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      Every year I set goals for my writing in order to push myself to improve both my craft and my production.  For 2023 I committed to writing at least one piece of short fiction every week, and to put them out in five collections over the course of the year.  To make it more interesting, I also committed to running crowdfunding campaigns for each of the collections.

      

      This is the first collection to come out of this challenge.  It consists of ten stories ranging from military science fiction to sweet, meet-cute romance, and I had a lot of fun writing them.  They are presented in the order they were written.

      

      Have fun reading these stories, and I hope you’ll join me for the remaining four collections of 2023.

      

      
        
        Warm Regards,

        Michael Kingswood

      

        

      
        May 2023

        San Diego, CA
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      As a retired Naval Officer, I enjoy reading military science fiction books.  But I also sometimes find them frustrating, because I compare how the authors portray a Navy against what I experienced, and they often come up lacking.

      

      Which of course means I have to write military science fiction of my own.

      

      This first story follows the adventures of a flight crew in the Icaran Confederation Navy, which I created to scratch that military scifi itch.  I’ve written a number of stories featuring the ICN, and intend to write many more going forward.

      

      Enjoy!

    

  


  
    
      When you look out into the depths of the endless night of space, it’s easy to lose yourself.  The soul-imperiling emptiness stretching for inconceivable distances in all directions.  The stark beauty of the multitudinous, yet also somehow exceedingly rare by volume, stars everywhere.

      Every time Lieutenant Jason Hensen, Icaran Confederation Navy, looked out there, he had to force himself to not wander into an awed stupor, just gazing into nothing and everything and leaving the world behind in rapturous contemplation of the stupefying immensity of it, and his minuscule to the point of meaninglessness position within it.

      Fortunately, the piloting bubble of the surveillance and reconnaissance skiff he flew had a heads-up display built into the plasteel hemisphere surrounding his pilot’s station.  The skiff’s course vector ran ahead, a deep blue line with pips denoting her current velocity, and a smaller red or green line showing the current acceleration he had applied.  The icons showing the locations of nearby vessels—blue circles for navy, green squares for civilian, yellow squares for unknown—were also projected in locations on the bubble corresponding to their current positions, smaller numerical values depicting whether those locations were from the skiff’s sensors, the star system’s Common Operating Picture (COP), or from the vessels’ transponders.  The star system’s ecliptic was a white line drawn across the whole, with planets and other large objects shown as solid white circles.

      More than enough to keep him from zoning out too badly.

      Most of the time.

      But when he had the midwatch patrol, even that wasn’t always enough.  Not much ever happened on the midwatch.

      Most of the time.

      And this night wasn’t shaping up to be much different.  Except…

      The slightly bitter scent on the air from the atmosphere processing gear back aft seemed more sharp than normal just then, and Jason’s malaise eased as he perked up in his seat, the olive-green flight suit he wore rustling softly from his sudden movement.  His eyes flicked up and to the right, to where his ship’s status display was projected on the piloting bubble.

      Internal pressure and temperature—always just a tiny bit on the chilly side for his taste—both read normal.  Fuel status was as expected for this long into the patrol.  Reactor output was also to be expected for his throttle setting.

      “Boxer, you seeing anything abnormal in ship’s systems?” he asked.

      He didn’t wear a headset.  His implants detected the speech automatically and transmitted it through the skiff’s internal communications system to his Sensor And Auxiliary Systems Operator (SASO) in the body of the skiff astern of him.

      In the older models that Jason had initially trained on before hitting the Fleet Replacement Squadron and then SSR-25, the Timberwolves, the SASO would have sat directly to his right, making comms easier.  But they lacked the all-around piloting bubble, instead being configured more like the cockpit of an atmospheric transport.

      Jason preferred it this way.  And anyway Boxer was close enough that they could hear each other just fine unless they had the hatch from the hull to the piloting bubble shut, and they only did that during combat conditions.  The implants were just backups most of the time.

      “Negative, Joyride.  Everything’s in the green.  Why?”

      No matter how many times he heard it, Jason’s callsign made him chuckle ruefully and shake his head.  He should never have told the guys about that incident.  Ah well.

      He rolled his shoulders and blew out a breath to clear the imagined cobwebs and re-focus himself.  “Nothing, I guess.  Just imagining things.”

      “Yeah well, it’s the midwatch.  Want some tunes?”

