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      Clark lay in bed, eyes squeezed tight.

      "God, give me the strength to face another day," he prayed, steeling himself.

      He wondered what it must be like for other people to wake up—how did it feel to just live instead of having to claw back every single hour from the hands of the Reaper? He believed in God, but Death was like a close personal friend who had come to crash on the couch for a few days and never left.

      He moved carefully as he rose, trying not to wince at the sharp stabs of pain that shot through his shoulder where the bones were slowly decaying—long-term victims of the disease that had already stolen his kidneys.

      Molly was still asleep, one arm thrown above her head, long hair sprawled on the pillow.

      He stood there, slightly hunched, frail in his white underwear, and wondered what he'd done to deserve such a remarkable woman.

      And whether he'd be able to keep her.

      They'd had two kids and fifteen years together already. But they'd also spent countless nights in the hospital and too many days worrying whether they'd have enough social credits for the next dialysis treatment.

      How much could love overcome? When would she finally say enough and leave him?

      He wouldn't blame her if she did.

      Sometimes he secretly hoped she would.

      He'd die if she left—inside if not outside—but he hated how their love kept her here, suffering along with him.

      He'd wanted to give her the world once.

      Instead he'd given her this cramped existence—constantly on the brink of failure, never able to just live.

      She woke and saw him watching her.

      "Come back to bed. You can be a few hours late, can't you?" Her voice was soft and low, still fuzzy with sleep.

      He wanted to so badly, but, no. He couldn't be late again. His boss would surely fire him this time.

      "I can't."

      "At least give me a kiss." She smiled, the familiar fire burning in her eyes.

      He shook his head. If he gave her one kiss it would become two and then he would be a few hours late. And if he lost this job…

      No. He had plans. Simple ones, but ones that mattered. Like taking the family to the mountains for a week.

      He'd have enough if he could just keep this job another two months, which was easier said than done. It was his third job so far this year. He tried to keep his head down and do what he was told, but it was hard when he could so easily see what his bosses couldn’t.

      But he'd do it this time. For Molly and the kids.

      It would be worth it to see the smile on Molly's face when he surprised her with the trip.

      For now, though…The light in Molly's eyes died and she turned away, burying her face in the pillow.

      Clark paused a moment, wanting to comfort her, but he didn’t have time. He never did.

      He turned towards the bathroom, promising himself he'd buy her a rose on the way home from work. That much he could afford, at least.

      Clark tried not to look in the mirror as he brushed his teeth. Tried not to register the gaunt frame and loose skin where once there'd been taut flesh and muscle.

      At least the worst scar was in the back—the jagged line along his shoulder blade where they'd removed his lung after the second and final failed kidney transplant.

      That one had almost cost him his life. The Reaper had decided to not just crash on the couch and play video games, but had slept in his bed, worn his clothes, and eaten all his food.

      Three months he'd been in the hospital. He'd spent endless days with green and black infection spewing from his mouth; weeks of fighting until they finally acknowledged that it was no good to save the kidney if the patient was dead.

      He’d spent those months tethered to a hospital bed watching Molly hide her tears, pretending for his sake that everything was fine.

      He'd done the same for her—not let her see how close Death was and how much just opening his eyes every morning was a struggle.

      He would have never made it without her love to light the way.

      And every day they’d had to wonder if this would be the day the hospital stopped treatment. The day he finally ran out of social credits and they decided he was no longer valuable enough to society to save and shut down the machines keeping him alive.

      Every morning he'd wondered if that would be the last time he’d look into Molly's warm brown eyes.

      It had taken him three long years to save enough credits for that surgery. Hundreds of hours keeping his head down, doing what he was told, keeping silent lest he be fired. And when he wasn't working, he was volunteering. He'd tutored students, cleaned-up parks, done taxes for seniors—anything to earn another credit.

      Three years of sacrifice so he could finally live a normal life.

      He and Molly had lain together at night whispering about what they could do when he was healthy again—travel anywhere they wanted for as long as they wanted, stay in bed all day on a Saturday instead of rushing off to dialysis.

