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      The human body fights when it’s drowning. It understands that the air supply is being cut off by force. That water violently pushes its way into areas it shouldn’t be, and that soon enough your heart is gonna stop. So, to survive, your body fights. Even when it knows it’s in a losing battle. Oh, you’re somehow out in the middle of the ocean and you don’t know how to swim? Your body fights. You toss a baby into the middle of the pool like a psychopath, and their body fights. I guess it’s just something that’s wired into us to fight for life.

      So it was no surprise to me to see Sara swinging and kicking as Laurie held her head down in the toilet bowl. Besides it being disgusting, I’m sure it’s panic inducing. Having all that water rushing down your throat, pushing its way into your nose, your lungs burning as they fight to get just a bit of air, only to be met with more and more water.

      But believe it or not, fighting is a good sign.

      “Alright, Laurie. She’s had enough.”

      It means she’s still alive. Laurie glanced at me and then back at her handful of Sara’s hair. Chanel A. was holding Sara’s legs, while Chanel B. was doing a poor job at holding Sara’s arms. I walked over and pulled Laurie back by the shoulders. She ripped free from my hold, as if my concerns didn’t matter. As if I didn’t matter. She was good at doing that from time to time.

      “We’re gonna be late for class.”

      Laurie rolled her eyes, then shook splashes of toilet water off her hands. “Ew, fine.”

      The Chanels let Sara go, and she could finally drag her head free from that porcelain coffin. Sara hugged herself and rested her back on the tiled wall. Laurie was drying her hands off with paper towels when she walked up to me. We both looked at each other for a moment and then turned our gazes down to Sara. Laurie tossed the paper towel at her. “Clean yourself up, and don’t go snitching before you get stitches.”

      I rolled my eyes, “Oh, you’re sooo hood.” Laurie stuck her tongue out at me.

      The trio of Laurie and the Chanels walked out of the girls’ bathroom, but I stood there for a moment looking at Sara. “Are you⁠—”

      Laurie’s demanding voice quickly cut my concerns off. “Taylor! Stop playing with the trash, we’re gonna be late!” Laurie mockingly sung that last part as she entered the hallway. I sighed and spun around, holding my book bag strap tightly over my shoulder.
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        * * *

      

      Chanel A. smiled at me as she held the door open. I’m not gonna lie to you, I’m not officially sure why she’s Chanel A. The A and B have nothing to do with their last names. Secretly, I think it’s based on how much Laurie likes them, but Laurie named them that way before I got to the academy. I’ve only been going to Curtis Academy for a year now. My parents pulled me out of my school when … well, when everything happened.

      “Are you going to Laurie’s sleepover this weekend?” Leave it to Chanel A. to toss out a normal question, as if she wasn’t just assaulting someone in the bathroom. And it was a question I was getting tired of answering. There’s only so many ways you can say, “My mama don’t know you.”

      “I don’t know,” I said. “My parents don’t really do the whole sleepover thing.”

      Chanel A. raised an eyebrow. “Why?” I shrugged. “Well, maybe you can sneak out?”

      “And what? Sneak back into my house before the sun comes up?” I laughed. “Nah, that’s too much work. I’m good.”

      “Well, what about the mall?”

      Laurie did a playful hip bump into Chanel A. pushing her to the side. “You are such a pushover, Taylor.” Laurie tossed her arm around my neck and leaned in, mocking me.

      “Laurie, she’s had enough,” Taylor said.

      Sometimes I think Chanel A. really only wants me around to save her from Laurie. Because when I’m around, I become Laurie’s focus, but when I’m not around, I’m sure it’s open season on the Chanels. Or maybe she’s an actual friend and I’m just putting up walls. One day I’m gonna get therapy because I think everyone needs it, but most definitely me.

      I nodded. “You’re so right. I should have let you kill her. Then I could have gotten your locker and you could get one of those sweet jumpsuits.” I smirked. “It’s closer to the gym.”

      Chanel B. sighed as she pulled at her red skirt, drying her hands along the fabric. The Chanels really are just shadows when it comes to Laurie. They just follow her lead. No matter how bad her idea might be, they’re down for it. “She wasn’t gonna die. I flushed the toilet before.”

      I raised my eyebrow, and looked over at Chanel B. “Okay, but the bowl just fills back⁠—”

      “Johnson!” I heard coach before I could even see her. That woman must have the eyes of a hawk, because I don’t know how she spotted me in this sea of red skirts and blazers. Then again, I’m like one of ten Black kids in this school, so maybe it’s not that hard to spot me in a crowd as I think.

      “Moving, coach!” I shouted as I jogged over.

      “Moving coach!” the girls playfully mocked me.

