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        The Farmer Takes A Wife

        The Brides of Harmon Junction #1

        by Nancy Pirri

      

      

      

      Autumn Sanders is looking for a husband and answers an ad online for men living in a small farming town in Minnesota looking for wives. Upon entering Harmon Junction, she meets handsome farmer, Paul Michaels, and they immediately get off on the wrong foot. Besides, he’s not one of the three men she’s scheduled to meet.

      

      When Autumn’s pay from her job doesn’t arrive in her bank account to pay the hotel bill, Paul steps in. He pays her hotel bill and takes her home to his farm where she cooks and does home and farm chores to pay him back. Autumn stumbles through learning how to do ranch chores, learning how to run the washing machine, cook for a crew of ranch hands but soon falls in love with farm living.

      

      Autumn soon meets her potential would-be husbands and decides none of the three men are right for her. She finds herself drawn more and more to Paul. Paul wasn’t looking for a wife, but knows he’s found one in Autumn. There’s a definite sizzle between them.

      

      Within just a few months’ time, Paul knows Autumn’s the woman for him and proposes marriage. Autumn doesn’t immediately accept his proposal because she insists she wants him to court her—they need to learn more about each other.

      

      Then Paul receives a letter—one that will ultimately change his life forever—and affect Autumn’s life as well.

      

      Will these obstacles deter them from each other, or will their growing love keep them together?
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        Autumn

      

        

      
        Malibu, California

        January 2014

      

      

      

      On a sunny Sunday morning in January, my stomach dropped when I glanced up from my phone and heard the sound of a motorcycle roaring into the parking lot of Café by the Sea.

      While I was savoring my almond-flavored caffe latte and strawberry-walnut-maple-syrup covered whole grain waffle, my ex-fiancé Jason Crowley showed up. His latest GF swung her leg over the bike as she climbed off and he followed her.

      Fuming, I watched when he slung an arm around the redhead’s shoulders and slunk down lower in my chair where I sat, facing the ocean.

      Damn. There was no way I could avoid them.

      The jerk knew this was my favorite breakfast place, so his appearance had to be on purpose—to make me feel even worse than I already did after our breakup before Christmas. Rather, I should say, his break-up with me for the redhead, whom it turned out he’d been seeing the entire time during our relationship. His excuse? Doing a comparison of which woman would fit his lifestyle best. I won’t tell you about his life and style. Jason was a broker who aimed to make a fortune and find a woman who fulfilled his unconventional desires.

      Side by side, they climbed the stairs to the deck where I sat, then walked down the white washed planking, heading straight for me.

      I kept my head down and cringed when I heard the redhead’s soft voice as they drew nearer.

      “Isn’t that your ex, Jason?”

      I looked straight at Jason, deciding this guy wouldn’t cow me.

      “Autumn?”

      His smile widened into a big grin as he released the woman, his intent gaze sweeping over my body. I wore my favorite khaki shorts with a white halter top and sandals, which beautifully showcased my tanned, toned legs.

      He looked chagrined. “Oops, my bad. I forgot this was your go-to breakfast spot.”

      Still steaming inside, I shrugged it off, though I wanted to slap him. “No problem. Enjoy.”

      I resisted the urge to make a sarcastic comment as he stood there, locked in his gaze on me.

      Startled by me clearing my throat, he quickly responded with, “You, too.”

      He casually walked to the far end of the deck, with his girlfriend by his side. Thankfully, he picked up on the obvious clue and decided not to sit nearby.

      I couldn’t finish eating as I thought about how cruel he’d been to me. Even though I hadn't given him my virginity, his rejection left me completely lacking in self-confidence after being together for eighteen months. It remained safe and untouched, ready for the man that deserved it, and it wasn't Jason.

      He'd wanted out because I refused to sleep with him. When he attempted to lure me with words of affection like 'I want to tie you up, baby,’ it's safe to say that the thought of him doing that or any of the other nonsense he suggested didn't feel appropriate. It's obvious that Jason wasn't the perfect guy for me. I felt hurt when he called off our engagement because I thought we could find a solution.

      I grew up in Malibu, along with my eight years older sister, Summer, with my twin sister, Winter, and my baby sister, Spring, only a year younger than me and Winter. Yes, our parents had a ‘thing’ for the seasons and appropriately named us after them. My parents were thrilled to have a family of four seasons.

      Our parents were on the dream vacation of a lifetime, a Mediterranean cruise, when their ship crashed into a rock and sank, resulting in their deaths. We would mourn the loss of them for the rest of our lives.

