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      Pennsylvania Dutch is a dialect, not a language, because it has no standard written form. It is written as it sounds, which is why you will see the same word written several different ways. All are permissible.

      The word ‘Dutch’ has nothing to do with Holland, but rather is likely a corruption of the German word ‘Deitsch’ or ‘Deutsch’.

      

      
        
        Glossary

      

      

      ab im kopp - addled in the head

      Ach! (also, Ack!) - Oh!

      aenti - aunt

      appeditlich - delicious

      Ausbund - Amish hymn book

      bedauerlich - sad

      bloobier - blueberry

      boppli - baby

      bopplin - babies

      bro - bread

      bruder(s) - brother(s)

      bu - boy

      Budget, The - weekly newspaper for Amish and Mennonite communities. Based on Sugarcreek, Ohio, and has 2 versions, Local and National.

      buwe - boys

      daag - day

      Daed, Datt, Dat (vocative) - Dad

      Diary, The - Lancaster County based Amish newspaper. Focus is on Old Order Amish.

      Dawdi (also, Daadi) (vocative) - Grandfather

      dawdi haus (also, daadi haus, grossdawdi haus) - grandfather’s or grandparents’ house (often a small house behind the main house)

      de Bo  -  boyfriend

      Die Botschaft - Amish weekly newspaper. Based in PA but its focus is nation-wide.

      demut - humility

      denki (or danki) - thank you

      Der Herr - The Lord

      dochder - daughter

      dokter - doctor

      doplich - clumsy

      dumm - dumb

      dummkopf - idiot, dummy

      Dutch Blitz - Amish card game

      English (or Englisch) (adjective) - A non-Amish person

      Englischer (noun) - A non-Amish person

      familye - family

      ferhoodled - foolish, crazy

      fraa - wife, woman

      froh - happy

      freind - friend

      freinden - friends

      gegisch - silly

      geh - go

      gern gheschen (also, gern gschehne) - you’re welcome

      Gott (also, Gotte) - God

      grank - sick, ill

      grossboppli - grandbaby

      grossdawdi (also, dawdi, daadi haus, gross dawdi) - grandfather, or, in some communities, great grandfather

      grosskinskind - great-grandchild

      grosskinskinner - great-grandchildren

      grossmammi (or grossmudder) - grandmother

      gross-sohn - grandson

      grossvadder - grandfather (see also grossdawdi)

      gude mariye - good morning

      guten nacht (also, gut nacht) - good night

      gude nochmiddaag - good afternoon

      gut - good

      haus - house

      Herr - Mr.

      Hiya - Hi

      hochmut - pride

      Hullo (also, Hallo) - Hello

      hungerich - hungry

      Ich liebe dich - I love you

      jah (also ya) - yes

      kaffi (also, kaffee) - coffee

      kapp - prayer covering worn by women

      kichli - cookie

      kichlin - cookies

      kinn (also, kind) - child

      kinner - children

      kinskinner - Grandchildren

      Kumme (or Kumm) - Come

      lieb - love, sweetheart

      liewe - a term of endearment, dear, love

      liede - song

      maid (also, maed) - girls

      maidel (also, maedel) - girl

      Mamm (also, Mammi) - Mother, Mom

      Mammi - Grandmother

      mann - man

      mariye-esse - breakfast

      mei - my

      meidung - shunning

      mei lieb - my love

      mein liewe - my dear, my love

      menner - men

      mudder - mother

      naerfich - nervous

      naut (also, nacht) - night

      nee (also nein) - no

      nix - nothing

      nohma - name

      onkel - uncle

      Ordnung - “Order”, the unwritten Amish set of rules, different in each community

      piffle (also, piddle) - to waste time or kill time

      Plain - referring to the Amish way of life

      rett (also, redd) - to put (items) away or to clean up.

      rootsh (also, ruch) - not being able to sit still.

      rumspringa (also, rumschpringe) - Running around years - when Amish youth (usually around the age of sixteen) leave the community for time and can be English, and decide whether to commit to the Amish way of life and be baptized.

