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      Spring 1823

      “Pardon me,” Isabel huffed—feeling her anxiety rise with each breath she took—as she passed yet another group of joyful guests loitering by the open veranda door.

      She really did not understand why people were so happy to be at Lady Beald’s ball. The crush was quite extreme, the noise level far above her preference, and to say the room was warm would have been a gross understatement. Glancing over to the opening that led out to the veranda, she inhaled deeply, hoping to catch a breath of fresh air, but all she could smell was Mrs. Brune’s flowery concoction of roses, lilies, and lilacs, muted with the scent of strong liquor.

      This was insufferable. She may have lost a wager to her brother, but he should not have forced her to endure endless balls, soirées, and gatherings. To inflict such distress should be a crime. She really must find her chaperone, Lady Hawthorne, and beg her to end this evening’s torture, for she knew even more torturous events would surely ensue tomorrow, and the days after that.

      She turned, attempting to slip between two parties of gossiping debutantes, but instead found herself frozen in place by the heat of Lady Beald’s questioning gaze. “You could not possibly be leaving so soon?” She could practically hear the accusation roll off the grande dame’s tongue.

      She thought she would melt into a puddle and disappear, absorbed by her white muslin dress. She gasped for air, her lungs filling with dread and despair. As she picked up her skirts to run, she whipped around and slammed right into an emerald-green-liveried servant.

      The sound of glass shattering on the floor, followed by laughter clamoring about her, brought her worst fears to life once again. Desperately trying to escape further humiliation, she turned and collided with Miss Drewell, stepping on the other girl’s gown in the process. Shocked gasps accompanied the sound of expensive fabric tearing, and even more laughter encircled her.

      How was it even possible for the sound of material tearing to be heard above the laughter?

      But it was Miss Drewell’s shrill voice screaming at her that made her want to hang her head even lower in embarrassment. “You… you ruined my dress!”

      Isabel opened her mouth to apologize, but the words could not get past the hard, painful lump in her throat. At least her breathing had somewhat returned.

      Coming to Miss Drewell’s defense, Miss Jerome added insult to injury. “You are so ungainly. What are you even doing here? You always cause such a scene.”

      Hushed gasps swirled about Isabel in anticipation of how she would reply. She knew she was different from every other young lady present, but that was still no excuse for Miss Drewell and Miss Jerome to treat her thusly. Her fingers clutched the fabric of her skirts, practically tearing into the delicate material.

      Don’t let them see how their words hurt.

      Panic seized whatever common sense she had ever been praised for, practically halting her breathing. Without another thought, she turned and ran away, bumping into numerous couples in her attempt to flee, which only added to the whispers and laughter. Tonight had been an utter disaster.

      “Excuse me… pardon me…” The words escaped her mouth in a steady staccato that would have done Mozart’s Rondo Alla Turca justice.

      She did not know how she managed it, but somehow, she found her way to the entrance hall and ducked behind an obliging column. Guests came and went, but none commented on her rather odd behavior.

      Resting her head against the cool stone, she waited for her chaperone to find her. With the gasps and gossip she’d just stirred, she knew it would not be long before Lady Hawthorne discovered she was the cause.

      Sadly, this was not the first faux pas she had inadvertently committed this season. It seemed that wherever she went, some disaster was sure to follow. Why anyone still bothered to issue invitations to her was beyond her comprehension. She assumed it had something to do with Lady Hawthorne’s standing within the ton.

      “Isabel?” The kind voice of her chaperone drew her out from her hiding place.

      Too ashamed to meet the good lady’s gaze, she kept her eyes focused on the intricate rose and cream chevron pattern on the floor. “I’m sorry. I cannot seem to get through one evening without causing some sort of scandal.”

      “Oh, dearie, there is nothing scandalous about what happened. It was just an unfortunate accident.” Lady Hawthorne took Isabel’s hand in hers and guided her outside. “It happens.”

      Isabel wanted to argue that it always seemed to happen only to her, but settled on keeping silent instead. There was time enough to argue when her brother heard of it.

      They walked a short distance to wait for the arrival of their carriage, the cool evening air offering no relief to her humiliation. At least the noise from inside had dulled to a low hum.

      She and Lady Hawthorne waited in silence, Isabel wishing she were already abed with the covers pulled over her head.

