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      To the usual list of culprits, as ever, my thanks. You put up with a lot this year. My special thanks to everyone at the St. Louis County Medical Examiner's office, with special thanks to Dr. Mary Case and to Mary Fran Ernst, investigator extraordinaire, for teaching more than I ever wanted to know about death investigation. I hope you can excuse the dramatic license. Thanks to the lovely folks at McGurk's, where the research was always fun; and, of course, to Paddy, Martin, and Pat for letting me share their music. If I could play like you guys, I wouldn't waste my time writing books. And finally, to the real Pig Nurses from Hell. All the Pig Nurses. You know who you are.

      One more thing. In response to everyone who will inevitably ask, no, St. Simon's is not a real hospital. It is not based on a real hospital in St. Louis or anyplace else. I swear I made it all up. The other landmarks, however, are real.
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        Every normal man must be tempted at times

        to spit on his hands, hoist the black flag,

        and begin slitting throats.

        —H. L. Mencken
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      On February 20, Kate Manion had the chance to see her hospital from the other side. It was an opportunity she hoped never to have again.

      Kate was a critical-care nurse, one of those purposeful, talented people always dressed in scrubs and lab coat, a stethoscope slung around her neck and pockets filled with penlights, scissors, and trauma-scale charts, who walked through an emergency department with the purpose of MacArthur stepping out of the water at Leyte. Which Kate did. At least until she ended up on her head in a ditch alongside Highway 44 with an ambulance and a candy-apple-red Firebird wrapped around her.

      If it had been her Mustang, somebody might have blamed Kate. After all, she did drive it fast—often a little too fast. But that was what Mustangs were for. Besides, Kate was a good driver. She knew all the quirks and eccentricities of her car better than her ex-husband had known hers. Kate would never have let her car land in a ditch.

      But Kate wasn't driving either vehicle. The guy driving the Firebird would have been arrested on the spot for driving under the influence and vehicular manslaughter, if he'd lived long enough for the cops to get handcuffs on him. By the time that determination was made, though, Kate was already on her way to the medical center in critical condition with chest and head injuries.

      Within an hour, Kate was in surgery to repair the small laceration she'd suffered to her aorta and the clots she'd collected on her brain from the depressed skull fracture. She had tubes stuck into her chest to re-expand her collapsed lungs, a tube in her trachea to help her breathe, one in her stomach to drain away any digestive juices that could compromise her breathing ability, and another in her bladder to make sure her urine was clear and neatly collected. She had three large-bore IVs in her, one in each arm and one in her subclavian vein, to replace fluids and electrolytes; an arterial line; an intracranial pressure sensor to measure the potential threat to her brain; a Swan Ganz pump to measure her blood volume and cardiac output, and a blood pump to reinfuse her with the red cells she was losing through those chest tubes. And with all that in, she still managed to make hospital history. On February 24, Kate Manion became the only intensive-care patient in medical center memory to successfully kill her nurse.
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      She didn't mean to do it. After all, Kate knew better than most people how badly nurses are needed. Even bad nurses. And her nurse was certainly a bad nurse. But by the time the woman met her fate, Kate wasn't in any shape to think clearly at all. In fact, by then Kate was so bruised and battered, not just by the accident but by her stay in intensive care, that she wasn't sure she wasn't already dead.

      She didn't exactly wake up in the unit. She became aware, in a series of fits and starts, as if the breakers were being thrown on each of her senses and the janitor in charge couldn't figure out how to get them all going at once.

      First there was pain, waves of it, bathing her like one of those hot lights at McDonald's, so that if her body had been a hamburger she would have been a meat briquette. Pain: her head, her chest, her legs; pounding, swirling; sometimes constant, sometimes a red tide that broke over her and then receded.

      It rode in and out on sounds. Familiar sounds, noises she knew somehow and hated. Noises that made her want to scream more than the pain.

      "Her ICP's up again, Fran," she heard somebody say. “Don't you think you'd better call the Bagel Man?"

      Bagels? Did she want bagels? Kate couldn't remember. She couldn't remember anything but how badly she hurt, how she wanted to get away. How she couldn't move, except she seemed to be doing it against her own volition, turning one way and then another, her joints screaming in protest, the noises following her wherever she went.

      "Almost finished," another voice answered, a voice that tapped some instinctive button in Kate. Something unpleasant. She hated that voice. She wanted it to go away and let her sleep. Somewhere deep in the ooze she'd once called a brain, she wondered why she knew this and nothing more.

      Then it came to her that suddenly she could see. And she knew her ICP was going to hit the roof, because she realized what everything else meant.

      Acoustic tile. The spidery arms of machinery, IV tubing snaking down from half a dozen plump clear bags and one smaller red one. Labels and tubes and a television turned to Wheel of Fortune. Banks of monitors and stock carts piled to the brim. White-coated figures scurrying around in a kind of weird, aimless dance choreographed to the tune of endless ventilator alarms.

      She was in the hospital. Her hospital. She was a nurse, she remembered, this was the ICU, and she hated this place. She hated working here. She hated all the damned beeping noises; phones and monitors and ventilators and pagers. Endless, annoying, insistent, just like now. She hated the smell, that cloud of unwashed body, unbrushed teeth, and disinfectant.

      She was paralyzed. She couldn't move, couldn't talk, couldn't breathe. Somehow, she was awake, her eyes open, and even without her help she was breathing through a tube hooked up to a machine.

      That wasn't possible.

      She must be dreaming. That was it. Nobody would have done this to her. You can't just intubate a conscious person and put her on a ventilator. And yet she felt tape stretching the skin of her face. She felt the plastic tube against her teeth. She felt the air rush in as the square beast squatting by the bed clicked and whirred.

      Why? Was she being punished? Had she mouthed off to the wrong person and been caught by a new disciplinary policy she hadn't heard about? Or was it worse? Could she have died somehow and was being made to pay for her sins?

      For the way you've talked about my gomers, Kate Manion, I sentence you to an eternity on a ventilator.

      No, no, no! She'd never meant it. It wasn't as if she'd hurt anybody. But a person could take care of only so many gomers and not go crazy. Patients never getting better, never really going home, human factories of bodily waste. Endless care, minimal brain power, usually no chance of survival. A syndrome the critical-care vets called P cubed—Piss-Poor Protoplasm—the bane of nurses everywhere, bodies that never seemed to work any better than the brains fueling them.