      schatzi - honey

      schee - pretty, handsome

      schecklich - scary

      schmaert - smart

      schtupp - family room

      schweschder - sister

      schweschdern - sisters

      schwoger - brother-in-law

      seltsam - strange, unnatural

      sohn - son

      vadder - father

      verboten - forbidden

      Vorsinger - Song leader

      was its let - what is the matter?

      wie gehts - how are you?

      wilkum (also, wilkom) - welcome

      wunderbar (also, wunderbaar) - wonderful

      yer - you

      yourself - yourself

      youngie (also, young) - the youth

      yung - young
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      Sarah Beachy bent through the reeds, staring at her reflection in the pond near the Millers’ haus. Not that the pond showed an accurate depiction of her face, for the wafting breeze caused gentle ripples to form on the water’s surface. Five happy ducklings splashed around, sending a water strider spider scuttling and distorting Sarah’s reflection even further. The breeze grew in momentum, whipping her long, blonde hair out from under her prayer kapp and swirling it around her face.

      Sarah sat back and smiled. She had found peace in Lancaster, with its rolling hills and green pastures, far away from her recent times of turmoil and strife. There were serious questions as yet unanswered, but for today, she was happy to spend time alone and enjoy the beauty of Gott’s creation.

      Sarah watched some bluebirds on a far branch, idly thinking she was glad that her somewhat overweight ginger cat, Tom, was not interested in catching birds. He’s too lazy to catch anything, she thought with a smile. The bluebirds were the same colors as the Spinning Star quilt Sarah was currently working on for Mrs. Hostetler’s store. The quilt, like the bluebirds, featured vivid blue contrasting with the rich, earthy tones of brown. There are no better colors than the ones that Gott has designed, she thought.

      The small flock of bluebirds suddenly took to the skies, startling her. Sarah looked up to see what had put them to flight, wondering if it could be a fox, or even a horse grazing in the field. She saw a figure advancing in the distance. It was not a fox, or a horse, but a mann, but not just any mann. Even from a distance, Sarah could see this mann was Benjamin Shetler.

      Sarah hurried to repin her hair under the kapp. The wind was blowing wildly now, in keeping with her emotions. She stood and faced Benjamin’s approach.

      As he came toward her, Sarah tried to tear her eyes away from him. Benjamin always made her heart thump wildly. Her gaze traveled over his arms bronzed from a lifetime of farm work, his broad shoulders, and mess of sandy colored hair poking out in all directions from under his straw hat. Benjamin had a commanding presence, even out here in the fields.

      Benjamin was beautiful, perhaps not so much on the outside for, despite his youth, he had a rugged look imparted by years of working in the sun, but there was an inner beauty that radiated from him. He was kind, gentle, and caring, and was truly a man of Gott.

      Yet Sarah had to steel herself to deny the heart-wrenching attraction she felt for Benjamin, for she could not trust him. He had proven that, even though Sarah knew that he thought he was doing the right thing. Even more so, she had known him since they were children, but he had never asked her on a buggy ride. As Benjamin clearly did not want to court her, why hadn’t Gott taken away her feelings for him? Goodness knows she had asked Him to many a time. It hurt too much.

      Sarah’s mouth ran dry and she licked her lips nervously. She knew why Benjamin was seeking her out, and she was far from pleased. She had known this day would come.

      “I know why you’re here.” Sarah was dismayed her voice sounded so harsh and accusatory, but she had no idea how to handle this situation.

      Benjamin appeared to be taken aback. “I’m not sure you do,” he said slowly.

      Sarah looked away from his big brown eyes and stared at the trees on the other side of the pond. “You are here to try to take me back home.” Her slow, measured tone gave no hint of the strong emotions coursing through her.

      Benjamin hesitated, and Sarah hoped he would deny it. She held her breath, but his answer crashed her hopes. “That’s part of it,” he said, avoiding her eyes.

      “I know he’s sent you to bring me back,” she snapped. “I won’t go back.”

      “Your father,” Benjamin began, but Sarah cut him short.

      “He’s not my father,” she spat.

      For the second time in as many minutes, Benjamin’s mouth opened in surprise. “Sarah, isn’t that a bit harsh?” he began. “I do realize he is a stern mann, but he is your vadder after all.”

