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        To: Alice La Juett

      

      

      Faithful, dependable & supportive avid reader and reviewer who passed away before this book was released. She read and reviewed nearly every single book I have written, always positively supportive every time I called on her. I’m sure she’s smiling from heaven. May GOD bless her family and posterity and bring those who do not know JESUS in her family to know HIM.
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      Sensitivity warning: Hello, thank you for buying She Had A Name! I wrote this story by inspiration of God THE HOLY SPIRIT.

      She Had A Name mentions an abortion from the early chapters and was written with the goal of giving hope to post-abortion women about JESUS’ love and forgiveness. To anyone with triggers, please be advised accordingly. Thank you. ~ USA Today Bestselling Author Joy Ohagwu. August 2023.

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Joy Ohagwu

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The call came quickly at the Bethesda hospital. The man had died. Her heart sank. She’d hoped for one conversation with him before he passed on. Now that was impossible. Shouldn’t she be elated to have made it out alive?

      She shook her head. She couldn’t celebrate yet. Nor contact anyone until she knew she wasn’t putting them at risk. First, she needed closure—closure only he could’ve provided.

      For herself.

      For the sake of her husband, whom he’d murdered.

      She crouched low and leaned against the wall as sobs racked her body.

      Before her husband was killed, he’d asked her to take care of their son. He didn’t know things went from bad to worse as soon as dangerous men took away his body and she wouldn’t know anything about—or even see—their son again. But the men hadn’t stopped there.

      Her chest squeezed tight as she rose, pushed the white partition aside, and stared at the blue tiles. A dried bloodstain stared back from a crack between the tiles. Emergency rooms weren’t the best places to be. She winced, returning her attention to the news of his demise.

      There goes my only clue as to what happened to our son.

      Nevertheless, she had to go. She took a few of her dear confiscated items she’d extracted from her guard’s unmoving body when they’d crashed prior to arrival at the hospital—an expired driver’s license, a wedding ring, and a torn emptied wallet her husband had given her for a Valentine’s Day gift years ago. Then she left the waiting area and passed through internal security before anybody noticed. She blinked when she stared at her clothing and the bloodstain on the jacket. The man’s blood.

      After the accident, seeing no other choice, she’d dragged his body to the back seat and strapped it in, then drove to the hospital after following a map in the glove box, even though it had been risky. As she drove, she kept darting her gaze behind as she feared he’d come to, but he hadn’t.

      She could’ve left him at the accident scene and fled. But there was no phone she could see, and the road was lonely. And he owed her answers.

      Who else other than the man her son had been handed over to could tell her where her boy was? How could she forget the anguish on her son’s face as he was torn from her side? Asking her captors over and again these years had yielded no answers. It had only tightened the cuff that attached this man’s wrist to hers twelve hours a day—the only measure they trusted to keep her from fleeing.

      The key for the cuffs that had attached them for three years, she now clutched in one hand. She stared at it one last time, then tossed it in the trash can in the hallway. She’d kept it in case he came to and forced her back into captivity, but now, she’d never need it again. She rubbed the wrist where the cuff had been, grateful to be free of it.

      Or was she?

      Surely, he was the last of her captors alive if her count was correct. Although she couldn’t assume anything until she was clearly out of proximity to the hospital safely.

      Approaching the external nursing station and meeting the new nurse’s gaze, she flashed a smile while her heart pounded.

      How could she explain her presence and now her quick departure? This nursing station had been empty earlier. Now, close enough to see the woman’s face and her determination to seek identification, she kept the smile pasted in place.

      God, I didn’t do anything wrong. But if they see I have no familial relationship with the dead man, I can be in trouble. Please help me.

      Her desperation and her urge to flee—both feelings she’d suppressed for years—clashed, and she stopped. “Ma’am, can I have a Band-Aid for my wrist, please?” She showed the lady the deep-red, bruised skin where the cuffs had been, and after a measured and critical appraisal, the nurse nodded. When the nurse turned around to get it, she stepped outside, making sure that, once she received the Band-Aid, the next thing was the exit.

      God, thank You, sir.

