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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!

      

      

      

      Shona Milligan makes beautiful quilts, stitched with love, for her eager customers. After a tragic accident six years ago, she has rebuilt her life and is creating a brighter future for herself and her son.

      

      When she sees the cottages on Anchor Lane being remodeled into small businesses, she’s intrigued by their pretty exteriors and unlimited potential. Risking everything she owns, she signs the lease on the third cottage and opens a quilting store like no other.

      

      Joseph Adams is passionate about the tiny home revolution taking Montana by storm. He works tirelessly to provide safe and warm houses for people who would otherwise be homeless. He’s happy with his life and proud of his young daughter, but something is missing. And he’s too scared to face what it is.

      

      After a bitter divorce, the last thing he wants is to be attracted to another woman. When he meets Shona, the walls around his heart start to crumble. She’s everything he never expected to find. But with joy comes pain, and Joseph doesn’t know if he can ever give his heart to another woman.

      

      THE COZY QUILT SHOP is the third 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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      Shona sat at her sewing machine surrounded by stacks of quilting fabric and spools of thread. She loved nothing more than being at home in the peaceful solitude of her sewing room where she could lose herself in the hum of the machine and the soothing repetition of her needle moving up and down.

      For her, quilting was more than a hobby or a way to pass the time. Over the last couple of years, it had become her primary source of income. Between two part-time jobs, she stitched and planned projects for customers who contacted her after seeing the quilts she sold at The Christmas Shop and on her website.

      If she was ever short of inspiration, all she had to do was look through the window and take in the glorious view of the tall spruce, oak, and pine trees growing on the edge of her Montana property.

      Each day in Sapphire Bay was a blessing. Especially when her son was home from college.

      “Do you know where my backpack’s gone, Mom?” Nate, her nineteen-year-old son, stood in the doorway. When he saw what she was working on, he smiled. “I can’t believe you’re already doing the topstitching. Kylie only had her baby a week ago.”

      “I’ve been working on her quilt for a while. Your backpack’s beside the kitchen counter.”

      “Thanks.” He turned to leave and then stopped. “Are you going to the tiny home village this morning?”

      “Not to the village, but I am going to the old steamboat museum. Do you want me to drop something off on my way through town?”

      Nate shook his head. “It’s okay. I’ll see Pastor John tonight.”

      Each Friday night, Shona volunteered at The Welcome Center. When Nate was home from college, he went with her. Sometimes, they peeled potatoes or made large pans of lasagna. On other evenings they set up the dining room, cleaned the kitchen, or helped make beds in the accommodation wing for unexpected guests.

      It didn’t matter which jobs they were allocated, it was their way of giving back to a community that had given them so much.

      “Be careful on the road.”

      “I will. I’ll see you after I’ve finished work.”

      After he left, she changed the decorative stitch she was using and followed the edge of the fabric. The pink and purple quilt would look pretty on the cradle Kylie and Ben had rescued from the top of their barn.

      With a contented sigh, she planned the rest of her day. After she finished this row, she’d prepare some fabric for a quilt she was making for a customer. And, after that, she’d take two quilts into the old steamboat museum for the tiny homes that were almost finished.

      She may be just one person sitting in a small room with a sewing machine but, through her quilts, she was able to touch the lives of so many others. And, for her, that was the greatest gift of all.
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        * * *

      

      Joseph lifted a sheet of drywall into place with an apprentice who was helping to build the tiny homes. Henry was a good kid who’d had a rough start in life. With the help of the local church, and the construction program Pastor John had started, he’d found something better than the life he’d known.

      “Make sure the drywall’s hard against the one beside it,” Joseph told him. “Otherwise, nothing will line up.”

      “It’s tight.” Henry took the electric drill off his toolbelt and screwed the drywall into place.

      The tiny home was going to a development that was based on what they were doing in Sapphire Bay. With chronic homelessness and rental affordability an issue in many towns, the tiny home project provided much-needed accommodation in communities across Montana.

