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      NAPLES, ITALY

      Jenn Morgan stepped out of her rental car and turned toward the sound. "Was that a gunshot?" she asked herself. She scoured the street in front of her hotel in Naples, and saw a man lying in a pool of blood. He wasn't moving. Taking two steps toward the man lying on the ground, she noticed a helmeted man dressed all in black standing next to the dead man, a black motorcycle waiting next to him. He stared at her. Chills raced up her spine. His stillness was unusual, frightening. She hesitated for just a moment, then saw his hand raise with what looked like a silenced pistol in it. Jenn fled.

      No cars, motorcycles, or scooters rushed after her, but Jenn knew the man would find her. The seconds he'd stared at her, she felt him mapping her face, her height, weight, everything. His black helmet didn't hide his body language. He needed to kill her.

      She ran as fast as she could, turning corners, ducking into shops, restaurants, anywhere she might hide. Cowering behind a car, she heard a motorcycle cruise slowly by. Jenn positioned herself between the curb and a tire, making herself as small as possible. She prayed that would be enough to hide her from the murderer. The motorcyclist moved along, and when Jenn didn't hear the sound of the engine anymore, she rose slowly from her hiding position.

      Her heart pounded with fear, her whole body shook. Doing her best to blend in with the tourists and residents, she slowed her pace and hoped she didn't look frantic to anyone.

      Jenn turned a corner and saw the helmeted man looking away from her. She stepped back around the corner, searched frantically up and down the street, then ran, not caring what people thought about the crazy woman running past them. Just when she heard the motorcycle again, a car screeched up, the driver's door flew open, and a man jumped out. He grabbed her arm and pulled her into his car.

      Jenn screamed.

      "Shhh," the man said harshly. "I'm here to help you."

      Jenn turned to look at him, but he pushed her head down below the dashboard. She maneuvered under the dashboard and stayed painfully low.

      "Stay down."

      "Don't kill me, I didn't see anything."

      "You saw a man who'd been murdered. You saw something," the stranger said. "I'm not going to hurt you. I'm here to get you away."

      Jenn didn't realize she was crying. Everything was a blur. All she saw was a gray haze tinged with red before her eyes. Fear. She'd never been so afraid in her life. Hiccups mixed with harsh breathing, she muttered to herself, "Get a grip, girl. You didn't see the man's face."

      "It doesn't matter if you didn't see the murder, you saw the murderer." The man drove like a madman, taking corners unexpectedly, racing along sidewalks, causing tourists and residents to scream and jump out of the way.

      "You think that helps?" She spat the angry words at her supposed savior. She heard a chuckle come from the man.

      "Good, you're getting your wits back. You need them."

      "I'm getting up. I can't stay in this position." She didn't wait for his approval. Slowly, she peeled herself out from under the dashboard, rose, stopped when she could see out the passenger window without being seen inside the car, rose some more, saw the world seemed the same, looked over the seat back out the back window, and didn't see anyone following them. With an unsteady sigh of relief, Jenn sat on the seat next to the driver and buckled herself in.

      "Lady," the man said, his eyes glued to the road ahead of him, "You saw the man in the helmet. I saw him kill the man in cold blood. That was a professional hit if I've ever seen one. That killer knows your face, and whether or not you saw the actual murder, he's now after you. And me."

      "Well, aren't you the Pollyanna of all men." She was disgusted with his know-it-all attitude.

      "What?" He continued to drive like a crazy man.

      She didn't explain her comment, obviously he didn't have kids. "Where are you taking me?"

      "To the U.S. Consulate General in Naples."

      Jenn felt a momentary sense of relief. Maybe this man was saving her. Maybe not. "You'd better be."

      "Do you have your passport?"

      Despair rushed through Jenn. "No." It's in my rental car near my hotel."

      "Are your fingerprints on file anywhere? Did you check in with the Consulate General when you arrived?"

      "Who are you?" Jenn wasn't comfortable answering his personal questions.

      "Thomas Taylor." He stole a quick glance at her. "You're older than I thought."

      "I'm sorry to disappoint you. I am me. Tough." She saw Thomas grin. "What? Is my age funny to you?"

      "No. You're perfect."

      Before she could respond, they pulled up in front of the U.S. Consulate, the car screeching to a stop. Jenn jumped out and ran to the gate. "Please help me. I'm being chased by a man who murdered someone."

