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      This is a collection that’s been bouncing around inside my head for many years. I wrote the first story Chocolate is My Destiny years ago. I loved the idea of an alliance of aliens (the Unity) coming to Earth and throwing everything into turmoil. Helping humans out, but also hindering them in unforeseen ways. I also loved the idea of a goofy love affair between Gwen and the Duveillian Ambassadors.

      Earlier this summer I decided to play some more in that world. Story ideas flowed into my brain and out my fingers. I’m hoping you’ll have as much fun reading them as I did writing them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Long Past Time

        

      

    

    
      Louisa gripped the coffee mug tightly as she navigated her way through the still unpacked boxes and opened the door to the Combination studio/sunroom/sealed in porch. The roasted scent of coffee wafted up to her nose doing what no aromatherapy could do: comfort, wake up, rich sensual flavor, focus. It mingled with the ever present oils and solvents of her studio. She flipped the fan on.

      Clutching the top of her sage colored bathrobe shut, she stared at the easel. There sat her latest painting. A scene of the lake that she’d integrate into the next holo to send out to her subscribers. But it needed a little more work.

      Her breath hovered in the air for a moment before dissipating and she shivered from the cold. It was seven and she could see the sun just beginning to rise. Winter would be here soon. She really should shell out some bucks and get the place wired instead of relying on solar, a generator and firewood.

      When she fled Seattle last year, just after Elliot died she came here. Chopping wood, raising most of her own produce and solitude had been what she needed then to grieve and heal.

      What is was doing for her now, Louisa wasn’t so sure about. She felt alone, lonely and too often, just plain bored.

      She didn’t know if she could handle another winter of waist deep snow. Still, she wasn’t ready to return to civilization, so much had changed when the Unity took over Earth.

      The influx of aliens from member planets of the Unity had made everything so complicated. It was possible for one group to be pleased and another to be offended by the same action. She couldn’t keep everything straight. The Tolpians wanted rules and regulations while the Catalpans could only function under less structure. The Sinosians were offended by any human who wouldn’t greet them with a hug, whereas the Duveilians didn’t ever want to be touched. Living out here was so much simpler.

      A deep-throated ‘rowl’ sounded at her feet as one of the cats rubbed around her legs.

      “Hey Marbles. You weren’t too happy last winter with all that snow either, were you?”

      The marbled yellow male rushed out the exterior cat door, chased by a streak of black. Nikka. Louisa had installed an outside cat door for the studio as well as another to let them pass from that room into the main part of the house. She didn’t usually heat the studio and usually left her door to the room closed. And it was cold in there during the winter with all that glass.

      Louisa sipped her coffee, rolling the intense flavor around in her mouth. Today her agent was coming with a group of clients who wanted to rent the guest cabins and spend some time with her. She’d told Jameson that one week was the most they could stay. She could stand anyone. For a week.

      The cabins had been on the property when she bought it. An old motel with log cabins and a slightly larger log house where the owner lived. Which was now her. The old owner retired and moved away. Louisa spent most of Elliot’s life insurance money to have everything renovated and updated slightly, and then moved in. Out here in the wilderness. She’d hoped her friends would come to visit. But they hadn’t been able to make it. None of them. Now she wasn’t sure if she had any friends.

      She loved her cats, but they didn’t make for great conversation. That’s what she missed about losing Elliot and her friends the most. So she’d finally conceded to Jameson’s request to participate in his art tourism program. Her first guests would be here in a couple of hours. Time to clean up a little.

      She shot a message to Terri, to make sure food would be delivered three times a day, and that Jameson had forwarded the guests food preferences to her. She contacted Sarah to make sure bedding and laundry would be taken care of and the cabins cleaned.

      Then Louisa carried all the boxes into her spare bedroom. The pile stood as high as her head, four boxes square. Did she really need all this stuff? Clearly she hadn’t used it in a year, just opening a box and rummaging through it trying to find something. She still hadn’t found her favorite tank top and now winter was closing in.