      If nothing else, the evening was over and there was one less day left in the season. Soon her obligation to her brother would be fulfilled, and she could retreat to Knights Hall and life as a spinster.

      It must be equally humiliating for Lady Hawthorne to have to endure the gossip that constantly seemed to surround her and her constant mishaps. There was no reason for the kind lady to continue to chaperone her. Despite what her brother believed, she was not going to find a husband, especially not in one season.

      “Lady Hawthorne, I…”

      She was just about to plead her case when Lady Hawthorne interrupted her. “For the umpteenth time, please call me Aunt Lou. Lady Hawthorne sounds too formal.” Her tone bespoke no argument, but was kind nonetheless.

      This was not the first time Lady Hawthorne insisted on such informalities. “But you are not my aunt.” Isabel shook her head, about to protest further. She did not know why her sister-in-law’s family continued to offer such kindness.

      “Pshaw! Everyone calls me Aunt Lou, and don’t give me that ‘it wouldn’t be proper’ look. At my age, one does not necessarily care about being proper all the time.” She turned to face Isabel in anticipation of a response. The lamplight had softened her features, erasing the fine lines that would normally frame her cheeks. “We may not be related, but we are family. Please dearie, it would give me great pleasure if you would refer to me as Aunt Lou.”

      Her insistence warmed Isabel’s heart. She had few relatives to speak of and it was quite pleasant to be included in her sister-in-law’s rather large and somewhat spirited family. “Thank you… Aunt Lou.”

      The older woman’s smile shone bright in the dark night. At least one positive thing had come from this evening’s affair.

      The carriage came to a stop in front of them, and with the assistance of the footman, Aunt Lou ascended, disappearing into the lush, dark space. Isabel followed and settled her aching head against the soft leather.

      “Now that those formalities are done away with, we need to concentrate on other matters, namely your lack of coordination when attending social affairs. What are your thoughts?”

      Lack of coordination was a very kind way of stating that Isabel was an utter disaster. She did not want to discuss the topic. She knew her brother would be furious and accuse her of trying to sabotage her first—and what would hopefully be her only—season. She kept silent, unsure of how to answer the question. Perhaps if she did not answer, the whole problem would just disappear.

      Laughing inwardly at her ridiculous hope, she chided herself. That would only happen in fairy tales. In real life, or at least in her life, her humiliation over her lack of social graces was compounded by the fact that she had never been asked to dance, let alone receive any attention from the opposite sex. Oh, she partook in dancing lessons, but no one had crossed a room, rescued her from the wall that always threatened to absorb her presence, and asked her to dance.

      Living in quiet solitude in the country with her books as companions for all of her life had not afforded her the opportunity to socialize—not that she had ever had any desire to make the social rounds. But now she was at the crossroads. Her choices were clear: spinsterhood, or marry for the sake of being married. What else was there?

      She was thankful that the silence lingered on. It gave her the opportunity to think of a way out of her current predicament, not that she had any ideas yet as to how to accomplish that monumental feat.

      When at last the carriage came to a halt, she had only one destination in mind. No sooner had she been handed down than she ran up the front steps and through the open door, practically colliding with her brother.

      “How was…”

      “I do not wish to discuss this evening with you, Benjamin,” she said as she pushed past him and went straight to her room.

      

      “I take it the evening was not a success,” Weston stated as Aunt Lou walked into the entry hall, then headed toward the drawing room.

      “No, not even mildly.”

      By the tone in her aunt’s voice, Philippa knew without a doubt that her dearest sister-in-law had not had the successful evening they had all hoped for.

      She and Weston followed Aunt Lou. A couple of candelabra had been lit in anticipation of their meeting. Discussing the evening’s events in the drawing room had become their usual routine as of late.

      “It was worse than the incident at Lady Abercroth’s soirée last week.” Aunt Lou was shaking her head with disbelief. She took Philippa’s arm as they walked to the sofa. The older woman leaned in and whispered, “Phil, it was even more of a disaster than Arte’s mishap with Lord Owen.”

      “Really, Aunt Lou, it could not be as awful as that,” Philippa gasped, recalling her sister not only stepping on Lord Owen’s foot but also storming out of the ball in tears, knocking over some poor footman in the process.