      So he doesn’t know, Sarah thought.

      A gust of wind chose that moment to blow off Sarah’s prayer kapp. She clutched at it wildly and nearly overbalanced into the pond. Benjamin seized her and pulled her back to safety, but that caused her to be pulled hard against his muscular chest.

      Benjamin’s strong arms around her waist sent butterflies through Sarah’s stomach. Her heart beat so loudly she was afraid Benjamin would hear it. Yet she made no attempt to leave the safety of his arms, and he held her to him far longer than was necessary. Maybe there is hope after all, she thought.

      After what seemed an age, Sarah detached herself. She turned her back to Benjamin while she pinned her prayer kapp, more carefully this time.

      The long silence hung heavy and uneasy between them. The tension grew thick. Finally, Sarah could stand it no longer. “He’s not my vadder,” she repeated, and before Benjamin could protest again, she added, “He is not my biological father.”

      Benjamin did not speak, so Sarah turned around to look at him. He looks truly surprised, she thought, so he mustn’t have known.

      “Shall we walk, and you can tell me all about it?”

      Sarah nodded, thankful for Benjamin’s kind and understanding manner, and walked quietly beside him along the dirt road that ran by the pond in the general direction of the B&B. The clip clop of a horse’s hooves bore down behind them fast, so they both waited to greet the driver.

      The big, black horse was pulled to an abrupt stop beside them, and Jessie Yoder looked down at them. “You two look cozy,” she said, her tone dripping with sarcasm. The horse arched his neck and pawed the ground, eager to be on his way.

      “Hiya Jessie,” Sarah said in her most polite voice.

      “Sorry, no time for idle chit-chat! I’m late for my first day at work.” Jessie slapped the horse hard with the reins and he took off fast toward the B&B.

      “Not the most polite girl I’ve ever met,” Benjamin said, although Sarah detected amusement in his voice. “Mrs. Flickinger says she’s sure Jessie will work just as hard at the B&B as Rebecca does. Still, Jessie doesn’t appear to be your typical Amish maidel.”

      Sarah shook her head. “Nee. She gave Esther a hard time. In fact, she kept Esther and Jacob apart for a while.”

      “Oh well, they’re together now, that’s all that counts.”

      “Jah.” Sarah was embarrassed for gossiping and was worried that Benjamin would think less of her. Yet what did Benjamin actually think of her at all? She had no idea.

      Benjamin stopped to pick a blue violet growing alongside other wildflowers by the dirt road, and handed it to Sarah.

      She took it, looking up at Benjamin, wondering what this gesture meant and indeed, if it meant anything at all.

      “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” Benjamin said, breaking the moment.

      “Nee, it’s okay. As you know, Mamm died.” Benjamin nodded and Sarah continued. “And after the funeral, my daed”—she hesitated using the word—“told me that Mamm had been married before.”

      Benjamin gasped and came to a stop, but Sarah kept walking. “He told me that my real father had died when I was three months old, and Mamm had remarried that same year. Well, she married him, of course, my daed, I mean.” Sarah now came to a stop, and waved her hands in agitation. “This is confusing to try to explain.”

      “Nee, I understand,” Benjamin said. “Your daed and your mudder had you, and then your daed passed away, and your mudder remarried Samuel Beachy, the mann who you always thought was your daed.”

      Sarah nodded and twirled the pretty blue flower around between her fingers. “It was such a shock to me, Mamm dying, and then finding out that he was not my biological father. Such a shock,” she repeated.

      Benjamin shrugged. “Is that why you left, so suddenly?”

      Sarah stomped her foot. “Jah! They both lied to me all these years. Why wouldn’t they tell me the truth? I don’t even know the name of my real vadder.”
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      Jessie Yoder arrived at the Flickingers’ B&B with some trepidation, nodding to Rebecca as she walked up the stairs. Rebecca obviously wasn’t surprised to see her, so clearly Mrs. Flickinger had forewarned her.

      Jessie was concerned about working there. She was not afraid of hard work—after all, she was Amish—but she didn’t much like meeting with people, much less speaking with them. Jessie would be happy if she never spoke to another person again. She found people rather irritating.