      Summer's almost ten-year age gap proved fortunate as she took on the responsibility of raising us after our parents died. Back then, I’d been a snotty, spoiled sixteen-year-old, so she had her work cut out for her. Winter, on the other hand, was the embodiment of perfection as a sister and child. Spring, the youngest in the family, was a soft-spoken and sensitive soul, deeply affected by our parents' passing. Someone had to be the troublemaker, and it ended up being me.

      Working as a fashion designer for my sister, who was a top fashion model, was my dream, and Summer was so close to making it come true. Winter decided to take a completely different path. She will earn her business management degree in two months and pursue a career in corporate America. My youngest sister, Spring, was in nursing school, the perfect career choice for her.

      Summer is set to retire soon, much to the disappointment of her agent and the fashion world. Her consistent statement was that she would retire when she felt it was the right time. Her plans to open a high fashion boutique in Monterey next year, followed by another in Los Angeles, and one in New York City were well on the way.

      I've been designing the clothing for the shops for the past two years, graduating at the top of my class from FIDM in Los Angeles. My artistic abilities always showed in the designs I drew and finished in my graphics program. Summer planned to hire several people to create patterns in various sizes, sew them, and produce clothing on a large scale. It's fine by me, given that my favorite aspect of the job was the designing. With the opening of our boutiques, to be called Summer and Autumn Marketplace, my designs will be showcased, and I had aspired to gain international recognition as a designer. My goal had always been anything but marriage.

      Having dated plenty of guys over the years, I thought I knew what I wanted. I’d been wrong. It was clear to me that 'heart, hearth, and family' was my thing.

      I leaned in closer and spotted Jason and his girlfriend sitting together on the long decking, patiently waiting for their food. I pushed my plate away and took a sip of my cold but delicious latte.

      I was stuck in a love-life rut.

      I quickly checked my phone and skimmed through a trendy marketplace ad before stopping at a personals ad. I avoided the others, but this particular one got my attention. Harmon Junction, Minnesota, was in search of brides—women seeking marriage and family life in the small farming community southwest of the Twin Cities. The mayor of the town wrote the ad, including his contact information.

      “Huh,” I said as I sank back against my chair with a frown, wondering why these men were looking for wives outside their community? I decided to search for the ad on different platforms and unexpectedly came across a story in a Minnesota newspaper that described the problem in the small town. The lack of industry led to a high number of women leaving the area to pursue careers. Due to a shortage of women, the town’s mayor placed an ad to attract women back to the community. The town boasted low crime rates and sought traditional wives for the many farmers in the area.

      The news article detailed the revival of this ad, which first appeared in the 1980s. The women who had arrived earlier were now getting older and had sons who were in search of wives. Even though some farm families had daughters, the women still departed the community for college or careers. It was clarified that the departure of women now was even worse than in the 1980s. The farms in the town held the men captive.

      Laughing out loud, I couldn’t help but question what was so undesirable about being a farm wife in a small farming community that these women wouldn’t settle down with a local guy.

      Since my design work was primarily digital and online, not working directly with Summer wouldn’t be an issue. Harmon Junction, Minnesota, was becoming increasingly appealing.
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        Autumn

      

        
      
        Harmon Junction, Rural West-Central Minnesota

        April 2014

      

      

      
      I sat on an old, dark-stained hardwood chair, one leg crossed over the other, jiggling it, while observing the sheriff’s office that reminded me of old western jails. The entire setup was wooden, except for the prominent rusted iron bars encircling the cells. My cheeks were wet with tears as the sheriff questioned me, and I wiped my eyes for better visibility.

      My orange tabby, Misty, lay still in her cat carrier on the floor next to the chair.

      Nathaniel Whitefeather, the sheriff of Harmon Junction, sat at his worn-out desk in the ancient brick building, recording my report on a tablet—a paper one, pencil in hand, not a computer, though a laptop sat to his left.

      I had made a grand entrance into town ten minutes ago, driving a rented Mustang convertible. My deep, cocoa brown hair danced in the spring wind while the radiant sun beamed down on me. Ignoring the need to reduce my speed when I reached the town’s limits, I found myself being pursued by the sheriff. The moment I hit the brakes and pulled over onto Main Street, the sheriff swiftly approached me. He paused near my door and took his sunglasses off.

      Panicked, all I could think was that I had to get to a vet clinic with Misty. The sheriff, of course, had no idea—unless he looked down at the cat on my lap, or, if I told him, but I was so shook-up, words wouldn’t leave my brain to my lips.

