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      A cozy cabin. A Christmas cookie competition. A murdered baker. And somehow, Ellie Prescott is suspect number one.

      
        
        All she wanted was a peaceful holiday house-sit in the charming mountain town of Misty Pines — just her, her pampered toy poodle Toffee, and a magnificently moody Ragdoll cat named Maybelle. Maybe some gingerbread. Definitely some peace and quiet.

      

        

      
        Instead, she's dodging whispered accusations, finding mysterious notes in impossible places, and catching glimpses of a shadowy figure who always disappears before she can get a good look.

      

        

      
        The victim left a trail of clues — and for reasons Ellie doesn't understand, she left them for her. Now Ellie must untangle a web of small-town secrets, financial schemes, and old grudges before the actual killer decides she's gotten too close.

      

        

      
        Fortunately, she's not alone. She has a poodle with a nose for danger, a cat with suspiciously perfect timing, and a handsome carpenter who makes excellent stew and even better company.

      

        

      
        Tinsel, Toffee, and Trouble is the first book in the Holiday House Sitters cozy mystery series — perfect for fans of Christmas cookies, clever pets, and small-town mysteries with a sprinkle of romance.

      

      

      
        
        Join my mailing list for a free prequel and to discover new releases and deals on my books.

        https://dl.bookfunnel.com/gfct4zjfvx

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            New House, New Hope

          

        

      

    

    
      Snow fell like sifted sugar over Misty Pines, softening the world into something bright and expectant. Ellie Prescott eased her car up the narrow lakeside drive, the windshield wipers squeaking across glass already peppered with flurries. She’d been house-sitting for nearly a year now, but this place—this cedar cabin tucked at the end of a quiet lane beside a frozen lake—felt special the moment it came into view.

      “A new home for the holidays, Toffee,” she murmured.

      Her toffee-colored toy poodle perked up from the passenger seat, nose twitching as if the cold pine air was personally inviting her for a sniff inspection. She gave a dignified, approving little huff, the kind reserved for places she deemed worthy. This was a good start to their stay.

      “See?” Ellie parked in front of the cabin, heart lifting despite the cold. “I told you this was worth the drive. Peace, fresh air, and no one to judge if I bake twelve dozen cookies in one night.”

      Toffee tilted her head as if she were already planning to judge her. It made Ellie laugh—something she didn’t do nearly enough lately.

      Outside, the air smelled of pine needles, wood-smoke, and the freshness that came with snow. Misty Pines always carried a hint of Christmas, but now with fairy lights strung along the lake path and wreaths on every lamppost in the small town, it felt like she’d stepped into one of the winter postcards she used to tape to her refrigerator back in Portland.

      Back when her home smelled more like printer toner and disappointment rather than the sugar cookies she’d taken to baking since her divorce.

      Ellie shook her head. A trip down that memory lane wasn’t on her agenda. Not today. Or any other if she could manage it.

      She found the spare key under the terracotta pot just as Cora Mather had promised and opened the door. Warmth greeted her instantly. The cabin’s soft-lit interior welcomed her with open beams, a stone fireplace with dying embers, and an old pine table that practically begged for gingerbread dough.

      “Well,” Ellie breathed, opening the curtains to let the light in, “this’ll do nicely.”

      Toffee trotted in proudly, nails tapping on the polished floors, tail wagging in delighted arcs. She made a sharp left into the kitchen as if guided by instinct. Within seconds she sat in front of the oven, ears perked, expression expectant.

      “You’re impossible,” Ellie laughed. “You know we have to unpack before any baking can happen.”

      Even as she said this, she trudged back to her car to get Toffee’s bowls and unload the baking supplies before her bags. Priorities had changed considerably since her corporate days, she acknowledged with a grin.

      Flour, sugar, spices, butter, cookie cutters shaped like stars and trees—her comforts, her constants. She double-checked the labels out of habit. After one awful experience with a cheap substitute years ago, she trusted good ingredients—and reputable suppliers—above all else.

      Every house-sit came with new surroundings, but some things stayed the same. Measuring, mixing, rolling—quiet rituals that grounded her, even as the rest of her life continued to shift beneath her feet.

      Halfway through unpacking, she paused guiltily. “Where’s the cat?”

      Toffee’s ears twitched like she was silently saying: Who cares? I’m the only baby you need.

      But Ellie wasn’t just a house sitter this time. The Mathers had sent her a long note about their “highly sensitive, occasionally dramatic, deeply beloved” ragdoll cat named Maybelle. Ellie checked the bedroom, the laundry cupboard, under the quilted sofa throw—nothing.

      “Well, she’ll turn up.” Ellie decided pragmatically. “Cats always do.”

