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      The front doorbell rang out the chimes of Big Ben, stopping abruptly before the last note. Flo winced. The chime, like just about everything else in her house, was faulty. She just hoped the woman who’d rung the bell didn’t notice. Flo had a lot riding on this meeting.

      She smoothed down the white linen shirt she’d worn for the occasion, but it sprang back up into the folds it had assumed while she’d sat at her desk, going over her accounts one more time. Unfortunately, it didn’t make any difference how many times she went over the profit-and-loss statement her friend, Maddy, had prepared for her, the bottom line didn’t change. It was still in the red.

      Taking a deep breath and fixing a smile on her face, Flo walked briskly down the grand hallway to the front door and swung it open. Charlotte Kincaid stood there—the town’s new lawyer, councillor and chairperson of the Festival of Lights committee—a picture of the kind of cool glamour which was alien to Flo.

      “Flo,” greeted Charlotte, her glossy red lips turning up into a warm smile, which made Flo’s heart sink even further. She hated the fact she couldn’t even dislike this powerful woman who had it all.

      “Hello, Charlotte,” said Flo, standing aside to allow her to step into the hall. “I’m glad you could make it before the weather turned.” She glanced into her front garden, where the buds of spring and tender shoots wouldn’t be nurtured by the weather forecast over the next few days.

      “Your garden is looking as beautiful as ever. It’s been a real drawing card for our committee.”

      Flo looked at her sharply. “Not the only one I hope,” she said, her smile fading. She didn’t like the sound of the past tense. “Please, come on through to the meeting room.”

      Flo tried to close the door quietly, but the stained glass in the windows rattled as usual in their lead frames. They were on the list to fix, but not high enough to have done anything about them yet.

      Flo opened the door to the meeting room, which was the jewel in the house's crown. The size of two rooms, with dual-aspect windows, one of which opened up onto the lauded gardens, it still retained a sense of its old grandeur. Flo liked to think that what it lacked in sleek, modern features, it made up for in character. But Charlotte remained in the hall.

      “Well,” said Flo, making sure she kept her smile on her face. “I was surprised to hear from you. Did you want to make some special arrangements for the next monthly meeting? Would you like me to cater for someone’s birthday, like I did…” She trailed off as Charlotte shook her head decisively and held up her hand. She did it with her trademark grace and warmth, but even so it was clear who was in charge of this conversation. And it wasn’t Flo. “Like I did last year?” finished Flo, in a small voice.

      “No, that won’t be necessary, thank you.”

      Butterflies danced in Flo’s stomach—and not the good kind. The angry, dementor-like creatures which presaged nothing good. “Oh. How about a cup of tea and cake? I’m baking some cakes for the café and have just got one out of the oven.” She took a deep, exaggerated sniff of the air, which was redolent with freshly baked apple cake, knowing she was going over the top but unable to stop herself. She never got nervous, but she was now. The income which the committee brought in meant the difference between keeping her business afloat and it sinking.

      “Not if they’re destined for Amber’s café. I wouldn’t want to cut into your cash flow.”

      “I assure you, you’re not. The apple cake is for my guests. I’ve a house full at the moment and I’ve a feeling the place would empty pretty quickly if I stopped baking.” She widened her smile and opened the kitchen door for Charlotte to enter.

      “It’s good to know your business is going well.”

      Is it? thought Flo to herself. Why? But there was no way Flo was going to invite the sort of answer she half-expected, so, instead, she went ahead into the kitchen and hoped like hell that Charlotte would follow her.

      When she heard Charlotte sigh in defeat, Flo let out a deeply held breath of relief, and went to cut the cake, which was placed on a cooling tray on the scrubbed pine table at the center of the room. The cakes destined for Amber’s café were stacked up in boxes, ready to deliver later. Charlotte glanced at them.

      “I thought Amber had her own chef on the premises.”

      “She does. But I guess she likes my cakes, too.”

      Flo turned away, not wanting to see Charlotte’s look of pity. She knew Amber appreciated her cakes, but she also knew that her best friend was doing her a big favor by sending work her way whenever she could.

      Flo began cutting two large slices, shifting the knife to make them even more generous—she felt in sudden need of comfort—but stopped when Charlotte placed one manicured hand on top of hers.

      “Flo, I’m not stopping. This is merely a courtesy visit.”