      A U.S. Marine stepped closer to the gate. "Passport."

      "I don't have it. I don't have any ID. I fled when the murderer saw me and aimed a gun at me." Jenn was frantic. How long would they keep her out here where the murderer could find her?"

      "Name."

      "Jennifer Morgan." The marine went inside a guard stand. He spoke to someone, looked back at her, then spoke into the phone again.

      "We've got to go. The motorcyclist is coming." Tom yanked her away from the gate, shoved her into the car, jumped inside, and drove off, tires screeching and leaving marks on the road."

      "What the hell? The Consulate would have protected me!" Jenn was furious. "Now I'm going to be killed!"

      "Not on my watch."

      "Now where are we going?" She ran a hand through her short, straight hair and blew her bangs off her face. The bangs flopped back and she brushed them away with anger.

      "To the airport." He turned on the car radio, but all Jenn heard was a man speaking Italian. She didn't speak any languages, except English.

      Suddenly, there was a rumbling noise. The car moved sideways, almost like it was slipping. Tom controlled the slide, and fought to keep the car moving forward. Jenn knew immediately what was happening, and looked to see if she could see Mt. Vesuvius. Too many buildings were in the way, but she knew an earthquake when she felt one. She lived in Los Angeles, and was used to them.

      "Earthquake!" she said with alarm. Mt. Vesuvius is only thirteen miles from Naples."

      "The mountain rumbles all the time. It hasn't erupted since 1944," the man said tersely. "We're fine."

      As soon as Thomas Taylor spoke, a dark cloud of ash blew out of the top of the volcano, spewing rocks and gasses into the air.

      Scared and aggravated with her so-called savior, she said, "You were saying?" Jenn glared at the man. He glanced at her. She swore in that second she saw his eyes soften, then they flicked back to the road.

      Jenn had always been a strong-willed woman, and her friends said she had a warm personality. She'd been told she was funny, but this situation frightened the hell out of her. She'd never had a gun pointed at her, or had a strange man kidnap her. She looked out the window at the plume of ash as it darkened the sky above Naples. The radio was on, but Jenn ignored it since she couldn't understand what the reporter was saying.

      "What good will it do to take me to the airport? I can't buy a ticket, can't prove my identity, and can't get through security."

      Tom didn't answer for a long moment. "We're making a stop before the airport."

      "Where?"

      "You'll see."

      His secrecy worried her and she wrung her hands. Was he really saving her, or taking her to her death? She wished she'd never taken this trip and blamed her family for talking her into it.

      After exhaling a long, drawn-out sigh, she turned to the man driving and said in a strong, demanding voice, "Give me the truth. Are you taking me to the airport, or someplace to kill me?"

      Tom jerked, his hands gripped the steering wheel. He flicked a glance at her, kept his eyes on the road and his rearview mirror, and said, "I'm really taking you to the airport."

      "Why?"

      Tom pounded the steering wheel with one hand. "Because, you are out of your element. A murderer, possibly an assassin, is out to kill you because he saw you looking at him as he stood next to a dead body. I'm helping you because you are obstinate, have no proof of identity, and you need my help! I am not going to kill you, or hurt you."

      "Oh."

      He turned a sharp corner and screeched into an alley, driving until he stopped at a shop. "Let's go."

      Jenn followed the man into the little book store, wondering why they were there. A bell rang over the door, and a forty-something man came out. His face lit up when he saw Tom, and they hugged, one of those manly hugs with slaps on the back. "Where the hell have you been? It's about time!"

      "Oh, you know. Everywhere."

      The man turned to her. "Who's your friend?"

      "She's not my friend, she happened to see the aftermath of a shooting as the killer was still standing over the body with his gun in his hand. I saw the murder."

      The man laughed.

      Jenn was shocked. "Who laughs at a murder?" she said, her voice filled with scorn.

      "I didn't laugh at the murder, I laughed that old Tom here always gets caught up in sticky situations like this. He's a trouble-finder-magnet."

      Jenn didn't reply. She didn't know what that meant. The man winked at her, then turned back to Tom. "So, what do you need?"

      He turned to Jenn. "My friend here needs some identification. She had to leave the scene in a hurry and left it all behind. We're looking to leave Naples. Fast."

