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      Trixie brushed the back of her hand against her damp forehead and picked up the glass coffeepot. She made the rounds of her tables, pouring coffee and asking the obligatory, “How’s everyone doing here?” Then she made another round with the water pitcher. It was a normal Monday morning in Justice, Idaho.

      She adjusted the green apron, pulled on over a black tank top and khaki capris. Her clothes were functional, right down the neon pink running shoes.

      The hummers were buzzing the fuchsia baskets out on the deck, the blue jays sat in the pines rising above it, cawing at the tourists eating breakfast out there and the born again group in the corner were discussing the town’s goings on. They annoyed her. She preferred the tourists. Marsha was covering the other half of Rudy’s Cafe.

      Rudy was at the grill, just where he liked to be. He liked the cooking part of the cafe, but had little patience for most of the customers. He left that to the waitstaff.

      He set two plates up on the pick up shelf and yelled “Order up Trixie”, dinging the bell at the same time. Then he was gone, back to work on the next order.

      Trixie dumped a pile of dirty dishes into the bin and grabbed the two plates he’d just finished. Bacon, eggs and a cinnamon roll on one, a stack of blueberry pancakes and apple sausage on the other. For the two strangers out on the patio.

      Tourists, she guessed by their clothes. Shorts, tank tops and hiking boots. The woman had a bandana folded around her neck. The guy had a baseball cap sitting on the table next to him. Why did people put their gross sweaty hats on the table anyway? Well, she’d seen worse things.

      She wasn’t sure anything could top the woman changing her baby’s poopy diaper on the table when there was a perfectly good changing table in the rest room. If there was anything worse, she really didn’t want to know.

      She put the plates down in front of the tourists and asked, “Can I get you anything else?” The smell of blooming honeysuckle almost overpowered the bacon. Almost.

      “You wouldn’t happen to know a good place for dinner around here, would you?” asked the man.

      “Well, there’s Max’s Pizza if you want something casual. If you want food that’s a little fancier there’s the Lakeview Restaurant, over at the resort,” she said.

      “Thank you,” said the woman.

      Trixie heard roaring coming from inside. She went back in and glanced around, hands on her hips.

      “The bible says no such thing,” yelled Samuel Smith. He was standing, both hands on the table and looking down at all the other men like a CEO in a business meeting. Or at least like one on TV.

      “Yes, it does,” said John Sanderson. “I read it, just last night.”

      “Impossible,” roared Samuel.

      “Gentlemen,” said Trixie, before the idiots could pull their handguns. She hated open carry law. “I’m sure this is a fascinating conversation, but could you please keep it down. The other good folks here would like to continue their own conversations.”

      She stood demurely with her right side towards Smith. He was the worst troublemaker. If she made eye contact, he’d consider it a challenge and go ballistic. She’d seen it happen before. Those born agains didn’t take orders from women. One would think the jerks lived in the 1800’s.

      “Excuse me, Ma’am, I guess I got a little excited,” he said, sitting down, but there was an edge to his voice that said he wasn’t backing down from the argument.

      “Well, we just like to keep everybody happy here,” she said.

      “Even those two?” asked Gregor, pointing to Cedric and Gabe, sitting at a table across the cafe.

      There were lots of tables in between, many where two people sat, but she knew who he was talking about. The born agains couldn’t stand anyone who was different from them, didn’t even try to understand.

      “I don’t ask people about their sex lives. No one’s sex lives are any of my business, not even yours. It’s my job to just serve the food, not judge anyone. If I don’t do my job, I get fired. And I’ve got hungry mouths to feed. I can’t afford to get fired gentlemen.”

      She turned and walked towards the kitchen, hoping they’d get the not judging anyone part. Didn’t it say something in the bible about not judging people? But they only quoted the bible when it served their purposes. They were small minded people and sometimes she hated them. But there was no leaving town. Not with her sister in hospice care and Trixie about to become a surrogate mom to her niece and nephew.

      Anger roiled around in her belly as she went through the rest of her shift. She tried to find humor wherever she could, but today was a failure.

      At noon, Carrie took over for her. Trixie signed out, counted her tips and grabbed her helmet and purse and walked out into the sunshine.

