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        October 1816 – The Merciful Widow Inn, Newmarket

      

      “You’re really going to do this again?” Sidney Garrick asked, lighting the end of his cheroot and glancing up at Lord Quentin Post. “You’re not afraid of stirring up more of your dead ancestors?”

      Quent dropped into a chair across from his friend. “Thorn told you my plan, did he?” Then he glanced briefly at David Thorn beside him, lifting a drink to his lips.

      Garrick agreed with the nod of his head. “It just seems we barely got Lady Bradenham back from the other side in one piece. We might want to quit while we’re ahead.”

      But this year’s event wouldn’t be anything like the previous year’s gala. Besides…“Since my great-grandmother has been banished,” Quent began, “I don’t think there’s anything for us to worry about. Anyway, now that Braden’s gifted me the place, I’d like to look it over with fresh eyes.”

      “Fresh eyes,” David Thorn echoed under his breath. “You’re hoping to toss up the skirts of that mysterious angel of yours. And don’t pretend otherwise.”

      There was no point in denying it. Ever since the Samhain masquerade party they’d hosted the previous year, and ever since Quent had danced with and kissed a masked angel at that particular party, he’d been slightly obsessed with finding the chit or ghost or whoever she was again. And he’d convinced himself that if they hosted the same party once again this year that his angel might reappear, be she mortal or otherwise.

      If she was mortal, he did have every intention of tossing up her skirts. And if she turned out to be otherworldly…Well, perhaps he could toss up her ghostly skirts. Because the truth was, the kiss his angel had pressed to his lips had been the single most amazing kiss he’d ever experienced. And Quentin Post had enjoyed his fair share of kisses in his life. Though, perhaps not as many as David Thorn had enjoyed. “And yet you were very happy to hear I intended to open Marisdùn for another Samhain. Has that girl in Ravenglass still captured your attention, Thorn?”

      She had done that, not that Thorn was about to admit as much to his friends. He had a reputation to consider, after all.

      Garrick laughed. “There’s a girl in every village in every county who’s captured his attention. Though it’s generally for just a single night.”

      “While Garrick is a veritable saint,” Thorn drawled before lifting a whiskey to his lips once more.

      Garrick laughed again at the absurdity of that statement. And truly, of all the friends in their set, these three gentlemen were by far the most rakish of them all, more concerned with guilty pleasure than duty, thriving on reckless abandon instead of one’s honor, more inclined behave scandalously than properly if given the choice.

      Of course, it was easy to be the most rakish in their set considering the fact that last year, they’d lost three of their compatriots to matrimony. A fate worse than death, certainly, even if the gentlemen in question all seemed rather happy with their respective lots in life.

      But that unfortunate outcome would certainly not befall Garrick, Quent or Thorn. Not this year, perhaps not ever. No, no, no. These three fellows lived by the motto – ‘Eat, drink and be merry for tomorrow we die’. Of course at Marisdùn Castle, the veil between the living and the dead was quite thin, so who was to say that even in death the fun must come to an end?

      “You will both be there, then?” Quent asked, looking from Garrick to Thorn.

      “I’ve got a girl in every village in every county,” Thorn grinned. “Time to find the one who disappeared on me in Ravenglass.”

      Garrick frowned. “You’ve got a disappearing girl too? How did I miss this?”

      “Well, mine isn’t a figment of my imagination.” Thorn shrugged. And he hadn’t searched for her all season long like a Bedlamite either.

      “I do feel left out all of a sudden,” Garrick added. “You don’t suppose it’s the same disappearing girl you’re both looking for?”

      Thorn couldn’t help but laugh at the suggestion. It wasn’t even a possibility.

      “No, no, no.” Quent shook his head. “Thorn’s girl is an artist, sketched him and then disappeared when he went for punch. There was no sketchpad on my angel. I would have discovered it.”

      Garrick turned his full attention on Thorn. “A girl actually ran away from you? Are you losing your touch, old man?”

      Thorn glowered at his friend. “I will find her, mark my words. And this time there won’t be any running away and there won’t be any sketching.”

      “Ravenglass and its abundance of disappearing girls,” Garrick teased. “Rather surprised I didn’t find one of my own now that I think about it.”

      “Does that mean you’ll be joining us at Marisdun Castle?” Quent asked.

