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      Hello, and welcome to Little Farm in the Henhouse, Book 4 of the Little Farm series. It’s good to have you here—now we can dish about chickens!

      As a former city girl—and a total germaphobe cupcake gardener—I moved out to the Cascade Mountains’ Foothills to start a little homestead with my husband John. What little I knew about farm animals was what I’d read in books.

      Still, since we were big on self-reliance, deciding to bring chickens to our place seemed like a no-brainer. Yet caring for the three flocks of laying hens we’ve had over the years has been an absolute eye-opener.

      With everything John and I learned, it seemed only right to share those lessons—to help other folks raising a small backyard flock. Although people who simply like chickens might enjoy these stories too!

      Yet in the spirit of full disclosure… I wrote about our first flock of hens in Little Farm Homegrown, Book 2 of the series. If you’ve read “Homegrown,” Part I of this book might seem familiar to you. And you may be wondering, why revisit our experiences with our first set of chickens?

      Well, that’s easy to answer. I discovered that each of our flocks—and each individual chicken—has presented different challenges. And teachable moments too. That being the case, I felt strongly that all our chicken experiences belong together.

      So instead of picking up where I left off in Little Farm Homegrown, with our second flock of pullets, I’ve included all our stories and lessons—and a few new things—about life with our first hens Dottie, Chloe and Marilyn and the others.

      This way, you’ll be part of our journey with every one of our girls in one fell swoop… All the struggles and sorrows—yes, there were many—and the joys.

      Despite those sorrows, I hope you’ll keep reading. Whether you’re new to my Little Farm memoirs or my novels, or have already dipped into some of my books, I’m very grateful you’ve taken a chance with this one.

      If you’d like to share your own chicken-keeping wisdom, gardening experiences, or to simply say hi, an easy way is to visit my Little Farm Writer newsletter, www.susancolleenbrowne.substack.com. I would absolutely love to hear from you.

      Warm regards and happy hen-keeping!

      
        
        Susan
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      Just when you think you know about caring for chickens…

      Picture a wooded acreage in a misty valley, surrounded by dark green forested foothills. This woodland property, clearcut twenty or so years ago, is now a riot of alder, maple and evergreens, from saplings to thirty-foot high trees.

      Littered with old logging slash and dotted with stumps, the landscape is thickly carpeted with sword fern and Oregon grape. In the summer, tall bracken fern and thimbleberry, and sprawling, thorn-covered blackberry canes makes most of the ten acres nearly impassable.

      At least for humans—unless they’ve come prepared, swathed in thorn-resistant gear and armed with a hatchet, a saw, and a hefty machete!

      This woodland acreage, like the surrounding forests, is also teeming with wildlife. You’ll find songbirds, deer and rabbits like in any suburban yard. But you’ll often see grouse, bald eagles, and red-tailed hawks. And once in a while, bobcats and coyotes, bears and cougars.

      In the middle of this ten-acre woodland, up on a ridge, is the little homestead my husband and I call Berryridge Farm. In a fenced clearing, you’ll find a modest-sized dark-red rambler and not-quite-matching brick-red, steel-sided shop. Nestled around and between the buildings is my pride and joy: our veggie beds, berry patches, and orchard spaces.

      And beyond the garden and orchards, past a cluster of woodsheds, you’ll find our chicken compound: a hand-built coop, a caged chicken run, and a roomy fenced yard full of grasses and leafy weeds.

      One sunny September afternoon, John and I arrived home in our old Ranger, with five Buff Orpington pullets secured in two boxes. After all the misfortunes with our previous chickens, we were thrilled to have a new set of “girls.”

      Over the years, our hen-keeping had been a learn-as-you-go kind of experience: caring for our first flock had involved a sharp learning curve, and our second set of hens had been even steeper. But with our five young Buffies, a breed known for their gentle natures, John and I were sure the third time was the charm—that we finally knew what we were doing.

      Clambering out of the pickup, I couldn’t help feeling pleased we had such a nice little home for them. For sure, our coop was nothing fancy—not like the super-cute designer ones you see in magazines, with ingenious little flourishes, entryways and nest boxes.