      She glanced at the headlines of the Coeur d’Alene Press in the metal and plastic newspaper box out on the street.

      ‘Idaho’s Church of Jesus Denies Climate Change. The Rapture Will Come First, They Say’

      She shook her head and read the first line.

      ‘Jesus is coming,’ said church elder Samuel Smith. ‘We don’t need to worry about the climate changing. We should concentrate on living pious lives. Eternity in heaven is more important than anything. Definitely more important than taking care of this planet. We’ll leave this mess to the unbelievers. They’ll get what they deserve.’

      Well, that said a lot. She looked at the parking lot filled with Hummers and huge SUV’s and several monster pickups. Only a couple of the guys used all that horsepower, she knew.

      She strapped the helmet on and unlocked her mountain bike from the rack. It took her about five minutes to get to Tahlia’s house. Julia and Jason wouldn’t be home from school for three and a half hours. She flopped down on Tahlia’s off white poofy couch. It felt like such a relief to have time to herself. She’d never planned on having kids and it was taking all her time and zapping her energy, while she adjusted.

      That and watching her sister die of cancer.

      Trixie breathed in the strange smell of the house. She’d only lived here for a couple of months, once it was clear Tahlia couldn’t take care of the kids by herself. Before that Trixie lived in a rental. You didn’t buy houses on waitress’ incomes. Not these days. Not even in little tourist towns.

      She should probably clean up, do laundry or dishes. She should go see Tahlia, but she spent all day yesterday with her. And she didn’t want to. Only two months and she was already tired of taking care of everyone. How would she even survive till the kids made it through the next four and five years of grade school?

      She needed to get out of here. Go do something for herself.

      Trixie grabbed a small pack, filled her water bottle, stuffed in some food and changed to long pants and a long sleeved shirt and a different pair of running shoes. Then she got her car keys and locked up.

      She drove to the nearest trailhead, which took all of seven minutes, parked and started walking. This part of the forest was dark and even a little damp still. It was early in the year though. Almost summer, but still spring. The scents of dark soil and pine filled her nostrils. This part of the forest was filled with quaking aspens mixed with pines.

      She hiked for an hour straight, walking quickly, trying to clear her head. The trail kept going up. She found herself next to a hot meadow surrounded by a grove of aspen. She sat in the meadow for a bit, just basking in the sun and watching dragonflies and bees buzz around her. The dark purple Lupine and wild pink Geraniums were filled with insects looking for pollen.

      Finally, she got too hot and wandered through the aspen, looking at the lovely tree bark and breathing in the deep earthy scent.

      That was when she saw it.

      It stared at her.

      She stared back, fascinated and unable to stop looking at it.

      It didn’t seem threatening. Tall, maybe nine, ten feet. Sort of a gray-green color with whorls on its skin, or perhaps they were clothes, which blended in to the trees’ bark like camouflage. And it had no hair, completely bald. It was surrounded by the smell of blood, that iron tanginess.”

      Trixie didn’t feel afraid.

      “What are you?”

      “Soul Harvester,” it said, looking at her with deep, dark eyes.

      Trixie grabbed her sweater and pulled it tight to protect herself, “You don’t want mine.” She backed away slowly.

      “No. Not yours, but your kind, yes.”

      Trixie shivered.

      Trixie was torn between wanting to know more and wanting to run as fast as she could.

      The being gave out an exhalation of breath that reminded Trixie of her late mother.

      “We seek the destroyers of the planet.”

      That meant probably half the town.

      Trixie backed off into the meadow and then turned and ran the entire way to the trailhead. She could barely breathe at the bottom and had to stand bent over to catch her breath.

      Her hand shook as she drove back to town and to the school. No way was she going to let the kids walk home.

      Parents milled around outside the school, worried looks on their faces.

      “They took Dottie and Dan Henckle, right from the bank,” said one. “Gone, vanished as if they’d never been. Poof.”

      “I haven’t been able to get in touch with Frank,” said another, about her husband.

      Someone else said, “It’s all over the news, half the world is disappearing.”

      “This wasn’t quite the Rapture I was thinking of,” said a fourth person.

