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      August, 1813

      

      The candles in the intricately designed silver candelabra burned low and occasionally guttered in puddles of wax, creating the ghostly shadows on the wall. The silence in the room was almost as suffocating as the Louisiana heat. No one cried or screamed or even cursed as the three women worked frantically over the still figure on the bed.

      The reason for their unusual silence hovered ominously in the far corner, out of their way. Anger and anguish emanated equally from his restless pacing, the clenching and unclenching of his fists signaling a need for violence or a release from helpless frustration. No one was inclined to inquire.

      As the limp woman in the bed finally woke with a scream, the man in the corner dropped his glass and rushed to her side, lifting her shoulders and murmuring reassurances. The candlelight caught on golden strands of his hair but shadowed his face in bleak lines. When he turned to speak to the women, his eyes held a strange amber glow.

      “Do whatever you must to save her. The child is no concern of mine.”

      Born and raised a God-fearing Catholic, Eavin O’Flannery Dupré hastily crossed herself before wringing out a cold cloth and rinsing the sweat from the laboring woman’s brow. She shivered in apprehension or premonition as she touched the moist, pale face of the woman on the bed and felt the fevered emotions of the man at her side. But she did not have the gift of Sight, and so could not predict the outcome of that night, other than to know that the woman was dying.

      Praying silently, she performed the ritual absolution, even if a priest had not been called. The man beside the bed was responsible for that lack, too, as he was responsible for the child now stripping his wife of her soul and for the heresy that would condemn that child to death if he could.

      In the black of mourning, Eavin was no more noticeable than the silhouettes of heavy furniture against the walls. The man beside the bed didn’t know she existed. That was the way it should be, but Eavin had difficulty maintaining her tongue as the frail woman on the bed twisted in the agony of childbirth. Men were the root of all evil, she sometimes believed.

      “He’s almost here! One more push, Francine, one more push, ma chère,” the small woman working with the black midwife pleaded.

      The man at the bedside threw her a look of loathing and continued to hold his wife upright as if she would escape should he let go. Ignoring him, the old midwife gently pushed Francine’s extended abdomen, forcing what she was too weak to do herself. The laboring woman gave a brief scream and a shudder, jerked upward, then fell back, lifeless, into her husband’s arms.

      The sudden, engulfing silence broke a moment later with the shrill cry of a babe.

      Later, wrapping the child in dry clothes and handing her to the wet nurse, who had been acquired well before the birth, Eavin worriedly listened to the pacing of heavy boots in the study below. Nicholas Saint-Just’s reaction to the death of his beloved wife was not that of a sane man.

      His grief was understandable. His refusal to even look at the child she had borne was not.

      Eavin watched wistfully as the babe was held to the breast of the black wet nurse. Only a few short months ago, she had been dreaming of holding a child of her own to her breast. She would never have given the task to another woman as Francine had insisted.

      Tearing her gaze away from the object of her envy, Eavin tried to concentrate on the actions of the master of the household. When he was certain his wife could not be brought back from the dead, Saint-Just had howled a curse and stormed from the room. These last hours of darkness had been spent sending messengers far and wide.

      Apparently, the messengers were already returning with his replies, for he was yelling orders at his lackeys, donning boots instead of his house shoes, and calling for his horse. The ominous clatter of the rapier that usually hung over the mantel did not bode well for the coming dawn.

      Eavin shivered and strode to the window overlooking the spacious front lawn. She would never grow used to the eerie webs of moss bearding the oak trees. In what was left of the moon’s light, they seemed a product of the devil, and the appellation she had heard applied to Nicholas Saint-Just came back with prophetic timing. Old Nick. Friends and enemies alike called him Old Nick.

      It wasn’t because he was old, although the stories they told of him were so numerous he would have to be ancient to have accomplished them all. Eavin came from a race that reveled in stories, and she knew there was only a kernel of truth to the best of them. Saint-Just’s past was not what concerned her, but his future was, for now hers was inextricably entwined with his.

      The stable boys brought the horse, and she watched as he effortlessly gained the saddle with a leap that did not seem quite human. In the brief blur of motion before he reared the horse and sent it galloping down the drive, she noted the gleaming sword at his side, and felt pincers of fear closing around her heart.

      His reputation for dueling was infamous. Should he die, she would be homeless. Again.

      Eavin remembered only too well her arrival in New Orleans as a destitute stranger. The March wind had been warm, but it had whipped relentlessly at her thin petticoats and bulky bonnet as she stood on the wharf, unnerved by the foreign patois of the natives swarming around her. Even then the bales of cotton and boxes of other goods had begun to crowd the banks, waiting for ships that never made it through the British blockade. Eavin had felt dwarfed and helpless in this frightening jungle where she knew no one and no one knew her.

      Her back had ached for the past week, and she placed a hand to it as she stretched and tried to see around the bales for some sign that someone had come for her. Her letter had gone out only a short while before she had sailed. It was quite possible that it had not yet arrived, and she would be left stranded to make her own way. The thought terrified her beyond the bounds of reason, for she was all too aware of the furtive looks she drew from the burly rivermen around her.

      Another ripple of pain passed through her middle, and Eavin closed her eyes and prayed for the life within her. Dominic had left her with nothing but this babe; she would not lose it, too. She had been mad to come this far to a place and strangers she didn’t know, but she was desperate enough to be mad. Dominic had never provided a home for her. She had still been living in the boardinghouse with her mother when word came of his death. And the only home she had ever known had become a nightmare after that.

      Trying not to think of that parting, Eavin scanned the wharf again, watching the crowd dissipate as the ship’s passengers and contents went their separate ways. She was alone and homeless and down to her last penny. What would she do now?

      A man walked purposefully toward the wharf where she stood, and Eavin glanced over her shoulder to see whom he must be meeting. When she saw no one, she watched him with a lump of fear in her throat.

      He was tall and strode with an athletic strength that warned his elegant clothes were little more than a disguise. But it wasn’t his physical attributes that frightened her as much as his expression. There was none. His eyes looked at her with a curious blankness, and his words, when they came, were curt and without welcome.

      “Mrs. Dupré?” At her nod, he signaled a black servant scurrying behind him to pick up her few meager bags. “I am Nicholas Saint-Just, Dominic’s brother-in-law. Francine sent me. You will be staying with us.”

