
  
    [image: Two of a Kind]
  


  
    
      Two of a Kind

    

    
      
        BA TORTUGA

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Turtlehat Creatives]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        BA’s Cozy Cowboys

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        Want More?

      

      
        About BA

      

      
        Also Available from BA

      

    

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of either the author or the publisher.

      Two of a Kind

      Copyright © 2018 by BA Tortuga

      Cover illustration by AJ Corza

      Published with permission

      Edited by Blue Ink Editing.

      ISBN: 978-1-951532-79-6

      All rights reserved. No part of this eBook may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

      First electronic edition published 2018, second edition, April 2020 Printed in the USA

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BA’s Cozy Cowboys

          

        

      

    

    
      If y’all are interested in warm, joyous novels where the cowboys have kids and love saves the day, please check these BA Tortuga books out:

      Back in the Saddle

      Cowboy Haven

      Cowboy in the Crosshairs

      Cowboy Logic

      Cowboy’s Law

      In the Morning Light

      Ranch Manny

      Security Detail: an AusTex novel

      The Cowboy Contract

      The Cowboy Guardian

      The Meaning of Life

      Trial by Fire: an AusTex novel

      Two Cowboys and a Baby

      Two of a Kind

    

  


  
    
      
        
        As always, to my girl. I love you. BA
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      “Good ride, Ap!” Dean Farber slapped Dennis “Ap” McIntosh on the back when he walked out of the arena, hat in hand from taking it off to wave to the crowd.

      “Thanks, buddy. It felt good.”

      Waco wasn’t his favorite town, but they had a fine rodeo, and an eighty-point ride on his last event of the night? Hoo-yeah.

      “You gonna stick around to see the concert? It’s Roger Creager and Cody Johnson.”

      That was damn tempting, but it was only seven thirty now, and if he hit the road, he could be at the hotel in time for his regular Saturday phone call to the kids. “Nah, I think I’ll head on out. I got to ride again tomorrow.”

      “You sure? I got beers….”

      And a pretty, pretty mouth.

      He closed his eyes and prayed for strength. “The kids are expecting me to call. Maybe tomorrow after the short go? I’ll feed you.”

      “I’m in. See you then, man.” Oh, there was a promise there, a smile that went beyond buddies.

      He waved, then unzipped his vest as he headed back behind the chutes. Ap wrestled out of his chaps, but he left the rest of his riding clothes on. He could just make it to the Holiday Inn Express.

      Daniel’s kids waited to hear from him, and Ap would be damned if he disappointed him.

      He made it to his room with two minutes to spare, so he chucked his hat, vest, and boots off, laying them on top of his bag. Then he hit the head. The phone rang about the time he got zipped back up and his hands washed.

      He hit the Answer button. “Hello?”

      “Uncle Ap! Uncle Ap! I made a… goddamn it, Bella, back off!”

      “Cole cussed! Uncle Daddy! Cole cussed!”

      “Whoa, guys. I’ll talk to everyone, now. Just breathe.” He grabbed a Coke out of the minifridge. “Hey, y’all.”

      “Hey. So, I made a touchdown Friday, and Julianne is going to let me take her to the homecoming dance next weekend.”

      “Nice! Good job, and Julianne is the redhead, yeah?” Ap settled on the bed, wiggling his toes in his socks.

      “Uh-huh. She’s a cheerleader. Her momma is the choir director.”

      “Uh-oh. You watch your butt.” Moms who were involved in school were doubly dangerous.

      “Yeah, she’s… she’s fine. I have to get a good pair of pants and new shoes for the dance. And a haircut.”

      “You need me to send you some money?” Trey took care of the day-to-day stuff just fine, but he liked to send the kids money directly for special occasions. Made him a little like Santa Claus.

      He heard Cole take a breath, and then someone said something and Cole sighed. “I gotta let Bella have her turn.”

      “Okay, kiddo.” He made a mental note to add some money to Cole’s PayPal debit thingee.

      “I have new chickens! Uncle Daddy bought a whole farm of animals, and he says the chickens are mine!” Bella always sounded like the world was the most amazing place.

