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      When she accidentally takes sides in a family feud that consumes a whole town, the consequences could cost Tamar her life.

      

      A failed mail order bride, her empty purse leaves her out of choices. She’s forced to move to the Johlman ranch as a piano teacher to the owner's two daughters. Despite her wealthy upbringing, the rural ranch with its two servants feels much more welcoming than her own home. Leo, the rancher's son, makes her her heart dance faster than a waltz.

      

      Leo can’t believe the answer to his prayers just arrived on the train.

      

      He needs to prove to his pa that he’s serious about ranching, which means being serious about life. A wife would prove to the world he’s ready to be a man. Trouble is, Pa just decided he wasn’t worth waiting on and disinherited him.

      

      Now, Tamar feels a connection to Leo she’s never had before, but his father would never allow the union. Leo’s love for Tamar is growing but he’s got nothing left to offer her, except his heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Dear Reader,

      

      

      Welcome back to one of my favorite worlds! How can I say back when this is book one? Well, if you’re new to me, this series was created because so many of my readers begged me to return to Belle Fourche. The Belle Fourche Chronicles is a companion series to the Brothers of Belle Fourche Series. You can read one without the other, but both are fuller and richer when read together. You will find that this series picks up during book 2, What the Heart Holds.

      This book is also a bridge book to another of my series, Return to Cutter’s Creek. Tamar, the heroine of this story, really got her first book in A Match for the Rancher. She’s a feisty socialite who knows exactly what’s expected of her in her world, but when she enters cattle country…she is completely out of her element.

      If you’re joining this series as a lover of my Belle Fourche series, watch for cameos from your favorite characters. The Olesons live just up the road a spell. Now, where to begin? Ah, yes, it all started when Tamar booked passage on the train from Cutter’s Creek, Montana where she’d arrived a month prior to be a mail order bride.

      So, why is she now in Belle Fourche? Turn the page to find out.

      Kari
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      Dust, dust, and more dust clung to the buildings, windows, and Tamar’s lungs as she slowly trudged up the street. She waved the cloud from in front of her face as a wagon piled high with hay and other things she couldn’t name—but could certainly smell—drove past. The road right through the city was wide and the filthy cloud prevented her from reading the signs on nearby storefronts over on the opposite side.

      “Isadora, how I wish I could…” she could do little more than mumble the words into her kerchief. Isadora might have told her to go to Belle Fourche to make her pay for treating her so poorly, but Tamar had purchased the ticket of her own accord.

      Out of train track, out of money, and out of time before winter, Tamar would have to make her new home as pleasant as possible. After all her travels, could she finally put down roots here? With no one expecting her, nor waiting for her, she’d reached the end of her options. The boards beneath her feet rumbled with tremors as the cloud of dust heaved then multiplied. A thundering mass of cattle turned down the street toward her driven by a few nondescript cowboys.

      She shrieked, grabbing her hems and valise as she scuttled as far away from the cattle as she could. Huddling near a store window, she held her breath and covered her face, risking a quick glance through gloved fingers.

      Brown cattle bobbed their heads as they walked down the street, neither running nor ambling, headed toward the railroad—or at least to that end of town. Men in wide-brimmed hats and what looked like leather trousers rode horses alongside the sea of cattle, whooping and driving them along.

      While she’d gotten used to seeing the towering horses that pulled the stage, theirs were shorter, perhaps quicker, and more agile as they seemed to both keep in pace with and avoid the cattle. She chanced a closer look and inched to the rail of the boardwalk, emboldened by others who were doing the same.

      Children had appeared from inside shops to point, stare, and exclaim over the herd, leading Tamar to reason that the drive couldn’t be an everyday occurrence if so many people turned out to watch. An older man sauntered up next to her along the rail and leaned over the edge, a smile split the bottom of his face.

      “Mighty fine day and even finer now.” He didn’t even blink at the blinding dust. “That beef will bring in top dollar, it surely will. It’ll also twist the Johlman family pert-near into a knot.” The man laughed heartily and slapped his thigh.

      “Why should anyone care?” She certainly didn’t. The faster the cattle got out of the street, the faster she could find the boarding house and inquire about positions to work in town.