      And so, when Mrs. Flickinger met her with a wide smile, it was all Jessie could do to return the smile. “Come into the kitchen and share a nice cup of garden tea with me,” Mrs. Flickinger said.

      Jessie’s spirits sank. She was hoping she could get straight to work, but it looked as though there was going to be some sort of interview process. The bishop had given her to understand the job was hers. Maybe it was, and Mrs. Flickinger just wanted to get acquainted. She winced as she thought of all the small talk that was surely to come.

      Mrs. Flickinger indicated Jessie should sit down, and she fussed around preparing the tea, which she duly placed in front of Jessie, along with a plate of Shoo-fly pie. “The bishop tells me you’re an ideal person to help here,” Mrs. Flickinger said.

      Jessie nodded slowly. She had no idea why the bishop had said such a thing, but she wasn’t about to ask. Mrs. Flickinger pushed on. “With Rebecca marrying Elijah soon enough, there will be time for the two of you to work together and learn the ropes.”

      Jessie nodded once more. She didn’t mind Rebecca too much. After all, Rebecca didn’t really get on her nerves as she didn’t speak often. Jessie felt she could work quite amicably with Rebecca.

      “I must warn you about my son, Eli. He likes to call himself Nash. Please don’t let him push you around. He can be rather, err, unpleasant at times.”

      “I won’t let him push me around,” Jessie said truthfully. I’d like to see him try, she added silently. She had heard about Nash Grayson and had seen him once or twice. She found him fascinating, but she wasn’t going to take any of his nonsense. She had heard he was quite the troublemaker. Jessie smiled to herself.

      “There is just the general cleaning to do,” Mrs. Flickinger continued. “It’s just like a typical Amish home, only bigger. And, of course, the bishop has allowed us to have electricity here because of the business. Rebecca can show you how to work the electric vacuum and the other electrical items. Try to keep out of the way of the guests, and if they ask you any questions, then simply refer them to me.”

      “That won’t be a problem,” Jessie said. She had no desire to speak with any of the guests, although she did find Englischers fascinating.

      “So like I said, it’s cleaning. You would be used to all of it and it won’t take you long to get used to the electrical appliances. If the phone rings, I’ll get it, or Rebecca can get it. You can move onto that later on, but for now just get used to the place and the cleaning and the electrical appliances. I’ll call for Rebecca now to show you around.”

      Mrs. Flickinger slipped out the door to summon Rebecca. Jessie took advantage of her absence to study the kitchen. It did indeed look just like any other Amish kitchen, only immeasurably bigger. Jessie had heard this was an old Mennonite building that had been turned into a B&B so that made sense. However, the huge refrigerator was obviously electric and there was an electric oven and cooktop. The preparation areas were stainless steel. Jessie figured it had been renovated at some point to make it commercial. She had not used an electric vacuum before, but how hard could it be? She figured there was no electric way to wash floors, so she would be used to that. She was still lost in her thoughts when Mrs. Flickinger returned with Rebecca.

      “Hiya Jessie,” Rebecca said.

      “Hiya Rebecca,” Jessie responded.

      “Now Rebecca will show you around and show you the ropes,” Mrs. Flickinger said in a cheery voice.

      “I’ll show you the house and the unoccupied bedrooms first,” Rebecca said as the two of them walked out the door. Jessie silently counseled herself to be nice. She would find it difficult working there if she said anything snarky to Rebecca, so she held her peace.

      “There is Wi-Fi here, you know, internet, for the guests,” Rebecca explained. “There’s a card with a password in their rooms, but sometimes the guests will ask for it. You just have to tell them the card is in the room on the nightstand.”

      “Mrs. Flickinger told me not to speak with any of the guests,” Jessie said.

      Rebecca simply shrugged one shoulder. “This is the dining room. I suppose that’s obvious.” She broke off with a laugh. “Come on, I’ll show you the rest of the rooms.”

      Jessie traipsed after Rebecca. She was already bored and couldn’t wait to start working. She didn’t know why she had to be shown the rooms. After all, this tour was exceedingly boring. It was not as if there was anything exciting to see.