      Eat a banana split together.

      Three years they’d spent dreaming about what it would be like after.

      After.

      It was all they'd lived for.

      Not that they would have ever been completely free.

      Clark would have always been on anti-rejection medicines. Not to mention that if he'd ever rejected the kidney he'd have needed enough social credits for the surgery to remove the failed kidney and go back on dialysis.

      But it would have been a better life. A more normal life.

      Especially better than the years when he'd been so low on credits that Molly had been forced to dialyze him at home using that old brown monstrosity that barely functioned.

      After, he'd told her as he stroked her hair. After the transplant, it will all be better.

      How wrong he’d been.

      Clark shoved thoughts of what could have been to the back of his mind. Dwelling on the past did nothing for his present.

      He opened the blister pack of his morning medications and swallowed the fifteen pills one at a time, hating each one as he washed it down with a sip of tepid tap water. He had to take half of them just to counteract the side effects of the others. It was a never-ending death spiral that he’d lose some day. Only question was when.

      Sometimes he wished he weren't a thinking man. That he could just walk through life like some mindless drone, oblivious to what was happening around and to him.

      But he wasn’t. He saw it all. The unfairness, the futility.

      When it all became too much he did multiplication tables in his head—32 x 43, 45 x 87, 921 x 435. Anything to distract himself from the reality of his life and the anger at those who put such a low value on their fellow man.

      Otherwise he’d start calculating how he could steal enough supplies to treat himself for a year. And wonder what it would take to overthrow a government that only allowed him medical treatment after he’d proven his continued value to society.

      Such a joke.

      They wanted him to prove his value but at the same time they chained him with their requirements.

      If they had just given him the care he needed to survive, he'd have given them everything. Who knows where the world would be now if he’d been able to finish his PhD in nuclear physics? But no. He'd had to drop out when he turned twenty-five and they started demanding credits for his treatment.

      He could have accomplished so much…

      Instead he was stuck working part-time jobs, scrabbling and scratching just to get by.

      He flung the blister pack at the trash can. He didn't have time for this shit.

      Dwelling on the injustices of the world wasn't going to get him to work on time or keep the spark in Molly's eyes. Leave that to some idealist with good health and money in the bank. Someone with the time and energy to save the world. He didn’t have either.

      He glared at the broken man in the mirror and forced his shoulders back and lifted his chin. Time to face another day.

      

      Clark paused in the doorway to the dining room, watching his daughter and son eat their breakfast, one fair, one dark, both intent on last-minute homework as they ate the nutritional slop provided by the local foodbank.

      They were what made it all worthwhile. They were why he could swallow his pride every morning and do what had to be done.

      "Daddy!" Bella ran over to him, her hair shining white under the glare of the lights. "Can I come to work with you today?"

      "No, Munchkin, sorry. You have to go to school." He ruffled her hair.

      She pouted, big brown eyes pleading with him.

      "And I'm in the office all day. You know you can't come into the office with me."

      Her shoulders slumped and she shuffled back to the table. “Fine.”

      Seven years old and he already worried about her. So feisty and independent. How would a girl like her survive in a world that determined whether she could live based upon some narrow pre-conceived notion of social value much less thrive?

      He was afraid someday she'd be standing at the front of a mob screaming for change, unable to bow her head the way he had all these years. Maybe that was a good thing…The world needed to change. But did it have to do so on the back of a young girl?

      As he sat down, he turned to Drake who was hunched over his food, his dark hair flopped over his eyes. He was so angry these days—twelve years old and he’d finally started to understand how the world really worked—you either had enough money and could do whatever you wanted or you spent your days playing their game, racking up social credits against your inevitable need.

      "How're you doing, Buddy? Ready for the game this weekend?"

      Drake shrugged. "I guess. Probably won't start."

      "Well, you'll still earn participation points even if you don't."

      "I don't care about participation points! I didn't go out for the stupid team for participation points. I went out because I wanted to play." Drake glared into his bowl.

      "I know. But participation points matter, so it's good that you're earning them."

      Some weeks the few credits Clark received from his kids’ participation points made the difference between receiving treatment and not.