      By now, you’re probably wondering why I’m friends with Laurie and the Chanels. To be honest, I’m not sure why. They just kind of adopted me. The first day I came to school, no one was talking to me. I thought maybe it was cause they knew what happened and why I came here. But I was solo most of the day until Laurie and the Chanels sat down next to me and started talking to me like I’ve just always been there. I still don’t know why, but we’ve been friends ever since. It’s good to have friends. It’s good to have people you can talk to.

      Coach folded her arms over her chest. “You still running around with those clowns?” Coach asked. It’s not very teacher like of her, but Coach really doesn’t like Laurie.

      I looked back at the trio as they tapped their watches and glared at me. “Someone has to keep the circus in line,” I said, looking back at her. I put my arms through both my backpack straps. “What’s up, Coach?”

      Coach’s attention was still on the girls. Come to think of it, she didn’t like any of them very much. They’re always trying to get me to skip practice, much like they want me to do today. Coach caught me trying to skip once with the girls, and that’s where the disapproval began.

      Coach combed her fingers through her blonde hair and sighed. “With Baller Camp next week, I decided to cancel practice and give you girls a week of freedom, before I work y’all into the dirt.”

      I laughed and raised an eyebrow. “Thank you?”

      “Don’t thank me yet.” Her words stopped cold, then Coach’s blue eyes drifted from me to something behind me. “What the hell?”

      I turned around slowly to see Sara standing in the middle of the hall. So much water was dripping from her, you couldn’t really tell that she was crying.

      “Sara, are you okay?” Coach said, sidestepping me and cautiously approaching Sara, her hand out. “Come here, sweetie. We’ll get you dried up and then I’ll take you to the nurse.” Coach looked back at me. “Johnson, get me a towel.”

      Coach’s words hung in the air as I watched Sara's teary eyes turn ice cold. Her head snapped toward the girls, then she leaped at them, hands out ready to claw at them, while she screamed, “I hate you! I hate you!”

      I’m not sure what Sara thought she could do to the three of them, but Coach pulled her back before any damage could be done to either side.

      Laurie laughed and put her hands up. “Someone get this freak back on her leash!”

      Coach pushed Sara behind her. “That’s enough! Y’all get to class.”

      The girls laughed as they walked toward me.

      “They did this!” Sara pointed at us. Tears rolled down her face as Coach did her best to calm her down before Laurie tugged at my hand, pulling toward our next class.

      Laurie rolled her eyes at the entire ordeal. “Let’s get out of here before that loser tries to get us detention on the last day.”

      I turned and followed them down the hallway.

      “What did coach White want?” Chanel A. asked.

      I couldn’t bring my eyes up from our shiny black dress shoes. The school had just moved over from a policy that allowed any type of black sneakers you wanted to wear to a new policy only allowing these polished slip-on dress shoes. They cost a hundred and fifty dollars, and then you have to polish them to maintain them. I got mine because I didn’t want anyone to think I couldn’t afford it. It was hard enough trying to prove I belonged here after everyone found out about my scholarship. I didn’t want anything else making me stand out to these rich kids.

      I looked up at Chanel A., who was smiling at me. What just happened didn’t seem to faze her, because in her mind and the rest of their minds Sara had it coming. “She canceled our practice.”

      Chanel A. clapped her hands and smiled. “Sweet! So you can go to the mall with us, right?”

      Laurie’s arm went around my neck once again and she smiled. “Yeah, you can come, right? Or do you have to ask Big Mama?”

      I pulled her arm off my neck and rolled my eyes. “Yeah, I can come. I’ll just meet y’all there.” Ducking into my class, I refused to turn to acknowledge their goodbyes. I dropped my bag onto the floor and sat down in my seat. I sold candy door to door to get my shoes. If I hadn’t fallen in with the right circle of friends, maybe I would have been drowning this morning instead of Sara.

      Maybe I’m already drowning and I just don’t know it.
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      I don’t know where you live, but where I live is probably the best place in the world. I live in Atlanta, Georgia, and I’m not talking like how some people say “I live in Atlanta” but they really live in Duluth. We live just minutes away from the Atlanta Zoo. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my hometown, and Virginia is always gonna be in my blood, but it doesn’t hold a candle to Atlanta.

      “You take Marta home again?” My dad said as I stepped through the front door. “You know I can pick you up. It’s not like I have anything else to do.”

      I nodded. “You’re right … or you can help me get my license so I can just drive myself.”