      And that was when Rebecca opened the door to the west sitting room. Jessie gasped. Rebecca laughed. “Nash decorated this room himself. He sold the Flickingers’ buggy horse to the widow Ramseyer to raise the money for that huge television and the rest of it. The Flickingers are going to repaint it, but they haven’t had a chance as the guests are quite fond of this room.”

      “Why would they be fond of this room?” Jessie asked.

      “The television, I expect,” Rebecca said.

      Jessie nodded slowly. “Of course. Interesting choice of color.”

      Rebecca chuckled. “Nash said it was important that a room stands out and is not forgettable.”

      “This room sure isn’t forgettable,” Jessie said, staring at the fluorescent green furniture.

      “Nash said it glows in the dark,” Rebecca told her.

      Nash sounded more and more interesting to Jessie. She couldn’t wait to meet him. “And Nash lives here at the B&B?”

      “Yes, he lives permanently in one of the guest rooms here,” Rebecca said with a sigh. “I must warn you about him. He expects me to clean up after him and he expects his mother to clean up after him too.”

      Jessie pulled a face. “He sounds like a spoiled brat,” she said.

      Rebecca simply bit her lip and shrugged one shoulder again.

      This Nash guy must be really bad because Rebecca didn’t jump to his defense like the do-gooder that she is, Jessie thought. Jessie was increasingly intrigued by him.

      “Come on, I’ll show you the vacant bedrooms.”

      “Did Nash decorate any of those?” Jessie asked Rebecca.

      Rebecca shook her head and laughed. “Nee.”

      Jessie was disappointed. She was more disappointed when she was shown one bedroom after another. They were all the same typical Amish rooms. They were sparse with barely any furniture although they did have colorful Amish quilts on the beds. They had large closets rather than pegs on the wall on which to hang clothes.

      Jessie crossed the room and looked out the window. It was certainly a beautiful view and she could understand why people came here.

      Rebecca turned her. “Well, my duties, I mean our duties, are to clean everything when the guests leave. There is a lot of laundry to do too.” She tapped herself on the head. “Oh, that reminds me! We have an electric washing machine and an electric clothes dryer.”

      Jessie’s spirits lifted. “You do?” she said, intrigued. She had never seen an electric washing machine or an electric clothes dryer before. If there was one thing Jessie hated doing, it was laundry. “I expect that makes doing the laundry go quite fast.”

      Rebecca nodded with a smile. “It sure does.”

      “Then what’s left to do?”

      Rebecca chuckled. “Plenty! It takes a while to clean the guest rooms as most of the guests leave things in a mess. When guests leave, we replace the linen and wash the old linen and dry it, and we have to vacuum the floors and wash the floors, and there are lots of windows to wash. I’ve not been able to keep up with it by myself lately, and Mrs. Flickinger has been helping me, but her arthritis has been playing up more and more. I expect when I leave, she will need to hire someone else to help.”

      “So you won’t still work here when you marry Elijah?”

      Rebecca shook her head. “Elijah is going to buy a farm of his own and I’ll be helping him with it. There will be no time to help here.”

      Jessie bit her lip, processing the information.

      “I was about to vacuum the west sitting room. The guests usually start watching the television early in the day, so I like to get it done fairly quickly.”

      “They watch television early in the day?” Jessie repeated in surprise. “Don’t they go out and do tourist things?”

      “Sometimes,” Rebecca said, “but sometimes they like to start their day with watching TV and coffee.”

      Jessie found that puzzling, but then again she found Englischers puzzling at the best of times. Soon she found herself back in the west sitting room standing under a black ceiling and surrounded by vivid purple walls.

      “Now this is how it works,” Rebecca said. “You just put this into the outlet like so.” Jessie watched what Rebecca did. “Now see this button here. You just press it.” Rebecca pressed the button and Jessie took an involuntary step backward as the machine whirred to life. It was so loud that Jessie fought the urge to put her fingers in her ears. “It’s loud,” she said somewhat unnecessarily.

