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            AUTHOR'S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      This book is written in British English. If you’re used to reading American English, some of the spelling and punctuation may seem unusual. I promise, it’s totally safe.

      This story also features a number of Canadianisms. Sadly, I cannot promise these are safe. You may find yourself involuntarily wearing a touque and craving Timbits and a double-double. It can’t be helped. Seek treatment immediately.

      Lastly, this book contains an inordinate number of geek culture references. This as an homage to all things science fiction. There are countless references to all my favourites – Star Trek, Red Dwarf, Firefly, The X-Files, Doctor Who, Battlestar Galactica, Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, Babylon 5, The Expanse, etc. None of it should be read as derogatory or dismissive, nor would I ever suggest my work can take the place of anyone else’s. Please support artists and authors. This is my love song to the entire genre.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENT WARNINGS

          

        

      

    

    
      This work contains the following:

      
        	Slavery, oppression, and genocide

        	Ableism

      

      

      Also, please note that trans women are women. Trans men are men. Non-binary people are who they tell you they are. This book is not for TERFs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREVIOUSLY ON STARSHIP TEAPOT…

          

        

      

    

    
      Okay, you know how in TV shows you get that little one-minute segment at the start of each episode to catch you up? Books should do that too, I think. Just a handy little reminder since it may have been a while since you read the first one.
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        * * *

      

      Previously on Starship Teapot… [You may want to imagine Anthony Stewart Head’s voice reading this to you.]

      Lem, a perfectly ordinary aro-ace agender IT project manager, is kidnapped by aliens while camping with her German shepherd, Spock. While trying to figure out how to get home, they make some new friends: a talking horse-person, an unswearing robot, an overly anxious parrot, and a cloud of sentient glitter gas. Along the way, Lem discovers that the universe is far stranger than she’d ever imagined.

      
        
        I struggled to think how I was going to explain this. ‘My people wear clothes – like armour, but soft. It protects us and keeps us warm. Also, we don’t generally walk around naked, even if the temperature would allow it.’

      

      

      One of the things Lem learns is that Darmok and Jalad were right: communication requires a shared frame of reference. So, Holly, Lem’s universal translator and personal AI, suggests using figurative mode to facilitate easier discourse.

      
        
        ‘This will include facts you already know but may have forgotten,’ it explained. ‘I will also incorporate extrapolative and fictional sources. Your extensive knowledge of science fiction will provide a useful base for figurative mode.’

      

      

      Early on in her new life in space, Lem encounters an alien.

      
        
        She raised her arms. Wait, his arms? Their arms? I shook my head. Not the time to wonder about alien pronouns. I decided to stick with she until someone told me otherwise.

      

      

      Much later, Lem learns that alien sex and gender are … complicated. The binary most people are used to on Earth doesn’t apply.

      
        
        ‘Hang on,’ I said. ‘If pronouns don’t align to sex or gender because most species don’t think that way… Does that mean BB, Aurora, and Henry aren’t women?’

      

      

      So there are two pronouns: she for all sentient beings and it for all non-sentient/inanimate objects. And as for names…

      
        
        ‘Back in the early days of translators, programmers tried to transliterate names of people and places,’ said Bexley. ‘But it was all “unintelligible noise this” and “awkward silence that”. No, in the end, they decided the best thing for it was for people to make their own names for everyone they encounter. Once you assign a name to someone, your AI will remember it.’

      

      

      That’s right: it’s literally impossible to misgender or deadname someone. Whatever you may call a person, the translator will convert it to their preferred name or pronoun. Lem names her new best friend, a horse-person, Bexley because…

      
        
        ‘When I was a kid, we went to go’ – do not say riding, I instructed myself – ‘meet them in a place called Bexley. That’s it. I’ll call you Bexley. What do you think? Is that okay?’

      

      

      After two kidnappings and three escapes, Lem and the gang escape and meet up in the pub.

      
        
        ‘A horse, an unswearing robot, a giant parrot, a cloud of sentient glitter gas, a non-binary IT project manager, and a talking dog walk into a bar,’ I began.

      

      

      And when it’s finally time to go home, Lem and Spock decide that, actually, they’re more at home in this weird and wonderful universe than they ever were on Earth.
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          1 LIZARD IN THE BASEMENT

        

      

    

    
      ‘Byeeeeeeee!’

      Bexley and I smiled and waved as we clicked the button to shut the door – then we turned to face the carnage our guests had left in the cargo bay. Overturned crates lay at all angles, their contents splayed out everywhere. Dirty dishes – some of which were broken – littered every surface. Blankets and mattresses were strewn about the entire space. And the smell! It was like rotten meat, stale beer, and … something vaguely like popcorn?