      When the sheet was secure, they picked up another and attached it to the wall. So far, they were on track to have three homes ready for plastering tomorrow morning.

      They both turned when someone knocked on the exterior wall. Joseph smiled at the woman standing in the doorway. He’d spoken to Shona Milligan a few times since he’d moved to Sapphire Bay. With red-brown hair, gray eyes, and a personality that was as genuine as her smile, she was one of the nicest people he’d met.

      “Hi, Joseph. I’ve made two quilts for the homes you’ve finished. I was going to leave them in the office, but no one’s there.”

      He looked at the folded fabric. “I’d offer to take them to the tiny homes, but I’ll get them dirty. I could show you where they need to go?”

      “That’d be wonderful. Hi, Henry.”

      “Hi, Mrs. Milligan. Will Nate be home later tonight?”

      “He’ll be at The Welcome Center until eight o’clock, but home after that.”

      “Thanks. I’ll text him to see if he wants a visitor.”

      “That sounds great.”

      After Henry went back to work, Joseph led Shona across the indoor construction area. “I’m surprised no one was at the reception desk.”

      “I was, too. I signed the visitor sheet to let them know I’m here. How’s Adele?”

      “She’s a typical eight-year-old. The programs at the church are keeping her busy while I’m working. Nate must be going back to college soon?”

      “Next week. I’ll miss him after he leaves.”

      Shona’s husband had died in a car accident a few years ago. Joseph didn’t know much about her life, but he’d met her son and was impressed by the quietly spoken teenager. “I’m assuming the quilts are for the homes going to the new site in Sapphire Bay?”

      “That’s right. I thought I’d drop them off before the tiny homes leave here.”

      “Good idea. Everything gets a little crazy after we move the houses.” Although a team of paid staff and volunteers built the homes, they were a community project. Everything, from the curtains and linens to the cutlery and plates, was either made or donated by people and businesses in town.

      Joseph stopped outside the tiny home closest to the loading bay. With two bedrooms in the loft, a small bathroom, a kitchenette, and a living room, it was everything the new tenants would need to feel safe and comfortable.

      He opened the front door and stepped inside. “The last time I saw this house was after it was painted. The curtains have made a big difference.”

      “They look lovely. It’s nice to have some color in the room.” Shona left a quilt on top of some cushions and blankets.

      The house wouldn’t be completely furnished until it arrived on site. But anything they could add before then meant the new tenants could move in faster.

      “I’ve never asked why you donate so many quilts. They must take a long time to make.”

      “They do, but the families who move into the tiny homes appreciate them.” She took another look around the house before leaving. “My grandma taught me how to sew when I was about your daughter’s age. We’d use scraps of fabric left over from the clothes she made. Whenever I make a quilt, it reminds me of her and the fun we had. What made you want to build the tiny homes?”

      He hadn’t told many people why he volunteered. Most thought it was because he enjoyed building, but that was only part of the answer. “I went through a difficult divorce. When I moved to Sapphire Bay with Adele, I needed something to take my mind off what was happening. Pastor John asked if I wanted to help, and I said yes.”

      “Well, I’m glad you did. You’re making a difference in many people’s lives.”

      Shona’s gentle smile made the tension in his shoulders disappear. “I hope so.” He opened the next tiny home’s front door, and she left the second quilt beside some blankets. “I’ll see you at The Welcome Center tonight. Adele’s singing with the choir after dinner.”

      “Good for her. The choir always sounds amazing.”

      “They’re already planning what they’ll sing in the Christmas carol competition.”

      Shona’s eyes widened. “Christmas is still four months away.”

      “That’s what you get for coming second in last year’s competition. They want to win this one.”

      “Let me know if they need anyone to make cookies for the audience. I have a great shortbread recipe that melts in your mouth.”

      Joseph laughed. “I’ll tell Mabel.”

