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      Falling Down the Rabbit Hole…

      

      Alicia's grandmother is missing and she’s the only one who believes she’s still alive. With the funeral days away, Alicia goes on the search to find her and prove everyone wrong.

      

      But soon, Alicia falls into a wondrous world she couldn’t have imagined. Throw in two handsome shifters and a magician who loves tea and Allison’s got her hands full.

      

      When the Red Queen demands retribution, how will Allison cope with the loss of one of her loves? Has the hunt for her grandmother caused more harm than good?
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      Nearly two hours of highway driving, a half a dozen back roads, and one curvy long ass street—nothing about the route to my grandmother’s had changed—but everything else had. The backs of my eyes hurt from all the crying I’d done since I found out she was missing. Nights of not sleeping well and a boulder constantly sat on my chest. I clutched the steering wheel as I took the double-Deadman’s curve faster than I should have. My fingers tightening on the steering wheel as the truck whipped around the corner. I just couldn’t believe that she was gone.

      Partly because they hadn’t found her body yet. Bile burned my throat just thinking about what might have happened to her.

      Blanca and Rose, my best friends slept on the seat next to me. They’d offered to be my support. Gran’s funeral was in two days, but I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t around anymore.

      My pickup truck crunched to a stop in front of the familiar brick house. Patches of paint peeled in long sheets along the paneling, hanging like tattered scarfs over sun-bleached shutters that now looked grayer than the bright blue I remembered. When had the place started looking so rundown? How many years had it been since I was here last?

      I climbed out of the truck, tucking my purse under my arm, and shuddered as I approached the wooden steps leading up to the long porch that wrapped around half the house. Would her house feel different without her? Would I know if she was really dead like everyone said once I stepped inside? I still couldn’t believe my thin grandma with her white wiry hair and personality that outshone the moon could be gone without a word or any sign of struggle according to the police. Just disappeared into nothing and no one knew where she—

      “You okay?” Blanca opened the truck’s door. Beside her, Rose yawned, rubbed her eyes.

      “Do I have to answer?”

      “No, of course not.” Blanca rushed forward and gripped me in an iron hug. For such a petite girl with dark hair and pale skin, she could crush ribs if she wanted in her embraces.

      “We’re here for you no matter what,” Rose added.

      Trying to lighten the mood, I forced a smile. “Oh, did you pack a lot of party clothes and bikinis for after the funeral?”

      She shrugged. “Who knows what will happen on our mini-vacation. It’s spring break. Plus, there might be college men around.” Her auburn eyebrows waggled.

      “Really, Rose?” Only she could think about guys morning, noon, and night, no matter if the world was falling apart. Still, she was always one to live life to the fullest. Which was strange since she was the bookworm among us and worked in a library.

      But she had a point with the clothes. What did you wear to search for a grandmother who’d vanished without a trace? The internet said most missing persons were located within forty-eight hours. Mine still wasn’t found, and I had to do something about it.

      Tears threatened and clenched my fists, fighting to pull myself together. Mom had been a basket-case since Grandma disappeared; she didn’t need me breaking down into a thousand pieces too. I let out a breath. Besides, I was here to make things better. Not that they could get any worse than they already were.

      “Let’s get our bags inside.” I yanked out one of the bags from the back of the truck.

      Blanca grinned. “Yes, then we can take a quick tour of the area and decide where to search first.” She pulled out another duffle bag, then went up the steps to the house.

      “Great idea,” Rose said, grunting when she hefted her bag out of the back of the pickup. “But as soon as it’s dark and we can’t see to search, we’re checking out any college parties, right?”

      “It’s spring break.” I adjusted my pack over my shoulder. “There might not be anybody around.”

      “Not everyone can afford a vacation.” Rose shook her finger. Then she lowered her voice, “Besides, Blanca is still mooning over David and we’ve got to get her over him ASAP.”

      Blanca set her bag down heavy next to the front door. “No matter what you two are whispering, I know it has to be bad, so I decline on principle.”

      “Nope, can’t go back on your word.” Rose struggled with her bag. Had she brought a mountain of books as well as clothes? “You agreed to help Alicia find her grandmother and have fun when we could.”

