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          Tony

        

      

    

    
      I groaned when my phone rang. I prefer my friends to send texts so I can just read them when I have the time; like when I'm awake! I have no clue what time it is, but I can guarantee it’s too early to be calling someone!

      “So, are you going with me to Ashley’s party for New Years?” Corrine got right to the point. Why did I answer my phone? I groaned instead of responding.

      I broke up with her three months ago. I guess it’s my fault for not staying away. I ran into her at the mall not too long ago. She started calling again after that. I told her I didn’t want to go back to what we had before, but she was insisting on trying very hard. We’ve hooked up twice since the breakup, but I’m done now. And Corrine just isn’t getting it.

      “Tony, Mom needs your help.” My twin sister stood in my doorway. It’s Saturday during Christmas break, yet my sister is standing there all dolled up and ready to take on the world. I was ready to roll back over and go to sleep. Corrine and my mom weren’t going to let that happen. I nodded to Phoebe and sat up.

      “Corrine, I gotta go. And my answer is still no.” I hung up the phone before she could reply and left it on the bed, trying to avoid what I knew she’d do next. No doubt I’ll come back to twenty missed calls and texts. I’m not going back to her! Maybe I should have a female friend pretend to be my girlfriend and talk to her. But that backfired for Jordan and now he has a girlfriend. On the bright side, she’s an adorable girlfriend and his ex stays away. Chris and Phoebe told his exes they were dating and now they’re engaged so, maybe that lie isn’t the best one for me. I need to be alone. Think about what’s next in my life. Choose my college, get a job after basketball season, worry about girls later. Maybe I should pull a page from Brute’s book; no girls, only school and ball. But he’s with Aayla now. The single-seniors were falling fast. No thanks, I’ve had enough of that.

      “Mijo,” Mom greeted me with a pat on my cheek and a loving smile. She used to kiss my cheek, but I’ve outgrown her, so it’s a pat. I bent and kissed her cheek instead. She handed me a breakfast burrito. “Dad’s working early shifts this weekend, so I need you to go grocery shopping with me. Phoebe is going with Christian this morning.” Of course she is! I told all the boys on the basketball team, in junior high, that my sister was off limits. Chris respected it, or so I thought. Guess he was tired of watching her date losers. She’s done worse, so while it may take a while for me to be completely for it, I know he’ll treat her right.

      I grabbed my cell when I went back to my room and checked to see how many missed calls I had. Ten calls in as many minutes! Eight voicemails and fifteen texts. All from Corrine. And one from Felix. That one may be worth reading.

      
        
          
            
              
        Felix

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Plans? A friend of mine needs help moving some things and I won’t be much help.

      

      

      

      

      

      I rolled my eyes. Yeah, I couldn’t picture Felix moving more than a pillow. Even then he’d fuss that it’s heavy!

      
        
          
            
              
        I have to shop with my mom but I can help when I’m done. Do we need to use the truck?

      

      

      

      

      

      Typically, I was asked to help for that reason alone. I love my truck! My grandfather bought it for me. She’s like my baby! I’m not as bad as Jordan is with his car but then again, he rebuilt that with his dad before he died, so I don’t blame him. Mads got a car when she got her license, but she wrecked it when she moved out with Sophia’s dad and now, she borrows the car that was bought for Phoebe. Phils doesn’t mind because she used to ride everywhere with me and now, she’s riding with Chris.

      
        
          
            
              
        Nah, it’s just room to room. Head over when you’re done.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Do you have plans today?” Mom asked. Funny she asks now when only four minutes ago I hadn’t had any.

      “Felix wants me to help him move something.”

      “Let’s hurry then,” she offered.

      “He’ll wait. Trust me, nothing will get moved without me.” Mom laughed at that. We wrestled my niece into shoes and a jacket and headed out. I drove while Mom entertained the terror that usually hates car rides.

      “Tio Tony, I want to sleep with you tonight.” I was buckling the monster child into the shopping cart seat when she kicked out and almost caught my jewels!

