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      Olivia and her daughter, Vi, planned on a summer road trip across the country, but they end up stuck in Olivia’s childhood home in Grand Arbor Township when their camper van breaks down.

      Good thing there’s a $1000 grand prize in this year’s Grand Arbor Cherry Festival Pie Baking Contest.

      The problem is, somebody is determined to make sure nobody wins.

      Can Olivia find out who’s sabotaging the contest or will this year be the last cherry festival in Grand Arbor?
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      The alarm yanked me from a deep sleep, its shrill beep cutting through my dreams like a chainsaw. I groaned, fumbling to silence it before I remembered. The opening of the Desert Wildflower Festival. Besides the annual RV gathering, it was the busiest day of the year at Gone With the Whisk.

      I lurched out of bed, nearly tripping over the laundry basket containing Henrietta’s nest in the corner as I rushed to get dressed.

      “Watch it,” Henrietta clucked, ruffling her fluffy black feathers indignantly. “Some of us were enjoying our beauty sleep.”

      My familiar, a silkie chicken with plumage as dark as midnight and twice as soft, fixed me with a judgmental stare. To anyone else, she’d look like an ordinary bird, albeit an exotic breed, and when she spoke, they would hear nothing but clucking noises. But to me and any other witches, Henrietta was an endless source of sarcasm in a compact, fuzzy package.

      “Sorry,” I muttered while yanking a clean shirt over my head. “But you know what today is.”

      “The day humans lose their minds over some flowers?” She hopped out of her basket, her tiny feet making soft padding sounds on the carpet.

      “The Desert Wildflower Festival,” I corrected. “Which means Esmeralda needs extra hands at the bakery. Tourists from Vegas and Reno will be passing through Windfall today.”

      This area wasn’t exactly a destination most days of the year. Our little town clung to existence in the arid landscape of Nevada. It was the kind of place where tumbleweeds literally rolled down Main Street, and the Friday night excitement peaked when the Motherlode Casino updated its buffet theme. Most travelers stopped only long enough to fill their gas tanks before continuing to somewhere more interesting.

      But during the festival, everything changed. For one magical week each summer, when conditions aligned perfectly, the harsh landscape exploded into a rainbow of colors. The normally brown hills transformed into rolling carpets of purple lupine, orange poppies, and yellow desert sunflowers. And suddenly, our forgotten corner of Nevada became Instagram-famous, drawing photographers, hikers, and tourists from across the West. The town’s population would triple overnight, bringing both welcome business and the chaos of outsiders who didn’t understand our rhythms and routines.

      Mom appeared in my doorway, already dressed in her gas station uniform but with a lightweight cardigan thrown over it. She wore a black headband that kept her wavy gray-blonde bangs out of her face.

      “Work just called. I’m pulling a double shift today,” she said before taking a sip from her coffee mug.

      I paused midway through brushing my hair. “Will you be okay? That’s a lot of hours.”

      “Don’t sound so surprised, Tara. We can use the extra money.” Mom shrugged. “No need to make dinner for me tonight. I won’t be home until later.”

      I frowned. It wasn’t typical of her to take her job so seriously. She usually spent her free time and energy hawking her MLM products.

      I climbed into my modified Jeep, surveying the vehicle with a mixture of pride and embarrassment. The massive tires, floodlights, and full roll cage made it look like it was prepped for the apocalypse. All it needed was a couple of machine guns mounted on top to complete the Mad Max aesthetic. Axel had outdone himself with the modifications, though I’d never admit how much I loved them.

      Henrietta hopped into the passenger seat, settling herself on the cushion I’d placed there for her.

      “If we get attacked by zombies on the way to work, at least we’ll be prepared,” she said dryly as I started the engine.

      “It’s practical,” I defended, pulling onto the empty pre-dawn road.

      “For what? Invading a small country?”

      The bakery enveloped me in a warm blanket of aromas as I stepped inside. Beyond the obvious smells of vanilla and cinnamon, there were deeper notes of the yeasty perfume of rising dough, the earthy scent of cardamom, and something distinctly Esmeralda that I could never quite identify, perhaps the subtle magic that infused her baking. The antique copper cauldron she used to make candied almonds gleamed spotlessly. Even after months of working here, I still felt a small thrill each morning when I entered this space where ordinary flour and sugar were transformed into masterpieces.

