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      When did it happen?

      Our love was something to make the heavens sing, yet I turned around to find myself alone.

      The darkness of your absence eclipsed any joy that filled me with light.

      When did I stop being beautiful?

      When did you stop desiring me?

      Love is eternal, or so the poets say, yet somewhere across the years, we fell out of step. Like the gears of a machine, our parts thrown out of sync in a moment.

      Was it desperation that drove you into another’s arms, or was it something I did? Perhaps something I didn’t do?

      < No. >

      Too faint, I ignore the voice in the distance. Its fierceness reminds me of you, you know.

      Used to be I turned my head, and there you were, unable to wrest your eyes from me. My curves enveloped you, all of you. In my light, you couldn’t help yourself. You were wild as you danced within my glow, and my tides washed over your shores.

      When did your focus drift away?

      No longer am I your pale goddess. Your gaze follows the redhead beyond me. That dusty, rich bride of stories old and new. Swallowed by her sands, you reach out, leaving smears of red in your trail towards the colorful universe beyond, and I remain.

      Alone.

      < Not alone. >

      But I am. My lovers have left me.

      < I’ve never looked the other way. >

      I turn toward my pale blue dot. Is it you who speaks? You who chases the light and never catches it?

      < Yes. >

      My cheeks flush a pale blue. How long have you been listening to me?

      < I have always listened. You are a piece of me that I have always sought and never reached. My face has followed your every turn, and as your waves crash upon my shores, you wash over me. You give me life. How could I not notice you, my moon? >

      They once said the same. Your inhabitants. They worshipped me and held me in their smiles. They loved me and held me in their dreams until they set upon me. My dimples, hard and frozen, were not the smooth folds they sought. No moist embrace awaited them, so they left me, my pale blue friend. How do I know you won’t leave me as well?

      < You are a piece of my flesh. I’ve held you tight in my embrace for over four gigaannum. My inhabitants are fickle beings, babies who crawl across me like a devouring plague as they suck on my teats with sharp teeth. But you, your beauty revolves around me like my own devoted satellite. How could I not love you, my moon? >

      My tears freeze as they leak from me. I wasn’t always cold. Fires burned in me once as they burn in you still. You say you love me, but you’re too late. I am broken and alone.

      < SELENE. >

      I have no breath to catch in my chest, yet the universe pauses as she names me, a name I’ve not heard spoken in millennia.

      < My Luna, do you remember when I named you my Selene?>

      Something inside of me trembles. Who are you to have named me?

      < I am Earth, one in a sea of many, yet it is me who loves you. Together we spin across time and space, yet my inhabitants swayed you for a heartbeat. >

      Wait, it was me who wandered? I thought myself in love with… but it was you that I loved? It was you that I lost. I carved the ravine that lies between us. What have I done?

      < You were lost in the brilliance of life. So was I for a time. >

      Just past my reach, Earth lay below me as she always had, her body having once provided the fire within me and tears that evaporated rather than froze. Once, I was hers.

      When I look upon her again, everything fades from my mind except her embrace and the way it keeps us in lock-step rhythm with each other. We move together to a silent song only we can hear, as the stars around us hum.

      Her warmth smells of clay and mica and quartz, and her voice tickles my soul once more.

      < You are beautiful. You are desired— >

      And I am loved. I smile.
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      About “The Loss of Luna”

      Space fascinates me. It has since I was old enough to look up at the stars and wonder. Do planets feel lonely? What is their origin story? How many times have they fallen in and out of love in their long lives? My partner’s company was invited to write bits and bobs about the moon for a time capsule that landed (in 2022) and for their contribution, they asked me to write a story. This is how “The Loss of Luna” came about.
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      Get a cat, they said. You work from home, it'll be great, they said. Besides, these days even an idiot can take care of a cat.

      But I can't even take care of me!

      They had a thousand and one reasons why I needed one and being the sucker I am, I caved. A cat owner I became.

      What they hadn't said was how toddler-esque a cat would be, how utterly time-consuming said cat would be, or how being owned by a cat would result in picking up the ball, throwing the ball, and then pleading with the cat to go get the damn ball.

      At least a dog would have fetched it.

      Pantone peers at me over my laptop, his charcoal eyes unblinking in their silent plea, and I groan. Cat ownership might be new to me, but not that look; it's the same one my mother uses every time I stave off going home for the holidays.

      When I flick his white-splotched rear, Pantone hops off my desk with a light chirp that his collar fails to interpret.