      “Not if you kick me,” I threatened. She frowned. She is the absolute cutest terror ever! “Behave and you can sleep in my bed.”

      “I’m ‘hay-ving,” she squealed with a clap.

      We followed Mom throughout the grocery store, grabbing a few items for our slumber party; chips, cookies, and juice pouches. Once home, I helped put the groceries away and checked in with Felix.

      
        
          
            
              
        Felix

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Yep, I still need you!

      

      

      

      

      

      It wasn’t a long drive; I usually pick Felix and his sister, Harper, up for school. It’s about five minutes from door to door. Felix and Jordan were standing on the front stoop when I arrived.

      “You’re gonna hate him,” Jordan warned. Felix stared at me with an evil grin.

      “I’m rearranging Harper’s room. Jordan just delivered the bed.” He grabbed Jordan’s shoulder and laughed while Jordan frowned.

      “You helping?” I asked the captain of the basketball team.

      “Nope! I’m not getting the wrath of Harper and having to deal with Vanessa too. I’m innocent in all this.” He threw his hands up and stepped back. “I’ll bring flowers to your funeral.”

      I was still a little confused, but we said goodbye to Jordan and headed inside. “So,” Felix began as he led me toward the back of the house, “Emmy got a new big girl bed, so I took possession of the toddler bed. And I’m going to remove Harper’s bed and replace it! I’d like to paint her room some baby color but that might be extreme. I could only get her out the house for half the day. Chris took them to get pampered. Then he’ll take them to eat and hopefully back to his house, or something.”

      “I’m not admitting to helping,” I warned.

      “She’s gonna know I didn’t do it alone. The guys are all meeting up with them for lunch, so she’ll figure it out since you won’t be there.”

      I should’ve turned around. No way should I get involved in this! This is nothing like changing the language on her computer or rearranging her playlists so that when she wanted her show tunes it turned out to be preschool songs. This was her entire room! Harper is a force to be reckoned with when she’s not happy. And something like this is definitely going to set her off! At least I don’t live with her. Felix might end up dead tomorrow!

      Not only had Jordan dropped off his little sister’s toddler bed but there was a changing table, a few large toddler toys and dresses galore! We were both going to end up dead tomorrow!

      It took a lot longer to take Harper’s bed apart than Felix thought. A few screws were stuck. Hopefully, we can still get everything done before Harper returns. Felix had placed a tarp on the garage floor for us to lay her bed frame on and was nice enough to buy mattress bags to keep her mattresses clean. All for a joke! Once we finally moved her bed and dresser into the garage, we got to work on redecorating the room. Thankfully, he opted not to touch her art supplies, but I have a feeling that’s because he would want the same respect for his own stuff. Instead of taking her clothes out, we pushed as much as we could aside and hung as many tiny dresses up as we could in the open space, leaving the door open so that it looked like it solely housed toddler dresses. When all was said and done, it looked like a child’s room. Felix even found a tiny pink rug to match the pink bedspreads and dresses.

      “You owe me lunch,” I told him when we headed to the kitchen. “Cook, delivery or we can go grab something. I don’t care but I’m hungry and you worked me like a slave.”

      “I worked just as hard as you!” He screeched. It was true. He surprised me by getting down and dirty for a change. I would never have been able to do it alone. However, that wasn’t going to get him off the hook.

      “Feed me,” I demanded. He rolled his eyes. “Pretty please!” I batted my eyelashes and held my hands up in a begging position. Not unlike the girls do to us when they want us to do something. We both laughed when he rolled his eyes at me. “Am I not pretty enough for you?”

      “Not even close. You might be ugly enough for my sister, though. She seems to have no taste.”

      “Still hungry,” I reminded, getting back to the original topic. I filled a glass with water and leaned against the counter.

      “I think there’s still a few tamales in the fridge.” He nodded toward the appliance. “Harper made them. A little too spicy for me and the parents aren’t home to eat them.” I helped myself.

      “Man, she did good on these!” I complimented. I wolfed down three before cleaning my mess. A beautiful girl that can cook. If only she wasn’t my sister’s best friend.