      Esmeralda was already pulling a tray of lavender-honey scones from the industrial oven, her glasses fogging from the steam rushing out. The sweet fragrance filled the kitchen, mingling with the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee and the buttery scent of pastry dough. The warmth embraced me like a hug after the crisp morning air outside.

      I set to work arranging wildflower-shaped sugar cookies on display trays, trying to position the delicate petals just right.

      Henrietta perched on a kitchen stool behind the front counter, watching my efforts with her head tilted critically.

      “If those are supposed to be desert primroses, they look more like squashed frogs,” she observed. “That one has five legs.”

      “They’re stylized,” I muttered, repositioning a particularly misshapened cookie.

      “Is that what we’re calling it now?”

      The back door burst open with a bang, and Melusia stumbled in with a hand on her cane, while her other arm overflowed with a bouquet of fresh wildflowers. She tripped over the threshold, sending blooms flying through the air like floral confetti.

      “I got them!” she announced triumphantly from her new position on the floor. Her bright orange head dipped, and her walking stick shook as she struggled to bend over. “Nobody panic!”

      Esmeralda and I rushed forward, gathering the fallen flowers before Melusia hurt herself.

      “Perfect entrance as always, Melusia,” Esmeralda said, helping her friend up.

      I peeked through the front windows. A line had already formed outside on the sidewalk.

      “Ready?” Esmeralda asked as she brushed a lock of silver hair away from her forehead.

      I nodded, unlocking the door to let the crowd in. Locals mixed with tourists, who were snapping photos with their phones in between chattering about which wildflower trails they planned to hike. Through the window, I noticed something unusual across the town square. Several police cars were parked haphazardly outside the library and archive building, and an officer was cordoning off the area with yellow tape.

      The first wave of customers flooded the front counter and demanded my full attention.

      “Six lavender scones and a large coffee!”

      “Do you have those cactus-shaped cookies from last year?”

      “Is that the police over there?”

      The floor beneath us suddenly shuddered, then rolled. Mixing bowls on the workstation rattled as the walls groaned as if we had been hit by a semi-truck. A framed photo of the previous year’s festival crashed to the ground, landing with a bang. Splinters of glass flew across the dining room.

      “Earthquake!” someone shouted unnecessarily.

      I jumped at the loud noise, causing a tray of blueberry muffins to rise three feet off the counter. My heart stopped. I hadn’t meant to do that. Before anyone could notice, Esmeralda casually waved her hand, bringing the floating pastries back to earth.

      She shot me a warning glance as she steadied a wobbling cake stand.

      I bent to sweep up the broken glass. Oops. I was supposed to limit the use of my powers in front of non-magicals.

      The cafe hummed with excited energy as customers discussed both the earthquake and the festival. I caught fragments of conversations about tremor magnitudes mixing with debates about the best wildflower viewing spots.

      The bell jingled, and Cordelia swept in with her usual entourage of snobby housewives. Her gaze immediately fell on our display case. She made a show of examining the pastries inside before her lips pursed in disapproval.

      “These cookies don’t look quite festival quality this year, do they?” she announced loudly enough for the entire room to hear.

      I suppressed an eye roll. Cordelia had hated me ever since I spilled coffee on her lucky blouse, and I further offended her by winning the $10,000 grand prize at the Motherlode Casino’s bingo night, beating her by one number. She’d been telling everyone for months that she planned to use the money for a cruise.

      The crowd parted like the Red Sea as Sheriff Ryan West entered with Deputy Davis. Ryan’s uniform fit his tall frame perfectly, and though he moved with his usual confidence, stress lined his face. His eyes scanned the room before landing on me.

      For a moment, our gazes locked. Something unspoken passed between us, a current of awareness that made my cheeks warm. I quickly turned away, suddenly fascinated with the coffee machine.

      My heart did that annoying flutter thing it always did around Ryan. It was ridiculous, really. I was thirty-five, not fifteen. I busied myself with making the espresso, focusing on the familiar routine of measuring grounds and tamping them into the filter.

      Why did I let him affect me this way? Maybe because Ryan represented stability, something I lacked in my life even before I left Los Angeles to come back to Windfall. Or maybe it was simpler than that. Maybe it was just the way the corners of his eyes crinkled when he smiled. Or maybe it was how he’d bring Henrietta her favorite sunflower seeds without making a big deal of it.

      Whatever it was, my attraction to him was becoming more and more difficult to ignore and increasingly complicated by my magical secret. I could imagine his face if he ever saw me on a broomstick. His expression would probably travel from disbelief to that look he got when collecting evidence, analyzing and categorizing.

