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      MISS HILVERSHAM’S SEMINARY FOR YOUNG LADIES, BATH, 1820

      Just before the first pale streaks lit up the grey morning sky, a gangly youth scrambled out of the top window of Miss Hilversham’s Seminary for Young Ladies in Bath.

      His feet sought support against the brick wall as he dangled precariously, clinging to a makeshift rope made of knotted linen sheets. His knuckles grazed the wall. Clutching the rope tightly, he dropped a few metres and jerked to a halt. His leather bag toppled to the ground. He cursed. Then, with a sharp intake of breath, he let himself fall.

      He rolled onto the grass and listened—but the house remained quiet. He hastily collected the items that had fallen out of the bag and squashed a mangled top hat on his head. Sucking on his grazed knuckles, he crawled under the bushes to the neighbour’s garden. The house had been empty for months. He opened the iron gate with a creak.

      After a furtive look left and right, the boy scurried along the road and disappeared.

      Just as the church bell chimed four, a man wearing a massive greatcoat and carrying a lantern and a stick sauntered around the corner from the other end of the street—the night watch.

      He threw a probing glance up at the stern, grey mansion house with the Palladian portico. Yawning until his jaw cracked, he proceeded to stroll down the street.

      Everything was in good order in Paradise Row twenty-four.

      

      Miss Penelope Shakti Reid, known to her friends as simply Pen, sat in a mail coach to London, her heart thudding violently in her ribcage. She did not know whether that was because she was about to see Marcus soon, or because she’d just run away from Miss Hilversham’s Seminary for Young Ladies, disguised as a boy. She was finally on her way to London. Alone.

      Had she completely lost her mind?

      Remember, you’re a man now, she told herself, untucked her legs and sprawled them out widely in what she hoped was the indolently languid, masculine fashion of occupying more space than was necessary. Judging from the irritated look from the woman with the cabbage basket who sat next to her, who shuffled aside to avoid their thighs touching, she may have succeeded.

      Pen’s coat stretched too tightly across her chest. The trousers were too short, and that annoying top hat kept falling over her eyes. Sally, the maid, had miscalculated her size when she had procured her the clothes. She’d cut her hair earlier in roughshod fashion, leaving it long enough for her to tie together at her neck. The shears she’d used had been blunt, and her short black hair stuck out in all directions. She’d stared at her narrow face in the dim mirror and blinked. The short hair, which she’d chopped off beneath her ears and tied back severely, made her look more masculine. Her eyes were still huge, her nose possibly too dainty, her mouth a tad too long, and there was nothing to be done about those endlessly long eyelashes. But her figure was good. Pen had always been tall and slim. She’d bound her breasts tightly with bandages and worn her corset on top. She made a dapper, if somewhat gangly, youth.

      Pen tilted the hat forward, so it shadowed her face. Crossing her arms, she pretended to sleep. After the last stop she really must’ve fallen asleep, for when she opened her eyes, the coach drew into The Golden Cross Inn at Charing Cross, London.

      

      Pen had forgotten what London was like. She did not know what was more overwhelming. The sounds, which consisted of the clattering of horse hooves, the calls of the pedlars and vendors – “Sweep!” “Two a penny!” “Milk below!” and “Four for sixpence, Mackerel!” – or the overpowering smell of the city.

      Faugh! How could one breathe in this noxious air? It was a miasma of rotten meat and sweat mixed with the sweetness of freshly baked bread and candied almonds. Now and then a waft of hot air from the Thames carried the smell of fish and faeces, decay, and urine.

      Pen gagged.

      She stood under the black statue of King Charles I on a horse and clutched her leather bag. Gaping, she watched Charing Cross Road, the hustle, bustle, and congestion.

      Which way did she have to go? Right, left, or straight on?

      Someone pushed her from behind, and she stumbled over the cobbles and nearly fell into a pile of horse manure.

      “Move on, boy, move on,” said a man carrying a crate. “Yer standing in the middle of the street.”

      So she was. A coach rattled by closely, and she jumped aside.

      She ducked out of the way when a chimney sweep swung his ladder into her way.

      “Watch it,” she said, then cleared her throat. Her voice was too high. She’d have to lower her voice and grumble more.