      The bell rang and children poured out the school doors, scooped up by parents and rushed off. Trixie spotted Jason, waiting for Julia to come from her class. She hugged him.

      He asked, “Is something wrong? I thought we were supposed to walk home. Is Mom okay?”

      “I just wanted to pick you up. I haven’t heard anything about your Mom, but maybe we should go visit.”

      “Okay,” he said, sadly.

      “Don’t you want to?”

      “Yeah. It’s just hard to look at her. She’s so sick.”

      “Yeah, she is.”

      He nodded.

      Julia came out of the building, dwarfed by the huge backpack she was struggling to put on.

      Trixie grabbed the backpack from her and said, “Hi. How come your backpack’s so heavy.”

      “Library day,” said Julia, letting Trixie take the backpack. “Mr. Knutson let me check out as many books as I could carry. I got thirty-three.”

      They piled into Trixie’s car and headed to the Peaceful Valley Hospice. The drive was forty five minutes and Trixie’s fingers were itching to turn the news on.

      But she didn’t. Part of her wanted to know what was going on and another part felt overwhelmed with the huge issue of dealing with her sister’s dying.

      So she chatted with the kids about their day.

      The Hospice sat in a small open valley which baked in the sun. It had originally been a fishing and hunting resort. The main building was completely built of logs and looked grand. The smaller buildings which housed the visitors were small and intimate, of more modern construction.

      They entered Tahlia’s cabin. A nurse and another hospice worker were in what would have been the kitchen area.

      “Hello,” said Trixie.

      “Well, good afternoon,” said June, the hospice worker.

      “Hi,” said Julia and Jason.

      “How is she today?” asked Trixie.

      The nurse, Sarah, said, “She’s in good spirits, but quiet.”

      They went in to the bedroom. Tahlia was lying down in the bed. She didn’t look much different from yesterday, thin and weak. Unlike the big sister she had known all her life.

      “Julia, Jason,” she whispered in a raspy voice.

      “Mom, hi,” Julia said.

      “Hi,” said Jason.

      They both hugged her being careful of the tubes that controlled her pain meds. Julia sat on her bed. Jason sat in the chair next to her, holding her hand.

      Trixie pulled up a chair nearby.

      “I didn’t expect you,” said Tahlia. “Since you came yesterday. But I’m so glad to see all of you.”

      They talked for about an hour. The nurse checked the drip and chatted. Then they left for home and homework and dinner and baths and bed.

      Trixie was off the next day. An idea had been brewing in the back of her consciousness since yesterday afternoon.

      She didn’t read the paper or turn on the news. She didn’t really want to know about the world right now. Not while her sister was dying. Tahlia hadn’t eaten for five days and the drip wasn’t providing much liquid. Just pain meds. She didn’t drink anything yesterday. There wasn’t much time left. Only a day or two.

      Trixie drove to the trailhead and ran up the trail as far as she could, then walked quickly the rest of the way to the meadow and the aspen grove.

      “Are you here? Please be here,” she said, as loud as she could without yelling.

      “I need your help,” she finally yelled.

      There was no answer except the breeze blowing through the quaking aspen.

      She walked back down the trail, got in her car and drove to town. She didn’t want to go to Rudy’s. She might get asked to work and she already spent enough time there. So she ended up going into the Sunshine Bakery and ordering a piece of pie.

      “How’s your sister doing?” asked Marie from behind the counter.

      “Not good. She’s only got a couple of days.”

      “I’m so sorry. Do you need to talk?”

      Trixie shook her head.

      “Well, you call me if you do. Sometimes it helps. It helped me when George died.”

      “Thanks Marie. I will,” said Trixie. She sat down at the little cafe table with her huckleberry pie and vanilla ice cream and ate, staring at the headlines of the paper.

      ‘Mass hysteria worldwide. People vanishing everywhere. The President and Vice President have disappeared. The Prime Minister of Britain is gone. Fortune 500 CEO’s missing.’

      Trixie looked out the window at the street. There was no mass hysteria here. A few less vehicles lined the streets, a few less people shopping. It looked like a normal weekday morning.

