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      Daisy Gerard sat aiming a deadly stare at her mother, who took absolutely no notice and rose to her feet.

      “Well, my dear daughter, I must leave now. The coachman has to drive us to London, and I shouldn’t keep him waiting any longer.” She shook the hand of Mrs. Toddington, the mother of the new Lord Ashford, and her nearest neighbour. “It’s so good of you to have Daisy for the next month. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate your offer.”

      Mrs. Toddington had wonderful manners, because she certainly knew she hadn’t offered to have Daisy while the rest of her family went up to town to try find a new husband for Daisy’s recently widowed older sister. Mama had clearly baffled the poor woman with her connections between the two families, via uncles way back into the last century until she had finally confused poor Mrs. Toddington enough to say ‘yes.’ “We are delighted, Lady Gerard.”

      Hearing this, Daisy should have smiled, but she had planned to be in London, too. A season had been promised to her this year, and now her sister was about to have her second. Instead of impressing Jake Everley with new gowns, Daisy would be stuck in the country with a deadly dull, inarticulate lord and his polite mother.

      The only diversion would be the two little girls that Lord Ashford pretended were not his by-blows. Daisy had met them in church a few weeks ago and had taken her mind off the boring sermon by finding the pictures in her hymn book and whispering names for the archangels—naughty names like Camel, Zebra, and Unicorn that made the children giggle.

      Mama had nudged her once or twice, but she was used to Daisy and tried her best to ignore her disruptions. Mrs. Toddington had been relieved that the girls had been headed off, and the ridiculous names hadn’t turned a single, perfectly groomed hair on her head. Perhaps she was a wicked heathen like Daisy. Daisy hoped so, or she would wilt for the next few days while she had plotted her escape.

      Finally, she saw off her mother, and trudged back with Mrs. Toddington into the stately manor house, newly acquired by the seventh earl of Ashford. “Perhaps I ought unpack.” A pointless exercise in her opinion, for she would soon need to pack up again.

      “Let me show you to your room.” Mrs. Toddington, who had to be at least in her forties, had pure white skin, enormous dark eyes, and chestnut curls, dressed high. She wore a simple green round gown with an exotic shawl draped stylishly over her elbows.

      Daisy followed her silent hostess up the wide staircase, wondering how on earth she would fill her life while she sat bored out of her mind, when she should have been having her season in London. Coming from a boisterous family, she was accustomed to noise and botheration, much of which was her contribution. Her time with the restrained Ashford family would be deadly dull. The whole place needed livening up, in her opinion.

      As for Lord Ashford, well, he wasn’t even handsome. He was disgustingly pretty with his big brown eyes, curly dark hair any woman would kill for, and eyelashes that she didn’t want to even look at because they were so effeminate. And dimples. Dimples! Good God. The whole man was a waste of the makings of a gorgeous woman, except he was far too tall, with wide shoulders, slim hips, and long muscular legs. The next few days would be horrendous and the worst punishment ever inflicted on Daisy.

      However, within a week, she planned be on her way to London, where she would make wild promises about behaving herself. She sat plotting on her bed for a good ten minutes, before she heard a timid knock on her door. Arising, she began to pick through her clothes as if she meant to unpack. A maid entered. “I’m Smithson and I will be your maid while you’re here,” said the woman in a nervous voice.

      Daisy stepped aside, crossing her arms, while the chubby creature, who would be in her late twenties, began to stack Daisy’s sparse wardrobe on the bed. “I don’t need help, Smithson, other than hot water in the morning. I know how to unpack my valise.”

      “I expect you’ll be wanting your hair done, though,” Smithson said with a dour glance at the bird’s nest Daisy normally wore, Daisy didn’t care how her ghastly hair looked. Long ago, she had realised that no one could make the curly wisps look thick and lustrous. Therefore, she made a high pile of her hair, which normally collapsed early in the day. “You could do with a tidy-up.”

      Daisy laughed. “This is about as tidy as my hair can be.”

      Smithson eyed her. “Likely, it doesn’t matter. The master isn’t one to notice.”