      Flo froze and knew her mouth had dropped open—it felt dry with fear.

      “I’m sorry to inform you the committee has decided that it can no longer meet in your dining room.”

      “The meeting room,” corrected Flo, determined to give her domestic room a more business edge. “I call it the meeting room,” she added for clarification. “We have always used it for meetings, ever since my grandparents’ days, and probably before them. Forever, in fact. It’s always been a real community hub.” She nodded, willing Charlotte to agree.

      But Charlotte’s expression suggested the opposite of agreement. “It doesn’t matter what you call it, it’s still not suitable. It never was and certainly isn’t now when we have no choice but to move into a digital future where some of our members will join us by computer. Face it, Flo, your Wi-Fi isn’t reliable and we can’t have a repeat of what happened last time.”

      Flo felt her lips tremble, and she pressed them together. She shrugged. “That was a one off,” she said, her voice unusually faint. “I thought the table was secure.”

      “It was held up by a pile of books.”

      “If Trevor hadn’t kicked the books, it would have been fine.”

      “But Trevor did kick the books, and it wasn’t fine. His laptop was ruined when the water jug overturned on it.”

      “Didn’t insurance cover it?”

      “He had to use his own insurance policy because yours had lapsed. And he lost documents which hadn’t been backed up.”

      “They should have been backed up,” said Flo, repeating something Maddy—not only one of her best friends and her accountant but also a computer whizz—had once told her. It meant little to her.

      “And you should have been insured. You weren’t. I have to say that several of us wanted to move our meetings at that point, but Trevor refused, saying that we’d always held them here, even in your grandmother’s time.”

      “But Trevor’s gone now.”

      “Indeed. And I’m now the chairperson and am determined to move with the times. Which means, Flo, we will meet at the new community center in future. It has all the modern technical support we require.”

      “No!” Her heart raced, and she tugged at the neckline of her top. She felt as if she couldn’t breathe. “I mean, I’ll sort things out. I can put in technical stuff. What is it you want?”

      Charlotte’s face had changed from a professional frown to sympathy. Flo wasn’t sure it was an improvement. “Computers, reliable Wi-Fi, data projection facilities.”

      Flo opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. She didn’t even know what data projection facilities looked like. “But, but…” She dropped the knife, which was still hovering over the cake, with a clatter. Charlotte looked relieved that Flo no longer held a knife. “But it has photos of the committee hung around the wall. It has history. Doesn’t that mean anything?”

      “I’m sorry, Flo, our minds are made up.”

      Flo couldn’t do anything but follow Charlotte out to the front door, which she rarely used. They stood under the sheltering porch as the rain stopped threatening and began to fall in earnest. It felt like a comment on her change in fortune.

      Charlotte turned to her. “We didn’t take this decision lightly, Flo. And I’m sorry, I know the income which came with it was useful to you.”

      More than useful, Flo thought. It was the difference between surviving and not. She cleared her throat. “Don’t worry about my income. I’m fine.” She refused to grovel any more to Miss Perfect.

      But it didn’t look as if Miss Perfect believed her for one minute. “That’s good. I’m afraid we have no choice. The dining room is simply past its best.” She glanced at the peeling wallpaper in the hall, which mirrored the state of decoration everywhere in the house. Flo placed her hand over it, as if smoothing it up the wall would make it stick. It didn’t. As soon as she moved her hand, the wallpaper re-formed into a drooping curl, as if even the walls were weeping.

      “I have plans to change the wallpaper.”

      The woman touched Flo gently on the arm. “It’s not only wallpaper we need. We simply can’t run the committee properly without technical support. If you wouldn’t stall on the contract I set up for you to fund your house improvements, this wouldn’t be happening. The money is there. All you have to do is ask.”

      “I can’t do that,” said Flo through gritted teeth. “If I’d known who was funding the project, I’d never have signed it.”

      “But sign it you did.”

      All thoughts of pride went out the window. “Please, could you give me one more chance? I really want to do this on my own and the money I get from using my dining room for meetings is an important part of my income stream. Please.” Flo wasn’t above begging now.

      A big drop of rain found its way through a rusting hole in the porch roof and plopped onto Charlotte’s nose. She looked up, and the drops formed a continuous drip on her head until she shifted to one side. Flo’s heart sank even further.