      The nurse said nothing more as she got drawn into another emergency arrival and was replaced by the original nurse who recognized her and gave a cursory nod. This nurse might’ve been more laid-back or simply overworked.

      The woman’s short-staffed and busy ER with different sets of accident victims brought in back-to-back since her arrival till now might’ve made her assume she was family to the patient. So the nurse had suspended following the hospital’s regular visitor identification protocol. Meaning she didn’t have to prove any relationship with the now-dead patient. At best, if caught, she could’ve said she was a Good Samaritan who brought a sick man for care and stayed to be sure he was alright—which would all be true, except the Good Samaritan part. No. She’d come desperate. She had to learn the information only that man could provide.

      “Do you need a ride?” The nurse’s voice broke into her thoughts. “I can have someone call for one for you.”

      She shook her head aiming for the main exit. “Thank you, but I will be fine.”

      She pressed a hand against her belly and sucked in a sharp breath, missing afresh what should’ve grown inside there years ago. Oh, God, please heal my motherly heart.

      Would she ever forgive them for what they did to her?

      Forgiveness was far from her present considerations. Tears welled up in her eyes, and her throat began closing.

      But she couldn’t stay here in hurt. Her answer had died with the man. She had to take the next step.

      She threw one nervous glance back against her better judgment, praying the security cameras hadn’t picked up on her. Gripping her gray, long-sleeve sweater and knotting its belt like it was a lifeline, she trudged out into the winter cold with a weighed-down heart and heavy legs. The Christmas lights adorning the hospital’s entrance did little to ease the knot in her belly.

      She lowered her head each time she spotted anything that could’ve been recording her image or movements. Crossing through the wide-open gate, she eased her grip. Now, she just had to get to law enforcement and tell them everything. But would they believe her?

      Cold air hit her cheeks, and she sucked in her breath. The air grew tense around her, but before she could turn fully, hands clamped over her mouth. “One word, and I’ll kill you.”

      Arms circled her midsection tightly. She blinked and tried to turn but the firm hand around her made that difficult.

      Feet clobbered toward a dark van in an unlit corner. Now, she lifted her head, trying to catch a camera, any camera.

      She’d made a mistake. She shouldn’t have come to the hospital. Or she should’ve left sooner. She should have run rather than sought answers.

      Now, it was too late. Her hard-won freedom had been ripped from her. Sharp pain slammed her left shoulder, and shrieking, she blacked out.

      --
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      When Asia Powers’ flight landed at the Thurgood Marshall Airport in Maryland from Mexico, she expected to find her sister waiting. Or at least, answering her call. But June’s phone was switched off with a message saying she was unavailable. A message forty-eight hours old.

      Baffled, Asia frowned at her phone. June hadn’t sounded sick last time they’d spoken. So Asia rang up their aunt, who at least answered and informed her that June had spent some days away. She didn’t say much more except that she was now on her way out of town for an annual prayer gathering she and some friends had held for nearly twenty-five years. She wouldn’t be back for a few days. The farm was under the care of a contract farmer who would handle things until she and June returned.

      Asia exhaled long. Where could June have gone? A heads-up to alert her—considering Asia’s life was in danger after her departure from Mexico—could protect her. Protect them. But Asia had no time to think about it. Her sister had to be fine if their aunt felt comfortable leaving town. Asia would figure out what was going on with June later. For now, she had to take stock of her surroundings, ensuring her safety and that of her other sister, Latricia, who’d surprised her by visiting her in Mexico and who, by God’s grace, made it back safely.

      Asia had stepped closer to claim her luggage first and then Latricia’s when something whisked past her head and punched a hole into the announcement screen in front of her, showering her with broken glass while she ducked. Tilting her head upward, she blinked.

      It was a bullet. “Shots fired!”

      Darting a gaze toward the open area, she exhaled, and relief swept through her. Latricia wasn’t in view and hadn’t yet emerged from the bathroom. Where were the private security personnel Asia hired to meet them at the airport? In the latest update communicated to her, they’d encountered unexpected traffic and were running a bit behind. Then her flight landed earlier than scheduled. Usually, that would be a good thing. Not this time when somebody wanted her dead and her security team wasn’t on the ground yet.

