to have an early night. The gun goes off at nine a.m. You can stay with me on Icarus tonight so you don’t have to drive over the hill early in the morning.”

      “Who else is crewing?”

      “Nigel.”

      “Of course. I forgot he crewed with you. Every boat needs a crazy foredeck Englishman. But tell me, do you actually like this sailboat racing stuff?” Willie asked, taking a sip of beer.

      “I race to sail, I don’t sail to race,” Nick said. “And it’s a lot easier than taking my house out of the dock.”

      It was a much later night than Nick expected. Shortly after sunset, fireworks were shot over the water and the band kicked in. Before the party ended, there were belly dancers, a juggler, an improvisational dance performance, people riding horses through the surf, and a lot of skinny-dipping in the ocean.

      Willie was quite taken with one of the belly dancers.
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          Bad Latitude

        

      

    

    
      The crew—Bligh, Nick, Willie, and Nigel—assembled on the dock at the Waikiki Yacht Club the next morning. 

      Bligh eyed the book in Willie’s hand, Our Man in Havana by Graham Greene. “Plan on catching up on your reading during the race?” he asked.

      “You never know,” Willie said.

      They emptied Bligh’s boat, Bad Latitude, of unnecessary weight, including bunk cushions, unneeded equipment, and the all-important blender for making boat drinks when they got back to the dock.

      The boat didn’t have an engine and they sailed to the starting mark practicing tacking drills on the way. By the time they approached the mark, they had tacked and jibed half a dozen times and fallen into a good rhythm.

      Bligh was in his customary mode of shouting orders during the drills.

      “Doesn’t this guy ever let up?” Willie asked Nick.

      “Not really,” Nigel said, coming back to the cockpit.

      “How long before the start?” Willie asked.

      Nick checked his watch. “Eight minutes.”

      “I have to use the bathroom,” Willie said, heading below. 

      “On a boat, it’s called ‘the head’,” Bligh shouted after him.

      Later, during the final leg of the race, Willie asked Nick to give him a hand with a ‘rope’.

      “There are no ‘ropes’ on a boat. They are ‘lines’, or if they control sails, ‘sheets,’” Bligh yelled.
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        * * *

      

      A sailboat was on its way downwind from Maui to Honolulu when the race got underway. Raison d’être had arrived from California in late July with the Transpac—The Transpacific Yacht Race. The father-daughter crew had since been touring the islands. 

      “The racers are out today,” the daughter said, turning the wheel to avoid sailing through the course. 

      The father took the binoculars hanging from the compass binnacle and watched the sailboats racing toward the windward mark. “I was never much of a racer, but these crews are good,” he said. 

      “I wish I could stay and sail south with you, but I need to get back to California and school. University starts next week. I’ll stick around until then and help you provision the boat and clean the hull. When does your crew arrive? I’d like to meet them before I go.”

      “They are already on the island. They’re a couple of Kiwi sisters making their way home,” the father said.

      “Sisters? It should be like old times for you, like Beatrix and me growing up on this tub.”

      “That came out when we met and interviewed each other. They said they would love to meet you. We have dinner with them tomorrow.”
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        * * *

      

      The starting gun went off, and a couple of hours later, Bad Latitude was running with the two other boats at the front of the pack. 

      “Nick, how are we doing?” Bligh asked.

      Nick gave a quarter turn on the jib sheet before answering. 

      “Usually, the boat to watch is the women’s team on Hecate. They’re a great crew, but they had a rudder problem at the start. We’re pretty far ahead of them.”

      “So, how are we doing?” Bligh demanded.

      “We’re doing fine. Just pay attention to your driving. I’ll do the rest.”

      Nigel usually worked the foredeck, but now he and Willie acted as ballast, moving around to keep the boat level for the best speed.

      Nick scanned the horizon and monitored the other boats. He saw a wind line ahead.

      “Nick,” Bligh called.

      “I see it.”

      “Is it a header or puff?”

      “I can’t tell yet.”

      Nick tried to gauge if the wind would hit the boat head-on or from the side. Either way, they would have to adjust the boat accordingly—and quickly to stay competitive. He watched Broken Compass, the boat in front of them, enter the wind line.

      “Their sails are beginning to flap,” Willie said.

      “It’s called luffing,” Bligh said.

      Nick looked up at the mainsail. “It’s a header. Get ready to turn to port. Willie and Nigel, get ready to move.”

      “Ready,” they called.

      Bligh turned the boat. “Ease, ease,” he yelled.

      Their speed picked up and Broken Compass slowed down.

      “We can slide behind them and overtake them now,” Nick said.

      Bligh worked with the crew to pass the other boat and place themselves even with Daft Griffin, a group of expatriate Brits renowned for hard racing and even harder drinking.

      They settled into the course, Nick making minor adjustments to the sails and asking Willie and Nigel to move to the starboard rail. He kept an eye on the finish line between the bright yellow pyramid-shaped inflated buoy serving as the final mark and the committee boat. He glanced at Daft Griffin; Bad Latitude was running even with the Brits.

      “Give me something, Nick,” Bligh said. It was the first time he hadn’t shouted all day.

      “Hold your course.” Nick checked the jib and main sails. He had made the adjustments he could, and they were pulling every bit of speed out of the boat. “Nobody move. We are perfectly tuned.”

      “But Daft is right with us. How are we going to beat them?” Bligh asked, still not shouting.

      Nick checked their competitors. They, too, were finely tuned.

      Then one of the crew in a neon green T-shirt who had been sitting on the companionway hatch got up and moved to the back of the boat.

      “Nick,” Bligh hissed. “Give me something.”

      “Hold your course. We got a break. Check out their boat.”

      The crew looked at Daft Griffin. The guy in neon green had unzipped and was relieving himself off the back of the boat.

      “What a way to lose a race. What an idiot,” Nigel said.

      “I don’t get it,” Willie said.

      “With boats this light, even 150 pounds moved to the stern will slow them down a lot. My countrymen should have gone light on the beer before the race,” Nigel explained.

      Sure enough, Bad Latitude eased away from Daft Griffin. 

      They were a
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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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