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      Nestled against the shore of Flathead Lake, Montana, you’ll find the imaginary town of Sapphire Bay.

      

      Here you’ll discover a community with big hearts, warm smiles, and lots of wonderful stories to be told. Romance, adventure, and intrigue are all waiting for you! Let’s explore Sapphire Bay together in The Flower Cottage, the first book in the ‘Cottages on Anchor Lane’ series.
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        ★ ★ ★ ★ ★

        “All the books in this series had me holding my breath with each turn of a page. Five stars!”

      

        

      
        Fans of Netflix’s Virgin River series and Sweet Magnolias will love this small-town, feel-good romance!

      

      

      

      Paris Haynes has spent most of her life running from one bad relationship to the next. Three years ago, determined to put her past behind her, she moved to Sapphire Bay and began to rebuild her life.

      

      Working with Kylie in the flower shop has given her a sense of purpose, a reason to live the kind of life she’s always dreamed about. When she hears about the cottages that are being remodeled on Anchor Lane, she can hardly contain her excitement. She proposes a plan so outrageous, so out of her comfort zone, that she’s sure it will fail before it begins.

      

      Richard Dawkins lost his leg in Afghanistan and nearly lost his son. Moving to Sapphire Bay has given him more than a place to call home. He has new friends, a steady job, and a state-of-the-art prosthetic leg that’s transformed his life.

      

      Helping to turn the cottages on Anchor Lane into small, thriving businesses is his way of giving back to the community. But when he discovers Paris has been given the keys to the first cottage, he knows he’s in trouble. With her over-the-top positivity, she's everything he doesn’t need, and the only person who could change his life forever.

      

      THE FLOWER COTTAGE is the first book in ‘The Cottages on Anchor Lane’ series and can easily be read as a stand-alone. All of Leeanna’s series are linked. If you find a character you like, they could be in another novel.

      

      If you would like to know when Leeanna's next book is released, please visit leeannamorgan.com and sign up for my newsletter. Happy reading!
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      Paris placed a bouquet of pale pink roses into the refrigerator at Blooming Lovely, the only flower shop in Sapphire Bay. Three years after she’d started working with Kylie and Jackie, she still had to pinch herself to remember this wasn’t a dream.

      Before she’d arrived in Montana, her life was a complete mess. Now, with a little help from her friends, she finally felt as though she belonged in this small, amazing town.

      Jackie came into the work room. “I’ve closed the store and put the cash into the safe. Is there anything else we need to do?”

      Paris opened the spreadsheet showing tomorrow’s orders. “Other than printing off a list of the flowers I need from the market, we’re finished for the day. Did Mrs. Smith tell you when she wants to collect her daughter’s bouquet?”

      “She’ll be here as soon as we open.”

      “That’s good. Have you heard from Kylie?”

      “Not yet, but she should be here soon. I’ll make us a hot drink while we wait.”

      Their boss, Kylie, was halfway through her first pregnancy and everyone was excited. This afternoon, she’d had an appointment at the medical clinic for a routine scan.

      Paris studied the spreadsheet. Tomorrow morning, she was driving to Polson to re-stock their flowers. It was her favorite thing to do, even if she had to leave before sunrise to secure the best blooms.

      “Sorry I’m late,” Kylie said as she hurried through the back door. “Ben wanted to show Charlotte the scan of her baby sister.”

      “You’re having a girl!” Paris left the list on the work table and hugged Kylie. “That’s so exciting.”

      “Just think of all the cute outfits you can dress her in,” Jackie said as she gave her boss another hug. “Was everything all right?”

      “We’re growing a healthy little girl. The only thing I need to watch is my blood pressure. The doctor wants me to work fewer hours for the rest of my pregnancy.”

      That didn’t surprise Paris. Kylie worked long hours and hardly ever took a day off. “Don’t worry. Jackie and I can spend more time here.”

      Kylie sat at their workroom table. “I’m not sure that will help.” Gratefully, she took the cup Jackie handed to her.

      “It’s the special blend of berry tea you like.”

      “Thanks. It smells delicious.” Taking a small sip, she sighed. “This is exactly what I need. While we were waiting for Charlotte, I looked at our bookings for the next six months. I don’t know what I was thinking when I agreed to provide the flowers for so many events.”