      “You’re not from around here, are you?” He squinted and inspected her face. “No, siree. Now that I look on ya, you’re certainly not. Everyone knows about the Johlman-Douglas feud. Been going on since people showed up in this area.”

      Another man seemed to appear out of the dust at her side and her heart skipped a beat as more people pushed in closer to her. Would they argue right there with her caught in the middle?

      “What do you know, you old coot? The Johlman’s have been here longer, and their sheep deserve the pasture land they bought.”

      The first man stood toe-to-toe with the second, leaning in for good measure. “The Douglas family lived here two months longer, so says Ted at Acres Surveying. That means the land is theirs. Just because you support the Johlmans doesn’t make them right.”

      Tamar backed away, tugging her wool coat tighter around her against the nip in the air. She doubted the men noticed her absence. Gracious, this was worse than Cutter’s Creek. At least there hadn’t been cattle running loose through town and men fighting in front of a lady, though there had been Colt…

      She shivered. Colt had been wrong for her in the worst way. She could put up with a few raised voices if she didn’t have to be married to a farmer.

      The cattle seemed to keep coming, an endless long line. Part of her wanted to dislike the Douglas family just for disrupting everyone in town—not to mention announcing their wealth in such a way. Her own father would never have put on such a display.

      A subtle voice in her head that she was certain sounded like her mother reminded her Father’s opulence was often very much on display, and she was being contrary for thinking such things.

      Thinking contrary had gotten her into her current predicament and taking the same path wouldn’t get her out. She’d turned up her nose at every beau her father had invited to their grand parties in New York. She’d turned up her nose at the men her aunt had attempted to pawn her off onto. She’d even turned her nose up at the husband who’d ordered her as a mail order bride.

      Now, she had to plug her nose as she walked down the street. If she turned it up, she might choke from the smell. As if her eyes had opened for the first time through the dust, she noticed a sign for a boarding house down a side street and she turned, feeling suddenly bone weary. Her trunk back at the train station could be delt with when she had lodging and food.

      The outside of the two-story structure was painted a smart whitewash, like they’d just freshened it up. The sign above the door was black and read, The Belle Fourche Boarding House. Black Victorian shutters adorned the windows and a pleasant porch wrapped around half of the front with a generous swing just waiting for her if the weather warmed a little.

      “Cozy,” she told herself. The building had to have been someone’s house turned into a rented dwelling. Since the town was fairly small, rents might not be as expensive as she’d planned.

      Finding work would be her first order of business in the morning. As she slowly climbed the stairs, an old dog with ribs visible down his rust-colored side raised his head and stared at her. Dark eyes watched her every movement.

      “I’ve got nothing for you. Don’t you give me any trouble.”

      The dog cocked his head, then laid it back down over his boney arms. The poor thing looked starved. She felt the urge to pat its head but if it carried vermin, she might not be able to rid herself of them. Still…

      She opened her small valise and pulled out some wax paper wrapped salted pork she’d purchased at the stop right before Belle Fourche. Her tastes had yet to adapt to the foods common among these people, but she’d forced herself to eat some of what was available. The dog looked worse off than she did.

      “Here.” She tossed the pork at the dog and he lept a few inches to catch the morsel, shaking the whole stoop in his enthusiasm.

      “Well, you just gained yourself a friend.”

      Tamar whipped around to see a smartly dressed man standing a few feet behind her at the base of the stairs. He had warm eyes with sun crinkles at the edges and a pleasant smile that begged her attention to stay focused right there. A wool frock coat stretched nicely over broad, but not overly so, shoulders.

      “I’m sorry… Is he yours? You really should feed him more.” Gracious, was she going to do it again? Couldn’t she ever stop herself from speaking when she should keep her mouth firmly shut? She’d offend the whole West if she didn’t.

      The man laughed, revealing a crescent dimple down one cheek. “Well, he’s not mine but he and I have come to an agreement. Every time I have to stay here, he lays by my feet at supper. Then, when I’m done, I casually drop him a few things and no one is the wiser but him.”

      The dog heaved to his feet and headed for the stranger. Now she could see the dog desperately needed a swim in a river or something to clean him. He was almost as dirty as the cattle in the street.

      “I see. And that’s the way these things are done?” Her father had never let animals near the house. They hadn’t even owned horses since they’d lived in New York and could hire drivers.

