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      Anna clutched her cell phone as she walked briskly toward the cove, eager to receive her cousin Connie’s phone call. The two had arranged to talk at 8:00 on Monday morning, so they could discuss a topic which could prove to be of monumental importance - the possibility that Anna’s sister Bella might still be alive.

      When Anna arrived at the cove, she kicked off her flip flops and carried them across the coarse brown sand toward a jetty on the other side. Stepping onto the New England beach was like walking through a portal into a different world. The carefree sounds of children laughing and seagulls calling out to one another filled Anna’s ears as the sun in the clear July sky warmed her skin. A few feet away, crashing waves sent small children squealing as they ran away from the ocean with flailing arms.

      A colony of seagulls flew away as Anna walked in their direction. She watched as they landed on a section of one of the jetties where they wouldn’t be disturbed by excited children.

      As Anna climbed onto the jetty, she smiled at the sight of a young boy watching with excitement as a man with bronzed skin and sun-bleached hair cast a fishing rod from a rock twenty feet away from the shore.

      Anna found a smooth rock far enough from the shore, so that she wouldn’t have to worry about anyone overhearing her conversation with her cousin. Not that anyone would be interested enough to eavesdrop, but still, it was hard enough for Anna to talk about this subject with her cousin, never mind knowing strangers might overhear her.

      There were two beaches in Seagull Cove, Massachusetts. The first, which was a short walk from the downtown area, was a cove, and the other was a long stretch of beach appropriately called “Mile Long Beach.”

      Just as Anna settled onto one of the rocks, her phone rang, and Connie’s name popped onto her screen.

      “Connie!” Anna answered before the first ring ended.

      “It’s great to hear your voice, Anna! I hear you’ve been keeping yourself busy in Seagull Cove. Gianna has been keeping me posted.”

      “You mean about the murder that happened right after my grand opening,” Anna said.

      “I mean exactly that. I guess this sleuthing gene runs in the family. Who would have imagined that?”

      Anna chuckled. “I definitely didn’t go looking for it. The murder case came to me.”

      “That’s how it all starts,” Connie warned.

      “How is married life treating you, little cousin?”

      Anna could practically hear the smile on the other end of the line. “It’s even more amazing than I thought it would be. Of course, there are some adjustments, especially since I waited until I was thirty-seven to get married, but Zach is great.”

      Anna’s heart swelled. “I’m so happy for you, Connie.”

      “So, I’m dying of curiosity. What could possibly be so urgent that you wanted to talk as soon as possible? Don’t tell me you’re involved in another investigation, and you’re stuck,” Connie said.

      “Well… not exactly. It’s more like an old investigation that you know about all too well.”

      There was a loud silence on the other end of the line as Anna gave Connie a moment to process what she had just said.

      “You’re talking about Bella,” Connie said. “I had a feeling that once you settled into Seagull Cove, you’d start poking around the details surrounding her death. When we talked last November, it was clear that you had some suspicions regarding Bella’s death.” When Anna had been in Florida for Connie’s wedding, they discussed Anna’s unresolved questions about her sister’s boating accident.

      “Promise me that you won’t breathe a word of what I’m doing to anyone,” Anna said. “I don’t want the whole family worrying about me and thinking I’m delusional. I wouldn’t put it past my parents to leave their retirement home in New Hampshire and move to Seagull Cove just to keep an eye on me.”

      “I promise, Anna. It will be our secret.”

      “I considered confiding in Gianna, but she’s so busy with the twins, and I don’t want to worry her. She’d feel compelled to help me, and this is something I need to do alone.”

      “I understand. You’re probably right. But if you should ever need a shoulder to lean on, she’s a strong woman.”

      “I know. We’ll see what happens. I’ll eventually catch her up on things, especially if I have more to report. For now, I don’t want her to be worried. Or worse, to get her hopes up.”

      “Like yours are?” Connie asked.