      Toffee grumbled, not so happy at sharing the limelight, or cuddles.

      By the time Ellie pressed her first batch of gingerbread shapes onto a baking tray, the cabin had warmed, the oven glowed gently, and the scent of nutmeg and brown sugar wrapped around her like a blanket. Toffee hovered at her feet. Her small body vibrating with expectation.

      “Don’t look at me like that,” Ellie warned teasingly as she stepped over her tiny companion. “You know gingerbread isn’t for dogs.” She slid the tray into the oven just as Toffee let out a sharp bark at the window. “Someone here to welcome us already?” Ellie wiped her hands on her apron and peered out.

      A bright red coat trudged up the drive, snow clinging to its hem. Kayleigh Osborne—Ellie’s oldest friend, a dynamic craft shop owner with a sunny outlook, even in midwinter.

      Kayleigh knocked once and pushed open the door, stamping snow from her boots. Stopping just long enough to fuss over the ecstatic poodle, she cooed and made kissy sounds before turning her attention to Ellie. “You’re really back!” she announced, grabbing Ellie into a hug. “Thank heavens. I was terrified you’d change your mind and spend Christmas alone in Portland binge-watching noir dramas while eating boxed chocolates.”

      “Rude,” Ellie protested. “This year I plan to make homemade chocolates.”

      “Yes!” Kayleigh sniffed the air and let out a dramatic sigh. “Oh, praise the cookie gods—you’re baking already. I’ve missed you, and Misty Pines hasn’t smelled right since you left.”

      Ellie rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide her grin. “Tell me all the news.”

      Kayleigh leaned against the counter with the air of someone bursting to spill the news. “First, the Misty Pines Christmas Cookie Trail is officially happening, and you are absolutely taking part.”

      Ellie blinked. “I’m… what?”

      Her friend waved away any confusion, her eyes twinkling merrily. “You’re a baker, Ellie. A brilliant one. And this year the Cookie Trail has a brand-new layout—heated tiny chalets donated by a new developer, lights everywhere, and cookie passports for visitors to enter for an enormous basket of donated goods. It’s going to be magical.”

      “That sounds intense,” Ellie said cautiously.

      “Intense? It’s war,” Kayleigh whispered with theatrical dread. “Marian Devereux is already complaining about competition.”

      Ellie snorted. “She can’t own Christmas.”

      “Try telling her that.” Kayleigh lowered her voice. “The town matriarch is still sore your cookies were such a popular favorite at the meet and greet last year.”

      “You know I didn’t intend to compete with a famous baker!”

      “Exactly!” Kayleigh snorted gleefully. “That’s why she’s threatened. You don’t even care.”

      Before Ellie could protest more, a white blur shot between her legs. She shrieked. Toffee barked bravely, then dove behind her.

      Kayleigh chuckled. “And that would be Maybelle.”

      The Ragdoll cat sat by her empty bowls, looking regal, offended, and starving—an impressive combination.

      “Maybelle,” Ellie breathed, stepping carefully toward her. “You scared me half to death.”

      The cat flicked her tail and stared pointedly at its dish.

      Toffee gave a suspicious side-eye as Ellie filled both bowls. The moment the food hit ceramic, the rivals eyed each other’s portions before diving into their own. 

      Kayleigh watched with fond amusement. “Looks like feeding time will be a competitive sport for these two.”

      By the time the animals settled—round-bellied, smug, and apparently not too bothered by each other, the cookies were done and the women sat at the kitchen table to enjoy a sample with fresh coffee.

      “You picked the perfect spot to spend Christmas.” Kayleigh plucked another cookie from the plate. “Besides it being close to town and therefore me. Just look at that view. ”

      The snow had eased, and through the kitchen window they could just make out the frozen lake beyond the trees, which edged it like a picture frame and glittered with snow. The entire scene felt quietly magical.

      Ellie breathed it in, her chest warming. For the first time in a long time, Christmas didn’t feel heavy. It felt… hopeful.

      Then Toffee’s ears perked sharply. She jumped up on the sofa to stare out the window, a low growl rumbling.

      “What is it, sweetheart?” Ellie murmured as she joined her.

      Dark trees. Quiet snow. Nothing unusual. 

      “She might find the way the wind whistles in the pines strange,” Kayleigh noted. “After all, she’s a town dog.”

      While that sounded perfectly plausible, Toffee didn’t appear convinced.
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            The Cookie Trail

          

        

      

    

    
      The first night in someone else’s home could be problematic for a house-sitter. However, the guest bed was a perfect blend of softness and warmth from the homemade comfort. Ellie slept soundly and woke to the soft tinkle of snowflakes tapping against the window. Deciding that there was no rush, she snuggled down a little further. It wasn’t as though she had any appointments to keep.

