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      It was another night spent awake, waiting for the rest of the city to join me. I sat on the windowsill, staring down the alley toward the street. When the first signs of life appeared below, I forced myself to return my focus back into the apartment, to the beautiful woman in my bed. Sometime that morning, she had fallen asleep with her face between the pillows that occupied my side of the bed. Beneath the worn sheet, I could see the outline of her limbs spread in all directions. Her hair cascaded across the bed. She’d been lying motionless for so long; I’d leaned down to check her breathing before moving to the window for some fresh air.

      It had been almost a month since the tour ended, almost a month since I’d been able to sleep more than a couple hours a night. Fall was settling into the city, but it was hard to tell from where I sat. The change was only noticeable in warmer attire on the people in the street and by the cold air rushing up Bay Street. Fall usually meant the start of smaller tours for Forever July. It meant we would be playing in clubs instead of in an amphitheater or an exposed stage on fairgrounds. It meant indoor toilets and bars with regular priced beer.

      Fall always held good things for me and for the band. It meant it would be the four of us out there, on the road. My mind went to the truck stop hotdogs. My legs were restless. My whole body ached for it. The magnetic calendar stuck to my fridge told me there were only twelve more days until we hit the road for two weeks. I couldn’t wait to get back in the van with the boys.  But I had to attend to one obligation first. There was just one thing to do before the good part.

      The wedding invitation was stuck with the only actual magnet I owned. It was The Avett Brothers magnet I’d picked up on the road somewhere. I’d been to so many places, I couldn’t remember what record store or even what town I bought it in.

      When the invitation appeared in my mailbox, I’d slapped it on the fridge even though I RSVP'd that I wouldn’t be able to attend. We had a show on that day, one I couldn’t get out of. The band had only been signed with our label a year and a half before I received the invitation. I wasn’t about to bail out of a label showcase.

      But then we were told the venue had changed to increase capacity, and the event switched to the weekend after the wedding. The showcase fit into our already established tour, with only a few minor adjustments. I couldn’t decide if the new date was a good thing or if it was a curse. Either way, I had no excuses left.

      I stared at the wedding invitation.

      The union of Tomasso Rizzo and Gillian Whittaker.

      Tomas was exactly ten months my senior. Everyone in our hometown called us The Twins until we hit high school. The nickname always sparked tension between us. We were nothing alike and were proud of that fact. Tomas was into sports, clothes, and money. I had my music, and that became my primary focus. Tomas went from one serious relationship to the next. I had called no one my girlfriend since leaving Nine Pines. 

      The wedding showed how different we were, how we were at opposite spectrums of life. He was settling down. I was moving forward. 

      I plucked the invitation from the fridge and held it over the trash can. I’d thought about telling them the show was still on, but I didn’t want to risk someone from the wedding party calling my bluff, snitching to my brother. Those things happened in Nine Pines. I might have continued waffling about going or not, but my grandma had called the night before to tell me how much she missed me, how she couldn’t wait to see me whenever I had time.

      I had to make time.

      One week, I told myself. I only had to get through one week and then it was back to the life I knew, the life that I built for myself.

      “Do you need a date?”

      I turned to face her, the woman from my bed. She ran a hand over her hair and then down over the bare, dark skin of her collarbone. The other hand gripped the sheet she had wrapped around her, barely covering her breasts. With the golden morning glow, she looked even more radiant than the night before.

      Layla was the type of woman I could take to Nine Pines. From what she told me over drinks, she was doing a medical residency at St. Michael's Hospital. She grew up in a small town, so she knew what they could be like. It became apparent in no time that she had a great sense of humour. She would have been a perfect fit.

      But a date to my brother's wedding meant a commitment I didn't have the capacity for. It was a commitment Layla deserved, and it was something I was incapable of. The band was my life and I had no interest in giving that up. I wouldn’t let Chase, Dylan, and Mo down.