      I collapsed to the floor with my back against the door. Spock, my German shepherd, leaned against me and whimpered softly. I buried my hand in her soft fur.

      Bexley gently stroked my hair. ‘Come on, Lem. Let’s head to the mess hall.’ She took a step back. Looking down her long, horsey nose, she offered a hoof to help me up.

      We’d all voted to accept the job – ferrying a gaggle of hormonal adolescents to their species’ ancestral home planet – but I doubted we’d ever take another job from the trelane. Or was it unfair to judge an entire species by how their teenagers behaved?

      ‘I’m trying not to look at the damage,’ I said as we plodded towards the lift.

      Bexley tapped her hooves in the air – her version of a nod. ‘I’m too exhausted to even think about cleaning up.’

      I blew out noisily through my lips – like a nickering horse. ‘Same. But at least with cleaning, I can pretend I have as much to contribute as the rest of you.’

      Bexley chewed the air thoughtfully. ‘What? How do you mean? You contribute. We need to work on your self-confidence, Lem. I don’t understand why you’re always so down on yourself.’

      ‘I help,’ I said. ‘Or at least, I try. But you… You’re a genius mechanic. Henry’s a pilot. BB’s a doctor.’

      Bexley stopped walking and blocked my path. ‘And Aurora takes care of our supplies and domestic needs. Spock looks after our physical security. And you … do whatever needs doing.’

      I raised my hands in – I don’t know: exasperation? Frustration? Vindication? ‘See! You totally paused. I don’t know what my responsibility is. You don’t know. No one does. I don’t have a responsibility. There’s nothing I offer that couldn’t be done by pretty much any warm body.’

      Bexley’s ears swivelled like pointy little satellite dishes as we started walking again. ‘What does your core temperature have to do—’ She waved her arms in front of herself. ‘Whatever. You’re good at stuff. And you’re my best friend. We all value you – even Henry.’

      I pulled a face. ‘Henry doesn’t believe I’m sapient.’ I pressed the button to call the lift.

      ‘Well, okay,’ she admitted. ‘That might be true, actually. But it’s completely beside the point. And anyways, you do stuff. You definitely contribute. Like, as much as anyone. And did I mention you’re my best friend? Because you totally are. I mean, I know I say that about a lot of people, but I really, really⁠—’

      The lift door slid open, revealing a smooth blue cylinder sitting on the floor, seething. Henry. Someone had graffitied her casing. At least I hoped it was paint.

      ‘Oh, Henry,’ whispered Bexley. ‘I’m so sorry, honey. They did this to you?’

      ‘No, I got bored with the basic blue and hit up a salon for a colour upgrade.’ Henry’s poshly accented gender-neutral voice dripped with scorn. ‘Of course they did this to me, you pickling buffoon.’

      Even the lift was littered with assorted rubbish. One of the walls was smeared with… ‘What even is that?’

      ‘I wouldn’t if I were you, sandwich,’ Henry said as my fingers were mere centimetres from the substance.

      Turning to face her, I asked, ‘Did you analyse the contents?’

      Spock licked the wall.

      ‘I look like a mobile cuffing crime lab to you?’ An appendage that looked bizarrely like a spork flipped down from her normally featureless shape and sort of stabbed at me. ‘It’s no skin off my nose if you want to touch whatever bodily fluid or waste material that might be.’ The spork folded back into her cylindrical form. ‘Not that I even have a nose. Or skin.’

      Figurative mode strikes again. Holly, my AI, translated everyone’s words into English for me. Sometimes it produced strange colloquialisms – not because the people speaking happened to have the same sayings – but because Holly used the nearest corollary my mind contained.

      Bexley’s lips pulled back from her massive equine teeth. ‘I swear, if I never see another trelane it’ll be too soon.’

      Spock let out a heavy love-struck sigh as the lift door opened.

      ‘Come on,’ I said, gently steering her towards the mess. Spock whined in protest. ‘We’ll see if we can rustle you up some treats, eh?’

      At that, her ears perked up and … well, she may have plodded a bit less slowly the rest of the way.

      The ship was sized for beings much shorter than your typical human. Thankfully, the ceilings were high enough for me to walk around comfortably … but the doorways were another matter, so when the door slid open, I had to duck to get through. I stumbled over nothing as I entered the room.

      Aurora gasped. Beside her, BB let out a squawk as she plucked a golden feather from her chest with her beak. As she let it fall to the floor I noticed little bald patches all over her body.

      Aurora’s normal rainbow hues faded until she was almost invisible. Generally, she looked like an amorphous blob of rainbow glitter gas – with different colours receding or rising to prominence, indicating her moods. ‘Dear me. You lot gave me a start.’

