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      For my son

      I am so proud of you and all your accomplishments!

      Happy 18th Birthday!

      Love you lots ♡
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      Summer 1822

      Anastasia hovered behind Isabel and watched the game of chess progress with dread as she tried to ignore the pain in her feet. When Isabel had agreed to this wager, Anastasia had expressed her displeasure. “Don’t worry, I never lose,” were Isabel’s last words before play began. But it was more than a game of chess to Anastasia—it was one of chance, and it had already lasted for more than seven hours. Even the sun had given up and retired. It appeared there was no end in sight.

      Or so she thought.

      “Checkmate.”

      “Oh,” Isabel gasped. Her hand clutched the edge of the table. “I can’t have lost. I never lose.”

      “Well, you have lost, my dearest little sister, and now you must pay the price—beginning with the Earl of Huntingdon’s house party,” Isabel’s brother stated with a gloat.

      “That was not part of the bargain, Weston,” Isabel bleated, disputing the terms of the wager. “We agreed it was to be one season in London.”

      “No, I said a season and parties. A country house party is included in that description.”

      Philippa, Weston’s wife, placed an elegant hand on his shoulder and leaned in close to his ear. “That’s enough, darling.” Her words were none too soft before her gaze shifted to Isabel, casting a sympathetic look, though her tone bespoke no argument. “One house party before the season begins is not too much to ask. You have rarely been out in society, and this is a perfect opportunity.”

      Anastasia adored Philippa. They had become good friends after she married Weston, but Philippa really was relentless when she set her mind to something. Anastasia truly doubted that Isabel would be able to weasel her way out of this situation.

      The dread she’d been feeling sank to the pit of Anastasia’s stomach. It was still unclear what her role would be if Isabel were to have a season. Over the years, Anastasia had avoided London, and all of society, for that matter. The nervous anxiety that used to haunt her started percolating again, and the cramping in her stomach grew worse. She reached for her necklace only to touch her bare neck, the precious keepsake that adorned it having been lost to her for eight years.

      Isabel leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms. “And when is this perfect opportunity to occur?”

      “We leave in two days.”

      Anastasia was uncertain whom the “we” in Philippa’s statement included, and she was afraid to ask. A sense of foreboding weighed her insides down. Please don’t let me be included.

      Isabel, clearly annoyed with her sister-in-law, said in a sharp tone, “We?”

      Anastasia held her breath as she waited, bracing herself for Philippa’s response. Please don’t let me be included.

      “You, me, and Anastasia, of course,” Philippa said with a smile.

      “Why doesn’t Weston…,” Isabel began to protest, only to be silenced by her brother’s firm voice.

      “I have some unexpected business to attend to, but will join you later in the week.” Weston looked at Anastasia. “Are you unwell?”

      She swallowed the hard lump in her throat and tried to sound casual despite her lurching stomach. “I’m quite all right. But why do I need to…” She started to argue, but Isabel turned around in her seat and looked up at her with hurt eyes.

      “You don’t mean to abandon me? I can’t do this without you.”

      Anastasia sucked in a deep breath. What choice did she have? It was only because of Isabel’s generosity that she’d found a home after being turned out by her family following the scandal. She owed her dearest friend at least one house party. Perhaps Isabel would catch the eye of some intelligent lord and get married before the London season began. She mentally shook her head. For that to occur, Isabel would have to spend a little more time conversing with the opposite sex and quite a bit less in the library. She doubted Isabel could make a successful match with her head always in a book.

      Three sets of eyes stared at her, waiting for her answer. With no other choice, she resigned herself to the unpleasant fact that she would have to accept. “No, I will not abandon you,” she stated with none of the trepidation she felt.

      Isabel jumped out of her chair and wrapped her arms about her neck. “Thank you. How would I ever survive without you?”

      Weston and Philippa gave Anastasia a knowing look. Isabel would be lost without her. They had bonded ten years ago when Isabel spent the summer with her aunt, who lived in the same village as Anastasia. After that, the two had become almost inseparable whenever Isabel visited.

