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        This book is in honor of beloved ancestors, my great-grandparents, 
        Watson and Flossie Highsmith.
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        To my grandmother, Joyce Highsmith.

      

      

      
        
        And to all the dreamers who refused to give up.
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      This book was born long before I ever picked up a pen.

      It began with two people, Watson and Flossie Highsmith my great-grandparents, who carried their faith, their dignity, and their dreams from Arkansas to Oakland with no roadmap but God. They didn’t have much, but what they did have was conviction. They believed in family. They believed in work. They believed in prayer. And they believed in the power of telling the truth, even when the world tried to silence it.

      Picture Man is my attempt to honor that truth.

      I wrote this story to preserve the pieces of us that history books overlook, the porchlight conversations, the juke-joint laughter, the sanctuary tears, the hard decisions made at kitchen tables, the victories nobody clapped for, the kind of love that keeps a family stitched together when everything else is falling apart. I wrote it to honor the legacy of the Black home, the Black imagination, the Black fight to be seen, and the Black joy that refuses to dim.

      Photography became the perfect vessel, because in our culture, the camera has always been more than a tool. It’s testimony. It’s memory. It’s resistance. It’s evidence that we were here, that we loved, that we dreamed, and that we mattered.

      As you move through these pages, I hope you feel the heartbeat behind the story—the migration, the resilience, the faith that carried my people through generations. I hope you see your own family somewhere in these characters. I hope you recognize the sacrifices your ancestors made so you could stand where you stand.

      Most of all, I hope this novel reminds you that legacy isn’t something we inherit, it’s something we build, preserve, and pass forward.

      Thank you for stepping into this world with me.

      Welcome to the Picture Man Era.

      — HMTWNHERO
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        Step into the soundscape behind the story. This playlist travels the same road Watson Highsmith walked, from the swing of early jazz and the spark of rock & roll to the protest anthems of the Panthers and the truth-telling pulse of 90s hip-hop. These songs carry the spirit of migration, memory, resistance, and Black joy. Scan the code below and hear the music that shaped the world of Picture Man

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            one

          

        

      

    

    
      The Arkansas heat had a way of sticking to a man’s bones. By late afternoon, Watson George Highsmith had already sweated through his shirt twice, and the rows of cotton stretched out behind him like white ghosts. He dropped the burlap sack from his shoulder, wiped the salt sting from his brow, and stared at the horizon. Same fields. Same dust. Same sky. All around him, the day was still grinding. Voices floated across the rows some singing low, some fussing with the earth, some too tired to do either. Far off, the overseer’s wagon creaked past, his shadow long and lean against the burning ground. A child’s laughter skipped over from another row before being swallowed by the heat. It was the same so und every day, the same song. Watson stretched until his back cracked, teeth gritted against the ache. He thought about how much of his life this field had eaten and how it would keep eating if he let it. For the first time in weeks, the thought didn’t fill him with dread. It filled him with something sharper.

      As his fingers brushed the edge of the five-dollar bill in his pocket. Months of saving, counting, hiding. And this morning, slipping into Mr. Clay’s Pawn Shop like a man running a secret errand, heart pounding until he felt like he’d stolen something. The camera was cheap, the kind white men laughed at, but it was his. His first tool for building a world outside these rows. He imagined his beloved wife Flossie’s face when he told her the way she’d arch her brow like she didn’t believe him, then soften when she saw he meant it. She’d worry, of course. About money. About dreams. About what happens to Black men who want too much. Watson grinned despite the sweat running into his mouth. Let her worry. He wanted too much and he meant to keep wanting.

      Somewhere a whistle blew, quitting time. The field stirred like a tired beast. Men hoisted sacks, women herded children, and the air filled with talk about supper, about Saturday, about the price of sugar. Ordinary talk for an ordinary day. But Watson walked a little taller as he shouldered his sack. Tonight, the air in their little house would be charged with something new. Tonight, Mrs. Flossie Mae Highsmith would hear her husband say out loud that he was done letting the land name him. And the rows, endless as they were, seemed to lean away from him just a little like they knew he wasn’t coming back the same. Mr. Clay’s Pawn Shop smelled of oiled wood and secrets. The bell above the door gave a tired jingle as Watson stepped inside, boots leaving dust prints on the floor. It was dim and cool after the blaze outside, the kind of shade that made a man slow down whether he meant to or not. The air carried a faint metallic tang brass, gun oil, and time gone stale. The shopkeeper sat behind the counter with a ledger, spectacles halfway down his nose. He looked up once, gave a nod that said he’d seen a hundred men walk in with hope and walk out with regret, and went back to scratching his pen across the page. Watson let his eyes wander over the shelves. Knives lined up like sleeping soldiers. Pocket watches ticking softly to themselves. A trumpet with a dented bell. Everything in the place seemed to hum with the stories of the men who’d traded them away.

      Then he saw it.

      The camera was perched on the second shelf, dusty but proud, as if waiting on him all this time. His throat tightened. He stepped closer, reached for it slow like it might spook, and lifted it from the shelf.

      It was heavier than he’d imagined, the leather cover worn soft at the edges, the brass fittings dull but sturdy. He turned it in his hands, seeing not just a camera but a door, a way to catch the world and hold it still long enough for someone like him to say, This happened. I was here.

      “How much?” Watson asked, voice low, clearing his throat.

      “Five dollars,” Mr. Clay said without looking up. “Don’t come with film.”

      Five dollars. His stomach knotted. That was three years of loose change and pocketed nickels, the secret money saved from back-breaking days in the field and odd jobs no one thought twice about. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the roll he kept tucked under a loose floorboard back home. His hands felt clumsy now, like the whole shop was watching him. One by one, he peeled off the singles, smoothing each flat against the counter until there were five in a row. Mr. Clay finally looked at him, not long, just enough to measure him then gave a curt nod.  He wrapped the camera in brown paper and tied it with string as neatly as a Sunday parcel. When Watson stepped back out into the late-day sun, the world seemed louder and clearer. The heat pressed on his skin, but he didn’t mind it. The dirt road looked different under his boots, the red clapboard houses sharper somehow. Folks he passed gave him the usual nods, but he saw them new the lines in their faces, the curve of their backs, the light catching their hair.