      The man’s eyes met hers and their soft blue depths welcomed more conversation. She found that if standing on the porch in the chilly air didn’t freeze her, she would gladly spend more time talking to this particular gentleman.

      “It is with me. Can I get the door for you?”

      She flinched and turned back to her purpose. Of course he wanted to get inside and rest, probably as much or more than she did and she’d kept him outside talking about a dog. “I think I’ll manage. Thank you.”

      To prove her vast ability, she tugged the door open and strode inside. There was a strange open area just as she came in with a wall splitting two areas right before her, forcing her to choose which way to go. She could select the right, with a lovely sitting room including every shade of red on the walls, couches, drapes, pillows, and quilts. Or she could go to the left where a small writing desk stood alone with a forlorn spindle-backed chair in the corner and dust on the baseboards. Forgotten plants wilted in the windowsill and a cat snoozed on the seat of a high ladderback chair.

      A woman in a threadbare brown apron behind the desk smiled at her revealing a large gap between her two front teeth. “Don’t mind Miss Friss. She’ll move if you shoo her off.”

      In the next instant, the handsome man behind her scooped up the cat and held it to his chest. The animal sprang to life with a hiss as it pawed for his nose. He laughed, moving at the last instant to avoid Miss Friss’s claws. The feline calmed the moment he touched her chin and began slowly scratching.

      “Take your time. I’ve got the cat.” He chuckled, sending strange shivers down her arms.

      “Drat you, Leo. I was about to have some fun.” The woman laughed.

      Tamar glanced from the proprietress to Leo and back again. Would everyone she met try to take advantage of her or make her look silly?

      “I was going to ask after a room, but perhaps I’m in the wrong place.” She gathered her skirt to leave so she wouldn’t trip over it and embarrass herself more.

      “No sense getting your nose caught on the lintel. I’ve got a room for you.” She held up a key and jangled it. “You can even have a corner all to yourself if you’ve got the money.”

      She’d shared a room with Isadora but paid the entirety herself all the way to Cutter’s Creek. Now she wished she had some of that money back. “And how much is the room, alone.”

      “The room is $2.90 a month with board. If you share, it’s $1.90.”

      A slight scent of leather hit her just before Leo’s deep voice tickled her right ear, his warm breath fanning over her cheek. “Ask about the daily rate. You might not need to stay an entire month and there’s no refund.” Just as quickly as he’d leaned forward, he retreated.

      “And the daily rate?” She felt like a fool and a puppet. Couldn’t he have simply asked?

      The woman hardened her jaw. “If you go by the day, it’s $.08 each and you keep your yap shut, Leo.”

      Some very quick figuring told her that $.08 a day was more than the stay if she paid in advance, but Leo was also right, she might not need to stay that long. “I’ll go day by day, if you please.”

      The woman handed her a pencil. “Sign right here in my book and I’ll show you to your room. Leo, you might as well follow, you know right where I always put you. What’s your business in town?”

      He shrugged then set the cat back on the chair, giving her one last stroke down the back which elicited a loud purr from the beast. “I have to talk to the bank about grease wool and bellies. The weather was perfect this year and we might be able to get more for them.”

      Tamar froze where she stood. Had he said, wool? Was Leo from one of the families those two men were fighting about? Which was the cattle family? The Johlmans or the Douglases?

      “I was wondering if you were in town just to watch the Douglases make a show of things or if you were in town on real business.” The woman cackled as she grabbed a second key.

      “It doesn’t pay to feed into the Douglas way. We just do our job and raise our sheep. If that means fighting for what’s ours, then so be it.”

      Tamar lowered to pick up her valise and her fingers came up empty. Frantically she felt around, then finally looked where it ought to have been and found the floor clear.

      “I’ve got it for you.” Leo held out his hand to help her stand back up. Goodness, there were those blue eyes again. While he was nothing like what she was hoping to find in a man, he was certainly a cut above what she’d met so far.

      “Thank you.” She dared not let her hand linger in his. If they had been in New York, talk would spread almost immediately. Stolen touches were strictly forbidden, but she wasn’t in New York anymore.

      Leo followed Tamar and the proprietress to the second floor. “Mrs. Keen, perhaps show…” Leo paused, apparently realizing no one had asked her name yet.

      “Miss Godan,” she filled in his question.