      When Anastasia’s own family had turned her away, she had gathered what few belongings she had and asked for a position at Knights Hall. She had hoped to be appointed as a maid of some sort, but Isabel had intervened on her behalf, requesting that Anastasia become her companion. Anastasia had insisted that Weston was made aware of why her family disowned her, and to this day, he was the only other person beside herself who knew the truth. He’d promised to keep her secret, and he was a man of his word.

      Perhaps this house party was the opportunity that she was looking for to ease her friend into society. Just because her future appeared bleak did not mean that Isabel had to be trapped in the country with her companion. Isabel was young and should enjoy her youth.

      “A country house party it shall be,” Philippa exclaimed.

      Despite her acquiescence, Anastasia knew Isabel would not give in to her brother that easily. “I still cannot believe we leave in two days’ time. You know very well that I am not fond of crowds, and besides, I have nothing to wear and…”

      “Not to worry,” Philippa’s tone was full of mischief. “All that has been taken care of. Lybbe and I even found several costumes for the masquerade in my trunks that Aunt Imogene had sent over. Lybbe has already begun some modifications, and the gowns will be ready for the three of us by the time we depart. It is quite fortuitous that we are all about the same height and size.”

      Yes, quite.

      “It will be a splendid party.” Philippa’s enthusiasm was noticeably one-sided.

      Anastasia’s stomach lurched. She knew Philippa meant well, but she had spent the last eight years avoiding all society. A quiet, mundane life, sequestered in the country, suited her better.

      “It is only for one week, Isabel. I think you will survive,” Weston teased. Her brother was not going to back down.

      Philippa chimed in, clearly wanting to ease the tension. “Weston and I agree that both of you could do with a change of scenery, and the Earl of Huntingdon’s house party is the perfect opportunity. Dozens of eligible young men are to be in attendance, and I have it on good authority that Lady Huntingdon intends to spare no expense where her grandson’s celebration is concerned.”

      Despite all the reassurances, Anastasia was still a bundle of nerves. Since moving to Knights Hall, she had not ventured farther than the local village. On the two rare occasions that Isabel had accompanied her brother to London, Anastasia had managed to make some excuse as to why she could not leave Knights Hall. And Weston had not pressed the issue. Over the past eight years, he had become a trusted confidant, like a brother.

      Weston stood and announced, “Now that’s all settled, I think it is time to retire.”

      Before accepting her husband’s arm, Philippa approached Anastasia and Isabel. “I know that neither of you are happy about these arrangements, but trust me about this. It will be a wonderful week. One I don’t believe either of you will forget,” she ended with a mischievous wink.

      Anastasia put her hand on Isabel’s arm and squeezed, hoping the subtle gesture would keep Isabel from arguing further this evening. Then they watched as Weston and Philippa left the room.

      The silence lingered on for several moments before Anastasia released her grip on Isabel’s arm and walked toward the waning fire, lost in her own thoughts. Her life was on a different path to Isabel’s. There were no seasons to be had or invitations to extravagant house parties. No, a quiet country life was all she would ever have now. She knew the time was nearing when she would no longer be able to reside with Isabel and her family. Life as of late had become too complicated. Everything around her was changing, and that scared her more than when she’d been cast out by her own family almost a decade ago.

      “I’m sorry. I know how much you detest society, and I should not have involved you.” Isabel joined her in front of the fireplace. “I should have insisted that you be allowed to stay behind.”

      As much as Anastasia wanted to agree with Isabel, she could not. She would not desert her dearest friend and let her suffer through a crowded party. Even as she offered a smile of reassurance, her insides writhed in turmoil. “We will get through the next week together.”

      “I’m not so sure I am going to survive.” Although Isabel’s words were laden with worry, deep down, Anastasia wondered if it was just an excuse that Isabel had fabricated so she could focus on reading rather than socializing.

      “You will survive, dearest. And besides, a house party is far less troublesome than a season in London. If it becomes too much, we will just go for a long walk.”

      “I believe I shall be walking a lot in the forthcoming week,” Isabel said matter-of-factly.

      A plan that suited Anastasia as well. With hope, Philippa wouldn’t protest too much.
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      Dante, the Earl of Huntingdon, stormed through the house, the invitation clutched firmly in his hand. How in the world had he not known what she was up to? He was at his wits’ end with his grandmother. Ever since they’d emerged from mourning, she had been trying to devise a plan to see him out in society and married with all due haste. When a laughing Lord Colt had handed him the invitation, Dante had left London immediately to confront Grandmother.