      Although John and I had made a number of improvements to the coop and chicken compound, like an outdoor roost, and a wee, slanted roof over the feeder to keep the girls dry as they ate, our hen digs were simple and utilitarian, like the rest of our place.

      That afternoon, John and I gingerly pulled the two boxes out of the truck bed and ferried them into the chicken pen. Indignant thumps and fussing came from the boxes. As we released the five girls, I braced myself for a full-on freakout, like our other hens had done in their new place.

      But these chickens didn’t seem terribly disturbed, despite the unfamiliar surroundings. As soon as they were on solid ground again, after a bit of hesitation, they started pecking the nearest weeds tentatively, then with a little more gusto. I’d heard Buff Orpingtons were mellower than other chickens, and now, I felt the adaptability of these girls was a good omen!

      John and I exchanged grins, then watched the hens, with high hopes they would enjoy their new home. Our new chicken quintet would have larger ranging area than they’d had at our neighbors’, who had raised them. And instead of the plain bedding they had before, these hens could scratch in plenty of dirt, greens and other weeds.

      Time flew by as we hung out with our girls, and before we knew it, the sun was sinking into the sky. John said, “Well, it’s getting late… How about I get dinner started.”

      “Sounds good,” I said. As he strolled back to the house, whistling his usual tune, Beethoven’s Hallelujah Chorus, I gently herded the birds into their caged area so they could get in a last-minute feed and slurp of water. “Goodnight, girls,” I said softly, and closed the door.

      With the pen secure, the hens could mosey into their coop for the night whenever they liked.

      

      Knowing our new girls would be safe, and almost ready to turn in, I quickly tackled the day’s postponed garden chores. As usual, I stayed busy until it was too dark to work. Preparing to head into the house, on an impulse, I checked on the hens.

      They weren’t in the coop!

      Panicked, I looked around. Where on earth⁠—

      All five were huddled up on the small, slanted roof over the feeder…and not quite asleep, because they kept sliding down!

      “Oh, you silly girls!” I said fondly. Almost weak with relief, I knew it was me who was silly. I’d assumed the new kids would find their way into the coop…because, well, instinct. Or because the ramp and hen door were pretty much like their previous home.

      But clearly, the girls hadn’t known there was a coop to sleep in, because I hadn’t shown it to them.

      Our previous chickens taught me that laying hens like to be up high.  Of course they do: they’re birds! For example, if you have a roost with two or three levels—like we do—your girls will choose the highest.

      At this moment, our new Buffies’ adventure up on this three-foot square made perfect sense—when they were ready to go to sleep, they had simply headed for the highest spot they could find.

      But of course they couldn’t stay there all night.

      I opened the coop “people” door, and gently grasped the nearest hen, and removed her from the little roof. One-by-one, I bought them into the coop, and placed each chicken the on the platform beneath their roost. The rest was up to them.

      The girls took their time. But eventually figuring out there was indeed a proper roost to sleep on, each hen in turn flapped her wings a bit, jumped up, and clambered onto the roost.

      I waited for them to stop flapping and fussing, then ruefully secured the pen. Three flocks in, and we were still learning.

      

      Years ago, when John and I took the giant step forward in “homesteadiness,” acquiring what would be our first flock of hens, I wasn’t prepared. As I scrambled around a ramshackle little homestead one sunny summer day, to help corral the six hens we’d just purchased, one salient fact slowly dawned on me: chickens were a lot of work.

      Yet caring for hens, I discovered a new side of myself. It wasn’t just city girl me getting a crash-course in chicken-keeping. As the weeks and months unfolded, I took pleasure in caring for them. And I felt new tenderness for the birds that we soon called our “girls.”

      Later, I realized something else: that if I’d known how ignorant I was about chickens—and wildlife too—I would never have taken the leap!

      Despite all my experiences, though, this book isn’t an instructional manual—I won’t pretend to be an expert with laying hens. Still, I figure I’ve gained enough know-how that’s worth sharing, whether you already have hens, or are thinking of getting a flock.