      Paris sat beside her. “You have a successful business. Everyone wants Blooming Lovely to make floral arrangements for their special occasions.”

      “And our prices are much better than any of the florists in Polson.” Jackie left a cup of coffee on the table for Paris before pulling out a stool for herself. “I looked at some websites the other day. I was shocked at what other florists are charging.”

      Kylie wrapped her hands around her cup. “They might have higher costs they need to cover. If I didn’t own this store, I’d have to charge more, too.”

      “Well, I’m glad we can keep the prices of our flowers affordable. Without the extra business it’s created, you might not have asked Paris and me to help you.”

      Paris frowned. “Are you thinking of canceling some of the events we’ve booked?”

      “It’s one option,” Kylie said slowly. “Between Blooming Lovely and what you do for the Christmas Shop, neither of you have much free time. We’ll be okay for the next few months. But, after that, I might have to give up work completely. Unless I can find another florist, we’ll have to cancel some bookings or ask another company to provide the flowers.”

      Paris understood why her boss felt that way, but asking another company to work with their clients seemed like a giant step backward. “What if our customers don’t come back? They could ask the new company to provide the flowers for other events they’re hosting.”

      “That’s a risk I’ll have to take. I’m sorry I can’t work as many hours as we need.”

      “Don’t be silly,” Jackie said. “Your health’s more important than anything else.”

      Paris thought about the people whose events would be affected if Kylie wasn’t here to help. Even choosing which events to cancel would be difficult—especially in a small town where everyone knew each other.

      Kylie left her cup on the table. “Would you like to see the ultrasound photos of our baby?”

      With an excited nod, Jackie moved closer. “Can you tell who she looks like?”

      “Ben said she has my nose and chin, but I have no idea why he thinks that.”

      Paris stood beside her two best friends and studied the images. She smiled when she realized what the baby was doing. “Is she sucking her thumb?”

      “She is,” Kylie placed her hand on her baby bump. “I can’t wait to meet her. She was jumping around like a jellybean during the scan.”

      “She can’t sit still, just like her mom,” Jackie said with a grin. “You have a beautiful baby girl.”

      “And two friends who are happy to babysit whenever you need a break,” Paris added. “Don’t worry about the events we’ve booked. We’ll find a way to get through the next few months.”

      “I hope so.” Kylie looked sadly at Paris and Jackie. “I didn’t think I’d have to cut back my hours.”

      “It’s only for a little while.” Paris gave Kylie another hug. “We’re a team. We’ll make it work.”

      As they admired the pictures of Kylie and Ben’s baby, Paris knew everything would be okay. Kylie had worked hard to build Blooming Lovely into a successful business. Their clients would understand if they had to find another florist to make their bouquets and flower arrangements—especially when a new baby was involved.
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        * * *

      

      Richard parked his truck outside The Welcome Center and rubbed his right leg. After a long day at work, he was glad to almost be home.

      Looking across the parking lot, he smiled at the ocean-themed mural he’d created with his son. Before they’d joined the painting project, a row of uninspiring concrete garages separated The Welcome Center from the tiny home village. Working with the village’s residents, they’d brought color and life to this side of the property.

      The sense of belonging the project had given him was a stark contrast to how he’d felt when he arrived in Sapphire Bay. Emotionally and physically broken after his time in the army, he’d traveled here with his son, four suitcases, and a life that was the complete opposite of everything he’d imagined.

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Dawkins.”

      Richard sighed. Only one person called him Mr. Dawkins, and he tried to stay away from her. Not that he’d had much luck. Sapphire Bay was so small that it was impossible to hide from anyone.

      His eyebrows rose when he saw what Paris was wearing. “Let me guess. You’re going for a 1950s rockabilly look.”

      Placing her hands on her pink polka dot skirt, she twisted left and then right. The petticoats under the skirt swished back and forth. “You’re getting better. I thought about wearing my Marilyn Monroe dress, but Jackie thought it might be too much.”

      After seeing some of the outfits she wore, he’d probably agree with Jackie. Paris was like a chameleon, wearing clothes that were as over-the-top as her personality. “Why did you want to dress like Marilyn Monroe?”

      “I’m looking after Natalie’s art class. We’re studying pop culture.”