      Since the first competition, the choir directors had tried to influence the voting by providing snacks for the audience. Gingerbread men, homemade candy canes, fudge, and even snowmen made from chocolate-coated marshmallows had made their way into the competition. Not to be outdone, Mabel had decided to find the perfect Christmas treats.

      In easy silence, they walked across the concrete floor to the main entrance. Shona stopped in front of the reception desk. Picking up a pen, she quickly signed out of the visitor book. “Thanks for showing me where the houses are.”

      “You’re welcome. Have a good day.” Joseph stood in the doorway and watched her leave.

      Everyone he’d met had come to Sapphire Bay for different reasons. Why they stayed was an entirely different matter. Shona could have moved anywhere after her husband died, but she chose to live in the same small town where she’d raised her son.

      Whether that was by choice or if it was easier than leaving, he didn’t know. And maybe it didn’t matter.
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        * * *

      

      Shona glanced at Nate before stopping her truck outside a cottage on Anchor Lane. Some days, it still surprised her how far she’d come since selling her first quilt at The Christmas Shop. Never in a million years would she have imagined they’d be so popular or how much she enjoyed creating them.

      Unfortunately, the success of her business had created a few issues. She loved working from home but, if she wanted to grow her business, she needed more space.

      When she’d seen the cottages on Anchor Lane, she’d wondered if one of them could become a quilt shop. But with sagging verandas, blistered paint, and gutters overgrown with weeds, they were an eyesore she couldn’t afford to fix.

      It wasn’t until Pastor John told her the first four cottages would be remodeled and leased to small business owners that she became excited. A flower shop had opened in the first cottage. The second was a café. The location was perfect. Even the pretty pastel-colored paint scheme gave the cottages an old-fashioned charm that drew customers to them.

      Over the last six months, she’d saved every penny she could, but it might not be enough to open her own business.

      She glanced at Nate, almost too scared to see his reaction. “What do you think?”

      He took off his seat belt. “It looks better than it did last week.”

      The pale blue exterior walls and the white trim around the veranda made a big difference, but Nate’s lukewarm response worried her. “The contractors have almost finished. There are just a few touch-ups to do inside.”

      “Are you sure you want to open a quilting store? Sapphire Bay isn’t that big, and you won’t be on Main Street.”

      “Paris’ flower shop and Andrea’s café have increased the number of people visiting Anchor Lane. The county’s only allowing the first four cottages to be turned into small businesses. If I don’t take this one, I might miss out.”

      And she didn’t want that to happen. The little cottage would be perfect for selling quilts, meeting clients, and teaching other people how to sew.

      She climbed out of the truck and stood on the sidewalk. “I spoke to Penny Terry, the property developer who owns these cottages. She’ll give me a discount on the rent for the first twelve months.”

      Nate’s frown deepened. “What if you don’t make enough money to cover the other expenses?”

      Shona’s heart squeezed tight. If the trauma of losing his dad wasn’t enough, Nate had worked three part-time jobs while she’d recovered from an operation on her spine a few years later. They’d lived paycheck to paycheck, barely getting through each week.

      Even though he was at college, she knew he still worried about her. “I won’t sign the lease if I can’t afford it. Andrea has offered to help me fill out the forms for a start-up loan from the bank. Paris has been wonderful, too.”

      Nate’s gaze traveled from her to the cottage she wanted to rent. “I guess I could have a look inside.”

      That was good enough for Shona. With a reassuring smile, she opened the front gate. “Penny gave me a spare key this afternoon.” Nate hadn’t been inside the cottage, but she’d told him all about it.

      She unlocked the front door with a soft click and pushed it open. “You go first.”

      Nate walked into what used to be the entranceway. The contractors had removed the walls separating the hallway from the rest of the cottage. What was left was a large, open space that was more than big enough for what she needed.

      Standing under the pressed tin ceilings, he turned in a slow circle. “It’s bigger and brighter than I thought.”

      “Removing the walls makes it feel larger.” She stood in front of the original fireplace and opened her arms wide. “This is where I’ll set up the sewing machines for people to learn how to quilt. And over here”—she moved to the front of the room—“is where I’ll have tables of quilts I want to sell.”

