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        The interminable cosmos

        Stands so vast,

        Above our heads.

        We can only lift our eyes

        And wonder,

        But,

        Never really understand.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To my three daughters:

      Charlotte, Emily and Olivia

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Wind

          

        

      

    

    
      Through the open window and gently caressing the butterfly-patterned curtains as it enters, comes the soft summer breeze. It trembles with the excitement of other encounters and is filled with the dreams of a thousand lovers, each touched in turn and yet oblivious to the ultimate lover’s touch.

      Past the dancing butterflies it glides, to a seated woman who sings. Oh, how beautifully she sings of summer love and moonlight.

      The breeze is a coolness against her lips; how full and soft they are. No human touch could match the gentle play of breath on breath, thought on thought; nature’s immense organic computer, storing; remembering.

      She rises to her feet, and delicate clothing sways against supple body — the night and the moonlight know both so well.

      She glides towards the window, a silhouette against the indigo night. Her head rests gently against the windowpane, and with eyes closed, she listens as the wind slowly relays its timeless message. Gently, it caresses her long raven hair. She inhales the intoxicating summer air and sighs softly as she senses and understands each little secret it has to tell.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Harpsichord

          

        

      

    

    
      I am attending an exhibition of antiquities. The promotion for the event had promised ‘endless wonders for all the family’, but to my mind the artefacts are second rate and the event oversubscribed. I am fed up with the constant jostling and the difficulty involved in even getting a reasonable view of the exhibits, so I am about to leave. As I make my way to the exit, I hear two of the attendant professors discussing something of great interest that has just come to light. A group has gathered around them, and I shuffle closer to hear what they have to say.

      The professors realise that they have attracted an audience, and one of them advises those present that anybody with an interest in antique musical instruments would do well to view a very unusual object, which is being held at a secure location not too far from the exhibition. He informs us that he will leave within minutes and that the university minibus can be requisitioned if any of us would like to go along with him. I declare my interest, and several of us follow the professor out of the room.

      The minibus weaves its way along picturesque country lanes, and after about forty-five minutes stops in front of a solid-looking gate. A security guard waves us through. We trundle along for a couple more minutes until, it seems, we have arrived. The driver switches off the clattery diesel engine, and we sit in silence, as though the air in the bus has been infused with some tongue-stilling enchantment.

      The strange spell lifts. We step out into bright sunlight and survey the wide open space before us, which seems to be a disused military airfield. Weathered slabs of concrete form a surface that recedes into the distance. Grass and meadow flowers have reclaimed much of the ground.

      A vast blue-domed sky descends on all sides to meet an almost uninterrupted horizon, broken only by an occasional shrub or distant solitary tree. A low-rise building stands a little way from us, and it is towards this structure that the professor leads us. We enter a gloomy, rather shabby and unadorned vestibule. There are very few people around, and I contemplate what the nature of an attraction in such a dreary place could be. We pass an unattended reception desk and reach the top of a broad flight of stone steps. As we head down the curving stairway, into the bowels of the building, an astonishing artefact is gradually revealed to us. A subdued hum of speculative conversation bubbles up around me. Finally, we reach the bottom and step out onto a shiny cobblestone floor.

      The room is reminiscent of a vast cellar or dungeon; heavy stone walls soar up high above our heads. The arched ceiling merges with the curved end wall to create a half-dome. Small windows, set high in the arch, allow light to cascade down, immersing the room in a dreamlike, golden glow.

      In front of us, and taking centre stage, is a musical instrument unlike any other I have seen.

      Its size is imposing, and its construction otherworldly. I am drawn to the outer framework of widely spaced vertical oak columns — rather in the manner of the Tudor architectural style. Deeply fissured surfaces suggest untold centuries of decay, and the once solid columns now appear insubstantial; even ethereal. I feel that at any moment their internal structure might pass some threshold of no return, causing the entire surreal edifice to collapse in a cloud of dank-smelling dust and float silently to the floor.