      He caught himself framing them in his mind, this woman carrying a basket of okra, that man rolling a cigarette with one hand as if he was already taking their picture. By the time he reached the edge of town, the paper-wrapped camera felt less like a purchase and more like a promise. Watson tucked the package under his arm and started down the road toward home. The sun had dipped just enough to turn the sky the color of ripe peaches, and every shadow stretched long across the dust. He passed the barber shop first, it’s screen door propped open, voices spilling out. Men talking baseball, discussing politics, laughing like the day hadn’t been so hard. Old Mr. Turner sat outside whittling, gave Watson a look that lingered on the brown paper in his hands.

      “Pick you up somethin’, Highsmith?” the old man asked.

      Watson smiled, a small, private thing. “Something like that.”

      He kept walking.

      The Jenkins kids were playing marbles near the general store, their knees chalked white with dust. One of them waved and called out, “Evenin’, Mr. Watson!” He tipped his hat, imagining how the light caught their bent heads, the quick flash of glass marbles in the dirt, a picture waiting to be taken. By the time he turned off the main road, the air had cooled just enough to smell of wet earth and honeysuckle. He slowed his pace. Not because he was tired though he was but because he wanted to stretch the walk, hold this feeling just a little longer. At the edge of the field, he stopped. The house sat there in its usual place, tin roof catching the last light. Through the open window he could see Flossie moving from table to stove, apron tied at her waist, hair pinned up tight. She paused, wiping her hands, and for a moment just stood there, back to him, staring out across the yard like she was thinking of some far-off thing.

      Watson’s chest tightened. He knew that look. He’d seen it plenty, on days when the work was long, or when a letter came from her sister back in Pine Bluff, talking about someone getting out, someone moving North.

      He took a deep breath, squared his shoulders, and stepped into the yard.

      Flossie heard the crunch of his boots and turned, her face softening into a tired smile.

      “You’re late,” she said, not unkindly.

      Watson just nodded, climbing the steps, holding the package behind his back for one more beat.

      Inside, the house smelled of cornbread and fried okra. The kerosene lamp flickered low on the table, casting everything in honey-colored light.

      Watson set the package down between them.

      “What’s this?” Flossie asked, brows drawing together.

      Watson untied the string slow, like unwrapping the start of a new life. The string came loose and the paper fell open, revealing the camera like some small miracle between them. Flossie’s hands went to her hips. “Watson George Highsmith, what in the world did you go and buy now?” He didn’t flinch, just ran his thumb along the worn leather like it was a holy thing. “A camera.”

      “A camera?” She blinked at him, then sat down hard in the chair across from him. “Lord have mercy. How much?”

      Watson met her eyes. “Five dollars.”

      Her mouth dropped open. “Five dollars? Watson, that’s near half what we got put aside for winter. You done lost your mind.”

      He stayed quiet a beat, letting her words settle in the room. Then, slow;

      “I been saving near three years for this. Every nickel I could hide. Didn’t take a dime from what we saved for winter”

      Flossie crossed her arms, suspicious but listening.

      “I can’t keep breakin’ my back in that field just to die in it,” Watson went on, his voice low but steady. “Every day I watch the sun come up over the same rows, hear the same voices singin’ the same songs. It’s like we ain’t even here, Mae (he only called her Flossie when he was upset with her). Like we don’t leave nothin’ behind.” He held up the camera. “This here, this is how I’m gon’ leave something behind. I can catch things the way they are. Show folks what we lived through. Show ‘em who we were. Show us who we are.”

      Flossie’s frown softened just a little. She reached out, touched the edge of the camera like she might get burned.

      “And what you gon’ do with it, Watson? Take pictures of folks pickin’ cotton? Folks be lucky to have enough to eat, let alone pay for a picture.”

      “Maybe so,” he said, leaning forward. “But I ain’t buyin’ it just for them. I bought it for us. So one day, when we gone, somebody’ll know we were here. We was more than this dirt.”

      For a long moment the room was quiet, just the sound of the lamp hissing.

      Finally, Flossie sat back, shaking her head. But she was smiling now, the corner of her mouth turned up despite herself.

      “You better take a good picture of me first,” she said. “Ain’t nobody else gon’ believe how fine I was back in 1938.”

      Watson grinned, relief washing over him. “You gon’ be my first picture, sure as the sun come up.” She laughed then, soft and tired and real, and the house felt different somehow. Like it was leaning forward with them, ready for whatever came next. That night, after supper and dishes, Watson sat at the table with the lamp turned up bright, the camera spread out in front of him. The brown paper bag lay torn like shed skin. He turned the camera over and over, learning its weight, its angles, the click of the shutter. The sound made him grin every time, sharp and certain, like a nail driven home. Flossie watched from the doorway, arms folded, a dish towel still in her hands. “You look like a boy with a new toy.”

      Watson didn’t look up. “Maybe I am.”

      She shook her head, but she was smiling again.

      When he figured he had the hang of it or close enough  he loaded the film Mr. Clay had thrown in as a courtesy (“Expired,” he’d said, “but might still take”). Then he asked her to sit by the window, where the moonlight pooled across the floor. Flossie rolled her eyes but did as he asked, smoothing her hair and straightening her back like she was getting her portrait painted.

      “Don’t move,” Watson said, crouching low, adjusting the focus with careful fingers. His heart was beating too loud in his ears.

      He pressed the shutter. Click.

      The sound filled the room, small but electric.

      Watson lowered the camera, staring at her in the silver light. “You look like you belong in a magazine,” he said.

      Flossie laughed, a soft thing that curled through the house like music.

      Over the next few days, Watson took pictures of everything, the sagging porch, the rows of cotton at dawn, the neighbor kids chasing chickens, even the worn hands of Old Mr. Turner whittling outside the barbershop. Each shot felt like a piece of proof, a stake driven into the ground that said: We were here. This happened. One evening, Flossie found him out in the yard, holding the camera to the setting sun as if trying to trap the whole world inside it.