      All right, so she'd done her share of gomer jokes. So on occasion, she'd called a comatose patient Gomer Toes. Maybe she'd even called the step-down unit Beach-Blanket Gomer. But she had never once bad-mouthed a patient to his face. She shouldn't have to pay like this, for eternity. Hooked up to machines, forced to listen to the endless echoes of even more machinery through the white and surgery-green rooms of the ICU, smelling like a five-day-old fish and annoying every hospital employee in the afterlife.

      She wanted to cry. She wanted to run. She wanted to be wrong. Then she saw who her nurse was, and she knew for sure. She was in hell and she was being taken care of by Mr. Spock.

      "I'm telling you, Fran," somebody called out at the edge of her vision. "She needs some kind of pain control."

      "What she needs," Mr. Spock answered, pointy ears quivering almost as much as his three chins, "is another shot of Tubarine."
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      Not Mr. Spock, Kate realized sometime later. Worse. Much worse. At least Mr. Spock could work machinery. She was being cared for by Attila the Buns.

      It just proved she was in hell; hurting, terrified, confused, swimming in a sea of technology like a giant man-of-war, no substance, all mass, and she was in the very unstable hands of Attila the Buns.

      So-called because of the size of her set and the set of her attitude, Attila had been the only ICU nurse to flunk critical-care training four times. She had bad breath, worse manners, and no skills. And yet, because she never complained about what Administration did, because she could keep a clean station, she would work forever.

      Forever. Kate had been right. She had to remember what she'd done to deserve this. She was in hell, and she had to repent.

      The question was, was Attila in hell too or in heaven? After all, every time she took the eye patches off Kate to check pupils, she was smiling.

      Would God let Attila take her Trekkie ears into heaven? Kate wasn't sure. But then, she wasn't sure why she was sharing hell with a whole covey of nuns, e€ither.

      Did nuns come in a covey? she wondered giddily. Maybe a gaggle. A nine. A nine of nuns. That was it.

      Kate saw them—every time she could see, that is—for those moments Attila let down the patches that were meant to protect her eyes, since with a load of Tubarine on board she couldn't so much as blink. Fancy name for curare, that time-honored poison for South American spear tips. Used for people going under anesthesia to facilitate the placing of the endotracheal tube. Extended use for people needing to tolerate artificial ventilation or for head-injury patients who needed complete body rest, to keep their intracranial pressure down.

      Beep. Correct answer. You, Kate Manion, go on to Final Jeopardy. With the nuns. The nine of nuns that was even now swinging into formation out in the work lane. The antibiotic ointment that went with the patches smeared Kate's focus, but she saw them: white on black, some of them; others in expensive brown polyester, as if God demanded you not only give up worldly ways but taste as well, even if you were out of the habit.

      They seemed to float at the edge of her comprehension; she thought they were chanting.

      Maybe she was in purgatory, and they were there to speed her way north. Kind of like celestial cheerleaders.

      "Intercede for her now, Holy Mother and Blessed Octavia, and give her health."

      Kate really appreciated that. Maybe the nuns could talk God into taking away some of the pain. Or maybe they could have a word with Attila, who had elevated patient assessment into the Marquis de Sade Invitational.

      She'd be good. Get the nuns over here so she could tell them. Get God down here. But then He was probably sitting up there laughing with all those whiny people Kate had chastised at one time or another.

      As if in answer, a man appeared right over her, blocking out the nuns. Short, squat, with hair sticking out his nose and a big mole on his chin. Not God; the wicked witch. The Bagel Man.

      "If that intracranial pressure would just ease up," he was saying to someone else as he flashed a penlight in Kate's eyes and blinded her even more, "I'd pull the tubocurarine right now. But until I'm sure she's clear, I'd rather leave her be. Has Martinson evaluated the ARDS?"

      Begelman. Neurosurgeon. How could he be in her hell? Kate wondered. He was Jewish. Jews don't believe in hell. Maybe a cameo appearance to increase the terror. Worse than gomers. She was going to be a vegetable. All matter, no brain. She didn't want to be a vegetable. She did not want to have gomer toes.

      ARDS. She knew that from somewhere too. Maybe he was spelling something so she wouldn't understand. Speaking Latin. She knew she should have taken it in high school.

      He never noticed that anybody was home and replaced the patches without once addressing her.

      She hurt. She was scared. She was in the dark, and the nuns were at it again.

      And on the other side, some rail banger was whining "Nurse, nurse, nurse" without stop. No doubt about it. She was doing the big time.
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      Somewhere along the way, Kate must have gained a fuzzy comprehension of what was going on. She did her best to behave so the monitors would stop beeping, so her chest would stop screaming. She did her best to float into a kind of nothingness, dipping into unconsciousness when things got too hot topside.

      She knew somewhere back in her swollen, sore mass of brain tissue that she'd been injured badly and was being therapeutically paralyzed to control the needs of her body so it could heal without her interference. She remembered that ARDS was Adult Respiratory Distress Syndrome, a potentially fatal complication of trauma that demanded prolonged use of the machines. She knew other nurses came and went, things got better and worse, and Begelman was followed by Martinson, whom she liked and tried to talk to, although he couldn't hear her either.

      She knew co-workers drifted in and out, familiar faces she tried to smile for. Some were friends who laughed as if nothing was wrong even while their eyes lied. A few showed up, she thought, just to make sure she was helpless. She didn't try to smile for them.

      B.J. was there, off and on like the nuns, except that he kept holding her hand and scowling at her as he drank his Dr Pepper. And of course Tim came, ever-present in unusually rumpled scrubs, his forehead tight with a fear that wasn't just show.

      But it was hard to hold on to sense in the unit. Kate never really slept. There was never silence or darkness or peace. There was never quite a respite from the pain, although the Bagel Man evidently agreed with the unseen voice about pain control and her ICP and put Kate on a morphine drip, which did blur the edges. It also provoked a few unexpected visitors that only Kate—and maybe the nuns—seemed to see. Kate was, after all, a cheap date.

      The nuns never did talk to her. At least she didn't think they did. They were too busy praying over a little girl in the next bed, the daughter of a local political leader whose devout Catholicism was matched only by his ardent social climbing. The nuns, members of the Order of the Sweet Savior, were looking for a miracle for their founder, Blessed Octavia Van Peebles, that might nudge the church into considering her for sainthood. The little girl, the nurses whispered angrily, had died of Reye's syndrome six days ago. Only the machines kept her alive—the machines and those damn nuns, who had imposed on a grief-stricken family so they could claim fame for a grim-faced ex-duchess who had devoted her life to training rich little girls to be rich social doyennes.

