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Introduction

I have always loved cities, warts and traffic jams and all. I love the hustle and bustle, the diversity, the vibrancy and sheer vitality that develops when a large number of people choose to squeeze into limited space.

Even sitting at home at my desk I feel secure in the knowledge that any entertainment, shop or service I could possibly want is just a short walk, or at most a short bus ride away. And while fitting in is overrated anyway, there is a delicious freedom in the comparative anonymity of the city that allowed me to experiment with who I wanted to be and find my own tribe.

As a life long science fiction fan I also love space stations. I find the idea fascinating that humans might make a permanent home in space, a place to live and work and love and loathe, and possibly spend their entire lives without ever setting foot on Earth.

If urbanity in the here and now is associated with the latest and greatest in technology, architecture and ideas, that is even more true–at least in my imagination–for the glittering space cities of the future. What fun it would be to live in such a marvellous culture! Or cultures. Since I suspect the proverbial global village will once again be torn apart by the vast distances of space. Or maybe not. Who knows?

Yet for all my fascination with the shining city lights, I am acutely aware that this has always been a privileged middle class perspective, increasingly turning into an even narrower upper middle class one. A small minority who thinks themselves above the law encroaches upon everyone else’s freedom, and once again the city is where it all culminates. Shipping a bunch of leeches off to another galaxy might not be the most ethical solution, but in between space pirates, telepaths and aliens, one may dream.

I invite you to spend a few hours in my own, deliberately imperfect and at times very much bonkers version of paradise. Have the beverage of your choice, whether mind-altering or not. Find a freshly baked treat in the middle of the night. Practice the please-make-me-new-clothes dance, and discover why the solution to the Fermi Paradox could literally be crazier than you think.

Perhaps you will find a kindred spirit among the citizens of these strange new worlds. Or you might surprise yourself–as I did–to discover your sympathy for one of the shadier characters.

If you enjoy yourself even half as much reading as I did while writing, it will be great fun.

Jo Appleby 
August 2023
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Introduction

Just a silly local superstition. Or was there more to it?





What Happens if You Don’t Pay the Chemist

Yes, we were stupid.

Absolutely. No question. We were.

But we were young, and we were curious. And isn’t that what youth is all about?

It was the end of Michaelmas Term in my first year at uni. Early evening and the party was already in full swing.

The long bar that spanned three sides of the vast room was packed three students deep, the shimmering bar that, under the strobing black light, glittered in all colours of the rainbow had ceased to be visible about an hour ago. The dance floor was packed with the bodies of new and advanced students from all over the solar system, their different manners of dress–or undress–an applied lesson in cultural differences.

The air was filled with a heady mixture of of sweat and cheap cologne and pheromones, both natural and artificial.

Here, a group of boys from the Galileo III space station in their artfully ripped brightly coloured tunics and leggings that exposed more skin than it covered, incongruously performing a complicated line dance that totally clashed with the primitive thumping of the old Earth Disco music the DJane of the hour had dug out from deity knows where.

There a bunch of New Amish, the girls in ankle-length black dresses, the guys in black tuxedoes and top hats, some with a daring blue or yellow pocket square that their elders would certainly frown on. They were neatly paired off–boy-girl couples only, it goes without saying–at a respectful distance, but danced with a surprising elegance and enthusiasm that totally belied their drab outfits.

Me, I wasn’t much of a dancer and felt underdressed in my shiny black silk jodhpurs and equally black formfitting T-shirt declaring 2 is the oddest prime. Printed across my back of course, because I hated folks staring at my breasts in pretence of reading my T-shirt–or perhaps they were actually reading my T-shirt pretending to ogle my tits. Either way, having the print across my back did away with a lot of unwelcome behaviour.

Kenny and I had come in early, and we had been lucky to nab one of the tiny round stainless steel tables that formed a busy buffer zone between the bar and the dance floor. The table was barely large enough to hold our tall, narrow glasses and a large jug of a wine red sparkling drink called Sunset Lemonade that reminded me of sour cherry with a hint of almond.

Kenny had assured me that it was safe to drink, as in free from any mind-altering substances.