      He must have spent too much time around her because he knew exactly what she meant. “And Andy Warhol created a famous painting of Marilyn Monroe.”

      “Exactly. Are you visiting The Welcome Center or going to the tiny home village?”

      “The Welcome Center. Jack’s writing class has nearly finished.”

      Paris lifted the strap of her pink handbag onto her shoulder. “I’m going there, too. I’ll walk with you.”

      He wasn’t sure that was a good idea. Whenever he saw her, one of them usually said something that offended the other. They were better staying apart and saying as little to each other as possible.

      “Is Jack enjoying the after-school writing class?”

      Richard nodded. At least discussing his son was a safe, neutral topic. “He is. Katie’s a great tutor.”

      “Have you read her latest children’s book? It’s amazing.”

      “I’m reading it to Jack at the moment. Why are you tutoring the students in Natalie’s art class?”

      “She had to fly to Washington, D.C. for the opening of her next exhibition.”

      “Teaching her class is a lot different from working in the flower shop.”

      Paris frowned. “You don’t think I can do it?”

      He could have kicked himself. “I didn’t say that.”

      “Of course, you didn’t. But you were thinking it.” In true Paris form, she lengthened her stride and stalked away from him.

      Richard ran his hand around the back of his neck. He’d met Paris a year ago at a fundraiser for the tiny home village. When he’d spoken to her, warning bells had flashed inside his head. She’d asked too many questions, seen far too much of the man he didn’t want to remember. Each time he met her, he tried to figure out why they rubbed each other the wrong way. And, each time, he came away with nothing.

      But not being able to understand her wasn’t an excuse to make her feel bad.

      He caught up to her as she was about to enter the center. “The students are lucky to have you helping them.”

      “Now you say something nice.”

      “I was surprised you’re tutoring the class, that’s all.”

      Paris sighed. “You don’t know anything about me, so why should it surprise you?”

      He crossed his arms in front of his chest. Most people were intimidated by his height and size, but not Paris. She stood her ground, making up for the difference in their builds by sheer personality. “I didn’t know you could paint.”

      “I can’t, but I did some art history papers at UCLA. Natalie wants her students to combine the screen-printing technique she showed them with a pop culture design. I’m supervising the class and answering their questions.”

      “That sounds interesting. I’m sure you’ll do a great job.”

      “If that’s an apology, thank you.” She glanced at her watch. “I have to go. Otherwise, everyone will arrive before I do.”

      “And I’d better find Jack. He’ll be wondering where I am.”

      In silence, they walked into the center and went their separate ways. As he waited with the other parents, he wondered what was wrong with him. With her sparkling blue eyes and jet-black hair, Paris was one of the most attractive women he’d ever met. Whenever he met someone who knew her, they described her as friendly and helpful. So, what was his problem?

      “Dad!” Jack rushed out of a meeting room. “You’re not going to believe what happened. Chandler vomited all over Mrs. Campbell. The smell was so bad we had to go to a different room.”

      “I hope Chandler’s feeling better.”

      “He will be. Peggy-Anne said someone dared him to eat worms. Do you want to read my story when we get home?”

      Richard took Jack’s backpack out of his hands. “Sounds great.” With his eight-year-old son chatting beside him, he followed the other parents into the foyer. The flash of a bright pink skirt farther down the corridor caught his eye. His heart sank.

      He was tired, hungry, and guilty of thinking the worst of a woman who’d never harmed anyone. He couldn’t have started the evening off worse if he’d tried.
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        * * *

      

      The following morning, Paris carried a box of flowers into Blooming Lovely. “He’s so annoying. Each time I meet him, he says something that makes my blood boil.”

      Jackie opened a box she’d already brought inside. “He could be insecure.”

      “I don’t think so. Richard’s built like a big, bushy lumberjack, and he’s taller than most men in Sapphire Bay. And he’s a construction foreman at the old steamboat museum.”

      “Even big men have issues.”

      Carefully, Paris placed a dozen pale yellow roses on the counter. “As far as I can tell, his only issue is with me.”

      Jackie grinned. “That would be a first. Our customers adore you, and Mr. Murray calls you his sweetheart.”

      “I don’t mind what Mr. Murray calls me. He’s ninety-four and thinks everyone’s wonderful. Richard could learn a thing or two from him.”

      “You want your arch enemy to call you his sweetheart?”