      Ryan leaned against the counter, speaking quietly to his deputy. I edged closer, pretending to wipe down nearby surfaces.

      “Professor Graves was found by the janitor this morning,” he murmured. “Looks like she fell while putting something away in the stacks, but the archive key is missing, and there are signs the library ladder was tampered with.”

      Melusia gasped dramatically, tapping her cane on the ground as she whirled around. “Eleanor is dead?” she exclaimed at full volume.

      A hush settled over the cafe, every head turning toward us.

      Ryan closed his eyes briefly. Exasperation crossed his features as he rubbed his forehead.

      “The professor died?” a woman near the window asked.

      Whispers rippled through the room, the news spreading like wildfire from table to table.

      “I heard she was on the verge of some big discovery,” said a man in a flannel shirt. “Something about disputed land rights.”

      “Nonsense,” countered an elderly customer as she clutched her teacup. “Eleanor was researching the founding families.”

      The bell above the door chimed again as Ashley pushed her way through the crowd. She waved excitedly when she spotted me.

      “This festival is amazing for business,” she said. She sat down at the last empty seat at the counter. “I’ve already sold out of sunscreen and water bottles. Had to restock twice this morning.” She looked around, finally noticing the tense mood. “What’s wrong?”

      “Eleanor Graves’s body was found earlier,” I whispered. Ashley’s eyes widened in surprise.

      Ryan got up with a sigh and stepped to the center of the dining room. His authoritative presence immediately commanded attention. “I’d appreciate any information about Professor Graves’s activities yesterday,” he announced. “If anybody knows anything, it is imperative that you come down to the police station. And please stay clear of the archives during our investigation.”

      I watched Ryan methodically move from table to table while he jotted notes in his small notebook. His thoroughness was impressive, and he never rushed, giving each person his full attention while expertly directing the conversation.

      Two women huddled in the corner booth didn’t lower their voices enough as they gossiped.

      “I saw Robert Sanders arguing with her yesterday afternoon,” one said, stirring her tea with emphasis. “Right outside the archives. His face was red as a tomato when he stormed out.”

      “Well, I saw someone in a hoodie leaving through the back door after hours,” her companion countered. “Couldn’t see what they looked like.”

      Ashley sidled up to me during a brief lull. “Let’s catch up after the rush dies down,” she said.

      Ryan returned to the counter after he finished interviewing the room. Ashley turned to him. “Oh, Sheriff! That shipment of salmon treats for Flooficuffs arrived at the store this morning.”

      “Flooficuffs?” I repeated, unable to help myself. I smirked at Ryan as I waited for him to explain.

      Ryan’s ears reddened. “My cat,” he admitted reluctantly. Deputy Davis coughed into his fist before hiding his smirk behind his cup and taking a long draw from his coffee.

      “Your cat’s name is Flooficuffs?” I bit my lip to keep from laughing.

      “The adoption papers said Mr. Whiskers,” Ryan explained, with a pained expression on his face. “But after he demolished my bookshelf, killed my only houseplant, and somehow opened my refrigerator during his first week home, I renamed him.”

      Ashley shot a look between us, her lips curving into a knowing smile that I pretended not to notice.

      “I’d love to meet him sometime,” I said, immediately wondering why I’d suggested such a thing.

      After the police left, the morning crowd thinned. Esmeralda approached. “I’ve scheduled your broomstick license test for next Tuesday evening.”

      Melusia popped up beside her. “I’m mostly confident you won’t crash into anything important.”

      “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” I muttered.

      My two witchy mentors began setting up for our afternoon tea break at our usual table.

      Through the cafe window, I could see the archive building across the town square. Police tape fluttered in the breeze, the yellow barrier stark against the beige stone bricks. Officers moved in and out, carrying plastic evidence bags.

      I bent my head to wipe up a coffee ring stain on a table. My mind raced with possibilities. Who would want to kill Eleanor Graves? What could a historian have discovered that was worth killing over? The few times she came in to the cafe, I found her to be intense and particular about her research. She wasn’t exactly warm, but murder? The thought of someone deliberately ending her life sent a chill through me.