      When Latricia had gone to the bathroom, Asia’d waited to be sure her sister was safe before stepping away to get their luggage. After a few minutes, the lights clicked on, meaning luggage cases would be emerging soon, and the area seemed safe.

      Then, sensing no danger as the luggage strip began rolling baggage close enough, she’d felt safe enough to grab their luggage while she waited for Latricia.

      Clearly, she was wrong. She inched up. With the angle the shot had come from—right around the corner—the announcement screen probably obscured the shooter’s view from making a direct hit. Panting, she scanned the trajectory for the shooter.

      Behind a distant airport newspaper stand, someone with a cowboy hat obscuring his face still had his weapon trained on her. She dove onto the rotating belt and dodged the next shot before it clanged into the pillar she’d been leaning against. Her heart beat wildly. Her hands felt clammy, and her legs begged not to move. But her trained mind was racing. She needed to alert someone. She needed a phone. She needed to search for hers to call for help.

      But there was no time. Pressing a hand against the metal edge, she slammed herself to the side where his view was significantly obstructed and slid to the ground, hoping it hid her well enough. “Shots fired! Shots fired! Someone call the police.” She cried out.

      She crouched low while, at her yell, screams rent the air from fellow travelers. Panic was not a good response, but it offered a good deflection strategy now. It should buy them time. And just then, she felt like screaming along with them.
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      Hours earlier…

      June Powers’ fingers grew skittish at the instruction a brown-haired nurse gave her. “Please follow me for the procedure. The doctor is waiting.”

      June’s heart began pounding as the woman stopped a few feet away. A strong disinfectant odor pierced her nostrils, leading her to sneeze.

      The nurse crammed a worn clipboard under her armpit, impatience tilting her lip upward. Her tight formal smile mimicked the smallness of the waiting clinic area and left June without a doubt that she’d made a bad decision.

      But the nurse’s drumming fingers signaled further impatience as her face turned toward the sound beyond the window. June trailed the lady’s gaze there like a GPS.

      Loud echoes of protesters outside the women’s clinic filtered into her ears and met the loud pounding of her heart. Which was louder? She wasn’t sure. But she averted her face lest the curtains parted and someone out there recognized her.

      Blood pounded harder in her ears and pushed guilt deeper into her soul. Goodness, June. She shouldn’t be here. Shouldn’t be doing this. Her hands fisted until her fingers dug into her palms. Even that couldn’t dull the fear pressing harder against her ribs.

      “Ms. June Powers?” The nurse’s call jogged her back to the present, and she unclenched her fisted hands.

      June nearly flinched at the mention of her full name. It hadn’t occurred to her that she’d filled out her complete name. Maybe the trembling of her hand as she completed the form made her forget she didn’t want to get caught. And if the nurse could call her full name so easily, it most likely wouldn’t be hard for anyone else. She sucked in her lower lip.

      Should she have used an alias? Would her family find out what she was doing? Or was about to do? She hadn’t done it yet. Yes, she felt the pressure of her choice—and yet the fear pressed harder against backing away. “Y–yes.” Her lips trembled. “I–I’m coming.” To where I should be running away from.

      One push from the chair up to her unsteady feet, and everything she’d learned in church, from her parents, mentors, and God-fearing community, fought her every step—that God made life which she had no right to take, that children were blessings from God, that she wouldn’t be alive had her mother committed this sin. Yet she followed the nurse into the surgical room to end the growing life.

      She hadn’t slept for three days and needed to think. She’d told her aunt she might have the flu, needed some time away, and fled their home at the farm to a nearby hotel.

      Instead of her gaining time to think, she’d given fear space in her life. Each moment left alone, it pushed harder and strayed her heart. She’d agonized for an entire day at the Prestige Hotel since that fateful visit from Ryan. She was not choosing to do this alone. Yet she settled on the same choice as her mind trailed back to their last argument.
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      One day earlier…

      “You hinted we were trying a relationship again, Ryan. I gave in because I thought you said we were getting back together. Right?” Her arms spread wide and narrowly missed the gray bedside lamp with its ketchup stain and low-wattage light bulb. “I mean, what else did you mean by that?!” Her heart constricted and stomach twisting, June almost cried the words out.