      “Yes, perhaps you should show Miss Godan to her room first, so she doesn’t worry.”

      “Worry?” Tamar stopped right where she stood in the hall. Staying in a boarding house was already testing her ability to keep her mouth shut. What could possibly go wrong now?

      “I’m assuming you’re used to hotels and finer establishments where they keep women traveling alone in one area of the house and the men in another.” Leo’s voice held an amused quality. Was he laughing at her?

      “I…” She’d traveled with Isadora for so long she hadn’t noticed what rooms they’d put her in. She wasn’t alone then, so why be concerned? On the way from Cutter’s Creek, she’d been on the train and had purchased a ticket with use of a sleeping car. So, again, nothing to worry about.

      “Well, we don’t have that here. I don’t have enough rooms. I don’t even keep men and women separate in the same room if I have a side of a bed that needs a person and a person has the money to pay for a spot.” Mrs. Keen thrust the key in the lock and the door squeaked open.

      Leo handed her the bag and she fumbled her way to the door, ignoring his offer until she was through the threshold. At least she’d paid for a whole room, and not merely one side of the bed. With labored breaths bordering on tears, she relieved him of her carpetbag and headed to close the door.

      “Welcome to Belle Fourche, Miss Godan. I hope you enjoy your stay,” Leo called as she turned to pull the key from the lock.

      She looked up and took a deep breath. Unable to answer him, she closed the door. How could she enjoy her stay when she was trapped?
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      Leo washed his hands and splashed tepid water on his face, sullying the water as it dripped off his chin. He hadn’t realized the dust-up from the cattle had clung to him so much. Miss Godan probably thought he was a filthy farmer. Who was he kidding? According to half the town, he was. Worse, a filthy sheep farmer.

      Cattle was king in Belle Fourche. Cattle for the railroad. Cattle to send east and farther west. Cattle to sell so the bank stayed full of money. Not sheep. His family had battled, both legally and perhaps illegally, with the Douglases. The Douglases had taken land, claiming it for their own. They’d fouled the water by letting their cattle wade in it. They’d stolen fleeces and even hobbled some of their sheep, making it impossible for them to return to the safety of the barn.

      All because cattle was king.

      Being in town seemed a worthless pursuit, but Pa had asked him to do the job and Ma had wanted him to have a break. Home wasn’t far away if he changed his mind, Johlman ranch sat only about an hour’s ride outside of town. Faster if he wanted to push his horse, which he never did.

      His younger brother Gideon would return home. He was always doing just the right thing. Being the oldest came with responsibility and he wanted to take some of that on his own shoulders, giving his father a rest. Yet he also craved light, meaningless conversations like he’d just had. Not all the time, but once in a while. The kind that put his father’s teeth on edge.

      Some people took the Johlman side. Though Leo agreed with them, he couldn’t find any rhyme or reason why some did and some didn’t. He was never quite sure whom he could trust. Even Mrs. Keen there at the boarding house would be friendly to him when he stayed, but if she saw him on the street would ignore him.

      He straightened his vest in the mirror and wished he’d have listened to his ma and put on a tie. Miss Godan would’ve been impressed by a tie. He stared at his reflection as his face fell into the somber one his father expected. Miss Godan was a fine lady. Her clipped words and expensive, perfectly tailored dress told him everything he needed to know without her even having to tell him to go away.

      Laughing with him and letting her tease him would be fine, but she wouldn’t be interested in anything more than that. And why would he want to introduce her to his life? Even becoming his friend would force her to lose half the town. Then again, choosing a Douglas for a friend would do just the same.

      The Douglas boys were close in age to Leo, Armstrong just two years younger and Kent a year older, but they’d been taught to be enemies of the Johlmans from the cradle. Any chance at friendship they’d had was destroyed by the constant expectation of fighting. When his sister Hannah had entered school, wondering if she would be treated well…it was the Douglas brothers who made sure she went home crying the first day.

      And he’d made sure they went home crying the next.

      That trip to the woodshed had been worth the trouble. Though, he’d asked his father a question that day that he’d been unable to answer. How could he tan Leo’s hide for doing what he’d seen his own pa do? He still didn’t know the answer.