      Jason glanced to the left and up, to his Navigation overlay box.  He had set the home waypoint to ICS HATHERLY, the ship he and his flight detachment were based aboard, and they were currently 80,000 clicks away and getting farther by the moment.

      Playing music over the internal comms system was contrary to regulations, but what the hell.  It was the midwatch, and HATHERLY was far enough away who would know?

      “A little metal never hurts.”

      Boxer groaned slightly; he was more into operatic and classical music.  But Jason was the spacecraft commander, and anyway Boxer had picked the tunes last time.  So a moment later a pounding bass line accompanied by hard drums and a hard, syncopated guitar riff began piping through his implants.

      Softly, so as to not drown out official comms.  But it made all the difference.

      The night’s mission profile was a standard forward scouting pattern: go out 300k clicks ahead of HATHERLY’s planned track on passive sensors then reposition to four points 100k to port and starboard, above and below the track, and initiate active scans at each point.

      Passive gravitic sensors combined with inputs from the COP and transponder feeds from civilian vessels should provide a clear picture of activity half a million clicks or more ahead of HATHERLY’s track for the duration of the patrol, farther than HATHERLY could see with her onboard passive sensors.  The brief active scans would pick up anything the passive scans missed.  The skiff would send updated track reports through their data link with the ship, so the Tactical Action Officer (TAO) there could better decide how to go about the night’s mission.

      HATHERLY could, of course, run active scans of her own, but that had the potential of giving her position away.  And their tasking was to remain undetected as far as feasible while maintaining safety of ship.  So she was running with her transponder in receive-only mode and using the skiffs from the flight detachment as her eyes and ears.

      That meant some risk to Jason and Boxer, because when they did their scans their emissions would be detectable to other vessels.  But the skiff’s active array was turned to frequencies used by commonly carried civilian sensors so that risk was minimal.

      Or so the geeks who designed them said.  But they weren’t out here on the edge of the Tsago Dominance’s space, with their butts on the line.

      Not that there was a shooting war at the moment.  Or indication that there might be.  But relations with the Dominance had never been good after the disastrous first encounter between their ships and those of the Icaran Confederation.  In the two decades since then, there had been a number of small border skirmishes that only heavy lifting from the Diplomatic Corps had stopped from turning into something more.

      And the Dominance had swallowed up two independent systems that the government on Icarus knew of during that time period.  So there was always that possibility in the back of everyone’s mind.

      But it was the midwatch.  And Dominance personnel were human too; they had to sleep like everyone else.

      Didn’t mean they had to keep their ships clocks set to the system’s local standard, though.  Their midwatch might be HATHERLY’s noon.

      Comforting thought.

      Ahead and to port, twenty degrees depressed from the skiff’s course vector and 450,000 clicks distant, was the jump point into Dominance space.  Tonight’s patrol would bring Jason and Boxer within weapons range of any vessel that might be lurking nearby there or that jumped into the system.

      Long weapons range, and evasion wouldn’t be all that difficult from such a long shot.  But the danger was not zero.

      So it was with some trepidation that he watched the range ticker to their first patrol waypoint tick down toward zero over the next half hour.  He throttled back, lowering the skiff’s speed to match HATHERLY’s as they arrived, then did a quick scan of the contact icons on his piloting bubble.  All green, no yellow.  And no red.

      “We’ve reached Point One,” he said.  “Anything?”

      Boxer replied quickly, “Nope.  Commending active scan.”

      “Roger,” Jason said, and felt himself tense up slightly.

      Of course, there was no reason to get nervous.  No Dominance ships were in system, or scheduled to come visit.  Or at least, the Diplomats didn’t know of any that they had passed on to the Navy.

      Didn’t mean there couldn’t be a surprise waiting.

      But five minutes later, Boxer reported no new contacts, so Jason adjusted course for the second patrol waypoint.

      And then after detecting nothing again at the second waypoint, Jason put those little bits of nervousness aside with a wry, silent self-scold.  Of course nothing was going to happen.  It was the midwatch.

      And it was over halfway done.  He glanced up at the chronometer tucked away in his ship’s status display box, and despite having gotten a good crew rest before takeoff, had to fight to suppress a yawn.  0332.  Their relief would be launching in an hour and a half, and then they could head back to the barn a half hour later, once Jerky and Hobo got on station.