      An exquisitely shaped object nestles within the enclosing structure of columns; long, narrow and sinuously curved. Perhaps it resembles a fusion between a modern concert grand and an Elizabethan harpsichord? But no; it is unlike either, and cannot be compared to anything else. It is primrose yellow and covered with intricate abstract designs in darker shades of yellow and subtle greens. From its centre, a jet of water streams upwards, in a continuous vertical torrent, which, at a height of about 12 feet, vaporises and descends as a fine mist. Cylindrical bars of intense yellow light criss-cross through the mist, creating an illusion of solid, though constantly changing, surfaces.

      A young lady of oriental appearance and wearing a vivid red silk dress is sitting motionless at the keyboard. Her hands are resting casually in her lap, and she is in conversation with a group of onlookers who have gathered around her. A short, rotund man, wearing a navy blue suit and red bow tie shuffles across the floor and announces that the young lady, a pianist from the local music college, will demonstrate the instrument as nobody else will be allowed to touch it, because of its extreme age and rarity. I ponder whether rarity is the right word here. This must be one of a kind! The pianist raises her right hand to the keyboard, and the room falls into silence.

      Her delicate fingers skip across the keyboard in small runs and trills. The tone is exceptional, and perfectly pitched notes sound with a bell-like clarity — astonishing, considering its age. The pianist’s head sways to her rhythm, and she appears entranced by the sounds she is creating. Her left hand moves onto the keys, and a marvellous depth of sound reverberates from the walls; beyond a harpsichord or even a concert grand; think full cathedral pipe organ. I study the young woman carefully and sense that she is working hard to explore the instruments’ capabilities, and that this has turned from a brief demonstration into something more profound; an artist striving to explore a limitless world in an all too brief amount of time.

      The deep sonorous notes and crystal sounds of the upper register flow and combine in mesmerising ways, until I am not sure if we are witnessing remarkable skill from the pianist, or whether she is merely a conduit through which forces beyond her control are flowing. The water fountain shimmers and moves as she plays. I am convinced that shapes and disturbances in the water vapour are fundamental to the captivating sonic experience.

      The young pianist stops playing abruptly and sits still for a few moments as if trying to gather her composure. She rises, accepts the applause of onlookers, gives a brief bow and walks away as if in a dream.

      The man in the red bow tie reappears and announces that the instrument will go to the first person who agrees to pay eleven thousand pounds for it. My heart almost stops beating. I imagine the poor chap being overrun with enthusiastic buyers. Why set the price so low? Why not auction to the highest bidder?

      I desire what lies before me with all my heart. It is unique and astonishing. I could offer the money, but then where would I put such a monstrous device? It is vast, and sitting here in what is an ideal setting, I can’t imagine where else it could be accommodated. My hesitation must certainly have cost me any hope of acquisition. But, surprisingly, no one is stepping forward. This seems unbelievable. Why has no one jumped at this opportunity?

      I am considering whether to make a lower offer. Maybe seven thousand pounds would be enough? Still, I hesitate; what would I do with something so unique and valuable? It must be worth half a million pounds; perhaps much more. It is incredibly beautiful. Where has it come from, and how could it remain unsold?

      The professor — who is sitting close to the instrument — beckons to me and tells me he has secured a bottle of expensive port, with permission to use a small quantity for tasting. I, and a select few others, are welcome to sample it with him. He pours a measure into a thimble-sized receptacle and, holding it up to his mouth, lets a drop fall onto his tongue. I do likewise, and as it enters my mouth, I am overwhelmed by the mellow, dark and honeyed flavour of the vintage port. The taste continues to bloom, like a single magical raindrop transforming an arid desert into verdant pasture; I fight hard to contain my ecstasy.

      The rest of the group is engaged in animated discussion, and with a vague feeling of guilt, I hold the thimble up once more to my craving lips and take a second drop. There is now almost nothing left, and I allow the final few drops to fall onto my tongue. My head is swimming; the room and all the people in it fade out to the periphery of my consciousness. I see the harpsichord as though at the end of a long, corkscrewing tunnel.