      That was almost the full extent of their conversation for the entire journey back to the plantation. Perhaps being forced to welcome into the family a woman little more than an Irish servant had been beneath his dignity. Perhaps his mind had been elsewhere. Perhaps she had been a mere annoyance to his plans for the day. Eavin had not learned any more in the months since her arrival. With Nicholas Saint-Just, any and all could have applied. He was an enigma, one she would not want to cross.

      And now Francine was gone, and there was no one else but him in this house that had been her home for half a year. The thought of being thrown into a strange world alone again terrified Eavin out of her mind.

      Her gaze drifted back to the yard outside the window, now empty of any human presence, and she whispered a prayer for the safety of a man who didn’t know she existed.
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      Dawn was just breaking as Nicholas galloped with his winded stallion into the clearing created by the overgrowth of spreading oaks. The spot was time-hallowed by duelers. The oaks were much older than the new civilization encroaching on their preserve, but these past fifty years had seen more blood shed here than in centuries of primeval existence. Nicholas focused only on the hated figure in the clearing as he leapt from his horse to join the small crowd of men mingling beneath the branches.

      “This is insane, Nicholas, you can’t go through with this.” The slender young man catching Saint-Just’s cloak hurried to keep up with his long paces. “You will only cause more talk. They’ll call the child a bastard. For love of Francine, Nick, don’t do this!”

      “She’s dead, Jeremy. For her sake I left him alone. Now he will pay.” The dawn’s light did nothing to illuminate Saint-Just’s stark features. Uncombed, his wild mane of hair fell across his brow and down to his uncollared shirt. Sometime during the evening he had donned the waistcoat and frock coat of a gentleman; there the resemblance to civilization ended. His eyes glittered like a feral beast’s, and his muscular stride was that of a panther as he advanced upon his enemy.

      Or victim. The man waiting, rapier in hand, was no match in size for Saint-Just. Half a head shorter and several stone lighter, he watched his opponent’s approach with more contempt than fear. When he was within earshot, he spoke to his companions in a voice meant to be heard.

      “The hero of the Barbary coast approaches, mis amigos. Do you think he means to blow us up, too? Or did he bring his pirate friends to—how you say?—keelhaul us? Surely he cannot mean to use the puny weapon at his side?”

      “You chose rapiers, Raphael. I will be more than happy to meet you with any weapon you prefer. Any way you wish to do it, I intend to remove the one you use on defenseless women.” Nicholas gave his opponent’s tight trousers a look of disdain and tossed his rapier to an attendant to inspect.

      An inward hiss of breath was his only reply as Raphael, too, threw his rapier to be examined. Their seconds exchanged formalities, but both knew the rules. Although illegal, duels were not uncommon, but duels to the death had only recently been adopted by Creole society, a bad habit learned from the Americans. The code of honor specified such an outcome not be mentioned, but it would be very difficult to disguise the death of either of these prominently known men.

      Within the first few minutes after the rapiers met, it became apparent that the match was more equal than expected. Saint-Just was accustomed to the weapons of his size—rifles, pistols, swords, and knives—weapons that he could use well with his greater strength. The rapier required greater finesse, and the dapper Raphael wielded his slender blade well.

      But as the minutes rushed closer to an hour, and the sun rose over the horizon, throwing the clearing into long shadows, observers realized that the man with the cognomen of Old Nick earned his name well. He merely played with his opponent, pricking him occasionally to feed his anger, then slowly torturing him with exhaustion before he moved in for the kill.

      Raphael’s seconds muttered angrily, but there was little they could do. First blood counted for nothing in this argument, and all concerned understood why. When Raphael finally found an opening in Saint-Just’s defense, they prayed to their Catholic God, but the larger man was quicker than they imagined. The blade merely cut through Saint-Just’s clothing and scraped his side before he lunged, piercing his opponent’s shoulder.

      Cries from the onlookers did nothing to persuade the two combatants from their goals. Their brows beaded with perspiration, their breath coming a little faster, they circled, looking for further openings to close in for the kill. Raphael’s fashionably cut hair fell about the immaculate folds of his cravat. The ruffles at his throat and wrists hung in tatters, ingeniously sliced to pieces by the man meaning to kill him. And now blood seeped through the rent in his elegant cranberry waistcoat, although it was not as noticeable as that staining Saint-Just’s side white linen.

      Weary, Raphael stumbled over a tree root but recovered before Nicholas could do more than slice his sword arm. It was easy to see that the Spaniard was on the defensive now, wearing down slowly, and for the first time fear flickered behind his taunting expression as Nicholas pressed onward.

      “Nick, call it off! Can’t you see he’s done for? It’s slaughter, damn you!”

      Amber eyes gleamed golden briefly as Saint-Just’s rapier caught Raphael’s riposte and held it. “Shall we call an end, dear friend?” he asked with deceptive calm.

      In reply, Raphael spat at his feet and spun his rapier with a lightning-like move that nearly rendered his challenger’s sword hand helpless.

      The match ended swiftly after that. Tired of the game, no longer fed by anger but hollow with despair, Nicholas allowed his enemy to close in, then in a flurry of movement no one could possibly describe later, dodged, swung around, and lunged, bringing Raphael to his knees with a deadly gut wound.

      As a doctor rushed onto the field, Nicholas wiped his blade on the grass and stalked away, leaving his seconds to carry out the necessary duties. Jeremy ran after him, demanding that he wait for his wound to be tended, but the pain in his side was easier to bear than the hurt buried where no one could see it.

      It scarcely seemed important whether he lived or died any longer. Gaining his saddle with a wince of pain as torn muscles pulled with the effort, Nicholas rode off without a backward glance.

      Let them hang him. The reason he had stayed alive all these years was dead, killed by another man’s child. What purpose was there in living now?
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      “The wound in his side is not serious. He will recover, more’s the pity.”

      Eavin glanced at Francine’s mother with surprise. The small woman had seemed mild and meek since Madame Dupré had arrived a week ago. Not a cross word had ever left her tongue. This remark about the man who had so obviously loved her daughter did not seem natural.

      Seeing her daughter-in-law’s look, Madame Dupré sighed and dried her hands on the towel Eavin held out. They had left Nicholas sleeping in his chamber. Safely in Madame Dupré’s room, they could speak unheard by the servants.