      It was going to be a long couple of hours.  If—

      A burst of light below and to the right of him drew Jason’s eye.  Adrenaline surged through him as he got a full look at it: a kaleidoscope of colors throughout the visible spectrum, wavering and turning in space for a couple seconds, and then just as quickly winking out as though it had never been.

      “Gravitic sensors just pegged,” Boxer reported, surprise plain in his voice.

      “The jump point opened.”

      “Say again?”

      “Commence active scan.”

      “Joyride—“

      “Do it!”

      A few seconds passed, then Boxer replied in the kind of a clipped, professional tone that he only used when he was really feeling the stress.  “New contact bearing 035 mark 062,” and a white block appeared on the piloting bubble right where the swath of light from the jump point opening had been.  “No transponder.  Course…”  Boxer paused.  “Course is erratic, fluctuating.”

      “Can you get a visual?”  Unless the craft, whatever it was, was significantly smaller than the skiff, they should be well within resolution range on one of the two optical telescopes mounted on the skiff’s dorsal and ventral surfaces.

      “Wait one.”

      In his mind’s eye Jason could see Boxer working the controls to bring the lower camera online and align it to the contact.  Should be just a—

      Boxer let out a low whistle.  “Check it out.”

      A data window popped up on the piloting bubble.  Jason felt his eyebrows rising of their own accord and his jaw drop open.  “What is that?”

      Data on the Dominance’s Naval Order of Battle was far from complete, but he had learned the silhouettes of all their known craft.  This didn’t match any of them.

      It was tough to tell scale for certain, but Jason would bet the craft was not very much larger than his skiff.  It was triangular, with what on an atmospheric craft would be called a delta wing.  And it had a vertical stabilizer as well.  Maybe it was designed for both orbital and atmospheric flight?

      It was painted sky blue except for on the leading surfaces of the delta wing, which were charcoal grey, and it had an intricate design in red, green, and black on the side of its vertical stabilizer.  Green and red running lights shown from the starboard and port wingtips, as per standard, and it had a red strobe atop the stabilizer and a pair of solid white lights on the dorsal section of its hull.

      And it was spinning: a slow counterclockwise yaw that made it almost resemble a misshapen top from this angle.  And no wonder.  A significant portion of the trailing edge of the port delta wing had been blown off, looked like.  There were black scorch marks all over, anyway.  A whitish mist trailed behind the craft as it spun: off-gassing of some sort.

      “Dunno.  But it looks like he took a hit,” Boxer said, echoing Jason’s thoughts.

      “Yeah.  Did you pass the word to HATHERLY?”

      “Affirm.  They’re setting Condition 2 and adjusting course to intercept, flank acceleration.  Jerky and Hobo are up and starting launch preps.”

      For all the good that would do.  The flight detachment had been maintaining Alert 60 per standard peacetime procedures: ready to launch in an hour from call-up.  Jerky and Hobo might be able to go faster than that since they would have already started their preflight preparations for their scheduled patrol.  But probably not by much.

      The closest other naval units were halfway around the system to spinward, and even though HATHERLY was now burning toward them at 15 Gs, she wouldn’t get here for longer than it would take Jerky and Hobo to launch.

      So Jason and Boxer were on their own for a while.

      “Ok.  I’m going to maneuver us closer.  Try hailing it.”

      “It’s moving away from the jump point pretty quickly; must have been burning like hell on the other side.  But we won’t just be within weapons range from the jump point when we reach it; we’ll almost be at point blank range.”

      “It’s a vessel in distress.  We can’t just leave it.”

      A short pause, then Jason could practically hear Boxer’s nod, see his rueful grimace.  “Yeah.  Just saying.”

      “I know.  Get the countermeasures system warmed up, and tell HATHERLY we’re moving in.”

      “I turned it on as soon as the jump point opened.”

      Jason smiled grimly at that, then he adjusted the control yoke to point the skiff toward the tactical system’s computed intercept point with the new contact—shown as a grey circle offset from the contact box by about 30 degrees—and increased the thrust from the skiff’s gravitic engines.

      As he did so, Boxer sent out, “Unknown craft exiting the Jinhua Jump Point, this is the Icaran Confederation Navy Skiff Lobo Six Zero Seven, approaching from forward starboard at 30 degrees elevation.  You are directed to identify yourself, over,” on the common hailing frequency.