      Leo stretched his hands out in front of himself and laced his fingers then turned them, quickly cracking all his knuckles to relieve the tension in his hands. In a few minutes, he’d have to meet with the banker. Pa had said it was time for Leo to take over little bits of the business end of things. This was one matter he could take care of to prove himself. He knew a few people at the bank, but doubted any of them could help him. He’d have to speak to his father’s old friend, Harvey Langerford, the owner.

      He left his room and paused by Miss Godan’s door, wondering if she was still there or if she’d gone down to supper. He might try to catch her there so neither of them had to eat alone. Then again, eating with him would get around town quickly. Did he dare do that to her?

      He headed down the stairs and to the front door. As he was about to leave, deep green fabric caught his eye. The same deep green of the walking suit Miss Godan wore. He paused long enough to take in her slender neck, bent over the keys of the piano, her back straight, and her face relaxed as she lifted her hands, hovering for a moment above the keys.

      In the next moment, a flourish of notes sounded as her hands seemed to fly making so many sounds all at once, but all of them working together to make the most complex music he’d ever heard. He felt his jaw go slack as he wandered into the sitting room and sat on one of the red velveteen sofas, unable to leave.

      She played until there were about ten boarders all sitting or standing around her. Some swayed to the gentle rhythm as she played. Everyone clapped when she finished, and she turned a pink hue that complimented the green of her dress. An idea took root and wouldn’t let go. His sisters needed a piano tutor. Ma had said so. If he invited Miss Godan to teach, he could see her every day.

      He stood, trying to shake the idea. How could he take away her chance to meet others in town? Everyone deserved an opportunity to make up their own mind about the feud, no matter that his family was in the right. Some folks just didn’t see things properly. She might be one of them.

      Even as he had the thought, he wanted to push it away. She seemed smarter than that. But she hadn’t been there when the mess all began. She wouldn’t know that his family held the deed to the land. Nor would Pa ever show it to her. He’d never even shown it to Leo, as he was too afraid the precious paper would be lost or damaged.

      So everything remained a secret. His whole life seemed to be a series of joys related to work, always punctuated with a disaster. There was always something new, always some fresh problem, always some way he was expected to retaliate. And nothing came above protecting what was theirs.

      Miss Godan turned and her gaze stalled on him. The moment her lips quirked upward, his heart responded in kind. He quickly scanned the room and didn’t recognize anyone there. She stood and threaded her hands together in front of her.

      “I didn’t mean to disturb all of you.”

      The others nodded as if they suddenly recalled they had somewhere to be, leaving Leo alone with her again. Her head tilted slightly, waiting for him to speak.

      When he said nothing, she smiled briefly at him. “Was it something I said? It always seems to be something I say, though I nary know what.”

      He laughed then tempered it to a chuckle. She would think he was laughing at her expense, and he wasn’t. He was merely overthinking every word before he allowed them out of his mouth. “I think you entranced people and they were a little shocked they’d been standing here this whole time.”

      “Then I do apologize.”

      “No need.” He wished he could think of something else to say. When there had been the dog and the cat to talk about, he’d been quick to make her laugh or say something. Now he was so unsure and fresh out of animals to make her laugh.

      “I’m keeping you from work.” She took a step back, releasing him from any obligation he might feel to stay talking with her, though she could’ve backtracked right out of the room and he would’ve still wanted to stay.

      “I’ve got all afternoon. Do you need something?” He held in a flinch. What could he have that she would ever need? A woman who dressed as she did and played piano like that? He needed to walk away before she laughed at him.

      “I didn’t get to see the town. Too much dust.” She waved away invisible specks in front of her face. “I wouldn’t mind if someone would like to show me around and tell me what the town has to offer. I’ll be looking for work soon.”

      “Work?” Like teaching piano… His mind wouldn’t let the idea go and now his needs would fit within her own. But going out to Johlman Ranch would be even worse than being seen with him.

      “Yes, I find myself in a predicament, stuck here in Belle Fourche with no way to pay for lodging, beyond what I have in my bag. Do you know of anyone who’s looking for help?”

      Izzy Oleson had just started a bakery…but he couldn’t imagine Miss Godan would enjoy anything having to do with flour. The new teacher, Miss Stephenia Forde, might like someone to help her. Then again, rumors surrounding the teacher were rampant. She apparently kept walking out to the Oleson ranch alone to go calling on Arnold Oleson.