      “Nicholas Saint-Just is more animal than man,” she tried to explain. “Francine adored him, but she feared him, too. And rightly so. He has no control over his temper. When he is enraged, he strikes like any animal would do. Not that I can say I blame him in the circumstances, but no gentle woman could live like that for long.

      Thinking of how Francine had lived in silks and lace and more comfort than Eavin had ever known in her life, she could not quite grasp this concept, and she protested. “I never saw him lift a hand to her. He treated her like the finest porcelain. They seemed to love each other very much.”

      That was perhaps pushing it a little far, but Eavin’s romantic nature occasionally colored her usual skepticism. In the few months that she had been here, Francine had never left her chambers. But Nicholas had visited her with regularity and they seemed much attached. She had seen nothing to bring on the old lady’s displeasure.

      “Perhaps they did, in their own ways.” Madame Dupré collapsed in the nearest chair and held her fingers across her eyes. “They were friends as children. Francine may have been his only friend. Nicholas was a strange one even then. When his father died and left the family bankrupt, he went off to sea and promised to return for her, and she believed him for many years.”

      With exasperation, Isabel Dupré looked at the young woman who had married her only son. She could not imagine what her genteel and well-bred young son had seen in this common Irish beauty, other than the usual thing that men looked for. Surely he could have had that without marriage. But it was too late for that old quarrel, just as it was too late for this one. Both her children had disappointed her, and now they were dead.

      She wished the child her son’s wife had carried could have lived to carry on his name, but Eavin—such a plebeian name!—hadn’t even succeeded in doing that correctly. But her daughter’s child still lived, and arrangements had to be made.

      “None of that matters now. The child must be baptized. I think she should be named after Francine. Nicholas will have to be made to see to her support now that Raphael is dead. Not that Raphael would have had any way of supporting her. So much has been lost since the Americans came. There is scarce room for the poor babe in my rooms, but she is all I have left. I suppose I will have to find some way.”

      Eavin’s fear returned when Madame Dupré offered no invitation for her to accompany her to New Orleans.

      When she finally left her mother-in-law sleeping and found the comfort of her own small chamber, Eavin lay across the bed, mind racing despite the weariness of her body.

      It was increasingly obvious that the child sleeping a few doors away did not belong to Saint-Just, the man who had given her a home when she had traipsed across half a continent, pregnant and homeless and newly widowed. Dominic had told her to come here, to his sister and safety from the insanity of the war raging on the East Coast. Francine had been the one to invite Eavin to stay.

      And now Francine was gone. As was Dominic. And it appeared even Francine’s child did not belong here. Despairing for the poor child as well as herself, Eavin turned over and buried her face against the pillow. What would become of them all?

      Exhausted, she fell asleep, but even in her sleep there was no rest. The distinguished man standing by her mother’s side when she had waved Eavin off on her journey haunted her nightmares. The pressure on her breast where her stepfather had squeezed it, the heat of his arousal as he pressed her against the bedroom wall, made her toss feverishly.

      Eavin’s subconscious dragged her from that memory and into another one. This time the man smelled not of cologne but of whiskey. The realization that she had fallen asleep before locking her door came to her just as clearly as the night it had happened, just as she felt his heavy weight cover her. She screamed, but he muffled the sound with his slobbering mouth. As his hands groped beneath her nightdress, her terror threatened to overpower her as much as his greater strength, and some small part of her brain disconnected and coolly reacted with violence.

      It had only been a knee to the groin that time. The intruder had heaved the best of a bottle of whiskey from his stomach to the floor. But after that Eavin had begun carrying a gun that Michael had bought for her.

      She jerked awake with the remembrance of her hand reaching for that gun. Swearing, she sat up and noted the lateness of the hour from the position of the sun through her window. Bemoaning her fate solved nothing. If she was going to stay here instead of being forced out into the world, she needed a plan. She had survived this long by her wits, she would do so again.

      When Nicholas woke, it was to find the black-clad figure of his sister-in-law grimly waiting for him, a glass of sherry near one hand and fresh bandages at the other. He winced as he reached for the glass, and she sat down beside him and held it so he could sip.

      “What in hell is the brat screaming about?” The infant’s cries pounded through his brain with the remains of the brandy he had imbibed the night before.

      “She is most likely hungry. Annie will see to her shortly. She will need a name, you realize.”

      The woman he had scarcely noticed these last months spoke curtly, with only a vague hint of the lilting accent of her ancestors. Still, in this place the sound struck his ear oddly.

      “Give it any name you like.” Removing the glass from her hand, Nicholas gulped the sherry. When she did not move, he regarded her through narrowed eyes. Until now he had barely exchanged three words with this woman. She was a timid little thing who stayed out of his way, but because she gave Francine someone to talk to, he had not objected to her presence. Shortly, he would be forced to acknowledge the awkward situation.

      “The child is a girl, not an it. Francine wanted her very much. Perhaps you could call her Francine in remembrance.”

      Instead of going away, the irritating woman began probing the bloody bandage at his side. Nicholas closed his eyes and let her fuss. Dominic had always been naive when it came to a pretty face, and this Irish female had more than a pretty face. Unfortunately, she had none of the manners of her betters.

      It was a pity she couldn’t resemble Francine more. A soft voice and delicate charm would go a long way toward ending this pain eating at his innards. With his eyes closed, Nicholas could almost see his wife’s frail, blond beauty, hear her enchanting southern voice with the exotic hints of her parents’ French and Spanish accents. Dominic must have gone out of his way to find a woman so opposite to his sister in looks and breeding.

      Grimacing as the bandage came off, Nicholas opened his eyes again. The witch wore black as usual, but it went well with her white complexion and black hair. Heavy black brows and thick lashes should have looked coarse, but instead they accented damnably wide green Irish eyes and rose-stained cheeks. She never met his eyes, but he could feel the contempt with which she treated his wound.

      “Call the creature anything you like, just keep her out of my sight. And hearing.” The screams in the other room were escalating.

      “Francine for her mother and Jeannette for St. Joan.” Eavin cleansed the angry slash with a solution left by the doctor. “And Madame Dupré means to take her to New Orleans, so you needn’t worry about hearing her for long.”