      But then, maybe the nurses had it wrong. Because one night when the patches were down Kate could have sworn she saw old Octavia herself wandering through.

      She tried to say hi, but evidently dead blesseds can't hear damned souls either. So Kate watched the nun, smaller than she'd imagined, wander through the unit, stop to check something out at the charting table, and then pause by the little girl's bed.

      "Dedicate yourself," she said in sonorous tones that echoed in Kate's head.

      "Okay," Kate agreed, figuring it was the thing to do, although she was sure that happened in her head, too.

      The nun just nodded solemnly and left.

      But then, maybe the nun hadn't been there at all, because only a little while later Kate found herself conversing with her grandmother, and her grandmother had died when she was ten. Come to think of it, her grandmother wasn't any more fun now than she had been then. Next, her mother made an appearance, and Kate decided morphine wasn't all the fun it was cracked up to be.

      And then Attila was back. Without the ears, this time. Somebody must have noticed and suggested she ditch them while handling heavy equipment. Attila was a Trekkie, Kate remembered. Devoted enough to use the Star Trek theme as the bride's dance at her wedding to the supervisor down in processing.

      "Good morning," Attila chirped, her cheer as determined as her actions. She already had a cup of coffee handy as she pulled down the patches and checked the monitors. Attila drank coffee like the rest of the world breathed, a brew so strong you could lose spoons in it.

      Kate stared. She felt herself already starting to sweat; she didn't know why. Maybe because she knew it was time for turning and torture. She hated Attila. She thought maybe, if she could just move, she could get past her and out the door into heaven. At least plead her case.

      Whatever her case was.

      She tried to brace for the pain. She didn't think she'd ever be free of it again. I promise, she thought fervently, seeing the grim enthusiasm on Attila's face. I will never ignore a patient's story about pain again. I will never in my life say the words, "This is going to be a little uncomfortable now...."

      "This is going to be a little uncomfortable now," Attila announced, and Kate saw she was sweating too. Probably couldn't wait to get on with the torture du jour.

      The nurse reached down with ring-ladened fingers and ripped the tape that held the tube in place from around Kate's face. Kate screamed. No one heard. She fought the paralysis, the morphine, the dim voices that sounded a lot like machines at the back of her mind. She couldn't do this again. She couldn't let Attila touch her.

      Attila ripped new tape and lifted Kate's head to rewrap the tape all the way around her throat. Kate screamed again. She was sure Attila was just going to unscrew her at the neck and walk off with the pertinent parts. Attila never so much as blinked. She was looking pale, though. Maybe she did hear Kate. Maybe she was in hell too, having to take care of a vegetable for eternity. It'd serve her right.

      Except the vegetable was Kate, and she had no intention of hanging around.

      Attila bent to jiggle the chest tube where it entered the left side of Kate's chest, just to make sure it was stable. It set off a firestorm all the way to Kate's toes. Kate fed on air from the machine. She braced herself. She lunged.

      She caught Attila right around the throat.

      Attila squeaked.

      Kate tried very hard to ask her to stop, to take it a little easier. She just wanted Attila to listen. She didn't. Attila dropped dead right across Kate's chest, taking the chest tube with her.
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      Waking up the second time was something of a good news/bad news joke. The good news was that after the incident with Attila, the Bagel Man decided the only way to control Kate was to completely snow her. And digging back out from under that kind of avalanche was a slow and dreamy process.

      By the time she was really coherent, the ET tube was out along with one of the chest tubes and the ICP monitor. Kate knew her name, knew the name of everyone who took care of her, and could pronounce them all without so much as a stutter. She realized how badly she'd been trashed when just that feat brought tears to the eyes of Hetty Everson, who'd taken over her care. The last time Hetty had cried had been the day Administration instituted an open visitation policy in the units.

      The bad news was that Kate woke up to find John McWilliams at her bedside. Sergeant John McWilliams, the tallest, broadest, blackest African American in the city of St. Louis and its surrounding communities.

      Detective Sergeant John McWilliams of the St. Louis County Police Detectives division of Crimes Against Persons.

      It wasn't that Kate didn't like John. She really did. He was one of the most accommodating police officers on the county force, happy to use his impressive height and even more impressive scowl to help keep the wealthier drunks and more violent crazies under control.

      But Kate suspected that John wasn't here to keep her quiet.

      "You got some trouble, little girl," he said simply.

      John was also a native of Jamaica, with the loveliest accent and deepest voice in Kate's experience, both of which he was happy to emphasize to entertain his friends and confound the more insular St. Louisans. Kate had often said that when she finally gave in to auditory hallucinations she'd demand John's voice.

      It still amazed her that the very clannish county police had accepted John. Not because he was black. Because he wasn't from St. Louis. In St. Louis, a person was defined by what high school he or she attended, and John had attended none of them. Worse, John didn't even know where any of them were.

      Word was he had secured his position through a cousin on the force and the highest scores ever recorded in the sergeant's exam. Kate could never understand why he'd taken all the trouble in the first place. After all, given the choice, who would choose winter in St. Louis over winter in Jamaica?

      "Aren't you gonna tell me how good I look?" Kate asked, her voice raspy and low from the tube.

      John laughed in delight. "Girl, why would I tell you somet'in' like dat? You look like bloody hell."

      Kate managed a grimace without moving too many sore body parts. "Thanks, John. I knew I could count on you."

      "Dey took your hair, you know dat?"

      She hadn't known dat. For the sixth or seventh time just since she'd tried to move in bed, Kate wanted to curse. Her beautiful hair, the only decent thing heredity had thought to bestow on her, thick and black and curly from her Irish daddy, and some yutz had buzzed it so the Bagel Man could get at her brain. Didn't it just figure? On soap operas they could do complete lobotomies and not even bend a strand.

      "Where's the Little Dick?" she asked, stalling. Wanting another smile from John before they got down to business.

      Little Dick Trainor, John's penance for his audacity. His partner. Where John gained ground through persistence and knack, the Little Dick managed through political savvy. A short, surly redneck who was more bigoted than his partner was delightful, he had won his nickname the old-fashioned way.

      "You know Dickie don' like hospitals," John said evenly.

      Kate managed a grin of her own. Waiting for Dick to hit the floor in the ER had become quite a spectator sport.