      Unfortunately, Toffee, curled into a warm lump at Ellie’s feet, lifted her head the moment she detected movement. Her little curls were squashed on one side, and she blinked her eyes as if wondering whether breakfast would arrive soon.

      “It’s still early, sweetheart,” Ellie told her softly. 

      A blur of cream and gray launched itself onto the quilt. Maybelle sat primly at Ellie’s hip, tail curled around her like a winter stole, enormous blue eyes fixed in silent demand.

      “You too?” Ellie sighed. “I haven’t even stood up yet.”

      Maybelle blinked without remorse. She really was clearly used to being obeyed.

      “Fine… coffee first, then breakfast for you two.” After shrugging on a sweater, Ellie shuffled into the kitchen and set up the fire. Next, she put out fresh water, scooped kibble into the cat’s bowl, and then watched to see if her highness would eat it. Maybelle inspected every piece, as though Ellie might have attempted treason by offering the wrong brand.

      Toffee inhaled her own breakfast in three unapologetic bites, then trotted to the back door and pawed it once.

      “You should try using the cat door,” Ellie said as she unlatched it, but Toffee stared at the opening, clearly reluctant. “Okay, front door it is, but I’m not leaving it open. It’s freezing out there.”

      Toffee stepped onto the frosty porch with the reluctant dignity of someone forced to attend an event far beneath her. She ventured only as far as was absolutely necessary, performed her business, then scampered back inside with a dramatic shake.

      Maybelle darted through the pet door with surprising grace. A burst of snow swirled in behind her before she disappeared around the corner of the house.

      “She’s braver than both of us,” Ellie chuckled as she shut the door and hurried to add a log to the fire, thankful that the pets seemed to be okay with the shared accommodation.

      With the pets fed, Ellie made coffee and toast, which she ate in front of the fire, picturing her ex-husband glowering at the very idea of the informal meal. She felt great satisfaction changing every part of her life, and others could view it as either healthy or childish. That wasn’t her problem, depending on the audience.

      When her husband walked away from their marriage, Ellie walked away from their shared business and the house. And though it was a bad move financially, she didn’t regret it. A new life was suddenly appealing, and when a friend asked her to house sit, her new business had begun. Several months later, here she was—back in Misty Pines for the second time.

      Her meandering thoughts no longer bothered her like they used to, and she set about her morning baking with gusto. Soon the scent of butter and warm spices filled the kitchen, and the rest of the cabin in the most delicious way. The ritual was soothing, but there was something special about Christmas baking in particular. It was rhythm and memory, comfort and control, and she needed all of those things.

      By the time she packed a tin of star-shaped cookies for the community meeting, the sun was high enough to send sparkles across the snow like scattered diamonds. Ellie wrapped herself in her warmest coat, tugged a tartan jacket onto Toffee—who bristled with pride—and stepped outside into the crisp morning. Maybelle was nowhere to be seen. Clearly, the diva had her own plans.

      Downtown Misty Pines was a ten-minute walk that ended in delight. The town gleamed like a Christmas village postcard. Icicles glittered beneath fairy lights along the peaks of every house. Garlands wrapped each lamppost, and the scent of roasted chestnuts drifted from a corner vendor.

      “This town really leans into the holidays,” Ellie murmured as Toffee trotted beside her, leaving tiny paw prints in the powder.

      When she reached the community hall, she paused in the doorway, momentarily overwhelmed. Decorations spilled from every direction: paper snowflakes, evergreen swags, hand-sewn bunting. A long table overflowed with baked goods, steam rising from urns of hot chocolate.

      Kayleigh spotted her instantly and waved vigorously, making them both laugh. “Ellie! You came—and you brought sparkles!”

      “I take cookie-related events seriously,” Ellie said, setting down the tin.

      “You take everything with sugar seriously.” Kayleigh giggled and wiped some sparkles off Ellie’s cheek.

      A man in a Santa sweater—Doug Peterson, longtime resident and self-appointed holiday chairperson—stepped up to the podium, beaming.

      “Welcome, bakers and cookie enthusiasts! This year’s Misty Pines Christmas Cookie Trail will be our biggest yet!”

      Applause erupted, and Ellie was unprepared for how contagious the excitement felt.