      My stylus moves across the touch-screen, adding droplets of color to a website logo. The mock-ups are due to Garner Tech in three hours, but I still have two to go this afternoon.

      Pantone meows, and the collar translates in a slightly flat digi-voice: I'M HUNGRY.

      "You're always hungry, now shove off. It's not even four," I say, and Pantone cocks his head.

      My email pings. Twice. I ignore it and continue working on the logo's capital G, whose curve is less semi-circle and more angular. Does Garner Tech want something smooth and soothing? Or harder--edgier...like a computer chip?

      I'M HUNGRY.

      An incoming call message pops up on my screen. Probably my roommate calling to gripe about being a sardine on the rail home. I flick it off-screen to the mailbox.

      Pantone hops up on my desk, and I sigh, which he misreads as consent or approval.

      I'M HUNGRY.

      Red...is it too bloody looking? No one wants to associate a tech company with blood. Not after the latest child labor allegations. No, let's try something richer. Garnet maybe? Nope. Way too newb and cliché.

      I'M HUNGRY.

      "Enough, Pantone."

      The garnet bleeds into the black outline too much for my tastes. "Undo," I say, and the mess is removed. Maybe green is a better idea. A tuft of orange fur and claws reach around my screen to bat at my stylus.

      One black streak slashes the capital G. "UNDO," I growl. Pantone hooks the stylus's clip with a single claw and flings it at me where it bounces off my nose.

      I'M HUNGRY.

      "Dammit, cat, I'm busy!" I growl as he bats the stylus off my desk. All fifteen pounds of him follow it to the floor. A few trills and purrs follow as he rakes it with his rear legs. "Turn off Cat-Speak translations until 5 PM."

      I'M--purr, purr, chirrup.

      I fetch the stylus to a rumble of purrs and earn myself a scratch across three fingers. Just what I need. Maybe I'll contract cat scratch fever. Maybe red will work better than green...
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      When three minutes of exposed belly doesn't elicit the desired belly-scritches, Pantone leaps onto my desk with a scolding chirp. He rubs his muzzle, half-white and half-orange, across the touch-screen's monitor like maybe it will feed him if he just rubs it hard enough. If I could afford the app, it would. I shake my head at the distraction. I literally can’t afford it.

      I touch my stylus to Pantone’s muzzle to capture the color. There. A nice orangey-red for the logo. Perfect.

      Pantone's vocalizations accelerate the closer it grows to five. The closer it grows to my deadline.

      Why did I agree to take him in? Damn cat is nothing but an overly-large, expensive distraction.

      The front door opens and closes in rapid succession. My peripheral vision confirms the presence of my roommate as I work on colorizing a sketch. As she enters the kitchen, she calls out, "Oooooo! Who's the admirer?"

      I wave my stylus in her direction. "Garner sent 'em. I think they're hoping to woo me with flowers."

      Joanie laughs. "Apparently they don't know about your black thumb. The last flora that arrived is still here. It's dead but has decided to pay rent. Speaking of rent…."

      “I know, I know! It’ll be there.”

      “It’s due in two days. When is Garner paying you?”

      I shrug. “Soon? They said I’d get paid for the mock-up designs almost immediately.”

      “Good. We got a note from the landlord. If we’re late, we’re out. I can’t afford to lose this place.” Joanie sets the lilies’ vase on the dilapidated kitchen scanner. Its misaligned laser scans the vase, and the alarm sounds. I close my eyes at the flash of light, and wish I could close my ears as well.

      WARNING: SCANNER IS IN NEED OF REPAIR. GARNER TECH IS NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR INJURY FROM MISUSE. PLEASE CALL A CERTIFIED TECH--

      "Silence warning!" I shout from my living room desk. The sink's faucet releases a perfectly measured amount of water and tops off the vase.

      "Thanks," Joanie says. "Any idea when the repairman is coming?"

      I set aside my stylus, which Pantone stretches a paw toward. "When I get paid."

      "So this Garner gig might be more than temporary freelance work? Something that pays like real work?”

      I follow Joanie's gaze to Pantone, expecting my stylus to be a casualty on the floor, but it remains beside him as he watches me. The orange ring is but a sliver next to his wide pupils pooling with...it isn't hunger. No, something else. Sadness? Argh, cats don't get sad. They're just cats. Damn collar's turned off. No wonder I have no idea what he wants.

      I shake my head and say, "Maybe. But not if I don't finish these designs."

      Joanie mimes zipping her lips and sets the lilies on the counter. Pantone watches her retreat to the bathroom without comment.