      “Yeah, she’ll be a good wife one day,” he told me with a wink. She would be a good wife and a gorgeous bride. Some man was going to be very lucky.

      “So, what are you going to do when she needs to have her room put back together?”

      “I’m thinking the guy that took it apart can take care of it.” I snorted. Felix can sometimes be a pain in the ass. No doubt I’ll be one of the guys helping put her room back together. We’ll more than likely have a few guys from the basketball team here. Unless Harper is seeing someone that she chooses to call on.

      “You’ll owe us pizza,” I warned. He nodded. “I don’t mean at your New Year’s Eve party. I mean whenever she calls us to put the bed together.”

      He nodded again, with a blank expression. “I understand,” he assured me. “So, what do you think of Linc’s new girl?” Gossipy Felix. I was actually surprised it took him this long. I met her the day Lincoln met her. She’s cute. She has an adorable Southern accent, and she was willing to play along when Chris and I were teasing our friend. He tried to act like he didn’t like her, but I knew better. I heard they all ended up at the mall the next day while I was stuck talking to Coach.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket and I pulled it out. It was a group text message from Jordan to Felix and myself.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jordan

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Incoming.

      

      

      

      

      

      “And on that note, I’m leaving! Record her reaction for me.” I handed him my water glass and left.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Tio Tony!” My niece pounced on me as soon as I entered the house. I picked her up and held her as I walked toward my bedroom. “Mama bought me a new movie so we can watch it for our slumber party!” Lovely!

      “What if we save the movie for tomorrow and I will see if Emmy can come over and watch it with you?” Her smile was so wide it was comical. “Who else do you want to come over?”

      “Felix!” she said with a belly laugh while I tickled her. “And his sister. She’s so pretty. And...” she pushed off me so I set her on the ground, flopping back on my bed. She climbed up beside me. “And Emmy’s brother. And Emmy’s Sessa! She’s pretty too. She can do my hair like Emmy’s.” Okay, I guess it’s a party.

      “Let’s go ask if it’s okay,” I stood up and reached for her hand. “Are we still having a slumber party?” She nodded as she skipped beside me. “Think Tia Phoebe will join us?” She nodded again. I pulled my cell out and sent a message to the group.

      
        
          
            
              
        Soph wants to have a movie party and you are all invited, as well as the little ones.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Vanessa

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ooh, that’s adorable!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lincoln

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sounds cute, but I’m gonna pass.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jordan

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        We’ll be there!

      

      

      

      

      

      I was surprised they answered so quickly. We were barely in the living room where Mom and Dad were. Mom was cuddled up against Dad; her feet propped up on the sofa. They looked adorable. Couple goals, but not any time soon.

      “Hey, do you mind if we have a movie party tomorrow with a few friends? Her friends and mine.” Mom sat up and looked at us with a beaming smile.

      “That’s so cute!” She looked down at the tiny terror and asked, “Do you plan to behave all night so you can have company tomorrow?” Sophia nodded an exaggerated nod, her body moving along with her head. “Are you going to help me clean up and cook before your friends come?” She nodded again but it wasn’t so exaggerated this time.

      
        
          
            
              
        Chris

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’ll be wherever the wifey tells me to be.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Phoebe

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m excited! This is such a cute idea.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Harper

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Felix won’t be there. He’ll be dead

      

      

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2

          Harper

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            
              
        Phoebe

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Chris wants us to go have a spa day tomorrow morning!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Vanessa

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Us?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Phoebe

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        He said no arguments. It’s his treat.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lizzie

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I can’t tomorrow! I work the morning shift! Next time for sure.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ugh what time?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Aayla

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        That guy is too much!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        No, that’s just Chris.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        What time do you mean by morning?

      

      

      

      

      

      That pause in response had me both apprehensive and annoyed. Was it too much to ask to just be allowed to sleep? I hated to sound like a brat but I hate waking up too early. Of course, no one else cared about the time; they were all morning people. Phoebe and Vanessa would probably squeeze in a three-mile run beforehand.