      Aunt Lou closed her eyes, inhaled deeply, and on a long sigh said, “Unfortunately, it was.”

      Weston had not bothered to sit down and instead stood with his arms crossed. Philippa knew that stance. “What happened?” He had all but convinced himself that his sister would sabotage her own season.

      “If Isabel isn’t papered against the wall in utter fear, she is bumping into someone. And tonight, that someone was Miss Drewell.”

      “Bumping into someone is not the end of the world. It happens all the time at these functions,” Weston commented with nonchalance.

      If only Philippa’s husband could comprehend, it was not the action itself, but who was involved. “Darling,” Philippa began, “Miss Drewell’s mother is quite influential within the ton, not to mention she’s a terrible gossip.”

      Aunt Lou eyed Weston with annoyance. “That is not all, my dear boy. Between the crush, the torn dress, and spilled lemonade, the night was a disaster.”

      Further explanation was not needed. Philippa knew Isabel well enough to see the scene with clarity. “The poor dear.” She felt sorry for her sister-in-law. Isabel could not help that she was prone to being nervous. And Philippa wondered if there was more to Isabel’s fear than she claimed. After all, she had been to quite a few house parties in the country over the past year and had fared well.

      “My sister is not…”

      “Benjamin Weston,” Philippa practically stomped her foot as she began to scold. “Isabel is out of her element. She is not used to London and has no support. Anastasia is confined in the country, and poor Isabel really has not had a chance to make a good impression thus far. If only I could help her through this.”

      Weston turned and began to reprimand Philippa in return. “You know very well what Dr. Moss said. You need rest. The twins are barely a month old. My sister will just have to⁠—”

      “I may not be able to leave the house quite yet, but it certainly won’t stop me from aiding Isabel.” Philippa really did not want to be arguing in front of her aunt. What they needed to do was to devise a new strategy. Shifting the subject to the matter at hand, she inquired, “What are we going to do about Isabel? Clearly, she needs more encouragement than just that silly wager with Weston.”

      “It was not a silly wager.” Philippa thought Weston sounded more like a child than a full-grown man, and even more so when he began to defend his actions. “Isabel needed an incentive. She would have never left Knights Hall, and besides, my silly wager was the best thing that ever happened to Anastasia. Lord Huntingdon would have never known that she was even still alive if not for…”

      “Isabel and me,” Philippa said with a sly giggle. “You only started things, darling.” She knew that her matchmaking schemes bothered Weston to no end. He rolled his eyes, but thankfully added no further comment on the subject.

      Aunt Lou stood abruptly and started to pace, clearly ignoring their disagreement. “We need to think of a way for her to attract attention…” Philippa turned her gaze and scrunched her nose at Aunt Lou, who then quickly added, “the right kind of attention.”

      The wheels began to turn in Philippa’s mind. Who would suit Isabel? Whose interests would match hers? Who enjoyed intellectual diversions and long walks? He must have an extensive library and…

      It was as if the sun had penetrated through her cloudy thoughts, revealing Isabel’s one true love. “Is Lord Trevena still in town?”

      Weston responded with hesitance, “Yes, we are meeting at our club tomorrow.”

      Aunt Lou seemed to know exactly where Philippa’s thoughts were heading. “I think they would make a splendid couple. They’re both extremely fond of books and learning, and that sort of thing.”

      “And he is recently out of mourning.” Philippa’s smile widened. “This is perfect.”

      “How should we proceed?” Aunt Lou’s question hung in the air.

      The room went silent as Philippa lost herself in thought. The problem was, she did not know how to proceed. She did not want Isabel to suspect their help. She would only view it as another insufferable interference.

      The situation was made even more complicated by Isabel’s reluctance to share her feelings about anything. Philippa supposed she could speak with her sister-in-law alone and try to coax her to reveal what was troubling her. “Well, it is worth a try,” she mused out loud.

      Aunt Lou eyed her with excited anticipation.

      Ignoring Weston’s questioning gaze, Philippa continued talking as she formed a plan. “We need to discover why Isabel is so uneasy at these gatherings. If we can eliminate the source, then she won’t be so nervous.”

      “I like how you use the word ‘we’ so freely, my dear.” Weston rolled his eyes while shaking his head. Regardless of how he felt about their schemes, he had no choice in the matter but to assist them.