      "So other than complimenting me on my looks, what's shakin'?"

      "Not Frances Crawford." When Kate didn't answer fast enough, he leaned in a bit. "I t'ink you call her Attila. Not a very polite thing to do, little girl."

      "You never worked with her."

      "Won' get a chance to, now."

      Which was when just what had happened the last time Kate had really had her eyes open well and truly sank in. Her heart sank.

      "Oh, God... it wasn't a hallucination."

      "Don' I wish it were, chil'. Dat girl's as dead as a big fish, and dey foun' her wit' your hands roun' her t'roat."

      Kate wondered whether John would understand that she wanted to laugh. Not because it was all so absurd—although God knows it was—but because it was so damn pathetic. No matter how much Kate had hated Attila, she couldn't ever imagine killing her. Attila had problems enough of her own without Kate's adding to them. Husband problems, co-dependency problems, children problems. Problems the big, slow, infuriating woman would never have a chance to clear up now. And so Kate wanted to laugh to clear that hard knot of tears from her throat.

      "They're sure?"

      "Sure she dead? Lord, I hope so. She been boxed in a wall since yesterday."

      Kate glared, not in the least amused. "That it was... you know, me."

      "You wanna see pictures? Security managed to get some real nice ones wit' a Polaroid before you two got unglued."

      Wonderful. It would probably end up in the Pig Nurses from Hell newsletter Kate helped edit. Just what she needed. Nobody would believe she never really meant it, because Kate had threatened Attila with bodily harm the last time Attila left one of her transfers unattended.

      "Actually," John was saying as he rocked back on his feet, "I do 'preciate you posin' for dat picture. If you hadn't killed her for sure, I t'ink I have to suspect ev'ry one of de crazy people in dis hospital. Nobody real sad to see her go."

      Like Kate had said, Attila would never have walked away with Miss Congeniality.

      "Is this where I call my lawyer, John?" she asked. " 'Cause it might take a minute. Right now I can't even remember my lawyer's name."

      John let loose one of his rolling laughs that made the monitor tech look up and smile. "My, my, you do try an' look at de wors' side of life, don' you?"

      "I try."

      "Well, try dis. I am informin' you of your Miranda rights, jus' because I be askin' you a few questions. You wan' your lawyer, I'm jus' as happy to wait. But de smart money says da mos' we could get you on is reckless use of surprise."

      "What do you mean?"

      "You scared her to deat', girl."

      Should that have made her feel better? Kate wasn't sure. She did know it was time to dial in her morphine again. Her head was pounding like a boom box on rap, her chest felt held together with barbed wire, and she was beginning to realize that the big lump propped on those pillows was her left leg, which hurt even worse. Above and beyond that, she much preferred dosed unreality to this stuff.

      "So what do we do now?" she asked.

      John smiled, all teeth, like a big old alligator. "Well, I don' know about me, but you have the right to remain silent...."
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      Kate was tired. She knew every procedure the staff performed on her. Blood samples and chest X rays and Swan readings and percussion and breathing treatments and catheter lavaging. Vital signs and turning and coughing and endless assessing. She'd done it long years ago in training, and once when she'd been bumped to ICU for an ignominious six months late in her career. She'd hated doing it to other people. Now she knew she hadn't hated it nearly enough.

      And then, to make it worse, the next person to wake her up was Martin Weiss. Chief surgical resident, by turns infuriating, difficult, and terrifying. As patronizing as they came, expecting people to excuse his behavior because of his talent. Darkly handsome enough to get laid, not kind enough to have friends. Getting more unpredictable by the minute until there were whispers that he was studying cocaine more closely than cancers.

      "You're lucky to be alive," he announced, pulling his stethoscope from his pocket.

      Kate didn't bother exchanging platitudes with him. She didn't like Martin. She liked him less when he yanked back the sheet to reveal her unshaved legs and the catheter drainage tube taped to her thigh beneath the scant cover of the patient gown. When Weiss threw up the gown to examine her, she saw the livid scar that bisected her chest with obscene staples, and she was ashamed of her own body. She was ashamed that someone she didn't like could expose it for anyone to see. She was ashamed that what she might have thought private and special was no more than the same meat she had turned and prodded and listened to when she'd checked a patient.

      So she didn't answer. Instead she squeezed her eyes shut, her hands fluttering toward the sheet, toward a modesty she'd never realized she needed.

      "Neat trick with Attila," he said, slapping a cold stethoscope against her breast and making her flinch. Making her swear that she'd never let him get away with it on one of her patients again. "Wish I'd thought of it."

      "I'd be happy to trade places any time," she offered.

      He laughed. She wasn't trying to be funny.

      Then she gasped. He hadn't even had the courtesy to lie and say it was going to be a little uncomfortable. He'd just leaned against the broken ribs so he could get a better listen to her lungs. Kate opened her eyes and grabbed his stethoscope to get his attention.

      "Shit, Martin," she snapped, with what breath she had left. "Your diet low in torture today or what?"

      He straightened like a shot, pulling hard to retrieve his equipment. "What's the matter with you?"

      "At least beg my pardon. That hurt!"

      Martin's expression grew a little more dangerous than usual. He was fondling the damn thing as if she'd yanked on his dick instead. "Don't ever do that again."

      "What," Kate asked, "get hurt or let you touch me?"

      He didn't even answer. Making sure he checked her drains and chest tube one more time, he simply walked out without covering her back up. It was Edna Reabers, the unit head nurse, who saw Kate struggling to get the sheet up and came in to rectify things.

      Kate didn't say anything about Weiss's behavior. Edna, a vague middle-aged woman whose talent was anal retention and whose only remarkable feature was her perfectly pristine white uniform, was from the old school that forbade such luxuries. But she took an extra few minutes to tuck Kate back, and that was enough to get her on Kate's Christmas cookie list for the rest of her life.

      Then, as the light dimmed imperceptibly against the wall so that Kate thought maybe the sun was beginning to set, she opened her eyes to find yet another white coat staring at her monitors. Yet more pockets filled with penlights and clamps and tourniquets. Yet another name tag.

      "Slut puppy," Kate rasped in greeting.

      Jules looked down from her great height. "Whore dog."

      And they both smiled, the kind of teary, longtime-friend smile that said what Kate didn't have the strength to anyway.

      "You're a fuckin' mess, girl."

      Kate sighed, shifted in bed a little, and waited for the protests from every limb and corner to die before answering. "That's what I keep hearing."