      “A whole farm? Like someone else’s?” He blinked. Had he and Trey talked about that?

      “Uh-huh. Old Lady Marin was⁠—”

      “Bella!” Amelia sounded shocked.

      “Señora Marin is real sick and needed to eat and not have to take care of everything.” Her voice dropped. “God, Amelia is such a prude.”

      “Hey, now. She can hear you, Bella.” Bella was going to be so wicked. He adored her.

      “Good. Anyway, one of the chickens is sick, and she’s staying in my room with me.”

      “Wow.” Hopefully in a cage. “You take good care of her.”

      “I am. Don’t tell Uncle Daddy. Here’s Courtney.”

      “Bye, baby. Hey, Courtney. How’s your goat?”

      “She is going to have a baby goat! Cole says he’s going to sell the baby for cabrito, but Uncle Daddy says we don’t have to.”

      “You tell Cole to leave your goats alone.” He knew Cole would hear him. Their oldest was being a butthead.

      “I will. I am going to call the baby Patrick the Greatest Goat.”

      “What if she’s a girl?” Amelia asked, her voice soft as clouds.

      “It’s not. It’s a boy goat.”

      “Well, if it does turn out to be a girl, you can call her Patricia. Amelia, honey, how are you?”

      “Okay. I miss you. Are you coming home ever?”

      “I am. You know I come home for Thanksgiving and Christmas.” Otherwise he was on the road. Playing the game while he still could.

      “Halloween this year? Maybe?”

      “Amelia, enough. Braden, do you want to talk to your Uncle Ap?” Trey’s voice cut through everything like a knife.

      “I’m playing my game, Uncle Ap. I’m winning. Love you! Bye!”

      “Bye.” Lord help him, Braden played a lot of games. “Love you.”

      “Okay, y’all. Tell him good night. I got to talk to him a minute.”

      Goodie. If Trey wanted to talk, it generally meant trouble. All the little ones—and the not particularly little ones—said good night, and then he heard Trey take the phone off speaker and head out to the rickety old sun porch that the man had claimed as his own.

      “Hey, man, what’s up?”

      The click of a lighter sounded, then a soft sigh. “You need to come home, Ap. I need some time off. I need to drink myself stupid and get poured into bed. I need to not sleep with Courtney and Amelia on either side because their asshole older brother told them the zombies were coming.”

      “What?” In all the years they’d done this, Trey had never asked for help that wasn’t money. Not once.

      “I want you to come home. I haven’t been to the bathroom where someone didn’t knock for six years. I haven’t slept through the night without someone needing something. I haven’t gotten laid. I haven’t gotten drunk. I want a motherfucking vacation. Come. Home.”

      Holy shit. What the hell was he gonna say to that? No? “Sure. Okay. I can skip the Stampede and stay through Thanksgiving, but I’ll have to go to finals.” He was number seven in the top ten.

      “You always do. The kids will be excited.” Trey sounded utterly exhausted.

      “Not always, but one way or the other, I’ll come tomorrow night. As soon as the short go is over. I’m in Waco, so it will be Monday.”

      “I’ll be here.”

      “Hey, you’re okay, right? You don’t have cancer or something?” Ap was really starting to worry.

      “I have burnout. I have been taking care of five kids for six years.”

      “Sure. I just wanted to make sure it wasn’t like you were gonna die.” He shook his head. Trey had told him back in the day that he was worthless as tits on a boar hog at taking care of kids. Why would he want Ap to do it now?

      “Not that anyone’s told me.”

      “Okay. Well, I’ll ride tomorrow and come on.” He mourned his rendezvous, but he would make it up to Deano later on.

      “Good ride, cowboy. You know where the ranch is.”

      “I do. I’ll be home in no time.”

      “Thank you. I need this.” The phone went dead, the grouchy old man just a giant butthead.

      He called Dean right off. “Got called home right after the round tomorrow. Rain check?”

      “I could come over now.”

      “Oh.” Huh. Well, that would be something. “I have to get up early….”

      “Don’t we all?”

      “Well, yeah.” He chuckled. Dean was a persistent one.