      “I’d sooner he didn’t call me anything.” She glanced at her watch and frowned. “We’d better bring the rest of the flowers inside. I need to make a special order before we open.”

      “And I promised Kylie I’d change the window display. I can’t believe it’s nearly Valentine’s Day.”

      Neither could Paris. Each year seemed to go faster than the last. She looked around the workroom as they carried more boxes into Blooming Lovely. It was like an Aladdin’s cave of gift-wrapping paper, glittery boxes, and flowers in all shapes and colors. “I don’t know what I would have done if Kylie hadn’t offered me this job.”

      “Neither do I, although I suspect Pastor John had a lot to do with us being here.”

      “He’s a good man.” Paris opened the last box of flowers. The red roses were stunning. “Regardless of what we do about the number of events we’re decorating, I’m glad Valentine’s Day won’t be affected.”

      Jackie picked up a rose and grinned. “Cupid will never stop creating happily ever afters in Sapphire Bay.”

      “As long as he stays away from me, he can do whatever he wants.”

      “For someone who loves Valentine’s Day, that doesn’t sound very romantic.”

      “I prefer to watch everyone else enjoy the day.” Paris collected the paperwork from each box. “Can you hand me the list of orders we need to make?”

      Jackie reached for the clipboard. “Just because you’ve had some horrible experiences with men, it doesn’t mean they’re all bad.”

      “That’s what I used to tell myself, but it didn’t make any difference. I have some kind of defect that makes me date the wrong people. I’m much happier on my own.”

      “I don’t believe you.”

      Paris grinned. “You don’t have to. Can you pass me the box beside you? I need the lilies for a bouquet.”

      “You can change the subject as often as you like but, one day, you’ll meet an amazing man who will sweep you off your feet.”

      Picking up a knife, Paris cut through the tape holding the box together. The likelihood of that happening was a million to one. Especially when her superpower was pushing people away.
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      Richard’s heart pounded as he lay in bed, staring at the ceiling of his tiny home. He’d had another nightmare, the kind that left him drenched in sweat and lost somewhere between the streets of Kabul and a small town in rural Montana.

      Taking a deep, shaky breath, he focused on the photo above him. Jack’s smiling face pulled him away from the horror of losing his leg. The screams of his friends, the panic after the landmine destroyed more than one life. The dawning realization that he might never come home.

      “Dad?” Jack’s sleepy voice filled the space between the lofts.

      “It’s okay. Go back to sleep, buddy.”

      “Did you have a nightmare?”

      Richard sat upright and pulled off his wet T-shirt. “I did, but I’m okay now.”

      “Do you need anything?”

      Tears stung his eyes. His son was eight years old. He shouldn’t have to babysit his dad and make sure he was okay after he broke down. “I’m all right. I’m sorry if I woke you.”

      Jack yawned. “I don’t mind. Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “Positive. Goodnight, Jack.”

      “’Night, Dad.”

      He looked across the room. Jack’s night-light cast a pale-yellow shadow on the wall, reminding him they were safe.

      He used to pray the nightmares would end, that they’d disappear into the black hole he’d crawled out of so many times. But nothing, including two years of intense counseling, had banished them completely.

      Richard rubbed the scars on his right thigh. Sometimes, on nights like this, he’d lie awake for hours, thinking about the well-meaning phrases that dripped off people’s tongues. He knew he was lucky to be alive, lucky to have escaped the constant stress of not knowing if he’d ever see his parents and son again.

      But knowing he was lucky meant nothing when all he wanted to be was normal. He wanted to enjoy living with Jack and create furniture people were proud to own. It didn’t seem like a lot to ask, but after the last eight years, even getting out of bed in the morning was a struggle.

      Taking another deep breath, he glanced at where Jack was sleeping and reached for his earbuds. Hopefully, the music would send him into a dreamless sleep. If not, he’d open his laptop, design another piece of furniture, and wait for the sun to rise.
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        * * *

      

      Later that day, Richard stood in the entryway of the old cottage his construction crew was remodeling. Percy Adams, the Chairperson of the Heritage Protection Society, was telling him about the pressed tin ceiling.

      Almost a year ago, Penny Terry, a local business owner and property developer, saw the eight cottages on Anchor Lane and knew she could do something with them. After many meetings with the county, she was using her project management skills to create four small businesses and four community houses from the run-down buildings.