      Which confirmed Daisy’s opinion of Lord Ashford. He wouldn’t glance twice at her. In town, he would be much admired for his girlish looks, but in the country he had to rest on his merits as a landowner, and his lands were in a right old mess. Most of the stock had been sold off by the previous Lord Ashford and the locals expected the new one to begin selling off more land, as each earl before him had done.

      After her clothes had been neatly placed in the drawers, now that she had been organised, she had no choice other than to return to the drawing room. She sat with Mrs. Toddington. As her hostess seemed inclined to keep asking questions, Daisy put her mind to the local gossip. She knew all the recent scandals and relished the retelling. She got to the Warren family, whose oafish son had emptied a cartload of pebbles in the main street, thinking he might fill up a pot-hole or two, when a large shadow loomed in the doorway.

      Mrs. Toddington glanced over Daisy’s head with a tender smile on her face. “I wondered where you had gone, my dear,” she said to her son as he entered the room. “I thought you would remember we were expecting a house-guest today. Have you met Miss Daisy Gerard?”

      Daisy rose to her feet to curtsey to Lord Ashford. “I’m not sure we have been formally introduced, though of course I have seen you in the village, my lord.”

      He nodded, which appeared to be his best acknowledgement of her words. If she had been her sister, Corinne, she would have swooned. Close up, the man was every maiden’s dream. His build was even more marvellous than at a distance, almost intimidating. He stripped off his hat and gloves and turned to place them in the waiting footman’s hands. “Miss Gerard,” he said in a remote voice. “Delighted.”

      “That’s fortunate, because you have me for the next four weeks. I have promised Mama not to be a pest and to help wherever I can.” She clasped her hands neatly in front, and offered a copy of her sister’s best melting expression.

      His eyebrows drew together, and he leaned back as if affronted. Most people reacted with pleasure when she acted angelic. He appeared not to care. In which case, they would get on superbly. She wouldn’t need to waste her precious time trying to impress him. He quickly averted his gaze. For a moment, a touch of self-consciousness overcame her and she wondered if her hair looked worse than usual, and actually put up her fingers to touch the bird’s nest. He noted her action and she raised her chin in a challenge to him.

      “I’m sure you will be a great help,” Lord Pretty Face said in a disinterested voice.

      “Yes, I’m sure I will.” She knew she wouldn’t.

      “Your sister is in town, I hear?”

      “Both my sisters are in town.”

      “I have only been introduced to Corinne,” Mrs. Toddington said, the expression on her face concerned. “She is a very young widow, isn’t she?”

      “She has always been lucky.”

      Mrs. Toddington blinked and stared at her. “Did she make a bad marriage?” she asked in a careful voice.

      “I don’t think she is as choosy as I am. She wasn’t willing to wait for a better offer.”

      Lord Ashford glanced at her, his expression unreadable.

      “Her dear departed had sandy hair.” Daisy used her saintly tone, since he hadn’t reacted to her remark with either a smile or rank disapproval.

      “How unwise,” he said gently.

      Suspicious, she caught his gaze, but the block appeared to be serious. “It’s best to keep one’s standards high.”

      He and his mother exchanged glances. Daisy laughed inside. Within a day she would be sent on her way. The longer Corinne had with Jake unsupervised by her second sister, the more likely that he wouldn’t notice Corinne’s faults. He was far more influenced by women’s looks than he ought to be. In the meantime, Daisy had to continue being annoying or she would be stuck here for the whole summer.

      Lord Ashford turned away and disappeared.

      She turned back to Mrs. Toddington. “A man of few words.”

      Mrs. Toddington nodded. “Perhaps he needed to see to the girls.”

      “I was hoping to see them, too.”

      “They’ll be down before dinner. They eat early and come to say goodnight before they go to bed. We eat early in the country, and dinner will be served around six, if that will suit you.”

      Daisy wasn’t planning on being a too inconvenient guest and six suited her. Then she could have an early night and arise as soon as the sun did. Finally, she ran out of boring gossip and went up to her room to change for dinner, wondering how she would fill tomorrow now that she had exhausted every subject women were expected to talk about.