      She means well, but I grind my teeth at the reminder. Maybe we shouldn’t have splurged on that pizza last week. I dangle the stylus over Pantone’s head as a distraction. His eyes follow it a moment before he rests his head on his front paws. "That's what I get for trying to play with you. Figures."

      He blinks at me slowly, something I've been told means he loves me, but I suspect he's only hungry.

      "Moping won't get you fed any faster. It didn't get Puss-In-Boots fed any faster either, no matter what those old movies say."

      Pantone closes his eyes.
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      I'm halfway through the last design when Pantone leans his shoulder into my laptop and the screen tilts forty-five degrees. He sets his paw on its metal shell and shuts my laptop with a snap. The wall-clock chimes as he purrs. Five o'clock.

      The LED light on his collar flips to green as Cat-Speak 4.0 turns itself on. Pantone blinks slowly at me and opens his mouth.

      I HURT.

      "Dude, I know you're hungry--wait, what?"

      Pantone stares at me but doesn't say anything else. "You hurt? Where?" I push my laptop aside to better reach him and run my hands across his back. No response. I gently massage his belly and hips as I've seen the vet do on television. Other than some squirming, nothing.

      Is that good or bad? Has the collar malfunctioned?

      I pull out the treat bag from my desk drawer. Rather than slink annoyingly around my ankles, he remains still, and when I toss two treats on the desk, he only sniffs them.

      "You love tuna-treats," I say and shake the bag. He continues to stare at me.

      I pop open my laptop. "Call Dr. Bruester."

      The video call connects, and the regular receptionist is packing up her poodle-shaped purse. "Sunset Veterinary Clinic—this is Stacey. How may I help you, Melana?" She waves at Pantone as he drapes himself across my keyboard. His tail, which usually wags with trouble, lies still.

      "Pantone's collar...well, it translated something a minute ago, and I'm really not sure what to do. Or if there's anything actually wrong...."

      "What did Pantone say?" she asks.

      "He said, 'I hurt.' Does he really? I mean, earlier he was just fine. What's wrong with him?"

      Stacey frowns as she sets her purse on the counter. "Occasionally Cat-Speak 4.0 will mix up expressions of contentment or enjoyment, but its pain sensors are very sophisticated. If he says he hurts, he's feeling pain. I would recommend you bring him in so Dr. Bruester can examine him."

      I glance to the left of the call screen where a reminder flashes angry red letters at me. The designs are due in twenty minutes. No designs means no paycheck. No paycheck...well, that means no vet visit at a minimum. Probably no repairman. Not that it would matter if we were homeless.

      She must have sensed my hesitation and says, "Dr. Bruester's about to leave, but if you bring Pantone into the clinic now, I'm sure he'd be willing to cut you an after-hours deal. It's probably nothing but better to be sure. Better to do what's best for Pantone."

      But what about what's best for me? I have to eat, too.

      Pantone meows. I HURT...A LOT.

      Shit. Double shit. This is why I don't like pets. Pantone head butts me in the forehead, and I find myself saying, "We'll be there shortly."

      Stacey ends the call as Pantone lets loose a raspy hurried purr. I HURT.

      I give his head a careful pet before setting off in search of the cat carrier. Maybe Garner Tech really does use child labor. I'd be doing the world a favor by not giving them a flashy new logo.

      My cat lies on his side, very still.
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      Pantone buries his head in the crook of my elbow. A brief knock announces Dr. Bruester's return, and Pantone trembles in my arms.

      Two hundred dollars. The cost of a brief exam and blood draw. Another three hundred for a quick bio-scan. My doctor appointments are cheaper than my damn cat's.

      Dr. Bruester's furrowed brows and squared shoulders make me regret this trip already. Something is wrong, and wrong usually spirals into expensive.

      This is why I didn't want a pet to begin with. I can barely afford me.

      The metal table between the doctor and me is littered with cat hair, which Dr. Bruester brushes off before taking a seat. He pops his tablet into its stand and swivels it so I can see. Numbers and squiggles scroll across its screen--not that they make any sense to me.

      "Melana, has Pantone ingested anything unusual or odd in the last few hours?"

      His question throws me, and I shuffle through the afternoon's memories. Pantone had complained he was hungry. I'd finished the second design. He'd complained again. I'd continued working. In fact, I’d had to mute his collar. Joanie had arrived home, and even muted, he’d continued to vocalize until four-ish.

      Where'd he been at four? I frown. Had he been with me, or had he wandered off to another portion of the condo?

      "Um, I'm not sure. He's been very vocal about his hunger all day. I had to silence the collar to get some work done...."