I was still coming to terms with the fact that here on Lufour most drugs were perfectly legal. Hope the water recycling system was up to the challenge.

Strangely enough alcohol was one of the major exceptions. Alcohol, the most common and most socially accepted drug in my old home of London, Earth, the one substance that no teenager can get away from without getting totally wasted at least once–here it carried a minimum three year sentence just for consumption.

Talk about a major hangover.

A couple of chemistry students in white lab coats and clunky protective goggles walked the floor, offering test tubes of brightly coloured liquid. Pale gold, dark black, copper blue, acid green, bright crimson, angry purple.

One of them came over to our table, a dark skinned girl, tall as a Martian, with a broad, winning smile.

“What can I get you two lovebirds?” she asked, offering her colourful tray of shiny aluminium test tube holders. “The early bird offer of six for five is still on for another ten minutes. And it’s all for charity, sponsoring the Chem Students Union.”

I was about to wave her away, when Kenny flashed his handheld in payment mode, paid an outrageously steep price plus a generous tip, and selected six colourful poisons.

“What?” I hissed, when the chemist had left, “you know I hate getting out of my head. Do you actually dig that stuff?”

“No,” Kenny replied evenly, lightly touching my arm in a calming gesture. He had grown up on Lufour, the biggest and most affluent city of the settled solar system, and rarely missed an opportunity to show that he was perfectly at home with its complex and sometimes alien customs.

“But it’s for charity and it’s considered bad luck not to pay your chemist,” he explained. “We don’t have to drink it if we don’t want to, but refusing to buy is not an option. Just leave it on the table and they won’t bother us again.”

All right, I sure didn’t want any bad luck to come our way. Even though it was just a silly superstition. But when in Rome…

I was glad Kenny waved away my offer to pay my share. My family wasn’t exactly poor, but the prices on Lufour were something else. Even the basics such as food, rent and books cost nearly twice as much as back home, let alone weird and unexpected charges such as air tax and fines for incorrect recycling.

It didn’t help that I had turned down a full scholarship from Imperial College back home, which was still considered a solidly decent university, despite the fact that everyone who was anyone was leaving the crumbling mother planet for the stars.

But why should I want to stay in old Londontown that was flooded half of the year and battling drought the other, when I could attend Lufour U, which consistently came top on all ranking list, not just in my subject, Mathematics, but also in most science and engineering disciplines? That Lufour–the space station at the L4 Lagrange Point of the Earth-Moon system–was the largest and most desirable city in the solar system only added to the attraction.

What finally convinced my parents was that Lufour, as gramps pointed out, was also the oldest and most venerable extraterrestrial settlement with a history of over three hundred years. I’d never understand why my parents were so keen on the crumbly old past, but whatever.

It did the trick. And here I was.

Eager to soak up everything I could about this glamorous new world.

“Why is it bad luck not to pay the chemist?” I shouted over the steadily increasing volume of the music. The DJ had changed and was now playing the latest Plutonium mix. Pluto was all the rage in the greater Martian area right now, and I didn’t care for it one bit. Made my ears ring in all the wrong ways.

“Some fairy tale about a pirate treasure and a big explosion,” Kenny shouted into my ear, his intricately cut beard tickling my skin.

He took my wrist and pulled me along as a stood up. “Let’s get out of here and find a more private space,” he grinned.

I followed him out of the club, glad to leave the noise behind that was starting to give me a headache, the rhythm section pumping out a slow beat so strong it was messing with my heart rate. I felt out of breath even though we had been sitting down for the best part of two hours.

“Where are we going?” I asked, as the doors of the campus club mercifully closed behind me, the sudden quiet making space for a ringing aftersound.

“You’ll see,” Kenny replied, as he led me through the warren of the Student Union building. His hand felt warm on my wrist, and the excitement on his face was contagious.

I automatically nodded a hello to a few vaguely familiar faces going in the opposite direction, towards the party. Kenny greeted a some of them by name–he was much better at remembering people than I was–but we never stopped to chat.

Gradually, my ears returned to normal, and my eyes adjusted to the brightly lit corridors, flanked by warm white walls. My heartbeat turned from hippetty-hop to its normal, even beat.