      Doug continued, “As many of you know, we’ve upgraded the format. Instead of sending visitors freezing from shop to shop, we’ll host the trail in a circular route around the town square. Heated tiny chalets with individual displays of holiday themes will keep everyone happy while hopefully raising a good deal for our charity. Visitors get a Cookie Passport, and each chalet stamps a page when they buy your creation—cookie or otherwise. Visitors will put the passports in a barrel at the end, and the mayor will draw a winner for the grand prize. The grand prize is a large hamper to which everyone will contribute. Please bring me your items by the day before the event.”

      A murmur of approval rippled through the hall.

      Ellie turned to Kayleigh. “Heated chalets sound adorable.”

      “And practical,” Kayleigh whispered. “Last year’s cookie hunters turned into human popsicles by halfway around the town.”

      Doug added, “We’ll also host entertainment in the hall, a sleigh photo booth, and a holiday craft tent for the children—thank you, Kayleigh!”

      Kayleigh gave a proud little wave.

      Ellie’s attention drifted forward, where a woman in a bright green scarf sat rigidly, chin lifted. Marian Devereux. Her posture was so perfect that it could have been carved from ice. A holly brooch pinned to her scarf sparkled beneath the hall lights, and her silver hair gleamed like polished steel. Her gaze swept the crowd like a scanner—quick, precise, almost anxious—and landed on Ellie.

      Ellie offered a polite smile.

      Marian did not smile back.

      “Brace yourself,” Kayleigh whispered. “She’s in a mood. “Something about a delayed shipment of special ingredients from a new supplier.”

      “Then it’s nothing personal,” Ellie whispered back.

      “Ellie,” Kayleigh whispered, “this is Marian. She can turn anything into something.”

      When Doug opened up the tables for tasting, Ellie’s cookies disappeared faster than she expected. A few locals asked for the recipe after the trail finished, which warmed her in a way she hadn’t expected. After years of holding herself small, this kind of appreciation felt… nice.

      The crowd thinned as the mayor wrapped up the evening, people shrugging into coats and chatting in small clusters. Ellie reached for Toffee’s leash, eager to slip out unnoticed and into the chilly night air. But then⁠—

      “Ellie Prescott.”

      Her name, spoken sharply, made Ellie turn to find Marian Devereux standing a few paces away, arms folded tightly across her chest, expression unreadable. Not warm. Not welcoming. If anything… faintly annoyed.

      “Toffee,” Ellie murmured, “not now,” because the poodle was already wagging wildly at the famous baker.

      Marian’s face softened slightly, but she didn’t bend to greet the poodle as so many others had.

      “Marian,” Ellie replied politely. “Nice to see you again.”

      The woman’s eyes flicked over Ellie — not in admiration, not even curiosity — but the way someone might inspect a cake that had risen too perfectly in the oven. Suspicious of it masking some flaw.

      “I’ve tasted your baking,” Marian said abruptly.

      Ellie stiffened. “Oh?”

      “The cookies are pleasant, I suppose. But I must say, the spice balance is suspiciously familiar.”

      “I beg your pardon?”

      “These resemble my Winter Citrus Stars. Which I debuted fifteen years ago.” She leaned in, voice lowering. “I’m sure that’s just an unfortunate coincidence.”

      Ellie blinked. “I assure you, this is my recipe—cranberry and lemon. No citrus spice mix.”

      Marian’s lips tightened. “We’ll see.” Her tone was flat. “People generally aren’t that good without training—or backing.”

      Ellie blinked. “Backing?”

      “Forget I said that,” Marian said shortly. “I only meant that they don’t achieve perfect crumb structure by accident.”

      Toffee whined softly, as if she sensed Ellie’s confusion.

      Marian drew in a breath, as if wrestling with her own reluctance. “You’re not from here and don’t belong to any of the social circles. You don’t owe favors.”

      Ellie frowned. “Am I supposed to be offended, or...?”

      “Probably,” Marian said crisply. “But I don’t have time for niceties.”

      There was something different in her eyes now — a wariness, a flicker of fear she couldn’t quite hide.

      Ellie’s irritation faded. “Is something wrong?”

      Marian looked away as if considering her next words with surgical precision. “You see things,” she said carefully. “You solved that nonsense last season — the festival sabotage.”

      Ellie opened her mouth to brush it off, but Marian continued before she could.

      “People talk,” Marian said. “They say you’re… persistent.”

      Ellie gave a small shrug. “I just don’t like bullies.”

      For the first time, Marian’s expression cracked — not into warmth, but into something like tentative approval. “Good,” she murmured. “There are bullies everywhere. Especially in business. Especially in small towns.” Her gaze flicked toward the mayor for the briefest second—sharp, assessing—before she masked it. “Especially among men who make promises they don’t keep.”

      Ellie’s pulse ticked. “Are you in trouble?”