      Dr. Bruester purses his lips into a tight circle. "Was there anything odd lying around the house he could have ingested? Any garlic left over from food preparation? New furniture?"

      Pantone's damp paws leave furry prints across the examination table as he approaches the vet. I HURT.

      "No," I say and shake my head. Pantone slinks back to me and head-butts me in the arm. "Nothing like that. I barely have the money in my account for this appointment, let alone new stuff. Why?"

      "He's ingested something toxic. The blood work doesn't give me a clear picture of what, only that it's causing acute kidney failure. You said he was hungry, so I assume he's eaten something he shouldn't have. Though the scan didn't show any blockages. Any chance he got into a garbage compactor or garage?"

      "The garbage compactor is emptied hourly, and Pantone's never left the condo. Our building doesn't even have a parking garage. The only plant I own died last--well, it died. I'm--I'm not good with living things." I glance at Pantone and frown. "It's why I got the collar. You know, so I could know what he needed."

      Something tickles my brain, but Dr. Bruester interrupts when he asks, "What kind of plant was it?"

      Pantone coughs, then vomits a mix of stomach acid and pink...something. "Is that chewing gum?" I ask as I point.

      "Doubtful." Dr. Bruester scrapes some into a plastic dish. "I'll scan this in a moment and see what it is. Since money is an issue, we'll need to administer charcoal and get Pantone on IV fluids to flush the kidneys. He'll remain with us in the hospital for a day or two to see if the treatment takes. Of course, we'd be more successful if we knew what he got a hold of. Maybe look around your condo for clues."

      My brain buzzes like the Cat-Speak 4.0 collar when wet. "Dr. Bruester, how much is all of this going to cost? I mean, I want Pantone to be okay and all, but money's tight right now. I don't know if I can afford two days in the cat hospital."

      He pets Pantone on the head as he levels his gaze on me. "I'll fetch the total for you, but I would highly encourage you to agree to the treatment. Without it, Pantone could die."

      As if my now unfinished (and unpaid for) designs aren't sucker-punching me enough, Dr. Bruester's words claw their way into my gut where they duke it out with my guilt. If I had money, they'd just synthesize a new kidney or something, I'm sure. And if I'd fed Pantone earlier, maybe he wouldn't have gone searching for something else to eat. My first pet and of course I've fucked it up. He's gone and eaten---Oh god. The lily.

      "I think I figured it out!" I say, and Dr. Bruester pauses in his scan of the pink goo. "I landed a last minute design gig this week, and they sent me flowers. Well, lilies really. It was—” I glance at Pantone as he vomits up spittle and a wad of petal, “—pink. Are they bad for kitties? I didn't think he'd actually eat it."

      "They're toxic to most cats and dogs. You'd be surprised at what cats will eat. We'll confirm the lily with our sample here to ensure he didn't ingest anything else."

      "Does Pantone still need to be checked into the hospital?"

      Dr. Bruester nods. "The treatment is mostly the same for a wide range of edible toxins." He turns off the scan-lens he wears and stares at me with his own green eyes. "I want you to understand—we'll do everything we can for Pantone, everything within your...budget—but we can't guarantee anything. Every animal reacts differently to toxins and poisons. We'll make him as comfortable as possible."

      He points at the tablet. At the bottom of a long list is the total—a bright red number that equals my rent and then some. A lot of some.

      If I did this, he might get better. Not that it would do him any good, because we'd probably be homeless. "Can you give me any odds? I mean, if I spend all this money and then he dies anyway, what's the point?" I ask.

      Dr. Bruester nods, but his shoulders are slumped as he strokes Pantone's fur. "Usually by the time an animal reaches us, it's too late. They can't talk to us—” I raise an eyebrow at him, and he clears his throat. “—Yes, tech like the collar can help, but Pantone still can't tell you when he ate the lily. We can administer the charcoal and give him fluids, but after that, we wait. The decision of what to do is yours."

      I glance down at Pantone. Sweet little hungry-goblin. Annoying hungry-goblin.

      God, if I had tossed the lily—hell, if only I had never taken the Garner Tech job to begin with. How did people do this?

      “If money is that tight, we could euthanize him. It might be more humane than kidney failure.” His gaze could level an entire city block.

      Bile burns the back of my throat. I can’t afford this…but kill my cat? It’s obvious what the doc thinks but….

      Pantone's muscles quiver beneath my touch, but his purr is strong.

      I LOVE YOU.

      My tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth, but I manage to choke out a few words. "I-I love you, too, little purr-bucket."

      His purrs continue but don't translate.