      The man nodded. "Let's go into the back, friend." He walked away, then turned, realizing she hadn't moved. "I'm going to make you a false passport, driver's license, and a few other papers that will be accepted as authentic. That's all."

      Jenn nodded, but felt as if she was going to the guillotine. She followed the man in front of her, and Tom was right behind her. The short hairs on the back of her neck rose telling her all she needed to know. She had to leave. Now.

      She turned abruptly and stumbled into Tom, hard. Her breath rushed out of her. His arms closed around her to keep her from falling and he held her close until she steadied. Until now, she hadn't noticed what a big man he was. Well over six feet, but slim. Yet she felt his strength, the way his arms tightened around her.

      Tom lowered his arms and looked at her. In a quiet voice he said, "You're safe here. This is what we do. We help those in dire need."

      She nodded her head, turned back and followed the man into his back room.

      Tom came in behind her, but left the door open. "I'll keep watch," he said to his friend, who nodded.

      "First things first, I'm making you two sets of passports. One with your real name, which you will carry with you, but not use, the other with a new name. So, what's your real name?"

      Jenn hesitated. She studied the forger, then Tom. Both looked serious, but she felt no threat from them now. "Jennifer Grace Morgan."

      The man turned to his computer and started typing. "Place of birth and date of birth?"

      "Los Angeles, California, and March 31, 1976." The man looked up, startled. You look really good for your age."

      "Gee, thanks," Jenn said dryly. She knew the compliment was sincere, but since her divorce a year ago, she'd felt old and unattractive.

      "Nationality? Citizenship?

      "United States for both."

      "Sex, female," the man said, then stopped. "Unless you're transgender?"

      "Female." She didn't know whether to laugh or cry. At the moment, she was living something right out of Hollywood, and she didn't like it. She leaned toward crying, but needed to be strong to get through this.

      Her picture was taken, the forger typed furiously into his computer, and soon a perfect United States passport came out of the printer. When he handed it to her, it looked exactly like her real one.

      "The next one will be much different. Please go to the sink in the bathroom and choose the color you want to dye your hair. Then when you dry it, do something different with it. You need to be unrecognizable."

      Without comment, Jenn went into the bathroom and dyed her hair a medium-dark brown. That was her original color anyway. Her husband had liked blondes so she'd dyed it for him, always thinking it washed out her features. Forty minutes later, she walked out with her hair styled in a short, wind-blown, messy look. Her bangs were just wisps because she'd found scissors and cut them. Luckily, she was a hairdresser by profession.

      Both men stared at her.

      "Wow!" Tom choked. "You look completely different!"

      "I'll say," his friend said. "How did you do that?"

      "I'm a professional hairstylist for Hollywood." Both men looked impressed. Inwardly, she felt great, as if she'd shed her old skin and wore a new one. Her spirits had lifted when she'd applied the color, and now, seeing the results, she wondered why she hadn't done it sooner.

      "Okay! Let's get the new passport done. "Pictures first, this time."

      The bright light blinded her for a moment, then Tom's friend got to work.

      "I'm just putting in the details, making sure they are as different from your real ones as possible.

      When the passport was finished, he handed it to her. She gasped at the beautiful woman in the picture. It looked nothing like her, but she recognized her own face.

      "Catherine Wentworth Cabot. Middle name a family name?" Jenn asked.

      "Yes. Choose what you want the original middle name to be if you don't like it. It's an easy fix."

      "No, I like it." She studied the passport. "Stillwater, Minnesota. Where's that?"

      "It's a river town thirty miles east of the Twin Cities and is considered the birthplace of Minnesota. It's right on the St. Croix River. Look it up. Get to know it as if you grew up there."

      The man made two driver's licenses, a duplicate of her real one, and the new one. He gave her background papers for her new life, and fake credit cards that were backed by a substantial amount of money in the bank they were issued from.

      "Where'd the money come from? I don't have that much in my accounts."

      "Give me your real bank accounts. I'll take what I can out of them, but leave enough so it doesn't look like you skipped town. The rest is a loan from me. Pay me back when you can. The number at the bottom is a Swiss bank account in your new name that you can deposit money into  whenever you want. I'm on the account, too, so I'll be able to withdraw the money as you pay back the loan."

      Jenn knew this man had done this many times before. Even though these documents were highly illegal, she felt more herself. She had an identity back, with proof of who she was.