      The professor turns to me and asks me to pass the thimble to one of the others, and reluctantly I do so. The recipient glances into the thimble and, registering that it is empty, mutters something to the professor. He and the rest of the group turn their reproachful eyes onto me. My face burns with embarrassment, and I am racked with guilt and regret. I know, and they know that, through my selfish greed, I have denied each of them the chance to experience something very rarefied. The professor gets to his feet, bends down and whispers directly into my ear. ‘My friend, perhaps I should have warned you of the consequences of taking more than a single drop, but then every person has free will and I would not have wanted to take that choice away from you. I fear, though, that there will be a price to pay for your regrettable action. Look over at the pianist and tell me what you see.’

      ‘She looks very unhappy,’ I reply.

      ‘Go over, and talk to her. You may be interested in what she has to say.’

      His tone is soft, but commanding. I rise and approach the pianist.

      ‘Excuse me,’ I say, ‘but why do you appear to be so unhappy after playing that amazing instrument?’ I hesitate... ‘Or is that the reason you are unhappy? Because you will not get to play it again?’

      She raises her tear-streaked eyes to me. ‘The reason is more complicated than that. It is an amazing musical device, but I could never play it again, even if I purchased it and had it installed in my home.’ A sardonic smile flickered on her lips. ‘That is actually a joke — I live in a bedsit.’

      I say nothing and wait, sensing that she has more to say.

      She isn’t looking at me, and appears to be talking to herself as much as to me. ‘Have you wondered why nobody offered to purchase it?’

      It is a thought that has preoccupied me, and I respond, almost under my breath, ‘I don’t know. I guess it is surprising.’

      ‘Do you know how many times it has been displayed for sale?’

      ‘Isn’t this the first time?’

      ‘No! This is the fifth occasion, and it has proved to be no more successful than the previous four, despite the asking price being reduced dramatically each time. It started at nearly a million pounds, and now they are trying to more-or-less give it away.’

      ‘But why…’

      ‘… because, beautiful and magical though it is, it has one catastrophic drawback; flaw, if you like. Each time it has been up for sale, a different pianist from our academy has demonstrated it.’

      She pauses, and I am about to enquire why this might be, but she continues. ‘After each demonstration, the student has failed to return to the course; they just disappear.’

      I am beginning to understand the reason for her miserable state. ‘I see, and so you are concerned that you too may follow the same path? But what is the reason?’

      She turns her head and looks straight at me. ‘I already know that I cannot go back to the academy. That instrument holds within it a dreadful curse. If I were offered the chance, I would play it again, but alas, it would be in vain.’

      I can discern the depth of her depression and am confused. ‘But why would it be in vain? You played it beautifully. I have scarcely ever been so moved by a performance.’

      ‘When you first play it, it leads you and tutors you, helping you to get the best from it, as though it is melding with your mind, allowing you to understand every nuance and subtlety to be drawn from it. As well as playing the notes, you have to imagine how you want the notes to sound; even the colours that you create as you play are important. The instrument helps you, but after an all too brief period, it stops helping and leaves you on your own. At that point, you have little choice but to stop playing. The worst thing is that it appears never to help the same person twice.’

      ‘But, can you not just move on and, painful as it may be in the short term, return to your piano studies?’

      I have never seen such desolation on the face of a young girl.

      ‘No. The instrument gives you a few minutes of unbelievable joy, but then takes your musicality from you. It is as if it feeds itself on the soul of the musician who plays it. Crazy as that seems, it is the only explanation that I can give you.’

      I stare blankly at her, but then a question occurs to me. ‘But why will nobody offer the paltry sum of money being asked for it? Surely what you have said, even if true, would not put off a potential purchaser, who would know nothing of these matters?’

      She answers me, but her voice sounds robotic, and her eyes are lifeless. ‘You will think me crazy, but if you want my opinion, I don’t think it wants to be sold. I believe it is happy with the way things are. It gets to feed off fresh musicians at regular intervals and remains in an environment very well suited to it.’