      Ap wasn’t sure if he hoped Dean would come on over or stay away.
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      Trey headed in from feeding to start his second pot of coffee.

      He put five bowls out in front of the Crock-Pot, then pulled out brown sugar, raisins, milk, and butter.

      All right.

      Breakfast.

      Now, children.

      He started down the hallway, bellowing at the top of his lungs. “Good morning to you! Good morning to you! Good morning. I love you! Good morning to you!”

      He banged at every door he passed.

      Kids began to appear by the time he made his way back down the hall, Bella and Amelia first, then Braden. Sleepy-eyed, hair wild, they all blinked at him.

      “Good morning! Oats for breakfast. School bus is in an hour. Brush your teeth and hair and get dressed.” He kissed them each, went to bang on Cole’s door again and then wake his youngest, who would sleep twenty hours a day if he let her.

      Cole flung the door wide. “I’m up. Oats?”

      “Yep. Just for you, son. Good morning.”

      “Morning.” Cole shook his head. “Sorry I missed feeding. I was up late working on that history project. I’ll get Courtney.”

      “No big. I remember you telling me about it, bud.” He went to gather up laundry.

      He heard Courtney grumbling at Cole, but that was the last one up, so he moved back to the kitchen to start the wash.

      “Uncle Daddy, my button fell off my shirt!” Bella was standing there, looking at her blouse like this was a personal affront.

      “Well, either fix it or pick another shirt. You’re twelve. That’s old enough to mend a button.” He didn’t have time to baby them, not about that sort of stuff.

      Her lower lip pooched out. “You never help me!”

      He fixed her with a stare. “Pardon me?”

      “I tried to put the button on!” She thrust the shirt at him.

      “Okay, let me…. Damn, girl. The button broke!”

      “I told you!”

      “Go find another shirt. I’ll have to take this and buy a new button.”

      She whirled around and stomped away, and he wanted to beat her butt, but she came out dressed a few minutes later. He let it go.

      “You’ll fix it, Uncle Daddy? It’s my favorite.”

      “I’ll fix it. Oats.”

      “Thank you.” She hugged his arm before making a bowl.

      “You’re welcome. Orange juice or milk?”

      “Why does Cole get coffee?”

      “Because I got tired of fighting with him about it.”

      Braden came in. “You don’t even like coffee,” he told Bella.

      “No, it’s nasty.”

      “Well then.”

      She rolled her eyes, and he growled like a bear and grabbed her. “I’ll roll those eyes right back at you.”

      She squealed happily, wriggling in his arms. “Uncle Daddy!”

      God, he loved them. All of them. He hoped, somewhere, their momma was looking down on them. She would be proud.

      “Not so loud, Bella! My head hurts.” Courtney dragged in, her clothes all mismatched, her eyes cloudy.

      “Let me feel your head, baby girl.” Christ, she was burning up. “Okay, Tylenol, juice, and back to bed.”

      “No fair!”

      “Why does she get to be sick?”

      “Feel my forehead!”

      “My head hurts!”

      “Enough!” he barked. “Y’all eat. Now. Come on, Court. You need some medicine.”

      She began to cry.

      The sound of a diesel truck pulling up outside made him close his eyes and pray. God, please. Please let it be Dennis “Ap” McIntosh.

      “Who’s that?”

      All five kids perked up.

      The back door swung open a few minutes later. “Hey, y’all. I’m home.”

      Four kids went running, Courtney elbowed him in the balls, and one of the bowls of oats crashed to the floor, shattering.

      Yay.

      “Oh, now.” Ap ended up on the floor, kids piled on him.

      Trey grabbed a towel and scooped up the biggest pieces of glass before he went to fetch the mop.

      “Hey, Trey!” Ap was hugging kids, laughing, and Trey wanted to hit the guy with the mop handle.

      “Mr. Ap. How was your drive?”

      “Not too bad. Weather was good all the way up. I was in Waco,” Ap told the kids. “Did you know they can’t dance there?”

      “Cole’s going to a dance on Saturday!” Bella announced. “And Courtney’s—” Courtney puked all over Ap and Amelia, who began to scream at the top of her lungs. “—sick.”