      His intense blue eyes had scanned the vehicle, leaving me clueless. However, when he inspected my California license, his eyes widened as he glanced over my disheveled appearance and tear-stained face, with my cat, Misty, curled up in my lap.

      I knew I was to blame for Misty’s injuries, not to mention the reckless driver in the truck who ran over her two hind legs, leaving her crippled and bleeding on the road.

      I had pulled over a few miles ago, equipped my cat with a harness and leash, and wandered in the woods, giving her time to do her business. Afterwards, I put her back in her carrier, but accidentally left the door unlatched and disaster ensued.

      The sheriff stood by the car, staring at me, while pointing his pencil at Misty. “Miss, it’s unsafe to drive with a cat on your lap.”

      With tears streaming down my face, I sobbed harder while leaning over my cat. “She got hit!” I let out a howl.

      The sheriff leaned over me and whispered, “What in the hell?”

      I tearfully explained how the cat got hit, sobbing even more when I mentioned, “And the driver of the truck just kept going!”

      “Come on,” he said. The vet clinic in town is nearby.”

      We ended up at the Campbell Veterinarian Clinic where the owner, Doctor Sam Campbell, and his assistant, checked Misty’s injuries.

      Dr. Campbell was ginger-haired and green eyed, a handsome devil with a heavy Scottish brogue. Turns out he’d only immigrated to the United States from Scotland eight years ago and still retained his delightful accent. He was friendly yet professional and I liked him immediately.

      In a hushed tone, I questioned, “Is there any hope of us apprehending the man?”

      “Are you certain it was a male?”

      My face showed no reaction when I looked at him. “My apologies for assuming stereotypes. I meant the person who is responsible for this.”

      “A license plate number is necessary for any further action.”

      “But he was driving a big, black truck and⁠—”

      “Miss Sanders, are you aware of the number of individuals who own a large black truck in this area?”

      I exhaled, swallowed hard, and shook my head.

      I grabbed my purse and stood up. “I need to check-in and get comfortable at a hotel.”

      The sheriff’s expression turned somber as he nodded at me. “Good idea. I’ll ask around town and see what I can find out.”

      “Do you know of any pet-friendly accommodations I can stay at?”

      “The Longville Bed and Breakfast does. Rooms should be available at this time of year. Go straight for two blocks and you’ll see a large, three-story Victorian house painted yellow with purple accents and a door on the left.”

      With those colors, I figured I’d have no trouble locating it. “Thank you.” I rose from my chair, picked up Misty’s carrier and moved to the door. I stepped back abruptly when a mountain of a man barged in, jostling my shoulder and almost knocking me down.

      He paused, grasped my shoulders to steady me, and locked eyes with me.

      “Sorry, miss. In a hurry here.”

      “Okay, me too,” I said as I rushed out of the building. The man was tall with a muscular build and had thick brown hair. Smokin’ hot is what he was.

      I stopped in my steps before shutting the door when I heard the man speaking in a panic.

      “Nathaniel, I’m afraid I may have hit an animal on my way out of town.”

      The sheriff growled angrily at him, saying, “What the hell?”

      “It happened right as I received a call about one of my sick dairy cows and had to return to the farm. Once I handled the situation, I came back to check if you had any news. Out of a small red convertible, a furry orange creature came flying. It landed in the middle of the road, like, right in front…”

      Showing his annoyance, the sheriff rolled his eyes. “It’s clear that you didn’t notice the car parked right in front. You completely missed it as you walked by.”

      “You!” I shouted from where I stood at the open door. “You were the awful person who hit my cat!” I snarled.

      I walked towards him, and he abruptly lifted his head as I stood directly in front of him. I stood my ground. I was furious.

      “How could you? Do you have any idea about what you have done?” I let out a screech.

      The sheriff said, “Hold a minute, miss. Mr. Michaels didn’t know that⁠—”

      The big brute explained, “I’m sorry, ma’am, but that’s why I returned. To find out if your cat was okay,” he said somewhat sheepishly.

      I raised Misty’s carrier to his eye level.

      “Do you see what you did?” Before he could open his mouth to reply, I railed at him. “Her back paws were injured when you ran over them. I can’t believe you did that.”

      He winced as he observed the injured cat on its side, in a daze, before raising his arms and stating, “It was an accident, just as I mentioned, miss, plain and simple. Do you think I’d intentionally run over an animal?”

      The sheriff walked confidently towards them. “Well, Paul apologized, Miss Sanders.”

      I glared at him. “Aren’t you going to arrest him?”