      Pull yourself together, Pen, she scolded herself. Anyone will know you’re a clumsy country bumpkin if you continue to behave as you do. Even worse, they’ll unmask you as the girl you are. Recall what you came here to do.

      Marcus. She had to find Marcus.

      She drew herself up. Walk like a man. Chin up. Chest out. Long strides. With purpose and confidence.

      It worked. The little newspaper vending boy jumped aside.

      “The Morning Chronicle, sir?” he piped after her.

      Pen shook her head.

      Bird Street. Where on earth was Bird Street?

      Pen closed her eyes. She’d memorised the entire map of London back at the school. She knew she could either take a hackney, which would be the more reasonable thing to do, or she could walk. Pall Mall, Bond Street, Oxford Street, Bird Street. It hadn’t looked too far on the map. How fascinating to walk alone in the streets without having a companion or maid trailing after her. She felt the rush of an exhilarating sense of freedom. Her legs started to move.

      Bath was nothing like London, she decided. Bath was a pretty country village compared to this. Bath was quiet, safe. There were fewer people. The air was better, but it was also less fascinating. London pulsed with life. It was chaotic. It was loud. It was overwhelming. It surprised her that she liked it.

      As she walked down Bond Street towards Oxford Street, the area grew more and more familiar. Her speed increased, as did the thudding of her heart.

      There it was, the little street where she used to live, for a short time only, so long ago. As if in another life.

      She stood in front of the little townhouse.

      It looked like it did before, with a grey front and a wrought-iron fence at the entrance.

      With wet palms and dry mouth, she lifted the brass door knocker.

      A maid opened and looked at her inquisitively.

      “I am here to see Mr Marcus Smith, please.”

      The housemaid frowned. “There is no such person living here, sir.”

      Pen felt like someone knocked her over.

      “M-Marcus Smith?” she stammered. “But he lives here.”

      The housemaid shook her head. “Sorry, sir, I’ve worked here only for several months. The current family who lives here is called Winterbottom.” She started to close the door.

      “Wait!” Pen cried. “Is there anyone else in the house you could ask? Mr Jarvis, the butler? Or Mrs Jenson, the housekeeper? Fariq, the valet? I am Pen Kumari, and I used to live here. A while ago. Is there anyone working here who would still know me?”

      “If you would wait, sir. I can ask the housekeeper.”

      “Yes, please do.”

      Pen sighed in relief. If Mrs Jenson was here, everything would be good. Surely, she would remember her and take her in, and if not, at least tell her where Marcus was now. Pen could’ve kicked herself. Why hadn’t it occurred to her that Marcus no longer lived here? Was that the reason he’d never answered her letters?

      A buxom woman opened the door and looked her up and down. This was not Mrs Jenson.

      “I am looking for Mr Marcus Smith.”

      The woman lifted her eyebrows. “Mr Marcus Smith no longer resides here.”

      “Would you know where he is living now?”

      “I am very sorry. I wouldn’t know. Mr and Mrs Winterbottom reside here. We moved in with them last year. There are no domestics from the previous occupant working here.”

      Pen’s heart sank.

      “What is your relationship to this Mr Smith, if I may ask?” the woman asked.

      “He is my guardian.”

      “Indeed!” Her demeanour left no doubt what she thought of a guardian whose ward did not know where he lived. “It is rather odd. Letters to this Mr Smith have been arriving here with regularity. From a certain Miss Penelope Reid.” The woman added after some hesitation, “You would not, by any chance, know her?”

      Pen’s head snapped up. “Er, yes. She is my, er, um, sister.”

      The woman nodded. “One moment please, sir.”

      She left and returned with a hemp bag and handed it to Pen. “These are all Miss Reid’s letters to Mr Smith. There must be nigh a hundred of them. Would you be so kind and return them to your sister?”

      Pen took the hemp bag. It was heavy.

      “And tell her to write no more letters to this address.”

      “I will. Thank you,” Pen whispered.

      The woman nodded and turned to close the door.

      “Excuse me, ma’am,” Pen said hastily. “Can you recommend some affordable lodgings in the area?”

      “Why, yes. I believe the Dancing Willow rents some rooms.” She pointed down the street.

      Pen picked up her leather bag, tucked the hemp satchel under her arm, and left.

      She stood, defeated, in the middle of Bird Street with hundreds of letters she’d written over the years. None of which Marcus had ever read. She wished she could cry, but her eyes were as dry as the Great Indian Desert in Rajasthan. Whatever scratched her throat was merely dust from the streets.