      “She has gone too far this time,” he grumbled under his breath. Without knocking, he entered her private sitting room. The bright pink decor momentarily blinded him. “Grandmother, I would like a word with you.”

      The petite older woman, who looked far younger than her three and seventy years, put down her book and looked up at him. “What on earth are you so upset about?” Her words seemed innocent enough, but her eyes revealed her guilt.

      “This.” He waved the crumpled invitation in front of her.

      “I cannot see what all the fuss is about, with you waving at me like a madman. Hand it to me.” Grandmother reached out and snatched the letter from Dante. After a quick glance, she tossed the paper aside and announced, “It appears there is to be a house party.”

      “Yes, and it is in honor of me. At what point were you going to inform me that...” He paused for a moment and ran his hand through his hair. “That hordes of young ladies would be descending on Paradiso in—however many days, all with the assumption that I am in want of a wife.”

      “Durante,” his grandmother began with a sly gentleness, using his given name rather than the nickname that his late grandfather had given him, “I am hosting a house party in your honor. There, you have been informed.” She tilted her head and then, with one long diamond-clad finger, pointed to the discarded invitation. “And if you had bothered to read it, you would have already realized that the guests are due in two days’ time.” She glanced over at the gilded mantle clock. “Now, if you will excuse me, Lord Tabard will be arriving within the next hour.”

      “No, I will not excuse you.” Dante could not believe what he was hearing. He clenched his teeth in an attempt to control his temper, but the smug, victorious look on his grandmother’s face was his breaking point. “How dare you make arrangements without consulting me?” Ever since his Anna had died, he just hadn’t cared what went on in the world around him, and his grandmother had taken full advantage of that grief. But it was a problem he intended to rectify, beginning with this party. “I am the Earl of Huntingdon. This is my house, my responsibility now.” Although his tone was harsh, his grandmother’s features did not change.

      “It is a title you were never intended to inherit. However, as much as I was displeased with the turn of events when your uncle and cousin died in that carriage accident, and as much as I despair of saying so, you are far better suited than they were to hold the title.”

      It was common knowledge throughout the family that Grandmother had only been fond of her eldest son and his lone offspring. Despite her deep affection for her now-deceased relatives, she had held genuine concern regarding their ability to deal with the affairs of the Huntingdon line. Using her position as matriarch of the family allowed her to retain a heavy hand in how the earldom and its holdings were run and how they would be perceived. Nothing was ever done without her approval. She made certain of that.

      “Your confidence in my abilities is most endearing.” Dante did not even attempt to hide the sarcasm from his voice. He circled about the room, watching his grandmother calculate her next move. She thought him a pawn on her chessboard, and he did not trust her, never had.

      “Confidence has nothing to do with it. You are the Earl of Huntingdon, and you will do right by your title by marrying and providing a suitable heir. I will not have this family disgraced by my youngest son or his…” She waved one elegant hand, looking for the proper insult. “…Blackguard of a child, who was barely born on the correct side of the blanket, if you do not perform your duties.”

      Dante wanted to defend his cousin, but chose to hold his tongue instead. There was no sense in arguing with Grandmother. Many years ago, she had declared herself the authority on all topics. And yet he knew she was plotting something and felt it best to get straight to the point. “What is it you hope to achieve?”

      She stood up and ambled toward him. Although he towered over her, his size did not intimidate her. She had never been intimidated by anyone. “I want you engaged by the end of the week, and married just as soon as all the arrangements can be made.”

      “I’m surprised that you have not already made those arrangements,” Dante growled as he crossed his arms.

      “What makes you think I haven’t begun? A special license is easy enough to acquire. All I need is a name.” She stepped in closer and looked up into his eyes, and he saw her hatred and disdain. She had never held any affection for him or tried to hide that fact. “On the last evening, there is to be a ball. Your engagement will be announced at that time.”

      “And if I refuse?”

      She tilted her head and said in a far too sweet voice, “Let’s just say that I can make life extremely uncomfortable for your mother’s sister and her daughter.”