      The sheriff was puzzled and scratched his head. “Accidentally running over an animal doesn’t lead to people getting arrested. Now then, I’ve done all I can by getting your cat to Dr. Campbell’s office, and he says she’ll be fine in time. Sorry, nothing more we can do.”

      The sheriff arched his eyebrow inquisitively. Both brutes just stood there, legs spread, arms folded across his chest as they stared down at me.

      I expressed my disbelief with a scoff. “I’m completely fed up with the two of you.”

      Shoving past both men who scrambled to jump out of my way, I strode outside and got back in my car, settling Misty’s carrier on the back seat. With the two idiots in the doorway staring my way, I started my engine and caught the sheriff saying, “Man, she’s got a fiery temper.”

      Then I saw red when I heard Michaels say, “Yeah, she’s a hellcat alright. And I’d love to tame her.”

      I drove off while they chuckled softly.

      Regardless of how, I will discover the location of that cursed farmer and forward him the veterinary expenses. While driving, I heard a dreadful rumbling noise coming from my right front tire after another block.

      With a quiet shriek, I pulled to the side of the road and slumped in my seat, cursing under my breath, fully aware that the tire had deflated.

      With a groan, I scanned the area, sprinted out of the car, popped open the trunk, and began searching for a jack. I’ve only replaced two tires with my dad’s guidance, so I hoped I would recall the steps.

      The journey from Minneapolis airport to Harmon Junction was a two-hundred-mile drive in the Mustang convertible I rented. I’m happy I chose to wear my designer stretch jeans, black tank top, red and black plaid flannel shirt, and athletic shoes. All comfortable, practical clothing to wear to change a tire.

      I lifted my sunglasses onto my head, located the jack, and placed it on the ground. I lifted the inside hatch and located the spare tire, which I unscrewed and removed before leaning it against the vehicle’s side. Whew! Step one done. Onto step two. I squatted down to the tire, lug nut wrench in hand.

      A senior gentleman paused next to me. “I haven’t changed a tire in a while, but I think I can recall how,” he said, rolling up his sweatshirt sleeves.

      I glanced up and saw a bald man, around seventy years old, with a big belly, and smiled. “Oh no, I think I’ve figured it out, once I remove these lug nuts.”

      “No need, Charlie.” A strong and deep voice offered, “I’ll lend a hand to the lady.”

      “I’m on board with that,” the old man replied, walking slowly down the street.

      I glanced up at Paul, the cat hitter, and shook my head, unable to recall his last name.

      “No need. I have this.” The last thing I wanted was help from the man who hit my cat.

      I crouched down to take off the lug nuts, but first had to remove the hubcap, which came off effortlessly. Onto step three.

      Prior to starting to loosen the lug nuts, I glanced up at him and shielded my eyes from the sunlight.

      “Shouldn’t you be occupied with something or have a place to go? Like tending that sick cow of yours?”

      “Took care of that problem earlier.”

      I attempted to disregard him, but he was hard to miss, standing by my car with his arms crossed and a confident stance. I turned my attention back to my tire.

      The jack had a built-in wrench to use to unbolt the lug nuts. Despite my efforts to loosen each nut by turning counterclockwise, none of them budged. The babies were tightly secured and refused to move. I pondered if WD40 spray would be effective.

      “Miss Sanders, you might want to consider some added muscle.”

      I ignored him and before long I started hitting the lug nuts in frustration, banging and banging them, then trying to twist them to no avail. I sank back on my haunches and blew my hair out of my face in exasperation.

      “Are you ready to accept some help?”

      As I turned my head to the right, I found him squatting next to me, his face just inches away from mine. I gave in when he again apologized. “I’m really sorry about hitting your cat.”

      Taking the wrench, he started working on one before abruptly ceasing, his face displaying a frown.

      “What do you believe is causing the problem?” I question, maintaining a soft and tranquil voice.

      “One of these might be a locking lug nut.”

      “A what?”

      “A locking lug safeguards car wheels from theft and can only be loosened with a unique key. A lot of rental cars have them. Leave this to me. Okay?”

      My support for female empowerment waned as I nodded. I found Misty fast asleep, probably still feeling the effects of the anesthetics.

      In just a few minutes, he located the locked lug nut, discovered the keys in a trunk box of the rental car, and swiftly removed the bolts. With enviable grace, he effortlessly replaced the spare.

      A small crowd had gathered around us, nodding and greeting Paul as he worked. Women of various ages gathered, smiling and fawning over the attractive farmer. As my eyes rolled, I stood by and observed him, admiring his long, muscular physique and linebacker-like shoulders. As he glanced up at me, his dark brown eyes met mine and he flashed a smile, followed by a saucy wink.