      Pen hadn’t cried since that fateful night in India when her parents died. She hadn’t cried since the day her entire life had been buried under rubble and stone. She hadn’t cried when life had stripped her of everything she’d ever known and held dear.

      She’d only survived the earthquake because Marcus had hauled her out of the rubble. She’d clung to him, choking on soot and smoke and ash, but the tears hadn’t come. She’d stood dry-eyed by her parents’ grave, clinging to Marcus’ hand. And she certainly hadn’t cried when Marcus dropped her off at her school in this foreign and damp country, even though she’d howled inside.

      If she could, she’d cry and scream and holler now, in the middle of this London street. She’d throw a tantrum that would make a toddler proud; never mind that she was nearly twenty-one years old, and ladies weren’t supposed to throw tantrums. But then, for now, she was no lady, but a man.

      Pen found the Dancing Willow, a mediocre inn. The pale green colour peeled off the shutters, but the floor inside was swept and the tables were polished. Pen supposed it would do.

      The landlady rattled off a list of rules, then handed her a key. The room was an attic room—tiny, seedy, and dark—but it was hers. It had a bed, a nightstand with a pitcher, a small fireplace, and a closet. She would not stay here long. Two, three nights, maximum.

      Once she’d found Marcus, he’d surely take her away to better lodgings.

      After she deposited her luggage, she ventured forth into the street again.

      This neighbourhood was not unfamiliar to her.

      How often had she walked here with Marcus? After they’d returned from India, she’d stayed in London for several weeks. Pen wouldn’t have minded continuing her life like this. But Marcus had grown quieter and more preoccupied as the days passed.

      “You have to go to school, Princess,” he’d told her one day. “I can’t abide governesses. But there is a seminary for young ladies in Bath that seems to have a reasonably good reputation.”

      She’d protested violently.

      He’d insisted.

      She’d sulked.

      He’d been adamant.

      Then he said something that took any kind of argument out of her mouth. “If you care for me, you will go to that school.”

      “This is blackmail,” she’d said darkly.

      But she’d gone. To please Marcus. She believed she’d be done with school in a few years and could then return to him. She’d believed he’d visit her once, maybe twice.

      But he never did.

      Not even once.

      He deposited her in Bath and disappeared out of her life. He never wrote. He never came on visiting day. He never invited her to London for the holidays. How she’d spent hours after hours sitting by the window in the library, her nose pressed against the glass, waiting for his carriage to arrive. It had been her most secret fantasy that he would show up one day and take her away.

      It had never happened.

      She was nearly twenty-one now, and not knowing what else to do with her, Miss Hilversham had taken her on as a student teacher. She was an indifferent teacher. Teaching was not her vocation. She would inherit her father’s legacy when she was twenty-five. What should she do until then? Or, for that matter, afterwards? Her life was a gawking blank.

      It was all so confounding.

      An odd, unfamiliar tightness pressed down on her chest, and Pen increased the pace, as if to outrun it. She ran across the street, around the curve into Bond Street—and crashed with great momentum into a hard body. Both tumbled down.

      She landed on top of the other person, buffered from the hard ground, yet the impact knocked the wind out of her. Their heads clashed, and she saw stars.

      “Oof,” both said simultaneously.

      For a moment she remained lying on top of the creature she’d so expertly felled, catching her breath.

      “My dear fellow,” a voice gasped underneath, “no doubt it will occur to you to remove your body from mine in your own good time.”

      Pen scrambled off and sat on the ground. “I apologise,” she blurted out. “I didn’t do it on purpose. It was an accident. Truly. Are you hurt?”

      The man sat up and held his head. “You certainly have a head made of marble. Good heavens! My own seems to have split in half, and I may have cracked a rib or two while cushioning you from the ground, but otherwise I seem to be intact.”

      He pulled himself up with a grimace. He was a head taller than Pen. His hat had toppled off, exposing blond hair, which was now slightly dishevelled from the fall. The man’s shirt points were a tad too high, his cravat extravagantly tied, his tailcoat expertly cut.

      Pen gulped. This was no ordinary man. There was no doubt this was a gentleman from polite society. He was too well-dressed, too athletic. An Exquisite. A Pink of the ton.