      “Okay, Flo, you have until the Festival of Lights to get things right.”

      Flo nearly fell over in surprise. Anyone else and the rain coming through the roof would have been the last straw, but this was Charlotte Kincaid she was dealing with. For all Flo’s willingness to dislike Miss Perfect—the woman who had it all—she knew Charlotte was also kind.

      “Thank you! You won’t regret it.” Flo reached out to grab Charlotte’s hands, possibly to kiss them, she couldn’t have said, but Charlotte stepped away before any such embarrassing display of emotion could slip out.

      “And after the festival, if things still aren’t up to scratch, we’ll have to find another venue. Goodbye, Flo.”

      Gloomily, Flo leaned against the doorjamb and watched Charlotte walk through the rain up the brick-paved path to the road.

      Two months to get things right. If she didn’t, she wouldn’t have any funds to pay her rates. And, with the council surveyor’s inspection looming, she might have to close. And, if she had to close, there would be no Flo’s Place, no Backpacker’s Lodge and no home for Flo, because she simply couldn’t afford to live there without the house paying its way.

      She’d come to the end of the road. She’d either have to close or agree to accept money from the one person in the world she wanted nothing to do with—the man who’d broken her heart ten years earlier.
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      Twenty-four hours later, Flo sat back on her haunches and looked around at the scraps of wallpaper which were all she had to show for hours of scraping away at the walls in her meeting room. Although much of the beautiful, flowered wallpaper had come away from the seams after twenty years of clinging to the walls, the rest had proved positively unwilling to leave its long-time home.

      She was relieved to hear the latch on the garden gate clatter. It meant she could have a break. She got up, stretched, and went to the window. Despite the heavy rain which appeared to have settled in for the day, it was easy to identify the person running up the garden path. The brilliant red hair would have been clue enough that it was Amber, her other best friend. But the bright yellow raincoat with rainbow motif confirmed it, as did the sunny smile she shot at Flo through the window.

      Flo went to the door to meet her. Amber just dodged the steady rivulet of rain which now streamed through the rusting holes on the porch roof.

      “Why didn’t you come round the back?”

      “I couldn’t reach the back door without getting my feet wet. Looks like the creek will overflow later. It’s covering your path already.” Amber shivered as some cold water found its way down the back of her coat. She looked up. “You should get this porch fixed.”

      “I should get a lot of things fixed,” said Flo wearily, as she stood aside to let Amber in. Behind Amber, the lights, left over from Christmas eight months earlier, brightened the afternoon gloom. Flo glanced across her garden to the road along which only a few people walked in the rain. One of them was a middle-aged man who was looking directly at her. They stared at each other for a moment before he hurried on, disappearing round a corner. Flo frowned as she closed the door.

      “Did someone bring you?” she asked Amber.

      “No! David thinks I came by car, but you know how much I love walking in the rain.” She shrugged off her coat and draped it onto a hook on the old-fashioned coat stand, so the drips would catch in the umbrella drip pan. She turned to Flo and gave her a big hug. “Now, let’s see what we can do with your dining room.”

      “Meeting room,” Flo mumbled. Maybe she’d give up on that.

      She followed Amber down the impressive hallway, with its carved kauri pillars and archway, opened the door and switched on the lights. There was a fraction of a second delay between the moment she depressed the Bakelite switch and the lights turning on. The electrics were also on her ‘to do’ list.

      “Apart from the kitchen, this is my favorite room in the house,” said Flo, automatically drawn to the French windows which opened out onto the large front garden. She glanced out, but the street was empty, and the rain was falling heavier now.

      “I love it, too, just as it is.”

      Flo sighed and turned to Amber. “Unfortunately, we’re in the minority. Everyone else seems to want perfection.” She adjusted one of the oil paintings which hung from the wooden picture rail that ran around the room. “They want electronics, rather than character; modern rather than old. I need help, Amber. I’m out of my depth here. I know what I like. Trouble is, no one else seems to like it.” She smiled at her best friend. “Except you, that is.”

      “And I’m not sure I’m going to be of much help. Maybe you should ask Rachel or Lizzi what to do. They’re far more sophisticated than me.”

      “Your sisters’ tastes are unquestionable. But I need something which is still me, if you know what I mean.”