      I experienced a strange little flutter in my heart, but I averted my gaze. I refused to let this attractive brute affect me.

      He finished the task and assured, “I’ll bring the tire back to you after getting it patched. Where are you staying?”

      “I was heading to the Longville Bed and Breakfast to check in.”

      “Okay, it’s just nearby.”

      His eyes widened at the sight of the three enormous suitcases in my back seat. Having been in the car’s trunk, it’s probable that he witnessed the other two cases. “Uh, I’ll follow you over and help you unload your luggage.”

      “Thank you for offering, but I can handle it. I appreciate it, though.”

      He lightly tapped his hat brim and murmured, “Later, Miss Sanders.”

      He turned on his heel and moved to his truck. Moving towards the driver’s side, he lifted his gaze and gave a wave. I raised my hand then yanked it down. What was I doing? I didn’t want to be nice to him, though admittedly, having my tire fixed went a long way to helping with that.

      Although his nose was short and slightly crooked, it didn’t take away from his attractive appearance. He was clad in blue jeans, a long-sleeved chambray shirt with the sleeves rolled up exposing muscled, veiny, enticing manly arms, work boots, and a black Stetson on his head. He was unquestionably eye candy, but I couldn’t bring myself to admire him for his manly attributes after the way he treated Misty.

      I evaluated this guy against the three men I was supposed to meet—the potential husband material who had replied to my emails. All the men were in their early to mid-twenties. Paul Michaels looked to be closer to thirty years old.

      John Mason was the first bachelor I reached out to in the mayor’s personals ad in Harmon Junction. I searched extensively but couldn’t find any trace of John on social media. In response to my inquiry, he explained that he doesn’t believe in social media and chooses not to be a part of it. It surprised me because everyone I knew had at least one account, so I didn’t even have a picture of him. I’d asked him to email me one, but he never did. While Jeremy Atkins and Shawn Reiter were on social media and appeared pleasant, they couldn’t match the striking looks of Paul Michaels. For sure, he is a grown man, not a boy. But I hadn’t seen that he’d placed an ad for a wife.

      I wanted a reliable and committed man for a husband, someone who would stay loyal to me, unlike Jason who was just a player.

      I heard a soft meow and murmured, “Go back to sleep, sweetie. You’ll feel better soon.”

      I got behind the wheel and glanced in my rear-view mirror. Paul Michaels was still sitting in his truck. When I pulled away, he took off, too.
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        * * *

      

      I arrived at the bed-and-breakfast, pulling up right in front. Before unloading my luggage, I scrolled on my phone to the ad once more.

      It explained how men in this town were looking for brides because of a shortage of women. I was twenty-one, and never expected to marry, until I became involved with Jason and within months was engaged.

      The thought of my older sister, Summer, joining me here once she finished her modeling assignment in three months made me frown. My hope was that by then, it would be impossible for her to interfere with my plans to marry and establish a life in this picturesque town. I was confident in my decision, so Summer would have to accept it. Then I thought about how easily the decision to do this came to me upon reading the advertisement online, but I’d given it a lot of thought for a few weeks before deciding this move was right for me.

      I’d grown tired of the constant dating and game playing and was ready to settle down. I decided not to share my plans with my twin, Winter, because I was aware that she would inform Summer, and I also didn’t let Spring know. She’d go ballistic!

      Standing outside, I smiled as I stared up at the enormous and colorful Victorian home. I imagined owning a home like this, filled with the laughter of kids. I turned and grabbed Misty’s carrier from the back seat, then took out a large suitcase and started rolling it towards the front door when I heard a rumbling sound. I halted and turned my head, only to spot Mr. Michaels’ truck parked right behind me.

      He abandoned his truck, walked up the sidewalk, and stopped in front of me, briefly inspecting my luggage. “You’re just a little thing, so how did you manage all these bags at the airport by yourself?”

      “I may be small, but I’m strong,” I snapped back, my usual response to anyone mentioning my petite five foot two, ninety-eight-pound frame. “Why did you follow me?”

      He pointed at his truck. “Harry at the shop fixed

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/titlepage_harmonbride1.jpg
Farmer
Tikes o Tife

Autumn's Story
The Brides of Harmon Junction #1

NANCY PIRRI





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Blurb
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        The Sheriff Takes a Wife
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


        


      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Thank You For Reading
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Nancy Pirri
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Nancy Pirri


    


  



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/farmer-takes-a-wife---front.jpg





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





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png