      “I have to admit, I’ve discovered a few things that have raised my hopes that Bella could be alive. I thought you would be the perfect person to bounce them off.”

      “Before we get into the details, I hear that your shop is a smashing success,” Connie said. “Congratulations!”

      “It was slow going the first couple of weeks because of Marcus’s murder. But ever since Old Joe Wiggins and I solved the case, the store has been super busy.”

      “Old Joe Wiggins?”

      Anna chuckled. “Yeah. He’s only sixty, but he has an old soul, so that’s what a lot of people in town call him. He’s actually quite youthful in some ways.”

      “I love it.”

      “Joe is a retired private investigator, so that’s been helpful, both with Marcus’s murder and with the mystery of Bella’s accident. He lives above my shop.”

      “That’s great!” Connie said. “It sounds like you’ve already made some great friends in Seagull Cove.” Anna briefly told her about Velma, Sonja, Rosie, Ruthie, and the others whom she had enjoyed getting to know.

      “So, before I collapse of suspense, tell me what makes you think Bella could still be alive.”

      Anna took a deep breath and shifted on the hard rock.

      “At the grand opening of my ice cream shop on Memorial Day Weekend, I met Joe Wiggins. He asked why my shop was named Bella’s Dream if my name was Anna.”

      “That’s a logical question,” Connie said.

      “For sure. I told him about Bella’s boating accident and how it had always been her dream to open an ice cream shop that hosted opportunities for the community to gather. Then I brought him to a framed picture of Bella, which hangs by the counter. He informed me that he thought he saw Bella across the street on the morning of my grand opening.”

      “What?! He had to have been mistaken.”

      “That was my initial thought, but Velma assured me that Joe has a sharp eye. They’ve been friends since they were kids, and she said that he has always had keen observation skills, which were further sharpened during his career as a P.I. He’s a trustworthy source. Of course, he said he couldn’t be sure it was Bella and encouraged me to forget what he said, once he found out about Bella’s boating accident. But how can I, Connie, if there’s even a glimmer of hope?”

      “That doesn’t make sense, though. Why would Bella come within feet of your shop and not reveal herself? If she is alive, that would not only mean that she is following your life, but that she is free to go wherever she wants.”

      “I have no idea, Connie. It would likely mean that she staged her death and wants everyone to believe she is dead, but I can’t imagine why she would do that. It’s not like she has some sort of shady past. If she had been a lawyer who prosecuted members of the Mafia, or something like that, it would make more sense. It truly is puzzling. I managed to convince Joe to come with me by boat to the spot of her accident.”

      “What did he say about it?”

      “He said that if someone were going to stage their own death, that would be the perfect place to do it. Bella’s body wasn’t found, and the location of her accident wasn’t that far from shore. She easily could have staged the accident and swam to shore. And that’s not all. I outright asked Joe whether if Bella were his sister, he would investigate further.”

      “And?”

      “He said that he’d feel compelled to find answers.”

      There was a long silence.

      “Connie, are you there?”

      “Yeah, I’m here. Wow.”

      “It’s still a long shot, Connie, but I have to pursue this.”

      “I can’t say that I blame you. If it were Gi, I would feel the same way.”

      “I knew you’d understand. But promise me again that you won’t tell any of our parents.”

      “I promise,” Connie said. “But you have to promise me that you’ll be careful. You could be walking into an extremely dangerous situation.” Connie let out a sharp breath. “It’s ironic, I’m usually on the receiving end of that advice. Now I understand why everyone is always worried about me whenever I’m working on a case.”

      “I promise. Even though I’ve only known Joe for a short time, he watches out for me.”

      “That takes a load off my mind,” Connie said.

      “I feel better already, Connie. I needed to say all this aloud to someone who knows me well and who also knew Bella. And someone with some mad sleuthing skills,” Anna added. “What do you think I should do next? I’ve been contemplating my next move for more than a month, and I’m stuck.”