      Amber shot Flo one of her big smiles. “I know exactly what you mean. And I feel honored you should choose me to help you be you.”

      Flo smiled at the very Amber-like response but also felt a wobble of nerves. “But maybe no rainbows. Less of the hippy vibe and more of the welcoming, homely yet still historic vibe. No offense.”

      “None taken.” Amber opened up the shopping bags she’d brought with her and withdrew some swatches and wallpaper books. “I was talking to David, as he deals in heritage buildings, and he gave me these to be going on with. I will temper my hippy vibe with his sophisticated, knowledgeable vibe.”

      Flo’s nerves vanished instantly. “And that, my friend, sounds pretty perfect to me.”

      “I also brought this,” said Amber, pulling a wallpaper steamer from yet another bag. “David says it’ll make things easier. You know he’d happily come around after work and help you, too.”

      Flo looked away. “I know. But he’s working with Rob and I don’t want your brother involved. Anyway,” she said, avoiding Amber’s gaze. She really didn’t want to talk with Amber about her big brother, Rob, again. “If you want to get the steamer going, I’ll keep working with the scraper.” She gave Amber a quick hug, as much to apologize for her comment about Rob as anything else. “Thank you so much. I really appreciate your help.”

      “It’s no problem. You know I’d do anything for you. But I still wish—”

      Flo stepped away and held up her hand. “No talk of your big brother, please. Let’s just get on with this.” She pushed a lock of hair, which had escaped her ponytail, behind her ear and scanned the walls. “We have a lot to do.”

      Flo picked up her scraper once more and pulled a long piece away from the wall, revealing yet another layer of wallpaper.

      “Oh, my goodness!” said Amber, as Flo peeled away the second layer to reveal a third.

      “I know. My ancestors certainly loved their wallpaper.”

      “And so do I,” said Amber. “Once we get this lot off, we can replace it with a design from those books I brought.”

      Flo looked doubtfully at the wallpaper books Amber had brought with her. “They look expensive.”

      “Don’t worry about that. David said he’d get you whatever you wanted.”

      “I can’t accept that! It must cost a fortune.”

      “You won’t be getting it for nothing! He knew you’d say that, and he especially asked for regular deliveries of your food. You know what my cooking’s like.”

      Flo did, and she completely understood David’s request.

      “Consider it a deal.”

      They were soon busy peeling away wallpaper, with folk music providing a backdrop to the quiet scraping sounds and Amber’s chatter. Flo found it a relief to get her teeth into something—something physical she could do while she tried to figure out how she could afford the technical things which Charlotte had requested. At least if the room looked good, she reasoned, she’d be more than halfway there. And this wouldn’t cost her anything—only her and Amber’s time.

      It was Amber’s silence which alerted Flo that something had happened. Amber’s talk had been a soothing antidote to Flo’s thoughts.

      She looked across the room to see Amber had stopped working and was peering beneath a long strip of wallpaper.

      “What’s up?”

      “I’m not sure,” said Amber. “There seems to be something behind this wallpaper.”

      “A wall?”

      “Very funny.” Amber put down the steamer, took a metal scraper and tapped the edge against the wall. A sharp metallic sound rang out. Flo frowned and jumped up, joining Amber as she pulled off a long strip of wallpaper, revealing the edge of something which was lodged in the wall.

      Flo ran her finger along the side and found some heavy-duty hinges. “That’s weird. What on earth is it?”

      “I don’t know. But, whatever it is, it was placed here after the other layers of wallpaper, and before this last one.”

      “It was last wallpapered in the late 1990s, I think.”

      Flo peeled back the remaining layers and scraped around the object until it was clear. They both stood back. “It’s a funny place to have a safe. Behind wallpaper.” Flo gnawed her lip and frowned, completely puzzled by the find. “I didn’t know we ever had a safe.”

      “It’s really weird that it’s been wallpapered over.”

      “Very weird.”

      “Who did the wallpapering?”

      “It would have been Gran because I’m pretty sure it was done after Grandad died.”

      “So… if your Gran wallpapered over it, she knew it was there,” said Amber.

      “And she wanted it hidden,” said Flo slowly, as she fingered the gunmetal gray surface, before resting her finger on the lock. There was no handle, only a lock. “Why on earth would she have wanted to do that?”