      Now all she had to do was survive a murdering assassin.

      Two hours later she and Tom left the forger's home. He ordered them to take his truck, telling him he'd dispose of the car they came in.

      They had just driven away from his house when a motorcycle raced past them. The driver didn't even look to see who was in the truck.

      "I might look different, but you don't. Did the murderer see you when he'd killed the man?"

      "No. I was walking to the hotel and heard the motorcycle coming. It had a relatively loud engine, not that that was unusual. But when he applied the brakes, they squealed, and I looked at him, just as he pulled out his gun and shot the man. No one saw or heard anything because of the suppressor on his gun. I stepped out of sight into the entrance of the hotel, but saw you turn, see the man on the ground, step forward, and stop. That's when I saw who you were looking at and that he was staring at you. Thankfully, you noticed his gun and ran. That saved your life."

      Chills raced up her back and down her arms. She'd been that close to death, and knew it. "What took you so long to come rescue me?" His head swiveled at her tone, and she knew she'd sounded sharp, critical of him. "Wait, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to sound so harsh. I'm still frightened out of my mind. I know you've helped me, and I appreciate it, but honestly, I'm not trusting anyone right now."

      "Understood." Tom looked at the sky. "The ash cloud is getting worse." He turned on the truck's radio.

      "You speak Italian." It wasn't a question. He'd translated what the reporter had said earlier in the previous car.

      "Yes, Just enough to get by."

      "Wow. What do you do?"

      Tom smiled, but didn't look at her. "I work for the CIA."

      "What? You're a spy?"

      "I was a spy. I now run a desk, due to an injury ten years ago. I'm a translator."

      Jenn was floored. Talk about living in a Hollywood movie. She's chased by an assassin, and being saved by a spy. She felt as if she was having an out of body experience. "I'm sorry Tom. It must have been a serious injury."

      "I died, then came back."

      "Oh, my God," she whispered.

      He reached over and turned up the radio. "Mt. Vesuvius might erupt," He told her. "They're asking for all residents to evacuate. Flights are grounded due to the amount of ash in the air. Airplanes can't fly through that."

      "Why not?" Jenn hadn't flown much in her life.

      "Because sharp rock and glass particles will melt inside a hot jet engine, turn into a sticky glass coating, and cause total engine failure."

      Jenn sat stunned. Tom had said that so calmly, clearly, without inflection. She glanced at his face and saw a muscle jump in his cheek. His mouth was a grim line, and his profile, strong and masculine, was stony. Without knowing the man, she knew this was his spy look. His how to get out of this situation look.

      It frightened her. And it soothed her. For some reason, she felt as if he was exactly the right person to be with at this moment in time.

      "Shit!" Tom said as he floored the truck. The murderer is back."

      With a sinking heart, the adrenaline rush heightened her fear. Jenn fought back tears, ordering herself to remain calm, use her brain, trust in this former spy, and do exactly as he says.

      Without question.
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      DAY 1

      DEPARTURE FROM NAPLES

      It seemed only a moment ago that Jenn sat at a waterside restaurant in Borgo Marinari, a historic seaside village in Naples. Now, on her first trip to Italy, she had finally begun one of her dreams, to see Europe. Italy had always been first on her list.

      Was that only seven hours earlier? It seemed a lifetime ago that she quietly watched the harbor in front of her, marveled at the Castel dell'Ovo, a historic seafront castle originally built by the Romans, then ruined by the local citizens in the 9th century so Saracen raiders couldn't use it. The castle's present form was built in the 15th century. She admired the famous Mt. Vesuvius, which hadn't erupted since nearing the end of World War II, feeling secure in her seat with a magnificent view.

      The stunning vista she'd seen this morning was now just a distant memory. The sunrise had been so beautiful. She loved sunrises and sunsets, there were no more special times of the day. Sunrise brought her new beginnings. Sunsets were magical, and brought her peace and possibilities. Jenn had loved them since she was a child.

      The peaceful beauty of this city, the warmth of the people, the incredible food; had it really happened? She thought about her delicious pizza with tomatoes, buffalo mozzarella cheese, black olives, capers, oregano, and basil; the perfection of her caffè macchiato. Nothing in Los Angeles compared to this.

      She couldn't see Mt. Vesuvius now, black ash filled the skies. The streets blurred as Tom drove the truck through them.