      “Do you demand satisfaction?” Pen blurted out. Oh dear, why did she have to say that? Clearly, her brain must be infested with maggots.

      The man seemed to think so as well. He picked up his hat and stick and paused. “Satisfaction? My dear —” His eyes ran down her wardrobe, taking in her dusty, ill-fitting suit and haphazardly tied cravat. “… fellow,” he ended weakly.

      Pen felt a flush crawl over her cheeks.

      “No doubt you are new in town?” the man drawled, raising an eyebrow. “Mister…?”

      “It really isn’t any of your business.” Pen said gruffly. Her embarrassment made her rude.

      He raised his second eyebrow. “Pardon me, but you have made it my business by fairly blowing the wind out of my sails. The last time a person managed to do that was Gentleman Jackson himself.”

      “And I apologised.” Pen felt intimidated that he’d boxed with Gentleman Jackson, the legendary boxer. Even she had heard of him.

      “So you did,” the man mused, taking a pinch of snuff. He offered some to her. Pen shook her head. He pocketed his silver snuffbox. “May I not enquire about the identity of the person who’s so expertly felled me?”

      “Pen Kumari.”

      She picked up her hat and jammed it back on her head. It had been an ugly specimen to begin with, but now it was completely dented out of shape. The gentleman followed each of her moves with interest.

      “Where are you from, Pen Kumari?”

      He turned a pair of heavy-lidded eyes at her that somehow seemed more alert than they appeared. That simple question threw her into confusion.

      “I’m from… around,” she said lamely, aware that she was being unaccountably rude to the tulip.

      “Around.” The corners of his lips twitched. “Aren’t we all? Are you mayhap from India?”

      She rolled her eyes. Always the same question. Always the same assumption. Her first impulse was to ignore it. Even though her mother had been Indian and her father British, she’d never identified with either nationality. She was neither. She was both. She didn’t know herself what she was. But people tended not to understand. They wanted, no, they needed to classify her. Put her in a box with a label.

      Well, Pen refused to be labelled. But explaining that to people daily was rather tiresome.

      “Bikaner,” she said after a moment’s hesitation. “I’m from Bikaner.”

      That was half the truth, but he needn’t know that. She was certain he did not know where Bikaner was, and she would not tell him, either.

      “Pen Kumari from Bikaner. How extraordinarily interesting.” He twirled a stick with a golden handle. It was very fashionable.

      Pen threw him a sharp look. Was he laughing at her?

      But no. He bowed elegantly. “Alworth, at your service.”

      This made her feel even more uncouth. She nodded curtly. “Well. I need to go. As I said, I am sorry for the, er, accident. But no harm done.”

      Pen backed away. She felt his gaze pierce her shoulder blades.

      She fled.
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      Pen’s heart hammered as her pace slowed. What on earth had just happened? Why were her cheeks still burning? She placed her hands on them and willed her heart to stop thudding. But goodness me! That had been one of the most gorgeous men she’d ever encountered in her entire life. Except for Marcus, of course. But Marcus had never dressed as that dandy did, in tightly tailored coats with padded shoulders and a golden walking stick. He’d certainly been a prime one. So handsome and athletic. He’d also smelled nice. Clean and masculine. Of lemon and something else⁠—

      “Stop it, Pen,” she growled, quenching the feeling of grudging admiration.

      The man who came toward her looked wary and made a big circle around her.

      Pen sighed. She looked, no doubt, like a veritable country oaf. Not only was she dressed oddly, but now she also talked to herself.

      When she’d instructed Sally to procure some men’s clothes, cast-offs of Sally’s own brother, she’d forgotten about fashion. Her encounter with the Corinthian had made her aware that she was not dressed appropriately for this fashionable city. Not only were the trousers a tad too short, but the cut of the coat was beyond anything she’d seen here. Her hat was an abomination.

      And she desperately needed a bath.

      Suddenly, the whiff of chilli, cayenne pepper, and turmeric wafted through her nose. It hit her; a feeling of homesickness so strong she almost felt nauseous. Pen stopped in her tracks and closed her eyes as she deeply inhaled the scent.

      Of Biryani Masala, to be exact. It came from beyond that corner. Pen’s stomach growled loudly.

      Following her nose, Pen stopped in front of an Indian-looking place, delight flushing through her.