      “No plus one,” I lied, before tossing the invitation onto the kitchen table face down. “I’m used to going solo for these things, anyway.”

      She nodded as she backed toward the bed. “Well, then I better give you something to think about while you’re there all alone, Mitchell Rizzo.”

      Being called by my first and last name wasn’t something I’d gotten used to yet. After the band took off, people came to know us all by our full names. When reporters and bloggers wrote articles or talked about us in interviews, they used both our first and last names. The other boys in Forever July said it didn’t bother them, but for me it was like grade school all over again. I wondered if I would ever get used to it.

      “Maybe you can write a song about me.” She winked and allowed the sheet to slip just a little lower on her breasts.

      I remembered how effortlessly we found each other the night before. She was standing outside the women's restroom holding her friends' drinks. I'd stopped in the corridor to text a few people to see where they were at. Camila was shooting some metal band across town for her magazine, Eternal Spin. None of the boys from our band came out that night. I wanted someone to change their mind. There were people at the bar I knew, but it wasn’t the same without Camila or the Forever July boys.

      When I glanced up from my phone, and I found her looking at me, I stopped typing out the message to Chase. After shoving my phone into my back pocket, I smiled. She smiled back. It was just that easy.

      “What’s wrong?” She asked as she pulled the sheet from her body. I couldn't think of anything else while staring at all the slopes and edges of her torso. I forgot about the wedding, about my brother, about all the things I’d been avoiding in Nine Pines. I took in the softness of her hips, the curves of her breasts, the way she licked her lips while looking me in the eye.

      “Nothing.” I smiled. “You’re perfect.”
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      The road curved twice, letting us know it was less than five minutes to the sign that said “Welcome to Nine Pines! Population: 19,001.” The day before Hazel and I moved to Toronto, we covered the town’s population with a poster board we spray painted with “18,999.” According to our friends who stayed in town, it took three weeks before the make-shift sign fell apart in the rain.

      “Almost home,” Hazel said, at the same spot she always did. It had become part of our ritual when heading back to town for a visit and something I looked forward to every time we crossed the border into Nine Pines. As she always did, Hazel turned off the music and said, “Are you ready for a high school reunion?”

      “I never am,” I admitted with a chuckle. As much as I enjoyed seeing my family and friends when we came back for a visit, coming home for any event meant answering a bunch of questions people already knew the answers to. They wanted to know how school was, how I liked living in the city, if I ever planned on moving back to Nine Pines, if I was dating anyone. My parents had given them the answers to all those questions time and time again. I knew, because she sent me an email every month with details of all the things that went on while I was away. If the town newspaper had a gossip column, my mother could have submitted those emails for publication.

      “Just remember, it’s only until next weekend. Nine days.” Hazel turned into my neighbourhood. Somehow autumn, with its warm colours, made that part of town look better than usual. Instead of looking at the cars rusting on bricks in driveways or the shingles curling on sagging rooftops, the massive old trees were the attention grabbers. There, in the oldest neighbourhood, the maples and oaks stood with thick trunks.

      “Nine days. For now.” I shifted to look at Hazel and said, “Until Christmas comes and then I’m back for good.”

      Two weeks before Christmas, when I finished my very last semester, I would be returning to our hometown permanently.

      Hazel kept her eyes forward. It was hard to tell if it was because I disappointed her with my decision or because she was sad to know our time together was ending. Everyone told us moving in together in Toronto would be a disaster, that friends living together was a horrible idea, but we’d become accustomed to each other's habits and knew how to avoid getting hurt by each other’s flaws. It turned out to be a better fit than anyone expected, but once I finished my last class in December, it would be over. Hazel had already started looking for another roommate to take over my bedroom in January.

      “That’s too far away. Right now, you’re in Nine Pines for nine days only. It’ll fly by with all the wedding stuff and then we're back to real life in the city.” Hazel eased the car along the curb in front of my childhood home. I glanced at the house, the extra cars in the driveway, the autumn wreath my mother put on the door every October.