      Nate looked around a doorframe. “Everything in the kitchen looks new.”

      “It is. I’ll find some lovely second-hand furniture for the retail area, and Mabel Terry will supply the sewing machines people can use.”

      “What about your job at the church?”

      “Once the store opens, Shelley will find someone else to work with her.” Shona looked at the polished wooden floor and the cornices that were as wide as two hands. Everything about the cottage seemed so right, so much of everything she’d always wanted. “This could be the start of something amazing,” she said softly.

      Nate picked up an empty box and left it beside the fireplace. “I think so, too. If I wasn’t going back to college, I could give you a hand to get everything ready.”

      “There isn’t that much to do.” It was a slight exaggeration, but she didn’t want Nate to worry about her. “Besides, I can’t do anything until I ask the bank for a start-up loan.”

      “How long will that take?”

      “Completing the forms shouldn’t take too long. Andrea only had to wait a couple of weeks for the bank’s decision. Hopefully, I’ll be the same.” She smiled and wrapped her hand around Nate’s arm. “I never thought I’d own my own business.”

      “Dad would be proud of you.”

      She looked at her beautiful son, and tears filled her eyes. With his dark brown hair and brown eyes, he was so much like Chris that her heart broke all over again. “I hope so.”

      “I know so.” Nate kissed her cheek. “I’m proud of you, too. You can do this, Mom.”

      She looked at the white-painted walls, at the sunlight streaming through the windows. For a long time, she’d relied on other people to make her dreams come true. Now, for the first time in her life, she had the opportunity to do something for herself, for Nate, and for the community.

      With a little help and lots of hard work, she hoped the cottage would become the most amazing quilting store in Montana.
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      Joseph opened the door to The Welcome Center and waited for Adele to go inside. The entrance was almost deserted, unlike the other times they’d come here. “Mabel said to meet the choir in the main meeting room.”

      Adele frowned. “Is that the one with the blue door?”

      “It is.”

      With a smile, she skipped ahead, stopping at the front desk.

      Shelley, Pastor John’s wife, looked up from her computer. “Hi, Adele.”

      “Hi, Mrs. McDonald. Are you helping Pastor John tonight?”

      “I am. One of the volunteers called in sick, so I’m looking after the front desk. It’s good to see you and your dad.”

      “Dad’s listening to us sing. Mrs. Terry said it’s good practice for the Christmas carol competition. She said we sound awesome.”

      Shelley smiled at Adele’s dimpled grin. “I’m sure you do.”

      “Do you want Dad to come and get you before we start singing?”

      “It’s okay. I’ll follow you when you go into the dining room.”

      Joseph placed his hand on Adele’s shoulder. She was such a chatterbox, she’d keep talking if he didn’t remind her where they needed to be. “We’d better join the rest of the choir before we’re late.”

      “Okay. Bye, Mrs. McDonald.”

      “Bye, Adele.” Shelley grinned at Joseph. “Good luck. You have a very excited daughter.”

      “She’s been looking forward to coming here. I’ll see you later.”

      “Sounds good.”

      Joseph followed Adele into the large meeting room. His daughter wasn’t the only excited person. Everyone in the choir was either talking or fixing last-minute issues with their costumes. Unsurprisingly, Mabel Terry, the choir director, was rushing around the room, making sure everyone was ready.

      As soon as she saw Adele, she let out a sigh of relief. “Thank goodness you’re here. The only person we’re waiting for is Nora.”

      “Her mom was driving into the parking lot as we came into the center,” Joseph told her.

      “That’s wonderful.” She pointed to a table close to where they were standing. “Go and see Mrs. Armstrong, Adele. She has your costume.”

      Even though Christmas was still months away, Mabel wanted this to be a dress rehearsal for how the choir would perform in the carol competition. From what he could see, everyone was happy wearing the red T-shirts, sparkly headbands, and reindeer antlers.