      “Over my dead body!” Abruptly shoving Eavin aside, Nicholas threw his legs over the edge of the bed, only to discover he wasn’t dressed. Holding the sheet to his waist, he shouted, “Bring the old biddy in here! And get the hell out while I find some clothes.”

      Not certain how well her plan had worked, Eavin scampered to do as told. It would be much more pleasurable to stay and tell the arrogant creature what she thought of him, but she knew better than to beard a lion in his den. And Nicholas Saint-Just was no less than a ferocious lion as he began yelling for servants. Eavin just hoped she hadn’t unleashed an uncontrollable beast.

      For now, she thought only of the home she didn’t have and would make if he would let her. It was obvious that Nicholas Saint-Just was a man alone, and men were incapable of making homes. She wanted to keep the place she had created for herself these last months in the neglected mansion. And she wanted to keep the child.

      Oh, how she wanted to keep the child. Sending one of the maids to find her mother-in-law, Eavin reached the comfort of the nursery in time to see Annie take the child to her breast again. She ached to hold that tiny body, but the black nurse had just lost a child, too, and she cuddled the white infant as tenderly as anyone could wish.

      It didn’t seem fair that she couldn’t have one of her own, but Eavin wasn’t one to bewail the fates and do nothing. If her choices were to stay here and fight for the child or return to Baltimore and the disorder of that boarding house, she would choose to fight.

      Comforted now that she had seen the babe quieted, Eavin returned to the hall to hear Nicholas shouting at Madame Dupré. He would tear open his stitches if he continued in that manner, but she wasn’t one to interfere. He was lucky he was still alive if he had truly fought a duel this day. She wouldn’t think about what had happened to his opponent. She didn’t know these people or their histories, and she really didn’t want to know them. She just wanted to be left alone to make a place for herself. And the child.

      Eavin returned to Nicholas’s room to find her mother-in-law weeping quietly into her lace-edged handkerchief. Madame Dupré and Francine were much alike with their elegant grace and soft, swishing silks. Eavin knew very little about the kind of genteel life they lived, but she did know a distraught woman when she saw one. She put her arm around Francine’s mother and lifted a questioning glance to the man still trying to shove his shirt into his trousers.

      “The brat stays here. Call her Francine or Josephette or Napoleon Bonaparte for all I care, but she stays here. I’ll not send her to that pit of vipers in the city. Calm down, woman, I don’t mean to eat her for breakfast!” He roared this last as Madame Dupré increased her wails.

      “Come, madame, you must calm down. We can discuss this reasonably a little later. Monzure San-Juze needs his rest.”

      “Bloody damn hell, just call me Nicholas, or Mister Saint-Just! I’m a bloody American like everybody else now. There’s no point in fracturing two languages.” He stalked toward his wardrobe, ignoring Eavin’s pained expression at her placating attempt to use his French name correctly.

      “Sure, and we’ll poison his milk should he come down to eat,” Eavin murmured in a mocking brogue as she led Isabel out.

      The threat shocked the woman into staring at her, which had the immediate effect of halting her weeping. If the man behind them heard, he gave no indication, and the door slammed after them as they departed.

      Eavin’s irate expression settled into the calm mold required of any good servant. She might be out of her depth with these high-strung aristocrats, but she had enough experience dealing with people to know how to smooth over any situation. Life in a boardinghouse full of powerful and temperamental men had that effect.

      “We must call for the priest and have little Francine baptized before he can change his mind.” That served to distract Isabel, although frankly, Eavin fully intended to call the child Jeannette. Two Francines, even when one was dead, was more than one household needed.

      Pacified that this one request would be carried out, Isabel hurried to put her plan in motion. Eavin stuck her tongue out at Nicholas’s closed door and headed for the outside kitchens. She’d not had any sleep, but that brief nap in twenty-four hours, but it was obvious that no one would sleep while the lion prowled.

      It was odd that she had never noticed Saint-Just’s true nature while Francine was alive. True, the servants had whispered behind his back and even Francine had occasionally expressed uncertainty about his temper, but Eavin had always thought of Nicholas as the polite gentleman who bowed to her whenever she went in and out of the room. Perhaps he had been on his best behavior while his wife was ill and now felt the need to vent everything he had kept pent up. She could sympathize easily.

      She was quite certain Nicholas didn’t realize who had taken charge of his kitchen and his servants and returned order out of chaos, but Eavin fully intended to remind him if the need arose. Confined to her bed, Francine had been less than useless in overseeing the help, and they had taken full advantage. They would do so again if Eavin left. It wasn’t a large lever, but it might hold open the door until she could find another.

      It would be an uphill battle all the way. Reluctant servants, a filthy-tempered man, and a country so strange that it might as well be another planet did not make the task of staying easier. But when Eavin considered the alternative, she set her jaw determinedly.

      That night, after the child was baptized and arrangements were made for the funeral and Nicholas had disappeared somewhere on his own, Eavin lay in bed wondering if she had made the right decision.

      She could die out here and no one would know the difference, or even care. At least back in Baltimore she had her mother and, occasionally, her brother. Before his death, when Dominic had mentioned coming here, he had assured her that his sister and mother would welcome her with open arms, but of course, she had been pregnant then.

      It had seemed wisest to join his family while she carried his heir, particularly with the British sending their navy up and down the coast to terrorize seaports. But now she no longer carried a child, and it seemed the British were just as likely to take New Orleans as the East Coast.

      But she had been told the Saint-Just plantation was far enough up river not to be bothered by the war and close enough to the city not to be a target of Indians.

      Remembering the helpless infant sleeping in the next room, Eavin knew there had to be a way to stay; she just had to find it. If God had seen fit to deprive her of children of her own, He must have sent her here to take care of Francine’s child. The will of God would win out over the temper of a Nicholas Saint-Just.
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      Madame Dupré left after the funeral without protest. Eavin wondered what Nicholas had used to buy her off, but that was of no concern to her. That he had not mentioned Eavin leaving was satisfaction enough.

      But it couldn’t go on forever. Not knowing her place was almost as bad as being told she was unwelcome.

      Not that Nicholas noticed that she was there. When he was in the house, he haunted the main rooms, where Eavin didn’t dare stray. If he ever slept, it was long after she had retired to her own bed. She made certain that meals were available at regular times of the day, but for all she knew, he never ate them. She took to eating hers in the nursery.