      “You gon’ take pictures forever now?” she teased.

      “Forever,” Watson said, without a smile this time, without looking away.

      And just like that, the man who had spent his life bent under the weight of the fields stood a little straighter. The horizon didn’t look so far anymore.

      The kitchen smelled like vinegar and burnt paper. Watson sat at the table with his sleeves rolled, staring down at the little tray of chemicals and the strip of film he’d been fussing over all afternoon. He’d rigged a dark corner with an old quilt tacked over the window, turned their kitchen into something between a prayer room and a science experiment.

      Flossie stood nearby, arms crossed. “How long you been at this?”

      “Since noon.”

      “It’s near dark, Watson.”

      “I know.”

      He dipped the film again, careful, holding his breath. When he lifted it this time, the faint ghost of an image began to appear, Flossie sitting by the window, the curve of her mouth caught mid-smile. Watson’s heart thudded so loud he thought she might hear it. He held it up to the lamplight, squinting. The picture was too dark, blurry around the edges. But it was there. It was her. Flossie leaned closer, and for the first time that day, her voice softened. “Well, would you look at that. You did it.” Watson grinned, wide and boyish, and for a moment he forgot the long hours, the ruined film scattered across the table, the vinegar smell that clung to his hands. The next morning he was out before sunrise, the camera slung around his neck. He walked through town like a man seeing it for the first time,  the preacher sweeping the church steps, Miss Lottie feeding chickens behind the store, a pair of boys running barefoot after a stray mutt.

      “Highsmith,” one of the men on the porch called. “What you doin’ with that contraption?”

      “Making history,” Watson said without slowing down.

      It wasn’t long before folks started asking him to take their picture, first as a joke, then serious when they saw he meant it. The Jenkins family asked for a photograph on Sunday after church, all lined up stiff in their best clothes. When Watson clicked the shutter, little Marcie giggled and broke into a grin, showing the gap where her tooth used to be. That night, Watson developed the photo and left it to dry by the window. When he showed it to the Jenkins Family the next morning, they passed it around like a treasure, holding it up to the light, laughing like they hadn’t laughed in a long while. Word spread. By the end of the week, Watson had a list scratched on the back of a feed sack, families who wanted to be remembered, men who wanted to send a picture to cousins up North, mothers who wanted their babies’ faces caught before they grew. Flossie found the list one evening and shook her head. “Lord help us. You gon’ have the whole county beating a path to this door.”

      “Let ‘em come,” Watson said, tucking the list into his pocket. “Let ‘em all come.”

      And for the first time, he felt like maybe, just maybe the world was finally looking back at him.

      The next Saturday, Watson set up an old crate outside the barbershop, the camera perched on top like a crown. He’d washed his shirt that morning, combed his hair back, and even polished his boots with lard until they shone.

      Men lounged on the porch, watching him with a mix of amusement and suspicion.

      “You out here takin’ pictures for fun?” one of them asked.

      Watson stood tall. “No, sir. For a nickel.”

      That made them laugh, a sharp, barking sound that turned a few heads down the street.

      “A nickel?” one man said, spitting into the dirt. “You think folks got nickels just to see their own faces?”

      Watson’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t flinch. “I think folks got a right to be remembered,” he said. “And a nickel’s cheaper than bein’ forgotten.” For a beat, nobody said anything. Then old Mr. Turner stepped down off the porch, hands shaking a little as he dug into his pocket. He laid a coin in Watson’s palm.

      “Take mine first,” he said.

      Watson swallowed hard and nervously said “Yes, sir.”

      He had Mr. Turner sit in the straight-backed chair he’d borrowed from the church basement, lined him up so the light hit just right, and clicked the shutter. When the picture was ready two days later, Watson brought it to Mr. Turner’s porch. The old man held it like it was something holy, staring at his own face for so long that Watson thought he might cry.

      “You keep doin’ this,” Mr. Turner said finally, voice low. “People gon’ start rememberin’ who they are.”

      After that, the nickels started coming. Then dimes. Mothers with babies on their hips, farmers with their Sunday hats, young couples who wanted proof they were in love they all lined up for Watson’s little chair. Flossie started keeping the coins in a jar by the stove. “You know we near halfway to what we’d need for train fare to Oakland?” she said one evening, rattling the jar so the sound filled the room.

      Watson looked up from the strip of film he was hanging to dry. “Oakland?”

      “You always said the West was where a man could breathe. Where he could do more than pick and sweat and pray.”

      He was quiet for a long moment, staring at the row of drying photos faces he knew better than his own.

      “Maybe it’s time we go find out,” he said.

      A few days later, Watson was packing up his crate and chair when he heard a familiar voice behind him.

      “Well, I’ll be damned. If it ain’t Watson Highsmith playin’ city photographer.”

      He turned. It was Roy Daniels, a field hand he’d worked alongside for years. Roy stood with his arms crossed, sweat still streaking his shirt, the look on his face half amusement, half contempt.

      “You out here wastin’ good daylight takin’ folks’ pictures when you could be earnin’ real money?” Roy said, shaking his head. “You think a camera gon’ save you from that field?”

      Watson didn’t answer right away. He packed the camera carefully back into its cloth, feeling Roy’s eyes on him the whole time.

      “This ain’t about savin’ me,” Watson said finally. “It’s about showin’ folks we worth savin’.”

      Roy snorted. “Pictures ain’t gon’ change nothin’. White folks still gon’ be white folks.”

      Watson stood then, tall enough to look Roy in the eye. “Maybe so. But my future children ain’t gon’ grow up thinkin’ we was just shadows in them rows. They gon’ see who we were, clear as day. That’s worth more to me than a day’s wage.” Roy shook his head and walked off, muttering something about fool’s dreams.

      Watson watched him go, jaw set. The words stung, but they also lit something hotter in his chest.