      “Oh God.” Ap’s eyes rolled, which made Trey jump over to grab up Courtney.

      “You puke too and I will personally roast you in your own smoker.” He held Courtney at arm’s length. “Cole, deal with mopping. Braden, make more oats. Bella, clean your sister off. Amelia Danielle, if you don’t shut up, I will give you a reason to scream.”

      Then he ran to the nearest bathroom with the puking wonder.

      By the time he got back, all of the kids were eating, the puke was mopped, and Ap was wearing a clean shirt.

      “Oats?” Ap asked, standing to go get him a bowl.

      “No, thank you.” If he tried to eat now, he might die. “Coffee?”

      “Got it.” Ap got him a clean cup and fixed his coffee. One cream, two sugars. It made him smile that Ap remembered.

      “Thanks. Y’all hurry up now. School bus is on the way.”

      “Yessir.” Cole scooped up dishes.

      He pulled lunch boxes for Bella and Amelia out and handed Braden and Cole lunch money, slipping Cole enough for snacks after football practice.

      “I’ll see all y’all tonight,” Ap said, taking hugs as the kids headed out the door.

      Trey closed his eyes, just inhaling his coffee. Breathe. He could do this. He could. He’d managed to admit he needed a vacation. He’d spoken to Ap. He could do this.

      Silence fell, because Courtney had dozed off where he’d put her on the couch with a cartoon.

      “Tell me when I can safely talk to you,” Ap murmured.

      “Come to my office.” He led Ap to his porch, then plopped down on his recliner.

      Ap sat on one of the other big chairs, the wood slats groaning. “So, been tough, huh?”

      “Yeah. I need a few days. I need a break.” He needed to be a grown-up, not a parent.

      “Okay, man. You should have called before now.”

      Sure, for his own sanity he should have. Ap was having an amazing season, though, so he knew better.

      “Yeah, well.” What was he supposed to say? He knew.

      “Thanks, Trey. Really.”

      “For what?”

      “For staying home with them. I got a good check if you want to take off for a few days.”

      Ap sent most of his money home to the ranch, keeping out just enough for travel and entry fees.

      “I do. I need some sleep, a few beers.” He couldn’t believe it had been six years since Tammy and Daniel had died, since they’d had to take on the kids.

      “Sure.” Ap’s bright smile told Trey the man had no idea what he was getting into.

      “Good deal. I just need a few days.” Maybe a week. He could take a week.

      “You just set up whatever you need. The kids are old enough now that I can talk to them. That makes a difference.”

      “Cool. Do you need a list of all the after-school shit?”

      “Please.” Ap looked a little panicked for a second.

      He nodded and got up so he could go grab a pad. “Cole has football every afternoon, plus his game on Friday. It’s homecoming. You’ll need to get him slacks and pick up his girlfriend’s mum before Thursday. He has car privileges for the dance Saturday. 4-H is on Wednesday for Braden and Bella. If Courtney’s not running a fever, she has dance Tuesday and Thursday afternoon. Braden and Courtney have soccer on Saturday. Bella has softball while Court’s in dance. Amelia has Girl Scouts this afternoon. She’ll go directly from school, and Lisa Anders will bring her home.”

      “Does she run a fever a lot?” Ap was watching the growing list with wide eyes.

      “Nah, she’s just got a bug. They’ve all had it already.”

      “Oh, okay. You’ll give me all the doctors and shit.” Ap grimaced. “How do I not know all this?”

      “You’re home for Thanksgiving and then Christmas break. They don’t have activities then.”

      “Right. I can order pizza tonight?” That was traditional.

      “You can do whatever you want, man. You’re in charge.” He was going to get a room at the Santa Ana. He might sleep the entire week.

      “Good deal.”

      In a few days, he might feel bad for the guy.

      “I’ll have my phone, if you have questions.”

      “I’m sure I’ll have a million.” Ap laughed a bit, those bright green eyes fastened on him.

      “I’m sure. You’ll do fine. I just… I need this.”

      “Then you got it.” Ap was all smiles, but worry was lurking under there.

      “I ain’t got cancer.”