      It was the standard frequency used in all of the Confederation’s systems, and all the other nations the Confederation dealt with.  Even the Dominance used it, though not in their home systems.  So there was a decent chance the intruder could receive the transmission, or at least know to tune to that frequency.

      But then if this wasn’t a Dominance ship, maybe not?  And would they understand the language?  The Dominance primarily used Mandarin, and a bit of Cantonese and Nihongo, but they could speak the common English that the Confederation and her neighbors used, and did when they interacted with the ICN.  But who knew what this guy spoke.

      “One thing at a time,” Jason said to himself, earning a “Huh?” from Boxer in return.

      “Nothing,” he said.  “No response?”

      “Nope.  I’m going to try some other frequencies.”

      “Roger.  Keep up the active scan; focus it toward the jump point.  I don’t want to be surprised by someone else coming through.”

      “Never stopped.”

      Good.  And Jason had expected Boxer would do that; he’d been in the game just as long as Jason had, and knew his stuff.

      Still, a little watchteam backup never hurt anyone.

      The skiff drew nearer to the intruder over the next several minutes without any response to Boxer’s hails, and the image in the data window became more clear.  Jason found he had to work to tear his eyes away from it to do his normal instrument scan and take care of his piloting duties.

      Not that it was particularly interesting to look at, in and of itself.  The design wasn’t exactly novel, except for the wings, which were useless in a pure spaceship.  But it was fascinating, nevertheless.  The mystery, yes, but also the possibilities.

      Was this a new Dominance ship?  Or someone else, who had come through Dominance space to the Confederation?

      That opened all manner of potentials that sent Jason into speculation for a long several minutes before he noticed…

      The wingtip running lights and the white dorsal lights on the intruder were flickering.

      Wait.  No, not flickering, like the power was failing.  Blinking.  Blinking rhythmically, almost intentionally.

      Jason blinked, and focused in on the lights.  The pattern was vaguely familiar.  Like something he’d seen once…

      He drew in a quick breath.  “Boxer, the contact’s lights, I think they’re blinking in Morse Code!”

      “What?”  A pause, then, “Hey you’re right.  I think.  I don’t remember my Morse very well.  Do you?”

      Jason shook his head before he recalled Boxer couldn’t see him.  “I remember SOS, that’s about it.  Are you recording video or just stills?”

      “Both, and I’m way ahead of you.  Sending the video feed to HATHERLY now.  They can have the comms techs decode it.”

      “Outstanding.”

      Jason glanced at the contact data on his piloting bubble again.  Time to intercept had ticked down to less than fifteen minutes.  Hopefully HATHERLY would be able to make something out of the intruder’s message—if it actually was one—before then.  Otherwise things might get awkward.

      The timer was down to less than five minutes, and the vessel was visible to the naked eye through his piloting bubble, when the call came.

      “Lobo Six Zero Seven, this is HATHERLY Actual, over.”

      Jason blinked, and heard Boxer draw in a surprised breath.  The CO himself was on the line?  This was about to get heavy.  He keyed his ship-to-ship comms control, which was set to HATHERLY’s frequency.  “Lobo Six Zero Seven.”

      “Six Zero Seven, we’ve decoded most of their message.  They say they can receive but their transmitter is damaged.  They claim to be a transport of the Free Republic of Hazador Navy, and they have three members of their Parliament onboard.  They are fleeing Dominance aggression and have requested asylum and protection, over.”

      The Free what of what?  “Roger.  Interrogative: Free Republic of Hazador?”

      “We don’t know either, Six Zero Seven.  But whoever they are, if the Dominance is hostile to them they are potential allies for us.  I am granting them asylum pending official word back from Admiral Kennerly at System HQ.  That will take at least 2 hours.  In the meantime, we are preparing the VBSS team to rendezvous with the contact and extract its personnel.  Your orders are to take up station between the contact and the jump point, monitor the situation, and if necessary defend the contact against Dominance attack, if they should come through the jump point.  Over.”

      Defend them?  With what?  The skiffs could be loaded out with a light anti-ship strike package, but Jason’s wasn’t; he had the surveillance and reconnaissance package.  Both of the skiffs based on HATHERLY did.  He had a light plasma cannon for self defense—not good for much more than scaring a small civilian pleasure craft—and his countermeasures system, which hopefully could spoof incoming torpedoes or missiles aimed at his skiff.  Maybe.