      “I know, I just—” She bit her lip and I knew she had to be thinking about her breakup with David.

      “It’s settled then.” I stepped past Blanca and pushed the doorbell. Somehow, I’d make this whole week up to my friends. They deserved to go to parties and meet college guys and hang out, not look for a seventy-year-old woman who should be baking pies with sugar-coated lattice top crusts.

      The bell echoed hollowly from inside the home. Strangeness settled in my gut to ring the doorbell as Grams always had her door unlocked, even when the neighborhood population exploded with the new campus down the road. But I didn’t feel right just marching inside without her here. Blanca smiled encouragingly. Rose rolled her eyes, set her heavy bag down with a thunk, and peeked at her cell.

      With a click, the door flew open. Mom stood there with dust and pollen particles swirling into the spring air. But the heat from inside the house nearly knocked me over. “I expected you three hours ago.”

      “Sorry, Mom.” I didn’t add that I had to stop twice on the way here to rush to the bathroom and throw up. “We’re here now. Where do you want us to put our things?”

      Mom plowed inside, calling over her shoulder. “Well, I doubt any of you can fix a fridge? Dad’s out back with it. But what are we going to do with all the food everyone from Grams’ church and our other relatives will be here any minute?”

      “I can take a look.” Rose shoved her duffle bag at me and I gasped under the weight. A sharp edge of a book hit me between my ribs. Yup, the girl packed half her library in here.

      Inside Grams’ house was as hot as the back of her oven on Thanksgiving Day, Mom scanned all three of us, but her gaze lingered on my rumpled T-shirt and shorts. “All of you need to change. And please check on your dad to see if you can get the fridge running again.” She fanned herself with her hand.

      How much time did I have before Grams’ house filled up with family members who hadn’t bothered to come to her house for years? I swallowed as a lump pressed into my throat. I’d been so busy with graduation and being a freshman at the University that I hadn’t been here in two years… or three? I unfolded my arms, taking a quick glance at my watch. Two o’clock. The funeral was set for four, so I figured everyone would show up here in half an hour or so, then we’d carpool over to the funeral home.

      Numbness crawled into my gut. My grams couldn’t be gone…dead. She couldn’t be.

      “Hey, Alicia, are you all right?” Rose shoved her phone into her back pocket and touched my arm.

      I pulled away. Too much sympathy and I’d crumble. “So, want to find my dad, then we’ll get changed?” Knowing Dad, he’d put us all to work and ruin our dresses anyway.

      “Sure,” Blanca said while Rose nodded.

      A bang thundered from the back of the house followed by a thumping like someone beating a metal drum with a hammer.

      I headed outside, the screen door banging shut behind Blanca and Rose. “Dad?”

      In front of Grams’ huge, old-timey looking fridge, Dad knelt. Sweat coated the back of his green shirt to his skin and he looked like he was about to rip the door off the refrigerator. He adjusted his hold on the pliers. “Hey, Caterpillar.”

      “Daaad,” I groaned at the nickname. “Don’t call me that.”

      “I sense a story here.” Rose tapped a finger to her cheek and even Blanca fought not to laugh.

      “It’s nothing. I went through puberty badly.” Like blond wannabe Goth girl meets a creature with ears too big for her head, stringy hair, and a puffed-up chipmunk with a mouth full of nuts.

      “Who turned into a beautiful butterfly.” Dad grinned. “Can you hand me the fan over there?”

      I lifted the metal and carried the blade to him.

      “Okay, hold this in place while I screw in the middle,” he said.

      Blanca picked up the bolts and handed them to my dad while I kept the fan in place. Meanwhile, Rose grabbed a broom and swept the bottom of the refrigerator’s grate free of dirt and spider webs.

      “That should do it.” Dad put the grate back on, then the cover. “Now let’s see if this ancient thing will work.” He clicked the switch. A humming vibrated through the machine so hard that I thought the fridge was going to break apart. Then something clicked and the shaking calmed some.

      “Praise the gods of modern appliances. And thank you all for your help.” Dad dusted his hands off on his shorts, then gave me a one-armed hug. “Really didn’t want to think about tuna sandwiches or macaroni salad left out in this heat.”