      My dad looked up from his computer and reclined back in his seat. “I would, but then I wouldn’t be able to embarrass you. We only have two more years of prime embarrassment time.” Dad laughed. Ever since he got laid off from that tech startup, he’s always glued to the computer seat, applying for jobs. I don’t think there’s a building in Atlanta that doesn’t have my dad’s resume by now. “But really, sweetie. You don’t have to keep taking the bus.”

      “The bus pass is free, gas ain’t.” I strolled over and gave him a kiss on his cheek as I dropped my bag on the floor by the computer desk.

      Mama came rushing out from the hallway. We used to live in a pretty nice two-story house with a wraparound pouch in Virginia. But after we lost Ethan, it felt like we were in such a rush to get back to normal that we let go of everything that made us normal to begin with. We packed up everything and jumped to a different state, I guess to run from the pain.

      Mama stopped and leaned in, kissing me on the cheek. “Money is our business, school is yours. Stop confusing the two.” I rolled my eyes as she tied her hair into a neat little bun and pressed down on her scrubs, making sure there wasn’t a wrinkle to be found. She did a little hot girl summer twirl and struck a pose. “How do I look?”

      “Like you’re about to pull a double,” I said.

      My dad playfully pushed me to the side. “Ignore her, baby. You look good enough to eat.” He wrapped his arms around Mama and pulled her in for a kiss.

      Crossing my arms over my chest, I stuck out my tongue. “Ew, y’all need to get a room, preferably on another continent.” My dad smirked and walked over to the kitchen.

      Mama laughed and then started patting her pockets. “Where are my keys?”

      Dad came up behind her with a smile, holding her keys and her large metal water bottle. “Your lunch is on your seat waiting for you, my Queen.”

      Mama smiled. “Aren’t you just the best house husband? Isn’t he?” She looked at me.

      I looked over at them and laughed. “The best.”

      Dad kissed Mama on the forehead. “I won’t be for long. I got an interview next week with Twitter.”

      “It’s X now,” I said as I leaned down to pick up my bag. My eyes got trapped by Ethan's smile as he looked at me through a framed photo, trapped in a time we’ll never be able to go back to.

      “What’s X?” Dad asked. But I didn’t reply. I was slowly getting lost in a pain I’d been running from for almost two years now. Ethan’s my older brother, or he was.

      Mama’s hand went onto my shoulder, startling me and pulling back from getting lost in the past. “Taylor, baby, you okay?”

      I quickly cleared a single tear that was trying to escape my eyes and nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine.” I turned and smiled at Dad. “And that’s what the company is called now. You better start Googling before that interview.” I slung my bag over my shoulder with a smile, but Mama wasn’t smiling.

      She took my hand in hers, staring down at it. Her soft thumb rubbed along the back of my hand and she sighed, looking back up at me. “I know it’s hard. There are days I feel like I can’t even get out of bed, like the guilt is holding me there.”

      I quickly pulled my hands away and shook my head. “I don’t wanna talk about this. Not now.”

      Dad’s hands ran along Mama’s shoulder, trying to ease the blow I didn’t know I dealt. I felt like we all carried a lot of guilt and tried to get rid of it by blaming anything, the police, the health care system, each other.

      Dad looked at me before letting out a sigh, “Maybe it would be good if we went in for that family grief counseling.”

      Mama nodded and patted Dad’s hand before leaning her head over and kissing his knuckles. “It would be good, but they took your insurance, remember? They don’t take mine. So every visit gonna be out of pocket.”

      I glanced at them. We have happy times. Times when it feels like we might get back to normal. But then a bill comes in. Mama takes an extra shift or one of us just remembers what it was like to have Ethan here and then we’re just lost again, drowning in defeat and despair. “It’s just too much right now, for all of us, but if you want…”

      “No.” Mama glanced over at me, and I quickly shut the thought down. I joke about therapy a lot, but I’m not ready to let anyone into this hole I’m in. It’s made for one right now, and I just want to be here, alone. Not forever, but for right now. “I’m good, really I am.” I needed out of this subject, but I also needed a yes to a request. So, I hit her with a request I knew I’d get a no to. “Laurie and the girls are having a sleepover and I wanted to know if I could go.”

      “No,” Mama said firmly.

      Time to pretend I cared about it. “But Mama, why?” My mom has never let me spend the night at someone else’s house. She barely let me go to other people’s houses. All my friends have to come over here. She doesn’t trust people, says you never know what’s going on in someone’s house, what’s hiding behind their doors. People could say the same about us. I don’t think anyone here knows about Ethan.

      “Cause I said so,” Mama quickly replied and then looked back at Dad, who was making his way to the computer. “Do I need to have another reason?”

      Dad put his hands up as he sat in the chair. “No, babe. But maybe…”

      Mama glared at him, and I watched a six-two, two hundred-and-something-pound man turn into a little boy. “Listen to your mama, she said no.”