      If she had been in the city with her family, she would have plenty to do, what with the shops and the visiting and seeing Jake, who was her dearest love... as well as being the reason she was being kept from town.
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        * * *

      

      Tired, tired of being saddled with debts, other people’s children, tired of not managing, the earl went to his suite to exchange his old jacket and breeches for evening wear. His valet had put out his selections, black and black. Supposedly, Ashford was mourning for the last earl, from whom he had unexpectedly inherited his depleted estate.

      The earldom had passed through the hands of two earls in the last four years. Each had done his best to sell off most of the stock. All that remained were the entailed properties, leaving Ashford with nothing except vacant fields, decrepit fences, and weeds. He had also inherited two children, who seemed to be his second cousins. Their own mother had disappeared a few months ago and no other home had been found for them yet. He’d been told their remaining grandparents were in no position to take two children, and had suggested placement in an orphanage. If Ashford couldn’t pan them off to some other relative, he would have to keep them. He found the idea of sending two innocent children off to an orphanage repellent.

      For this reason, his mother had been trying harder than ever before to marry him off to money. Her goal hadn’t and wouldn’t change, but he had only ever been in love once. His dream wife had married the wild Lord Delmore. Clearly, a man as reserved as Ashford wouldn’t have been a good match for her. Although couldn’t see past his heartache, he needed a mother for the girls, perhaps an older woman. He couldn’t saddle a young lady with children, when she would clearly prefer her own.

      Thudding back down the main stairs two by two, he managed to escape to his study before anyone accosted him. Studying the debts had become his main occupation, since gazing at the unplanted fields depressed him. Fortunately, he had learned land management from all the conversations participated in by young wealthy men at Oxford. That or wine, women, and song, which he also enjoyed, especially the singing part. Strangely, he didn’t stutter when he sang and, in fact, he rarely stuttered these days.

      A shadow passed his study door and returned in the elegant shape of his mother. “There you are, my dear. I have been searching for you, everywhere.”

      He smiled, knowing he was rarely everywhere. “‘Hide in plain sight’ should be on the family coat of arms,” he answered mildly. “It seems to be what I do best.”

      As a former stutterer, Ashford had found life easier if he remained in the background. When he had spoken, he’d had to concentrate very long and hard before beginning. This meant that other people took up the habit of starting or finishing his sentences. For this reason, he never made himself the centre of attention. In large groups he was invariably overlooked. Every now and again in moments of stress, the fault appeared back in his speech. At Eton he had been called t-t-Toddie.

      “I wanted to tell you to take no notice of Miss Gerard. According to her mother, she is a little upset because she expected to be presented this year.”

      “Instead she is hidden away with us.”

      Mama heaved sigh. “Yes, dear. Her elder sister was widowed a year ago. She has just come out of mourning and Lady Gerard wants to support her during her re-entrance into society.”

      Ashford stared at his mother. “It seems a little unfair, don’t you think?”

      “It works well for us, because she likes Dawn and Eve. And we need someone to help us with them. And she wouldn’t expect a wage.” The smile she offered looked guilty.

      So, that was the young lady’s appeal. Poor mother. After living on a small stipend for many years, she couldn’t accustom herself to being better off now that her only child had inherited the earldom. “It won’t be a much fun for her, when she was expecting the delights of the season.” He couldn’t imagine what a spirited young lady would find interesting about spending part of her day with a five and a six year-old, and the other part with an unsociable bachelor -- who preferred peace and quiet -- and his mother. But no doubt Mother had the whole matter in hand. She appeared to think so, for she disappeared without a further comment.

      He managed to balance the books, with a little left over to hire another labourer for the home farm. A married couple managed to supply the manor with butter and milk, and cream on a good day. They decided that a chicken run would be a good idea. This is how Ashford spent his days, on trivialities like the price of eggs, or how many cabbages he could grow per square foot. Finally, the dinner gong sounded.

      And what a treat awaited him before dinner: two chatting ladies and two shrill-voiced little girls. He pasted on his unruffled expression. “Good evening, ladies.”