      “The Hindoostanee Coffee Shop. Of course! The gods are good after all.”

      
      Pen liked this place. Marcus had taken her here once, possibly twice, shortly after it opened. It still looked the same, even though Mr Sake Dean Mahomet, the original owner, was long gone. The colonial-style chairs and sofas were made of bamboo cane. Round pillows were arranged on the floor on a carpet around hookah pipes, and a tiger skin hung on the wall. Indian, Chinese, and Arabian ornaments and images decorated the rooms. The entire place was an orientalist vision, to cater to the fantasies of British colonialists. At the moment, Pen did not care. She needed food.

      Pen ordered a gigantic portion of curry with basmati rice and shovelled everything into her mouth. ‘Pon her soul. It was good!

      She was sitting at a little corner table, and for the first time she’d stepped into the city, highly satisfied. Curry hadn’t been on the menu at the school in Bath. It had been rather unimaginative, the food there. Not bad, but, well, bland. Pen and her friends used to buy sweets and biscuits with their pocket money and have midnight picnics… how long ago that seemed.

      “But this is fantastic,” a voice intruded into her memories. “Who would’ve known this place existed? An orgiastic vision of the Orient. How utterly magnificent. Yes, do bring me some food. This one. No. Wait. That one. No. A sample of everything, maybe? What is this house’s specialty? I really have to try the hookah.”

      Pen wrinkled her forehead in annoyance. There was something oddly familiar about the drawl. She turned around to look and ducked immediately.

      Zounds. It was the dandy she’d nearly killed on the street.

      She hoped he didn’t see her. She could leave some coins on the table to pay for her food and creep out the other way. Dropping to her knees, she started to crawl.

      “Well. What have we here?” the amused voice said above her. “My nemesis. We meet again. On the ground once more?”

      She saw the bottom part of a very exquisite walking stick. Beyond that, an impeccably polished pair of leather shoes and a pair of athletic legs in strapped trousers.

      Pen scrambled up with flaming cheeks. “I was picking up something. Did you follow me?”

      “My dear fellow. Now why would I do that? I was hungry and looking for a place to eat. This looks prime.”

      It all came too glibly over his lips. What would someone like him be doing in a place like this? Pen was sure he’d been following her. But why?

      “I may join you, yes?” Without waiting for her reply, he pulled out a chair and sat down. He eyed her plate with interest.

      “But I’ve just eaten, and I am about to leave.” She hadn’t finished her food, however, and she still felt hungry.

      “Then have dessert. Bring something—” he turned to the waiter, who’d appeared, “typically Indian for our friend here.”

      “The Gajrela, sir, is exquisite,” the waiter said.

      “Excellent. Bring a dish of that.”

      Turning to Pen, he said, “I am to travel to India in several months’ time. It is good practice to acclimatise the palate to that country’s food. What would you recommend?”

      “What do I recommend?” Pen echoed.

      “Yes.” He threw her an amused look. “I gather as a native who’s eating here you must have a particular dish to recommend. Nothing too spicy for starters, as I am not yet used to it.”

      Pen thought. “The Vindaloo chicken is prime. I just had it myself. Not spicy at all,” she lied. She’d had Biryani, but the Vindaloo was even spicier; it was the spiciest dish on this planet, generously seasoned with chilli and garlic.

      “Splendid. I shall have a dish of that.” The man beamed, called the waiter, and ordered the Vindaloo.

      Pen stood in front of him awkwardly. “Well. Enjoy your meal. I ought to go.”

      “You are always in such a hurry,” he complained as he leaned back, steepling his fingers, looking at her through his sleepy eyes. “Sit down.” He lifted a manicured hand and invited her to sit.

      Pen looked with longing at her plate. Confound it. She’d paid for the food; she might as well eat it. She tried to ignore the dandy who insisted on watching her eat with her hands, as if it were the most fascinating thing on earth.

      “I have heard of this place before, of course, but never had the opportunity to visit. I see I almost missed out on a most exceptional experience.”

      Pen grunted. She decided the best course of action was simply to let him talk. Leaning both elbows on the table in the grossest of table manners, she tore a piece of naan, wiped her plate with it and popped it into her mouth.

      “So seen in this light, I am loath to admit that I am rather grateful for you having hustled me to the ground. Even though my head did suffer for it.” He placed a hand on the back of his head. “I might not have decided to try the food here if I hadn’t recognised you.”