      Rebecca chuckled. “You’ll get used to it. Now you just do this.” Rebecca showed her what to do. “And there you there.” She turned off the machine. “Now see here—you can flick the switch here to the carpet setting.”

      “Why is that?” Jessie asked, intrigued.

      “It’s just that it vacuums at different suction rates for carpet and for hardwood floors,” Rebecca explained. “Here, have a go.”

      Jessie gleefully seized the machine from Rebecca. She switched it on and it whirred into action once more. She found using it quite a bit of fun. “It’s sure easier than sweeping,” she said over the noise of the machine.

      Rebecca walked over and flipped off the vacuum. “It sure is much better than sweeping!” she said. “Just be careful when you’re around any curtains because it will suck those up too. Will you be all right doing this room by yourself?”

      “Sure,” Jessie said. She far preferred to be working by herself, without the nosy Rebecca looking over her shoulder.

      “When you’ve finished here,” Rebecca continued, “just vacuum all the other downstairs rooms. I’ll make a start on the laundry and then come and fetch you in a while and show you how to work the washing machine and dryer.”

      “Sure,” Jessie said again.

      As soon as Rebecca was out of sight, Jessie hurried over to the nearest curtain. She turned on the machine and stuck the end of the vacuum against the curtain to see what would happen. Sure enough, it sucked up the curtain quickly.

      Jessie stood back, horrified. She had no idea it would do something like that. She had thought Rebecca was exaggerating. It took her a moment to realize she could stop it by turning off the machine. She did so and then pulled the curtain out.

      Jessie found some dust in the corner of the room. “That do-gooder Rebecca should have seen to that yesterday,” she said aloud. “It’s obviously been there a while.” She couldn’t figure out how to get it out, so did the best she could. After a while, she realized she could take off the end of the vacuum off, but she wasn’t sure how to do so. She shrugged and went back to vacuuming the rest of the room. She had trouble at first remembering how to flip the switch to carpet when she had to vacuum the bright orange shag rug.

      Just then, a tall, thin, tattooed young man entered the room. Jessie realized at once he was Nash Grayson. He walked over to one of the couches and threw himself on it and then picked up a remote and turned on the TV. “Don’t mind me,” he said to Jessie.

      “I won’t,” Jessie said over her vacuuming. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed Nash staring at her. When he had come in, she had left the rug and gone back to vacuuming the rest of the room, but now she had to finish the rug and that would be the room done. Nash’s feet were on the carpet so she said, “Move your feet. Get out of my way.”

      He did not move his feet, but looked up at her. “What’s the magic word?” he said.

      “Magic word?” she repeated, puzzled.

      He sighed dramatically. “Please,” he said.

      Jessie simply frowned at him. “I’ve told you to move your feet,” she said.

      Nash looked surprised. “I will if you say ‘please’,” he said.

      So that’s the way it’s going to be, Jessie thought. “Suit yourself,” she said and rammed the end of the vacuum into Nash’s feet.

      “Ouch!” He at once lifted his feet into the air. Jessie vacuumed under his feet. He held them in the air until she had finished.

      “That hurt,” he said.

      “Not my problem,” Jessie said and continued vacuuming.

      “I thought all Amish girls were nice and sweet,” he said.

      “That’s not my problem,” Jessie said again. “Anyway, I’m out of here.” She pulled the vacuum out of the wall and then hurried out of the room.
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      Nash Grayson, or Elijah Flickinger as his parents still called him given it was his birth name, was fascinated by the person of Jessie Yoder. At first he thought she was a humble Amish girl, but that idea was rudely squashed when she first opened her mouth and ordered him in no uncertain terms to get out of the way when she was vacuuming.

      Most afternoons, Nash made his way down to the ruins of an old stone cottage, which sat on the slope below the B&B. He liked to sit and ponder his next money-making scheme. He still owed a considerable sum to bookmakers from gambling on racehorses, and his ungrateful, selfish parents still refused to pay his gambling debts. He had no idea why.
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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/logo-amish-romance-books-1.jpg
@ QZ/{[AK
®

ROMANCE BOOKS






OEBPS/images/christian-romantic-suspense-novella-4.jpg