      After the pie, she decided to look in at Rudy’s after all. She walked down the street, noticed businesses looked open as usual. Only a couple were closed. In Rudy’s things looked normal. She waved at Karen who was making more coffee and serving the lunch crowd. And it was crowded.

      She left and walked through the park, sitting on a bench by the wading pool, watching the little kids splash and screech and the moms gossip.

      Trixie didn’t want to go back to Tahlia’s empty house. If her sister did die, then the insurance would pay off the house. It would probably be easier for the kids to stay there. But Trixie couldn’t. It hurt too much. No, she needed to sell the house and live somewhere else. The kids would have to come with her. They’d stay in town. They’d go to the same school. Just a different house, one without the looming loss of her sister and their mom.

      Then it dawned on Trixie where she might find the being she was looking for. Or one of them.

      She got in her car and drove to the edge of town. There it stood, taking up land the size of two city blocks. The massive monument to gaudiness, the Church of Jesus. Built with angles no building should have to endure, it stood three stories high, dwarfing the nearby buildings. And to make matters worse, it was painted neon orange.

      The parking lot was filled with huge cars, SUV’s and pickups. The sign board out front read, in large letters THE RAPTURE IS HERE!

      She got out of her car and walked towards the building.

      Trixie saw no one around, except two little boys, sitting on the curb, watching a trail of ants.

      “Hi,” she said.

      “Hi.”

      She went inside the cool building and walked towards what looked like the main section. She saw no one inside the church. She continued to wander the halls and came upon a room with the door closed. She opened it and found five women sitting at a table, weeping. About sixty kids were in the room. The young ones mostly playing, the older kids sitting around looking bored.

      “Where is everyone?” she asked.

      “Gone, to the Rapture,” said one of the women.

      “Why are you here?”

      “We were left behind.”

      “What’s going to happen to all the kids?”

      One of the women, the oldest one, said, “What does it matter? We’ve been waiting our whole lives and God doesn’t want us.”

      The others nodded in agreement.

      Trixie opened her mouth and shut it again. There would be no reasoning with them right now. She walked down the hallways of the huge building. The rest of it was empty. The aliens had come and gone.

      She went back out to her car. The little boys on the sidewalk went inside the church. Trixie got on her cell and called the sheriff’s office.

      “Oh hi, Gwen. There’s a situation here at the Church of Jesus. I think you need to send CPS or someone over. There a lot of kids here whose parents have disappeared. They’re going to need homes.”

      “What?” said Gwen, her voice more husky than usual.

      “Kids who need homes,” said Trixie.

      “Oh crap,” said Gwen, irritation rising in her voice. “Trixie we’ve got a lot of situations going on at the moment. It’ll have to wait a couple of hours. Everyone’s out dealing with the mess these disappearances have caused.”

      “What else is going on?” asked Trixie.

      “Now you know I can’t tell you. But if I were you, I’d go home and stay there. Okay, I gotta go.

      “Do you know where the aliens are?” asked Trixie quickly before Jess could hang up.

      “How’d you know about the aliens?”

      “I met one, up in the woods.”

      “And you’re still here? Lucky girl.”

      “They didn’t want me. Do you know where they are? It’s important.”

      “I shouldn’t tell you this. You didn’t hear it from me, but if I were you, I’d avoid going to the big new car dealership out on Wingate Road.”

      “You mean halfway to Trout’s Landing?”

      “That’d be the one.”

      “Okay, thanks,” said Trixie.

      “You be careful.”

      “I will. I’m about to become a Mom, remember?”

      “Oh yeah. I’m sorry about that.” Gwen hung up.

      Trixie got in her car and headed out of town on Wingate Road. It only took fifteen minutes to make it to the car dealership, but when she arrived, everything was chaos.

      There were two police cars, trying to direct traffic, and several tow trucks removing empty cars from the road. Trixie pulled into the parking lot at Lou’s Diner, across the street and parked. Everyone was standing outside the diner, watching the ruckus.

      She waved and crossed the two lane road over to the dealership. It was busy for a Tuesday and it looked like they’d just got a new shipment of cars. One of those big trucks pulling a double decker trailer loaded with bright, shiny new cars sat in the back of the parking lot.