      She’d moved into the house, set up her painting supplies and thrown herself into her work. Trying to paint out her grief. Those first several paintings had been full of anger and darkness. At losing Elliot. At his long drawn out death from the poisons that humans had been polluting Earth with for a couple hundred years. Of course they affected everyone, but especially those who weren’t wealthy. And two artists who made a good living weren’t wealthy enough to buy the purest water and the purest food and the purest environment in which to live.

      Gradually her paintings became filled with life again. Jameson suggested she turn them into holos for people to cover walls with, giving them art and at least a small connection to nature. As Louisa did, the market for her work exploded. And within the last few months her bank account had as well. She found herself suddenly rich. Since she didn’t trust the money would last and didn’t know what to do with it anyway, Louisa stashed it all away.

      Two hours later she’d tidied up somewhat, showered and dressed. She decided to wear her everyday clothes: jeans, T-shirt, sweater and running shoes. Her old fashioned, official, work clothes. Even though she threw on a painting coverall, her jeans and shoes always ended up with paint on them, somehow.

      A huge white van pulled up in her driveway and all three cats flew in the cat door, making a thwap, thwap, thwap sound. She collected the week old coffee mugs and empty dinner plates and quickly shoved them all in the sink she’d had installed in the studio.

      Louisa opened the studio door and went down the steps to stand in the warm sun on the pine needle strewn ground. A breeze blew past, carrying the scent of sagebrush to her nose. Squirrels in the trees above chattered, scolding the guests. Jameson got out of the back seat and waved at her. A man she recognized as his assistant, Eric, got out of the driver’s seat.

      Then a massive blue creature ambled out of the back. It had eight legs, a short tail and a large, bulbous head, four squinty eyes and round ears. A Cassion.

      She stood, staring. It had never even occurred to her that her guests might be aliens. She hadn’t seen an alien for at least a year. There weren’t many way out here in Montana, and she never went anywhere. Her world had shrunk to the size of her property.

      She hoped her cabins and the food Terri brought would be acceptable.

      Following the Cassion were a cloud of Meazza. Knee high beings with black beetle-like bodies and hot pink wings. She vaguely remembered that they had excellent hearing and eyesight.

      She would need to spend some time looking up info about the two groups, so as to not do something stupid and offend them. She just hadn’t had to pay attention to aliens.

      Then out walked a nine foot tall humanoid with white skin on its face, a ruff of fur around the neck and large black eyes. Its body was fur was striped fur in a zebra pattern and it had a very long, striped tail. The alien was accompanied by a strong smell of peanut butter. She had no idea where it, no, he might be from. Very clearly a he.

      When everyone was out of the van she said, “Welcome to my home. I’m Louisa Gregory.”

      Jameson introduced everyone. The names went by so quickly, she couldn’t keep track of them, but she did manage to remember the Cassion, Tep, since he was the interpreter. One of the Meazza had chosen the name Faerie for its stay on earth. The Meazza didn’t have individual names on their world. She didn’t catch the names of the other six Meazza. They all looked identical to her, which made her feel racist, and guilty. And the humanoid was named Marriff.

      She was beginning to see that having guests was going to be a lot more work than she thought.

      She looked at Jameson for help. He shrugged and smiled at her. The bastard.

      Eric said, “Well, let’s get everyone settled in their cabins and unpacked.”

      Louisa said, “They’re all open and ready to go. I hope you all have what you need.”

      Eric opened the back of the van and handed luggage to the Cassion who took its bag with one of the front feet. The humanoid picked up a translucent ball. The Meazza flew behind everyone, chattering away, as they walked toward the cabins.

      When the Meazza had gone into their cabin, Louisa turned to Jameson and asked, “Why didn’t you warn me my guests were aliens?”

      “I didn’t want to worry you,” he said. “I know how you get.”

      “Well, what if I don’t have the right food? Or whatever?”

      “Don’t worry. Eric has taken care of everything with your caterer.”

      “Where is the humanoid from?” she asked, sighing.

      “He’s from Sartala.”

      “Sartala,” she said. “Isn’t that where the inhabitants wage war for sport and eat the losers?”

      “He’s a professor. Touring Earth to bring an understanding of our culture back to his people. I hardly think he’s going to eat anyone.”

      She looked back and saw the Cassion. His name was Tep. He was trying to squeeze through the door into his cabin. He barely made it inside. Where would he sit? She felt sure the bed would break and didn’t think he could even fit into the tiny bathroom.