      Built in the late nineteenth-century, they were originally vacation homes for the employees of the steamboat company in Polson. By the 1930s, when large-scale use of the steamboats was over, the cottages were abandoned. After they were gifted to the county, plans were made to repurpose them. But budget constraints and staff changes meant they remained empty for decades.

      If Penny hadn’t returned to Sapphire Bay after her grandmother died, the cottages would still be falling apart.

      “Steel wool should remove most of the rust,” Percy murmured as he studied the ceiling. “If that doesn’t work, use a buffing attachment on a high-powered drill, but be careful. If you push too hard, you’ll damage the tin.”

      “We’ll go slowly.”

      “Did you buy the special primer I suggested?”

      Taking a deep breath, Richard nodded. “I bought some last week.” Since beginning the restoration project, Percy had made multiple visits to the cottages. His advice was always welcome but, sometimes, all Richard wanted was to get on with the remodeling.

      A text pinged on his cell phone and he read the message. “Do you have any more questions, Percy? I need to make a call.”

      “Do you know if Penny has found tenants for the cottages?”

      “Not that she’s told me. She should be here soon if you want to ask her.”

      “I’ll talk to her later. Thanks for showing me around.”

      “You’re welcome.” There was no point in asking Percy to make an appointment for his next visit. He had a habit of dropping in unannounced and offering his suggestions on what they should be doing. The only positive thing about his visits was that he knew what he was talking about.

      After Percy left, Richard called the person who’d texted him. With the shortage in building materials biting all construction projects hard, he’d ordered enough drywall for the first four cottages. Whether the supplier could get any was another story.

      “Hi, Richard.”

      He turned around and frowned. Paris stood on the veranda wearing a blue and white gingham dress and bright red sneakers.

      “Sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t realize you were on the phone.”

      “It’s okay. It’s gone to voicemail.” He ended the call and slipped the phone into his pocket. “Has anyone asked you where they can find the yellow brick road?”

      Paris’s eyes lit with laughter. “Not yet, but Mabel Terry took a photo of me for the community Facebook page. Is Penny here?”

      “Not at the moment, but she should arrive soon.”

      “Is it okay if I wait for her?” Paris asked. “She wants to talk to me about some flower arrangements.”

      “That’s okay. But, if you stay, you’ll need to wear a hard hat and sign our visitor’s register.” Reaching into the box beside the front door, he pulled out a bright red hat.

      “It matches my sneakers.”

      He didn’t know what to say. With the hard hat perched on her head, she looked even cuter than before. “The register’s sitting on the table.”

      Paris looked at where he was pointing and picked up the pen. “It’s like Fort Knox.”

      “If we don’t follow the correct health and safety procedures, the county will shut down the construction site.”

      “And no one wants that.” With a flourish, she signed her name and looked into the next room. “When I last saw this cottage, it was full of trash and cobwebs.”

      “A lot has changed since then.”

      “You can say that again. I admire what you’re doing. Most people would have run in the opposite direction if they saw these buildings.”

      Richard wouldn’t have blamed them. With rotten framing, water-damaged ceilings and walls, and a large population of rats and mice, they were everything a property developer didn’t need. “It’s just as well Penny saw past the years of neglect.”

      “She did an amazing job of remodeling the inn with her sisters. Would you mind if I look inside the cottage?”

      “It’s not a good time. The electricians are rewiring the entire house, and the plumbers are working in the bathroom and the kitchen.”

      “I won’t get in their way.”

      With her big blue eyes pleading at him, he was finding it hard to say no. “You can’t wander around on your own.”

      “You could show me what you’ve done. It won’t take long.”

      With a resigned sigh, he ignored the next call coming from his phone. “Don’t touch anything and watch where you step.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Richard frowned. Not that Paris was paying him any attention. Her eyes were focused on the ceiling.

      “I haven’t seen anything like this. It’s gorgeous.”

      “It’s made from pressed tin. Once we remove the rust it’ll be even better. The first door on your right is the former living room.”

      Paris walked into the spacious room. After admiring the sash windows, she saw the fireplace. “Are you leaving this here?”

      “We are. The tile surround isn’t part of the original design, but it looks good. The historical society thinks it was added in the 1920s.”