      I fought to hold back the laughter building in my chest. If I wanted to pull this off, I had to keep it cool. “Fine, but can I go with them to the mall, then?” I call this the one-two combo. You hit them with something they’ll say no to right off the bat, so they feel guilty and give you the yes to what you really want.

      “No.” Clearly, she didn’t know the rules of the one-two combo.

      Mama turned around to get ready to leave without giving me a second look. “I’ll be back in the morning. Y’all don’t burn my house down while I’m gone.”

      “Town home,” I mumbled.

      Mama snapped around. “Girl, what you say?”

      I put my hand up and waved my fingers at her with a smile. “I said love you, see you later.”

      Mama hustled through the front door, and when the lock clicked, I smirked, because it was time for Plan B. I spun on my heels and looked at my dad putting on his glasses, getting ready for another day. He kept his eyes fixed on the computer screen, typing away, trying to pretend I wasn’t there. Dad sighed and raised his eyebrow, glancing over the rim of his glasses at me. “Why are you staring at me like that?”

      “I’ll only be gone for a few hours, Daddy, I swear.” My hands came together in professional, begging fashion. I even got down on my knees and everything. “Please.”

      “Your mama said⁠—”

      I pushed out my bottom lip.

      “Don’t do that, don’t give me the lip.”

      I worked in the sad eyes and Dad took his glasses off and rubbed the bridge of his nose. “Fine, but if your mother finds out, I’m gonna tell her you snuck out the window and I’ll let her ground you all summer.”

      I got up and laughed as I rushed over to hug him. “That doesn’t sound remotely fair, but I’ll take it.” I sped off down the little hallway and up the steps to my room. The staircase is the place in the house I hate the most, because it’s a wall of Ethan’s eyes and smile. There are pictures of us, but the happiness in those pictures seems so foreign to me. So I race past them every chance I get.

      I pulled out my cell phone and entered the group chat.

      Taylor: I’ll meet you at Lenox in a few.

      Laurie: The warden let her out!

      Chanel A.: Yay! You need a ride?

      Chanel B.: I’m already here.

      Taylor: No, I’m good, just gonna change.
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        * * *

      

      Lenox Square has to be the priciest mall for no reason whatsoever, but the girls love it. I’d rather go to the Mall of Georgia, but Laurie says if she wanted to slum it, she’d move to Compton. Sometimes I wonder if she makes these jokes cause I’m in the friend group or if she would have made them without me … then I wonder which is worse. Laurie says it’s all jokes, but is it a joke if it’s disrespectful? And come to think of it, is this the tame version of her jokes?

      “I can’t believe you get to go to California all summer, you’re so lucky,” Chanel B. said. The food court was packed, probably because that’s all most kids can afford here. We were all talking about our summer plans, and it seems I’ve got the best summer coming up because they’re all staying here.

      I shook my head as I finished up my milkshake and shot it into the trash can across the way with a smile. “Luck? That’s got nothing to do with it. We earned this.”

      Laurie rolled her eyes and leaned back in her seat. “Must be nice to dribble a ball and get life handed to you.”

      I raised an eyebrow and turned to face Laurie, so she could get a good view of me twisting up my face at her. “What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” Can you believe this? A girl whose life is one good pay quarter from living like a D’Amelio or a Kardashian is saying I’m getting everything handed to me? I took the bus here!

      Laurie shrugged and sipped on her milkshake. “It’s just the rest of us have to actually put in some hard work for things. We didn’t all get scholarships.”

      I rolled my eyes and dropped backed in my seat. “Nah, you just had daddy cut a check,” I hissed back.

      Laurie glared at me, and for a moment I wasn’t sure if this was gonna end in laughs or tears … for her, I’m gonna make that apparent right now. I would stomp that girl into the multiverse. Laurie smiled and shoved me. “I’m just messing with you.”

      I stared at her for a moment, giving her my best stone face before sighing. “Right.” I looked around at all the designer stores, and something about being here didn’t sit right with me. It might be the two bucks I had in my wallet, but I felt out of place.

      The sound of Laurie sucking the life out of the last bits of whipped cream in her cup filled the air, then she placed the cup on the table and leaned in. “Sooooo, y’all ready?”

      The Chanels looked at one another and then nodded, then all eyes fell on me. “Ready for what?”

      A deep sigh left Laurie’s lips, and she snapped her fingers in Chanel A’s face, causing Chanel A. to jump. “You were supposed to tell her.”

      “I didn’t think she was coming, and then when she was coming, I forgot,” Chanel A whined.

      My arms folded over my chest. “She is right here. What were y’all supposed to tell me?”