      And that was it.

      “Roger.”

      He couldn’t keep the doubt out of his voice, and suspected it transmitted through the comms circuit.

      A moment later, the CO’s reply confirmed it.  “We are refitting Six Zero Eight to a strike package.  ETA for launch 35 minutes.  HATHERLY will be in weapons range in one hour.  Until then you’re it.  Do your best, Six Zero Seven, over.”

      It took a moment for what the CO said to sink in.  He knew their limitations, that they likely couldn’t do much except soak up a missile or two.  And that’s what he expected them to do, if necessary.

      Yeah, it got real heavy.  Real heavy, real fast.

      “Roger.”

      “Good luck, gentlemen.  HATHERLY out.”

      Jason blew out a long, slow breath.

      “Well that sucks,” Boxer said, and Jason’s long exhale became a laugh that was part tension release, part resignation, and part legit humor of the deadpan way he said it.

      “Yeah, it does.”

      “Mom told me to become a dentist.  Guess I shoulda listened to her.”

      Jason laughed again, 75% humor this time.  “Well, too late for that.  We’re here so let’s get it done.”

      It only took a few minutes to get positioned as the CO ordered.  Jason put the skiff about a kilometer away from the contact and rotated the skiff so the countermeasure system’s antennas and decoy launchers were oriented directly toward the jump point.

      If they were going to do this, better give themselves the best chance possible.

      Then there wasn’t much to do but sit back and wait.  And take a better look at the contact.  This close, Jason could tell his initial estimate of the vessel’s size was wrong; it was about three times the size of the skiff, and he could see a number of small portholes running down the sides of the hull: windows for the important travelers to look out from their cabins, unless he missed his guess.

      He wondered what they were up to, over there.  HATHERLY had taken over comms with them, and told them their request for asylum was granted and to expect the VBSS team’s arrival within two hours.  They probably had all sorts of great entertainment equipment onboard to pass the time.

      He found himself envying them that.

      “Shoulda brought a deck of cards,” Jason said, and Boxer laughed.

      “I’m always down to take your money,” the SASO said, and Jason snorted.

      “I was thinking Go Fish, not Poker.”

      “Coward.”

      Jason snorted again, then looked at his chronometer.  From what the CO said, Jerky and Hobo should be launching in another 10 minutes, and HATHERLY would be in weapons range in 35.

      He willed the minutes to tick by more quickly, and it seemed to be working.

      Eight minutes now.

      Five.

      “Maybe we’ll get lucky, and they won’t bother to continue the—“ Boxer cut off abruptly, then said, “Aw hell.  Gravitics just pegged again.”

      The way the skiff was oriented, Jason couldn’t see the jump gate’s rainbow display this time.  All the same, there was no doubt what had just happened, and his spirits, which had been rising by the minute almost without his noticing it, dropped down into his boots.

      “Crap,” he said.

      “New contact.  Correction, two new contacts.  They’re actively scanning.  From their transmissions looks like a Dominance Frigate and Corvette.”

      “Double crap.”

      “That’s the truth,” Boxer said.  Then the tension in his voice ratcheted up to 11.  “I’m reading fire control radars now.  Locking on us.”

      “Rig for combat,” Jason said, and it was like the words flipped a switch in his mind.  His thoughts crystalized, resolving down into the checklist of things to do, and he began going down it.

      Reactor to max power.  Engine limiters off.  Plasma cannon safety off—it might matter.

      He flipped a switch on the left hand side of his pilot’s chair, and heard the hatch between himself and Boxer slide shut.

      Then he reached up and pulled on the padded collar of his flight suit.  The flexible plasteel hood that was contained within the padding released, and he pulled it over his head.  A practiced run of his hands along the seam of the hood activated the adhesive there, and he secured to the rest of his flight suit.  A hose connection from the skiff’s atmosphere system to a fitting on his suit and he had airflow, and his flight suit was now space ready.

      “You set, Boxer?”

      “Affirm.”

      “Ok.”  Jason drew a breath and steeled himself.  “Commence jamming.  Decoys ready?”

      “Jammers on.  Decoys good to go.”