      Juliette Pfeiffer was a big woman, red of face, red of hair, red of temper. She was the Jeff to Kate's Mutt, and few people knew how gentle the heart was at the core of a woman who carried a coffee mug that proclaimed, Excuse Me You've Obviously Mistaken Me For Somebody Who Gives A Shit.

      "Tim finally went home."

      Kate was glad. "He was holding my hand, wasn't he?"

      "All the time. He was so cute. Actually got the powers that be to let him off call for three nights so he could harass the help. I think that's a first for surgical residents here."

      Sweet Tim. Steady, reassuring Tim. Tim with his passions, his demons, his secret loyalties. Tim was everything Martin Weiss wasn't, and just the thought of him waiting with her through that nightmare made Kate smile.

      "Has he asked you to many him yet?" Jules asked.

      "I just moved in with him six months ago."

      Jules wasn't in the least put off. "I figured a quick stint in the unit would convince any man you were too good to lose. I guess it must work better for some people than others."

      "Probably somebody who hasn't had her head shaved and every orifice introduced to a plastic hose of some kind."

      "I'm sure that's what made him cry."

      Sly Jules. Smiling Jules. Kate wished Jules knew the truth.

      "Don't feel compelled to comfort him," she teased anyway.

      Jules grinned. "He wants me, I can tell. He's just achin' to sneak in and see what I hide in my truck."

      Kate didn't want to laugh. She almost did. The idea of the meticulous, elegant Dr. Timothy Ransom Peterson III mixing it up with Jules in her old pickup truck was enough to send Kate's imagination straight into overload. Jules, one of the best trauma nurses Kate had ever met, who had her masters degree in social service, spent her leisure time handcrafting brightly beaded leather moccasins and collecting road kill for the pelts in a battered pickup that sported a bumper sticker reading BECAUSE I'M THE MOTHER, THAT'S WHY. She'd been one of the few people to get back at Weiss by leaving one of her trophies in his call bed after he'd questioned her judgment, sanity, and parentage in that order in front of a patient.

      "Hard as it may be to believe," Jules said, "you look better."

      Kate could deal with almost anything but this. "Oh, man, Jules," she said, sighing. "This sucks."

      "Yeah, kid. I know."

      No, Kate thought, you don't. Kate hadn't. Not until now. Not until she'd been tied naked to a bed and made to give strangers control of her body. Not until she'd lain in her own sweat and been unable to escape. There was nothing Kate hated worse than feeling helpless like this. Nothing.

      "I guess my car's totaled," she said, wanting to talk about anything else but this.

      It didn't take a rocket scientist to understand the stiff silence that met her statement.

      "What?" Kate demanded.

      Jules looked up at the monitor again. She looked down. Something flickered and retreated in the bright blue eyes.

      "A mess," was all she said.

      Kate immediately feared the worst. "Oh, God, I didn't take somebody else out with me?" She heard the steady beeping of her monitor stutter a little. She felt it in her chest with a rush of fear. "Tell me it wasn't my fault, Jules."

      "It wasn't your fault," her friend said without hesitation. "You don't remember?"

      Kate relaxed a little. "Nothing. Just... eating Sunday dinner in the lounge with Tim. I remember how beat I was. What day is this?"

      "Saturday."

      Saturday. Good God, she'd been here almost a week! Almost seven days completely lost to the mists and the theater of the absurd.

      "Do you know? What happened, I mean."

      "Telephone pole bit you."

      Now Kate was amazed. "I fell asleep? I never fall asleep."

      "Listen, kid. They're making faces at me. You get some sleep."

      Sleep. Seems she'd done that. She'd wrapped her beautiful, shiny, vintage, midnight-blue Mustang around a telephone pole. And then she'd killed the nurse who'd taken care of her.
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      It was B.J. who told her the truth. Right after he taught the lady from Patient Accounting the meaning of discretion.

      Kate had actually been managing some sleep. Uninterrupted, dream-free, restful sleep. She should have known it couldn't last.

      "Excuse me, Ms. Manion," a high-pitched voice interrupted.

      Somebody was bumping against the bed. Didn't they realize that hurt?

      "Stop it."

      "Your nurse said you were awake."

      Kate didn't even bother to open her eyes. "She lied. They're all liars. Didn't anybody tell you that?"

      "It's important that you talk to me. You've amassed quite a bill here, and we can't locate any family to guarantee payment."

      "No," she said, still not bothering to face the woman. "No family."

      None who would answer. None who would want to be found anymore. But that wasn't anyone's business but hers.

      Kate recognized the voice now, clipped and precise, like an algebra teacher. Mrs. Warner. Patient Accounting. Kate had personally kicked the woman out of more than one intensive-care room when she'd marched in to inform the patient his heart attack wasn’t covered by insurance, and what did he wish to do about it?

      Oh, well, they said paybacks were hell.

      "I'm not paying, Mrs. Warner," Kate assured her. "Not a penny. I plan to suck off the hospital as long as I can and then sue for not reading the surgical release forms to me in Spanish. Got any problems with that?"

      This time Kate got her eyes open. Mrs. Warner must have been impressed, because she took a full step backward.

      "Don't think I don't know who you are," the sharp-faced little woman accused, levering a pencil at Kate like a lance.

      "Well, good. That's one of us."

      "I'm still trying to clean up the mess from when you erased the Breedlove file from the computer."

      That actually made Kate smile. "Didn't you read the new directive? You're only allowed to harass people for payment for six months after their insurance company pays you. It's a law. I was just trying to help."

      "That problem would have been resolved soon."

      "Their little girl died. I didn't think they needed to be tortured by you too."

      "You have no right to blame me. It wasn't my fault."

      "That's right. It's never anybody's fault anymore. You're all just doing your jobs."

      "Well, I'm sorry if you have a problem with that. My job right now is to discuss your insurance. It isn't going to cover all this."

      Kate just sighed. "Of course it isn't."

      "Not only that but there's the question of how you were injured. The incident report can't be completed until you talk to the hospital lawyer, and until that happens—"

      That got Kate's eyes finally and permanently open. Her chest was hurting again. "Lawyer? Incident report? What the hell are you talking about?"

      "Well, you were off hospital property. You can't possibly expect workmen's compensation."

      "Workmen's..."

      She tried hard. Dug through the morass of memory, desperately sought out anything that would sound familiar. Anything that would connect her, a telephone pole, and workmen's comp.