      “Then, when I get back to the city, I need to tell my boss that I won’t be bar tending on weekends anymore, that they need to look for my replacement.” I sighed. I’d been putting off so much and now everything was rushing at me. I needed to take the break from school to relax and forget about all the obligations I could no longer avoid. I had nine days.

      “Stop. Don’t think about that. Only think about this week.” Hazel patted my knee with a chuckle before pushing her glasses up her nose.

      “I’ll try,” I groaned.

      “And you’ve got me this weekend and next week. Just five days without me,” Hazel told me.

      The plan had been that both of us would come back to town for the entire week together. We wanted to help out a friend who lost his father a couple months back and spend time with our families since we missed Thanksgiving the previous weekend. Thanks to reading week, I had no classes and Hazel's vacation had been approved.

      Until her boss decided her job was more important than family time.

      I gave her a hug before I climbed out of the car.

      After grabbing my bags from the back seat, I pushed the car door shut and stood facing her. “Tell Myles I’ll be by to take over a shift at the store tomorrow, so he can get a break.”

      “Will do.”

      I backed up onto the lawn, giving Hazel room to pull away from the curb. As she drove off, I turned to look at my parents’ house. There used to be a comfort in the chipping paint around the windows and the overgrown garden. I used to look at the house and think about all the wonderful memories, but that feeling had been replaced with glimpses of my future. Ones I wasn’t looking forward to.

      The front door opened before I could crunch through the fallen leaves on the lawn. My mother stood in the doorway with a smile on her face. I smiled and remembered why I decided to come back to Nine Pines once I finished school.

      My parents had done so much for me, allowed me to go to school, and found me opportunities to get out there. They deserved to be taken care of.

      “We didn’t think you’d be here until some time after dinner,” she said, coming down the steps to meet me with her arms outstretched. I dropped my duffle bags onto the floor and allowed her to squeeze me. She smelled like mild soap and a mix of flowery scents, a perfume she put on when we had guests.

      “Who’s here?” I asked as I reached down to pick up my bags.

      “Gillian, Amber, and Bonnie dropped by. There’s been a seating chart issue and I offered to help.” My mother took one of the duffle bags from my hand and said, “So, brace yourself. It’s intense in there.”

      The instant I crossed the threshold into the house, I wished Hazel and I had driven down later like we originally planned. I set my bag onto the hardwood floor and glanced through the living room into mayhem in the small dining room. Among the hutches full of collectable tea cups and my mother’s spoon collection, my cousins and aunt were in a panic.

      For three people, Bonnie, Amber, and Gillian could really fill a space with chaos. Gillian was shouting into her phone at the dining room table, shouting that everything was going to go to hell. Amber was laughing at her sister's panic. Their mother Bonnie was waving her arms in front of her as she told my dad how everything about the wedding was stressing her out and she needed a deep tissue massage.

      “Oh my god,” Gillian screamed at the sight of me. She dropped her phone on the table, grabbed my arm and said, “Help me. Everything’s a mess.”

      Her blonde hair bounced around with her fanatic movements. Her crystal blue eyes were wide with panic.

      “What’s going on?”

      “Tomas’ brother decided he is going to come to the wedding after saying he couldn't. So, we had to bump a groomsman, who then decided he and his girlfriend weren't going to come to the wedding at all. Now we have two empty chairs with no one to fill them, and on top of that Uncle Deon and Rima split. They both still want to come to the wedding, but to sit at different tables.” Gillian dragged me into our tiny, already crowded dining room to look at the Bristol board seating chart. “See? It’s a mess.”

      I glanced down, hoping to see a quick solution so the conversation could stop, but I noticed my name on a little sticky note on one side of the table, three seats down from the bride. Three seats down from the groom, on the opposite side of the table was a person I was not expecting.

      “Um...” I glanced up at Gillian.

      Her pale face was flushed, and she kept tugging on a strand of her hair. Her eyes widened. “Don’t tell me you brought a date. Actually, can you bring two dates and we can sit one with Rima and one with Deon?”