      “Well,” Garrick began with a slight twinkle in his eye, “if you’re both going…”
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        October 1816 ~ Torrington Abbey, Cumberland

      

      “Who is she?” David Thorn demanded of Brighid, wife of his good friend Blake Chetwey. It’s the same question he’d asked the few times he’d seen her in the past year, never getting a satisfied answer.

      Instead of going straight to Marisdùn Castle, where David planned on staying for the next sennight to attend the Samhain masquerade, he’d ridden to Torrington Abbey. Though he did wish to visit his good friend, David was more interested in interrogating Brighid. It was all he could do to get through the pleasantries and sip tea before he asked her the question that’d been plaguing him.

      The witch merely blinked up at him. “Whom?”

      “You know bloody well,” Thorn growled.

      “You are speaking to my wife,” Chetwey warned. “She’s of a delicate condition and a lady.”

      Brighid smiled and patted her large belly. He shouldn’t even be seeing her in this condition, but he was the one who’d come into her home. He remembered learning that she was expecting, but hadn’t really thought beyond the news and wishing his friend congratulations. Now that he’d seen her, heavy with child, David realized that it had been months since he’d first been told and he hadn’t seen Brighid since the end of the Season. She looked as if she could deliver any moment or possibly should have by now. Not that he had any experience being around ladies in an interesting condition since they were always hidden from society as if it was something to be ashamed of.

      He probably should also think twice before angering this powerful witch, too. Especially right now.

      To think he didn’t believe in spirits, witches and thought it all nonsense until a year ago. But, after watching her banish an evil spirit, working tirelessly to find a way to bring Callie Bradenham back from the other side, there was no doubt in David’s mind that there was a good deal of magic in this world and things beyond his comprehension.

      Chetwey was one lucky bastard and this wasn’t the first time David wished he was in his Chetwey’s shoes. Not married to Brighid, of course. That would never work, but to have a wife who looked at him the way Brighid looked at Chetwey. A woman he could love the way Blake did her. A wife, growing large with his child.

      Not that he would ever, in a million years, admit those thoughts to anyone. It wouldn’t be pleasant becoming the brunt of jokes from his friends. Even worse, for the ladies in Society to get wind of his thoughts. They’d never give him a moment’s rest. Reforming the rake and all that nonsense. Besides, if ladies were wise, they wouldn’t want their husbands to be completely reformed, especially in the privacy of a bedchamber.

      Just the thought of ladies and their mamas hounding him through London sent shivers down his spine. It was scarier than returning to Marisdùn Castle with its variety of ghosts.

      “I just don’t see why she can’t tell me who the Italian artist is. I know Brighid knows.”

      “I don’t know any Italians,” Brighid answered innocently.

      Perhaps the sketching fairy only spoke with an Italian accent to hide her identity. It was a masquerade after all. “I am sure you know a few artists.” David glared at her.

      She smiled sweetly at him. “Maybe.”

      “Do you know who sketched my portrait at the Samhain party?”

      Brighid simply shrugged.

      It’s the same response he’d gotten before.  “Why won’t you tell me?” David raked his fingers through his hair and practically jumped to his feet before he started pacing. Irritating and frustrating witch!

      “If she wished for you to know who she is, I assumed she would have remained.”

      “Ah ha!” He wheeled around and wagged a finger at her. “So, you do know. It’s taken me nearly a year, but finally we are getting somewhere.”

      “I find it hard to believe you’ve been yearning for the artist all this time.” Chetwey chuckled from his seat beside his wife.

      “I’m sure it’s only because she got away. Our dear Mr. Thorn is not used to such a predicament,” Brighid teased.

      The same thoughts had crossed his own mind. Was it simply because the masked artist disappeared before he could get to know her better? Her voice had entranced him, and not just the Italian accent, which may or may not have been real, but that smile. Full, red lips, and the only part of her face he could see. Her laugh was soft and gentle, with a rich tone that went straight to his nether regions. When she approached him, sketch book in hand, and asked him to sit, Thorn automatically complied without thought. All she had to do was touch his arm with her delicate hand and he followed her without question.

      That was so out of character for him. The purpose of the party, originally anyway, was to find ladies without drawers and have a decadent good time. Of course, he did wonder if she was wearing any drawers and how they might better come to know one another while she sketched him, but he hadn’t even attempted to kiss her or discourage her from drawing his features. It was a party, the ale was flowing, and people were dancing while he sat for a bloody portrait.