      Besides, I needed to stay on my toes. Felix was acting sketchy which only meant one thing: pranks. It normally starts small so I wasn’t too worried yet, but the last time this happened we barely made it out alive in the end. Seriously. Felix had chopped off a section of my hair two years ago and when I was running after him, he tripped and broke his arm. Granted, I didn’t push him or anything but I still felt terrible. So, I rocked a pixie cut and he rocked a cast for a few weeks…

      
        
          
            
              
        Phoebe

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Not too early, I promise!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Phoebe was a freaking liar. Who shows up at nine on a non-school day to go out, even for a spa day? Obviously not me because I was barely rolling out of bed when Phoebe and Vanessa came barreling into my room. Luckily, I had picked something out to wear the night before so I wasn’t holding up everyone else. Aayla looked a little bleary eyed when I climbed into the backseat next to her so I didn’t feel too bad.

      “Zoey was up very late,” she mumbled as I buckled my seatbelt. “Those two must be sociopaths to wake up this early on purpose.” She indicated Phoebe and Vanessa. I laughed. I’d been telling Phoebe that for years. She was always trying to get me to go with her on her morning runs but I always declined. It was nice that Vanessa was a morning person because it got me off the hook.

      After a morning of blow outs and facials we were ending on a blissful note of nails as Vanessa lightly nudged me with her free elbow. “Worth it?”

      I could have said something snarky but it had been a lot of fun so I just smiled. “It’ll be better with food.” I heard quiet giggling and glanced down the row of nail stations to see Chris and Phoebe. They were still laughing but the way Chris gazed at Phoebe made me look away. He always looked at her like she was his world, and it was nothing less than what she deserved. He was lucky to have found someone like her. I just hoped that there was someone out there who would look at me the same way someday.

      “It will be,” I harrumphed as my stomach gurgled, “as long as someone feeds me!”

      A few hours later, I was blissfully stuffed. Chris definitely delivered on lunch and I couldn’t be happier. I called out a greeting to Felix as I put my leftovers in the fridge. I was imagining putting my sweats back on. He came out to greet me by ruffling my newly blown out hair.

      “You have a good time?” he asked as he leaned on the counter. I was hesitant. He looked calm and relaxed, but I knew better. Felix looked like he was practically vibrating with anticipation. It did not bode well for me. I was going to need to be super cautious around the house. Last thing I needed was him putting salt in my sugar or something.

      “It was alright,” I said as I stretched. “They woke me up too early though. I think I’m gonna grab a nap.” Felix nodded sympathetically. Again, odd. I grabbed my bag and headed down the hall. My bedroom was my favorite place in the house. It was my sanctuary. My calm spot. It was…

      A toddler’s room?

      Oh, he was so dead. My bed, dresser and desk were all gone. There was a tiny bed where my amazing queen size had been. Did dolls sleep there? There was a fluffy pink rug in the middle of the room with a matching comforter casually draped over the bed. A polished changing table, completely stocked with diapers and wipes, was sitting in place of my desk. Toddler toys, including a rocking horse, where my dresser once was. I couldn’t bring myself to open the closet but I could see pink, frilly dresses poking out from the gap in the door.

      Felix knocked on the door as I stared in disbelief. “I figured, since you’re the size of a toddler,” he grinned, “you should have a room that’s more accessible to your size.” My art supplies hadn’t been touched from what I could see. I narrowed my eyes at my brother, still leaning casually against the doorframe. He stepped back when he saw my face. “Now, Harper…” I lunged at him as he ran down the hall, laughing the whole way.

      I pounded on his door yelling mostly incoherent threats he obviously didn’t take seriously since it was only met with obnoxious cackling. Stomping back to my room, I pulled my phone out and took a picture to send to the girls.

      
        
          
            
              
        So this is what Felix was doing when we were out…

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Aayla

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Oh wow…is he still breathing

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lizzie

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Whoa...dead boy walking!!!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        He’s still breathing…for now…

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Vanessa

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Is that Emmy’s toddler bed? That comforter looks very familiar!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Phoebe

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I swear I didn’t know this was why Chris insisted all of us go out!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Vanessa

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        We weren’t even gone that long!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lizzie

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Do you think he hired some movers or something?