      Connie let out another deep breath. “I don’t know, Anna. Can you talk to the police about your suspicions?”

      “Not yet. I think I need some evidence before I do that. Or at least more information.”

      “You’re probably right,” Connie said. “Hey, I just had a thought. Wasn’t there a reporter who covered Bella’s boating accident? I can’t think of his name, but I remember reading his articles. Your parents once said that they personally thanked him for his compassionate coverage of the investigation and for respecting their privacy during the initial days after the accident.”

      “You’re right,” Anna said. “I can’t remember his name, either, but I’m sure I can find it easily enough. His articles should be archived at the library.”

      “I would start there,” Connie said.

      Anna took a deep breath. “This is going to be hard. I haven’t read those articles since the accident more than four years ago.”

      “Are you sure you’re up for it?” Connie asked.

      “It’ll be tough, but it’s something I need to do. Maybe if I read them with new eyes, it will spark something. At the very least, I can find the name of the reporter. Thanks, Connie. That’s what I’m going to do.”

      “If you need anything, including just a shoulder to lean on, call any time.”

      “Thanks. And I hope to see you in Seagull Cove sometime in the near future. Perhaps you and Zach could take a second honeymoon.”

      “I’d love that,” Connie said. “Right now, I’m sitting by the pier looking out at the Gulf of Mexico.”

      Anna smiled. “And I’m down at the cove looking onto the Atlantic Ocean.”

      “I’ll grab my paddle board and meet you for lunch,” Connie said, jokingly.

      “Great, I’ll see you at noon!”

      “Love you, Anna.”

      “Love you, too, Connie. And thanks.”

      By the time her conversation with her cousin ended, Anna felt as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She now had a plan.

      There were still more than two hours before Anna needed to open Bella’s Dream. Judging from what promised to be another hot day, Anna fully expected to be busy from opening until closing. The hot summer weather was definitely good for the ice cream business.

      There was no point in putting off her difficult task. She started walking toward the library to begin rereading the articles on Bella’s death and to find the name of the reporter who covered it. She strolled up Main Street and had just passed her shop when she heard a loud, piercing scream.

      Anna’s walk turned into a jog as she rushed in the direction of the scream. But she couldn’t tell where exactly it came from.

      Anna frantically scanned the area. After a few seconds, she looked up at the window of an office located above a clothing boutique and discovered the source of the scream. It was Olivia, one of her high-school-aged employees. The young woman sobbed as she covered her face with her hands.

      Anna pushed open the green wooden door that led to a staircase, which she hoped would bring her to where Olivia was standing. She took the stairs two by two and burst through the door to the second floor office. It didn’t take long to see what caused Olivia’s reaction.

      On the floor in front of a large wooden desk was a man who appeared to be in his late twenties, surrounded by blood. Anna went over to check his pulse, but it was pointless. The man was dead.

      Anna looked up at Olivia. “I’m so sorry.”

      Tears streamed from the teenager’s brown eyes. “That’s my Uncle Luke.”
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      Anna rushed toward Olivia, and, placing her arm around the teenager’s shoulders, turned her away from her uncle’s corpse. Olivia’s body trembled beneath Anna’s arm.

      “What are you doing here?” Anna asked.

      “This is my uncle’s office. My mother sent me to pick something up that she left at his house last night. When I got here, I found him like this.”

      The first thing Anna did was call 9-1-1. Then she glanced around the office.

      The furniture in the office was sparse. The wooden desk, which was placed in the center of the room, faced the door. Two wingbacked chairs were set up conversation style, facing the desk. In addition to the front door, which Anna had come through, there was a back door leading to a fire escape.

      As she was comforting Olivia, Anna surveyed the rest of the small office. The body was on the floor between the desk and the back exit. Lying next to it was a golf club, which, as far as Anna could tell with her limited knowledge of golf, looked to be a driver. The business end was covered with blood. Fortunately for Olivia, the body was on its stomach, and not all of the wounds were fully visible, but it was clear that Luke had been struck multiple times with the club.