      Had she bewitched him somehow? Was it the magic of that special night?

      That had to be it because he could think of no other reason he acted so out of character.

      He’d barely met the golden haired fairy who wore a blasted half-mask that revealed only her full, ruby lips.  Even though nearly a year passed, he still could not put the artist from his mind, and she had ruined his pursuit of every other female since. It was her fault he was having such uncharacteristic thoughts like marriage and babies and such.

      Maybe she was a ghost.

      David wasn’t sure if that possibility was helpful. If she was of another world, any future was certainly impossible. Well, until he died too, but he wasn’t so foolish as to take such a drastic action just to be with her. He’d just need to find a substitute among the living and make the best of it.

      Bloody hell! All these aberrant thoughts over a woman he’d spent only a few hours with were driving him mad. What the blazes was wrong with him? “Maybe she’s a witch too.” That would certainly explain everything.

      “I can assure you she is not.” Brighid grinned at him. “And, maybe she’ll be at the masquerade this year.”

      “I’d prefer to meet her before so I’m not chasing after an otherworldly woman like Quent.”

      “Other-worldly?” Chetwey asked.

      “Braden’s convinced the woman he kissed was a ghost.”

      “It is possible,” Brighid suggested before lifting her cup of tea.

      Thorn refused to believe the woman he sat for was a spirit. By the time Quentin Post had kissed his angel, he had been into his cups. Thorn had been sober. Another oddity of that night.

      Blake set his glass aside and smiled sympathetically at his friend. “Why don’t we play a game of billiards? It’ll take your mind off of your mysterious lady.”

      Like trouncing Chetwey would make him forget about the woman who had been haunting his dreams for a year. “Might as well since your wife isn’t going to be of any help.”

      “If she wanted to be found, she would have stayed around,” Brighid called after them as they sauntered from the room.

      David ignored her and followed Chetwey down the hall into a dark paneled room, a billiards table set up in the center, and leather chairs set up around the perimeter. This was a gentleman’s room and the witch probably never came in here. Not that she could even play billiards right now. Not with the way she’d increased. But she sure was beautiful.

      “Do you know that Garrick actually had the audacity to suggest I’m losing my touch?”

      Chetwey choked back laughter. “I’m sure that isn’t it. Maybe your heart isn’t in the chase any longer.”

      David took a pool cue from the rack on the wall. “It hasn’t been for a very long time, my friend.”

      “What?”

      David straightened, his eyes bored into Chetwey’s. “If you tell a single soul, I’ll deny it with every breath.” Taking the cue, he lined up the end with the ball. “I do have a reputation to protect.”

      [image: ]

      Anna Southward hurried as quickly as she could to Torrington Abbey after retrieving the plants, seeds and roots Brighid requested from the herbarium in Marisdùn Castle and the garden just outside of it. To think Lord Quentin Post had returned along with his three sisters, and that Bradenham and Callie would really arrive tomorrow. Finally, there would be excitement in this sleepy village.

      Not that she saw the Post family, but she overheard the kitchen staff talking about their arrival as she gathered the herbs. Hardly anything of interest ever happened in Ravenglass and she feared she’d grow mad with boredom before she ever grew old. Thank goodness fascinating gentlemen inherited the castle. At least they’d arrive on occasion to make things a bit more exciting.

      Her closest friend was sitting on the settee, drinking tea, and thankfully her husband wasn’t around. Anna liked Chetwey well enough, but he’d been hovering a bit too much lately. The closer Brighid’s time came, the nearer he stuck by Brighid’s side. It was sweet, really, but babies made an appearance every day. Her condition wasn’t at all unusual for a married lady of her age. Besides, Brighid was a healer and a witch. If anyone could make sure everything worked out as it should, it was her.

      “Would you like some tea?”

      “Yes, please.” Anna plopped down in the chair across from her friend. “They’ve arrived.”

      “Who?”

      “The owners of Marisdùn.” She could barely keep the grin off of her face. “They are going to have another masquerade, aren’t they?” Ever since Brighid said it was a distinct possibility, Anna had been on edge with anticipation. This year, she was going, and she was staying late, and nobody was going to stop her. Not even her unreasonable and unpleasant Uncle Walter.