      Trixie walked inside the showroom and saw several aliens. People were running everywhere, screaming. The aliens would chase one of them down, touch them and the person would disappear.

      “Excuse me,” she said to one of them, “but can I ask you a question?”

      The creature turned to look at her, as if taking her measure and finally said, “Yes.”

      “If you’re taking these souls, harvesting the souls of people who no longer belong on this earth, then can you reverse or give back the soul of someone who does, but who’s dying?”

      Trixie continued, “Well, my sister’s dying. She’s only got a day or two left. She’s just a little older than me and she has two young kids who need her. She’s a good person, a kind person. A nurse, someone who works to save people’s lives. She doesn’t deserve to die. Can you change that?”

      The alien just stared at her.

      “Ookay,” said Trixie. “Then I should go now.”

      By now the place was eerily quiet, except for the sobbing of a receptionist.

      Trixie shivered and ran out the door and all the way to her car.

      She drove back to Tahlia’s house and parked her car in the driveway. Inside, she decided to wash a load of clothes and run a load of dishes. Get the place tidied up a little. It was the last week of school and probably the last week of her sister’s life.

      After she cleaned up, she set an alarm for fifteen minutes before the kids would arrive home and went to her bedroom and put her head under her pillow. And cried herself to sleep.

      She called the hospice. Nothing had changed. Tahlia was getting weaker.

      She’d pick up the kids after school today and go see her. There was no telling when she’d die. The aliens might or might not be able to do anything. It had been a long shot, but she’d had to try.

      Trixie spent the day on the phone with friends of the kids’ moms trying to arrange for swapping childcare over the summer break. The house would be paid for by the insurance payoff after Tahlia died, but Trixie would still need to work to pay for other things. Food, gas for the car, electricity, clothes for everyone, all sorts of things she wasn’t used to paying for or even thinking about.

      She picked Julia and Jason up at the school and drove to the hospice. They were both very quiet. It must be hell to be at the end of the school year and everyone was happy, you were supposed to be happy, but have a huge amount of grief about your mother dying. Not that there was a good time for your mother to die.

      They went to Tahlia’s cabin. Inside stood two nurses, two of the volunteers and Tahlia’s doctor.

      There weren’t usually that many people around. That couldn’t mean anything good.

      Dr. Allen saw them and said, “I don’t understand this.” She was shaking her head and smiling.

      Behind the Dr. Trixie could see Tahlia sitting up and eating. She looked far less pale than yesterday, although still fragile.

      One of the nurses, Barb, said to Trixie, “She’s been eating all day. Woke up this morning as if the past few weeks haven’t happened.”

      Dr. Allen said, “We did tests and the cancer is gone. Completely gone. I have no idea why.”

      Trixie’s mouth fell open and she just stood there.

      Jason and Julia were hugging Tahlia. They clearly sensed the difference.

      The aliens must have done it. They killed her cancer.

      Trixie began to cry, at first just a little, then heaving great sobs. Carrie, one of the volunteer hospice workers came to her and held her.

      When Trixie was done, Carrie said to her, “Well, you didn’t expect that, did you?”

      The Dr. and one of the nurses left. Barb, the remaining nurse, began taking the tubes out of Tahlia’s arm. Tahlia smiled up at Trixie.

      Carrie said, “You know she’ll still need a lot of help with everything for quite a while. There’ll be a lot of physical therapy.”

      “But she’s alive and she’ll heal. That’s what counts,” said Trixie.

      “Yes, it does,” said Carrie.

      They spent a couple of hours at the hospice, then left for home.

      Before she got in the car, Trixie asked, “You two up for pizza?”

      “I’ve got lots of homework,” said Jason. “It’ll take till bedtime.” His face drooped.

      “I don’t remember having that much homework in second grade.”

      “You were lucky,” he said. “There shouldn’t be homework on the last week of school.”

      She called Max’s and ordered a pizza to go.

      It was quiet in town. Fewer streets lined the cars. Max’s was nearly empty when she picked up the pizza.

      Trixie, Julia and Jason celebrated quietly at home with pizza, and root beer floats for dessert.

      “Good thing your Mom’s not coming home till next week,” said Trixie. “Once school’s out, we need to give this place a thorough cleaning. It’s gross.”