      She’d been desperate to hang on a man’s arm at the Community Day party, desperate enough to have ended up in a spare bedroom with Ryan, except within minutes they were no longer playing couple roles. Things had gotten real—a lot more real. Why hadn’t she tried to stop him?

      He now shifted away, smoothed his slick blond hair sideways, and curled his upper lip. “I said that? Uh. I did.” He waved toward her belly. “Well, not for a baby, June Powers!” He rolled those almond-brown eyes that made her swoon when they were growing up—but not today. “My folks will not appreciate such… news. We’re not married for crying out loud. I wouldn’t want to get you pregnant.”

      A belt of short cryptic laughter, one she’d recognized from their high school days, signaled Ryan Bufford now despised her. She’d seen him serve it to others but never her, until now. Shame heated her.

      “Where was your brain? I thought you used to be on birth control or something.”

      “No.” Her shoulders fell. “Not since I became a Christian.” How her head had spun! “Did what we had years ago mean so little that you’d only be interested in a fling?”

      Sure, he’d always had a selfish streak, but she didn’t think it was this prominent.

      He faced her. His steel-heeled shoe clinked on the tile as his grip on the back of the lone stool tightened. “Look. We were different. I was different then. Your parents didn’t want me near you, remember?”

      She did.

      His gaze grew cold. “Well, your faith is another thing that makes this not possible. I’m not who I was, June. I’m even more… different now.” His voice cooled. “You should have used your brain—and birth control.”

      Confusion and desperation warred in her. Her nervous fingers groped for the headboard which in her fear she’d fall into as dizziness seized her vision. “Thank you for pointing out my carelessness and not yours either. What was I thinking? I wasn’t thinking! Congratulations to both of us!” Her shoulders slumped as her voice fell. “I wasn’t… thinking. I followed my feelings and”—she swept a hand across her belly—“look at where it landed us. Were you thinking?”

      Silence stood like a stubborn rock between them, unmoving, deafening, and cold. Then he broke it. “You might not like what I’m about to explain, but you cannot keep the baby.”

      And she wished for the silence instead of the trailing words.

      “I’m changing my gender. I’m going for surgery to become a woman.” Ryan’s southern-accented voice remained as smooth as always while his words sliced like a knife through her heart and dreams, cutting apart her last piece of hope that they could build a family, even if the start wasn’t ideal. “It’s my personal choice. I want you to respect that, despite your religious opinion.”

      June’s legs gave way, and she knew she’d hit the bed because it broke her fall. Greater shame than she’d felt at his rejection of the baby shivered over her—shame at giving herself to a man whose intentions she hadn’t discerned. Shame at facing her community and the people she loved with such a lame, careless, and stupid explanation. Shame at having done something before thinking, over following her emotions and now feeling stranded.

      “Ryan, what did you say? A gender ch—” Reaching for his hand, she swallowed hard. Still, her lips quivered. “What do I tell the world about this baby?”

      “Nothing. Ever.” His eyes darkened. He withdrew his hand and tugged at his black coat, steeling his features. The face she’d once loved to hold now hardened like a stone-cold cast. “I won’t be part of this. And you don’t need to have the baby. You can find a clinic… and end it.”

      The silence deepened, the air thickened, and the room darkened.

      She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think.

      No. This couldn’t be happening.

      “An abortion?” Her words squeaked out above a whisper. “We shouldn’t…”

      His raised hand cut her off, making her feel powerless—something he did when he knew he had the upper hand in the conversation. He’d always complained about her assertiveness, expressing a preference for a submissive woman. June wasn’t sure his definition of submission was correct. This was not the time to argue definitions. Plus, they’d known one another from years ago in grade school, and she’d always expressed her opinion, despite their real differences. Why should she start cowering now even if that was what he wanted?

      Worse still, her current challenge was empowering him and making him bolder in his choices.