      “I’m heading to the bank. You could check there.” He prayed his countenance didn’t give away any lingering motives in his heart.

      “The bank?” She smiled slightly. “Money is certainly one thing I am well-versed in, no matter where I happen to be.”

      While his family was not the wealthiest in town, they were doing well. Miss Godan had proven his theory correct—she was a woman of means which meant she would have little interest in him or his ranch.

      He tugged on his frock coat then offered his arm. At least Ma had drilled manners into him deeper than a well. He might be in the middle of a land battle, but he could still be respectful to his elders, women, and those he esteemed.

      Miss Godan looped her arm though his and a soft scent of flowers slipped past his nose. She stood near him, but not too close, and her footfalls were so light he couldn’t even hear the click of her boot heels.

      “Do you need a hat?” Any number of women went without them and she hadn’t worn one earlier, but he wanted to sound like he both knew she might need one and that he cared.

      Her smile faltered only slightly. “Most of mine were misplaced or crushed in all my traveling. I only wear the few I have when it suits the occasion. Once I’ve found employ, I’ll replace them.”

      He nodded, hating that he’d accidentally pointed out something she was lacking. He led the way down the quiet side street trying to think of anything he could possibly say to warn her about what she might face by merely strolling down the street on his arm.

      “I heard the strangest thing earlier.” She glanced down at her feet as they strode along.

      He waited, wondering what she might have heard and hoping it wasn’t about his family.

      “Two men were arguing over the Johlman-Douglas feud. I heard them mention a sheep farm… Do you know them?”

      He missed his footing momentarily then kept on walking. “I do. I’m Leo Johlman, oldest son and—if we don’t lose any more to those Douglases—most likely to take over the family farm. And it’s a ranch, really, but the cattlemen don’t like it when we call it that.”

      Miss Godan made a sputtering sound. “I daresay they have nothing to say about what you call your property. If that’s the word that defines what you do, then you should use it.”

      He liked the way she thought, but he was finding there was very little about her he didn’t like. Even the way she said what was directly on her mind was exciting and different. But would his parents think so?

      The bank lay just ahead, and he would be busy talking to Mr. Langerford for at least an hour. “Would you like me to walk with you up and down the street before I go in? I wouldn’t mind.” On the contrary, completing the task his father had given him as a test seemed much harder now when faced with it.

      Her steps increased in pace, and he matched her. “Oh, I would like to see everything. If you have time? Are there any large houses here in town?”

      Well, his own was very large, but only because it housed his whole family. The Douglas home was huge, to tell the world how important they were. The Oleson ranch house was the biggest of the three, but they had a large family now.

      “Here in town? Mr. Langerford the banker has a sizeable house. Which is interesting because he doesn’t even have a wife to help him fill it. He lives there all alone.”

      “Does he have parties?” She gripped his arm with her other hand, encircling him with her warmth.

      “I don’t think so and if he does, I’ve certainly never been invited. There are a few other people in town whose homes are bigger than what they need, for certain. I don’t think a single one will give you a reminder of home though. Wherever that is.”

      Her mouth fell open and her eyes widened, turning a bright, clear blue. “How did you know?”

      Even though he craved easing the burden from his father’s shoulders, he also saw the comfort in doing what he knew. He could only guess Miss Godan was thousands of miles from what was comforting. “It only makes sense to look for what you’re used to seeing.”

      All of a sudden, the bank job seemed like the worst place in the world for her. If she said the wrong thing to someone, she would be fired. He didn’t want her to go through that turmoil. On the other hand, teaching piano to his sisters would help her to learn how people lived out on a ranch where she would have to try pretty hard to offend anyone.

      “If you’re not wanting to try at the bank, I may have another idea.” He walked her past Izzy’s bakery and Miss Godan stopped to eye the case through the window.

      “Another idea? Better than the bank? Goodness, finding you was the best thing that could’ve happened to me.”

      His chest constricted with the praise, leaving warmth everywhere it touched.

      “Hey…something smells like…sheep,” Ephraim Nickson called from down the street. “I can smell you from here.”

      The man was older than Leo but still acted like a boy young enough for short pants. Miss Godan stiffened next to him. She inhaled deeply, her mouth falling slightly open. Was she testing Ephraim’s words?
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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.
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