      That night, as Flossie counted the coins from the day’s work, she found him staring out the window.

      “You still thinkin’ about what Roy said?” she asked softly.

      Watson nodded slowly.

      “Yeah. But I ain’t mad about it. Just means I gotta keep goin’ ‘til folks like him can’t deny what they see.”

      Flossie crossed the room and put a hand on his shoulder. “Then you better keep takin’ them nickels, ‘cause we near about got enough for two tickets West.” Watson looked down at the camera on the table. The same worn leather, the same dull brass. But tonight it didn’t look small anymore.

      The next Sunday, Reverend Carter caught Watson on the church steps after service.

      “Brother Highsmith,” he said, tipping his hat. “I been hearing about this work you do, these photographs. Folks say you got half the county lining up to get theirs took.”

      Watson nodded, suddenly aware of the camera hanging at his chest. “Yes, sir. I been doing what I can.” The preacher smiled, slow and knowing. “Well, I reckon it’s time we had a proper church portrait. All the families, all together. Something for the records.”

      Watson blinked. “You want me to take it?”

      “I do,” Reverend Carter said. “And we’ll pay. Not just nickels, either. The congregation done passed the plate.”He handed Watson an envelope, light but thick enough to make his heart hammer. The following Sunday, the whole congregation gathered under the oak tree behind the church women in pressed dresses, men in their Sunday suits, children fidgeting and squinting in the sun. Watson set the camera on the tripod he’d borrowed from the undertaker, checked the focus three times, then stood back.

      “Alright,” he called out, his voice louder than he meant. “Everybody hold still. This here’s history.”

      He ducked under the black cloth, lined up the shot, and pressed the shutter. Click. For a moment the world was completely still, as if even the wind knew to stay quiet. When Watson developed that picture later, the faces came through clear proud, solemn, unbroken. He hung it up to dry and stood staring at it long into the night. Flossie came to stand beside him. “That’s near every Black soul in this county,” she whispered.

      Watson nodded. “And now they’ll always know we was here.”

      She touched the envelope still sitting on the table enough money for two train tickets and a little left over.

      “You ready?” she asked.

      Watson looked at the photograph one last time, then at the camera.

      “Yeah,” he said quietly. “I’m ready.”

      Word spread fast once folks learned the Highsmiths were leaving, as if the wind itself carried the news down every dirt road and into every kitchen. By Saturday, the whole county seemed to know. The day broke clear and bright, the kind of late-summer afternoon that smells of warm earth and cut grass. By sundown, the Highsmith yard was alive. The sky had turned deep orange, cicadas humming in the trees, and the air was thick but not cruel, just heavy enough to feel like it was holding the moment still. Neighbors arrived in their best, as if Sunday had come early. The women wore cotton dresses in faded blues and yellows, their hair wrapped neat, some with strings of beads at their throats. The men had washed and ironed their work shirts, boots polished as best they could. Children came barefoot, running wild until their mothers caught them and dusted them off before sending them back toward the porch. The food table sagged under its weight, cast iron skillets of fried chicken, baskets of hot cornbread wrapped in dish towels, jars of pickled okra, fresh tomatoes sliced thick and dusted with salt. Someone brought a jug of lemonade so cold the glass sweated, and someone else passed around a mason jar of corn liquor that made the men cough and laugh.  The music started with just a fiddle, slow and mournful, then a tambourine joined in, followed by a washboard keeping time. Before long, voices rose up, spirituals first, then faster songs that set feet stomping and skirts twirling in the dust. Watson stood on the porch, drinking it all in. He could smell the fried chicken, the wood smoke from the cook fire, even the faint sweet tang of molasses someone had poured over a stack of biscuits. He’d expected handshakes and quiet goodbyes, maybe a nod or two. He hadn’t expected this, a full send-off, a celebration.

      Old Mr. Turner was the first to speak, stepping into the clearing with his cane. The fiddle fell quiet.

      “Watson Highsmith,” he said, his voice carrying in the hush, “you gave this county somethin’ we didn’t know we needed, you gave this county proof. Proof we was more than hands in a field. Proof we was worth lookin’ at.” A murmur of agreement rippled through the crowd. Flossie pressed the corner of her apron to her eyes. Miss Lottie came forward with a bundle wrapped in muslin. “Made you a quilt,” she said. “Figured you might need a piece of home when the nights get cold.” The fabric smelled of cedar and soap.

      Even Roy Daniels showed, standing just at the edge of the yard, hat in hand. When Watson went to him, Roy shifted on his feet.

      “You still think this is a fool’s dream?” Watson asked, quiet but direct.

      Roy looked at the ground, then up at Watson. “Maybe not. Just make sure you send word back. Let us know if the West is as good as you say.”

      Watson gripped his hand. “You’ll know.”

      As the night deepened, lanterns were lit and hung from the porch rafters, casting golden circles in the dark. Children curled up on quilts, the music softened into humming, and someone started a slow clap to keep rhythm. Watson couldn’t help himself, he set up the tripod and took one last picture of the whole gathering. The lantern light caught their faces just right, soft and shining, like they were already part of a memory. The morning they left, the house was still and quiet. Watson woke before the rooster crowed, lying on his back, staring at the ceiling. The air was cool, that rare hour when the heat hadn’t claimed the day yet. He turned to see Flossie already awake, sitting on the edge of the bed, tying her scarf over her hair.

      “You ready?” she asked, voice soft.

      Watson sat up, nodded. He didn’t trust himself to speak.

      They moved through the house in silence, packing the last of what they owned, a quilt folded neat, a Bible wrapped in cloth, a small tin box with Flossie’s hairpins and a letter from her sister in Pine Bluff. Watson took one last walk through each room, running his hand along the windowsill, the table, the doorframe worn smooth from years of coming and going. When he stepped outside, the sky was turning gray-blue, the first edge of dawn soft on the horizon. The air smelled like dew and wood smoke, and somewhere a whippoorwill was still singing. Their neighbors began to gather in the yard, some still buttoning their shirts, some carrying baskets with food for the trip, biscuits wrapped in wax paper, slices of ham, a jar of molasses tied up in cloth.