      It was those times when she was alone with Jeannette that Eavin enjoyed the most. The child was a pure delight, staring unblinkingly at everything around her, crying only when something hurt, sleeping soundly after every meal. Her tiny fingers curled trustingly around Eavin’s when she held her, and her head turned eagerly at the sound of her voice. Eavin’s heart was well and truly lost before a week was out.

      The fact that Jeannette’s hair was black and not the blond of her parents only endeared her more to Eavin. It made her that much more like the child she had lost. It was a dangerous attachment, but her miscarriage had only been a few months ago, and the loss was still achingly real.

      If Eavin had thought about it, she would have known that she didn’t miss Dominic as much as she missed the babe. But Dominic was a part of her life of which she was not particularly proud. It was better to remember her late husband with fondness and let it rest there.

      Still, she couldn’t let the prowling lion of Nicholas Saint-Just rest. She was growing too attached to Jeannette to find herself out on her ear one day. She had to confront him, one way or another, and make her position clear.

      Hearing him roam the downstairs salon one night before she prepared for bed, she straightened the high neck of her mourning gown, checked the ribbons holding the black cotton beneath her breasts, and verified in the mirror that her face was unsmudged. She wrinkled up the small nose that she considered too pert for her face, bit her lips to add color, pinched her cheeks, and strode determinedly to the staircase. That her knees were quaking before she reached the bottom did not deter her in the least.

      The door was open, so she saw no reason to knock. The salon was a public room, after all, and it was only her uneasiness at her position that kept Eavin from using it.

      Nicholas was pouring liquor from a decanter when she entered. As usual, his coat and waistcoat were unbuttoned, and his cravat hung, untied, around his neck. It was as if the clothes required by civilization were too restraining, and he pawed them off as he paced the confines of the cage that was this house. Eavin shrugged away that fantasy. She was nervous enough without conjuring up wild animals.

      “If you have a minute…” she hesitated over the proper title and settled on, “sir, I would like to speak with you.”

      Nicholas lifted a tawny eyebrow and merely gestured for her to take a seat while he completed filling his glass. The lamplight flickered over his golden hair as he impassively regarded the color of the liquid and waited for her to sit.

      “I suppose you want money to return to wherever it is you came from.” He spoke idly, throwing open a humidor and selecting a cigar. He gestured as if asking permission, but snipped off the tip before Eavin could give it.

      Startled by this tack, she wasn’t prepared, but she recovered as quickly as she could. “Actually . . . sir . . .”

      “Nicholas. Just call me Nicholas. Or Nick. Or monster. Whatever comes easiest.” He took a seat and drew on the cigar as he eyed her impatiently.

      “Nicholas.” Reasserting herself, Eavin began again. It wasn’t easy. He was every inch the noble French aristocrat, and there were more inches than she cared to consider. She wasn’t a particularly small woman, but she felt almost diminutive in his company. “I would like to stay and look after Jeannette. I realize she doesn’t need a nanny yet, but she will, and in the meantime I could help look after the household. I have been doing so for some months now, and you have seemed satisfied with my efforts.”

      Nicholas sipped his brandy. His side ached, but that helped distract from the aching hollowness that had taken root in his guts. He really wasn’t paying much attention to the woman across from him, not any more attention than he would pay the chair she sat on. Francine had bought that frivolous piece of furniture. Francine had wanted her brother’s common Irish widow to stay. One was the same as the other.

      “The damned house could molder back into the swamp from whence it came for all I care, but you’re welcome to try to keep it afloat if you wish. The brat will need a woman of some sort to raise her, I suppose, and you’re her aunt. Wherever you came from must be hell indeed if you want to stay here.”

      Hell wasn’t an adequate description. Rising, Eavin nodded agreement. “I come from Baltimore, sir, but I prefer the quiet of the country. If you would excuse me…”

      Bored and momentarily amused by her presumption, Nicholas gestured with his cigar. “Sit down. The brat isn’t crying yet. You’re as entitled to use this room as I am. If we’re to rattle around in this empty shell together, it will be a lot simpler if you don’t scamper into hiding every time I walk through.”

      Trying to appear relaxed, Eavin returned to her seat. “I am unaccustomed to sitting idle. I should have my mending, at least.”

      “You will need light for that. Call for Hattie and have her bring what you need. It’s time you learned our indolent life if you mean to take up residence here.”

      The sarcasm tingeing Nicholas’s voice seemed out of place. He was raised to this kind of life. He pursued it with the same languid grace as all the other inhabitants of this tropical country. Why did he mock what he was?

      Eavin didn’t reply but took the bell he handed her and shook it hesitantly. She was too accustomed to being the one on the other end of the call.

      And Nicholas seemed to know that. He watched with amusement as the black slave appeared and took her request. Eavin knew she was supposed to order and not ask, but she had two good legs of her own and could have brought the requested mending and lamp without summoning someone to do it for her. The only reason she and the servants had managed some rapport these last months was because she made no unnecessary demands.

      “They’ll give you grief if you’re not firmer,” Nicholas admonished as the slave hurried to carry out her request.

      “If I were paid nothing for my services, I would be resentful, too.” Flustered by this unanticipated converse with a man she scarcely knew, Eavin let slip what she thought rather than what she was supposed to say. She waited in horror for the explosion sure to follow.

      “You just offered your services for nothing,” he reminded her, drawing on his cigar. “Will I have to listen to your complaints in recompense? If so, I’ll have to rethink this arrangement.”

      “I am not complaining.” Eavin accepted the basket of mending with a word of thanks that brought another mocking smile to her host. “I am merely stating a fact. If you would prefer I say nothing, then allow me to return to my room. I find it unnerving to sit in silence while someone criticizes my behavior.”

      “I’m certain ‘unnerving’ isn’t the word, but I stand corrected. I get what I pay for, and if I pay nothing, then I should expect nothing. Perhaps I ought to offer you an allowance.”

      “That would be most generous of you, but I did not come in here to beg. Room and board is adequate recompense, although I might find it awkward in the future to come to you should I require certain necessities. Dominic left me nothing but his back pay, and I used that to come here.”

      “Dominic was a young fool to marry when he had nothing to his name.” Sipping his drink, Nicholas leaned back in his chair and, indolently throwing one leg over the arm, stared into the cold fireplace.