      “Any time.” I squeezed him back. “Uh…Mom says we’ve got to get ready the church and relatives are due any moment.”

      “Great friends you’ve got, Caterpillar.” He nodded to them. “Thanks for coming up on the drive with her and staying. I know it’s no fun to be here for a funeral, but maybe you three can sneak off to a party later and forget about death for a bit. Just don’t get too wild.”

      “Don’t worry, we’re here to make sure she stays out of trouble.” Blanca winked but Rose elbowed her.

      Dad laughed. When he disappeared into the house, I snapped at Blanca, “What was that about?”

      “Sorry. I just get nervous when I talk to anyone’s parents.”

      “Jeez, Blanca, you’re nineteen, not a child. You’re free to live your life and do whatever you want.” Rose crossed her arms. “It’s that nasty step-mom of yours that won’t let you get your own place. And you cook and clean for her and your dad like a goddamn slave. What’s up with that?”

      “Give it a rest you two.” I stepped between them. “This week is not about ourselves. It’s about my grandmother and finding out what happened to her.”

      “You’re right. Sorry.” Blanca pushed her black hair off her shoulder.

      Rose shrugged. “So we find your old lady then party. Any idea on where she might have gone? Ooh, maybe she hooked up with a college professor and they took an early vacation.”

      “I hope you’ve figured it out.” I walked back into the house with them trailing after me. The blast of air feeling cool on my skin. “Let’s get unpacked and changed. The sooner we get this pre-wake meeting over, the better.”

      In the hallway, I pointed to the guest bedroom where Rose and Blanca would be sharing the space. There were two twin beds in there and a nightstand between them but not much else. I was taking my mom’s old room which was the smallest bedroom in the house. Usually, whenever I stayed here overnight as a kid, this was where I slept. I dragged my bag to the bed then sank on the mattress. On the wall was a picture of my grams and my mom when she was a teenager. My mom looked like me except her hair was darker. Grams’ hair was white and wavy like mine. We both had the same color eyes; one turquoise, the other bluer. Heterochromia. For most of my childhood, I’d wanted normal eyes like everyone else and my hair dark like my mom’s. As a teen, I’d had my first crush then heartbreak on the same day. Toby Daniels. I was fourteen when I asked him to the Sadie Hawkins Dance and his response was he didn’t like blonds. That weekend, I was so upset that my grandmother offered me a huge piece of chocolate if I told her what was wrong. After I explained everything, Grams showed me pictures of her as a young girl. Her blond hair was beautiful. When I said as much, she smiled and hugged me.

      “Love yourself as you are and others will too.”

      Tears filled my eyes blurring the faded flower wallpaper into blotches. Tears were dumb. They never solved anything or did any good. I wiped my eyes, willing my crying to stop. Grams had been gone two weeks. Over one hundred and twenty hours now, maybe longer since we didn’t realize she was missing until then. A knot formed in my stomach and I hunched over.

      As soon as I’d heard about Grams I wanted to leave college and come straight here. But Mom and Dad refused and since they were sporting the bill of my tuition including room and board, I had to bend a little. We agreed that I’d come here as soon as spring break started. Stupidly part of me hoped that Grams had met someone who whisked her away to a private island and the email she’d thought she’d sent was stuck in her draft folder. But she’d have called or returned by now.

      I blinked hard, another tear falling and hitting my bare leg. Bending down to untie my shoes, I paused. I had at least a half hour before people started showing up here to pay their respects. But no one knew Grams like I did. Every summer until I was a sophomore in high school I came here. Helped her in her garden while she told tales of magical places and princes. I knew how to make her famous sassafras tea or her sweet cornbread that was more like cake than the dry stuff Mom tried to make. I tapped my sneakers against the wood flooring. Maybe a quick run around would turn up a clue or something.

      In my heart, I believed I could find my grams. That the locals hadn’t looked hard enough. I stood, scrubbing the last remnants of tears from my face. The mirror showed my eyes were red and puffy.

      When a soft knock came from the doorway, I jumped.