      Amber shrugged. “I guess you’ll only know for sure when you find out what’s inside.”

      Sometimes Amber could surprise Flo by showing a display of flawless logic.

      “You’re right.”

      “I wonder where the key is.”

      “It would only be in one place.”

      “Not one of the key rings?”

      Flo nodded. Her friends teased her about the old iron circular key rings, from which hung all shapes and sizes of keys, most of which looked as if they were over a hundred years old. They hung on a hook in the kitchen, just as they always had in her grandmother’s time. “I don’t know what locks half of them are for. But I haven’t had the heart to ditch any, in case I ever discover a lock without a key.”

      “Like now.”

      “Like now.”

      For a moment they looked at each other and it wasn’t excitement, but a sense of nervous tension which hung in the air between them.

      “But what if it’s something secret? Something which your Gran wanted to hide from everyone?”

      The same thought had occurred to Flo. It made her feel queasy. What could her grandmother have possibly wanted to hide from the world? Whatever it was, it couldn’t be good news. And she really didn’t want to receive any more bad news. She was sick of bad news.

      “I don’t know,” she whispered. Silence fell between them. Only the steady patter of rain on the window and the surge of waves pounding on the shore out the back of the house filled the silence.

      Suddenly, there was a banging on the door. They both jumped, and Amber shrieked. Flo recovered first, shaking her head at how carried away she’d been by Amber’s imagination and her own fears. “It’s only the door.”

      Amber gave an uncertain laugh. “David’s always saying I let my imagination run away with me.” She shrugged nervously. “For a moment, I imagined it was an avenging angel or something.”

      “I’ll face the avenging angel. Although why they didn’t just enter, I don’t know. Everyone else does.” Except, she thought, going along the darkening hallway to the front door, Charlotte Kincaid. God, she hoped it wasn’t her again. Perhaps Amber was on to something. Perhaps it was an avenging angel come to pay a visit.

      Flo flung the door open and her thoughts were confirmed. It was an avenging angel, just a different one to the one she’d imagined. Outside, under the decrepit porch, stood Rob Connelly, someone she wanted to see even less than Charlotte.

      “Rob!” she said, annoyed that despite her wish to avoid her ex-boyfriend, there was a note of excitement in her voice. She immediately tamped it down. “What are you doing here?” She was pleased she sounded annoyed.

      “Good to see you, too, Flo,” said Rob with his usual low rumble. His voice had always got to her, its vibrations traveling deep inside of her, making a connection she no longer wanted. He was wearing a bushman’s oiled jacket left open, with worn jeans and a black t-shirt underneath. He was broader, more muscled than he’d been when he’d left Flo and New Zealand all those years ago—a period of time which she thought of as forever. He was, not to put too fine a point on it, even more sexy than before.

      Flo forced herself to ignore her instinctive reaction, which was to jump into his arms and allow him to carry her off. She’d done that years ago and look how that had ended. She couldn’t even allow herself to give her usual warm welcome to visitors, because Rob was different. Rob was the man who’d hurt her beyond pain itself.

      “I guess you’re here to see your little sister?” One thing was certain, Rob wouldn’t have come to see Flo. When they’d last met, she’d made it clear she wanted nothing to do with him.

      “Yep. Mind if I come in?” He glanced up at the leaking roof through which rain now ran in thick, rope-like cords. “I would have come to the back door as usual, but the path by the beach is impassable now. You really should—”

      “Get that seen to,” she interrupted. “I know, and I will.”

      Flo opened the door wide, and he stepped into the hallway. She suddenly remembered how he used to call and see her and her grandmother, his tall frame filling the hallway in a way which neither she, nor her grandmother, had ever done. He had a presence, and she’d forgotten about it. The appearance of Amber in the hallway, all large eyes and ethereal beauty, brought her back to the present.

      “Rob! What are you doing here?” asked Amber.

      Rob shook his head. “Not you, too.” He sighed. “I’m here because David asked me to come.”

      “David?”

      “Yes, David. Your husband.”

      Amber looked like she’d recovered. “I know who David is! What’s happened? Is everything all right?”

      “He’s fine. He’s still in Shelter Springs.” His usual kind voice replaced the cool tone he’d used with Flo. He’d always been close to his youngest sister, and he obviously wanted to reassure her. “He says to tell you that Aimee sends her love.”