      “I thought I was walking down the aisle with Lucas,” I said. My brother and I planned a full, goofy dance to enter the reception with. If we had to be paired together, we would make a scene. As much as I wouldn’t miss dancing and walking the aisle with my brother, the name on the piece of paper made my entire body tense.

      Gillian rolled her eyes and said, “You’re paired up with Mitchell.”

      “I thought he was supposed to be on tour or something.” I tried to act cool, but the ridiculousness of the situation wasn’t lost on me. Mitchell Rizzo had been my brother’s friend. Mitchell Rizzo had barely acknowledged my existence when we were kids. Mitchell Rizzo had been my high school crush.

      “He’s back.” Gillian fanned at herself with a piece of paper from the table. “He’s just going to get in the way. Like, why is he even here? Mitchell and Tomas don’t even get along. This is going to be a disaster.”

      I stared at the seating chart on the table in front of me and wondered if her statement was foreshadowing.
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      Taking the wrong turn into my hometown was a reminder of how little I visited. As much as I wanted to blame it on distraction, the confusion came from the addition of a new stop sign and the fact I avoided Nine Pines as much as possible.

      It hasn’t been long enough, I thought to myself as I drove between the rows of now-empty cottages. The place has become so expensive because of people moving to Nine Pines from cities all over the province, it forced the locals to move further away from the lake's waterfront. I navigated the car away from the beaches and back into the heart of town, away from the area people knew from countless social media posts or articles about Ontario’s best beaches.

      According to the address he’d given me, Tomas had rented a house near the northernmost part of town. It turned out to be a tiny house on a large grass lot. There was a dog barking in the window that made me wonder if I’d pulled into the wrong driveway. While our conversations remained limited, I assumed he would have mentioned if he bought a dog. It was the kind of mundane thing we discussed when we did talk.

      The black Lab kept barking as I parked and made my way to the front stoop. I couldn’t help wondering if they would hear my knock over the dog’s noise. Someone should have already come to the door, I realized while knocking anyway. 

      As I waited, I glanced at the houses all around me. The only thing my brother and I had in common was the desire not to live and die in some suburban neighbourhood in Nine Pines. I knew it was a rental house, but I wondered why he hadn’t tried looking for an apartment downtown until he could get out of here. Tomas always talked about living on the coast. He wanted to be in B.C. so he could hike, climb, surf, and scuba dive.

      When the dog finally gave up, I did too. No one answered the door. I took the phone from my pocket and shot off a quick message, asking Tomas where he was. Despite my detour, I was right on time.

      His response came only seconds later.

      shit forgot ill be a bit

      I shook my head in disappointment as I typed out a response.

      i’ll be at gma’s.

      It shouldn’t have surprised me they forgot I would be there. I only got the invitation to the bachelor party a week before it happened, even though they picked a bar only a fifteen-minute streetcar ride from my place in Toronto. I tried not to think about it‌, but it replayed in my mind over and over as I drove across town to my grandma’s house.

      When I talked about going home to visit family, it was her little bungalow I spoke about. That tiny, two-bedroom house is where I was most comfortable. It would have been where I stayed for the week were it not for my aunt and uncle flying in from St. John’s for the wedding and taking the guest room.

      Before I put the car in park, my grandmother appeared on her front porch in a butter yellow sweater and the largest grin on her slender face. As I climbed out of the driver’s side, she waved and said, “I didn’t expect to see you yet.”

      “I went to Tomas’ house, but I guess he’s busy.” I leaned forward and planted a small kiss on her cheek. Giving her bony shoulder a squeeze, I said, “But that gives me extra time to come hang out with you.”

      “Have you called your mom or dad yet?” She asked as I opened the door for her. She used my hand to support herself as she stepped back inside the house.

      “Yup. Dad’s busy today. Mom said the key is in its usual place. I guess I’ll see them both eventually.” 