      “That’s what you said.” Ap shrugged. “It’s just not like you, Trey. You’re the rock.”

      “Even rocks crack, man.” He hadn’t asked for this, any more than Ap had, but he was fucking tired of being the one holding down the fort.

      Ap nodded again, almost like a bobblehead doll now. “You gonna stay tonight?”

      “Yeah, I guess I should. Just to make sure Court is okay.” Dammit.

      “Hey, you can go. I just wanted to catch up.” Now Ap was carefully looking away, not meeting his eyes.

      “With me?” He couldn’t have hidden his surprise for love or money.

      “Did you really buy a whole farm?”

      “I did.”

      “What the heck for?” Ap blinked, lips parted.

      “The kids need animals for 4-H, and Betty needed money.” Simple as pie.

      “You got notes for me on feeding?” Ap was good with the animals, at least, and not afraid of hard work.

      “Yeah. I do the morning by myself a lot, although they’re supposed to take turns. They all help with the nighttime feeding.”

      “Sounds good.” Ap sat there, back to staring at him.

      “What?” Did he have puke on him?

      “Huh? Nothing. Nothing. I’m hungry finally. Got over the puke.” Ap stood, then stretched up tall.

      Lord, Ap looked like his brother, sure as shit—lean and redheaded, a little like a fox. Him and Tammy were more broad-boned, blond. Cole and Courtney looked like his side of the family, while the middle kids were McIntoshes to the bone.

      “You want something? If you can’t handle oats, I can make eggs.”

      “I’ll have oats. You won’t have to do much while I’m gone. I got all my work done.”

      “Well, you know me. I’m a lazy bastard.” There was an edge to Ap’s voice that he wasn’t sure he got.

      “You send your money home; I know that.”

      “I do. I’m sorry if that’s been a problem lately. Me being somewhere else.”

      “I’m tired. I’m damn near thirty years old, and I haven’t had…. I love these kids, but…. I’d never changed a diaper when they showed up.” He’d been saving for college, even. Now it was too late.

      Ap stared at him for a moment. “I never—I mean, rodeoin’ is all I ever wanted to do.”

      “And you done it. And you’ll go back to it. But I need a week to pretend that… to be a grown-up.”

      That green stare changed, flaring with something like understanding. “Go on, man. Pack a bag and hit the road.”

      “I’ll have my phone. I’ve talked to everyone, told them you were coming home. I want pictures from the dance. Remind Cole.”

      “I will. We’ll be all right.” He got a gentle smile.

      “Of course you will.” And if he didn’t get the hell out now, he wouldn’t go. “Call if you need me.”

      His bag was already in his truck.

      “You got it.” Ap lifted a hand to wave him off before going inside. Never looking back. Like this was easy. Fuck.

      Well, shit. He guessed it was the Santa Ana for him, along with a nap and a couple three beers.
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      Ap thought he’d done okay.

      Now, no one was home but Courtney, but he hadn’t let her die of fever. A shot of whatever the hell cherry-flavored nastiness Trey had in the medicine cabinet and a little bit of ginger ale had fixed her right up, and she’d stayed on the couch all day.

      The other kids should be home. Soon.

      The house was clean, kept up. It was a little creepy, if he was honest. There was no way so many people lived here.

      He looked for the magnet for the pizza place on the fridge. He wanted to have dinner in the bag when they went out to feed. He’d never done all this without Trey before.

      “Uncle Ap, is Uncle Daddy coming home soon? I need juice.”

      “I can get you juice, baby girl. What do you want?”

      “Apple juice?” She looked a little teary around the edges.

      “Sure, kiddo.” If there was no apple juice in the fridge, he knew Trey kept the shelf-stable stuff in boxes in the pantry.

      He opened the pantry, stunned at the sheer amount of shit in there. Christ, was Trey a prepper?

      Cans and bottles, boxes and baskets. Potatoes, onions….

      Juice. With an apple on the box. Boom.

      Okay. Apple juice. Bingo.

      He got her set up and then went to….

      “Is there a guest room in here, honey?”

      “Uncle Daddy made it Cole’s room. He says big boys need privacy.”