      “You’re welcome,” Pen mumbled with full mouth.

      The waiter brought a bowl of water and a piece of lemon.

      Alworth picked it up.

      “Don’t drink that!” Pen exclaimed. “You’re supposed to wash your hands in it. I see this really is your first time eating Indian food.”

      The man grinned. He really had a perfect set of teeth, Pen noted grumpily.

      “The Gajrela, sir.”

      The waiter placed the dessert in front of Pen. Her mouth watered. This had been her favourite dish when she’d been a little girl. It was carrot pudding garnished with a gold leaf. The heady smell of cardamom almost brought tears to her eyes.

      Pen picked up a silver spoon and dipped it into the orange mass. She closed her eyes in bliss. Ayah used to feed this to her. Sweet Ayah who used to tell her stories of the monkey and the crocodile, and Rama and the demon king. Then she’d tucked her into her cot and drew the mosquito net over her bed. A nightly ritual that had given her comfort. How long ago that was.

      Pen sighed.

      “That good?” The amused drawl penetrated through her thoughts again.

      Pen’s eyes popped open and looked directly into his. They were smoky grey and deceptively sleepy. She had the impression those eyes saw more than they should. Pen shifted uneasily in her chair.

      “It is quite good,” she said as she popped another spoonful into her mouth.

      “Excellent. I, myself, haven’t had the honour of tasting any kind of authentic Indian food yet. My cook, alas, is obstinately British in his cuisine.”

      “You said you are travelling to India?”

      “Yes. I am fulfilling—shall we say—a childhood dream of mine. I’ve always wanted to travel to India. And you?”

      “Me?” She really did not want to talk about herself with a stranger.

      “Yes, you. Pen Kumari from Bikaner, you said was your name?”

      “Yes.” She shifted uncomfortably in her chair. Once more, she couldn’t shake the feeling that he was laughing at her, even though his face did not twitch a muscle.

      The waiter brought a silver tray and placed it in front of him.

      “The Vindaloo, sir.”

      Alworth rubbed his hands. “Ah. Here we are. This will be good, yes?”

      “You have to eat with your hands.” She tore off a piece of naan, scooped some of his curry onto it using her thumb and the tip of two fingers, and popped it into her mouth. Her entire mouth burned. But she did not twitch a muscle as she swallowed. She looked at Alworth with a challenge.

      “Fascinating,” he murmured, and proceeded to stare at his food.

      “What’s the matter?” Pen taunted. “Too noble to eat with your hands? Too barbaric a custom for the lofty British?”

      Alworth, after another moment’s hesitation, imitated her, and gingerly tore off a piece of the bread.

      She watched him awkwardly stuff a heaped handful of the curry into his mouth. His eyes widened and gradually filled with tears. A dull red colour spread over his cheeks. Several beads of sweat broke out on his forehead. He swallowed and wheezed violently into the napkin he’d pressed into his face.

      This was when Pen’s cockiness left her. “Well. I hope you enjoy your meal. I really must go.” She got up. He disregarded her and continued coughing. She edged her way out of the restaurant and ran.

      Wonderful. First, she’d run him over, nearly dashing out his brains. Then she’d attempted to kill the man with curry. He’d been nice to her. He’d bought her her favourite childhood dessert. He’d wanted to converse with her. And she’d rewarded his niceness by making him eat the spiciest curry that existed on earth. Why, Pen, why?

      Sometimes Pen suspected there were screws loose in her brains, indeed.

      
      The next morning, after she’d had a plain breakfast with black coffee and dry toast in the coffee room below, Pen studied her pale face in the dim mirror that hung in her attic room.

      A boy’s narrow face stared back at her, with a pointed chin, big, dark eyes and a generous mouth. She recoiled.

      This wasn’t her.

      Had she made a terrible mistake disguising as a boy and coming to London? Should she have done so as a woman? But no. She would have been awfully limited in her movements. A woman alone on the streets of London? Unthinkable. No, the charade was necessary. It was also safer. For as long as she was going to be in London alone, it was better to do so as a man. The freedom of being able to do whatever she wanted was too delicious. No chaperones, no petticoats, no sitting around sewing, simpering, and twirling sunshades.

      She frowned at
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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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