      “Aw, I miss my darling niece. Like you must miss your—”

      “But he asked if I’d pick you up,” interrupted Rob quickly.

      Flo frowned. Rob might be a cheating bastard to her, but he was the kindest brother, and she’d never heard him interrupt Amber before. Not even when Amber was at her wackiest.

      “What were you going to say, Amber?” asked Flo. “Rob might miss what?” Or who, she thought to herself.

      Amber blushed and looked nervously at Rob. She shook her head.

      “David reckoned you’d have walked to Flo’s,” continued Rob, as if Flo hadn’t spoken. “And the storm is only going to worsen.”

      Amber smiled at the thought of her doting husband. “How come my husband knows so much about me?”

      “I don’t know,” said Rob with a smile. “It’s almost as if he loves you or something.”

      Amber beamed. “Yes, he does.”

      Flo’s heart tweaked a little, and she looked away. So much love and none of it for her. “Well, you’d best get going then.” She gave Amber a quick hug. “Thanks for coming and getting me started.”

      “I’ll be back when I can. And Maddy and Gabe will, too. We’ll all pitch in and help.” Amber turned to her brother. “Won’t we, Rob?”

      Rob raised his eyebrow in question at Flo. “That’s up to Flo.”

      Amber turned to Flo. “You will accept Rob’s help, won’t you?”

      Flo shot Amber a dark look. Amber knew full well that Rob was the last person she’d accept help from. They both knew. “No. But thank you all the same,” she added. She might hate the man who’d broken her heart so many years before, but she could be polite and grown up about it.

      “Why not?” asked Amber.

      Flo lost control of the tumult of emotions which surged through her whenever Rob was around. “Because I don’t want him around.” Her heart pounded, and she regretted the words as soon as they’d escaped, like steam, relieving the pressure but scalding everyone in sight.

      Rob sucked in a sharp breath. “Right, I guess that’s our cue to leave. Amber? You ready?”

      Amber was looking worriedly from Flo to Rob and then back to Flo again.

      Rob disappeared outside onto the porch.

      Amber ignored Rob’s question and gave Flo a hug and held on tight. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

      “It’s okay. I shouldn’t have said that, but I feel you guys are pressuring me to do something I don’t want. Amber, after what happened, I don’t want anything from your brother.”

      “I just want the people I love to love each other.”

      “That only happens in fairy tales.”

      “No, no, it doesn’t. I won’t believe it. I won’t let it be like that.”

      “Please, Amber, just leave me be. I know what I’m doing.” And right there was the biggest lie of all.

      While Amber went to collect her things, Flo was drawn to the porch, her eyes fixed on the dark shape of Rob’s back. She knew her words had hurt him. And she felt guilty, despite the pain which she still nurtured and kept close—because how else could she protect herself?

      “I’m sorry, Rob. That came out harsher than I meant it to.”

      His shoulders relaxed a little, and he turned slightly and looked over his shoulder at her. The dim yellow light of the outside light caught his face. It made his gaze warmer somehow. She swallowed.

      “It’s okay. I only hope that one day you’ll forgive me.”

      Amber’s arrival on the porch, carrying too many bags, saved Flo from answering. Amber juggled the bags as she tried to pull on her raincoat. Flo avoided Rob’s eyes, but could feel his gaze on her as if it were a physical thing. It had always been like that. Some things, it seemed, never changed.

      Amber yelped as a drip turned into a river of water as it broke through the rust in the porch roof. Was it Flo’s imagination or was there more rain gushing through the holes in the porch? Amber put up her umbrella and grinned at Flo. “I’ll be around again as soon as I can. But we’ve made a start.” She gripped Flo’s arm. “And don’t forget to look for the key for the—”

      A tearing sound from above interrupted Amber. Rob and Amber looked up. With one quick movement, Rob pushed Amber back into the hall, where she stumbled into Flo’s arms as the porch roof came crashing down, along with a waterfall of rain.

      Without a thought, Flo rushed out into the pouring rain and grabbed Rob’s arm as he threw aside a rusting piece of corrugated iron, which had narrowly missed his head. He pointed to it, his eyes ablaze.

      “Are you okay?” shouted Flo above the sound of the thundering rain. She could hardly see
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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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