      “You gon’ need somethin’ to eat on that train,” Miss Lottie said, pressing the basket into Flossie’s hands.

      The wagon that would take them to the station rattled into the yard. The driver tipped his hat.

      Watson turned back to the house one last time. The porch sagged just like it always had, the tin roof glinting soft in the morning light. He saw themself here, planting turnips, patching the roof, watching the seasons turn. And then he saw something else: the camera hanging around his neck, the road stretching ahead, the life waiting beyond these fields. He took a deep breath and climbed into the wagon. The ride to the station was quiet, just the steady creak of wheels and the soft shuffle of hooves on the dirt road. The fields they’d worked for years blurred past, green and gold in the rising sun. When they reached the station, a small crowd was already there, waiting neighbors who’d woken early just to see them off. Someone handed Watson a handkerchief, someone else hugged Flossie so long she nearly cried.

      The train stood huffing on the tracks, black engine breathing steam like a great, waiting beast.

      The conductor called out, “All aboard!”

      Watson helped Flossie up the steps, then turned back to wave.

      “Take good care of each other!” someone shouted.

      “We will!” Flossie called back, her voice breaking just a little.

      The whistle blew, sharp and loud. As the train began to roll, Watson looked out the window, watching the faces in the crowd get smaller and smaller until they were just shapes against the morning light. Flossie reached for his hand. “We really gone,” she whispered.

      Watson squeezed her fingers, feeling the weight of the camera in his lap.

      “We gone,” he said, staring straight ahead as the fields fell away behind them. “And we ain’t never comin’ back the same.”

      The train rattled and hissed as if it might shake itself apart, but to Watson and Flossie it sounded like freedom.

      They’d paid $3.50 each for their tickets, nearly seven dollars gone in one sweep leaving just under four dollars in Flossie’s coin purse. Enough for a few meals and not much more. Watson kept the purse in his jacket pocket, patting it now and again as though to make sure their future was still there. They sat in the colored car, wooden benches worn smooth by years of travel. The windows were streaked with dust, but Watson didn’t mind, he kept leaning forward to look out, watching the fields roll past like pages turning. A few other passengers shared the car, a young mother with two sleepy children curled against her side, an older man in overalls dozing with his hat pulled low, and a pair of teenagers whispering and passing a stick of gum back and forth like a secret. Flossie set the basket Miss Lottie had given her on her lap and opened it carefully. Inside were biscuits wrapped in wax paper, slices of country ham, a jar of molasses tied up with twine, and a handful of hard candy.

      “We best make this last,” she said, tearing one biscuit in half and passing the bigger piece to Watson.

      They ate slow, molasses sticking to their fingers, washing it down with water from the tin canteen Watson carried. The taste was simple, but it felt rich somehow like a meal meant for people on a journey. At the next stop, a vendor boarded with a tray of boiled peanuts and bottles of sarsaparilla. Watson bought one of each, spending another fifteen cents, and shared it with Flossie while the train clattered on. Between stops, Watson watched the white cars up ahead through the open door, curtains on their windows, padded seats, a dining car where waiters in white coats served plates on real china. Flossie followed his gaze and reached over, lacing her fingers through his. “Don’t you go lookin’ back there too long,” she said softly. “We right where we s’posed to be.” Watson nodded, though his jaw stayed tight. As the sun went down, the car grew quiet except for the rhythm of the rails, a steady, rocking heartbeat. Flossie leaned her head on Watson’s shoulder.

      “You scared?” she asked.

      Watson thought a moment before answering. “Some. You?”

      “Some,” she said. Then, after a pause: “But I reckon we can be scared together.”

      Watson turned and kissed her forehead. “We can.”

      Outside, the stars came out one by one, clear and sharp in the wide dark sky. Watson rested his camera on his knees, his thumb tracing the leather strap, and felt something new rising in him not fear, not quite hope, but something bigger than both. He looked down at Flossie, now dozing against him, and made himself a quiet vow: no matter how strange the West turned out to be, no matter how hard it got, he would keep taking pictures until their love and their life were fixed in the world like those stars.
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      The train hissed and sighed behind them as they stepped onto the platform, steam curling around their legs like ghostly fingers. The morning air smelled of coal smoke and salt water — sharp, alive, nothing like the sweet dust of Arkansas. Watson adjusted his grip on their bag and scanned the crowd. Porters in navy caps hustled baggage carts. Chinese laborers shouted to one another in a quick, musical language. A newsboy wove through the travelers calling, “Chronicle! Get your morning paper!” Flossie clutched the quilt to her chest and leaned close. “Feels like the whole world standing right here,” she whispered.

      Watson nodded, his own chest tight. “World’s bigger than I thought.”

      They followed the stream of passengers out onto 7th Street, where trolley bells clanged and horses clopped alongside early-model motorcars. A bakery nearby sent out a wave of warm yeast smell that made Flossie’s stomach growl. “Let’s find somewhere to sit a minute,” Watson said, spotting a bench near the station. They shared the last biscuit from Miss Lottie’s basket, eating it slow while they watched the city wake up, women in wide hats stepping off streetcars, men in suits lighting cigarettes on the corner, boys shining shoes in quick, practiced motions. By noon, they’d found a boarding house, a narrow, two-story place with peeling paint but clean windows. The landlady, a sharp-eyed woman in a floral dress, led them upstairs to a room with a single bed, a small dresser, and a window that looked out over a tangle of rooftops and wires.

      “Fifty cents a night, paid up front,” she said.

      Watson peeled the coins from his palm, wincing at how light their purse had become. But when the landlady left, Flossie smiled and spread the quilt across the bed.

      “Feels like home already,” she said softly.