      Turning her attention to her husband, she said, “Weston, you will convince Lord Trevena to aid us, and I will speak with Isabel first thing in the morning.”

      “And how do you propose I do that, my dear?” She heard the sarcasm edging into his words and chose to ignore it.

      She shrugged dismissively. “Oh, I don’t know, but I’m sure you will think of something.”

      “What is my assignment?” Aunt Lou questioned with giddy excitement. She reminded Philippa of her little niece, Mathilda, when she was allowed to stay up late for the first time.

      She thought for several seconds before responding. “Keep Isabel at least ten feet from the wall.” They all laughed. Aunt Lou was to have the most difficult task of the three of them.
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      Isabel had not slept well. In fact, she had suffered sleepless nights since she made that ridiculous wager with her brother last summer. There had been too many changes, and if she were honest with herself, she didn’t even know if she wanted to marry. No man had ever disrupted her senses or caused her to think illogically—not that she had spent much time around the opposite sex.

      Philippa and Anastasia—who was her recently married companion and dearest friend—had both told her that being in love, and being loved in return, was the greatest feeling in the world. Her sister-in-law had compared it to riding her favorite mare across a meadow, then splashing through a cool stream on a warm summer’s day, and feeling the rush of air cool her body, all at the same time. Isabel highly doubted that being in love was quite that thrilling.

      Tiptoeing down the long gallery, she was careful not to make a sound. The last thing she wanted to do was join her family in the morning room; they’d expect her to explain what had gone wrong yet again. The library would be the first place they looked for her, so she decided on an alternative destination. Sneaking along the hall, she made her way to the music room, a safer retreat in her estimation.

      Reaching for the handle, her hand had just made contact when she heard Philippa call out to her. “Isabel, might I have a word with you?”

      She rested her head against the wooden door and sucked in a deep breath. So much for a moment’s reprieve.

      “Whatever is the matter?” Philippa questioned as she put her hand on her shoulder. “Are you ill?”

      “No.” Isabel really did not want to talk about any of the things that were currently darkening her mood. Together with so many changes as of late, there were too many unexplainable emotions.

      “Come on, let’s talk.” Philippa maneuvered around Isabel and opened the door.

      Isabel did not know if she was relieved by Philippa’s words or concerned. She adored her sister-in-law, but Philippa could be relentless in her quest for information and in her desire to help, and Isabel didn’t know if she was up to it.

      Bright sunshine filtered into the hall from the beautiful room. The pianoforte glowed in the morning light. The highly polished wood floors reflected the aura of the morning and warmed the inviting space. It was the antithesis of Isabel’s current mood. She dragged herself inside and plopped down rather inelegantly on an obliging gilded side chair, not caring for propriety. Folding her arms, she stared out of the window.

      Philippa took the seat beside her. When Isabel refused to look at her, Philippa took her index finger and weaved intricate circles across Isabel’s forearm.

      “Stop.” Isabel pulled away, trying to hide the giggle that was gurgling in her throat, betraying her current mood. “That tickles.”

      Philippa started to extend her hand to administer her torture again. “Not until you tell me what’s bothering you.” When Isabel kept silent, Philippa nudged her. “I suppose I can guess what is troubling you.”

      Isabel eyed Philippa with what she hoped was contempt, but did not say a word. She did not want to discuss any of her problems. Not with her dearest friend, not with anyone.

      Philippa brought her index finger to her cheek, and tapping quietly, she began to delineate what she believed was the cause of Isabel’s woes. “You detest London and shopping. Although you are happy for Anastasia, you miss her and want her as your companion once again.” Philippa leaned in and whispered, “I confess, I miss her, too.” She straightened and leaned back in her seat, then continued with her assessment. “You don’t like crowds. You’re embarrassed about what happened at Lady Beald’s ball. You’re upset with Weston for making the bet, but more upset with yourself for losing the chess game.”

      Isabel had had enough. “You are quite relentless.”

      “I know,” Philippa said with a mischievous grin. “How am I supposed to help if you do not confide in me?”

      Isabel did not have the strength to resist. Ever since Philippa had married Weston, she had brightened their lives and introduced excitement and possibilities to them all. Isabel often envied her sister-in-law’s joie de vivre, wishing she could be more spontaneous, but that was something she would have to plan for.