      "Get out."

      The words came from the doorway, quietly, succinctly, and with an authority Mrs. Warner couldn't ignore.

      "The nurse told me it was all right," she protested weakly.

      Kate turned to take in the vision of Woodstock Past approaching at a martial pace and knew help was at hand.

      He obviously wasn't going to waste any energy on the now hapless Mrs. Warner. Taking hold of her by the lapels of her lilac double-knit suit, he heaved her from the room with one more "Get out" and then turned to greet Kate.

      "You can't—" could be heard from the work lane before another door slammed.

      "Beej?" Kate managed.

      "Breathe," he commanded. Kate should have been mad that there was a wry twinkle in those gray eyes.

      "What did she... mean?"

      "Breathe some more. Then we'll talk. The monitor tech is using your rhythm to teach the rhumba out there."

      She breathed. Her visitor held on to her bed rails and watched the monitor.

      B.J. was there. Good old B.J., with his denim and tie-dyed uniform, his ubiquitous bottle of Dr Pepper, and his perpetual scowl. The only way Kate could tell he was on call was the fact that his hair was tied back. Other than that, Dr. Brian Joseph O'Brien went out of his way to thumb his nose at propriety.

      He was also notoriously short of fortifying platitudes.

      "What was she talking about?" Kate demanded, feeling the pressure ease, hearing the staccato of her heart slow perceptively.

      Pulling a cigarette from the pack in his sleeve, B.J. didn't even bother to put it to his lips. He just stuffed it behind his ear to match the pen on the other side. "Woman's an idiot. You havin' gas yet like a good girl?"

      Kate actually wanted to smile. Thank God B.J. was a doctor. He'd make a lousy minister. Come to think of it, she'd written every prescription he'd ordered as an intern because he couldn't spell, either. But that had been a few years ago. Now he was here in her room glowering at her as if she'd just wet the bed.

      "As sore as I am, I wouldn't know if I blew up," she informed him, getting a hand up and noticing that IV tubing snaked from its back. That hurt too. What a surprise. Somebody'd managed to get a Cathlon in her hand the size of a garden hose. That'd get them a gold star in the Pig Nurse newsletter. "You never answered my question."

      Evidently he wasn't going to, either. "You were dead, ya know."

      Kate was well used to his abrupt changes of course. This time, though, he caught her up short.

      "But I'm feeling much better now, thanks."

      She thought of all those hallucinations, the cast that had peopled her hell, and she wondered.

      "Arnstein cracked your skinny little chest right in ER. They said the blood was a foot deep. He rode the cart all the way in with his finger in your aorta. Quite a sight."

      It was Kate's turn to scowl. She'd participated in the Rodeo Roundup herself, straddling a dying patient as the trauma team pushed the cart through the halls toward OR at breakneck pace. It was a hell of a ride, especially if you could feel the life slipping away beneath your fingers. But Kate didn't think she wanted a surgical resident yelling "Yippee-o-ki-yay!" atop her as they made that sharp turn down by the elevator banks. Especially Arnstein. He'd probably felt up her lungs while he was in there.

      "You're a comfort, B.J.," she assured him dryly. The funny part was, he was.

      He leaned right over the bed rail, his soda forgotten, eyes suddenly avid. "Well?"

      "Well what?"

      "Tunnel? Voices? Visitors? What was it?"

      Kate couldn't think of any better retreat than just closing her eyes. She should have expected this. Maybe if she weren't still draining any number of bodily fluids through plastic tubes, she might have. She knew what B.J. wanted. He wanted verification. He wanted to be able to share something very special with Kate. At any other time, Kate would have been touched. B.J. didn't hang around intensive-care units just for the view. B.J. didn't do live people. He was a medical examiner, a forensic pathologist whose work was almost as legendary as his personality. Even for Kate, B.J. wouldn't have crossed the barrier he'd imposed on himself almost ten years ago, unless he had a damn good reason.

      He'd come for answers. And she had none.

      "Can we talk about it later, Beej?" she asked wearily.

      She could hear him trying his best to maintain control. This was important to B.J. It was kind of important to Kate, too. She had the feeling that when she had more energy, she was going to be really pissed about the answer she had for him.

      "Jules tells me you don't remember anything."

      Kate opened her eyes to see a curious softening in his. It should have forewarned her. "Just who the president is, and who wants to remember that?"

      "Well, you're a big girl...."

      That was the intro she knew she didn't want. Her chest began to tighten again. Kate imagined it was right where Arnstein's fingers had been. "Spit it out, boy. Who did I kill?"

      His eyes flashed like agates. "You didn't kill anybody—not counting Attila anyway."

      "Beej—"

      He waved a hand at her, as if she had no sense of humor. She bet, when he'd been lying in bed twenty-two years ago earning his own scars, his sense of humor had been a little slim too.

      "You were on a transfer. A little kid with total body trauma you took by ambulance because you couldn't get the helicopter. Remember anything now?"

      Transfer. Again she fought for images, sounds, anything.

      "Nothing," she admitted, with a sigh that belied the fact that the monitors were starting to dance again.

      Kate saw Tom Martin, her nurse for the day, detach himself from the desk and lean in the door. "B.J., this isn't funny," he warned, an eye obviously on the same monitors.

      B.J. didn't even bother to turn around.

      "Yank it off fast," Kate told him. "It ends up hurting less."

      B.J. respected that kind of advice. "Ambulance was sideswiped by some asshole playing chicken on the highway. Everybody went tit over tail down the embankment." Kate saw the final tally in those deceptive eyes before he ever told her. "The only one they pulled out alive was you."

      "Who was the team?" She asked anyway.

      "Pepper and Theresa."

      God. Oh, God, no. Not strangers, like many of the transfer teams. Local paramedics, a team she'd helped train and then recommended to the fire district. Fire-eaters with good hearts who must have pulled real big strings to help her get that baby out the door in a hurry. Who were dead now because of her.

      Kate didn't cry. She'd forgotten how to do that a long time ago.

      "Phyl didn't want me to do it, did she?"

      Phyllis McGill—nicknamed by the less charitable as Phyl the Gorilla, after a legendary beast of a much sunnier disposition still stuffed in the St. Louis zoo—Kate's supervisor and not ever to be confused with someone who liked or respected Kate. A classic case of the Peter Principle caught in a middle-management squeeze and rendered totally incompetent.

      It must have been a hell of a fight.