      She looks at me as if daring me to contradict her, but I remain silent. I am overcome with queasiness, and my head is throbbing. The pianist is sinking into an ever deeper gloom with each passing moment, and so I pat her on the shoulder and thank her for talking to me. She barely responds to my departure.

      I wander over to an official, who is making preparations to leave, and ask him whether there was a successful sale. He informs me that an offer was put forward, but declined, and that, as the event has finished, no further offers will be accepted.

      It seems incredible to me that it has failed to attract a buyer. I should have at least put in a low offer; but it is too late now.

      The words of the pianist come back to me, and I shake my head in embarrassment at the memory of being almost persuaded by her fantastical tale. I can see why having only one chance to play such a device could sink a person into a temporary gloom, but her imagination seemed to have gone into overdrive.

      With the event being over, everybody is leaving, and I walk back towards the stone steps, which lead up out of the basement. I take a last look back at the amazing artefact. It seems to pull at me, summoning me to return and promising me an eternity of beautiful music. I try to pull myself free and leave, but, in such close proximity, it is utterly beguiling, and I cannot walk away. I return and softly caress the ornate wood with the back of my hand.

      The keyboard itself is mesmerising. Although in many ways familiar, the keys appear to float above the physical instrument, as though disconnected from it — almost like a hologram. This affects the eyes oddly, and I conclude that the strange lighting in the room must be the cause. My hand has been inching towards the keyboard, and I wonder if I still have control over my actions. The third finger of my right hand is resting on the uppermost key. I ache to depress it, but a sudden surge of self-consciousness makes me pause. I glance sideways and note that the professor is still fully engaged in conversation. A sense of well-being floods over me, and I feel untouchable. So, I may get thrown from the premises for my actions, but it will be worth it. My finger jabs down on the topmost key, and a high bell-like note unfurls across the room. I am filled with the desire to commune completely with the amazing creation, and I sit down on the stool, ready to play. Instantly, multiple hands grab at me and lift me away; I flail my arms wildly in resistance and look back longingly at the beautiful object, but it quickly disappears from view, as I am escorted up the stairs and ejected from the building.

      I ponder how I could have been so reckless. It is very out of character for me to have taken more than my fair share of the priceless port, and as for the unseemly actions that followed — I should feel exquisite embarrassment. But it all seems surprisingly remote, and my thoughts lack focus. A delicate breeze plays across my face, temporarily easing my despondent mood. I notice the professor and his small entourage in the distance, heading towards the bus.

      I am conflicted. Do I run after them and try to join their throng? It is, after all, the only certain means I have of returning home. Even as the thought passes through my head, my legs continue to take me in a different direction. Something has changed in me; perhaps permanently. I carry on walking, with no particular destination in mind and with the image of the pianists’ despairing eyes etched into my retinas, like beacons of hopelessness. I want to hum a tune to raise my spirits, but there are no tunes in me. Onward I walk, in silence.
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      Leo ordered his pizza, waited for the waitress to depart and then leant back in his chair, placed both hands behind his head, stretched out and gave vent to a cavernous yawn.

      A few minutes earlier he had been ambling across Leicester Square, head full of emerging ideas for his literary thesis, when he had almost collided with a young woman. He had apologised as he stepped past her, and their eyes had briefly met — the briefest of glances, and yet something meaningful seemed to have passed between them.

      Following the encounter, he had tried to get his thoughts back on track, but a bitter, ever gustier wind had replaced the earlier warmth of the late April day. To add further to his woes, it had started to sleet. Not being dressed for such changeable weather, he had looked around for a suitable place to take refuge. It was at this point that he had spotted the restaurant. He was cold and hungry — it had been perfect for his needs.

      And now, he was relaxing in a warm, dry environment, relishing the aroma of freshly baked pizza. He stared out at the poor unfortunate souls, who were being pummelled by the elements, and almost shivered in sympathy. His thoughts returned to the young woman. She had appeared to be of Eastern European descent, attractive, quite tall and with a cream beret setting off her neatly cropped light brown hair. He shook his head and tried to push the pleasant image from his mind, then busied himself checking through the emails on his phone.