      ‘Those catting uncles,’ Henry unswore. ‘No barking trelane is ever setting foot on my— on this ship again. Never.’

      Bexley stroked a hoof over Henry’s lid in a soothing sort of gesture. She reached her other arm out towards BB, but BB stepped backwards into Aurora’s … well, into Aurora. BB turned her head away from us and buried it in her own shoulder feathers.

      I felt helpless. Much of my life had been wasted feeling helpless. I didn’t like the feeling. Everyone was upset. The last few weeks had left us all anxious, exhausted, and traumatised.

      All except Spock, that is. She leaned into me and whimpered. While the rest of us had been run ragged by the constant demands of the trelane, Spock adored them. She’d spent the journey romping, playing, licking, and wrestling with the bastards. She actually missed them.

      BB pulled herself up to her full height and clicked her beak. ‘Well, we’d better get on with the clean-up. Lord knows we’ve got our work cut out for us.’

      Bexley’s nostrils flared and Henry vented a pungent gas.

      ‘I, er, have an idea.’ I had to stave off the helplessness. ‘The mess will still be there in a few hours, right? So why don’t we take a break? Wind down.’

      Bexley looked at me funny, squinting her eyes. ‘You’re not going to make us play Lizard in the Basement again, are you?’

      I shook my head. ‘It’s called Dungeons and Dragons.’

      Bexley tapped her hooves in the air. ‘Sorry, yeah. That’s the one. Basements and Lizards. I don’t think it translates well.’

      Our personal AIs were brilliant, providing real-time translation so we could all communicate with relative ease. It wasn’t just about differing languages. Spock’s communication worked mostly based on scent. Bexley couldn’t hear BB’s vocal register at all. Aurora was a cloud of sentient gas – I didn’t even know how she communicated.

      And then there was the fact that we all came from different species on our own worlds with diverse mythologies and experiences and physiologies and, well, some things just didn’t translate.

      Darmok and Jalad were right about everything. ‘Actually, I’ve come up with something new. An idea I’ve been playing with.’

      Back on Earth – before I was kidnapped by confused bounty hunters – I’d played so many different RPGs. One of my favourites was about a group of freelancers on a spaceship who took on all sorts of jobs. But now Stardust Wake had somehow become my life.

      The Teapot crew were down with the idea of games – even role-playing ones. But D&D had been a massive flop. The creatures, powers, and mythologies just hadn’t translated. And, quite frankly, I winced every time I remembered saying the paladin was atop her noble steed.

      I’d considered getting them to give Stardust Wake a try – but it’d be like asking a group of my fellow early twenty-first-century humans to play a game about getting up in the morning, grabbing a coffee, and going to the office.

      Being so jaded had almost killed my love of gaming. But in the end, I flipped my ennui on its head and turned my life before the Teapot into an RPG.
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        * * *

      

      ‘So,’ I said when we were all seated. ‘Over the past few weeks⁠—’

      Bexley gently nudged me in the ribs. ‘While you were hiding in the bathroom.’

      I arched an eyebrow. ‘Sure, yes. This is a game I devised while hiding in the bathroom.’ I tried to glare at her – but I couldn’t help cracking a grin.

      ‘I think it’s safe to say we all did our fair share of hiding from the frocking trelane.’

      I blinked, checking my watch to be sure it really said: HENRY SPEAKING.

      ‘Wow, Henry. Thank you.’ I was pretty sure she’d never come to my defence before.

      Henry rolled away from me. ‘Yeah, well, the cupping trelane made even you look civilised and refined by comparison.’

      ‘Whatever.’

      Different species’ imaginations worked in different ways. But my new game was grounded in our reality. It was built on things we all shared: contract work, difficulty in communication, and that nigh-universal frustration when customers just wouldn’t tell you what they wanted.

      The game progressed well over the next two hours. But then, as project master, I tossed a spanner into the works: scope creep. As the players considered how to adapt their strategies, I gazed out the mess hall’s massive window at the distant stars. We were in warp, which always seemed to blur their edges. In the corner of the room, there stood an array of plants we’d worked together to establish – just one of the changes we’d made in the months since Bexley bought the Teapot from our former captors.

      ‘I don’t see how it’s a sudden request,’ said Bexley in character as the customer. ‘The tool can’t possibly manage our inventory if it doesn’t also manage sales.’ Her eyes locked onto Aurora, who was playing the project manager.