      "She accused you of grandstanding."

      Kate wished she could breathe better. "Oh, I probably was. You know how I love to show off with a bad baby or two... the baby was lost?"

      "Just God's way of saying it was that kid's day to go. If it makes you feel any better, they found you wrapped around him, like you were trying to protect him from the fall."

      It didn't make her feel better at all. "How old?"

      "Four."

      Kate might not have remembered what happened, but she bet she knew. Patient with no insurance, taken to the very insurance-driven St. Simon's Medical Center, aka St. Serious Money, in the Better Part of Town. Maybe the doc on hadn't believed the little thing was quite as bad as Kate thought. Maybe they just didn't want to spring for the money to transfer him to one of the pediatric neurosurgical units down at the kiddie hospitals in the city. One way or another, Kate had probably spent frantic minutes on the phone trying to convince someone to take him and then find somebody to ship him down. And then someone to approve payment for the helicopter, which cost a fortune, or even a transfer ambulance with full support team, which still cost some bucks. Everything cost bucks in medicine.

      If it had been a late shift, Kate never would have had a problem. One of the supervisors would have okayed everything. Being away from all the brass tends to give a person initiative. But Phyl had no initiative. She had a budget. And helicopters and paramedics simply stretched her budget to the point where she might not get her year-end bonus.

      And Kate, as usual, had undoubtedly handled the whole thing with grace and dignity. She wondered if she'd called her supervisor a worthless maggot again.

      "Here, Kate."

      She felt a cold swab against her arm and realized Tom had appeared at her side with a syringe of something.

      "Get out of here with that shit," she said, her voice a little thin.

      "It's nothin' but a little Valium. You need it right about now."

      Kate turned her head so she could glare at him eyeball to eyeball. "And I'm refusing it. Now, go away."

      Tom wasn't used to being contradicted by his patients. Kate could see his instinctive displeasure, the urge to control. And if B.J. hadn't been there to tip the balance, Tom probably would have ended up winning, because Kate suddenly realized she was just too tired to fight.

      But B.J. was there.

      "Hard to sneak in an injection with a witness standing here," he drawled.

      Even here in the unit where B.J. rarely visited in his official capacity, the crew knew his reputation. Tom recapped the syringe and turned away.

      Kate turned back to B.J. and the answers she knew he'd give her. "I really did kill Attila, though, huh?"

      "All right," B.J. snapped. "Yes. You killed her. There is dancing in the streets, and several people have asked if you do requests."

      "I really didn't mean it," she insisted. "I just wanted somebody to listen to me."

      B.J. shook his head. Somehow he'd gotten a second cigarette over that left ear. "The Bagel Man is still trying to figure out how you managed it on so much Tubarine."

      "Determination."

      "That's what Administration is probably afraid you'd say."

      "How old was she, Beej?"

      His eyes clouded briefly, and Kate saw what the rest of the world wouldn't. "Thirty-four."

      "I didn't mean it," she said again, her voice even smaller.

      B.J. actually patted her hand. "I know it, pogue. I know it."

      This time, Kate did cry.
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      "What are you gonna do," Kate demanded seven days later, "throw me out?"

      They were all there: Kate; Phyl, her supervisor; Mrs. Warner; even the hospital lawyer, an unctuous, well-dressed yuppie whose specialty was real estate. Considering how much land Serious Money had taken over in the last five years, he was probably the most important man on the board. Right now he was raising Kate's blood pressure.

      "I'm sure this is distressing for you," he soothed, as if she were a witness he'd just exposed in full view of the jury box.

      Kate leaned a little across the big conference table, her eyes rabid. "No," she disagreed gently. "Having a little boy die because this hospital dicked around with a transfer distresses me. Knowing that two very good paramedics died because of the way we were forced to transfer that little boy distresses me. This disgusts me."

      He just shrugged, his thousand-dollar suit shimmering slightly in the expensive lighting they saved for the executive offices. "I'm afraid you don't leave us any alternatives here, Kate."

      They had lain in wait, letting her gain her strength, murmuring platitudes about taking care of their own, sending their messages of support and comfort through the fifth person at the table, who was at this moment staring at the rather large picture of Sister Maria Goretti Simmons, the founder of the hospital, as if hearing her sonorous tones right through the fifty years since the good sister had died.

      Kate wondered what Sister Goretti, who had founded St. Simon's, would think of this. Especially since the woman watching her was the last of their community to grace the hospital grounds, Sister Ann Francis, a vague, sweet, ineffective ex-pharmacologist the staff called Sister Mary Polyester. A hand-patter of the first order with an apple-doll face, the little woman had for the last five years been semi-retired into pastoral care and general good will, where she wandered the hospital holding hands and dispensing doctrine like Pez.

      It was a real hanging jury, if Kate had ever seen one, all gathered to teach her the facts of life about hospital bills, insurance, and workmen's compensation. According to them, Kate so far only qualified for the first.

      They'd had a volunteer sweep her from her room in a wheelchair and deposit her in the executive suite so fast Kate shouldn't have been able to bring along any help. Fortunately for her, they'd passed Tim in the hall. He had invited himself along without hesitation.

      "Now let me get this straight," Tim said evenly, his handsome blond features arranged in a professional mask, his Virginia drawl bored, his attention on the elegant surgeon's hands he'd folded before him rather than on the people arrayed across the table. "You're saying Kate isn't qualified for workmen's compensation for her injuries because, a, there was a question about the transfer and, b, she was off hospital property at the time she was injured. And because her injuries left her with retrograde amnesia about the incident, she can't defend herself or enlighten you. Now since her hospital insurance policy only covers eighty percent of costs, she now owes you all in excess of ten thousand dollars."

      "We simply need to clarify matters," the lawyer said with a sympathetic frown. "The hospital can't be held liable in the matter, since it was something Ms. Manion took on at her own risk. Surely you can see that. But I think we're making her a most generous offer. We'll cover another five percent of her bill if she signs a release from responsibility right now."

      "And what about her job?" Tim turned to Phyl.

      Phyl sputtered, her jowls quivering. "Well... well," she offered in a high, thin voice that sounded like a bad violin over the intercom. "Kate is entitled to four full weeks of accrued sick leave. But we can't guarantee her a return to the emergency department. I can't wait that long to fill her position."

      Kate rubbed her head. "If I could look at the chart," she suggested, even knowing better, "it might help me remember something pertinent."