      Rage burned from within. Aunt Ursula and Cousin Violet had already suffered enough. He had promised that he would protect them both. His mother had died when he was just a small child, and it had been his mother’s twin sister, Ursula, who had nurtured and cared for him. He would do anything to protect her and her daughter, and being the shrew that she was, his grandmother knew it.

      The weight of the title he’d inherited was nothing compared to the demands that his grandmother had imposed. “Why are you doing this?”

      He did not think she intended to answer as she started to walk away from him. But then, over her shoulder, in a nonchalant tone, she stated, “I married your grandfather for his title. He married me for my dowry.” She turned around. Her casual manner was replaced with fire and brimstone. “I will not see all that we built thrown away on some inconvenience, such as love.”

      He knew his grandparents had not been fond of each other, but neither had objected when his father had married for love. He started to say as much when the words died and sank down to the pit of his stomach as his grandmother’s mocking laughter encircled him.

      “You think your parents married for love?” Her harsh laughter jabbed at his heart. “At most, they tolerated each other.”

      It looked as if she was going to say more, but thankfully, she held her tongue. Dante did not think he could endure any more revelations today. He did not have any recollections of his parents being together when he was a child, but his father had never said anything untoward about Mother.

      He held his ground. “It is my future. I intend to have a say in this.”

      There was a long, thoughtful pause before she answered. “You may choose from any of the women that will be in attendance. I have selected the guest list carefully. All the women invited have some attribute that would suit the estate and title.” She turned and began to walk away. When she reached the threshold, she looked over her shoulder and said, “Do not defy me, Durante, or I will make good on my threat.”

      And with that final warning, she took her leave.

      Damn. He could not risk his aunt or cousin’s futures.

      It appeared he was about to take himself a wife.
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      Dante stood at the gallery window and watched as droves of eligible daughters from some of the best families in England descended on Paradiso. Wasn’t it ironic? His great-grandfather had built this house as a retreat, a paradise away from the turmoil of the outside world, and now it had become a living hell. He flexed his hand, desperately wanting to hit something. He could no longer stomach the view in front of him. It pained him greatly to see his family’s legacy reduced to this, a forced marriage to procure an heir.

      The staff would be busy with final preparations, tending to the guests and delivering the trunks. He hoped he could escape outside through the servants’ quarters without notice. Marching out of the front door was not possible. He turned his back on his duties and headed for the passageway that led to the servants’ wing.

      The entire house was a bustle of activity and his break from reality went relatively unseen. The sounds of laughter echoed against the peaceful countryside. He quickened his pace, following the familiar track that bordered the lake and headed toward the conifer woods. A few feet later, a less conspicuous pathway greeted his flight.

      The path narrowed, the tall trees lining it creating a shady green canopy. Ten minutes later, the outcropping of trees grew sparse and led to a little garden that framed a small cottage.

      He went inside and closed the door on the outside world. The familiar scent of paint reached his nostrils and teased his hands. He could not wait to unpack the oils he’d purchased from the Rowney Company.

      If his grandmother knew he had converted the cottage into his personal atelier, she would probably set the place on fire herself. Fortunately, she was not keen on walking around the estate, and had only ventured to the cottage once since it was built. That visit, more than twenty years ago, had ended with her abed with a sprained ankle, causing her to miss most of the season.

      The late afternoon sun had waned, creating a soft, ethereal glow. He pulled the cloth off the canvas and admired his latest masterpiece, Dancing Nymphs. Inspired by a painting his grandfather had brought back from Italy when he had taken the Grand Tour in the last century, Dante had fashioned the graceful beings with abandon. But sitting here now, he did not feel the joy of the nymphs. Instead of reminding him of happier times, as they usually did, today they mocked and laughed at him.

      He cast the painting aside and retrieved another that he had begun many years ago. Placing the small canvas on the easel, he peered at his subject, wondering about what might have been.

      The sadness that he had long managed to keep at bay had resurfaced as of late. Pulling a necklace from his pocket, he admired the blue and white cameo of a young lady. It always reminded him of the only woman he had ever loved.

      Loved and lost.

      He clutched the precious item in his hand before tucking it back into his pocket. If only she hadn’t died. If only he had been able to save her. For eight long years, he had mourned her death. Truth be told, he still wasn’t ready to let go, but his grandmother’s threats were far too severe to be ignored.