      Miss Gerard offered one of her curtsies. He wondered if he had met her before and wasn’t remembering. He knew her family well enough, having been at Eton and Cambridge with her short and charming brother, who hadn’t been among his tormentors at school. As for Miss Gerard, she stood as tall as her brother, but she was half a head shorter than Ashford’s six-foot height.

      On his second examination of her face, he doubted he had met her before. He wouldn’t have forgotten her. She wasn’t what he would call pretty but her face was interesting. Her sister had soft blonde hair and a sweet, rather doll-like face. Miss Daisy Gerard had a smile that she used deliberately, not necessarily to charm, but to fix a man in the eye and tell him she expected to be bored. Her eyes were large and intensely green, and her hair seemed to be a dark gold. He wasn’t good at describing colours but he would venture to guess her hair would be called brassy.

      He also ventured to guess that his mother would call the young lady brassy as well. After another glance at her calculating expression, he would say she was a handful. He decided he shouldn’t smile companionably at her, although he was glad she already liked the children. Adopting his bland expression, he indicated the chair behind her. “You have become reacquainted with my little girls?” he said carefully.

      She nodded. “The girls have been entertaining us with stories, haven’t you, sweethearts?”

      The sweethearts, Dawn and Eve, looked defensive. Neither spoke. Par for the course. “I would like them to tell me stories too, but I haven’t been lucky so far. One day, perhaps.”

      Eve pulled at Dawn’s sleeve.

      Dawn took a deep breath and faced him. “We told her that we saw a monster lizard once.”

      Ashford sent a querying glance to Miss Gerard.

      She nodded. “A very large lizard, wasn’t it, sweethearts?”

      Eve put a thumb in her mouth and Dawn nodded. “We need to draw one for her, Miss Gerard said.”

      Ashford glanced at his mother. “Do we have any lizards here?”

      She appeared puzzled. “I doubt it. Sightings are rare. But they used to live in the heath lands. Off to bed, now, girls.”

      After the nursery maid had removed the children, Ashford turned to Miss Gerard. “The girls appear to like you.”

      She shrugged. “I said I would teach them to draw. Dawn wants to learn letters too, but I told them we are all having a summer break. That’s because I have no idea how to teach letters, but I like to draw.” She shrugged.

      He glanced at her mother who had a wry expression on her face. “I’m sure Lord Ashford will be delighted if you keep his girls happy, no matter how.”

      “Indeed. And I expect I will need to interview their nurse as to l-learning their l-letters.” He clamped his lips shut. The stutter came when he worried. He tried to empty his mind and turned away, pretending he wanted a glass of Madeira.

      “I expect it’s not my place to speak to the nurse about their education,” Miss Daisy said in a speculative tone. “But perhaps I could help out a little.”

      “How kind,” his mother said in her company voice. “Shall we go into dinner now?”
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        * * *

      

      Daisy tossed and turned that night, thinking about Corinne. Although Mama thought her older daughter deserved sympathy, and Daisy didn’t disagree, her sister had already had her turn. She should have told Mama that, instead of expecting the world to revolve around her sad life. Daisy also had a sad life.

      She’d been Jake’s supporter forever and she’d watched from the sidelines while he flirted his way around society, never taking responsibility for anything he did. He’d broken more hearts than Daisy could count, but she had always assumed he was waiting for her grow old enough to marry. She’d been old enough for the past three years. He still had a mistress and hadn’t offered for anyone.

      Two weeks ago, she’d heard Mama muttering about Corinne, who had been widowed last year, after two years of marriage. Corinne had always expected to marry Jake, but Lord Standing had offered for her first. Thankfully, or Daisy would have needed to kill her sister, who had decided long ago to marry Jake, not because she adored him, but because she thought she could change him into the perfect husband.

      Daisy had no intention of changing a man who was already perfect for her. He laughed at her jokes, he indulged her whims, and he was always available when she needed someone with whom to share her innermost secrets. The only one she had never told him was that she loved him.

      Her plan, during her season in London, had been to show him that she was ready for marriage. More than ready, being almost twenty-one. But now she was imprisoned in Ashford’s country house while Corinne was having her second chance to trap the man Daisy would die for.