      “Is she really going to come home?” asked Jason.

      “Yes, yes she is. She’s been healed.”

      “How?” asked Julia. “Everyone said she was going to die.”

      “Well, we’re all going to die, it’s just a matter of when. But I think the aliens healed her.”

      “The same aliens who took the President away?” asked Julia.

      “Yup, those aliens.”

      “I’m glad Mommy’s coming home,” said Julia.

      “I think we all are. We’ve got to do our best to appreciate everyone we love, as well as this planet we live on.”

      “Is that why you ride your bike to work?” asked Jason.

      “You’re pretty smart, you know that?”

      He smiled.

      The next morning Trixie had an early shift so she dropped the kids at the neighbors at 6:45 where they’d stay till it was time to walk to school. They seemed much happier this morning. Tahlia’s recovery must seem more real to them.

      Trixie made it to work by 7:00.

      The cafe was packed. Jillian was already working.

      It was three hours later before Trixie had a chance to look up again. The breakfast rush was slowing. Tourist season was apparently in full swing and not hampered by the aliens’ presence on Earth.

      Trixie had just given water and menus to a couple out on the deck, when someone tapped her on the shoulder. She turned around to see Gwen standing behind her.

      “Hi Gwen, do you need a table?”

      “No, I need a new life. I could use a cup of coffee, but I really came to talk to you.”

      “Okay, why don’t you go sit at the counter and I’ll get you a cup. For here or to go?”

      “Better make it to go.”

      Gwen sat at the counter and Trixie filled a paper cup with coffee and set it on the counter, putting a lid next to it.

      “What did you need to talk to me about?” asked Trixie, leaning on the counter.

      “Well, you remember all those kids you told me about at the church yesterday?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Well, it’s my happy job to help CPS find temporary, or maybe permanent homes for them. CPS is sort of overwhelmed, you can imagine what’s happening in the larger cities, if this many kids in our small town have lost their parents.”

      “Yeah, it must be a mess.”

      “So, I know your life is completely hell right now, but I’ve come to ask if you could possibly take a kid or two off my hands,” said Gwen.

      “Well, my life is not completely hell right now. Tahlia’s cancer is gone. She’ll be coming home next week.”

      “No,” said Gwen, with an amazed look on her face. “How?”

      “The aliens. I asked them.”

      “You talked to one of them? Oh my god girl, are you crazy?”

      “It was worth a shot.”

      Gwen shifted on the stool and sipped her coffee. “Wow. Well that made my day. So, she’s going to be okay?”

      “The Dr. thinks so. It’ll take some time.”

      “Huh,” she said. “So, I’m guessing you can’t take any kids for me.”

      “I don’t know. Let me think about it, and ask Jason and Julia. And Tahlia.”

      “Okay, well, I’d better get back to the madhouse,” she pulled some cash out of her pocket and said, “Thanks for the coffee. And I’m so glad to hear about Tahlia! Wow.”

      Gwen left the cafe and Trixie rang up her coffee and put the change in the tip jar.

      While she worked the rest of her shift, Trixie rolled Gwen’s request around in her mind, as she listened to customers’ gossip and read the scroll on the news headlines from the TV that hung on the wall over the counter.

      “1/8 of World’s population missing. Aliens haven’t been sighted in 12 hours. Governments in chaos. Wall Street Closed. Nearly all the nation’s businesses undergoing reconstruction. Leading climate change theorists speculate on what population drop means to the environment. ‘It’s all good,’ says one.”

      The more Trixie thought about it, the more firm she felt that taking in a child or two was the right thing to do. Tahlia had a large house. Both Jason and Julia had huge rooms. If they were willing to share, there would be space.

      After her shift, she rode her bike home. She slipped the bike in Tahlia’s garage and shut it. She had some numbers to crunch, to see if she could support five or six people. It might be a long time, or perhaps never, before her sister could work again. But Trixie thought it was possible to make finances work.

      She caught a glimpse of a greenish gray being in the back yard, among the trees.

      It didn’t say anything, just disappeared as if it had never been there.

      A goodbye.

      And a new beginning.
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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.