      Glancing back out of the window, he was shocked to see a frail-looking old lady battling with her umbrella. The wind was gusting viciously and driving great waves of sleet from one end of the square to the other. The old lady was being buffeted and spun in all directions and seemed helpless in the face of the relentless onslaught. She was, he observed, the only person in sight; everybody else having presumably found shelter from the savage downpour which scoured the streets and was centring in, with alarming focus, on the, now barely visible, old lady.

      It seemed impossible that she could stand against the forces rallying against her and whilst a few moments earlier, Leo had felt an impulse to rush out and help her, he now looked on with the detached horror one might feel whilst watching an aircraft plunge from the sky.

      The climax came with surprising speed when measured against her initial, almost superhuman, efforts. Her umbrella snapped shut, entombing her head. Leo sat bolt upright and looked around him. Most of his fellow diners were deep in conversation or cramming pizza into their mouths. One man was looking out the window, but if he had noticed the unfolding drama, it had left him singularly unmoved.

      With a thrill of horror, he saw her sink to her knees. Her hands were clawing at the umbrella, which was still clasped tightly around her head and was, to all appearances, slowly suffocating her. Her strength was fading, and the umbrella remained firmly in place, held by the colossal force of the wind.

      The sky blackened, although Leo would have sworn it was not possible for the already leaden clouds to darken further. The previous charcoal hue gained sulphurous, nightmarish overtones, and he became convinced that he was witnessing the precursor to something apocalyptic. There was tangible energy fizzing in the air around him; the end of the world could hardly have presented a more impressive spectacle.

      He could still just make out a little huddle of black through the window, but there was no movement, save for the flapping of loose material like a tattered flag against a pole. The poor woman's tenacious spirit had been extinguished. She lay motionless, and at the mercy of the voracious storm.

      The pounding rain carried on with an unabated fury that would have flushed the soul out of anyone foolhardy enough to stand against it. Then, in an instant, the howling of the wind ceased. A deeper, more threatening noise filled the void and then rose rapidly in pitch and volume. Diners were looking up in alarm. The sound intensified to a terrifying shrieking wail, which was echoed by the people around him as they clambered to their feet in panic. A member of staff was standing with his back braced against the door, clearly fearful of the consequences of it blowing open. Then, it arrived.

      The initial shock wave shattered the front window of the restaurant, sending a shower of glass fragments flying horizontally through the room. Leo dived to the floor behind his table and crawled towards the relative safety of the back of the room. By some miracle or another, he had escaped injury. He got shakily to his feet and surveyed the surrounding devastation.

      Tables and chairs were scattered everywhere. Some people were on their feet, wandering around in varying states of shock. Others were lying amongst the wreckage, some gently sobbing, others inspecting wounds or calling for help.

      But Leo’s attention was drawn to the world outside — a scene so surreal that he had to steady himself against a wave of vertigo. The missing window framed a lake surrounded by shops, very few of which still had their windows intact. This enormous area of water, which might have been an inch deep, or a mile, held him transfixed. From the mirror-like surface rose lampposts, telephone kiosks, signposts, metal railings and other recognisable features. His head was swimming with sensory overload, and he fancied that perhaps the lampposts and the telephone kiosks were just floating on the surface of the vividly imagined deeps.

      The sky had lightened, and a gentle drizzle pattered softly into the receiving water, lending the finest of shimmers to its surface.

      The sequence of events had left Leo shellshocked, and he was content to remain slouched against the wall, waiting for his breath and his composure to return. He had already decided that nobody in the room was seriously hurt; indeed, most people had escaped physical injury altogether, barring the odd bruise or minor cut. He therefore remained where he was and sank into an almost trance-like state.

      The illusion of the lake was already undergoing a radical transformation, for although the ground was approximately level immediately outside, thereafter, it sloped away, carrying the water away, brown and churning, like a mountain stream after a thunderstorm.