      Green eyes stared back at him. Struck with inspiration, he grabbed his pad and pencil and began sketching. Within a matter of moments, his idea came to fruition, the simple lines taking the form of a female. He had often imagined her like this, reclined on a velvet settee. She had posed for him once, and before he’d had the chance to sketch her again, she had been snatched from his life.
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      If Anastasia did not know any better, she would have thought that they were travelling to the ends of the earth. Problem after problem had only held up their journey, a simple day-and-a-half carriage ride turning into three full days. Philippa had sent word ahead that they were to be delayed, but even she was beginning to express her anxiousness at their late arrival.

      Philippa glanced out the window while tapping her finger on her lap. “I do hope we arrive before nightfall. It simply would not do to arrive after the evening’s entertainments have already begun.”

      To make matters worse, in between Philippa’s worrisome remarks, Isabel chattered on about everything she’d learned about the Earl of Huntingdon’s estate, Paradiso. “And did you know that there is a lake surrounded by a classical landscape? The previous earls travelled extensively on the Continent and took much inspiration from Italian architecture. Weston told me that all the temples and buildings are named to reflect the classical style. Do you think we will be able to take a tour of the estate?”

      “I’m sure arrangements could be made,” Philippa said as she yawned. “Lord Huntingdon is very amiable.”

      “Amiable or not, I am most interested in Paradiso. Did you know that there is a tower on the edge of the estate that was built in the first quarter of the last century? The views are supposed to be spectacular, stretching across a tree-topped landscape. It must be what birds see in flight.”

      Anastasia was curious. “How is it you have so much interest in Paradiso and none regarding the Earl of Huntingdon?”

      Isabel shrugged her shoulders, staring into one corner of the carriage. “I’m interested in art and architecture and things of that nature, not men.”

      “That might change one day,” Philippa said with a giggle.

      Although Anastasia’s life had not turned out as she had hoped, she did wish that Isabel would find love and happiness. There was nothing more beautiful than the love between a man and a woman. That thought was accompanied by threatening tears. She did not want to think of him, the way he had made her feel, or why he had left her. Blinking away the tears and forcing those emotions back into the recesses of her mind, she turned her attention back to her friend.

      Isabel’s thoughtful stare lingered on. “I suppose that, one day, a man might catch my eye, but he would have to be an exceptional man with an even more exceptional library. He must be kind and honest. Not too tall, but not too short either. I prefer a man who dresses in simple attire. No dandies for me. Oh, and if he detested poetry, that would be in his favor.”

      Laughing at the image that Isabel’s description conjured in her mind, Anastasia commented, “That is quite a list. Perhaps we should just wait and see how the week progresses before you add any more preferences.”

      “There it is,” Isabel breathed out, her nervous energy filling the carriage.

      “It’s beautiful,” Anastasia whispered as she glanced out the window. The impressive lawn seemed to extend for miles before gently giving way to a neo-Palladian façade. The sun had tucked itself behind the conifer trees, casting various shades of pink into the sky, and creating a halo above the magnificent structure.

      The extravagance of the privileged never ceased to amaze Anastasia. Her own modest childhood home would have easily fit in the house’s portico with room to spare. When she moved to Knights Hall eight years previously, she had thought that estate spectacular, but Paradiso was beyond compare. Awe and intimidation mingled with the anxiety she had been fighting to control for the past few days.

      “Is it too late to turn back?” Isabel’s voice cracked with emotion, matching Anastasia’s own fretting.

      “Weston has made it clear that he expects you to last the entire week. I promised him that I would help you,” Philippa offered a smile, but Isabel appeared not to notice. “We are in this together.”

      Isabel eased back on the cushioned seat. She took in a deep breath and whispered out, “I really would have preferred to stay at Knights Hall. I’m just too different from all of them, and when I get nervous, I tend to make a fool of myself by spilling or breaking something, or…”

      Reaching across, Anastasia took Isabel’s hand in hers. “You have nothing to worry yourself about. Just as Philippa said, we will get through this week together.” She wished she believed her own words. This world she was entering just seemed too different from the life she had tried to carve out for herself.