      Aurora’s rainbow receded as indigo came to the forefront. Two weeks ago, I wouldn’t have been able to tell you what that colour meant – but I’d seen enough of it in recent days to recognise it as irritation. ‘Difficult. You hired us to build an inventory management tool, not a sales tool. We’ve already used most of the allotted development time.’

      Despite the annoyance indicated by Aurora’s colouring, her voice came through in the same smooth, buttery tones as always. ‘There will be an extra charge for this. But what does the developer think? How much extra work are we talking? Can it be done within the agreed schedule or do we need to delay?’

      BB clucked and then hummed, a talon tapping anxiously against the table. ‘I roll the dice now, yes?’

      I tapped my fists in the air. Somewhere along the way, I’d fallen into the habit of using Bexley’s version of nodding.

      She picked up the plastic icosahedron and sent it clattering against the tabletop. When it stopped moving, she peered over, her bright yellow wings ruffling as she considered her response. ‘Well, er … you see … the central framework is relatively stable, so adding an inventory module is doable. But the team we outsourced the UI to is already three days overdue. We’re definitely going to need at least a few more weeks to build the new code.’

      Aurora hummed as she studied her screen.

      For a moment, there was silence, a question unasked … before Henry flapped a brush of some sort. ‘I could build your parking code in about nine minutes flat.’

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. ‘This isn’t real life, Henry. It’s a game. You’re not the developer – you’re QA.’

      Henry wheeled in a tight circle, stopping to wave her little brush in my face. ‘Excuse me. I do actually know that. This is me getting into character. My character took this job in QA because she was desperate after she lost her last job due to downsizing. Then her ex-spouse ran off with the nanny. Now she’s got a litter of seventeen children to look after and no child support coming in.’

      ‘I don’t think—’ I began.

      But Henry wasn’t done. She held up that same brush in a sort of stop or wait gesture. ‘She wants to be an opera singer. Her ex always promised to support her, so she’s doubly bitter – having been let go from a job she loved and unable to pursue her dreams. Funnily enough, she doesn’t actually miss her snake of an ex – but she does miss the nanny. So, yes, she says she could build the code faster. And she doesn’t think very highly of BB’s dev team. So she’s definitely going to need some extra time to test the code they send.’

      I bit my lips to keep from chuckling.

      ‘There you go, Bexley,’ Aurora said. ‘Three extra weeks – two for dev and one for QA. How’s that?’

      ‘Excellent!’ I thumped the table cheerfully.

      Spock, who’d been snoozing under the table, awoke with a start and banged her head. ‘Ow. Bad table.’

      She climbed onto the sofa with me. When she had turned three times in a circle, she lay down and went back to sleep. I ran my hand over her thick fur, scratching behind her ears.

      Still, the players had finally come to an agreement on what their next actions would be.

      I tapped a few keys on my phone. ‘Okay, Bexley, make a roll on the timeframe table to see how urgent your need for the new software module is. Aurora, good job with the role play, but I need you to⁠—’

      Holly interrupted me. ‘You have a message from the Office of the Galactic Minister for Refugees. Would you like to hear it now?’

      ‘I what?’

      A quick glance around the room told me the others were receiving the same news and were equally surprised.

      ‘You have a message from the Office of the Galactic Minister for Refugees. Would you like to hear it now?’

      I felt my pulse race as a wave of dizziness washed over me. Which was silly. It wasn’t about me. I had every right to exist in the galaxy. I paid my citizenship fees and taxes. It wasn’t like I was an illegal immigrant in the galaxy I was born in – not that there was any such thing out here in space. ‘Yeah, play it please, Holly.’

      A soft voice spoke in my ear. ‘This message is being broadcast to all ships in the delta quadrant. The Galactic Minister for Refugees requests your assistance on an urgent mission. If you have capacity to take on passengers and are within about four days’ travel of the co-ordinates attached to this message, please join the minister for a Q&A session tomorrow morning. This is a paid mission. The time and dial-in details for the meeting are attached to this message. We hope to see you there. Message ends.’

      Bexley clapped. ‘Ooh! A job for the Galactic Union. How exciting! And for the refugee ministry at that. I wonder what it could be? It sounds like it involves transporting people – presumably refugees. Well, I guess we’d better get back to work, cleaning this place up.’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 UNINTENDED COIFFURE

        

      

    

    
      As I got dressed the next morning, I asked, ‘Holly, I don’t actually know anything about the Galactic Central Government. Can you give me a potted version of how they work, so I’m not totally unprepared, please? I don’t want to make an arse of myself. I haven’t got the patience or energy for a big lecture – just the quick and dirty overview.’