      “Are you okay?” Blanca asked.

      “I will be. Once I find my grandmother.” I nodded. Even though I knew they were here to help me search, I wanted to do this first run alone. Let my instincts lead my feet.

      “Why aren’t you dressed yet?” Rose placed her hands on her hips. “The university is walking distance away so maybe a cute guy or three will come this evening.”

      Yeah, I seriously doubted that. “I-I just need some air for a bit. Do me a favor and cover for me? I won’t be long. Half an hour tops.”

      “We’ll go with you.” Rose’s dark eyes shined as she squeezed into the room and plopped on the bed. She and Blanca were already dressed. She wore a red mini-dress with a modest hem to her knees and sandals while Blanca wore a white sundress with lace garnishing the edges and red pumps.

      “No, no. You both are ready and I’m not.”

      “Let her do this.” Blanca cocked an eyebrow and leaned against the doorframe. “If we don’t, she’ll sneak out tonight and probably get lost or worse.” Then her cheeks reddened, her voice shaky. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to imply that’s what happened to your grandmother.”

      Fear collided with worry in my gut. But I put on a brave face. “It’s fine. I just need to go for a run.” And hope this was all a huge mistake. My grams would pop out from behind a tree and scare me like she did whenever we played hide-n-seek when I was little. That all of this was a huge prank. She’d pull me into her arms and declare today was Swedish April Fools in March or something. Some weird culture thing she’d never told anyone until she wanted.

      Just thinking about her again made my chest hurt and tears clouded my vision again. Damn it! I hated crying in front of anyone.

      “Thanks, guys, I’ll pay you back for this.” I dashed past Rose and out the door.

      Behind me, she said, “If you find any guys while you’re out, send them over here. Your mom’s got enough food to feed an army.”

      The patio door banged behind me as I ran down the porch steps.

      “Alicia!” Mom’s voice shouted but I kept going.

      I couldn’t stay there another second. Not without Grams. Not while I could hunt for her and everything in me said she was somewhere needing help. She wasn’t dead. She couldn't be. All I had to do was find her.
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      Outside, the spring evening air filled my lungs as I jogged down the street. Pine, freshly cut grass, and roses smelled divine, but I’d enjoy them more once I found my grandmother. She’d been the one to teach me things my full-time working mom never had time for. Like how to sew a button, improvise a recipe, and once she signed us both up with her mechanic to learn how to change the oil in a car and a flat tire. Dad, when he got back from his sales traveling that week was amazed when I’d shown him what I’d learned. Don’t get me wrong, I love my parents dearly. But Grams and I had a special bond. She’d taken care of me when I was a baby until I went to grade school while Mom and Dad were working. Then every summer, I was here until I thought I was too busy and mature for an old woman.

      I swallowed against my dry throat. “Grams?” I yelled out.

      A flock of crows in an oak tree took flight, startling me. I inhaled deeply to calm myself and kept running down the path toward the forest. What if she’d gotten lost…or even hurt and couldn’t call for help? My heart ached so hard I worried I would have a heart attack. No, I couldn’t think of Grams hurt or worse. I had to keep faith that I’d find her and everything would be fine.

      This notion that I would be the one to find and bring her home rang through me like a prophecy no matter if everyone else thought it was ridiculous.

      At a fork in the road, I twisted to the left, away from the college. Really didn’t want to have to deal with any college guys right now even if the campus was mostly empty because of spring break. Besides, I remember Grams saying she liked the quietness of the trees and always discovered something new when she went on her adventure walks as she called them. I remember her dragging me through forests and landscapes that seemed to go on forever. Or at least they appear that way when I was small. I’d get too tired and she’d have to carry me back to her house as I slept on her shoulder.

      The edge of the forest loomed before me and I shivered. Sunset would be in an hour but I could take a quick look around.

      “Grams?” I called out. “It’s me, Alicia.” Even though I knew she’d recognize my voice, the quietness of the tall trees and darkening canopy brought panic swelling in my chest.