      “Eric is staying, right?”

      “Sadly, no. I’ve got two gallery openings this week and I need him.”

      “I don’t think I can do this alone,” she said, tension running through her back muscles.

      “Sure you can. Just be yourself. Louisa, the artist. Everyone loves you.”

      She glared at him.

      Terri’s green catering van drove up. She got out and walked over.

      “Where do you want me to set up,” she asked.

      Louisa thought about her dining room. And her rickety wooden chairs. And the narrow path through the house to get to it.

      She pointed to the picnic table overlooking the lake.

      “I think it’s a great day for a picnic,” she said.

      “Great idea. Everyone loves a picnic,” said Terri, pulling a white apron over her head and wrapping the strings twice around her thin waist before tying it. She pulled her long brown hair back into a ponytail and got to work unloading a mountain of food.

      Someday, she’d have to paint Terri’s long, wavy hair. An image floated through her mind.

      “Whaaaat?” came screeching through the air.

      Louisa turned to the cabins. That high-pitched screech must be the Meazza. Of course she hadn’t heard the Sartalan speak yet.

      “I won’t sleep in the same cabin as that maniac!”

      One of the Meazza flew out of the cabin and hovered in the air, turning entirely blue.

      “Oh, oh,” said Jameson. “It’s never a good sign when they turn blue.”

      “Crap,” said Louisa. She rushed over to the cabin and asked, “Is there a problem?”

      “Daphne stole the bed with the red on it,” said the blue Meazza.

      “Red on it?” asked Louisa.

      “What do you call it? Sheet, blanket? You humans make distinctions about such silly things.” It crossed its front legs in a manner she could only interpret as dissatisfaction at best or disgust at worst.

      “Red bedspread?”

      “That’s it. He stole the red bedspread bed. After I claimed it. He’s so rude. I won’t sleep in the same cabin.”

      “Well, we only have three cabins,” said Louisa.

      Eric stuck his head out of the door and said, “I’ll ask Tep or Marriff if one of them will share. In a minute. After I get things settled in here.”

      The blue Meazza shrieked, “Not Marriff! You know how those Sartalan’s get. He’ll eat me.”

      It hovered, looking around, and then pointed a shaking front leg.

      Louisa turned around and looked behind her. Charlotte, her calico, was approaching with a dead squirrel in her mouth. She laid it at Louisa’s feet and began to bathe.

      The blue Meazza turned purple and asked, “What is that?” It’s voice was shaking.

      From the cabin, came more shrieking. She turned to see vanishing Meazza in a rainbow of colors. After even more shrieking, Eric stuck his head out. Jameson pointed to Charlotte and Eric nodded and returned inside the cabin, presumably to calm the aliens.

      Charlotte continued bathing, completely unconcerned.

      Louisa said, “Oh, that’s Charlotte. She’s my cat.”

      “No, it can’t be. It’s a quizza. Our natural enemy. We wiped them out eons ago.”

      “Well, we call them cats. On Earth they’re our companions. Three of them live here,” she said, firmly.

      “We can’t have this,” said a red Meazza, exiting the cabin. It looked warily at Charlotte.

      She recognized the voice as Faerie. She thought.

      Jameson said to her, “Perhaps you could lock them in one room of the house.”

      “No. Not possible.” She didn’t want to say it out loud, but they’d probably eat each other. Charlotte, lover cat that she was, did not get along with Nikka or Marbles. And all of them got cranky if locked inside the entire house, let alone one room. Last winter had been proof of that.

      The Sartalan came out of the cabin, his fur standing on end and that long tail, twitching. He walked up to the group, looked at Charlotte and squatted down, bending his double joints in such a way so he could be face to face with her.  Charlotte meowed a deep, deep meow. Her hunting voice. She cocked her head and swished her tail.

      Marriff spoke softly to Charlotte, his white face held no expression. She continued her meowing. It was almost as if she was telling him a story. Marriff’s tail curled up into a pile, almost like a striped snake. Then he picked up the dead squirrel and popped it into his mouth, fur and all. Crunchily chewed and swallowed it.