      Marian’s shoulders tightened. “I can’t say. Not here.” She hesitated, visibly fighting the urge to say more. “If something happens⁠—”

      Ellie leaned in, heart pounding. “Marian?”

      Marian stepped back, shutting the door on whatever vulnerability had surfaced. Her tone returned to its frosty edge. “Just remember, things aren’t always what they seem. And people aren’t always who they pretend to be.”

      Ellie swallowed. “Why are you telling me this?”

      Marian sighed. “Because you’re competent, and this business needs someone who won’t balk at the first hurdle.”

      Ellie blinked. “That’s… the nicest mean thing anyone’s said to me.”

      Marian didn’t smile. “Don’t make me regret it.” She turned abruptly and left the hall, her boots clicking sharply against the wooden floor until the doors closed behind her, leaving Ellie with the faint scent of expensive perfume and bafflement. Marian Devereux had barely tolerated her when they met all those months ago…and yet had chosen her for something she couldn’t put into words.

      Ellie told herself she was imagining things, but Marian hadn’t looked like someone worried about cookies or competition. She’d looked like someone afraid of a deadline.

      Kayleigh tapped her shoulder. “You survived. Barely.”

      “I think she might hate me.”

      “She hates anyone who threatens her reign,” Kayleigh said cheerfully. “But don’t take it personally. Anyone who bakes well is a threat in Marian’s eyes.”

      As they stepped back outside into the early twilight, the town glittered with even more lights. Toffee bounded through snowbanks with determined enthusiasm, her nose collecting tiny flakes as she sampled the unfamiliar smells nearby.

      Ellie’s breath fogged in the cold air. “At least the meeting went well.”

      Kayleigh snorted. “You mean apart from Marian’s death glare?”

      “I don’t think she truly glared.”

      “She glared,” Kayleigh argued. “Her glares have levels. That was level four: polite loathing.”

      Ellie snorted as they paused outside Marian’s Bakery—the faded lettering barely visible behind frost-coated windows. A ‘Closed Until Further Notice’ sign hung crookedly in the glass door.

      Sorrow tugged at Ellie. “She must still be grieving her husband.”

      Kayleigh nodded softly. “She hasn’t baked publicly since he passed. Losing him… it took the joy out of her.”

      “I understand that,” Ellie whispered. Her husband hadn’t died, but he’d killed their marriage all the same. “Losing the life you thought you’d have—is its own kind of grief.”

      Kayleigh squeezed her arm. “You’re building something new. That’s what matters.”

      They hugged, breath steaming in the cold until Kayleigh left them at the door of her craft store. She’d invited them in, but Ellie thought she'd better check on Maybelle.

      Walking home through the quiet lane, snow crunching beneath their steps, a faint rustle from the trees made Toffee freeze, ears perked.

      “Probably just a deer,” Ellie told her.

      Toffee continued to growl, her body tense.

      The poodle was almost over-friendly to animals and humans—she greeted strangers like long-lost friends—so the low growl vibrating in her chest made Ellie pause. Toffee never growled. Not at people. Never. Ellie hurried them inside, locking the door behind her. The warmth of the cabin enveloped her, but as she hung up her coat, a lingering unease curled at the base of her spine.

      Something in Misty Pines didn’t feel quite right.

      And Toffee, positioning herself stiffly by the window, seemed to agree.
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            Sensing Danger

          

        

      

    

    
      The morning after the Cookie Trail meeting dawned sharp and silver, the kind of winter brightness that glittered off every branch and made the world look freshly wrapped. Ellie pushed open the bedroom curtains and winced at the cold that pressed up against the glass, trying to seep inside, her mind immediately full of Marian and the strange conversation of yesterday.

      Toffee was already awake, nose squashed to the lounge window as though monitoring for intruders—or squirrels. Possibly both.

      “Early start, huh?” Ellie yawned, stretching.

      Maybelle, sprawled regally across the top of the sofa, didn’t bother opening her eyes. She let out a delicate chirrup that somehow conveyed, some of us were up at dawn, you lazy human.

      Ellie shook her head at them. “Seems you’re both in a mood today. I hope that changes real soon.” 

      Maybelle flicked her tail once, making no promises, but Toffee was already making amends with a little pirouette. Though it was more likely she wanted food as soon as possible.

      After a leisurely breakfast and a quick tidy of the cabin, Ellie decided a walk into town might give her something else to dwell on, other than Marian’s warning replaying itself over and over. Even though her instincts told her it would not go away, she fervently hoped her instincts were wrong.

      Toffee tilted her head, sensing the shift in mood, and raced to the door as if Ellie had said the word ‘walk’.

      “You’re too clever,” Ellie
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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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