      Nearby, a crunch sounded. I spun, my heart smacking against my ribcage. I glanced around to see if I could spot a clue or anything to show she’d been here recently despite my racing heart. Slowly, I inched forward, stepping over a crevice in the dirt. Trees and plants covered the area like this place had been untouched despite the college walking distance away. Vines suffocated a tree that had fallen over two feet away. I leapt over it. The wind whistling through the leaves, making me shiver. Had Mother Nature forgotten to turn off winter? I crossed my arms over my stomach, goosebumps covering my legs. My breaths came out in a white fog.

      This was totally messed up. The image of Grams cold and shivering made my steps quicken. I hiked another few yards, the temperature not warming. Seriously, what the he—”

      A screech echoed around me…coming from everywhere at once. A shadow dashed from tree to tree faster than I could track. Mountain Lion? I held back a shriek. My shaky hands going up to my throat. I stumbled back a few steps. No, couldn’t be, we were too far south. I reached to my hip to pull out my cell phone when I realized I’d left it at the house because my jogging shorts didn’t have a pocket.

      Shit! Here I was in the forest with no protection and no way to call for help.

      I pivoted so fast my sneakers skidded in the mud. A noise between a bellow and a roar broke the silence behind me. I ran.

      My lungs squeezed for air against my racing heart. But I didn’t stop. Didn’t turn and check if the thing chased me. Too many horror flicks where if the person looks behind them, they’re captured. I pumped my legs harder. My feet beating against the ground in a rapid rhythm. I had to get to Grams’ house. Bring back everyone with guns and flashlights and find out what that thing had been.

      Passing through the forest barrier, a stitch in my side had me slowing slightly. What was that thing? Had it…had it hurt my grandma? I covered my hand with my mouth as my stomach lurched.

      Another crunch like something had split a tree banged behind me like something big was chasing me. Is this what had happened to Grams? Bile shot into my throat. I had to get help. I ran. The police or National Guard need to get out here. Was the thing still chasing me? I peered over my shoulder and collided with someone and flew backward, landing on my ass. A scream erupted from my throat.

      “Alicia!” Rose grumbled, rubbing her shoulder. “What are you doing?” she asked, standing up then offering her hand to help me rise. “I thought you were going out for a jog not tromping through the forest.”

      “There was something in there…big.” With Rose by my side, my confidence increased. I didn’t see anything in the woods coming after us. “I don’t know what it was. Do you have your phone?”

      “Of course.” She pulled her cell out of her pocket. “Why?”

      I grabbed her hand and tugged her forward. “Come with me.” Figured whatever the creature was, couldn’t have gotten far and she could take a picture of it. Maybe whatever the animal was had taken my grandmother or she’d gotten scared like me and ran and was lost in the woods somewhere. We wouldn’t get too close, just enough to take a photo. That would be my proof to the authorities and a new search and investigation would have to take place and we’d find my grandma.

      “Alicia, wha—?” She stumbled after me.

      “Get your camera ready. There was a shadow…something huge in the trees.”

      For a long time, we hiked deeper into the forest until I found the spot of the fallen tree. Birds chirruped at us as if nothing was wrong. I spun in a circle, searching the treetops for the creature or even a hint of being there like a split tree branch or something. Nothing.

      “Sweetie, I know you’re stressed because of your grams missing and having to finish your exams before we could come out here, but I think you’re tired and must have hallucinated. There’s nothing here.” She replaced her phone. “It’s getting dark, we should head back to the house, okay?”

      Rubbing my arms, I nodded. Had I imagined something due to everything that had happened this week? And it didn’t seem like my grams was gone at all. Tomorrow, I’d return here and check the forest again and I’d bring my phone and mace or something. When I had a picture to show everyone about the huge creature, they’d believe me and maybe put out a new search for Grams. For now, I followed Rose back to the house hoping that I’d avoided the height of the condolences.
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      The house was packed with people, but I managed to squeeze past them and upstairs to the room I was staying in before Mom saw me and had a stroke that I wasn’t ready yet. At family events like this, I swore she acted like I was twelve instead of nineteen. Six months ago we went to my second cousin’s wedding and she kept going on and on about how I was in college and not dating a boy right now. Which made my cousin fume since she had dropped out of high school and her wedding dress strained against her pregnant stomach.