      “Thank you,” Mariff said, picked up Charlotte and walked down the path towards the picnic table, stroking the cat.

      Louisa could hear her purring.

      Terri rang a little triangle and yelled, “Come and get it.”

      Eric came out of the cabin and asked, “Time for lunch? I’m famished.”

      Louisa and Jameson looked at each other.

      Her appetite was gone.

      The Meazza flew toward the table so fast all Louisa saw was a ribbon of colors. Their disagreements and problems seemingly gone. Tep squeezed out of his cabin and lumbered down the path. Watching his blue behind bounce down the hill made Louisa want to laugh.

      Jameson and Eric followed him. She could hear them discussing details.

      She stood alone, realizing how little painting she’d get done this week. This was not going to work. Not at all.

      Lunch went surprisingly well. Louisa watched as the Meazza dove into their lime green soup, although she didn’t want to know what was in it. Marriff shared his raw meat with Charlotte. Tep happily ate salad greens. Buckets of them, along with some trout. While carrying on a conversation with Jameson about the current Neo-Duveillian movement in art.

      Eric sat beside her and after he sipped some of Terri’s lavender lemonade, he asked, “Are you going to survive the week?”

      “Is it that apparent?”

      “No, but Jameson told me you valued your solitude. That’s why you moved way out here. It just seems that someone who wants solitude wouldn’t invite a bunch of strangers to come visit for a week.”

      “I do need my solitude,” she said. “But I am missing people. And stimulating conversations. About art, the world, books, movies, books, music.” She shrugged.

      “You’re not eating.”

      “I sort of lost my appetite. The stress of wanting things to go well.”

      “I’ll try to check back with you and see if I can help. Contact me if you need to.”

      “Thanks,” she said. “Next time, if there is a next time, I’m going to require that Jameson hire someone to stay and help. If I don’t, I’ll never get any painting done.”

      “And that’s the important thing. You need to work, not like a lot of the artists he handles. They just want the attention.”

      “Yeah, I need to work.”

      Marriff turned to her and said, “I didn’t mean to listen in. We do not want to stop your work. We came to watch you paint. Please let us struggle with our own problems and do your painting. You humans are too, too,” he said, seeming to search for the right word. “accommodating.”

      “I’ll try,” she said.

      After lunch, Jameson and Eric drove off. Terri packed up and went back to her kitchen to finish dinner preparations. She promised to return with a canopy to put over the table to keep off the hot sun. Tep had gotten overheated and had to take a dip in the lake to cool down.

      Louisa asked everyone if they’d like to rest up before dinner.

      “No,” said Faerie. “We want to watch you paint.”

      “Yes, yes, yes,” said the rest of the Meazza.

      Marriff nodded.

      When Tep emerged from the water, he agreed.

      “Okay, I can try. I usually do my best painting in the morning. The light is better. But I didn’t get to it today.”

      They followed her to the studio. Tep couldn’t squeeze through the narrow door and watched standing on the concrete steps, looking in. “I’m fine,” he said. “I can see.”

      She added more highlights to the lake scene, the Meazza oohing and aahing in the background. The cats wandered in and out, with the Meazza only occasionally shrieking at them.

      In no time, Terri was back with the canopy and dinner.

      “Will you show us how you turn a painting into a holo?” asked Marriff.

      “Certainly. My computer does it actually. After I’ve finished a painting.”

      “We don’t have computers on my world. We don’t have technology as you would define it.”

      “How did you become a part of the Unity then?”

      “We have skills that they value. We can do things with our minds and bodies which many on other planets can barely comprehend.” The ruff of fur around his face shifted as he said, “We are useful.”

      Louisa could sense sadness coming from him. Was it all in her mind?

      Terri rang the triangle and a flood of Meazza flew out her front door, nearly knocking Tep over as he struggled to turn around and navigate the steps. Marriff followed him.

      Louisa cleaned up her painting area and went to the kitchen to feed the cats.

      When she joined her guests everyone was happily eating, except two of the Meazza who were fighting over the last brussel sprout.

      One of the others hissed at them and they stopped arguing. Tep, daintily took a knife and fork, cut it in half and gave one half to each of them.

      Louisa pretended not to notice.