      Upon regaining his senses, he remembered the lady with the umbrella. The memory caused him to start forward. He continued through to the front of the restaurant, where he stopped and peered out of the empty window at a scene that was rapidly returning to normal. There was no sign of the lady or, for that matter, the umbrella; indeed, Leo was even beginning to doubt his own recollection of events; had he been daydreaming, or had the shock of the broken window caused some sort of memory aberration?

      Over a period of a few minutes, the lake had all but disappeared, leaving behind it a rubbish-strewn region, over which crowds were once again bustling. Leo stepped outside and stopped in his tracks as he realised it was still raining quite hard. He was about to continue on his way, reasoning that, after what he had been through in the last half an hour, getting soaked through wouldn’t be any greater hardship, when a nearby voice pierced his reverie. ‘You appear to be heading in the same direction as me; would you care to shelter under my umbrella?’ Leo looked around and saw an elderly woman, slightly stooped in the shoulder, holding her umbrella up in invitation. He felt his blood run cold, and stood staring stupidly at her like a rabbit caught in headlights.

      ‘After all,’ she continued, ‘you’ll get drenched dressed like that. Here, come quickly before you catch your death.’

      Leo still hesitated, but not wishing to appear rude, thanked the lady and ducked beneath her umbrella. They then made their way across the erstwhile lake. ‘Appalling weather, isn’t it?’ Her voice sounded firmer than her appearance suggested. Leo muttered his agreement, feeling awkward and out of place in the intimate canopy world beneath the umbrella. He had been trying to frame a question in his mind and, although still not formed to his liking, he blurted it out anyway. ‘Didn’t I see you outside the restaurant window earlier, struggling with your umbrella?’

      The woman’s tinkling laugh suggested some private joke. ‘Yes, I think you probably did. But then, if you saw me having trouble, why didn’t you come and help me?’

      Leo could feel the prickle of cold sweat beneath his shirt. ‘I am not sure, I just…’ he trailed off.

      ‘Don’t worry, I understand. You would have got soaked to the skin, and I am old, and you don’t know me. Most people would have reacted as you did.’

      ‘I really am sorry. I wish with all my heart that I had helped you.’ A thought suddenly occurred to him: ‘but, where have you been since then? You looked in such a bad way during the storm.’ He felt guilt and worthlessness and couldn’t wait to make his excuses and skulk away.

      ‘Where have I been? Ah, that I can’t tell you, but observe this!’

      As she spoke, the umbrella expanded. It continued to grow, changing from black to blue, until Leo was standing under a perfect, cloudless sky. He looked around in wild confusion. A short way back across the square stood the restaurant he had just left. Inside it, through the plate-glass window, he could see people sitting at tables. It was as if nothing had happened. The woman spoke. ‘Now you can see that I am not what I appeared to be.’ The voice no longer sounded old, and Leo took a step backwards. The young woman with the cream beret smiled at him. His heart skipped a beat. Her dreamy, mellifluous voice continued. ‘You are at liberty to feel a little flattered. I had reasonably high hopes for you, but alas, your failure means that my search must continue.’

      With a regretful smile that haunted Leo ever after, she turned and merged with a small group of tourists. He hurried after her, hoping to convince her that she had misjudged him. Reaching out and trying to touch her arm, he knocked into somebody. During the momentary distraction, she had gone, and by the time he saw her again, she was on the other side of the square. Casting aside his normal diffidence, he yelled at the top of his voice, ‘Wait! Don’t go; at least tell me your name.’

      What happened next was forever hazy in his memory, but he had the impression that she turned towards him and with an artistic flourish of her arm, pirouetted several times and vanished.

    



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/why-and-other-stories-kobo-apple-ebook-cover.jpg
\”Ill\\\lll[ll SN

@w, # /,a:":

WIHY?
WIOTHIR
STORIES

HALP-INAGINED REALITIES





OEBPS/images/why-and-other-stories---kobo-apple-title-page-5520x8330x0000xinch.jpg
A y and
Trai

collection of SF, fantasy other stories
ns, angels, umbrellas and dystopian futures
J v NV
! v . J l A

WI1Y?
A\DGTHER
STORIES

HALP-INAGINED REALITIES