      Now, Mt. Vesuvius was erupting, the citizens of Naples were evacuating, a possible assassin was chasing her, and a CIA operative was helping her to survive.

      What had happened to her world? Jenn shook her head to clear it, shocked and stunned by the swift turn of events.

      "Where are we going?" she asked Tom.

      "To the maritime terminal. We're taking a boat to get out of here."

      "A boat?"

      "Yes, whatever boat we can get on." He glanced at her. "Are you okay?"

      "No. But I'll do whatever you tell me to do. My life is in your hands, Tom. I'm sorry for that."

      He took one hand off the wheel and squeezed her hand. The comfort nearly brought her to tears.

      "We'll get out of this, Jenn. We'll both survive."

      She nodded, too choked up to speak.

      They screeched to a stop at the Stazione Marittime de Napoli, also known as the Naples Cruise Terminal, jumped out of the truck, and ran inside. They were faced with their first test. Security. Not having any bags was a red flag, so they'd have to come up with a good, believable story why the didn't have any.

      Jenn fished through her purse, one the man who'd made her IDs had given her before they left, and found her fake passport. She had it ready, with her purse open, and they walked through the scanners.

      "Where are your bags," the security guard asked.

      Jenn laughed. "We don't have any. We planned this trip so we have to buy everything new. They were on the other side of security, so this time she took Tom's hand and pulled him next to her. "We're getting married onboard, and wanted to start our new lives fresh. Isn't that romantic?"

      The security guard rolled his eyes and let them go.

      Tom had kept his arm around her shoulder as they walked to the ticket counter. "You were brilliant! The assassin won't be looking for two people.

      The weight of Tom's arm felt comfortable around her neck. They walked that way to the ticket counter. They had to wait in line at the busy terminal, so Jenn turned her back to the counter for a moment to study the crowd. She was looking for a tall man wearing all black, but she saw many men and women wearing black. She turned back to the ticket counter with a sigh.

      "What?" Tom asked. He replaced his arm around her and played with the hair at the back of her neck. He was to continuing the ruse they were a couple in love, but it sent chills through her anyway.

      "I wish I knew who to look for. The constant, nagging fear that a murderer knows what I look like, and I don't know what he looks like, keeps me terrified. I feel adrift and alone. I don't know what to look for, what unusual movements or signs might give away the murderer. Where do I look? I wonder if every man who walks toward me is him," she said it in a whisper, all with a smile on her face.

      She knew Tom was proud of her for continuing their deception, yet hiding her terror. "You have me here, Jenn, you're not alone. I'm skilled and trained," he looked around and lowered his voice, "even though I've been out of that side of the business for ten years. I've kept up with all the new gadgets, policies, and procedures. I'll do everything I can to keep you safe until this is over."

      "Thank you, but why?" She heard her fear and uncertainty in her voice, and decided then and there to conquer it.

      "Because, I saw how the man murdered the other one. It was a professional hit. I knew you were an innocent bystander in the wrong place at the wrong time. I had to help you."

      Jenn squeezed Tom's hand. In a whisper she said, "I'm so grateful, Tom. I'd be dead by now if it wasn't for you."

      He gave her a quick hug, then it was their turn at the ticket counter.

      "Two tickets on the first ship out of here."

      The woman selling the tickets said, "You don't care where it's going?"

      Tom glanced around. He pulled Jenn close. "No, and we're in a hurry."

      "There's a nine day repositioning cruise leaving in a half hour. It goes past⁠—"

      "We'll take it. Two tickets, please."

      "Tom Taylor?"

      Tom turned, then he smiled at the man and woman standing next to him. "Mike Williams, Mary Anne, it's great to see you, but my friend and I have to go now."

      Jenn saw the urgent look Tom gave his friend and saw a slight nod of his head. Mike stepped up to the ticket counter. The woman with him said, "Four tickets to wherever they're going." As the ticket agent typed into her computer, Mike said to them, "This is on us, Mary Anne and I are now looking forward to catching up with you on this trip."

      "We can't—" Jenn started to say.

      Tom interrupted her. "We appreciate it Mike, Mary Anne. Can we meet you at the gangway?"

      "See you there," Mike said with a jaunty wave of his hand.

      Tom grabbed her hand and they nearly ran from the ticket counter. "He's with us, understands our urgency, and now we have a cover. The man after us, will not know we boarded this ship."