      

      

      

      

      

      That asshole! Felix couldn’t have moved my bed by himself. I didn’t stop to think if someone else would help him.

      
        
          
            
              
        My bed is super heavy. Felix wouldn’t be able to do it alone…

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ayala

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        So is Felix going to be broken next time we see him?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Vanessa

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I won’t judge if you shave him in his sleep…

      

      

      

      

      

      I chuckled. Leave it to the sweetest looking one to have the most savage idea.

      I had no idea where he would have put my stuff! I started wandering around the house. The garage was the last place I looked, but of course it was the most obvious. There, in a very organized pile on the floor, were my disassembled bed frame and mattress.

      I was walking back to the kitchen when Vanessa’s idea came back to me. Shaving his head would be too far. Felix loved his hair, and it took forever to grow. But maybe she was on to something…

      I searched the cabinets until I found what I was looking for. Food coloring! I took the blue and ran to the bathroom, scanning his mass amounts of beauty products until I saw his shampoo and body wash. Perfect! His shampoo was already a purple hue so I doubted he’d notice if it was a few shades darker. His body wash, as luck would have it, was blue. I grinned evilly as I emptied the food coloring into it. Nothing permanent but he would be walking around looking like a Smurf for a few days.

      I tossed the empty bottle in the kitchen garbage before heading back to my room. He wanted a prank war? He’d get one!

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I was in bed reading when my friend texted. I smiled to myself when I heard the shower turn on down the hall.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lee

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey I’m in town! What’re you up to? I have someone I want you to meet!

      

      

      

      

      

      Lee was the nicest guy I ever dated. The guys absolutely hated him. They always thought there was something off about him. They always thought Lee was interested in other girls or wasn’t interested enough in me. I mean, they weren’t wrong. They weren’t entirely right either but it wasn’t their business.

      
        
          
            
              
        Right now I’m trying to figure out how to put my bed back together.

      

      

      

      

      

      I sent him the picture I’d sent the girls.

      
        
          
            
              
        Oh wow. Felix?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Yeah. Pretty sure he had help though. I have no idea how I’m going to get this back together!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I can help you out! Want me to come by tonight and fix it?

      

      

      

      

      

      I heard a high-pitched squeal from the bathroom and chuckled. Damn, I should have recorded that. It would have made the best ringtone!

      
        
          
            
              
        Maybe tomorrow. I think my revenge just kicked in…

      

      

      

      

      

      My door flew open, slamming against the wall. Unlike some people, I won’t hide when I prank someone. There stood Felix: hair dripping, sweat pants inside out and skin as blue as a summer sky. At least I had the sense to snap a picture before dissolving into hysterical laughter.

      “It’s not funny, Harper. I have a date tomorrow!” he shouted at me. It made me laugh harder.

      “I hope…” I said between gasps, “he has a thing for blueberries!” I stood up and tried not to burst into another fit of giggles.

      Felix narrowed his eyes. “You know this isn’t over.”

      “You should just be happy I didn’t put Nair in your shampoo bottle.” I smirked and shrugged. “I’m not the one who started it, Felix. You should have known there’d be retaliation. I’d let your accomplices know I’m coming for them next.”

      With an inelegant huff, Felix rolled his eyes and stomped out of my room. For a fleeting moment I was worried that I’d maybe gone too far. Then the idea that he was going to try and scrub the food coloring off made me snort. No, it was just enough. I sent the pictures to the girls.

      
        
          
            
              
        So this is going to be a thing now…

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Vanessa

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Oh wow!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ayala

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        He deserves every inch of that blue skin!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Phoebe

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        This is not going to end well…

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lizzie

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m not trying to stir the pot or anything, but what about the rest of the guys?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Phoebe

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        What do you mean?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Vanessa

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        ???

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lizzie
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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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