      “Oh.” Well, shit. Where was he supposed to sleep? “Do you think I could stay in Uncle Daddy’s room until he gets back?”

      “Uh-huh. He’s nice.”

      “Cool. I’ll just go move my bag. Are you good with juice?”

      “Yes. Are you going to spend the night for reals?”

      “I totally am. We’ll have a slumber party.” Maybe he ought to make eggs and toast and save the pizza for when Court wasn’t puking.

      “Oh! Oh, can we wear jammies and watch cartoons?”

      “We can!” Fucking A. Ap wanted to flex and fist-pump a little. He’d hit on a great thing for her. He was sure Cole wouldn’t want to do that, but maybe a bribe….

      Ap went into Trey’s bedroom, eyes widening at the sight of a perfectly made-up bed, a note on the pillow. Was there a chocolate too?

      He grinned. Probably not. If he remembered right, Trey didn’t even like chocolate.

      The note was simple: Stay in here. Sheets are clean.

      Thank God. He dropped his bag on a chair in the corner, then indulged his nosy. He wandered around the room, marveling at how little he and Trey knew about each other.

      The drawers were filled with undershirts and socks, some of which had seen better days. The closet had wrapped gifts for Christmas, starched shirts, and ironed jeans.

      Two pairs of dress boots sat on the floor, along with a worn pair of hikers. A couple of silver buckles sat on the dresser, one of them a championship buckle he’d sent home three years ago. He ran his fingers over the surface, polished like it was new.

      “Damn.” Huh. It was almost like Trey was missing him.

      He kinda liked the thought. Ap chuckled. He was an idiot.

      Like they had any real history—a clumsy kiss after Daniel and Tammy’s wedding, a couple of amazing nights after one of their anniversary parties. Then a couple three one-offs when they were both at the same place at the same time before a drunk driver took Daniel and Tammy and both sets of folks from them in one fell swoop. Then they were parents.

      Then they’d never touched each other again.

      He shook his head. Okay, he had to get his collective shits together before the kids got home. Maybe he should make a list.

      A list. Right. Just listening to all the shit Trey’d rattled off was enough to make him dizzy. All he’d ever had to worry on was paying bills and getting to the next event.

      “Uncle Ap? I threw up.”

      Lord help him. “Coming, baby girl.”

      Oh man. Apple juice everywhere. Did they have a steam cleaner? He mopped it up, tucked her back up on the couch, and went to look for a shampooer or a spot cleaner. The garage yielded a Bissel thingee.

      Lord, Trey was stupid organized. It was unnatural.

      He would try to keep everything where it was supposed to be. Trey probably really did need that vacation if he was this buttoned-up.

      Shame, really. The man was a jungle gym just waiting to be climbed, even now. He worked the shampooer over the hall carpet. He should talk to Trey about wood or tile. That would clean up way easier. If he went to the Stampede and won the big purse in November, they might could do it.

      Who was he kidding? He sent tons of money home; why did they still have carpet?

      He was gonna have to ask, he reckoned.

      He needed to make that list. Ap hit Trey’s office, hunting paper and a pen.

      There he found ledgers, all in Trey’s perfect square handwriting, bills in trays, the desktop computer, and about a zillion printed photographs of the kids, along with everything from scribbles to detailed pictures of dragons pinned to the walls.

      Damn. He felt a little overwhelmed by all the paper. Doctor bills and physicals, repairs on the tractor, tax bills. Feed store receipts by the thousands. He sifted through, frowning.

      A milking stool? Seriously?

      What the hell had Trey bought out from the neighbor? Last year there had been cows, horses, Sancho the donkey, and a dozen barn cats besides the dogs…. Which, where the hell were the dogs?

      “Courtney?” He peeked in on her. Asleep. Huh.

      Dogs. Right. There have to be dogs.

      He took the dirty water cartridge out to the yard to empty, and when he stepped

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/boot--hat-4-color.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






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.

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.



OEBPS/images/two-of-a-kind-for-amazon-1867-x-2800.jpg
Working on the full house






OEBPS/images/heading-swash-squiggy-screen.png