      “That makes sense. If I wanted an art deco fire surround, I’d use black and white tiles, too.” Stepping around the electrician’s ladder, she looked at the bare timber framing. “I didn’t realize you were doing so much.”

      “We’re taking the cottage back to its original framing. By doing that, we can insulate the walls, rewire everything, and replace the ancient plumbing.”

      Biting her bottom lip, Paris moved through the large opening they’d made in the wall connecting this room to the next.

      He’d better explain what they were doing in case she thought the entire house was turning into one room. “Because the cottage will be used for a small business, we’re opening up this side of the house. With some shelving and display cases, it’ll make a great showroom. The kitchen and bathroom are at the back of the cottage. They’ll stay where they are. The front bedroom could be an office, a reception area, or a large storage room.”

      “It sounds perfect.” Paris moved out of the way of an electrician. “Penny said you hoped to have the first cottage finished by the middle of March.”

      “We’ve had a few issues with buying supplies, so that’s pushed the completion date out by a week.”

      “That’s better than I thought. From the outside, they look as though they’ll take a lot longer to remodel.” After a quick survey of the kitchen and bathroom, Paris walked into the former front bedroom. “It’ll be amazing when it’s finished.”

      “I hope so. It’s an ideal location for a business.”

      Penny appeared in the doorway. “Sorry I’m late, Paris.”

      “That’s okay. Richard has been showing me around the cottage. It looks great.”

      “I think so, too. All we need to do is find a tenant.” Penny took a notepad out of her pocket. “Thanks for meeting me here. I thought it would make designing the floral arrangements easier if you saw the cottage.”

      “Tell me what you need.”

      Richard’s cell phone rang. “I’d better answer this call.”

      “Thanks for showing me around,” Paris said.

      “You’re welcome.” And with his phone against his ear, he walked outside to discuss a missing order. It was a pity Paris couldn’t click the heels of her red shoes to make their building supplies appear. If they couldn’t find enough drywall, the entire project would come to a standstill. And that would push the completion date into whenever.
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        * * *

      

      Paris added a daisy to the bouquet she was making and glanced at Kylie. After leaving the cottage on Anchor Lane, she hadn’t stopped thinking about what she could do with the remodeled building. Although it wasn’t large, it had lots of street appeal and was in a perfect location to attract the tourists who came to town.

      After spending most of the evening second-guessing herself, she’d come up with an idea so outrageous, so unlike her other harebrained ideas, that it could almost work.

      She wasn’t sure what her boss would think, but she had to ask. “I’ve been thinking about the cottages on Anchor Lane,” she said to Kylie.

      “I meant to ask how your appointment with Penny went.”

      “It was good. She knows what kind of flowers she wants, so that made everything a lot easier. But that’s not what I was thinking about.” Taking a deep breath, she focused on the idea that had kept her awake. “I have a business proposition for you. If you think I’m crazy, tell me.”

      Kylie smiled. “Okay, but crazy’s the last word I’d use to describe you.”

      Crossing her fingers, Paris hoped she felt the same way after she’d heard her idea. “While I was walking through the cottage, I thought about the number of clients we’ll have to turn away when you’re working fewer hours. What if there was another florist who specialized in providing flowers for large events and gifts for the Christmas shop? Blooming Lovely could focus on smaller events like birthday parties and wedding anniversaries, and provide flowers for people who haven’t preordered anything.”

      “That could work, but there isn’t another flower shop in Sapphire Bay.”

      “There might be. What if I opened my own store? We could work together to make sure we aren’t taking customers away from each other. Hiring more staff won’t be too difficult, either. A couple of people in the adult flower arranging class I’m tutoring would be perfect apprentices.”

      Kylie looked thoughtfully at the half-finished bouquet in front of her. “Before you worked with me, I only made flowers for smaller events. There was more than enough work to keep me busy and make a healthy profit. And, to be honest, I enjoy that side of my business more than decorating large events.”

      Paris breathed a sigh of relief. At least Kylie had listened to what she’d said. “You wouldn’t need to worry about replacing me. Jackie’s a wonderful florist and she wants full-time, permanent hours. She could teach an apprentice the basics.”

      “It sounds like a great idea, but do you really want to start your own
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-----------------------------------------------------------
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
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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