      She wasn’t beyond begging. Anything to save this. “Please. Everything is on the line. You don’t need to go to an extreme. Let’s…”

      “Don’t waste your breath.” His shoulders slumped. “I might as well tell you the truth. That day things got out of hand… I needed to know what being a man felt like one more time before I, um, changed. That’s why that night happened. I’m sorry.” The last two words struck like a slap.

      She opened her mouth, stood, and readied for a sharp retort. “Sorry?” Oh, June you gave in to stupidity. Her head spun as she pinned him with a gaze. “Sorry, Ryan? Sorry doesn’t even begin to cut it!”

      Already fleeing toward the door, he reached it and twisted the knob. “I won’t be involved with you or with the pregnancy.” He issued with cold finality, the edges of his jaw sharpening against the light. “And my gender-change decision is final. I’m catching my flight out of town, and the surgery is scheduled. I recommend you do what I suggested about the pregnancy and terminate it.”

      Chills trailed his words and ran over her arm, and she rubbed the goose bumps. They couldn’t really be having such a conversation as this.

      “Once again, I won’t be involved,” he warned. “You will be alone in this, and you will live with every choice you make. And do keep in mind, the next time you see me, I won’t be Ryan Bufford. Goodbye, June.”

      His exit, words, and abandonment sent her sliding like a sack to the floor. Her sobs echoed through the room. Hot tears pelted her cheeks and slickened her palms. She cried and dug her fingers into her hair until the tangled mess mirrored her inner feelings. She pulled off her shirt when a faint feeling took over. A trip to the bathroom roiled her belly, and she retched it empty. Feeling alone and desperate, she wept until her strength was gone and blackness closed in.

      When she woke up, the sun sliced through the curtains. She’d slept all night on the floor. Rising and ignoring the sharp aches from knees twisted the wrong way for too long, she went through the motions of a shower, taking stock of her circumstances. Hours later, she made her choice.

      Ryan will not—shall not—father her child if he chose he would no longer be a man. She dressed up and headed to the clinic. She didn’t admit, even to herself, that avoiding public shame framed her choice for an abortion more than anything else did. She just needed to make sure nobody found out. Her secret would be safe.
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      Gary Bancroft sat in his patrol car and listened. Gunfire shots echoed from the radio speakers, and his captain gave instructions as Gary shifted in his seat. Soon, all shooting ceased, and silence followed.

      “The suspect is dead. The gunman is dead,” the captain announced through the radio. “It seems he was working alone here. Backup teams, stand down.”

      Gary exhaled, took off his weapons belt, then leaned back. “Do you need any support? Any help at all?”

      “No, Bancroft,” the captain responded. “Thank you for asking, but we got this.”

      “Got it.” Had something like this happened in recent times where a lone gunman attacked an airport? Not that Gary remembered. This had to be a targeted attack.

      Another call came on the radio. “Hey, Bancroft.”

      “Yes, sir.” He sat up straighter.

      “The shooter’s target is a missing persons specialist who was looking for missing girls in Mexico and just landed in the US. That means she was trailed from Mexico. I need you to escort her to her residence. Is that something you can do?”

      “Of course. I’ll meet you guys in a half hour.”

      “Perfect. See you then.” The captain then ended the transmission.

      “Great start to my day,” Gary muttered to himself. He shifted the gear to reverse, put on his siren, then hit the road.

      As he drove, updates came over the radio. The suspect had carried no identification on him, only his travel documentation back to Mexico. It did seem like he’d brought a different set of documentations with the foreign passport for travel to Turkey.

      At the airport, Gary met up with the police team on the ground where they were processing the scene. Everyone was still on high alert, even though the shooter was dead. They wouldn’t be taking any chances with the dangerous human-trafficking web they were up against. When he reached the actual site where the shooting happened, Gary stopped.

      Broken glass littered the ground. Some people were still panicked. Officers on the site were calming a few witnesses with stricken faces while more officers from other law enforcement agencies took statements.

      Off to the side, he recognized Ms. Powers from her image at the station. Beside her, stood her sister, obviously still shaken, her hands clasped together and her gaze darting everywhere. Soon, they escorted Ms. Powers to him.