      “He was going off to war with every expectation that he might never return. Wouldn’t you prefer to know some of the joys of life before going to death?” Eavin hadn’t fooled herself into believing Dominic’s passionate vows. Although he had been her own age, he had lived a protected life and was vastly immature compared to her. He had wanted a woman, one who would always be there when he came into port, and she wouldn’t give into him without marriage. It had been as simple as that.

      Of course, Dominic had told her embroidered lies about his loving family and grand home, and because she had known he was a gentleman far above her station, she had believed him. So they had both got what they bargained for, little or nothing.

      “I would prefer to go off to war without leaving a woman and possibly children in poverty, grieving over my death. Dominic was a selfish ass, but it’s a little late to tell him that. If he’d had the money to buy you, you both would have been better off, but I suppose he should be congratulated for doing the honorable thing. One must always give credit for honor.”

      The tone of his voice indicated the opposite belief, but Eavin was in no position to argue. Honor was for those who could afford it. The rest of the world did well to stay alive.

      “I doubt that any woman could be bought for a price high enough to support herself and a child for the rest of their lives. Marriage might be a gamble, but the odds are better than what you suggest.”

      Nicholas laughed softly and actually turned to look at her. “You have a fascinating mind, Mrs. Dupré. Not one woman of my acquaintance would have stated her worth in such a manner. You should give the brat some interesting ideals.”

      Not wanting to debate that topic, Eavin remained silent, and Nicholas seemed willing to accept this end to their conversation. Calling for his news sheet and an additional lamp, he settled down to read while Eavin took up her mending.

      The days turned into weeks in this odd manner. The few callers who arrived after the funeral were turned away either by Nicholas’s absence or his refusal to see them, until they eventually stopped calling.

      Eavin occasionally felt a tweak of loneliness having no one to converse with but the black servants and occasionally Nicholas for a few minutes in the evening, but she was satisfied with her choice. Her duties here were not strenuous, and the pleasure of holding Jeannette and watching her grow far outweighed the onus of loneliness, and certainly outweighed her only alternative.

      Eavin saw no further examples of Nicholas’s formidable temper. She became aware that he had other interests outside the plantation that drew him away from home. He often went into New Orleans, where she suspected he kept an office and perhaps another house, as so many of the plantation families did. What knowledge she had of family life in the new state of Louisiana came from the servants, but they knew little more than she did.

      She wanted to know more. If she was making her home here, she needed to know how people lived. But Louisiana was such a new state, with such a confused history, that she could find little in Nicholas’s library on the topic. Perhaps there was more in the French volumes, but Eavin knew nothing of that language. Frustrated by her limitations, she saved the American news sheets Nicholas left scattered about and read them avidly when she was alone.

      Surprisingly, the newspapers that Nicholas brought home approached the topic of war from a different angle than the ones at home. Whereas the sheets she remembered were incensed at the huge debt acquired by purchasing Louisiana Territory and wanted to give the whole of it back to the Spanish or French, these sheets swore they would be better off if the South declared independence of the elitist North. They loyally backed the president and supported the war with the British. They wanted to extend enlistments and form an army and build a navy to fight off the condescending aristocrats who would dare to stop American ships and limit their access to foreign ports.

      Eavin thought it confusing that the aristocratic society that Nicholas lived in would condemn any form of elitism. These papers seemed to appeal more to someone like herself, someone who had little but craved the opportunity to make more. But this area was French-oriented, and England had been at war with France since time immemorial.

      Still, the France of Napoleon Bonaparte was not the France of aristocrats any more. She wished she had someone to discuss it with.

      Throwing down the paper, Eavin went to check on Jeannette. At three months, the child was sleeping through the night, but she still felt the need to feel her breathing, stroke the warm, moist hair of her head to be certain all was well. Having satisfied herself that the infant was sleeping soundly, Eavin still felt too restless to return to bed.

      Nicholas hadn’t appeared in the salon, and she assumed he had gone into New Orleans again. It would be nice if he left some word as to where he could be found or even if he meant to eat his meal here or elsewhere, but this was his house. She had no authority to ask him to change his ways.

      But she knew the bread that he hadn’t eaten was still in the pantry, along with some strawberry jam, and probably the little cakes that had been prepared for dessert. Any of these sounded good at the moment, better than retiring to her lonely bed to stare at the ceiling.

      She wished for some way of preparing tea. The awkward system of placing the kitchen out back, where the slaves could contend with the heat, and the house’s inhabitants could stay cool, was a constant source of irritation. How difficult would it be to move the kitchen into the storerooms under the lower gallery? A fire down there couldn’t generate that much heat upstairs.

      Eavin had never seen the floods that the servants promised would come, but surely water in the kitchen couldn’t be worse than the mud in the yard.

      Her mother had always said that Eavin was never content with the way things were, and perhaps she was right. Why be content when just the simplest of changes could make things better? But she had no power to make changes and never had.

      Finding her way down the narrow back stairs with just a candle, Eavin screamed when the light suddenly sent a large shadow dancing across the wall in front of her. A moment later, she recognized Nicholas on the landing. Her hand flew to the unfastened neckline of her nightshift, and she edged backward up a stair. The familiar fear returned as it had not this past year or more, and she quaked before the powerful man with whom she shared this house.

      Eavin could smell the liquor on Nicholas as he halted a step or two below her. He still seemed to tower over her, but he didn’t appear to be drunk as he looked at her through amused and weary eyes.

      “Midnight raids on the pantry, Mrs. Dupré?”

      He always said that as if the name were an unspoken jest, but Eavin had learned to ignore his sardonic humor. Retreating another step or two until his masculine proximity no longer terrified her, she recovered her wits and wished she hadn’t, for then she remembered the only people who used these stairs were the servants. The slave quarters were directly out the door at the bottom.

      There could only be one possible reason for Nicholas Saint-Just to be visiting the slave quarters. She hadn’t been widowed so long that she had forgotten a man’s habits, and the smell and look of him confirmed her suspicions.

      In disgust and dismay, Eavin blurted the first thing that came to mind. “Sure, and that is why that Jezebel is after shirking her chores and laughing about it! I’ve naught to say to the likes of you, sir.” Lifting the hem of her nightshift, Eavin retreated to the safety of her room, more shaken by the encounter than she would ever admit.