      She was tired of fighting all the feelings that were weighing her down. “It’s all of those and more,” she confided in a hushed tone.

      “More?”

      She worried the yellow satin trim on her dress with her fingers, but the bright, cheerful color did not absorb any of her gloom. “You’re going to think it’s ridiculous. I am almost too ashamed to speak of it myself.”

      Philippa’s eyebrows crinkled together. Her blue eyes were large with concern. “What happened?”

      “It isn’t what happened, but what didn’t happen.”

      “I…I don’t understand.”

      “It is my Gordian Knot.”

      “Your what?” Philippa regarded her quizzically for a moment.

      “My problem, my conundrum.”

      Philippa grabbed Isabel’s hands and begged, “Please stop speaking in riddles and just tell me what is bothering you.”

      All the nervous energy that Isabel had kept bottled inside the entire season rushed to the surface as she blurted out, “I don’t want to be seen as just a wallflower, and it’s not as if I don’t know how to dance—I do. It’s just that… I’ve never danced with a man. In fact, apart from dance lessons, I have never danced at all. That is why I get so nervous, and when I get nervous I…” She knew she was rambling, but once she started, the words would not cease. She inhaled and let out a deep, unsteady breath. “What if someone asks me to dance? What am I supposed to say?”

      “You should say yes,” Philippa exclaimed with great exuberance. “Is that all that’s upsetting you?”

      “Isn’t it enough?”

      “I’m sorry, Isabel, I did not mean to sound so callous. It’s just… I can help you overcome those fears.”

      Isabel was skeptical, but was willing to try anything. Her first choice of retreating to Knights Hall was not practical, and besides, Weston would never allow it. She needed to make some effort, otherwise, she would never have a moment’s peace. She supposed if she did try and then failed, her brother would not be too harsh with her.

      Resigning herself to the only viable option accorded to her, she questioned, “How?”

      Philippa stood up and extended her hand. “May I have the honor of this dance?”

      Isabel’s laughter echoed through the room. “You are asking me to dance? In your condition?” She tsked. “Benjamin will be upset with you.”

      “I am quite recovered, and besides, I will go insane if I have to continue to rest from dawn until dusk,” Philippa retorted with annoyance, and then quickly returned to the subject at hand. “Just pretend that I am… well, just pretend that I am an eligible gentleman enamored with you.”

      Isabel was not good at playacting, and the whole experiment seemed rather ridiculous in her opinion. Sucking in her breath and stamping down any reluctance, she stood and accepted Philippa’s petite hand.

      “Now, when Lord Eligible…”

      “Lord Eligible?”

      “Yes. Now just pretend I am a man asking you to dance.” Philippa guided her away from the chairs. “When the music begins, you may mention the pleasant weather or something mundane such as that.”

      Isabel wondered how long a gentleman would be entertained by such dull conversation.

      Philippa led her through some simple steps as if she were a man. Silence passed as they danced, and then Philippa asked, “How is your family?”

      Isabel stumbled. “But you… Oh!” she exclaimed as she realized what Philippa was up to. “My family is quite well, Lord Eligible.” Isabel could not contain another giggle. If Anastasia were present, she would have found this little rehearsal quite amusing, and neither of them would have ever heard the end of it.

      Philippa, with eyes narrowed and brows crinkled together, was clearly annoyed with Isabel’s lack of enthusiasm. She tightened her grip on Isabel’s hand and huffed out a delicate breath. Her mouth opened and closed, but her scold was interrupted by the sound of a robust laughter filling the sparse space.

      The two women both halted mid-step, released their hands quickly, each dropping them to their sides, and glanced together over toward the source of amusement. When Philippa saw it was her husband, she put her hands on her hips. “And what, pray tell, do you find so amusing?”

      Isabel’s brother strolled into the space, his laughter yet to diminish. “What are the two of you doing?”

      “Dancing.” Philippa stated matter-of-factly, as if it were the most natural occurrence in the world for two women to be waltzing, and without music.

      “I could see that you were dancing, but why?”