Soon I completely lost my bearings, as Kenny took me through a maze of same-looking corridors, crossing back and forth. I had the vague impression that we were going down, as in towards the old core of the space station that, according to the history book my dad gave me as a parting present, had been extended outward in layers over the centuries.

We met fewer and fewer students, and soon were the only ones about.

Was it just my impression, or was the light getting dimmer, the walls changing from off white to the yellow beige of ageing plastic?

The air definitely smelled stale and dusty. A first for this super clean city–excessively clean at least in the eyes of someone who has grown up in the dirt and mould and dust of a living planet.

Any life here was carefully cultivated–so the PR people claimed. And my house mates totally panicked when they found a teensy tiny spider in our living room. Now, I’m not at all keen on spiders myself, especially since some of their poisonous species made it to London about the time I was born. But I do know how to kill one. With a slipper, or a textbook or whatever makeshift weapon I have at hand.

No spiders here in these corridors. No rats either, and not a bit of mould. I had left the London rain behind when I boarded the shuttle at Heathrow space port.

But an unmistakable layer of dust that tickled my nose.

“Where are we going?” I demanded again, this time digging in my heels.

“Almost there,” Kenny stopped and inspected the walls, shining a bright white light from his smart ring against the lower section. I wished I could afford one of those devices myself, but that would have two wait until I had graduated and earned my own money.

“There it is,” he showed me the faint outline of a barely visible door. No handle or other opening mechanism that I could see.

“Open, Sesame!” Kenny intoned in a bad imitation of that handsome brown actor from the latest Aladin film. That actor whose name I could never remember.

I snorted in a mixture of laugh and sneeze, it was so ridiculous. Kenny, the pale, chubby, introverted maths geek, copying the stance and the sonorous tenor of the heart-throb du jour. But the voice was an astonishingly good match.

Sexy.

To my great surprise, the handle-less door swung out quietly as if operated by a ghost.

“Voice control,” Kenny shrugged, “an ancient attempt at security that turned out to be an epic failure. There are still some remnants around in the abandoned old core.”

He ducked into the darkness, and the light came on with a click.

“Light switch?” I ventured. I had seen some of those clunky manual switches in the boring historic houses my parents used to drag me on the weekends. Must have been terribly inconvenient. What did you do when you entered a room with your hands full?

“Our palace, my Lady,” he said with a grand gesture as I entered, curiously eyeing the small and mostly empty space, covered in a good layer of dust.

He kicked the door closed and took me in his arms, covering my face in small, sensuous kisses.

I stopped him before his hands got under my clothes. Frankly, I was a lot more interested in his mind than in his body.

Boy, the elegance of his proofs made me sigh, and he wrote algorithms that made my knees go weak.

But that is not what you tell your new boyfriend in the first weeks of your relationship, even though I couldn’t think of a higher compliment. So I gallantly kept my mouth shut, but I wasn’t going to get down and dirty in this dusty little room.

Not when I had a perfectly good single bedroom in my houseshare just a short walk across the leafy green campus. Or was it? I had no idea where were were.

“What is this room?” I asked, adding jokingly, “I bet you take all your girlfriends here.”

His lack of denial confirmed that this was a favourite place of the local teenagers for making out. But we were university students now, and even if his dorm had strict rules on visitors, I was free to do as I pleased.

Yet another of those weird cultural differences I was trying to get used to.

“I think it is an old storage room,” he said pointing to an open door leading to a larder-like space with rusty metal shelves all the way to the high ceiling.

I picked up a lonely tin can from the high up on the shelf. Tomato soup, and only two-hundred eighty-nine years past its best-before date. Yum.

That was when I spotted it.

Another door-shaped outline, this time covering the entire shelf like a secret entrance.

When open, Sesame failed, we tried all kinds of opening commands, until we eventually discovered that *ouvre-toi”, spoken in my voice, did the trick.

“What was that?” Kenny asked.

“Oh,” I waved a hand, “just my crappy French. At least now I knew why I had sat through all the bloody lessons.”

“What’s French?”

Would you believe this question? “Oh, it’s just the language of our biggest neighbour. Terribly difficult, and terribly useless. But our politicians back home believe it’s important to be polite to your neighbours. So everybody has to learn it.”

“You mean, it’s actually a living language? Other than English? I know some folks on Lufour take Latin at school, or Pali if they want to become a monk. But those languages are dead.”

“Yes, those are dead, but Earth has hundreds of living languages. Not that most of them are worth learning,” I conceded. The only languages I had ever been interested in were computer languages.

“Let’s see what’s behind the door,” I changed the topic, grabbing his wrist and pulling him behind me.

His skin felt clammy, or was my hand sweating? The air wasn’t exactly fresh down here. But I’d breathed worse when my friends and I explored the ruins of Central London each summer when the flood receded.

I found the light switch without difficulty. Why were the switches so inconveniently low? I vaguely remembered some tour guide mentioning humans were shorter way back when.

Well, whatever.

I found it, and the light came on with a click.

To reveal another mostly empty storage room, this time covered in much sturdier, heavy shelving that appeared to be anchored to the dented, yellowing walls.

“Look at that,” I picked up an old bimetallic coin, wiping it clean on my trousers and leaving an ugly stain. It had lost all its lustre with age.

“What is it?” Kenny asked curiously.

“Just an old coin,” I replied. At his questioning face I added, “it’s what the ancients used as money before the introduction of eCash.”

“Money, made of metal? Must have been terribly cumbersome, lugging around all that weight,” he said incredulously.

I laughed, as I imagined going to the shops with a rucksack full of coins, when something in the farthest corner underneath a huge empty shelf caught my eye. It glinted in the yellow light, despite the dust.

Without thinking, I crawled into the narrow space and pulled out a surprisingly heavy rectangular object, about the length of my hand and the width of three fingers.

Bravo. Now I had definitely ruined my trousers. And, as gramps had so aptly pointed out only a few years ago, dirt streaks in my face and dust in my long black hair did not exactly make for an attractive sight. But it wasn’t the first time my curiosity got the better of me.

Kenny giggled, “you look like the chimney sweep in my first picture book. Not that I ever understood what a chimney sweep actually does.”

On a whim, I hugged him tight and kissed him firmly on the mouth, “where I come from, it’s considered lucky to kiss a chimney sweep, not that I’ve ever seen one.”

If he minded that his white, figure hugging onesie was covered in ancient dust, he didn’t let on. “What did you find? Show me.”

I handed him the object, and he weighed it in his hand, appreciatively, “looks like gold, and a lot purer than the stuff the asteroid miners ship here for processing on Earth. Maybe it’s already refined?”

He tossed it back to me, and I nearly failed to catch it.

“Keep it,” he said. Could be worth something.

After years of exploring the ruins of my home town for hidden treasures, I rather doubted it. Me and my mates, we had never found anything worth more than a couple of sherbet lemons.

But it would be a nice memento of my first go at extraterrestrial caving, so I stowed it in my broad, sturdy belt with my emergency tools. Just the essentials, but all the tools a girl needed if her hardware conked out and she had to make some repairs on the fly.

Or modifications.

In eighth grade my friends and I had a competition on turning the school’s robot hoovers into a toaster. I had finished two slices of toast before the second was ready to insert the bread.





Copyright (c) 2010-2015, Łukasz Dziedzic (dziedzic@typoland.com),

with Reserved Font Name Lato.



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.





Copyright 2013 The Alegreya Sans Project Authors (https://github.com/huertatipografica/Alegreya-Sans)



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.





Copyright 2011 The Alegreya Project Authors (https://github.com/huertatipografica/Alegreya)



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/media/file1.jpg
AUTHOR OF THE FELICETTE STATION SERI

What Happen‘.s if You
Don't Pay the Chemist

A SHORT STORY





OEBPS/media/WeightlessCityCoverSmall.jpg
AUTHOR OF THE FELICETTE STATION SERIES

Jo Appleby

FIVE ORIGINAL
SFSTORIES

~3 % il -l
FIVE STORIES OF METROP%LTAN SPACE STATIONS
I





OEBPS/media/file0.png