      My own biggest discovery was that you never really stop learning new ways to tend and understand your chickens!

      In any event, it’s my hope that the practical tips and best practices I’ve picked up along the way will enrich your current or future flock—and help make your birds healthy and happy.

      But there’s something else I want to tell you…

      Hen-lovers know that chickens will steal your heart. But too often, as John and I discovered, chickens will break it too. Nature can be cruel, especially when it comes to small-ish, defenseless birds.

      So a little word of warning: this book isn’t all sweetness and light. In fact, some of the passages may be hard to read.

      Yet when it comes to keeping hens, we’ve found it echoes life generally: Sometimes you have to take the bitter with the sweet.

      Now, onward for the tale of the Little Farm hens!
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      Before we talk about laying hens…

      When people learn about our life in the country, one question I get a lot is, “Why don’t you have a dog?”

      True confession: I’ve never been much of an animal person.

      In my childhood, our family had two dogs. Buddy, an adventurous Springer spaniel who wandered the woodsy neighborhood at will, and a few years later, beagle Snoopy, a cuddly sweetheart. But when I was six years old, before Buddy and Snoopy came along, someone gave us three darling little kittens.

      The next-door neighbors had a collie that was once sweet too. Then she came down with distemper. One day, she came into our yard and killed all three kittens. I think that event imprinted in my mind that you couldn’t really trust animals.

      Still, as a kid, I did love our dogs—although in my free time, when I wasn’t playing kickball or climbing trees, I had my head in a book. So I didn’t hang out with either pup a whole lot.

      Maybe Buddy wasn’t too attached to us kids either. He ran off one day, never to be seen again. And Snoopy disappeared from our lives even more suddenly…and tragically. One day, while my siblings and I played in the front yard, Snoopy was goofing around under my mother’s car as she prepared to leave on errands. In the midst of the hubbub, she accidentally ran over him.

      He died in my younger sister’s arms.

      My heart ached at losing Snoopy, and in such horrible circumstances. But it wasn’t broken in pieces like my sister’s was. Yet she didn’t let that experience stop her from cherishing many more dogs.

      Fast forward to life in the Foothills—a region of three to five thousand-foot thickly forested hills (which in other places might be called “mountains” but here they’re called “foothills”).

      Here, I saw the animal kingdom in a whole new light…and I soon grew attached to the native canines around our place: coyotes. Surrounded as we are by woods, fields, and wetlands, there’s plenty of coyote habitat.

      As a child, I was raised with the unspoken maxim “children should be seen and not heard.” Coyotes, however, live by the opposite—they’re frequently heard but rarely seen.

      The first night John and I spent on our little homestead, coyotes serenaded us for hours, with their distinct, shrieky Yip-Yip-Yah-Yeowww! In the intervening years, we’ve often heard coyotes several nights a week, their yipping so deafening it was like they were just outside our windows.

      Who knows, maybe they were right next to our house. Be that as it may, their racket, as I’ve observed before, is like how a dog might sound giving birth upside down.

      I’ve since learned some interesting coyote factoids. While coyotes are closely related to dogs, unlike domesticated dogs, they form little family units. Coyotes mate for life, and both parents stick around to raise the pups—even the older siblings help out! But also unlike dogs, coyotes are extremely canny about keeping out of sight. So despite all their attention-getting hullabaloo, I’ve rarely seen them near our place.

      On my daily bikerides, though, past dense forests and a large wild meadow, I’ll catch sight of a coyote every couple of months, their pert little faces every bit as engaging as a dog’s. What’s even more fascinating to me, given their little families, is that I’ve never, ever seen their young. Or more than one coyote at a time.

      Cycling a couple of years back, I encountered one right in the middle of the main road. I slowed down, to give the animal a chance to melt into the underbrush as the coyotes I’ve spotted usually do. Instead, the coyote gave me a long look, then simply carried on, trotting ahead of me in the center of the pavement.