      ‘The Galactic Central Government serves as a supraplanetary body,’ replied the disembodied voice in my ear, ‘enhancing rather than replacing local governments. Its purpose is to support common interests – mainly trade – as well as to uphold peace and person rights. Citizens of the galaxy have freedom to live, work, and study on any member planet.’

      That explanation brought an involuntary scoff from me as Spock and I exited our room. ‘All right, so it’s the EU. Well, the GU, I suppose. What are person rights?’

      ‘There are thirty fundamental statements in the GU’s person rights charter. Number one: all sapient beings have the right to life. Number two: all sapients are free and equal. Number three: no person or group shall be held in slavery. Number four: discrimination on any basis⁠—’

      I stepped into the lift. ‘Okay, okay. I got you. That’s enough. Top deck, please. Is there anything else I need to know?’

      ‘Given that the meeting has been called by the GU’s Minister for Refugees, it’s likely that this job will pertain to the safety and security of people in crisis.’

      ‘Thanks.’ I yawned noisily as I exited the lift. We’d all worked as late into the night as we could manage. BB had crashed out first. Her species, the peri, needed twelve straight hours of sleep a night or they got seriously cranky. I’d stayed up much later than I normally would – but I’d managed to catch about four hours.

      The holo-call would bring us right into the room with the meeting organisers, so it wouldn’t do for us to be sitting in a room with broken furniture and tufts of slime-coated fur on every surface. We’d banned the trelane from the bridge deck – including Ten Backwards, our main meeting space – but those bastards got everywhere. I stifled another yawn.

      ‘Morning, Lem,’ said Aurora when I ducked through the meeting room door. ‘I thought you might appreciate a cup of tea. And I’ve brought Spock’s breakfast.’

      I rubbed sleep gunk from my eyes. ‘Oh, bless you. You’re a saint.’ Once I’d set Spock’s food on the floor, I picked up my mug of colourless tea and breathed the sweet, life-giving vapours. I’d grab a mug of stimulant later. For now, the flavour profile and aromas still provided a psychosomatic pick-me-up. I dropped onto one of the sofas.

      A moment later, Henry and Bexley came into view.

      A gasp escaped my lips before I could stop myself. ‘Bexley!’

      She reached a hoof to her mane – her glorious, wavy blond mane. It hung down her back past her hips. Or at least it had until some four hours ago. Now it ended in a choppy, uneven line just above her shoulders.

      ‘Um, yeah.’ She snorted. ‘I… That is…’ She stopped speaking. In the three months I’d known her, Bexley was never short of words. Never. Just didn’t happen. She sank heavily into a chair and dropped her head onto the table with a dull thud.

      Henry flipped out an implement I didn’t think I’d seen her sporting before. My suspicions were confirmed when she snipped violently with what turned out to be a pair of scissors. ‘Your pal here leant in something while we were cleaning out the cells.’

      The Teapot’s former prison cells had been converted into sleeping quarters for our guests.

      ‘Oh no,’ I said. Spock finished her breakfast and curled up under the table. Reaching a hand out to stroke Bexley’s back, I discovered that several patches of the fur on her back had been shaved as well. ‘What was it? What happened?’

      Beneath my hand, I could feel Bexley heave a shudder. Aurora swept over and joined me in trying to comfort her – she didn’t seem surprised, though. The edges of Aurora’s form trickled through Bexley’s mane.

      ‘I don’t know.’ If translations still sounded from my watch, I’d have missed Bexley’s reply. The words were barely a whisper. But I’d recently added an earpiece.

      Aurora’s dominant colours were red and royal blue, which I was pretty sure indicated a combination of sadness and anxiety. ‘I don’t know what the substance was, but as soon as she touched it, Bexley’s hair and fur began to dissolve. Henry cut it off to stop it from spreading. Fortunately, she didn’t get much on her skin. We even dragged my lovely spouse out of bed in the middle of the night to check her over.’

      ‘Oh no, I’m so sorry, mate. I’m just glad you weren’t hurt.’

      Aurora pointed towards another mug on the table. ‘Lem, if you’d be so kind. That mug is Bexley’s favourite – hot apple juice. I thought it might … help.’

      I took the mug and put it in front of Bexley. She sniffed the air, then raised her head slightly, and pulled the mug towards herself.

      Just then, the holo-feed kicked in and we found ourselves facing two people. It looked like they were in the room with us – if the room had three separate interior designers who’d disagreed on everything.

      Ten Backwards was like some sort of minimalist but comfortable Scandi-style living room. Ahead and to my left, a bird-person – a peri, I thought – stood in a leafy, green space. And to her right sat a … sort of fur-covered shape. With a beak. And three eyes. The furry person sat in the most disorganised, chaotic, cluttered space imaginable
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open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
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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