      They spent the afternoon exploring. Watson carried the camera at his side, itching to use it but too busy taking everything in with his eyes. They walked past storefronts with hand-painted signs, past men unloading barrels from wagons, past a café that smelled of coffee and bacon. Flossie lingered outside a dress shop, staring at a blue dress in the window, then shook her head and moved on. “One day,” she said. By the time the sun dipped low, the streets came alive in a different way, lamps lit one by one, jazz music floated from a club down the block, and laughter spilled out of a pool hall. The city smelled of fried fish and cigar smoke, salt air blowing in from the Bay.

      They bought two bowls of stew from a food cart, thick with beans and onions and sat on the curb eating side by side, the heat of the bowls warming their hands.

      “Think we gon’ be alright here?” Flossie asked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

      Watson looked up at the glow of the street lamps, the cables overhead humming with electricity, the camera resting against his knee. “We gon’ be more than alright,” he said. “We gon’ be seen.”

      Later that night, back in their small room, Watson set the camera on the windowsill and opened the sash. The city sounds floated in the rumble of a late trolley, a man laughing somewhere down the street, the faint echo of a horn. Flossie curled against him on the bed. “This don’t feel like Arkansas no more,” she murmured.

      Watson kissed her hair. “It ain’t,” he said. “That’s the point.”

      Outside, the lights of Oakland burned steady, as if to say welcome, you made it.

      Watson lifted the camera, framing the moment, the lamplight glowing on Flossie’s face, the street stretching out behind her like a promise.

      “Hold still,” he said.

      Flossie smiled just a little, tired but proud. The shutter clicked.

      It was the first picture of their new life.

      The room was small, but it felt big enough to hold the whole day. The quilt from Miss Lottie lay spread across the bed, the edges just brushing the floor. Outside the open window, the city murmured trolley bells in the distance, a lone dog barking, the clatter of someone closing up shop for the night. Watson sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, staring at the camera on the sill. His hands still smelled faintly of train smoke and metal.

      “We really here,” Flossie said, her voice barely above a whisper.

      He nodded, still looking out the window. “We here.”

      She sat beside him and let out a slow breath. “I feel… everything. Excited. Scared. Like my whole life been turned inside out.”

      Watson turned then, met her eyes. “Me too,” he said. “But I ain’t never felt so sure about nothin’ in my life.” They lay down fully dressed, just too tired to bother, and stared at the ceiling for a long time. The boarding house creaked around them someone laughing down the hall, a baby crying two rooms over, footsteps crossing the floor above. Flossie rolled onto her side and rested her head on Watson’s chest. “Promise me we gon’ make it baby,” she whispered. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. “We gon’ make it,” he said. “We gon’ make it together, Floss. Even if it’s hard. Even if it’s slow. We gon’ keep holdin’ on.” She didn’t answer, just pressed her face into his shirt until she could smell the day still clinging to him the sweat, the smoke, the faint tang of steel and dust. They lay like that for a long while, talking in low voices about the days to come. About finding steady work. About sending word back home. About how, one day, they’d have a house of their own with space enough for a darkroom and a garden. Sleep didn’t come easy. Every time Watson closed his eyes, the images from the day came rushing back, the hiss of the train, the glare of the station, the bright dresses and loud voices of the streets. But sometime past midnight, the city quieted, and exhaustion finally took them both. Watson held her as she drifted off, feeling the rise and fall of her breathing against him. And just before he slipped under, he thought of the camera on the sill, catching the glow of the moon.

      Tomorrow, he promised himself. Tomorrow he would start.

      Watson woke before dawn, the sky outside the window just turning gray. Flossie was still asleep, her breathing soft and steady under the quilt. He dressed quietly, slung the camera around his neck, and stepped out into the street. Oakland smelled different in the morning, sea breeze mixed with coal smoke and fresh bread from a bakery down the block. The city was already stirring: porters pushing carts, women sweeping storefronts, a streetcar rattling past full of early workers. Watson walked with no real plan, letting the city lead him. He stopped here and there to take in the sights, a row of row houses stacked close together, laundry lines strung like banners overhead, a cat perched on a stoop watching him with suspicion.

      It didn’t take long before folks started to notice him.

      “You new here?” a man called from a corner, leaning against a post with a cigar in his mouth. He was about Watson’s age, skin dark and smooth, wearing a cap pulled low.

      “Just got in yesterday,” Watson said.

      The man nodded, sizing him up. “You a city man?”

      “No, sir. Country. Arkansas.”

      The man grinned. “Figured. You walk like a man still listenin’ for mules.”

      Watson laughed despite himself. “Name’s Watson Highsmith.”

      “Earl Green,” the man said, sticking out his hand. “You lookin’ for work?”

      “I am. At least till I get my photography business goin’.” He patted the camera on his chest.

      Earl raised a brow. “You a picture man?”

      “Tryin’ to be.”

      “Well, picture man or not, you can make a day’s wage down at the docks. They pay a dollar-fifty for a full day’s loadin’ and haulin’. Hard work, but it’s honest, and you’ll be back in time for supper.”

      Watson hesitated, thinking of Flossie, thinking of the few dollars they had left. “Who do I talk to?” “Foreman name’s Collins,” Earl said. “Big red-faced man with a hat too small for his head. You tell him Earl sent you.”

      They walked together toward the waterfront, passing other men heading the same way, Black, White, Mexican, all carrying lunch pails, some nodding in greeting, some just staring at the camera hanging against Watson’s chest.

      “You gon’ take pictures of us too?” one man asked, half-teasing.

      “One day,” Watson said.

      At the docks, the air was thick with tar and salt, ships lined up like sleeping beasts. Watson found the foreman, got sized up, and was handed a pair of work gloves.

      “Day rate is $6,” Collins said gruffly. “You work ‘til I say quit. You late, you gone.”

      Watson nodded. “Yes, sir.”

      The work was brutal, hauling crates, rolling barrels, the sun beating down on his back but every time his muscles screamed, he pictured Flossie in their room, the quilt pulled up around her, waiting for him to come home with coins in his pocket. By quitting time, Watson’s shirt was soaked through, hands blistered, but when the foreman dropped the dollars into his palm, he felt something like pride. That evening, he walked back through the city with Earl, bought two hot sweet rolls for five cents each, and climbed the stairs to the boarding house. Flossie was waiting by the window. When he dropped the coins into her hand, she smiled slow, the kind of smile that made the whole room feel bigger.