      Anna noticed a white bowl with the name “Casper” printed on it in royal blue on the floor next to the back door. Casper was a feral cat that Anna, as well as many of the business owners on Main Street, had befriended. A lump formed in Anna’s throat as she realized that, not only was the victim Olivia’s uncle, but he had been a friend of Casper’s.

      Her observations were interrupted by a new wave of sobbing from Olivia, whose head was now buried in Anna’s shoulder. She caressed the teen’s head. As Anna was trying to decide whether to remove Olivia from the scene or to wait there until the police arrived, she heard a siren approaching in the distance.

      Within a couple of minutes, two EMTs were racing onto the scene, followed right after by Joe Wiggins.

      Anna motioned to Joe that she was going to take Olivia to Bella’s Dream. The shop wasn’t due to open for another couple of hours, so there would be plenty of privacy. Somehow Anna needed to calm the distraught teen.

      “Can you tell Charlie where we’ll be?” Anna asked. She knew Detective Charlie Doyle would arrive at any moment, but she needed to get Olivia out of there.

      Joe nodded solemnly.

      She ushered Olivia across the street and into Bella’s Dream. “I’m so sorry about your uncle, Olivia,” Anna said with her arm still draped around the teenager’s shoulders. “Why don’t we call your mother?”

      Olivia nodded and handed Anna her cell phone. “I can’t do it. I don’t think I’ll be able to get the words out. Will you call her for me?”

      “Of course I will.”

      Olivia called up the contact that said “Mom” and handed the phone to Anna. “She’s down at Mile Long Beach taking a walk, so she’s not that far away.”

      “At least she won’t have to drive.” Anna said a silent prayer for the strength to break this awful news to Olivia’s mother and pressed the call button.

      “Hi, honey,” came a woman’s voice through the phone.

      “Mrs. Montgomery, this is Anna McBride, Olivia’s employer.”

      “Oh, yes, hi, Anna. Please, call me Ellen.” Then her tone changed. “Wait, why are you calling me on my daughter’s phone? Is Olivia okay?”

      “Yes, Olivia is completely fine. I mean, nothing has happened to Olivia. I mean, physically she is okay.” This wasn’t going well. Anna took a deep breath. “Olivia is safe and sound, but I’m afraid I have some bad news about Olivia’s uncle, Luke,” Anna said, since she was unsure if Luke was Ellen’s brother or brother-in-law.

      “What happened to Luke?” Ellen asked.

      “I’m afraid that Luke was attacked,” Anna preferred to tell Ellen in person that he had been killed, if possible. “Could you come to Bella’s Dream right away? Olivia is quite upset.”

      “Is Luke okay? Should I meet him at the hospital?”

      Anna swallowed hard. “That won’t be necessary. Why don’t you come to my shop, and we can talk in person?”

      Ellen disconnected the call, and within five minutes a woman whom Anna presumed to be Ellen, was jogging down the street in the direction of Bella’s Dream. She stopped in front of the shop, and Anna and Olivia went out to the sidewalk to meet her. Ellen’s eyes darted between Olivia and the scene across the street, which now included two police cars, as well as a truck from Seagull Cove Fire Rescue. A police officer was taping off the scene around the building with yellow crime-scene tape.

      Ellen sprinted in the direction of the crime scene.

      Anna stepped outside and called her name, but it was too late. Ellen had already crossed the street, causing the driver of an oncoming car to sound its horn, as he narrowly missed Ellen.

      Anna watched heavy-hearted as Ellen broke through the tape and raced into the building that housed Luke’s office. The police officer chased after her. Anna hoped that either the police or Joe would stop her before she saw the body.

      Olivia started toward the building, but Anna stopped her. “Don’t go back in there, Olivia. Someone will bring your mother to you.”