      "Oh. Oh!"

      As soon as Mike and Mary Anne showed up, they boarded the ship together, four friends on an exciting adventure. They showed their cruise cards to the staff members greeting the boarding passengers, were told where their staterooms were, and walked to their connecting rooms.

      When Jenn opened the door, she gasped. "My, God! This is a suite with a balcony."

      Tom went to the couch in the living room. "Mike and Mary Anne are both operatives, have been for years. They've been married over ten years, and were at my bedside when I'd been injured. They are great friends." Tom leaned closer to Jenn. "We will be paying them back. They knew that. Also, now that we're on the ship, we will all be using our different names. I am now John Smith." He smiled. "Unique, huh?"

      Jenn laughed for the first time since she'd gotten out of her car in front of her hotel. "Yes. Very clever. So, we're John and Catherine, two lovers who want to get married.

      Strangely, Tom stared at her for a long moment.

      "Yes."

      Her face warmed and she wondered if it would turn into a full-blown flush. She hadn't flushed since she was in high-school.

      Tom rose and said, "Let's open the connecting door. Then Mike and Mary Anne can introduce themselves."

      Tom knocked on the connecting door. Mike opened his side, Tom, theirs.

      "Well, hello there, neighbor," Mike said with a wide smile. "Honey, come here," he said over his shoulder, I want to introduce us to our shipmates." When Mary Anne reached the door, she smiled. Mike said, "I'm Joe and this is my wife, Eden Jones."

      "Nice to meet you both. "I'm John Smith, and this is my girlfriend, Catherine Cabot. Would you like to meet us for a drink on the Promenade deck?"

      "Sure," Mary Anne's voice was filled with enthusiasm.

      "Let's go," Tom said.

      Tom and Jenn sat on one chaise lounge, and Mike and Mary Anne the other. They faced each other to talk, all of them watching closely as the parade of people walked by.

      "What's up, friend," Mike said in a low tone.

      "I saw a man murder another one, and Catherine saw him just after he'd finished the job. It was a professional hit. The assassin didn't see me, but he saw Catherine. Now we're running for our lives."

      Mary Anne leaned forward and took Jenn's hands into her own. "We're here for you both," she said in a quiet, soothing tone. "What do you need?"

      Jenn straightened her back. If this lovely woman could be a spy, strong in all situations, she could be strong, too. She forced the tears that threatened back to where they belonged, squared her shoulders, and looked both Mike and his wife in their eyes.

      "I need to know how to fight. Hand to hand combat, survival techniques that might stop a professional from instantly killing me. I need to know what to look for, to catch the signs he might give off." Jenn sighed. "I need to learn to take care of myself, to protect myself."

      From the first moment Jenn spoke, Tom's eyes bored into hers.

      "I'll do it," Mary Anne volunteered. "I've instructed at our facility for some time now." She turned to Jenn. "We call it, "The Farm."

      Jenn understood what she was saying. Even though she didn't know where the CIA trained their operatives, she knew she could talk about a farm with Mary Anne. "Thank you. I need it, and appreciate it."

      "Would you care for a cocktail?" a deck steward asked.

      "Yes," Jenn answered. "I'd like a bourbon on the rocks."

      "Honey," Tom said in a loving tone of voice. "Let's save the strong stuff for later. How about a beer?"

      The look in his eyes told her not to order the bourbon. "Oh, good idea. I'll have a beer, bottled, not opened." Jenn smiled at the steward. Tom, Mike, and Mary Anne all ordered the same.

      As soon as the steward left to get their beers, Tom leaned closer and told her, "Good cover. Never order a drink that can be doctored. That pretty much leaves beer. Cans can be tampered with. So, no shots, no ice, no frozen drinks, no drinks that may have come out of a can or an opened bottle. If you haven't seen the bottle be opened, don't drink it. That includes all the bottles behind a bar. If a bottle is handed to you and it looks tampered with, don't drink it. Take it and find a subtle way to dispose of it."

      Jenn nodded her head. The ship had left the dock with all the fanfare of a departing ship, but the four of them stayed on their chaises. Jenn watched the sunset, a beautiful sight to see this early evening. She didn't need to wonder why it didn't give her the peace and contentment she
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-----------------------------------------------------------
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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