      We both knew it was a stretch.

      I cleared my throat before I went on. "I changed my mind. I'm going to stay at Mom's so I don’t get in Tomas' way."

      Instead of asking me anything else about them, she put a hand on my wrist. Her dark eyes bore into mine, as if she was trying to reassure me without words. She squeezed my arm and said, “I’m glad you’re back.”

      I could do without Nine Pines. I could also do without seeing my parents. The people left in town didn’t matter much to me, but I was glad to have the time with my grandmother.
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      The television was playing Jeopardy when my grandma fell asleep. I got up from the couch and cleaned up the dishes from the super basic dinner I had thrown together. I cleaned them and put them away. One less thing for her to worry about when she woke up.

      The house needed some love. It didn’t look like the kitchen floor had been swept in a while, so I did a few chores around the place before heading out to the sunroom outback. The place was full of plants. Every inch of window space was filled with them. In the far corner was the Monstera Deliciosa I’d taken a clipping from when I first moved to Toronto. I stroked one of its massive leaves before ducking beneath them to check the soil. It was perfect. Like the rest of the house, I feared the plants were neglected, but my grandmother loved that room and had devoted her life to growing her collection.

      She had some rare plants and she allowed me to take cuttings to sell online when things were getting expensive for me in the city. The last time I bought her a bus ticket into the city for a weekend, she’d been impressed by what I’d managed to grow in my own place. It wasn’t even close to what she’d created in her sunroom, but I loved it.

      I took the phone out of my pocket and texted my best friend, Chase, reminding him that I’d left the watering and care schedule on my kitchen table and to message me with questions. I didn’t want to go home to yellow leaves or aphids on everything, but texting him wasn’t necessary. Chase, the lead singer of our band Forever July, was easily the most responsible person I knew. The calendar on his phone would already have all the dates and times scheduled for watering. He would even have little notes about which to water, instead of worrying about the piece of paper I left with instructions. There was no reason to worry about him. The message was more for me. It was a reassurance somehow. 

      In the middle of typing out the text, an incoming call appeared on my screen from Tomas. I swiped to answer it.

      “Hey,” I said into the phone.

      “Little brother.” There was a lot of noise in the background, a lot of voices. By the sound of the dog barking in the background, I assumed he was finally home and he brought a bunch of people with him.

      “Where are you?” I asked, hoping he would tell me the truth.

      “Can you stay at Mom’s tonight?”

      “Yeah. I was planning on it.” I hoped he would understand I'd made the plan because he'd forgotten my arrival. 

      “Gillian and I want some alone time tonight.”

      They were about to spend the rest of their life together and they needed to have ‘alone time’ on the first day I was supposed to stay with them? I tightened my grip on my phone.

      “Mom’s not there. She’s staying with Todd. She said you can have the house for the week as long as you don’t fuck it up.”

      It sounded like Tomas and our mother talked longer than my mom and I had. 

      “Yeah, that's fine.”

      “And can you go to Lucas’ parents house when you’re leaving Grandma’s? Gillian forgot her wallet there. Can you bring it to the bar when you come tonight?”

      “Yeah, I guess.”

      “You’re the best. See you tonight.”

      He didn’t wait for a response before disconnecting the call. I shoved it back into my pocket. After a moment to calm down, I lumbered back into the living room where I found my grandma collecting her teacup from the table beside her.

      “Hey Grams, I have to go.” I took the mug from her and said, “I’ll be back tomorrow.”

      After making sure she had everything she needed and planting a kiss on her cheek, I grabbed my coat and my keys. She stood in the front window as I backed my car down the driveway. By the time I stopped, about five houses down, she’d already closed over the curtains.

      I left the car running as I jogged up to the front of Lucas Whittaker’s old house. By the time Lucas and I had established a solid friendship through bonding over our general dislike of everything, we were both in high school. I’d only been inside the Whittaker house a handful of times. Lucas didn’t like how his parents were always on his case about who he was hanging out with and where he was going at night. Since I’d never been good with adults, we always opted to hang out anywhere but at his house.