      “We gon’ be alright,” she said.

      Watson kissed her forehead. “Better than alright. We gon’ build somethin’ here.”

      He glanced at the camera on the table. Tomorrow, he thought. Tomorrow he would take his first picture of Oakland.

      The next morning, Watson rose even earlier, before the streetcars started clanging. The air was cool and damp, carrying the smell of salt from the Bay. He slung the camera around his neck and walked toward the docks, determined to see the city through the lens this time. When he arrived, the waterfront was just waking. Ships sat hulking in the gray light, their masts like black needles against the sky. Dockworkers shuffled in, lunch pails swinging, their breath rising like smoke in the morning chill. Watson set up near a stack of barrels, framed the shot carefully. He wanted it all, the workers, the cranes, the long lines of rope trailing into the water.

      “Hey, picture man!” Earl called from a few yards away, grinning. “You finally gonna use that thing?”

      Watson nodded. “Hold still a second.”

      Earl struck a pose, one boot up on a crate, chin tilted like a prizefighter. A couple of the other men laughed and crowded into the frame. Watson ducked under the black cloth, adjusted the focus until the lines were crisp, and pressed the shutter. Click. The sound cut through the morning like a nail driven into wood. The men clapped each other on the back, joking, but Watson’s hands were steady. He knew this picture mattered. That night, after supper, he turned their boarding house room into a makeshift darkroom. Flossie helped him hang blankets over the window and set the lamp low. The smell of developer filled the air, sharp and chemical.

      When the image appeared, the docks, the ships, the men grinning like they owned the world

      Watson felt something swell in his chest.

      “You did it,” Flossie whispered, peering over his shoulder.

      The next morning, Watson brought the print to the docks and handed it to Earl.

      Earl stared at it for a long moment before grinning wide. “Look at that fool with his boot on the crate,” he said, pointing at himself. The other men crowded around, laughing and slapping him on the back.

      “Can I get one too?” one of them asked. “For my girl?”

      Watson nodded. “I’ll make you one. Nickel apiece.”

      The men agreed without hesitation, some pulling coins from their pockets right there on the spot.

      By the end of the day, Watson had a list of names and a pocket full of nickels.

      “You might just be onto somethin’, picture man,” Earl said, clapping him on the shoulder. “Keep this up, you ain’t gon’ be breakin’ your back here long.”

      That night, Watson laid the nickels out on the table in neat rows. Flossie stood behind him, her hands on his shoulders.

      “This how it starts,” she said softly.

      Watson looked at the drying photograph hanging by the window, the city caught in its first frame.

      “No,” he said, smiling faintly. “This how it continues.”

      It started with Earl and the dockworkers, but soon word spread down 7th Street, there’s a man with a camera, and he knows what he’s doing. Two weeks after that first photograph, Watson was leaving the café with two day-old biscuits wrapped in paper when a deep voice called out behind him.

      “You the picture man?”

      Watson turned. The speaker was Reverend Carter from the AME church, a tall man with a trimmed mustache and a collar so stiff it caught the morning light.

      “Yes, sir,” Watson said, clutching the warm paper bag.

      “We want a church portrait,” the Reverend said. “Everybody together, choir, mothers, deacons, even the little ones. Been near ten years since we had one took. You available this Sunday after service?”

      Watson’s throat went dry. This was bigger than any job he’d had yet. “Yes, sir,” he said finally, steadying his voice. “I can do that.” Sunday came hot and bright, the kind of day that made the church’s white clapboard walls blaze. Flossie had pressed Watson’s shirt the night before, and he wore it tucked and clean, boots polished until they caught the sun. When the service ended, the churchyard buzzed with excitement. Women herded children into place, smoothing collars and pinning hats. Men stood shoulder-to-shoulder, straight-backed, shoes shining from the morning polish. The choir arranged themselves near the front, robes swaying in the warm breeze. Watson felt sweat gathering under his collar as he set up the tripod, careful with each adjustment. This wasn’t like catching dockworkers on a break. This was history, and he meant to get it right.

      “Little more to the left,” he called gently, waving one group over. “Yes, ma’am, that’s perfect. Can you hold the baby just a little higher? Good.”

      Flossie stood off to the side, handing him plates and holders, calm as a nurse, her presence steadying his hands.

      When everyone was finally in place, the noise quieted. Even the children went still.

      “Alright now,” Watson said, ducking under the black cloth. His heart was hammering so loud he could barely hear himself. He focused until the lines were crisp, the light falling just right on every face.

      “Hold still,” he said. Click.

      The sound was small, but in the hush it felt like thunder.

      That evening, the city had gone soft and golden, the last light slanting in through the boarding house window. Watson sat at the little table, elbows resting on the wood, staring at the last remaining print. The congregation looked back at him from the photograph, hats and polished shoes, babies balanced on laps, the Reverend standing proud at the center. It felt almost alive, like if he stared long enough he’d hear the murmur of their voices again. Flossie came over with two cups of chicory coffee and set one by his hand. She stood there a moment, looking down at the picture with him.

      “You see what you did?” she said softly.

      Watson didn’t answer, just traced the edge of the photo with his thumb.

      “You made ‘em look like they belong to themselves,” she went on. “Like we ain’t just folks scattered in somebody else’s world. That picture says we was here, Watson. Says we matter.”

      He swallowed hard and looked up at her. “I been wonderin’ if I was crazy, draggin’ you across the country, spendin’ near everything we had on this camera. But when I see this…”

      He tapped the photo, shaking his head slowly. “This worth it.”

      Flossie smiled, that slow, knowing smile she saved for rare moments. She bent and kissed the top of his head.

      “You just getting started,” she said. “And I’m right here with you.”

      They sat together in the fading light, the city outside humming with trolleys and laughter, the photograph drying on the table between them like proof that the world had changed just a little and for once, in their favor.