      Sure enough, within a couple of minutes, Detective Charlie Doyle was escorting Ellen across the street and toward Bella’s Dream. Charlie, too, looked as if he were on the verge of tears.

      “I am so sorry, Ellen,” Anna said, meeting Ellen halfway across the street. She looped her arm through the distraught woman’s, so that she could help Charlie accompany her toward the shop.

      Olivia ran to her mother as soon as they reached the sidewalk, and the two broke down in each other’s arms.

      Anna had to choke back the tears as she watched the mother and daughter grieve their loved one. She couldn’t help but think of the times she had been on the receiving end of news like that. First after her fiancé Ian’s fatal car accident. Then, six years later, when she received the news of Bella’s boating accident.

      All four went inside and sat at a table in the dining room. Anna brought Olivia and her mother each a glass of water and placed a box of tissues on the table.

      Anna’s ice cream shop had two sections. One contained the ice cream counter and cash register, with a small office in back. It had floor-to-ceiling windows, which overlooked Main Street, with a glass door in the middle. There was a small bistro table in front of each window. A cased opening separated the first section from a spacious dining room. It also had floor-to-ceiling windows facing Main Street. The far wall was lined with booths, while rectangular wooden tables were sprinkled throughout the rest of the room.

      Ellen and Olivia were sitting at a four-top in the middle of the dining room. They sat next to one another, facing the windows and watching the flurry of activity that was taking place across the street. Anna and Charlie sat across from them.

      “We need to call Dad,” Olivia said.

      “Let’s give him a few minutes. He’s dropping off your brother and sister at summer camp right now. We should wait until he’s done.”

      Olivia nodded.

      “Ellen, I need to get back across the street,” Charlie said. “I’ll come back here as soon as I can.”

      Anna glanced at the strawberry ice cream cone wall clock. It was only 9:30. At least they still had some time before she had to open the shop.

      “I’m so sorry,” Anna said, after Charlie left. “I know there are no words that can bring you comfort.”

      “Things were going so well for Uncle Luke,” Olivia said.

      “I know, sweetie.” Ellen looked blankly at Anna. “My little brother got himself into some trouble a few years ago, but he had pulled himself out of it. We were all so proud of him, and optimistic about his future.”

      Olivia looked directly into Anna’s eyes. “Someone murdered him, didn’t they, Anna?”

      “How would Anna know that?” Ellen asked. Then, a look of understanding spread across her face. “Oh, that’s right. You and Old Joe solved Marcus Grady’s murder. I suppose you know a thing or two about murder.”

      “I wouldn’t say that. That was the first investigation I was ever involved with, and I had a lot of help from Joe. I’m sure Charlie will tell you more as soon as he can. Did you see the body?”

      Ellen shook her head. “Charlie stopped me before I could get in there.”

      “I think it’s safe to say that your brother was murdered,” Anna said. Nobody could do that to himself.

      “It had to be somebody from his past,” Olivia said. “I’ll bet Nina killed my uncle.”

      Anna gave them a puzzled look.

      “As I said before, my brother got into some trouble a few years ago. To make a long story short, when Luke was in college, he injured his back pretty badly in a football game. He eventually underwent surgery, and his back mended, but he ended up with an addiction to the painkillers he had been prescribed. That led to a couple of bad years, but last year, he finally sought the help that he needed.”

      “It was awful,” Olivia said. “Those were terrible years. I was young, but I remember it all. Uncle Luke wasn’t himself for a long time. We barely heard from him during that time.”

      “When he finally reached back out to us, he had hit bottom and checked himself into a detox facility,” Ellen said. “He moved in with us for little while after he finished the program. He got his life back on track, made amends to all those he hurt, and, a year ago, he embarked on a career as an independent insurance agent. We were all hoping this would be a new beginning for him.”

      “Even Detective Doyle was proud of him,” Olivia said.