      Joseph smiled at some of Adele’s friends. They were just as excited as his daughter. “You’re doing a great job, Mabel.”

      “I’m trying. When I offered to be the choir director, I didn’t know how much work it’d be. But, as Allan says, I like to be busy.”

      She was definitely busy. Mabel and her husband owned the general store and volunteered endlessly at the church and The Welcome Center. When he’d arrived in Sapphire Bay three years ago, they’d taken a jaded man under their wings. Over countless cups of coffee, they’d helped him see there were still good people left in the world.

      “Would you do something for me?” Mabel asked.

      “Of course. What do you need?”

      “I forgot to ask someone to take photos of the choir. If you brought your cell phone, could you take some while they’re singing?”

      “Consider it done. I’ll email them to you after the performance.”

      “Thank you. Everyone will enjoy seeing them on the community Facebook page.”

      As Mabel turned to welcome Nora and her mom, he walked across to Adele. She was waiting behind some other choir members, talking to Gordon Jessop. Gordon was in charge of the community garden and had been in the choir since it started.

      Gordon shook Joseph’s hand. “It’s good to see you. The latest tiny homes are looking great.”

      “We’re trying a different design. So far, it’s working better than we imagined.”

      “We need every home we can build. If you want to find a seat in the dining room, I’ll look after Adele.”

      Joseph smiled at his daughter. He didn’t need to ask whether she was happy to stay with Gordon—her grin said it all. He was an honorary granddad to many children in Sapphire Bay. With a heart as big as the gardens he managed, he always had a kind word and infinite patience for anyone who needed it.

      “Good luck,” Joseph said as he gave Adele a final hug.

      “Mrs. Terry said we don’t need luck. We just need to sing from our hearts.”

      Gordon winked. “And Mrs. Terry is always right.”

      Joseph smiled. “She is. I’ll wait for you in the dining room after you’ve finished, Adele.”

      “Okay. I’ll find you.”

      He left his daughter with Gordon and made his way out of the room.

      His ex-wife would laugh if she saw them now. Before he left Los Angeles, he was the chief financial officer at a multinational investment company, drove expensive cars, and ate at the finest restaurants. Adele was painfully shy, had a nervous stutter, and only saw him for an hour or two each day.

      Now, he spent his days building tiny homes for people who couldn’t afford to live anywhere else, and he had full custody of Adele. She’d overcome her stutter and blossomed into an amazing eight-year-old.

      Their lives had changed so much he sometimes forgot how far they’d come. But, on days like this, when he saw Adele’s happy smile, he could only feel thankful for the heartache that had brought them to Montana.
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        * * *

      

      Shona carried another two chairs out of a small meeting room. It was just as well there was more than enough for everyone. All the guests who were staying at The Welcome Center must have come to hear the choir. Not that she could blame them. Last month, she’d listened when they were practicing in the church. Her breath had caught when she’d heard their perfect harmonies. For such a diverse group, they sang beautifully together.

      “It looks as though you could do with a hand.” Joseph lifted the chairs out of her arms. “Are they going into the dining room?”

      “They are. I can carry them.”

      “I’m sure you can, but why do it if someone else can help?”

      “Because I like doing things myself.” Her toes curled when Joseph grinned at her. Shona sighed. She was forty-two years old, not a giddy teenager who could be charmed by a man with deep blue eyes and a gorgeous smile.

      “Being independent is important,” he said softly. “But so is allowing someone to help you. Besides, it’s almost time for the choir to start singing.”

      She checked her watch. “I didn’t realize it was so late. I’d better see where Nate’s gone.”

      Joseph looked around the room. “He’s to the right of the kitchen door.”

      Looking across the room, she saw Nate carrying a stack of dirty plates into the kitchen.

      “He’s as busy as you are.” Joseph left the chairs beside the others in the back row.

      “He likes volunteering. As well as helping others, he’s made a lot of friends. I’ll tell him the choir will be here soon.”