      Her throat ached, her head ached, and she wished she had the ability to behave like a demure and respectable young lady. Tears began to stream from her eyes. She wished she always knew the right words to say, she wished she had charm and style, and she wished she had never offended a single person in her whole life. Instead, she fell into one scrape after another.

      When she was younger, her disruptions hadn’t bothered Jake. He had indulged Daisy’s every whim since she was ten. If she was angry, he would listen to her gripes, if she was sad, he would take her fishing or for a march across the fields, or even riding if Mama let her go. He always laughed at her silly jokes. When she was fifteen, he made sure of dancing with her upstairs when Mama hadn’t let her go down to the ballroom.

      Jake was charming and kind and tall and good looking. She had decided to marry him as soon as she grew old enough. But he still treated her like a fifteen year-old, and she’d wanted to prove she was old enough.

      And she had been caught, awaiting him in his bed.

      Unfortunately, he hadn’t been in Huntsdale House as the time, and the duchess, Cassia, had found her and dragged her off to speak to her mother.

      At first she had thought she would be locked in her room for a year, and starved to death. But, no. She had to stay in the country while Corinne was given her second chance to capture Jake instead, while Daisy had to spend her time with a tall boring earl, his nice mother, and two perky little girls.
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      After arising bright and early the next morning, Daisy formulated her evil plan. She hauled a blue cotton gown out from the drawer, placed her undergarments on the bed, and brushed out her sleeping plait. This morning she had much to do and no time to waste since she wanted to make sure she would be dispatched to her family in the city as soon as possible.

      She planned to be an interfering busybody. People who offered needless help and took over other people’s lives drove her insane. No doubt, she could be the world’s greatest pest, and so annoying that she would be asked to leave very soon. The little girls fit nicely into her plan. She grinned as she rang for the maid. Interfering with the nursery routine like a regular know-all would certainly be the best way to wear out her welcome.

      Despite the brilliance of her plan, she experienced an amount of sympathy for unsuspecting Mrs. Toddington, who seemed very nice. The poor woman hadn’t deserved to be lumped with Daisy, whose season in London was currently being usurped by her sister. Without a doubt, Corinne would take advantage of the fact the Jake always fell for the wrong females. His family wanted him married off to a suitable woman, and saintly Corrine would be seen as perfect foil for a lord with licentious ways. But despite his constantly scandalous behaviour, Jake didn’t deserve to be punished by marriage to a prosy bore. If he married Daisy, she could divert him from his drinking and gambling and making merry with ladies of the night, by being a loving wife.

      Her bedroom door opened. “Your hot water, Miss.” Smithson busied into the room, placing the bowl on the washstand in the corner.

      “Thank you, Smithson. What time do they serve the nursery breakfast?”

      “Seven o’clock, Miss, the same time as the master and mistress. Mrs. Templeton is already at the table.”

      “I’ll be downstairs in less than two minutes if you can lace my gown for me.”

      Smithson bobbed a curtsey and wasted no time in chatter. Since Mama had decided that Daisy would wear pale blue this season, this allowed her to step-up from the pink she had worn the year before. She had finished settling all her layers while helped with the hooks and then she dashed downstairs to the breakfast room.

      Mrs. Toddington sat alone, looking wonderful in the severe shade of gray she wore. Although probably in her late forties, she had perfected her posture and kept a willowy figure, unlike Daisy’s mother who was rather dumpy. Lord Ashford was no doubt still sleeping off his lack of activity of the day before.

      “Good morning,” Daisy said, trying to sound perky, although she felt a tinge of guilt. Coming from a large family, she had never eaten alone in her whole life, and she pitied poor Mrs. Toddington. Had Daisy known the earl would not be present, she would have joined her solitary hostess earlier.

      Mrs. Toddington smiled. “Do sit and have a breakfast with me. My son just left. He is an early riser and had business to attend.”

      Daisy blinked and stared at a table beautifully set with floral china. The silver warming dishes sat centrally. She helped herself to a dish of eggs, eying the thin slices of ham while a servant poured a cup of coffee for her. “Do you have plans for me today?”

      “What would you like to do?”

      “I should see to Dawn and Eve. After all, I did promise that we could draw.”