      I shut the bedroom door and found a pale yellow sundress with matching sandals that had tiny white daisies up the side laying across the bed. I grinned. Rose must have raided my pack and decided to loan me one of her many outfits. I’d tell her thank you.

      Quickly, I shrugged out of my shorts and shirt, wiped down with a cloth, and slipped into the dress. The sandals were cute but pinched my toes and heel a bit. Nothing that I couldn’t handle for an hour or so. I ran my brush through my hair letting the long blond waves fall down my back. Facing the mirror, I let out a sigh. Time to go entertain.

      Grams had been great at big crowds and parties. Me, I’d rather listen and learn than make small talk to strangers. I squared my shoulders and headed downstairs.

      “There you are.” Mom grasped my hand and led me to an overweight gentleman in a nineties’ three-piece suit with slicked back gray hair. “This is Pastor Hogan from Grams’ church. They’ve been praying and out helping search for her.”

      “Nice to meet you, Alicia.” He stuck out his thick-fingered hand.

      I shook his hand. “Same to you.”

      After Mom dragged me to meet a dozen different people and seconds later, I forgot their names, she finally ushered me to help clean up a toddler’s spilled plate. I slipped into the kitchen. Across the countertop were dishes of lasagna and spaghetti. Grams made the best and I already knew by looking at the varieties that none of these even came close. A wave of nausea rolled through me at the sight because this confirmed that everyone here believed Grams was…I couldn’t even think the word.

      I spun, catching the edge of the kitchen counter with my hip. “Shit!”

      Across the kitchen, in the living room, Mom’s head bobbed as two women spoke to her. But her gaze drifted over to me as if she’d heard my curse in a house full of mostly church people. I gave her an apologetic smile which she gave me a nod of her head. One crisis avoided. I didn’t need the pastor or anyone coming and lecturing me.

      A young girl about five flounced into the kitchen with an empty plate. “More, please.”

      Before I could say anything she pushed her plate into my hands. “All right. Which one do you want?”

      “The pie and cake,” she whispered as though the desserts were a huge secret.

      Would her folks be okay with that? I glanced into the living room trying to pair up who this child might belong to.

      “I hungry now. More please.” She tugged at my dress but her voice rose an octave.

      Eyeing her plate, there was a tomato sauce smear across it. “Well, I guess it’s okay since you already ate.” After she pointed out which of the two pies and three cakes she wanted, I gave her a small slice of both and set the plate on the table. Then I poured her a glass of milk as well.

      My own stomach rumbled, and I cut a big slab of chocolate cake for myself along with another glass of milk and sat across from her.

      “You ate all your dinner too?” she asked.

      Clever girl. “Something like that.”

      Dad weaved into the kitchen with dirty plates and set them in the sink. With a wink at me, he dove back into the crowd which thankfully was starting to thin out. Guess no one wanted to stay too late and get stuck washing all the dishes and cleaning up.

      “Done.” The little girl pushed her plate toward me then scrambled down, disappearing into the living room.

      I busied myself with cleaning off the table, packing the leftovers I was sure were going to turn green in the fridge, and started washing the dishes.

      “Need help?” Blanca asked coming up beside me.

      “Sure, want to dry?” Thirty minutes later we were done. “Where’s Rose? Skipping out on housework?” I joked.

      “I don’t know. Haven’t seen her since you both came bac—”

      A howl vibrated through the air, and I froze. Wolves? Out here? What if Rose had gone back outside hoping to check out the college? What if that thing I’d seen got to her like it might have Grams?

      A man stuffed in a too-small white shirt that showed patches of sweat blocked my path out of the kitchen. “Why you’re the spitting image of your grandmother.” He grinned, patting his blotchy face with a napkin.

      “Thanks.” My fingers tightened into fists while I struggled not to bolt. As soon as he turned away, I grabbed Blanca’s arm. We’d search the house first to make sure Rose was here or not, but my gut told me she was gone. “Come on, we’ve got to find Rose.”
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      Blanca and I searched the house for Rose and came up empty. I grabbed a flashlight and we stepped out into the night with Blanca on my heels.
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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.
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