      As I knocked on the door, I wondered if they would even remember me.

      But I didn’t have to worry, because neither of his parents appeared. A doe-eyed, curvaceous woman answered the door. She stared at me but said nothing. It took me several seconds to realize why she looked so familiar.

      “Little Charlotte Whittaker?” I asked, eyebrows arched.

      “Yes.” She wrinkled her nose for a second. “But it’s Charlie. Not Charlotte.”

      From what I could remember, she’d always been shy. I didn’t think she'd ever said that many words to me before.

      While Lucas and I were in high school, Charlie was still in middle school. I hadn’t even known Lucas had a sister until she walked into the living room one day after school. She’d stared at me while munching on a carrot. Lucas asked if she wanted to play Mario Kart with us, but she’d just turned around and walked away.

      The few times I stopped by the Whittaker house after that, she’d always been hiding somewhere else, only appearing for food or drinks. Unlike some of my other friends’ siblings, she never hung around, never tried to tag along. She didn’t seem interested at all in what we were doing. 

      That round face staring up at me now was nothing like the awkward kid I remembered. She’d turned into a beautiful woman.

      I smiled. “Charlie. It’s been a long time.”

      “Yup.”

      “You’re still not a big talker, huh?”

      She shrugged.

      “I’m here to pick up Gillian’s wallet. She left it here.”

      “Oh.” She nodded and pushed auburn waves from her face. She left the door open while she walked down the hallway into the kitchen at the other end of the house. As she moved, I couldn’t help but notice she wasn’t a skinny kid who was all limbs anymore. Even beneath the baggy sweater, I could tell she had a figure that rivaled Marilyn Monroe’s. She wasn't nearly as tiny, but those curves...

      “Are you coming out to the Tavern tonight with the rest of the wedding party?” I asked her as she walked back toward me.

      She stretched out her hand, offering the wallet to me. “Doubt it. I wasn’t really planning on it.”

      There were beautiful women in town, but none would pique my interest the way she had by simply opening the door.

      “Come on. I heard you and I are pairing up for the wedding. We’re going to be walking down the aisle together, so it would only be right if we both show up.”

      Her cheeks flushed red.

      “I just mean, it would be cool if the whole wedding party was there. A ‘get to know each other’ thing before the big day,” I said, hoping to make her less uncomfortable.

      “We’ll see.” She took a step back from me. The space was deliberate. She put her hand on the door, letting me know the conversation was over. “Maybe I’ll see you there.”

      I took a step away, giving her the space she wanted. “If not, have a good night and I guess I’ll be seeing you around town.”

      She didn’t say anything else, but shut the door before I’d even turned away.
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      “Just come out,” I whined into the phone. “I don’t want to go to The Tavern alone.”

      The sound of The Goonies playing in the background told me she wouldn’t be leaving the house that night, but I had to try. When Hazel decided on a retro movie marathon, it meant she was in sweatpants, wearing no bra, and in bed for the night. She confirmed my suspicion with a solid, “Nope. Too bad.”

      “You’re mean,” I groaned, throwing myself back onto my childhood bed. I’d been trying to wear her down for almost ten minutes, and her responses were only becoming more solidified. We’d reached the point where I knew there was no winning.

      In true Hazel fashion, she chuckled into my ear. She didn’t see the point in continuing the argument.

      “Fine. I guess I’ll just go and embarrass myself in front of my high school crush all by myself,” I told her. It was a last ditch effort, but I couldn’t give up without at least trying it. I wouldn’t do anything to humiliate myself in front of Mitchell, but I was banking on Hazel feeling a shred of remorse for me.

      Hazel knew all about my crush on Mitchell. It started in middle school, when he and my brother began spending time together. Before that, he was just another guy in our very small town. Mitchell was mysterious in his own way. He didn’t seem interested
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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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