      Isabel was not about to enter the conversation. Although her nerves had eased a little under Philippa’s brief tutelage, she doubted it would aid her in overcoming some of her other fears, or in convincing her brother that she was not trying to sabotage her season. Not to mention the ridiculous wager that she should never have agreed to in the first place. Yes, it was in her best interest to let Philippa deal with Weston, otherwise she might just have to inform her brother how wrong he had been to pressure her.

      “You would not understand. Don’t you have an appointment this morning?” Philippa’s tone became odd, as if she and Weston were sharing a secret confidence they did not want Isabel privy to. She had witnessed similar exchanges before, but never ones where she was the source of contention.

      “Remember what we discussed, Philippa,” was all that Weston said before taking his leave.

      “What was that all about?”

      “Nothing,” Philippa said with a shake of her head. “I am not to exert myself.”

      Isabel sensed that Philippa was keeping something from her, but before she could argue the point, Philippa turned her attention back to her as if she had not been interrupted. “Shall we return to our lesson?” she said in an all too cheery voice.

      Wondering how in the world this demonstration was to erase all of her anxiety and make her more adept at social functions, Isabel huffed out, “I suppose so, if I have to.”

      

      As if her dance lesson with Philippa had not been torture enough, Isabel now found herself shopping, a task she truly detested. “I really do not see the point in going shopping,” she grumbled for the umpteenth time that day. She really was not prone to complaining, except when she was in London and doing things she truly did not enjoy.

      “You need to be seen out in public after last evening’s mishap to show that you are above the gossip. Lady Beald and Mrs. Brune are always shopping on Bond Street. We will prove to those old biddies that their rumormongering cannot affect you.” Aunt Lou’s choice of words brought a smile to Isabel. Lady Beald and Mrs. Brune were of a similar age to Aunt Lou, and yet Lady Hawthorne had no qualms about calling them old or biddies. “And besides, what you need is a frivolous day shopping. It always cheers me up whenever the world goes awry.”

      Isabel thought that since she’d arrived in London, her whole life had become frivolous and pointless. What she would rather be doing was spending the day reading or going for a long walk, preferably in the country, but both desires had been brushed aside in order to redeem some of her shattered reputation. Inwardly, she shook her head. This is what her life had been reduced to—shopping.

      “Aren’t these lovely?” Aunt Lou said as she peered into the window of Madame Chapeau’s shop. “I particularly like the bonnet with the violet-colored velvet and full plume of matching feathers.”

      Isabel did not think the hats were lovely. In fact, she had hardly noticed the bonnets. Her gaze was focused on a handsome gentleman down the street. Even from this distance, she recognized the tall man as Lord Trevena. She noticed his heavy stride as he crossed the road. His shoulders seemed weighed down, most probably by the sadness that must still mar him after losing so many loved ones, one right after another. She felt for him, being all alone in the world with no family left. It really was quite tragic, in her opinion.

      She had only been twelve years old at the time, but even after all these years, she still remembered the last time she’d seen him. Lord Trevena had received word that his favorite cousin had died and undertook the long journey to Longstone, breaking his journey at Knights Hall. He and Weston had gone to school together and had remained friends for years.

      Lord Trevena had been great fun to talk to. His interests were so wide and varied. Isabel giggled inwardly, remembering the argument she’d had with Weston after Lord Trevena had departed. Her brother had been so furious with her for bombarding his friend with questions about Capability Brown’s landscape designs.

      There was something else that she had never forgotten; the overwhelming look of sadness that was held within the depths of Lord Trevena’s blue eyes. As a young girl, Isabel had not been able to imagine anything more tragic than losing a young cousin. That was before she experienced her own heartbreak, losing both her parents within the span of a couple of years.

      “Isabel,” Aunt Lou raised a questioning brow as she called to her, and then disappeared into the milliner’s shop, expecting Isabel to follow.

      Turning her gaze back toward the street, Isabel watched Lord Trevena as he disappeared behind a sea of passing conveyances. Perhaps she would see him another time.

      She followed her chaperone into Madame Chapeau’s. The moment she entered the exquisitely feminine space, the sweet smell of lilacs floated through the air, reminding her of last evening’s ball. Lady Drewell and Miss Drewell stopped inspecting the colorful array of ribbons and turned their full attention on her. Regret about agreeing to this outing coursed through her veins as her heart pounded against her chest, reminding her how much she detested confrontations. It rivaled her dislike of London.
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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.