      The trio stared at one another, and then Laurie rolled her eyes. “God! It’s not even a big deal. So every year, on the last day of school, we have⁠—”

      “Yeah, your sleepover. I know, you told me,” I said.

      Laurie smiled and nodded. “Yeah, and since your mommy didn’t want you to join us, we didn’t think we needed to let you in on the other part of our tradition.”

      I glanced over at the Chanels, who were both doing their best to pretend anything else, but this conversation was fascinating. And then I glanced back at Laurie, debating if I even wanted to know what mess they had planned. “Which is?”

      The Chanels looked at each other, then the entire group stood up from the table at once.

      “Don’t be dramatic, okay?” Chanel A said.

      When someone tells you “don’t be dramatic,” it’s because whatever they’re gonna tell you next is gonna send you all the way up the wall. I hang with the girls on the regular. Whenever you see me in school, you see them, but I don’t play with the girls, because they can get a little … how do I say this? They forget that I’m Black and suggest the stupidest things to me, like⁠—

      Shrugging, Laurie rolled her eyes and spat out, “Every year before the sleepover, we do a little shoplifting.”

      The stupidest things, like shoplifting. Who sits down and says, “You know what I wanna do to celebrate my freedom from school? Risk going to jail.”

      My eyes went wide at the mention of shoplifting. “Excuse me?” A little shoplifting? She said it like it’s a hobby or something. Oh, me and the girls just go out and rob TJMaxx after we get our pumpkin spice lattes.

      Chanel B. smiled and leaned in, biting her lip. “We take some stuff and then try them out at the sleepover.” This girl needs to go outside if this is the most exciting thing she’s ever done.

      I nodded and slapped the table as I stood up. “Right, well, y’all have fun with that. Imma head out.”

      Laurie smirked and leaned into Chanel A., bumping her on her shoulder. “I told you she was a chicken.”

      “You calling me a chicken? What is this, the 50s? Do I look like Marty McFly to you? You got me all the way messed up.” I stormed off from the food court, only to hear the frantic clicking of heels following behind me. I turned around and put my hands on my hips. “Why do y’all even do this?” Looking the girls up and down, they weren’t rocking jeans and a tee shirt like me. They had high heels, skirts, tops, and blazers that pulled it all together like a fashion show. “You have enough money to buy whatever you want.”

      Chanel A. shrugged and looked down at the ground for a moment before sighing. “It’s like a bonding thing.”

      Chanel B. nodded in agreement before quickly opening up her bag so we could get a view. “And it’s really easy, see?” I leaned in to see a ton of laced underwear in her bag.

      Chanel A. looked in Chanel B’s bag and then stared at her. “When did you steal all this?”

      “You don’t ever wanna do anything with us. Once that school bell rings, it’s like we’re not even your friends anymore,” Laurie lied, and I say that because that’s what it is, a big lie. I’m always trying to hang out with them, but sometimes I just can’t. They’re my best friends and I’ve told them before that my house just doesn’t run like theirs, but here she is lying through her teeth. “Forget it, let’s go.”

      The three of them all turned their backs on me and for a moment I thought about just throwing up the deuces and taking the bus home, but then I said, “Wait.” They stopped, still with their backs turned to me as I strolled over to them. “One thing and then I’m out.”

      There were cheers and pats on the back. The girls kept me sane when it felt like I was losing my mind. That pit that I told you about earlier, the one I sit in, they don’t know why I’m in there, but they come by to visit from time to time, so I don’t know. Maybe this isn’t a big deal. Maybe it is a bonding thing.

      We made our way to Savage X Fenty, because if you’re gonna steal, why not steal from Queen Rihanna? The four of us walked into that store and split up like we were in Ocean’s Eleven, trying to pull the biggest heist in the world. All the neon lights and sleek mannequins didn’t distract me from my goal. I was gonna grab a lip gloss, push it in my back pocket, and run like a track star out of the store. Or maybe speed-walk — running might be too suspicious. I looked over at Chanel A. and she smiled at me as I watched her slip a bra into her purse. I should have brought a purse. Walking over to the display case, I sighed.

      A blonde woman with a bright smile stepped up to me. “Can I help you? Looking for anything in particular?”

      I shook my head and smiled. “Nah, just looking.” She nodded and stared at me for a moment before she looked me up and down and then turned around and headed back to the register.

      It was now or never. I grabbed the small little brown tub of heat lip gloss, tucked it in my back pocket and turned around, walking to the doors. My heart was pounding in my chest like I was on the free throw line, with the ball in my hand and coach screaming, “If you miss, you’re walking back!”

      I made a beeline for the
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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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