      “I’m sure they would love to see you. They don’t have any company other than the Earl and me, and I can’t spend all day adoring them. They need occupation and being closer to them in age, I’m sure you can find a few things to do that might interest them, aside from drawing.”

      “I’m sure I can.” Daisy’s younger days had been mainly spent outdoors. She would have been disgusted if she had to study all day. “We could start with a nature walk. That’s what my nursery maid called playing hide and seek in the garden or climbing trees.”

      Mrs. Toddington laughed. “I’m sure she had her hands full with three of you. You are a dear girl. Thank you so much. My son and I aren’t used to children.”

      In which case Lord Ashford should have kept his falls buttoned. A fat lot of use he was as a father, when he didn’t even acknowledge his relationship to Dawn and Eve. As his bastards, they should have a better life than being locked up in nursery with a maid who couldn’t even keep them neat and tidy. The dresses they had worn last night had badly stitched hems and absolutely no trimmings. As the by-blows of an earl, they should have an education and a chance to marry well. “The neighbours would be delighted to play with them if you arranged to have them brought here.”

      “Would the children of the neighbours be suitable companions for our ... wards?”

      Daisy nodded. “They were suitable for us. We had friends in high and low places. Children are children after all.”

      “Yes.” Mrs. Toddington looked thoughtful. “I could perhaps arrange something of the kind.”

      “The district didn’t even know you had children here until a few weeks ago when they appeared in church.”

      Mrs. Toddington gave a guilty smile. “I had only known of their existence a few weeks before that. The woman who had been caring for them contacted Ashford after the old earl died. After that, Ashford decided to give them a home here.”

      Daisy stared at her plate, trying to keep her expression blank. The woman who had been caring for them only contacted their father after the old earl died? Her lip curled with disbelief. ‘The woman might be able to forgive him one child, but she shouldn’t have forgiven him two. She should have told him about the second instantly, instead of trying to hide both her children. The shame should not rest only on the mother’s shoulders. Half the input came from the father. Ashford should have been supporting them from day one, no matter his position.

      Others might see bringing them to his country house as praiseworthy. Not Daisy. She only had to think about his innocent daughters to realise why his good looks would never make an impression on her. Picking up her fork, she hoped she wouldn’t choke on her disgust about his behaviour. She wouldn’t excuse him for ignoring them until he had inherited a title.

      If he made the slightest effort, he would be quite popular among the locals—despite his immorality—being fit and healthy and unlikely to turn up his toes as quickly as the last two. The previous holder of the title hadn’t been inclined to socialise with the neighbours, and then he promptly died, leaving himself largely unknown. She stuffed her eggs into her mouth and had barely swallowed her last mouthful before Smithson entered the room.

      “Miss Gerard asked me to tell her when the children’s breakfast was being served,” Smithson said hesitantly to Mrs. Toddington with a curtsey.

      “I wanted to be shown the way to the nursery, but I couldn’t inflict myself on the girls until they had eaten.” Daisy stood.

      Mrs. Toddington nodded and smiled, and Daisy marched back up the stairs to find a kitchen maid awaiting her with a breakfast tray. Her thoughts switched from Ashford, and began to focus on her plans to escape this house. She dutifully followed the maid along the passage to another flight of stairs that led to an attic nursery. She opened the door for the maid and stopped dead in her tracks.

      The room was in a state of chaos. Books lay opened on the floor, torn pages scattered far and wide. A circle of dolls, most disabled by missing limbs or hair, was surrounded by a box of assorted toys. Two little girls in creased white cotton nightgowns sat ready at the table staring at the empty plates in front of them. Tangled dark hair wafted around two suspiciously innocent faces.

      “Good morning, dear ones. What happened in here? Did a naughty fairy come into the room and wave her wand to make this mess?”

      Two pairs of wary eyes stared at her while the maid placed the breakfast tray on the centre of the table and backed toward the door without a word. Another door opened on the left side of the room. A short and dumpy woman in her early twenties came scurrying in. She looked as unkempt as the girls, dressed in a gown of striped cotton twill, her cheeks a flustered red, and her mousy hair tied with a thin ribbon at the

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png






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.
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