      As I wrung out my cloth, I made my decision. I was going to find out what happened to Professor Graves, whether Ryan approved or not. He’d tell me to stay out of it, of course. By now, I knew our song and dance. He would scold me and command me to leave the investigating to the professionals. But I had resources he didn’t, both magical and otherwise. And something told me this was no simple accident.
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      The next morning, I drove toward the library before work, grateful for the quiet streets. Closed stalls lined the town square. It would still be hours before vendors and tourists showed up. The small parking lot was empty except for a single car I recognized as Bea Hawthorne’s ancient Volvo, its faded blue paint peeling from the hood like an old sunburn. Perfect timing. I needed to poke around before the place filled up with people.

      At the last minute, I made a U-turn and drove down a side street opposite the library. Everybody in town recognized my Jeep. I couldn’t park too close.

      “Could you possibly drive any more erratically?” Henrietta grumbled from inside my tote bag. Her black fuzzy head poked out between my wallet and a paper sack containing blueberry muffins from the cafe, her beady eyes narrowed in judgment. “I’m getting carsick in here.”

      “Chickens don’t get carsick,” I whispered as I found a street parking space. My fingers lingered on the keys after turning off the ignition.

      “This one does. You drive like you’re training for NASCAR on a dirt track.” She fluffed her feathers indignantly, the silky black plumes catching the light. “You’re worse than Melusia after three cups of her special licorice tea.”

      I ignored her complaint and peered toward the library. Yellow police tape stretched across the entrance to the archives section. A cold weight settled in my stomach. So much for just walking in and looking around. The sight of the stark plastic barrier made Eleanor’s death real in a way the town gossip hadn’t.

      Someone I barely knew is dead, and here I am, sneaking about like I have any right to be involved. What am I even doing here?

      My throat tightened as I considered turning back and driving away. I could still make it to work before the cafe opened and pretend I never came here. The rational part of my brain screamed that this was Ryan’s territory, not mine.

      “Time for Plan B.” I stepped out of the Jeep and circled the building, all the while constantly scanning for any sign of movement. The air at daybreak carried the scent of sage and dust. Every step I took sounded thunderous in the quiet morning, making me wince.

      A car door slammed in the distance, and I froze mid-stride. My heart thudded as I held my breath. After three agonizing seconds of silence, I continued toward the library. The windows were too high to climb inside, and the emergency exit had an alarm with a red warning light blinking steadily. No easy way in.

      Maybe this is a sign I should leave this to the professionals, I thought, even as my feet carried me forward. But if Ryan couldn’t solve the last two murders without my help…

      As I rounded the corner, I spotted Bea sitting alone on a wooden bench in the park near the side entrance of the library. Her shoulders were hunched. In her grasp, she clutched a tissue that looked damp from repeated use. Even from a distance, I could see her red eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. Her normally neat gray bob was disheveled, as if she’d been running her hands through it repeatedly.

      Any time I had seen Bea at the library, she was always cheerful and ready with a book recommendation. Now she looked like she’d aged ten years overnight.

      I approached carefully, clearing my throat so I didn’t startle her. “Morning, Bea.” Reaching into my bag, I pulled out a blueberry muffin, still warm from Esmeralda’s oven. The sweet scent of berries and vanilla seeped out past the paper wrapper. “Thought you might need a little comfort food.”

      She looked up, attempting a smile that never reached her eyes. “That’s very thoughtful, Tara.” Her voice was rough, as though she’d been crying for hours.

      I sat beside her, leaving an appropriate grieving-friend distance between us. The bench creaked under our weight. “I heard about Eleanor. I’m so sorry.”

      Her hands shook as she accepted the muffin, her paper-thin skin marked with fine blue veins. “Thirty years we worked together. Thirty years.” She dabbed at her eyes with the crumpled tissue. “I keep thinking there’s something I could have done.”

      “Were you there when it happened?” I asked gently, trying not to sound too eager for information. The last thing she needed was an interrogation, but my curiosity burned.

      Bea shook her head. “That’s what makes it worse. Only Eleanor and I had keys to the archives after hours.” Her voice cracked like thin ice. “I should have been here.”

      “You couldn’t have known,” I said, gently placing my hand on her shoulder. Her cardigan felt soft and worn beneath my fingers, and I caught the delicate scent of rose soap and old books.

      I wonder if she blames herself, I thought while I studied her grief-etched face.

      “I need some coffee. Left my thermos in the car.” Bea stood shakily, her knees popping as her legs straightened. “Would you like some?”

      “I’m fine, thanks.” I smiled reassuringly, already planning my next move.

      This was my chance. My pulse quickened to a dangerous rhythm. I shouldn’t be doing this, but I need to see that crime scene.