      Below, Nicholas laughed, the sound echoing up the stairwell and through the hall after her.

      “Sweet dreams, Irish,” she thought she heard him call, but Eavin buried her head in the pillows and refused to acknowledge it.

      Imagining the golden Nicholas making love to that snotty black maid irked her beyond the bounds of all reason. She wanted to smack them both. And now that she recognized Saint-Just as a man just like any other, a deep apprehension filled the hollow in her middle.
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      Eavin hastily rose from her chair when Nicholas entered the salon the next evening. She dreaded the thought of being in the same room with him, but the scowl on his face at her movement brooked no disobedience.

      “Sit,” he commanded, pointing at her chair. “I’ll not be judged and condemned by a damned piece of Irish skirt.”

      Rage replaced embarrassment and fear, but Eavin did as told. She’d been forced to control her temper long ago, but letting it simmer for any length of time wasn’t healthy. Clipping off the first words coming to mind, she opted for a more objective reply. “I don’t remember judging your morals, sir, only the results.”

      Nicholas gave a sharp bark of laughter as he reached for his news sheet instead of the decanter. “A philosopher. How quaint. Then by your terms it would be preferable if I would fornicate somewhere outside the household.”

      Color flooded her cheeks, and Eavin dutifully bent over her mending and counted to ten. She’d heard men use worse words. Helping run a boardinghouse for men had taught her a great deal more than her religious upbringing would approve of, a fact which had never bothered her mother.

      But somehow when this man said such a thing, the meaning seemed much more personal. Perhaps it was the fact that they were the only two people in the room, and his male dominance permeated the atmosphere. It took a moment before she could recover her tongue.

      “The church teaches fornication outside of marriage is a sin.” She had never discussed such a topic with a man, knew it was highly improper, but she had never learned to hold her tongue when given the opportunity to use it.

      Nicholas chuckled and glanced over his newspaper.

      Even in the dim light of the lamps he could see the color staining her cheeks, but he knew defiance when he heard it. In those blasted black gowns, with her hair pulled tightly to the back of her head, she gave the appearance of every self-righteous old woman he’d ever known. But he suspected there was more behind that respectable facade than was readily apparent. He couldn’t judge by the drunken glimpse he’d had the night before, but the memory of her irate Irish brogue placed her in a different category than prudish widow.

      “The church teaches us to go forth and multiply,” he answered wickedly.

      Eavin treated him to a scathing glance. “That’s disgusting.”

      Fully entertained now, Nicholas allowed his paper to fall to his lap. “What happens between a man and woman is not disgusting. It’s perfectly natural. God created us, after all.”

      Color warmed her cheeks under his close regard. “This discussion can have no proper ending, sir. I’ll thank you to discontinue it.”

      Nicholas grinned. Even her ears were red. He’d not thought a little Irish molly could be so prudish. One would almost think she was one of those cold fishes that called themselves ladies and pretended babies grew under cabbage leaves. But she was from one of the peasant classes, which reveled in their physical natures, and she had been married. She knew precisely what he was talking about.

      Relenting, he picked up his paper. “They say the Indians are on the warpath again. The governor’s called for volunteers.”

      This was at least a safer topic, if no less worrisome. “Are there still Indians around here? Dominic told me they were all gone.”

      “Generally speaking, the Indians have more sense than the French. They know better than to fight over a piece of worthless swamp. The rebellious ones are farther north of here. But when they go on a rampage . . .” He shrugged carelessly and looked up. “Do you know how to use a rifle, Mrs. Dupré?”

      He was needling her. She could see it in his eyes. He had the most damnable laughing eyes when he wasn’t raging or sulking or ignoring her. Eavin thought she might prefer to be ignored. Before she could form a suitable reply, the front door knocker thumped loudly, and she nearly jumped from her seat in startlement.

      Nicholas did laugh then. “Indians won’t knock, Irish. You can rest easy.”

      Despite his sensible words, Eavin still felt the tension in him as he waited for a servant to answer the door and announce the caller. From the number of footsteps approaching, the visitor or visitors had refused to be left waiting. Eavin glanced anxiously at Saint-Just to see if she should depart, but he wasn’t paying attention to her, as usual.

      “There he is, damn you! Arrest him, señor. No more excuses.”

      Eavin’s eyes grew large as the two men pushed in behind the maid, filling the parlor with the scents of the night wind, horses, and leather. The man who had spoken was only slightly larger than she, with a thin mustache and graying hair and the tight, intricately embroidered clothes of a Spanish dandy. The man with him had the look of a soldier, but he wore a leather vest and an ill- fitting sack coat instead of a uniform. After so many years of living on the thin edge of it, Eavin could smell the law a mile away.

      Nicholas didn’t bother to rise but regarded his guests disdainfully. “So nice of you to stop by, gentlemen. What can I do for you?”

      “Hang! I will see you hanged, Saint-Just.”

      The Spanish pronunciation of the French name was almost as intriguing as Eavin’s attempt at it. She lifted her eyebrows delicately, ignoring the Spaniard but keeping a wary eye on the lawman. He had the grace to look embarrassed.

      “There’s any number of people I would like to see hanged, Reyes, but I generally don’t break into their homes and demand it without reason,” Nicholas replied calmly.

      The night was too warm to demand a fire, and the room was lit only by the two oil lamps beside their respective chairs. The shadows of the newcomers danced along the far wall, over the elegant French wallpaper, the gilded mirror, and the delicate, inlaid escritoire that had been Francine’s.

      A cold chill shivered down Eavin’s spine, as if her sister-in-law’s ghost had entered the room with the onset of danger. The air seemed redolent of Francine’s jasmine perfume, but the men were oddly oblivious to her presence. Eavin turned to watch Nicholas, but the amber glow in his eyes warned of his dangerous mood, and she remained silent.

      “Without reason! You killed my son! Murderer! You will hang. I will see you hang.” The Spaniard ranted, shaking his riding crop and ignoring all else but his own rage.

      Nicholas lifted a world-weary eyebrow to the lawman. “You will explain what he raves about, Brown?” An impatient French accent tinted his words.

      “Someone has told him about the duel. I’m afraid I’ll have to take you in, Saint-Just. Governor Claiborne outlawed dueling, and when a man dies . . .”