      Looking out of the carriage window up toward the darkening sky, she could not shake the feeling that she was being led to her doom. That uneasiness increased with each passing second for reasons that she could not fathom. She did not know what to make of it, but she tried her best to put on a good face for Isabel and Philippa.

      As the carriage came to a stop, efficient footmen were ready to assist. The door opened, revealing that the large portico was held up by eight columns topped in the Corinthian style. The house’s windows glowed with activity.

      Out of the corner of her eye, Anastasia saw Isabel gulp in a huge breath. “If I had any contents to lose, I would lose them right now.”

      “It will be all right. Once we’re settled, you will feel much better. We can have a leisurely evening and be well rested for all the activities tomorrow,” Philippa stated before she turned and exited the conveyance.

      Isabel eyed her departing back with disbelief.

      “I’m sorry, dearest, but we must make the best of our time here.” This week was going to be more difficult than Anastasia had first thought.

      “Good evening, ladies.” Anastasia assumed it was the head butler who greeted them at the base of the steps. The man did not bother to introduce himself. “I have informed Lady Huntingdon of your late arrival.” He emphasized the word late before continuing on with his speech. “You will be shown to your chambers and then may join the others in the Italian Room.”

      They followed the liveried butler up the steps in silence, each casting the other a look of disbelief. Philippa was the daughter of a viscount, yet was being treated no better than Anastasia, the disgraced daughter of a curate. They had just crossed the threshold into a stark, albeit grand, three-story white marble entrance hall when a formidable woman dressed in black crepe met them.

      “Mrs. Weston, you have arrived at long last. We were beginning to wonder if there was further trouble with your carriage.” The constant reminder of their lateness was wearing thin. It was not as if they had wanted a broken wheel, but some things were out of their control. Obviously, Lady Huntingdon did not share Anastasia’s viewpoint.

      “Good evening, Lady Huntingdon. Allow me to introduce my sister-in-law, Miss Albryght, and her companion, Miss Quintin.”

      Lady Huntingdon nodded a greeting, but kept her attention on Philippa. “The week’s festivities are well underway. There is to be a masquerade this evening. I do hope you will be able to attend after such a tiring journey.” She had uttered the last, almost as if she did not believe they had experienced such cumbersome delays.

      “We look forward to the merriment, Lady Huntingdon,” Philippa said in a polite tone that was laced with annoyance.

      Anastasia could almost read Isabel’s thoughts as panic streaked across her face. “Are you alright?” she mouthed.

      Isabel shook her head with alarm. But before Anastasia could respond, a middle-aged woman with a scornful expression etched onto her face stepped forward.

      “Ah, this is Dabney. She will see to your needs.”

      Anastasia could not explain why, but there was something about Dabney that did not sit well with her. If first impressions were to count for anything, she already did not care for any of Lord Huntingdon’s staff.

      “Until tonight.” Lady Huntingdon started to walk away, and then, without turning around, she uttered over shoulder, “And please do not be late.”

      The three ladies watched as Lady Huntingdon passed through an archway that presumably led toward the source of the laughter and gaiety.

      Isabel raised a brow in question. “Amiable?”

      Philippa lowered her voice to a mere whisper so that Dabney could not hear her response. “I said Lord Huntingdon was amiable. His grandmother, on the other hand, is quite dreadful.”

      “Ladies,” Dabney called to them as if hurrying them along.

      Philippa pursed her lips shut, their edges curving up in a smile. She had been caught. Anastasia let out a slight giggle when the all too stoic maid glared at her.

      “This way.” The woman guided them silently through what Anastasia supposed was the guest wing. The size of this part of the house was deceiving from the outside. The passageway seemed to extend forever before turning a corner. Large windows allowed the diminishing sunlight to illuminate their way. The place was spectacular. Under different and more pleasant circumstances, Anastasia would have loved to explore.

      She gazed at one painting after another of classical Rome. She wondered how many variations of the same subject matter were displayed at Paradiso. Expecting to see another landscape with ruins in the background, the next painting took her aback. It was of a man, sitting in his study surrounded by books. Several maps were spread across his desk. Beside him, a window opened onto a view of an Italian landscape. But it was his eyes that she found most alarming. They reminded her of….
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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.