      Faery asked her, “Can you paint from a photograph?”

      She thought about it and said, “I used to do that. When I lived in Seattle. I missed nature so much and there isn’t much left there anymore. So I’d go hiking in the woods, take still photos and paint the scenes. The paintings were popular. I wasn’t the only one who had a yearning for the natural world.”

      They nodded amongst themselves as if they had some sort of secret or had come to a conclusion about something.

      The next morning, after coffee and some of Terri’s scones, Louisa set in to finishing the lake scene. Her guests gradually wandered in. Marriff stood intently watching her with Nikka on his shoulders. Which surprised Louisa. Nikka generally ran from visitors. But Marriff was so catlike, perhaps he made her feel more comfortable.

      Just before lunch, she decided the painting was finished and cleaned her brushes.

      “It is fascinating that you chose to add that light blue at the end. It truly completes the painting,” said Daphne.

      She was beginning to tell the Meazza apart by their voices. Daphne had a high, shrill voice compared Faery, who was relatively calm. For a Meazza. They really all did look the same, even when they were changing color due to extreme emotion. Which was nearly all the time.

      “That’s exactly what I was thinking,” said Sweet Potato.

      “I was thinking it first,” said Stone Cow.

      “No, I was,” said Daphne.

      And off they went, whirling around each other in the air, trying to land a punch.

      “No fighting inside,” said Louisa, raising her voice. “Go outside and argue.”

      Faery, Pizza, Sam and Chrome pulled the others outside. Tep ducked as they came through the doorway.

      He said, “I apologize if my friends have offended you.”

      “No offense. There’s just too much they could break in here.”

      But she was offended. And tired of trying to be oh so polite.

      After lunch she used Loadmaster to import the painting into her computer and began to create the holo, adding in smell, sound, touch and even taste, to the visuals. After she finished, Louisa made a sample copy and took it outside so everyone, including Tep, could experience it.

      Pizza shrieked, “I can feel the breeze blowing”, as it walked around the grand pine trees in the holo.

      “I smell pine trees,” said Daphne, who just yesterday had learned what a pine tree was.”

      “The water is cold!” said Chrome.

      “I can taste fish,” said Tep. “Cooked fish from a fire.”

      “I hear frogs,” said Marriffe.

      “The colors are so much more alive than the real lake and trees,” said Faery.

      She smiled, enjoying their reactions.

      “You have subscriptions so people can buy these and participate in them in their homes?” asked Tep.

      “Yes,” she said.

      “I gotta get one of those,” squealed Daphne.

      “Me first,” said Pizza.

      “No me,” said Stone Cow.

      Louisa just shook her head.

      She didn’t sleep at all that night for trying to figure out what to do about the quarreling Meazza. They drove her crazy.

      And she hadn’t come up with an idea for a new painting. She’d just have to work on sketches until she could.

      By day five she’d had two more sleepless nights and was on her fourth cup of coffee by breakfast. She went down to the picnic table where Terri was laying out food. Louisa grabbed a couple of homemade cream cheese danish and ran back to her studio before anyone could talk to her.

      On her easel sat a photo of an alien landscape. She didn’t know who put it there, the only one she could rule out was Tep. He couldn’t get in the door.

      It was difficult for her mind to understand what she saw. Huge, rubbery looking royal blue plants, with lemon yellow spots, held up large red, glove-shaped droopy flowers. Sea green insects, at least she thought they were insects, that looked like walking stick bugs crawled up vertical columns of indigo colored rocks which the plants grew out of. The landscape looked like a jungle had grown up underwater and was crawling out. She counted what looked like three suns in the burnt orange sky. Where was this place? It intrigued her and she began to paint.

      As Louisa painted she found more details. What looked like birds or insects clinging underneath leaves of a sky blue color. The leaves were hand shaped, like a fig tree. In the distance she could see vertical lavender structures which looked like a city. They were curved and spiraling upwards as if once flat, a string had been tied to the center point and lifted.

      The more she painted, the more things she saw in the photograph. She forgot about her guests, now standing and watching. They were absolutely silent. She forgot her coffee and danish. She forgot her exhaustion. The only thing she saw was the photograph and her painting.