      The implants in Jason’s right ear crackled, then a new voice came over his comms circuit.  Jason recognized Jerky immediately.

      “Lobo Six Zero Seven, this is Six Zero Eight.  We’re off, doing max burn to you.  ETA ten minutes.  Weapons range in five.”

      Jason looked at the chronometer.  They got out ahead of schedule—awesome.  “Roger.  We’ve got it covered until then.  We drifted far enough from the jump gate they won’t be able to split up and gain enough bearing separation to come at us from different axes for at least a few minutes, over.”

      There was a noticeable hesitation before Jerky replied, “Roger.  We’re going to come on your starboard side.  HATHERLY is maneuvering to come in from below and to port.”

      Good to know.  “Roger, out,” he said, just as he heard in the left implant a deep voice speaking heavily-accented but smooth English.

      “This is the Tsago Dominace warship YANGTZE to Icaran Confederation vessel.  We are here to apprehend Dominance subjects who are fugitives from justice.  You are directed to cease your jamming immediately and stand aside.  Failure to do so will be regarded as an act of aggression against the Tsago Dominance, requiring an immediate and overwhelming response.”

      Well this was going downhill fast.  Jason opened his mouth to reply and brought his thumb down onto the transmit control button.

      Then stopped as HATHERLY beat him to it.

      “This is the Icaran Confederation Navy Cruiser HATHERLY to Dominance warships.  Your presence here uninvited is a violation of Confederation territory.  The Free Republic of Hazador Navy vessel is under our protection.  You will cease your pursuit and depart this system immediately.  Failure to comply or any further aggressive action from you, will be viewed as an act of war against the Icaran Confederation.”

      Silence over the comms circuits followed, punctuated only by a loud thumping in Jason’s ears.  He wasn’t sure whether it was the drum line from the music Boxer still had playing over their internal comms circuit or the pounding of his heart.  Or both.

      “They still locked on us?” he asked, and was amazed that his voice came out steady and strong.

      “Fire control radar is still up, yes.  Hopefully the jamming broke their lock.”

      Yeah.  Hopefully.

      Finally, the Dominance voice came back on the circuit.  “This is an internal Dominance matter, HATHERLY.  You have no right to interfere.”

      “You are in Confederation territory, YANGTZE.  Depart now, or we will consider your vessels hostile.”

      And  that had to give the Dominance commander pause.  He had two ships, yes.  But a Frigate and a Corvette.  HATHERLY was a brand spanking new top-of-the line battlecruiser, fresh from post-delivery overhaul and upgrades, with the latest and greatest in ICN technology and weaponry.  She outgunned the two Dominance ships by at least 4 to 1 all by herself.

      They had to know that.

      But they also had to know she was still pretty far away.  Did they have good intel on ICN weapons engagement ranges for the latest hardware?

      Jason said a quick prayer that if they did have any intel, it overstated those ranges.

      Because if they knew they still had 20 minutes until HATHERLY could do anything to them…that was plenty of time to blow him up.

      Jerky and Hobo would return fire, naturally.  And their strike package could certainly do some damage, especially to the Corvette.

      But that wouldn’t help him and Boxer very much.

      So he sweated by the seconds that passed after HATHERLY’s response.  Naturally, the band’s male singer decided to engage in a particularly guttural and brutal chorus, accompanied by a guitar riff that sounded like it could kill a platoon at 100 yards by itself.

      All of a sudden Jason really wished for some nice opera music instead.

      More seconds passed, but they seemed to stretch like years.  Then the Dominance officer spoke again.

      “This insult to the Dominance will not be forgotten, HATHERLY.  Or forgiven.  YANGTZE out.”

      Ok…what did that mean?

      From the way he had aligned the skiff he couldn’t see the Dominance warships’ icons on his piloting bubble directly; they were just over his right shoulder, past the extent of the plasteel bubble.  There was just a pair of red arrowheads pointing in that direction, telling him hostile contacts were in that direction.

      He got the strong urge to yaw the skiff around so he could see better.  But that might bring the jammers and decoy launchers out of optimal alignment, and that would be bad.

      So he’d just have to suck up having an incomplete picture.

      Boxer, of course, would have a more clear view on his SASO tactical display, and just then Jason envied him his position, even though he never got to fly.

      But only for a second.

      Then both red arrowheads winked out

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.
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TERMINATION
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