      How curious! Luckily, there was no traffic. I gave the coyote lots of space, and followed slowly, keeping a close eye on it. I really wanted to see just how far the critter would meander up the middle of the road.

      Quite a ways, as it turned out. As the minutes ticked by, the coyote briskly trotted along, glancing over its shoulder at me every so often. It did this for another half mile! Then finally it gave me one last look, and wandered into the brush.

      This experience had me smiling and shaking my head the rest of the day.

      Still, long story short: although I’m very fond of the wildlife here, like I said, I’ve never really been an animal person. Babies have always been my thing.

      Starting at age seven, when I wasn’t at school I was babysitting my toddler brother. When my baby sister came along a few years later, I became a quasi-parent to her as well. At twenty-two, I became a mother for real, and by my mid-forties, I was a grandmother. So kiddos, not critters, have always been on my radar.

      And to be even more truthful, as time went by I enjoyed dogs in general less and less. You see, I’ve been a lifelong, almost daily bikerider. And anyone who cycles knows that you are often a dog-magnet. Unfortunately, it’s not friendly dogs that chase people; it’s the aggressive ones.

      And yours truly has been chased, menaced, and even bitten by more mean dogs than I care to count.

      (A side note: you may be wondering, if I encounter problem mutts, why don’t I just take another route? In our neighborhood, the gigantic foothills mean our main road only goes in two directions. No side roads, no alternate routes, no shortcuts.)

      Anyway. Despite my history, with our new life in the boondocks, I soon grew fond of the neighborhood domestic dogs. Fiona, a super-friendly golden retriever, gave me new faith in canine companions. Our closest neighbor’s pup, a blue heeler named Nellie, became John’s pal.

      He’d be clearing brush in the woods, and over she’d come with a stick in her mouth. He’d throw the stick, Nellie would fetch it, and of course, being a breed who likes having a job, she wanted to do it All. Day. Long.

      I’m well aware too, that being a dog owner, a good, loving one, is a big commitment. It’s not like back in the day when you’d get a neighbor’s extra puppy or bring a dog home from the pound. You didn’t bother much with veterinary care, spaying or proper training, or the other doggie necessaries for fully enjoying your pet.

      As more grandchildren came along, and I took on more grandmotherly responsibilities, the idea of getting a dog seemed more and more overwhelming. I already felt time-challenged with my writing business and looking after our place—how would I fit in all the new obligations of having a pet?

      Even if a dog could help chase rabbits and rodents away from our garden, our little homestead needed my time and energy more than we needed a dog.

      There was one more inescapable aspect of our life here. The longer we lived in the Foothills, the more horror stories we heard about dogs and predators.

      I have a friend who also lives in the Foothills, about eight miles away. Her home is in a one-acre clearing surrounded by six acres of tall, old firs. She has a lovely dog Dipper, an energetic border collie mix. Dipper isn’t the size of an Irish Wolfhound or anything, but she’s no teacup Yorkie either.

      One day, my friend caught a mountain lion right in the middle of their yard, creeping up on Dipper. It was a close call, but her quick intervention got Dipper safely into the house.

      Other dogs we knew weren’t as lucky. Nellie the neighbor dog got a new doggie sibling—Ernie, a sturdy Shar Pei bigger than Dipper. Despite our neighbor’s precautions, one day a mountain lion attacked Ernie from behind. Our neighbor rushed him to the vet, but he nearly didn’t make it.

      Although he survived the attack, he was never the same.

      Our farmer neighbors down the hill had a feisty little Chihuahua. They kept a close eye on her, but one day, right in their backyard a red-tailed hawk dove for her. They chased it off just in time. Another day, though, the little dog wasn’t so lucky. She got out again and a bobcat nabbed her. Sadly, she was killed instantly.

      As for keeping a dog to chase off wildlife—well, it doesn’t always work. For years, another neighbor had a dozen chickens in a seemingly secure little compound. Their border collie was a reliable watchdog, guarding their place every waking moment. Yet bobcats still managed to carry off their hens one by one.