      The moment Bea disappeared around the corner, I dashed to the rear of the building. A distant car engine made me duck behind a stone sign before I realized it was just passing by on the main road.

      I reached the large window looking into the archive section. The glass was smudged with years of desert dust. My calves strained as I stood on tiptoes. Cupping my hands around my eyes to block the glare of the sun, I peered inside. The position left me completely exposed, and anyone walking by would immediately see me snooping.

      Inside, a wooden ladder lay on the ground. One of the rungs was visibly damaged, with the splintered wood jutting out at an unnatural angle. A set of muddy footprints tracked across the normally pristine tile floor. The prints were large, approximately two hand-lengths long. A distinctive blue paint smear marked the side of the ladder.

      That doesn’t look like an accident.

      I pulled out my phone and snapped several photos through the window. The evidence wouldn’t be of great quality, but it was better than nothing. My hand shook, the adrenaline making my fingers clumsy.

      A door slammed somewhere in the building. I nearly dropped my phone, fumbling to silence it as a notification chimed loudly. Blood rushed in my ears as I pressed myself flat against the wall, waiting to see if anyone had heard.

      “What are you doing?” Henrietta hissed from my bag.

      “Investigating,” I whispered. The footsteps were getting closer and louder. My heart jumped into my throat like it was trying to escape. “Someone’s coming!”

      I quickly pocketed my phone and turned to flee, but it was too late. I was trapped between the building’s rear wall and a row of thorny bushes. The steps rounded the corner, and I braced myself for discovery. A dozen excuses were already forming and dissolving on my tongue.

      Relief flooded me when Bea appeared with a battered thermos, the metal dented and scratched from years of use. I immediately felt guilty. Here I was, sneaking around while this poor woman grieved.

      “Tara? What are you doing back here?” Suspicion tinged her voice, and her reddened eyes narrowed.

      “I thought I saw a hummingbird nest,” I improvised, pointing vaguely at the eaves. “Sorry, I just needed a distraction from everything.”

      Bea’s expression softened. “I understand. We all cope differently.” She sipped her coffee, the rich aroma wafting between us. “Eleanor loved the hummingbirds too.”

      “You need to see more,” Henrietta whispered once Bea was distracted with her drink. “Use the astral projection spell Melusia taught you last week.”

      I tensed, the knot in my stomach growing. “What if I get stuck? Or lost?” I whispered when Bea looked away to wipe her eyes. The memory of my previous attempt, with me ending up halfway through the wall of Esmeralda’s storage room, flashed vividly in my mind.

      “I’ll guide you back. I always do,” Henrietta promised. Her usual snarky tone softened. “You need to see what happened in there.”

      I stood suddenly. “Bea, I just realized I need to make a quick call. Reception’s terrible here. I’ll be right back.” The lie came naturally, my curiosity overriding any guilt I had.

      Behind the building there was a massive lavender bush. The branches spread out wide like protective arms, giving me the perfect cover. The sharp, pungent scent of the flowers filled my nostrils as I settled cross-legged on the ground, concealed from anyone passing by. Beneath me, the earth was cool and solid. I took three centering breaths, and closing my eyes, I let the air fill my lungs as I released the tension in my shoulders.

      “I can do this,” I told myself. I’ve been practicing. It’s just like Esmeralda taught me.

      The spell was new and risky, but I needed answers.

      Focusing on the sensation of lightness, I visualized my consciousness separating from my physical form. The world around me shimmered, colors bleeding into one another like watercolors on wet paper. A slight pop rang in my ears, and then I was floating, weightless and untethered.

      My astral body glided effortlessly through the solid wall of the archives, passing through brick and mortar as if they were nothing but smoke. The sensation was disorienting, somewhat similar to swimming through jelly, but I maintained focus. I remembered Melusia’s warnings about getting lost. The thought of my consciousness drifting away from my body sent panic racing through me, but I pushed it down.

      Inside, the crime scene revealed details invisible from the window. The air felt different here. It was charged with something I couldn’t name, a lingering energy that made my non-physical form tingle uncomfortably. My eyes landed on the smudge of paint on the side of the ladder. It was dry, but nothing in the room matched the shade of blue. Hovering closer, I examined the broken run. It hadn’t simply snapped under weight. It had been cut nearly through, leaving just enough wood to break under pressure. It had been

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/good-cluck-3-cover-2600.jpg
‘\f[r[( [f[
‘;\*"JUQUD »

imle P‘:{{‘;%l ; ;fs-






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
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.