      Finally, she stood back and gazed at it. Only one more thing to do, she decided.

      Sharp pain hit her calf and Louisa looked down to see Marbles clawing her and meowing.

      She looked at the clock. It was six. Terri rang her triangle. Louisa realized she’d painted through lunch and almost dinner.

      Marriff stood looking at the painting. Transfixed. He held both Charlotte and Nikka. And they weren’t even hissing at each other. At the first sound of the triangle the Meazza had flown towards the food. She could hear Tep clumping down the porch steps.

      “Did you leave me this photograph?” she asked.

      “No. But it is of my planet, Sartala. You have captured it beautifully. I have no words to tell you my emotions on seeing it.”

      “It is a beautiful place. I’d like to see it someday.”

      There was a shout outside near the food and then the whirring of wings, followed by the clumping of Tep. The Meazza had returned, buzzing around excitedly.

      “Well then, let’s go,” said Faery.

      “Definitely,” said Sweet Potato.

      “I’m game,” said Tep.

      Louisa looked at them. “I meant someday.”

      “Someday is now,” said Marriff. “All you have to do is transform this into a holo and I can go home. I haven’t been able to go home since I left.”

      “Why?” asked Louisa.

      “The Unity has cut off my people’s access to travel. They took a few of us to use for their own purposes and then closed our planet. They said it was a virus. But they just wanted to use us to control others. For their own power. The others they took off planet have all died. I’m the last one.”

      “That’s horrible,” she said.

      “Yes, it is,” said Tep, from the doorway. “Certain Unity members have more power than others. It is not fair. Those of us with less power are forming a rebellion. We have long planned to visit Sartala. You have given us the means to do so. Will you come?”

      “But how will we be able to leave Sartala when we want?”

      “Paint another picture of course,” said Stone Cow.

      “But I won’t have my computer to make a holo.”

      Daphne landed, stood on his back legs and slid open a scale on his belly. He pulled out an orange box.

      “This can do anything your computer can do,” he said.

      “Amazing,” said Louisa.

      “Will you come?” asked Marriff.

      “But what about my cats?”

      “They’ve already said yes, if you go. Of course they must come,” he said. “I wouldn’t think of you traveling without them.”

      Louisa didn’t think long about her answer. After dinner she packed some clothes, a few small canvases, new tubes of paints, rags and her brushes. Basically, she refreshed the plein air kit that she usually used for painting outside. She contacted her lawyer, arranging for him to care for things, set Terri up to look after the house and cabins and left a message for Jameson to sell all her paintings. She told everyone she was going on an extended vacation.

      Finally, after everything was ready, she slept a good night’s sleep.

      The next morning after everyone had breakfast and Terri had gone for the day, Louisa put the last few drops of paint on the canvas. Then she made a holo out of it and sent it to her subscribers.

      Marriff gathered all of them outside, in the driveway. He held Charlotte and Nikka. Louisa held Marbles. Everyone had their luggage.

      Marriff stood in the center, eyes closed. From the ruff of fur around his neck arced streams of color. Louisa could feel the red, indigos, violets and oranges fluctuate; the air around her actually vibrated. She felt her hair lift as if a cool breeze blew through it. The streams of color pulsated, melded together and formed a shield over the top of everyone. The shield whirled in a circle for what seemed minute upon minute. Finally, it died down and the spinning began to slow and stop.

      She found herself in the jungle scene she had painted, along with all the others. But what she had missed with her painting was the humidity. Which made her feel damp and sweaty. And the smells of cotton candy, honeysuckle, dill pickles and fresh house paint nearly overwhelmed her. The trills, squeaks and splooshes of the local wildlife filled her ears. She could almost taste the raspberry speckles on the plants in front of her. She felt awe standing in this place. This place she had helped take them to.

      As she turned in circle looking around her, so did the others. Marriff in particular looked so pleased. She felt joy radiate from him, it seemed contagious. Was this part of what his people could do? No wonder the Unity wanted them.

      The Meazza spoke in whispers, almost in wonder. Tep, for once, was speechless.

      What an adventure they were all on. How long, oh how long, had it been since she’d had an adventure?

      Long past time.
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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.