      Now, I know coyotes will go after small animals too. So whether it’s coyotes or the other big cat predators in our neighborhood, who’s to say any dog of ours that we loved and cared for, would not eventually become wild critter chow?

      Even with the risks, though, and all our outside family commitments, in our early Foothill years, John and I would talk about getting a dog. But life has continued to grow more complicated; helping with aging relatives and grandchildren means more time away from our place, not less. And John and I knew leaving a dog home alone too much was a recipe for a bored, unhappy pet.

      Then, about four years into our homesteady life, the idea of a dog pretty much faded away. In its place, John and I toyed with the idea of a new phase for our place: getting laying hens! Chickens would be less work than a dog, I was sure.

      And with my Pollyanna tendency toward wild-eyed optimism—since I had no idea how to look after hens—I thought, why not?
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      Naturally, John and I liked farm animals…in theory. Being city people, however, we knew little about taking care of them. We definitely needed to learn about chickens before acting on our big plan.

      

      Step 1: Education

      One hot morning in August, we piled into the Ranger and drove across the county to the regional agricultural fair. Always keen to get a closer look at farm critters, we headed straight for the chicken house.

      I’ll admit, seeing chickens looking their best, poking around their super-tidy cages, hovered over by clean-cut, 4-H teens, might have given me a pretty idealized view of what keeping hens was all about. Still, the fair was a helpful starting point.

      Two months later, after finishing our fall garden chores, being book people, John and I embraced the next phase: reading about chickens.

      We spent the winter deep-diving into backyard farming books. Our top picks, Animal Vegetable Miracle by Barbara Kingsolver, and Farm City by Novella Carpenter, were a revelation. While both focused on small-scale poultry-raising, Kingsolver kept hens and turkeys at her idyllic Virginia homestead, in a lovely hollow in the Appalachian mountains.

      Carpenter’s experience was as different as night and day: urban farming in the center of Oakland, California. She raised her chicken and turkey chicks in her bathtub and kept them on the deck of her apartment.

      Carpenter had a couple of pigs too, which I learned require ginormous amounts of food. Apparently she obtained her pig feed by dumpster-diving behind restaurants.

      The most hilarious chapter was the time she took a baby turkey on an airline flight, and hid it in her shirt! Needless to say, she walked around all that day with turkey poo on her front.

      While I didn’t feel confident enough to get a large flock like Kingsolver, and would most certainly never, ever follow in Carpenter’s footsteps with house poultry, surely there was no reason John and I couldn’t keep a few hens in our little corner of paradise!

      We were eager for this new facet of self-sufficiency—after all, we were big egg eaters, John especially. Having one less item to buy at the grocery store was the frosting on the cake.

      Six chickens sounded about right—I was sure so few would be very little trouble. Country life had tamed the worst of my germ fears, so I felt primed to deal with a bit of animal manure.

      And on the off-chance of a zombie apocalypse coming along (or any other kind of breakdown of modern life as we know it), John, I, and our family, could hunker down on our place and still survive! At any rate, with on-site egg producers, we would have some good quality protein to sustain us.

      By early spring, John and I made a final, no-backsies commitment to getting hens. Immediately, he began tinkerdoodling with ideas for a chicken coop.

      Luckily, we’d saved our income tax return to pay for our project. Not that it was a lot of money; we had to quickly nix a pre-made chicken house. Besides, for John, no catalogue-kit would do. By the spring thaw, he came up with a final coop design.

      

      Step 2: Building the Coop

      John had already completed several three-sided woodsheds, but the henhouse would be his first fully-enclosed structure. At 8’ by 8’, it would be the largest building you can construct in our county without needing a permit. Half the building would be the chickens’ living area, and the other half for garden equipment and chicken supplies. Really, a homestead can never have enough storage!

      For the walls, John used siding panels made of pressboard coated with primer on one side. He cut out three good-sized windows for the whole structure. The two windows in the coop, he covered with poultry fencing for safety, and made one-piece shutters for each one with more siding material, hinged at the top.

      For the third window, in the storage half, John installed a sheet of Plexiglass, then built a partition between the coop and the storage area: a wall for the lower portion, but he kept the upper third open, and covered that with poultry wire as well.