      Clark's vision went white.

      He fought the urge to hit something. No point in hating the world for the way it was. It didn't hate him back. It just was.

      "Maybe we can go to the court this weekend and work on your hook shot. What do you say?" Clark watched his son, wishing Drake would look at him.

      Drake glared into his bowl. "You'll probably be too tired."

      Clark winced. He was often tired on the weekends. Dialysis took it out of him. And that on top of work and volunteering and trying to be a good husband and father.

      He tried, but each year he lost a little more ground to the Reaper.

      "No. I won’t. We'll go on Sunday. After church."

      Drake rolled his eyes, but was too smart to say anything against going to church.

      Bella moved the gray sludge around in her bowl, lower lip thrust out and tears lurking in the corners of her eyes.

      "You want to come with us this weekend, Munchkin?"

      She bobbed her head. "Yes! And, Daddy?"

      "Yeah?"

      "Can I go to dialysis with you tomorrow?"

      He'd been planning on banking some more social credits while he dialyzed—completing some government questionnaire or other—but he couldn't say no to her twice. He'd just have to find some other time to answer the questionnaire.

      "Of course, Munchkin."

      "Thank you, Daddy." She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek before running to her room to get ready for school.

      He watched her go, fighting the urge to give up and go back to bed right then. Some days it was all just too much.

      

      Bella going to dialysis with him meant he needed to visit Joe today. She didn't need to see that. And she was getting old enough to put two and two together and he didn’t want to have that conversation with her just yet.

      Because Joe had decided he was done. No more dialysis. After spending every Saturday morning for the last decade strapped to a machines next to Clark, Joe had decided it was time to call it quits. To die.

      Most patients crammed into the public ward brought their own personal immersion units and spent the three hours lost in an alternate reality, but not Clark and Joe. They passed the time playing a game of chess or two on Clark's old wooden set. Or, more often than not, debating the latest psychology research. (Joe was a professor at the local university.)

      They were partners in tragedy. Clark had lost his kidneys to a perfectly preventable childhood illness that wasn't caught in time, but Joe's story was even more unfortunate. He'd donated a kidney to his sister when he was in his twenties and then lost the other to an infection picked up while traveling South America on an aid mission thirty years later. He’d refused to even consider a kidney transplant, saying it was too much hassle for too little return.

      And now, it seemed, he'd decided dialysis was too.

      

      Clark made his way through the maze of long, beige hospital hallway to the wing dedicated to hopeless cases. "End Care" they called it. A place where they provided just enough pain medication to protect the living from a true view of what it was like to die.

      Not everyone in End Care was there because they wanted to be, but when your veins were full of morphine you didn’t have much left to fight back.

      He found it a bit ironic that the same system that wouldn't keep a man alive was willing to provide him such a comfortable end.

      Not too comfortable, of course. That wouldn't be cost effective.

      Joe was in a room with three other patients, their beds separated by thin privacy curtains with bright images of flowers just artificial enough to be disturbing—the petals too thin, the colors nothing seen in nature.

      The man next to Joe's bed was coughing—the sound loud and wet, as if he was trying to expel his insides through his mouth.

      The combined smells of decay and disinfectant made Clark miss a step, but he fought back his horror and made his way to Joe’s bed.

      Joe stared at the ceiling, his lips pressed tightly together, his hands clenched into fists.

      "Hey Joe, whadya know?" Clark sat down in the red plastic chair with faux wood armrests next to the bed.

      Joe turned towards him with a wince. "Clark. You didn't have to come."

      "Of course I did. You're my friend."

      "I would've understood if you didn't.” He rolled his eyes towards the man still coughing nearby. “But, thank you." He reached out a hand already swollen from the fluids pooling in his body.

      Clark took it, squeezing gently as he struggled to hold back the tears.

      He didn't cry often, but to see Joe give up like this—like he himself had imagined doing in his darkest hours—was too much.

      "Why?" Clark asked, unable to elaborate further.

      "I was tired. Tired of all of it." Joe stared at the ceiling once more. "But mostly tired of being alone."

      Clark winced. Joe's wife Celeste had died the year before and he hadn't been the same since.

      "You could've…"

      "What? Found someone? Gone online and met a great, caring woman to spend my days with?"

      Clark nodded.

      "Would you? If Molly left you? Would you do that to another woman knowing what you know now?"

      Clark looked away. "No." Given the chance to do it again, he’d turn and run. Molly’s love and their children were all that had made his life worth living. But to see his illness slowly break her down little by little, to watch the woman he loved try to bear a burden that no one should have to bear…

      No.

      He'd never ask that of another woman knowing what he did now.

      He'd been young and foolish when they met, unaware how much a terminal illness would weave itself through every waking moment of their lives. How it would carve away at what they shared, day after day, slowly eroding the strong foundation they’d built together.

      Even though he couldn’t bear the thought of losing Molly—they’d separated the year before and even though he knew he should let her go, he hadn’t been able to—he would never do that again. If he lost her, he’d die, alone and miserable before putting another woman he loved through that kind of hell.

      Not that he could imagine loving anyone but her.

      He shook his head and sat back, joining Joe in staring at the ceiling as the machines beeped and whirred around them and the smell of the place seeped into his very pores.

      He knew God didn't give you more than you could handle, but he sure came damned close sometimes.

      "How long?" He finally asked, desperate to fill the silence with something other than his thoughts.

      "I don't know." Joe pressed the button for more morphine. "A week maybe? Could be less. Could be more. I stayed home the first week, tidying up, until it got to be too much and I decided I wanted to be close to the good drugs."

      They laughed, the forced laughter of men who'd spent too many years relying on pills to regulate their bodies—veterans who had long since learned that pills could only do so much and even the good pills didn’t touch every kind of pain.

      Once again they lapsed into silence until Joe reached towards the nightstand. "Clark, I need to tell you something before I forget." He grunted in frustration as the tubes snaking out of his arm pulled him up short. "Can you get that folder for me?"

      Clark handed him a dark blue folder with the name of some law firm glinting in gold embossed letters under the fluorescent light.

      Joe thumbed through the documents inside until he found what he was looking for and handed it to Clark. "Here. All yours."

      Clark read the words three times before they finally sunk in.

      I, Joe O'Donnell, do hereby bequeath my entire estate to Clark Jones.

      Further down the page, after a lot of words about being of sound mind and body and the legal requirements of the state, he saw two numbers: 225 social credits and $2,454,364.22.

      Clark stared at the second number.

      $2,454,364.22.

      He reread the document. Two more times. Just to be sure.

      The next paragraph spelled it out. Two million, four hundred fifty-four thousand, three hundred sixty-four dollars and twenty-two cents.

      "Joe …" Clark didn't know what to say. Thank you seemed so inadequate.

      It was enough to pay for treatments for a decade, maybe more.

      Enough to change his life. To change Molly’s life.

      Joe was staring at the ceiling again, but a tear slid down his cheek and to the pillow. "It’s from Celeste's life insurance settlement. I couldn’t bring myself to touch it.” He smiled at Clark, his eyes moist with sorrow. “Use it wisely, my friend. Take that beautiful wife of yours to the mountains. Fish with your boy. Play chess with your girl. Maybe even go back to school."

      Clark crumpled the paper in his fist as a mixture of gratitude, shame, hatred, and love coursed through his veins. Hatred for a system that made his dying friend’s sacrifice mean so much. Love for a man who was too good for this world.

      "Thank you," he whispered. "But couldn't you …"

      "No. I chose this. I'm ready."

      Clark wanted to argue, but he nodded. He owed Joe the right to make this choice. He smoothed the paper out on his knee, too overcome to look at Joe again. "I'll come back each day until…until the end."

      "No." Joe's voice was sharp and hard. "You don't need to see this."

      "But I can’t leave you here alone like this…To…"

      "Go, Clark. Live your life."

      Clark reached for the faded leather briefcase at his feet. "One last game of chess before I do?"

      "Sure." Joe sat up straighter. "But if I win I'm taking that back …"

      He said it with a smile to show he was kidding, but Clark clutched the paper to his chest. No. He wouldn’t give it back.

      Slowly, he relaxed his grip on the document and shoved it into the briefcase, removing the worn wooden chessboard that had once belonged to his dad.

      He forced a smile. "Good thing I'm going to win then, isn't it?" he managed to say. All the while his heart was racing, pounding in his chest.

      He knew Joe didn’t mean it. But still. To come so close to finally being able to provide for his family…

      He couldn’t lose. Not now.

      

      Two hours later, Clark sat across the street from the hospital in a bar with a neon sign above the door with half the letters missing so it looked like that place was called “in’s vern”.

      The place was empty except for a too-cozy couple sitting in the back corner by the lone pool table.

      He’d taken a seat at the far end of the bar from them and sat staring at the bowl of potato chips the bartended had plopped down in front of him. Had Joe indulged in all the foods he wasn’t supposed to eat after he’d made his choice? Spent the last week at home in one long binge fest of french fries, bananas, and orange juice? Or better yet, bacon potato skins smothered in cheese and sour cream.

      And salt. Salt on everything.

      "What'll you have?" The bartender, a big burly guy with faded green tattoos on his forearms, braced his hands on the counter and glared at Clark. No freeloaders allowed, it seemed.

      "Whatever you have on tap." Clark winced as the man turned away. His body would punish him for having it, but sometimes he just wanted to be normal.

      A little hard to do with his fistula throbbing with every beat of his heart. He moved his hand to his lap to hide it.

      What was he doing here? Why hadn't he gone home to Molly? Why hadn’t he told her the good news as soon as he left Joe’s hospital room?

      She’d be worried, wondering where he was.

      He never stayed out late. Never missed a meal with his family to hang with the guys. Time with Molly and the kids was too precious to squander on conversations about shitty bosses and sports teams.

      Yet here he was.

      Alone in a bar.

      Thinking.

      He stared once more at the piece of paper Joe had given him. It was a wrinkled mess.

      Joe had assured him it was a copy, but Clark carefully smoothed it out. He’d won three games to two at the end, but just barely, and probably more because Joe took pity on him. He’d been too nervous to think, the number repeating over and over again in his head with each move.

      $2,454,364.22.

      It was going to change their lives.

      He could quit his job and go back to school. Take Molly on the honeymoon she'd always wanted. Fly the kids to Space Center and let them ride the zero gravity plane.

      He imagined how different their lives would be, how much better they’d be now.

      The bartender slammed the beer down and it sloshed onto the bar, almost spilling on the paper. Clark jerked it away.

      Maybe he should save the money. Keep it for days when it all became too much and he just wanted to call in sick to work and stay in bed making love to his wife. Or ditch out early to watch his son's basketball game.

      As he took a sip of the beer, grimacing at the strong yeasty taste of it—he hadn’t had a beer in close to a decade—he realized something.

      He could fail now. He could fail and his family would still be okay. The money would protect them.

      They didn’t need him anymore.

      As a matter of fact, with the money, they’d probably be better off without him. One little heart infection and there it would go. They'd be right back where they'd started.

      He flinched away from the imagined disappointment in Molly’s eyes. From having to tell her that they needed to use the money for yet another surgery, yet another hospital stay. That she couldn’t have the beautiful dress or those heart-shaped earrings he’d always wanted to buy her.

      He pushed the beer away as an even worse thought occurred to him.

      What if Molly left him? She'd wanted to the year before. The only reason she hadn’t was because they hadn't had the money for her to actually move out.

      But now…

      Now she could take the money and the kids and leave him. She could start a new life. With someone healthy and happy. With a man who could give her everything she deserved.

      He crumpled the paper. He didn't want to lose Molly. Or his kids. And he wasn’t sure he could keep going, keep fighting, if he didn’t actually have to.

      But it was only a matter of time, wasn’t it?

      No matter what he did, no matter how much money had had, Death wasn’t going to leave him be. The hourglass of his life was running low, the sands falling through faster and faster with each passing day.