      A week after Watson started taking photos of the men on their breaks, the foreman finally noticed. It was just past midday, the sun beating down hard enough to make the dock planks shimmer. Watson had just snapped a picture of Earl and two other men leaning against a stack of barrels, laughing, when a shadow fell over him.

      “You got time to play with that contraption, Highsmith?”

      Watson straightened, camera still in hand. The foreman stood there, red-faced under his too-small hat, arms crossed.

      “Yes, sir. We was on break.”

      “Break’s over when I say it’s over,” the foreman barked. He jabbed a finger toward the camera. “You keep foolin’ around with that thing and you won’t have no job to come back to. You want to take pictures, do it on your own time.”

      Watson swallowed the words that rose up in his throat. Losing this job would mean no rent, no food, no film.

      “Yes, sir,” he said finally, lowering the camera.

      The rest of the shift passed in silence, the foreman’s words still ringing in his ears.

      That evening, Watson sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the camera on the table.

      “You can’t let him scare you,” Flossie said gently, sitting beside him.

      “He right though,” Watson muttered. “I come here to earn. Not get fired.”

      Flossie reached over and squeezed his hand. “Then we make a way where you ain’t gotta answer to him forever.” Two days later, while Watson was tightening a rope on a cargo line, Earl came over with a grin.

      “Hey picture man,” Earl said. “You free next Saturday?”

      “Why you askin’?” Watson replied, wary.

      “’Cause my cousin’s gettin’ married. And he said he’d pay you a whole $10 if you come take pictures at the wedding. Said he want something to send to folks back home.”

      Watson nearly dropped the rope. $10, that’s more than whole day’s wages for a single job.

      “You tell him I’ll be there,” Watson said, his first real smile of the day spreading across his face.

      That night, Watson told Flossie about the offer over supper, beans and cornbread that tasted sweeter with the news.

      “$10?” Flossie repeated, eyes wide. “Watson, that’s more than what you make sweatin’ down at the docks all day.”

      “Exactly,” Watson said, leaning back in his chair. “If I can do one wedding, I can do more. Enough of ‘em, I won’t need to haul crates for nobody.”

      Flossie grinned, excitement flickering across her face. “Then let’s make this one count.”

      She helped him press his shirt that night and polish his boots, treating the job like a holy appointment. And that’s how Watson found himself walking into the hall on 8th Street the following Saturday, camera in hand, heart hammering, ready to catch a whole new kind of picture, one that could change the course of everything. Saturday came hot and clear, the Bay air carrying just enough breeze to keep the heat from sitting heavy. Watson and Flossie arrived at the little hall on 8th Street just before noon, camera case in hand, boots polished until they shone. “This the man” Earl called out, grinning wide when he spotted Watson. “This the one gon’ make y’all look like royalty.”  The groom, a tall man with calloused hands and a shy smile stepped forward and shook Watson’s hand. “Heard you take good pictures,” he said. “I want proof my woman was the prettiest thing in Oakland on her wedding day.”

      “Yes, sir,” Watson said, adjusting his collar. “I can promise you that.”

      Inside, the hall buzzed with life. The air was thick with perfume, roasted chicken, and the yeasty smell of fresh bread. Lanterns strung along the rafters glowed gold against the dark wood. The bride, Barbra Jean stood near the front, a vision in her white cotton dress trimmed with lace, a sprig of gardenia tucked behind her ear. Watson’s stomach was tight. This wasn’t just a job, this was his chance to prove that a day’s work behind a camera could be worth more than a day’s work hauling cargo.

      Flossie caught his hand before the ceremony started. “Breathe honey,” she whispered. “You ready.”

      The ceremony was small but rich with feeling. Reverend Carter’s voice rolled steady through the room, the words of the vows hanging heavy and sweet. When he pronounced them husband and wife, the whole room cheered, hats waving, babies squealing, the phonograph needle dropping into something fast and bright. Watson went to work. He moved through the crowd like he’d been born to do it, crouching low to catch the flower girl’s shy smile, stepping back to frame the whole room when everyone raised their glasses in a toast. The camera’s shutter clicked like a drumbeat, steady and sure. The food table was a feast, platters of fried chicken glistening under the lantern light, bowls of butter beans, fresh vegetables, hot cornbread stacked high, sweet tea and three sweet potato pies lined up at the far end. Someone pressed a plate into Watson’s free hand between shots. He ate standing up, cornbread crumbling, camera still dangling from his neck, eyes always searching for the next frame. Later, when the dancing began, Watson caught Earl and the groom’s cousins stomping so hard the floorboards shook. He framed them just as the bride threw her head back in laughter, veil flying, the groom’s hands steady on her waist.

      Click.

      When it was time to pose the couple outside, the sun had set and the streetlamp cast a perfect halo of light over them. Barbra Jean held her bouquet tight, Henry stood proud at her side.

      “Alright now,” Watson said softly, ducking under the cloth. “Hold still. This here’s forever.”

      Click.

      When he delivered the photographs the following week, Barbra Jean gasped at the first print her own face staring back at her, veil glowing in the lamplight.

      “You caught the joy,” she whispered. “I didn’t think you could catch joy like that, but you did.”

      She handed him a crisp $10 bill withe biggest smile on her face.

      

      “You worth every penny, Mr. Highsmith.”

      

      That night, back in the boarding house, Watson laid the coins on the table beside the Bible and stared at them a long time.

      “That’s more than a day’s wages,” Flossie said quietly, pride glowing in her voice. “And you didn’t come home sore.”

      Watson grinned, exhaustion and excitement mixing in his chest. “If I can do one wedding,” he said, “I can do ten. Enough of ‘em, I won’t need that shipyard no more.” Flossie slipped her arms around his shoulders. “Then let’s make sure everybody in Oakland knows where to find you.” And with that, the path forward came into focus: one picture, one nickel, one dollar at a time, until the shipyard was just a memory.

    




OEBPS/images/mamaanddady.jpg






OEBPS/images/image-8930930.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-11-13-25-at-1015-pm.jpg