      The lawyer—what was his name: Furly, Hurly, Curly?—was already shaking his head before Kate finished. "That's not possible, and you know it. That chart is confidential material."

      Kate laughed before she could stop herself. "It is for anybody trying to argue with you."

      Stop, she commanded herself. Take a breath. You can get the chart some other way. It was just that they were penalizing her for a giant hole in her memory, so she couldn't fight, couldn't even agree if their action was really called for. She couldn't do anything, and Kate didn't take forced inactivity well.

      "Mr. Gunn could have had you fired for jeopardizing the lives of Billy Rashad and the crew of that ambulance," Phyl snapped in her most aggrieved voice. "There wasn't any reason the regular transfer crew couldn't have been used to transport that little boy. Be thankful you still have your job."

      Another sympathetic voice heard from. Kate fought the edges of black rage by clamping her hands around the armrests of the wheelchair until her chest hurt. She still couldn't remember what had happened, but she knew one thing. There had to have been a damn good reason for her to coerce the crew from Lindbergh into helping her. Either the transfer ambulance hadn't had a full life-support team or they would have taken too long to show up. That little boy must have been really bad.

      "I'll tell you what," she managed to say. "I'm not signing anything. I'm not agreeing to anything until I talk to my lawyer."

      Lawyers again. She'd pay somebody just to tell her there was nothing he could do. But she had no choice. She couldn't simply let them win.

      There was an uncomfortable silence on the other side of the table. Kate should have stared them all down. But she couldn't do it without opening her mouth, and that would have sealed her fate on the spot. So she held still, willing herself to silence, and stoked herself on the simple support of Tim's hand on her arm.

      "I don't think Mr. Gunn will allow me to make this offer again, Kate," the lawyer said, as if instructing a very slow child. "And Mrs. Warner will be more than happy to show you just how fast your bill is mounting up."

      That brought Kate's head up. "I'm sure she would."

      There was nursing care and the long round of IV antibiotics she'd needed to counteract a hospital-acquired strep infection. There were daily chest X rays to make sure her lung had remained inflated, physical therapy for her broken leg, and echocardiograms to watch out for any problems from her surgery. There was pain medicine and dressings and lab work and IV fluids.

      And after today there would undoubtedly be sedatives. She was furious. There was nothing Kate hated more than being trapped, and they had her by the short hairs. Both sets.

      Not only that, but the orders had come right from the top. Leo Gunn, the chief administrator, CEO, and camp commandant of St. Serious Money. Gunn's only concern in the matter would have been that keeping-the-blame-from-the-hospital business. Kate could be a pain in the ass, but she wouldn't be as inclined to complain in the millions of dollars as the family of that little boy. Therefore, if they were going to do it, Gunn would rather they do it to Kate.

      "I think Kate told you what she wants to do," Tim announced, his chair scraping as he got to his feet. "Now I'm going to get her back to her room—unless you plan to transfer her to Regional."

      Regional. The city and county hospital where all indigent patients ended up. The gun-and-knife club, the city's AIDS center, where they'd undoubtedly told her to send Billy Rashad in the first place. The temple of desperation.

      "Don't be melodramatic, Doctor Peterson," the lawyer said evenly. "Kate's one of our nurses. She stays here, where she belongs." And with that, he also got up.

      Everybody else scraped right alongside. Even Sister managed to find her feet, smiling vaguely at everyone.

      Tim unlocked the wheelchair and backed Kate away from the table.

      "I need a decision by tomorrow," the lawyer said.

      Kate ignored him. Tim ignored him. Only Sister moved to hold the door open.

      "God bless you, dear," she said with a beatific smile to Kate. "And remember, everything will be taken care of. You do look so much better."

      Kate couldn't help smiling back. "Thanks, Sister."

      She didn't bother to say good-bye to her supervisor, who stood alongside like a rather lumpish guard dog.

      "There has to be something I can do," Tim insisted as they headed down the carpeted hall.

      Kate shook her head. "And let them get their claws into you? Forget it. You only have another year to go on your residency. Keep your nose clean."

      "But Kate—"

      This time she tilted her head back so she could look straight up at those classically chiseled features, the soft, sweet blue eyes. The frustration that twisted it all into familiar agony. God, she loved him. If only things were different. If only she could give back half of what he'd given her.

      "But Kate, nothing. You're vulnerable, Tim, and believe me, they wouldn't hesitate a minute to go for the kill if they found out."

      So intent were they on their conversation that neither heard the door open to the other conference room.

      "Why, Kate Manion, isn't it?"

      Kate swung around even faster than Tim, her heart thudding with the possibility that they'd been overheard. But from the expression on the face of the approaching gentleman, they were safe.

      "It is," he said with a big smile, a pile of files in his arms, his posture bent forward just a little to take in Kate in the wheelchair. "Hello there, Doctor Peterson."

      Tim nodded. "Mr. Fellows."

      Mr. Fellows's attention was already back on Kate, his pleasantly patrician features folded into concern. "This is wonderful. I didn't think you'd be up and around so soon. Says a lot for the talent around here, doesn't it?"

      Kate didn't quite manage a smile for the senior vice president of Serious Money. She didn't know much about him except that he'd personally convinced some very top-notch physicians to join the team in the last few months, and he was rumored to be a closet Barry Manilow fan.

      "I was just discussing my health-care benefits," Kate said.

      Fellows looked up in time to see the door open down the hall and Mrs. Warner step out.

      He gave a funny little shake of his head without looking back to Kate. "They should have waited." Another shake, and his attention was hers again. "Don't worry about it. You just get better. And don't worry about Frances. We all understand perfectly."

      Kate would have loved to have felt reassured, but she'd been in the business too long. As the staff was fond of saying, a free pregnancy test should come with every physical.

      "Thank you," she said instead, knowing anything else would come out shrill and accusing.

      Tim damn near attained warp speed with that wheelchair to get them out of the administration suites before anybody else caught up. "You're not going through this alone," he insisted yet again as they swung off the elevator onto the fourth floor: post-op, rehab, and ladies' lingerie.

      "How can I?" Kate asked. "None of you will let me. I'm just not going to have you throw yourself on a grenade to save me. I always manage to float to the surface in these things."

      They didn't stop, didn't even slow, as the world of the hospital went on around them on the surgical floor. Central-supply techs restocked Nurseservers, and nurses bent over charts. Secretaries fondled phones, and patients trailing IV lines and pushing poles
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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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