      Nicholas waved a dismissing hand. “This is ridiculous. His son disappears and he blames it on me. Raphael was in debt up to his ears. I would think it more likely he has run to escape prison as he has done in the past, or perhaps this time someone he owed took exception to his inability to pay.”

      “They say you killed him the night your wife died, Saint-Just. I can’t dismiss an eyewitness report.”

      Eavin felt Francine’s ghost breathing down her neck, urging her to speak. She glanced nervously to Nicholas, but he seemed dangerously calm, his eyes glittering with a mood she had no desire to interpret. She turned back to the lawman, who seemed as nervous as she. The Saint-Just reputation was not for nothing, then. She coughed lightly, causing Brown to turn to her.

      “I do not mean to intrude, sirs.” She spoke quietly, keeping her eyes on her hands folded over the mending. “But Mr. Saint-Just was with his wife that night. I was there. He never left her side. He was terribly distraught. Even . . .”

      She hesitated, more for effect than because she didn’t know what she meant to say next. “Even afterward, we could hear him in his grief. You may ask Madame Dupré or any of the servants. This house is not so large that such anguish cannot be heard. Your informant is dreadfully misinformed.”

      Brown breathed a visible sigh of relief. “Thank you . . .” Suddenly realizing he didn’t know her name, he turned to Nicholas for an introduction.

      Blithely speaking over the Spaniard’s sputtering objections, Nicholas rose and made a perfunctory bow in Eavin’s direction. “Mrs. Dupré, my sister-in-law. She came to us after Francine’s brother died, and has graciously agreed to stay to help me raise the child. Mrs. Dupré, may I introduce Clyde Brown? He attempts to keep some semblance of law around here.”

      “My pleasure, sir.” Eavin attempted the gracious nod of her head that she had seen Francine use.

      “The pleasure is mine, Mrs. Dupré.” Unaccustomed to the graceful gallantry of the aristocracy, Brown turned his hat in his hands while giving her a warm smile. “Not that I think this will ever come to that, but would you be prepared to testify to what you just said in court?”

      Eavin felt the flutter of fear in her stomach, the same flutter she had felt every time the law had come knocking on her door looking for her brother, but she had learned how to smile and pretend assurance. The time to worry hadn’t arrived. “I hope it isn’t a French court, sir. I don’t speak French.”

      Reyes was babbling incoherently now, shaking his fist and the riding crop, and Brown merely acknowledged her statement before he grabbed the older man’s elbow and began to lead him out.

      “I’m sorry for the intrusion, Saint-Just. Just doing my duty.”

      Nicholas followed them to the door. “Of course, monsieur, I understand perfectly.”

      Eavin had the feeling that the purring French accent from Nicholas was a good deal more dangerous than his usual curt American tones. She shuddered, then remembering Francine’s ghost, sought her presence again. Whatever had been there was gone, and she wasn’t certain whether or not to sigh with relief.

      Nicholas returned to the room and poured a brandy. When he turned to face her, the glitter in his eyes was more mocking than dangerous. “Your morals intrigue me, Mrs. Dupré. You disapprove of making love, but have no qualms about lying or, evidently, murder. Would you care to explain yourself?”

      Hands shaking, Eavin set aside the shirt she had been mending. It took what remained of her courage to face him, and she did so only once she had risen from her chair and was prepared to flee. “I didn’t lie. I merely withheld the full extent of the truth. And if murder has been done, that is on your conscience; I know nothing of it. I merely did what was necessary to protect Jeannette. Should they arrest you, she would have nothing. You, at least, are better than nothing.”

      A dark smile turned Nicholas’s lips. “At least I will have no trouble knowing where I stand in your eyes, Irish. You will keep me informed when you decide I am no longer worth even that much?”

      “I think you will know, sir. May I be excused now? I find this day has become most tiring.”

      She did, indeed, look suddenly very tired. Nicholas regretted his facetiousness. She knew nothing of him, yet she had done him a favor that he suspected even his best friend would not have done. Even if her reasons were purely selfish, they had saved him from an unpleasant night or two. Standing there in that shapeless black gown, she looked young and alone. He could afford to be generous.

      “How can I show my gratitude? Were it not for your quick thinking, I might have had the misfortune to spend the next few nights in an extremely unpleasant jail. You deserve some reward. Perhaps a new gown or two?”

      Remembering Francine’s ghostly presence, Eavin glared at him. “You might show your gratitude by giving your daughter a little attention. A child needs a father, and as far as she is concerned, you are hers.”

      Nicholas struggled with his rage. The chit wasn’t so slow as not to have guessed that he was not Jeannette’s father. His fingers clenched around the brandy glass until it cracked, but there was no denying her request. For whatever reason, he had allowed Francine’s child to remain here. She would bear his name. He had thought that would be enough, but the Irish widow was making it plain that it wasn’t. He despised interfering women, but her interference had saved him a great deal of unpleasantness.

      Sensing some of his struggle, Eavin waited. She owed Francine this much. Dominic’s sister had taken her in unquestioningly, welcomed her with the open arms that Madame Dupré and the rest of society would deny her. Because of Francine, Eavin had a roof over her head and food in her stomach and her pride relatively intact. Francine’s daughter would lack for nothing as long as Eavin was in a position to look after her.

      “She is too young yet to know that I exist,” was all the response she received from Nicholas.

      With a look of derision Eavin lifted her skirts and prepared to leave. “A child is never too young for love. But then, perhaps you were never a child. Good night.” She walked out before she could see the bleak expression on his face.

      He had only one really strong childhood memory. He had been very young, so it must have been in Santa Domingue. He could remember the blistering sunshine above and the parade of colorful dancers in the street below the balcony where he had hidden. They had seemed so full of joy and life as they danced and swung about in their brilliant costumes, the drums beating an exciting rhythm around them. They wore masks and feathers, and many of them had bare feet. He had wanted badly to join them, but before he could figure out the best method of escape, he had been dragged back into the cool shade of the salon and the door had shut on the swirling colors of joy.

      Nicholas couldn’t remember what lesson it was he had been avoiding that day, but the beating he had received had taught him not to shirk another. And he hadn’t. He’d gone on to excel in everything he did. It was some consolation to know that he had the ability to conquer every lesson set before him. But sometimes the childish desire to join the dancers came back.

      Disgruntled, Nicholas slammed his glass on the table and strode out.
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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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