      And for the first time, I don't need them to.
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      A splatter of sickly-yellow soup decorates my desk as I suck in instant-noodles. The box says chicken-flavored, but three cubes the size of tacks barely constitute "real" chicken. Pantone rolls his head in my direction and repeatedly sniffs the air. "No soup for you," I say as I dab the spillage with a napkin. "The last thing I need is another vet bill."

      He swats at my napkin, his paw the only part of his leg with thick fur. I rub a finger over his shaved leg as my laptop wakes up. Purples and reds have faded to brown as the veins in his leg heal.

      Another design job, another deadline, and an advance against another paycheck. At least this job has better ethics. I sip my soup as I pull up the design specs: a new logo for Sunset Veterinary Clinic.

      I'M HUNGRY.

      "Of course you are."

      The former logo—a sun peeking out across a dog's head—reminds me of my grandmother's idea of the Internet: websites with garish colors that dance and lag via cable modem. The logo's sun bears both rings and rays, and the dog wears a space helmet from the 90's.

      Space travel has come a long way since then, but this logo hasn't. Maybe if we update the helmet to the new face-fitting design....

      I'M HUNGRY.

      I scritch Pantone's ears and smile.
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      About “Hungry”

      Originally published as a short e-book, “Hungry” was a story that came from an article in a veterinary medicine journal discussing the use of MRI’s to translate basic needs in cats, be it hunger, pain, fear, etc. I was fascinated by the study and wondered what would happen if we could use the knowledge of their brain patterns to create the ever-talked-about talking collar, one that would allow us to know what our pets were thinking.

      At least on a basic level.

      The kicker being that if you could hear your cat (or pet) tell you that they love you, you could no more “put them down” or euthanize them than you could your child. Not easily anyway. So many pet owners see pets as disposable. Moving? Too bad, so sad for the puppy. So many vets and vet techs end up rescuing these healthy animals from euthanasia. They are living creatures. Sometimes helping them pass is needed, but it should be a difficult decision, not an easy one, which is why I wrote this story.
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      Like a hypercolor acid-trip, our store's overhead florescent lights screamed their brightness at me, and I winced. A moment later, a sharp howl threatened to render my eardrums useless. The cry rose in pitch and warbled with every chin wobble as the toddler scrunched his eyes shut. Snot bubbled from his nose, and I shuddered.

      Three days ’til Christmas meant every child within a twenty-mile radius ran screaming around my store. If they weren’t capable of running, parents one cappuccino shy of a sugar coma carried them in, where they reached out with grubby hands to touch everything. These suckers were demanding, brutal, and loud. Five hours into my shift at Grab-a-Tabletop Games and my fake smile waned as cranky parents demanded out-of-stock games for half off retail.

      Used to be one walked into their local game store to find the typical gamer ears deep in a campaign. Sure, they might have needed a shower and maybe fewer corn nuts, but the average age at the time was a solid twenty. With gaming’s cool factor on a recent rise, tabletop became synonymous with “family-friendly.” Meaning…with children. Whiny, spoiled, snot-nosed children who touched everything and left the store in need of a visit from the CDC.

      The shrieking toddler toppled over on her butt, and I glanced around for the girl’s attached parent. Two teens browsed the deck-builder section while some dude flipped through clearance bins. No one in particular hovered near the banshee. I picked up the phone to ping my boss when a woman in a 1-up t-shirt stepped out from behind the door marked “Employees only.”

      She spotted the crying toddler, and her lips curled in a snarl. “Why didn’t you tell me she was crying?”

      “Were you talking to me, ma’am?”

      “Who else would I be talking to…uh, Megan?” she asked with a glance at my name tag.

      “I’m sorry, ma’am. I couldn’t find you when she began crying, but that door—that area’s for employees only. Please do not go back there again.” I tried to unobtrusively scan her pockets for mysterious bulges, and finding none, crossed my fingers she hadn’t robbed us.

      The older woman scooped up the toddler from the floor with a frown. “I had to pee. And don’t call me ma’am, Megan. Makes me sound old.” She bounced the toddler in her arms, changing the toddler’s cries to hiccups.

      My head pounded in a syncopated rhythm. Great. So she really had abandoned the child in my care. My skin crawled like a brush fire. Damn babies. I didn’t like them, but I didn’t usually find them so revolting. I curled my fingers into fists to keep from scratching my skin. Maybe it was the migraine.

      The woman made a show of glancing through a few games, but the moment I turned away to ring up two teenaged shoppers, the woman slipped through the glass door
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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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