      He stared into the beer until it was warm and the couple had left, thinking.

      Always thinking.

      

      Molly was already in bed when Clark finally came home. He stumbled in the dark, trying to undress without waking her.

      "How was Joe?" Her voice was deeper than normal as she reached out to where he sat on the edge of the bed.

      He choked back the tears. "Bad."

      "You weren't there this whole time were you?"

      He crawled under the covers and turned to face her, their bodies curved towards one another; light from the streetlamp outside drawing stripes across her skin.

      "No. I went to a bar. I needed to think."

      "Oh."

      One word, but a world of hurt in it. The hurt of a woman who'd been by his side through so much and who he shut away without even thinking about it. No matter how many times she told him he didn't need to protect her, that she wasn't some fragile creature who needed to be sheltered, he always tried to keep her from the worst of it.

      "I love you so much." He pulled her close and buried his head against her neck, inhaling the spicy cinnamon scent of her skin.

      She tensed, but didn’t pull away from him. He kissed her neck and caressed her body until she finally melted under his touch, finally let him pull her close and make love to her with a desperate need and tenderness.

      These moments, alone with her, in the darkness of night, were what sustained him. He'd never experienced pure joy the way he had when she was in his arms, moving with him, chasing new heights of passion. She was his core, the source of his strength.

      He needed her.

      After, they lay entwined, her head pillowed on his chest as she drifted to sleep.

      Clark lay awake staring at the ceiling, watching the lights shift as an occasional car passed by outside.

      There was so much he wanted to give his family, but some days he had so little left to give them.

      He pictured Joe, alone in a hospital bed. All that money and he’d just quit. Handed the keys to the Reaper and walked out the door with a "try not to destroy the place" called over his shoulder.

      He hadn't been able to hold on. Hadn't wanted to hold on. Not alone and sick like he was.

      Clark clenched his fists. He’d never do that. Never just quit.

      Would he?

      He shivered. He'd been pulling so hard for so long just to keep from falling, he didn't know how else to live.

      And now all the resistance was gone.

      He didn't have to get out of bed in the morning. He didn’t have to get out of bed ever again.

      He stared at the ceiling, thinking, always thinking, until dawn arrived.

      

      Clark lay in bed, eyes squeezed tight, knowing it was time to get up and start another day.

      So much had changed in twenty-four hours. The fear that had driven him was gone.

      No more worrying that today he wouldn't have enough credits to dialyze. No more needing to swallow his pride to keep his job or ask for assistance when he fell short.

      He could finally be his own man.

      And yet, nothing had really changed, had it?

      He'd agreed to go three out of five against the Reaper and it was the endgame of the last match. No amount of passion, desire, or love could stop the play clock from ticking down.

      The Reaper sat there, waiting.

      It was Clark’s move.

      He could tip his king to the side and say, "your game." Let it end for once and for all. Molly and the kids would be taken care of now. They didn’t need him.

      Or he could open his eyes and face another day. Keep playing until he was down to his last pawn.

      It was his move.

      Clark slowly levered himself out of bed and shuffled towards the bathroom, wincing at the pain in his shoulder.

      "Clark," Molly called. "Not yet. Come back to bed. Just a few minutes."

      He turned to stare at her—at the soft curve of her hip under the sheet, her alabaster skin, her sleepy smile. He wanted more than anything to walk back to that bed, to burrow under the covers with her and forget that the world existed for just a while.

      But he couldn't. Because he knew now that if he stopped, even for a moment, even long enough to kiss her, he'd never find the strength to keep going. To keep fighting the Reaper day after day after day when he knew it was a losing battle.

      He turned away. "Sorry. Not today. I'm already late," he mumbled, hating himself for keeping her in the dark and denying her what she wanted most, but knowing he had to. She was his world; he couldn’t go on without her or risk losing her.

      As he stared into the mirror, he knew she was going to hate him when she finally found out about the money, but that was okay. Because by then he'd be gone.

      And he could stand her hating him for eternity as long as she loved him for the rest of his life.

      Squaring his shoulders, he prepared to face another day.
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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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