      With windows on all four sides, the hens would have plenty of ventilation. And with those openings covered with fencing, the coop would be safe as houses.

      

      Since John and I decided not to build this project on the cheap, he installed a steel roof for the coop, giving it a decent pitch so rain and snow would slide off.

      The final touch was distributing a layer of crushed rock along the interior walls, providing drainage for the dirt floor. And hopefully prevent small critters from trying to dig inside.

      Once finished, John’s hand-built chicken coop was even sturdier than his woodsheds—it reminded me of one of those slightly battered, 50s-era Chevy trucks that aren’t pretty, but last forever.

      Now that the coop was complete, he started on what we called the “safety zone,” an 8’ by 18’ caged run leading from the coop, where we would keep our birds’ feeder and waterer. John enclosed the run on all four sides with poultry wire and steer fencing; it was topped by steer fencing as well.

      To keep the chicken feed dry, he fashioned a little three-foot square roof over the feeder (that I mentioned previously), attaching it just under the Plexiglass window. On the underside, he added a hook to hang the feeder on. The hens would be comfortable while they ate too!

      Adjacent to the run, he created another uncovered “chicken exercise yard,” with a doorway leading to our newest orchard space. Our future chickens would have lots of room to explore outside their compound.

      To give the whole area a finished look, John lined the perimeter of the chicken yard with more crushed rock. As he spread out his final wheelbarrow load, I met him at the fence, grinning ear-to-ear. “It looks amazing—so neat and tidy!”

      He tried to look modest, but I could tell he was really pleased with the result. “Not bad, huh?”

      Last came the coop’s interior “amenities.” John constructed a roost, attaching three dowels to a three-foot high frame in a stair-step arrangement, which took up most of the coop’s space. He cut an opening for what’s called a man door (I prefer “people door”) leading into the safety zone. Using a piece of siding for the door, he added hinges on one side.

      Since hens like their own chicken-sized entry and exit, John carved out another small opening about a foot and a half off the ground. An extra piece of siding served as a ramp up to the hen door.

      Meanwhile, I’d been studying up on all kinds of chicken husbandry, and showed John photos of nesting structures. “This one looks doable,” I said, pointing to one design: nest boxes on the outside of the coop. Although I’d grown more comfortable around animals, I was secretly relieved I wouldn’t have to go inside the coop every day.

      John built an oblong box big enough for three nests and attached it to the north side of the coop, about three and a half feet off the ground, then added a little hinged top. A hen would have all the privacy she needed to lay.

      Now what we needed were some actual chickens.

      

      Step 3: Hen Shopping

      After John completed what I thought was a genius chicken compound, I could see he was far more into our chicken project than I’d ever hoped. To surprise him, on the down-low I’d been making some phone calls. I got the name of a gal who supervised the youth livestock program at the county fair and asked her about buying grown chickens.

      To my delight, she gave me the number of a local chicken farmer. When I called the farmer, she said she wasn’t selling any hens, but she had a friend, Shannon, with a flock in the Foothills south of us, and gave me her email.

      After our initial flurry of messages, I connected with Shannon by phone. I discovered she was Scottish, and was every bit as nice as she seemed in her emails.

      She and her family lived on a homestead about twenty-five miles away, and she would have some pullets ready by early summer. I told her we were hoping for six chickens, and asked how much she wanted for them.

      “What do you think of fifteen dollars each?” she said.

      I’d learned pullets are young hens that are just starting to lay, and that their eggs can be more nutritious than mature hens’. For sure, $15.00 per bird was a steal! “Sounds great,” I told her. “When will they be ready?”

      “Not until July,” she said regretfully. “I know that’s a long time to wait—why don’t you come out and see them?”

      After settling on a date, I thanked her and hung up, almost rubbing my hands in anticipation. As someone who hates shopping, I’ve never been good with gift giving. But John’s birthday was approaching, and after all these years, I could finally give him something special—which would require no shopping whatsoever!

    

  

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.