      The closer she came, the better he got a good look at her. Somehow, he managed to close his open mouth. Wow. Talk about taking a guy’s breath away. What a beautiful woman. Her jawline was a perfect set, her skin flawless, and her eyes luminous.

      A pat on his back brought him back to why he was here. “Gary, are you okay?” When he turned, his friend winked. “Oh, finally, a good girl caught your eye.”

      While his friend laughed, Gary hushed him. “Shh. She might hear you.” Her strides were elegant as she walked. She was so shapely and beautiful that his mouth went dry. He swallowed hard. He’d better turn his attention back to work and become professional. As the officer with her introduced to him, Gary held out his hand. “Ms. Powers, nice to finally meet you. I’ll be driving you and your sister home.”

      “Okay. What about our luggage?”

      “Those will be brought to you later. Our priority is your safety.” He gestured ahead. “This way, please.”

      She followed without any further protest. At the car, he opened the door, and the sisters climbed in one after the other. He radioed the captain. “They’re both in the car. We’re heading out. I’ll let you know once we arrive.”

      He slid into the driver’s seat while his partner sat next to him, eagle-eyed, watching out for any danger, his weapon ready. As they pulled into the road, two police escort vehicles—one in front, one at the back—protected them. An hour later, they entered a modern apartment complex, stopped in the parking lot, and ushered Asia and her sister inside. Gary greeted the security. “We’re escorting these ladies home after an incident threatened them. I’m informing you so your personnel can be on alert and also so you don’t think the Powers have done anything wrong just because you see a police presence around them.”

      The man’s rounded eyes with his alarm. “Are our residents in danger? Do you think there’s further threat or a threat could approach them here?”

      “We don’t think that’s likely, but it is good to be on alert. Please know, though, that a patrol car will be watching the area. Should there be any incident, law enforcement will be here to handle it. But if your team sees anything noteworthy, please report it immediately.”

      Gary had intended the information to calm the man, but the guy’s eyes didn’t dim.

      Gary had to excuse himself and trail both sisters to the apartment while his partner stayed in the car. The spacious apartment impressed him with how tidy, classy, and well organized it was. She set her purse down and collapsed into the chair, looking even more beautiful.

      He looked away to get a grip. Why was he falling for this woman? He barely knew her. But even as she bowed her head now to pray, he was drawn to echo an amen after she thanked the Lord for a safe return home.

      “I’ll be taking my leave now.” He removed two cards from his pocket. One was his, the other his partner’s. He placed his partner’s on the table. “Please call this number if you have any emergency or see anything suspicious. There will be a patrol car outside with two officers around the clock here for you.”

      “Thank you, Officer Bancroft. We appreciate all your help. Hopefully, there will be no need to call you.”

      He smiled as he reached the door. “Hopefully not. But please lock the door and be vigilant.”

      After exiting the building, he returned to the car. “Hey, I gave them your number to call in case any emergency comes up.”

      His partner straightened and put on his seat belt. “Why didn’t you give them yours?”

      Gary started the ignition. “What difference does it make?”

      His partner was silent as Gary drove from the lot, then shrugged. “Okay.”

      With the way Gary felt around Asia Powers, he’d best keep his distance until he could get his emotions under control.

      Back at the station, his partner left for home, but Gary stayed to document the events. Tomorrow, he’d see his niece, Julia, and introduce her to Jason. Unsure how that would go, he prayed and trusted God.
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        * * *

      

      It must’ve been around midnight when Gary’s phone began ringing. He answered with a sleepy hello.

      “Hey, man. Hurry.” His partner’s breathless voice came through. “It’s the Powers sisters. They called to say their power was cut off. Then, as we were speaking, the call went dead. I tried to reach the patrol unit, but there’s no response.”

      “I’ll meet you there. Please be careful. I won’t lose you.” Gary jumped out of bed and got into his clothes. He dialed the captain as he slid into his vehicle, put on his siren, and sped toward the address. “Sir, there is a situation at the Powers residence. Please send backup.” He hung up.

      When he reached the
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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