      “Will all of them be there?” Anna asked as she poured herself a cup of tea, instead of waiting for Brighid to awkwardly lean forward and try and pour it for her.

      “All of whom?”

      “The unmarried gentlemen,” Anna hissed. “You know exactly who I mean.”

      “Mr. Garrick, Mr. Thorn and Lord Quentin?”

      “Yes! Those three.” Three of the six friends who arrived last year had married girls from the district and had probably settled into a boring existence with their wives. Three bachelors remained, which gave Anna hope that the masquerade would be even more rousing than last year, since they didn’t have to worry about an evil spirit and bringing Callie back from the other side this time.

      Then she stilled. Just because they hadn’t been married last year did not mean they weren’t this year. Brighid would have mentioned if one of them being wed, wouldn’t she have?

      Brighid chuckled and leaned back against her seat. “Are you hoping one of them will take you away, like Bradenham rescued Callie from this place?”

      Brighid was about the only person content to live here. Of course, she also went to London this past year, twice, and enjoyed the Season. It was a lot more excitement than Anna had seen since she’d come to live with her uncle and cousins after her parents died six years ago.

      “I don’t dare hope to have such luck, but I can’t wait to sketch one of them again.”

      The corner of Brighid’s mouth turned up. “The same one, or do you wish to sketch a different gentleman of my husband’s acquaintance? Or does it even matter?”

      She could feel her cheeks warming. “The same one.” He was so handsome, with chiseled cheekbones, a strong jaw, an aquiline nose, the way his thick, dark hair fell across his forehead, and those intense brown eyes. The sketches she had of him, safely hidden away of course, did not begin to do justice to his handsome features. She didn’t dare show them to anyone, and she’d kept them safely hidden away with the exception of one, which was always with her.

      “One is in line to be an earl, did you know?”

      Why did Brighid have to go and ruin her dream? Not that she actually thought the handsome gentleman would fall in love with her and take her away from this place to sail around the world, but she did like to dream. An earl didn’t just up and travel. They had duties to attend to. Or, at least that’s what she’d been told. “I’m not looking to marry him. I just want to sketch him again.” It was a partial truth. And she’d been kicking herself for nearly a year for running away when he went to retrieve punch. She might not have left the masquerade at all if Lila hadn’t reminded her of the time, so they could be back before the vicar ever learned they’d snuck out in the first place.

      Such an unpleasant man, her uncle. So unlike her loving and gregarious father. How were the two even brothers? Her father, and mother, had a sense of adventure, wanting to explore and discover new things. Whereas her uncle was firmly settled in the scriptures and how one should live their life, and was perfectly content to never leave Ravenglass. Not that she had anything against the scriptures, and even when her parents were alive they went to church wherever they happened to be. But her uncle just didn’t understand there was a whole world out there she had yet to see. Or that Florence continued to call to her.

      Oh, to be there again and cast her eyes on Michelangelo’s David.

      With a sigh, she put the thought from her mind. She’d probably never see it again, or ever have a chance to sculpt her own David. Instead, she should focus on the small boons her uncle granted her, instead of hoping for what might never be. “Uncle has finally agreed to let me visit the coast to sketch and paint tomorrow.”

      Brighid brightened. “That would be wonderful. I know how you chafe at being ordered to remain close to the vicarage.”

      It was rare that Anna was granted enough time to be away so that she could sneak through the woods to see Brighid. Usually her uncle only allowed her so much time to go off with her sketchbook before she was to return to her duties within the house, or prayer, or reading her Bible.

      “Where is Chetwey this afternoon?” she asked as she began to sketch the pictures from the books so she’d know what to look for.

      “He’s playing billiards with a friend.”

      “Oh?” Anna’s heartbeat increased. Could one of the other bachelors already have arrived? Were all three here already and what chance did she have of encountering them? Drat, she knew the names, but didn’t know which one of the gentlemen she had sketched, David Thorn or Sidney Garrick.

      “David Thorn. One of the three bachelors you wish to sketch.”

      Anna glanced up to meet her friend’s eyes. “Is he the one?”

      “How would I know? You’ve never shown me your sketches.”

      Anna studied her friend. There was mischief in her silver eyes. Brighid knew something she was not saying. Just as she was about to ask for this David Thorn’s description and take the year old sketch from her satchel, the clock in the hallway chimed, making Anna jump. “Goodness, it’s late.”

      “Would you like to take the carriage?” Brighid asked, growing alarmed. They both knew she wasn’t supposed to be here.

      “No, I should make it in time, if I hurry. I can’t afford to miss dinner and make my uncle unhappy or he might cancel my outing tomorrow.”

      Brighid pulled herself from the settee. “When do you think you’ll be there? At the coast.”

      “As early as possible. I hope to catch the sunrise on the water.”

      “Well, enjoy your day.”

      Anna barely said goodbye before she was running down the lane and onto the path through the woods. She couldn’t be late. Worse, her uncle could not know with whom she’d been visiting. She’d been told time and time again to stay away from the healer and Brighid was unnatural and a bad influence, but Anna continued to ignore him. Brighid was her dearest friend – she understood her when a lot of people didn’t. Maybe because they were both a bit odd.

      Sprinting the last bit of the way, she made it to the house and slipped in the back door just as Lila was putting the last plate on the table. Thank goodness she made it in time.

      Her cousins, Lila and Tilly, both relaxed, as if they were afraid she wouldn’t make it back in time either. After getting her breathing under control, she let her satchel slip silently to the floor and joined her cousins at the table, just as Uncle Walter came into the dining room.

      He looked sterner tonight than normal, which did not bode well. With concentrated effort, Anna did her best not to draw attention to herself, speak out of turn, or say anything at all. She could not risk upsetting her uncle or he’d take away her outing.

      What were the chances that David Thorn was the man in her sketches? To think, she might be drawn to a gentleman named David. Until now, there’d only been one David she admired, but he was a statue, glorious in detail.

      Even if his name was David, that wouldn’t mean he’d remember her. What if he didn’t want to sit for her again?

      Blast! She hadn’t considered that possibility. All she could think about was seeing him again and capturing his likeness once more. And, maybe this time, dancing too.

      Tomorrow, or the day after, she was going to show Brighid her sketches so her friend could give her a name to go with the features. Dare she hope his name was David?

      Then again, maybe she didn’t want him to have a name, just like she wished she didn’t know one of them might be an earl one day. Perhaps it’d be easier for him to simply be the handsome gentleman she looked at each night before falling asleep, and the first face she saw in the morning, even though it was a only a sketch.

      Besides, a future earl would never have an interest in her.

      With an inward sigh, she pushed the food around on her plate so her uncle thought she was eating when in truth, her appetite had disappeared.

      She’d just need to make the best of this year’s masquerade, so she’d have memories to get her through her boring existence in this backwater town.

      “We might visit the Roman ruins tomorrow,” Lila announced, drawing Anna from her thoughts. “Lord Quentin Post has arrived with his sisters.”

      “That should be nice,” Anna answered absently, wishing she could visit the ruins as well, but the ones in Rome. And then she could travel up to Florence and gaze at Michelangelo’s David once again. Her hands practically itched to sculpt something similar, to feel the clay move through her fingers. That David was made of marble, which she could never carve. But clay was easy enough to manage and she had a good deal of it stored, just waiting to have something created from it. Unfortunately, she lacked an appropriate model.
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      “Bloody hell!” Who was pounding at the door at this time of the morning? “What is it?” Thorn yelled out, not bothering to get out of his bed.

      “Time to go,” Chetwey announced after sticking his head inside the door.

      “Go? At this time of the day?” His friend had gone mad. “The sun’s barely up.” He glanced to the window. “Correct that – it isn’t up yet at all.”

      “Which is why you need to get dressed now. Cook is packing a breakfast and your horse is being saddled.”

      “You’re kicking me out?”

      “Of course not.” Chetwey laughed. “Brighid is.”

      “Not for good,” she called from the other side of the door, not that David could see her, which was just as well since he was lying in his bed naked with the covers down to his waist. “You can come back later, but you must leave now,” she assured him.

      “Why? And, where am I to go?”

      “The coast!”

      “It will be there later, I assure you. It hasn’t moved in centuries,” David answered as he fell back against his pillows. Those two were more disturbing than the ghosts at Marisdùn. At least the spirits never woke him at the break of dawn.

      “You must go now!” Brighid ordered and David pulled himself up, resting on his elbows.

      “Why?”

      There was whispering on the other side of the door, but he couldn’t make out what the husband and wife were saying. “A premonition,” Brighid finally called out.

      “Premonition? Your wife has premonitions, Chetwey?”

      His friend stepped back inside the door and just shrugged.

      “So, what did this presentiment reveal?” He couldn’t believe he was actually having this conversation. Those two belonged in Bedlam.

      “You might possibly find a certain person there.” Brighid’s voice sang out from the hall.

      His heart stopped, just for a moment. “My artist?”

      “Possibly,” Brighid hedged.

      Possibly was a hell of a lot closer than what he had yesterday. “Fine. I’ll be out in a moment.”

      David wasted no time getting out of bed and dressed, and paused only long enough to look into the mirror. Should he shave first? What if she was there? He should look his best. But, if he dallied, he might miss her.

      Why would she be at the coast this early?

      His golden-haired fairy should be snuggled in slumber, not out by the sea at this ungodly hour. But, if Brighid, a witch, believed she’d be there, who was he to question her?

      Instead of shaving, David pulled a comb through his hair and headed out of his room. Brighid and Chetwey were waiting for him in the foyer. Both still in robes, as if they had every intention of returning to bed after he departed. If he didn’t hope to find his artist, David would return to his, but he wasn’t about to ignore the witch’s premonition.

      Brighid held out a basket to him with a grin on her face. “There’s enough for two.”

      “Two?” Did she expect them to enjoy a breakfast picnic along the shore?

      “Of course. You wouldn’t want to not share.”

      “Thank you,” he grumbled under his breath as he took it from her. He’d enjoyed many picnic lunches with desirable young ladies, which usually ended quite pleasantly, but never a breakfast. If he’d ever shared a breakfast with a woman, it was because they woke in the same bed after a very enjoyable night, and they partook of the meal while still beneath the covers. “By chance did your premonition reveal where I might find her?”

      Brighid grimaced. “No. Just the water, beach, near an outcropping of rocks.”

      “He nodded. That could be any portion of the miles long coast. But he’d search every inch of it if there was a chance he’d find his sketching fairy.

      [image: ]

      As quietly as she could manage, Anna rose and dressed by the waning moon. She didn’t dare risk waking anyone, especially her uncle. Even though he’d given her permission to go to the coast today, she’d been very careful not to set a time. If Anna had it her way, it’d be a full day excursion.

      Her easel had been packed away the night before, along with her paints, pencils, brushes, canvases and paper that had been loaded into a satchel. She didn’t just want to sketch the sun rising on the water, but paint it too.

      After she was dressed comfortably, in a presentable dress, but not one of her best in the event she dripped paint, which she usually did, Anna slipped into her sturdy boots and quietly slipped from her room. She was careful to close the door gently behind her and not let the wooden box containing her easel or her satchel hit the wall as she made her way to the kitchen.

      All she needed now was a jug of water for both drinking and rinsing her brushes. After she gathered the last items, she silently let herself out of the house and started on her trek to the beach. The satchel was growing heavy, but it would be lighter when she returned with the water gone. Still, she’d haul something twice its weight to be able to sit in peace and paint, far away from her unpleasant uncle.

      The tall grasses swayed in the early morning breeze and the sky was just beginning to lighten in anticipation of the sun rising over the horizon. Anna considered getting closer to the beach, but from this spot, on the slightly raised hill, she had an excellent view of the rocks jutting into the ocean, the narrow, sandy beach, the water beyond, the white capped waves, gently rolling to shore.

      She filled her lungs with the salty air and listened to the early morning birds come awake as she set up her easel before a fallen log. This is where she would sit and paint until she was forced to return to the vicarage.

      Folded just inside her satchel was the sketch she always kept with her. Anna opened it to view the face from last year. She would meet him this year and maybe, just maybe, he’d let her paint him instead of just sketch his features.

      She chuckled and folded the parchment, putting it away again so it didn’t fly off in the ocean breeze. Perhaps after today she should return to Marisdùn to paint. It wasn’t as if anyone would think it strange since she’d spent hours in the gardens before. The staff would assume she was doing what she always did, painting flowers or sketching statues, while she simply waited for him to return. Besides, why should she wait until the masquerade when he could be there right now?
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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.
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