      “That’s right,” Ellen said. “Charlie took Luke under his wing once he got out of rehab. They’ve been having breakfast together once a week before work ever since. Charlie was a true mentor for Luke.”

      That explained why Charlie had looked as if he were having a hard time keeping it together.

      “Who is Nina?” Anna asked.

      “She’s Luke’s ex-girlfriend,” Ellen said. “They were together during the time that Luke was addicted to drugs. She recently tried to get back together with him, but Luke had already moved on.”

      “Has Nina cleaned up her life?” Anna asked.

      Ellen nodded. “According to Luke, she checked herself into a rehab shortly after he did. But I’m glad they didn’t get back together. She was never right for my brother, even if she had gotten clean. According to Luke, she didn’t take it well that he refused to get back together. But why would he? He was happy with his new girlfriend.” A fresh wave of tears streamed down Ellen’s face. “Nicole is going to be devastated.”

      Anna was about to ask whether Ellen and Olivia knew of any other enemies that Luke had, but she bit her tongue. There was no reason to ask. Anna was not getting involved in another murder investigation. Marcus Grady’s case was a one-time thing, because it directly affected her ice cream shop. Besides, she had too much on her plate with her new business and her questions about Bella’s accident.

      Not to mention that Joe would never go for it. She wouldn’t investigate alone, and she would already be pushing her luck when she asked if Joe would come with her to talk to the journalist who covered Bella’s death.

      She didn’t dare ask him for two major favors.
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      At about 10:30, Charlie trudged back to Bella’s Dream. Although he had only arrived on the scene a couple of hours ago, he looked as though he had been working all night.

      “You look like you could use a break,” Anna said, pulling out a chair across from Ellen and Olivia. “Sit down, and I’ll get you some water.”

      Charlie nodded and sat while Anna fetched four bottles of water from the mini-fridge in her office.

      When she returned, Ellen was asking Charlie who he thought did this to Luke.

      Charlie shook his head. “I wish I could tell you. I just don’t understand. Everything seemed to be going so well for Luke. His business was beginning to take off, and he had a girlfriend whom he loved and who was good for him.”

      “I like her, too,” Olivia said.

      “Charlie was a godsend during those first few fragile months, after Luke came home,” Ellen said. “Just knowing that Luke had someone outside the family looking out for him was such a relief.”

      Charlie swallowed hard. “It was a privilege. I enjoyed our weekly breakfasts. Luke was trying hard to make up for the past few years. Nothing was more important to him than being a good boyfriend to Nicole and a good brother and uncle to you two. He was becoming a real asset to the Seagull Cove community.”

      Olivia rested her head on her mother’s shoulder.

      “I’m so sorry,” was all that Anna could think of to say. Moments like these were particularly challenging, because they brought to the surface Anna’s own grief.

      While they were talking, Velma arrived for her shift.

      Ellen pulled her cell phone from her pocket and glanced at the time. “I didn’t realize it was so late. You’re opening in five minutes. Why don’t we leave you to it?”

      Velma gave Olivia a comforting hug. “I’m so sorry, Olivia. I heard what happened.”

      Olivia returned her hug.

      “We’d better drive to your father’s office and break the news to him,” Ellen said. “I don’t want him hearing about this from anyone else.”

      “Mom, I’m scheduled to work at 11:00,” Olivia said.

      “I’m sure Anna doesn’t expect you to work today, sweetie.”

      “Of course not. Don’t even think about it, Olivia. Take as much time off as you need.”

      “We’ll get coverage for your shifts,” Velma said. “Right now, you need to be with your family.”

      “Well, okay then. You’re probably right. My brother and sister are going to be crushed when they hear that Uncle Luke died. I should be there for them.”

      Alex, Anna’s other employee who was scheduled that day, came in next.

      “I guess we should go, then,” Ellen said, and the two somberly walked out the door.

      “I should get back over there, too,” Charlie said. “It’s going to be a long day.”

      Alex looked at Anna and Velma with
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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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