      “Would you like me to save two chairs for you?”

      “That’d be great. I’ll be back soon.”

      Taking off his jacket, Joseph placed it across two chairs and sat on the one beside them. As soon as the choir entered the dining room, a last-minute rush of people finding seats added another layer of excitement to the performance.

      Adele looked around the room. When she spotted him, her face broke into a relieved smile.

      His heart squeezed tight. Before they’d moved to Sapphire Bay, he’d missed almost all her after-school activities. He was so wrapped up in his own life he hadn’t seen the effect his absence had on her.

      Shona came out of the kitchen with Nate and quickly moved to where he was sitting.

      “Thanks for saving the seats,” she whispered.

      “You’re welcome. Hi, Nate.”

      “Hi, Mr. Adams. Adele looks cute in her red T-shirt and reindeer antlers.”

      He looked at his daughter and smiled. “She loves dressing up.”

      “She reminds me of someone else I know,” Shona said with a smile.

      Nate groaned. “Don’t tell Mr. Adams the skeleton story. I was nine years old.”

      Joseph raised his eyebrows. Whatever the story involved would have to wait. Pastor John stood at the front of the room and introduced Mabel and the Sapphire Bay Community Choir.

      Following a round of applause, Mabel took her place in front of the singers. With a nod to her husband, the first orchestral notes of “Silent Night” filled the room.

      Keeping his hand steady, Joseph videoed the choir. He smiled at Adele. Even when her reindeer antlers slipped sideways, her gaze never left Mabel. She sang with such confidence that his heart swelled with pride. He might be biased but, by the time the choir finished the first song, he was sure they’d win the competition in December.

      While people clapped and cheered, Shona touched his arm. “They’re wonderful. Adele looks as though she’s enjoying herself.”

      He bent his head closer to her. “She told me she feels like she’s walking on clouds when she sings.”

      “That makes it even more special.”

      He yearned for something he hadn’t felt in a long time when he saw Shona’s tender expression. Knowing someone believed in you, that no matter what, they’d always be there for you was as alien to him as shooting a rocket into space and looking for stardust.

      Nate took a photo, reminding Joseph of his promise to Mabel.

      He held up his cell phone and snapped random photos of the choir. Adele’s friends, Jack and Charlie, were singing with all their might. Nora had a sweet smile on her face, and Mr. Jessop looked like he belonged on Broadway. He took photos of Willow playing the piano, and Andy Smith accompanying her on his guitar.

      During the next three songs, he tried to capture the spirit of the choir and what made their performance special.

      The expression on Adele’s face was pure joy, especially when the audience clapped and cheered after the last song. As she walked out of the room, she looked at him and her smile grew wider.

      Joseph blew her a kiss and she reached forward, plucked it from the air, and pressed it to her chest. It was their secret code—his way of telling her he loved her.

      “What you just did was lovely,” Shona said from beside him.

      His daughter disappeared into the corridor. “When Adele was younger, she had a bad stutter. After her mom left, her speech became worse. Blowing her a kiss when she’s nervous makes her feel better. It’s become a habit that makes both of us smile.”

      “Adele’s lucky to have you as her dad.”

      His smile faded. Shona wouldn’t think so highly of him if she’d met him five years ago. He was so wrapped up in his own life he hadn’t noticed that the people around him were falling to pieces.

      Shona turned to her son. “What did you think of the choir, Nate?”

      “They were great. Mr. Jessop looked good in his reindeer antlers.”

      Joseph watched Gordon leave the room. He was waving at a group of teenagers who helped him in the community garden. “It must be better than wearing last year’s Santa suit.”

      Shona picked up her bag. “He enjoyed being Santa. The hugs everyone gave him made the bulky costume worthwhile.”

      Adele rushed toward them. The reindeer antlers were gone and her cheeks were flushed with excitement. “What did you think?”

      Joseph opened his arms and hugged her. “You were amazing, and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.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/cozyquiltshop_cvr.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR






