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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Dr. Jillian Davis kept her head high, hopefully portraying a confidence she didn't feel as she strode through the emergency department at Trinity Medical Center.

      “You're late.” Dr. Wayne Netter, one of her colleagues, glared at her from his arrogant stance behind the nurse’s station.

      She ignored him, refusing to explain she was late because her MRI scan had been delayed. Her personal problems were none of his business. Impervious to his glare, she eyed the list of patients displayed on the large electronic census board. “I see we have a full house.”

      “There are a couple of trauma victims on the way in,” Lacy, the charge nurse, piped up. “Multiple gunshot wounds. ETA less than two minutes.”

      “Maybe I should stick around, in case you need help.” Wayne Netter suffered from delusions of grandeur, acting as if he was the backbone of the emergency department, which is why he could barely tolerate knowing Jillian had been chosen for the role of interim medical director over him. Mostly, she knew, because of his less than amiable personality.

      She raised a brow. “Sure, if you like. Although it's Friday night, and I wouldn't want to hold up your plans.”

      Wayne's gaze narrowed and she imagined he was internally debating with himself. Was it more important she believed he had big plans on a Friday night or that she needed his dubious expertise for two simultaneous trauma victims?

      Decisions, decisions. She fought a smile, especially when Lacy comically rolled her eyes from behind Wayne's back. Neither of them particularly cared for the guy.

      Clearing her throat, she turned her attention to Lacy. “Any other patient care issues I need to know about?”

      “Nope.” Lacy shot a quick glance at Dr. Netter and Jillian belatedly realized Wayne might take her innocent remark as something derogatory. The guy’s ego was a bit much. She stifled a sigh as Lacy hastened to reassure her, “Everything's fine. Hospital beds are still pretty full and we have a few patients waiting on discharges upstairs.”

      “Great. I'll head over to the trauma room, then.” Jillian walked away, feeling Wayne's piercing gaze boring into her back. To make a bad situation worse, she'd also once turned down his offer to go out for dinner, and he'd been impossible to deal with ever since. He just couldn't believe she wasn't interested. As if he were the ED’s most eligible bachelor. Of course, he didn't realize she hadn’t dated many men in her lifetime. At first because her mother had been ill and later because she just hadn't found anyone interesting enough.

      Wayne did not come close to tempting her. When he didn't follow her into the trauma room, she figured he'd decided not to stick around.

      Breathing a sigh of relief, she focused her attention on the nurses and techs scurrying around to prepare the rooms for the incoming trauma patients. Sirens wailed from the ambulance bay and moments later the double doors burst open, spewing chaos into the room.

      “Anchor Doe, male, approximately sixteen-years-old with a gunshot wound to the belly, normal saline running wide open through two antecubital peripheral lines.” A paramedic called out the pertinent information as the patient was wheeled into the first trauma Bay.

      “Evergreen Doe, male approximately the same age at sixteen, was shot in the chest. We intubated him in the field, but his vitals are deteriorating rapidly. Fluids going wide open through two peripheral IVs.”

      Of the two unknown males, identified by names other than John since that became far too confusing, Evergreen Doe’s chest wound was by far the most serious and required immediate attention. Jillian raised her voice to be heard over the din. “Call for a cardiovascular surgery consult, STAT.”

      “We already did, when the first call about a gunshot wound to the chest came in,” Bonnie, one of the trauma nurses, quickly explained. “They were finishing up in surgery and planned to send a surgeon down.”

      “I don't see anyone yet. Call them again,” Jillian ordered.

      A nurse stepped away from the bedside to make the call.

      “Blood pressure barely 70 systolic and heart rate irregular and tacky at 120,” Bonnie called out.” Looks like he may be trying to go into a wide complex cardiac rhythm.”

      Jillian wasn't surprised to see one of the paramedics kneeling on the gurney beside Evergreen Doe, keeping pressure on his chest wound. As the trauma nurses fell into their respective roles on each side of the gurney, she donned sterile gloves and moved closer to examine the severity of the wound.

      “Thanks, I have it now.” She nodded, indicating he could let up on the wound. A flash of silver on a badge caught her eye and belatedly she realized the man holding pressure wasn't a paramedic at all but a cop.

      He released pressure and immediately blood pooled in the center of the young man's chest. The cop slammed his hands back down, covering the gaping wound and leaning his weight over the area. “He's going to bleed to death before the surgeon gets here!”

      Jillian couldn't argue—the brief glimpse she'd had of the injury told her it was bad. Really bad. She snapped out orders. “I want four units of O negative blood running through both IV's for a total of 8 units, using the rapid infuser. Get this kid's blood pressure up before we lose him. I also want suction here so I can examine this wound.”

      Marianne, another nurse, reached up and connected a long clear tubing from the wall suction machine, then handed her the other end. Grabbing a pack of sterile gauze off the instrument table, Jillian turned back to the patient. She glanced up at the cop, registering a flash of recognition as she met his intense green eyes. “Let up on the wound again and this time stay back.”

      With a grim expression, he nodded.

      When he lifted his hands she shoved the sterile end of the suction catheter into the area to clear most of the blood. Using the gauze to soak up the remaining blood, she examined the wound.

      “The bullet has torn through the pericardial sack and injured his heart.” The injury to the boy's chest was bad, but he had youth on his side. The young could survive a lot more than your average older adult. “Where is the surgeon?”

      “He's on the way,” Bonnie responded.

      “Blood pressure continuing to drop despite the blood transfusions,” Marianne informed her in a terse tone. “We'll need to start CPR.”

      “Give me another minute.” Jillian continued suctioning the blood from the wound, and then carefully packed the area with gauze hoping to buy this kid a little more time.

      “Dr. Raymond from CT surgery is here,” Bonnie announced.

      Finally.

      “We've lost his pressure!” Marianne shoved the IV tubing aside.

      No! Jillian stared at the monitor then glanced down at the young man. “Start CPR.”

      The cop still kneeling on the gurney placed his hands over the center of the kid's chest and began giving chest compressions. Blood continued to seep from the wound. She didn't waste time telling him to get down—for one thing the strength of his compressions were better than most, and for another, if they didn't fix the hole in this kid's heart soon, their efforts would be futile anyway.

      “A bullet punctured the pericardial sac and grazed his myocardium.” Jillian quickly gave Raymond the details. “He'll need to go to the OR.”

      Todd Raymond shook his head as he glanced at the vital signs displayed on the heart monitor. “It's no use. He won't make it to the OR, he's lost too much blood.”

      Jillian couldn't believe his cavalier attitude. Was he really going to give up that easily? She held onto her temper with an effort. “Are you telling me you're not even going to try?”

      He shrugged. “What do you want me to do—open his chest here?”

      “Get the chest tray STAT!” Jillian knew their efforts might be useless but this kid was a teenager, for Pete's sake. Didn't this child deserve every chance possible? “Give him some sedation.”

      When the tray was open and ready, the cop stopped giving compressions and jumped down from the gurney, knowing without being told that his assistance was no longer needed.

      The alarm on the monitor overhead beeped loudly as the kid’s heart rhythm went straight line without the aid of having CPR. Jillian wasn't a surgeon but she didn't flinch when Todd drew his scalpel down the center of the boy's chest, meeting up with the open area left by the bullet. “Hand me the Macmillan forceps,” Todd said as he opened the ribs to expect the damage to the boy's heart.

      She did as he asked, but at that moment the fingers of her right hand went numb and tingly, causing her to drop them. For a split second her horrified gaze met the cop’s. Good thing the forceps had dropped onto the sterile field. She quickly picked them up again and handed them to Raymond.

      “His left ventricle is severely damaged,” Todd muttered as he used the forceps to trace the path of the bullet. Jillian crammed more gauze into the blood-filled cavity. “The left lung is also a mess—the bullet tore through the upper lobe.”

      “Try open heart massage,” Jillian said urgently. “Maybe if we can get his blood circulating long enough to get him on the heart lung bypass machine...” She didn’t finish. Even she understood that likely wasn’t possible. But it would not be for lack of trying.

      Todd Raymond did as she asked and messaged the boy’s heart, coaxing it back into some semblance of normal function. But even as they all stared at the straight line where the heart rhythm should have been on the monitor, she knew it was too late.

      “It's over.” Todd removed his hands from the kid's chest and turned away. “I'm sorry. But with the injuries he sustained, his chance of survival was less than five percent.”

      He wasn't a percentage, he was a child! She wanted to scream, rant and rave at the tragic death but held herself in check. This boy wasn't the first patient she'd lost and unfortunately, he wouldn’t be the last. She opened and closed the fingers of her right hand, trying to shake off the strange tingly sensation. “Thanks for coming down, Todd.”

      “Sure.” The surgeon stripped off his bloody gown and gloves, tossed them in a red trash bag and left.

      Jillian stripped off her bloody gloves too, then forced herself to turn her attention to the team of personnel working over Anchor Doe, the first victim. She'd left her senior resident in charge, using her expertise on the sicker of the two patients. “How are things going, Jack?”

      “Fine. He's stable. The trauma surgery team is taking him to the OR to repair the damage to his intestines.” Jack Dempsey seemed to have everything under control as she watched the surgical residents pack up the gurney and wheel Anchor Doe away.

      Good. At least they hadn't lost both of them. Watching one young man die was bad enough.

      When she turned back to Evergreen Doe, she saw the cop still standing there, staring down at the kid, seemingly unaware of the nurses who are cleaning equipment out of the way.

      When Marianne moved to pick up the remnants of the boy's bloody shirt and pants, the cop glanced up and held out his hand. “I'll take those.”

      Marianne glanced at Jillian for confirmation. She nodded, granting her permission. Their hospital policy was always to cooperate with law enforcement when they accompanied a patient to the emergency department. Gunshot and knife wounds were an automatic report to the police, and they had the right to secure evidence. Marianne dropped the bloody clothes in a plastic bag and handed them over. He took the bag absently, staring at the boy, not appearing to be in a huge hurry to leave.

      Now that the worst of the emergency was over, she cast through her memory for the cop's name. Alex? No, Alec. That's right. Alec Monroe. He'd come in about two months ago with a serious knife wound slashed diagonally across his flank requiring a good twenty stitches.

      Embarrassed at how she remembered his name over the dozens of other patients she treated over the past few weeks, she wished she could slink away, especially knowing he'd taken note of how she'd dropped the forceps. Did he wonder what was wrong with her? Or had he attributed the action to pure clumsiness?

      “Thanks for going above and beyond with him,” Alec said in a low tone, still gazing at the dead boy.

      She nodded. “I'm sorry we couldn't do more.”

      He raised his gaze to hers, and her heart fluttered stupidly in her chest when she noticed he'd recognized her as well. His mouth quirked in half-hearted smile. “Not your fault, Dr. Davis. He had the best doctor in the state as far as I'm concerned.”

      She felt her cheeks grow warm and inwardly cursed her fair skin. The cop had made her blush two months ago too, teasing her as she'd stitched his wound. He was tall, well over six feet, and wore his chocolate brown hair short. She remembered his body was pure solid muscle. She'd been more aware of him than had been proper when taking care of a patient.

      Opening and closing her hand again, she fought to maintain her professionalism. “I hope your wound is all healed.”

      “Sure.” His smile disappeared. “I only wish these two kids had tried to settle their dispute with a knife instead of a gun. Then this kid might have had a chance.”

      “I know.” She understood what he was saying. Once she would have argued that violence was violence regardless of the weapon of choice. But the crime rate in Milwaukee, Wisconsin had been climbing over the past few years and so had the use of guns. As a result, they treated more and more victims of gunshot wounds, many of them fatal.

      Like this poor boy.

      “Thanks again, Dr. Davis.” Alec flashed a crooked smile.

      Call me Jillian. She almost said the words out loud but managed to bite them back. She gave a brief nod instead. “You’re welcome.”

      Alec turned away, stripping off his bloody gloves and taking a moment to wash his hands in the sink before heading for the door. Jillian watched him walk away, hoping she wouldn't have a reason to see him as a patient in the emergency department anytime soon.

      Cops like Alec put their lives on the line every day to protect the innocent. To protect the public. To protect people like her.

      She couldn't imagine a more thankless job.

      Or a more dangerous one.

      Yet from the little she'd seen of Alec between this visit and the previous one where he'd been cut with a knife, he seemed to thrive on his role, throwing his whole heart and soul into his career. Not many cops would have held pressure on a bleeding chest wound like he had.

      Jillian shrugged off her troubled thoughts. Tucking her hands into the pockets of her lab coat, she spun on her heel to head back to the main area of the emergency department. No reason to worry about Alec—she had enough problems of her own.

      Like how long would she have to wait to hear the results of her MRI?

      And did she even want to hear the results?

      Her gut instinct shouted no, even though she knew it was better to find out the truth now so she could figure out the potential impact to her career. Her stomach clenched in fear. She knew firsthand, after caring for her mother, just how badly this could affect her future. Although likely not for years yet.

      Small comfort.

      “Dr Davis?”

      Surprised, she glanced over her shoulder. A deep frown furrowed Alec's forehead as he strode back toward her.

      Yes?” She pivoted and waited for him to reach her.

      “Do you have a minute?” His serious intense green eyes held hers.

      Her heart thudded in her chest. She should say no because, heaven knew, the area was full of patients who might need her attention. But she found herself nodding her consent. “Of course. Is something wrong?”

      “You could say that. I pulled these out of the kid’s pants pocket.” Alec 's mouth thinned in a grim line as he held the item up for her to see.

      “Percocets?” She frowned when she saw the four individually wrapped packages of narcotics. “Was he recently hospitalized?”

      Alec cocked his head questioningly. “I don’t know. If he was, do medications come individually wrapped like this when you fill a prescription?”

      “No.” The implication of what he was saying hit her with the force of a ton of bricks. “You're saying these were stolen. Like from a hospital or a clinic.”

      “Yes.” His gaze didn't waver from hers. “Would you know if anyone around here or anywhere else recently reported missing narcotics?”

      Jillian opened her mouth and then closed it again without saying anything. Because the answer was yes. Less than a week ago, twelve percocet tablets, just like the kind Alec held in his hand, had been discovered missing from the locked narcotic drawer right here in the Trinity Medical Center's emergency department.
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      Alec's stomach clenched as he and Dr. Jillian Davis stared at the individually wrapped percocet tablets lying across the palm of his hand. He'd pulled these out of the sixteen-year-old Evergreen Doe’s pocket, and for all he knew the kid had been selling them on the street to other kids. Younger ones. He'd found the two gunshot victims in Barclay Park after all. The idea of a child, like his five-year-old daughter Shannon, finding drugs of any kind made him feel sick.

      “We can't discuss this here,” Jillian said in a low tone. “Give me a minute to check on the status of our patients in the arena and then we can meet in my office.”

      Alec gave a tight nod, trying to remain calm. Thoughts of anything happening to Shannon haunted him. He'd only known about his daughter for the past nine months, when Shannon's mother had died and left a letter claiming he was the girl’s father and granting him custody. If he had known about Shannon sooner, he would have been a part of her life long before now. It had burned to know Shannon’s mother had kept her a secret. Still, he was more than grateful he had his daughter now. Shannon had changed him for the better. He was more relaxed now, less intense.

      Less lonely.

      He and his daughter—the words still gave him a tiny thrill—had grown close over the past nine months. Seeing kids as victims was doubly hard now. He knew his heightened awareness was due to Shannon. He couldn't imagine anything happening to his daughter.

      Shannon was safe for today, in his sister Andrea's care. Andrea was the sensible sibling in the family. Not the wild Monroe, like he had once been. He trusted his older sister with his life.

      Shannon was his life.

      Swallowing hard, he closed his hand over the evidence bag containing the individually wrapped pills and followed Jillian from the trauma room into the next room. He slid the evidence bag into his pocket and stood off to the side. To take his mind off the seriousness of the situation, he concentrated on watching the pretty doctor in action.

      Jillian looked at a computer screen with one of the nurses, no doubt to review a specific patient's medical needs. Alec knew more than he wanted to about how emergency departments functioned. His brother Adam was a doctor and his younger sister, Amber was a nurse, and at one point he'd been trained as a medic in the army with thoughts of following a similar career path.

      Unfortunately, healing wasn't his area of expertise.

      Maybe that wasn't entirely true, he silently amended. He'd helped to heal Shannon's loss of her mother. When she'd first come to live with him she'd cried all the time, the sound of her quiet sobs breaking his heart. Now she hugged him easily and called him “daddy” without hesitation.

      A reluctant smile quirked the edge of his lips.

      Maybe Shannon had helped heal him, too.

      He fingered the pills through the plastic evidence bag in his pocket. Had the fight between the two teenagers been over drugs? Or a girl? Or something else entirely?

      He didn't know. Regardless he couldn't do anything to bring the kid back, as much as he wished he could. Shoving thoughts of the dead teenage boy aside, his gaze followed Jillian’s lithe figure as she entered a patient's room.

      A few moments later she emerged from the small glass enclosed room and returned to the nurse’s desk. His gaze lingered on her, the cute way her forehead puckered in a slight frown as she peered at the computer no doubt reviewing that patient's chart. Her serious expression made him wish he could make her laugh. Her long pale blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail and he wondered how she would look with her hair down, framing her face.

      When he'd been brought to Trinity’s emergency department after one of his suspects had sliced him with a knife, he'd been thankful the pretty doctor had been assigned to take care of him. As she'd tended his wound he'd been hyper aware of her dainty capable hands on his skin. For the first time since Shannon had come to live with him, he'd considered asking a woman out.

      Thankfully, it had been a fleeting thought. His life was complicated enough, he didn't need to add another element that might disrupt Shannon's newfound peace.

      He straightened from the wall when Jillian walked toward him. Despite his mini-lecture, his body responded when he caught a whiff of her scent. Something flowery, but not overpowering. “Alec? My office is this way.”

      She'd remembered his name. Stupid to be flattered, but he was. She led him to a tiny, compact office without so much as an outside window and waved him toward a seat as she settled in behind the modest desk.

      Her medical school diplomas were framed and hung in prominent display on the wall behind her head. The reality of her extensive education punched him in the gut. Pretty as she may be, it was obvious Dr. Jillian Davis existed in a world very different from his.

      “May I see those percocets again?” Jillian asked. “I need to check the lot number.”

      He dug into his pocket and drew out the evidence bag. He tossed it on her desk. “Please don’t remove the pills from the evidence bag. Are you planning to see if you can match the lot number to that of the drugs missing from this hospital?”

      “Yes, but I'm not sure hospital administration would approve of me discussing the details of that with you,” Jillian admitted. She turned over the bag and peered closely at the pills inside. She jotted a series of numbers on a pad of paper. “I think it's best if I get you in touch with our risk management department.”

      He frowned. He would have preferred to work with Jillian directly. In his experience, once hospital administrators were involved, the lines of communication became convoluted. If not chopped off completely.

      He leaned forward, pinning Jillian with a sharp gaze. “Dr. Davis, I don't really have time to mess around with your hospital administration. First of all, it's past seven on a Friday night and I am sure most of the administrative staff has already gone home. If you make me wait until Monday, the trail will be cold. A sixteen-year-old kid died after exchanging gunfire with another, who is right now undergoing surgery. We need to know if these drugs cost this boy his life. Or, even worse, if other innocent kids are in danger.”

      She worried her lower lip between her teeth and a wave of awareness washed over him. He needed to stop thinking of the pretty doctor as an attractive woman. He had more important issues to deal with than his sudden awareness of a member of the opposite sex.

      Not just any member of the opposite sex. Jillian was a doctor, with years of education and training behind her. He'd admired the way she'd managed the situation in the trauma room, taking charge, confronting the apathy of the surgeon on call.

      It reminded him of the moment when the forceps had dropped from her dainty fingers. Jillian hadn't seemed like the clumsy type. He wasn't a doctor, but from where he stood it had looked as if she'd suddenly lost feeling in her fingers.

      “There are four tablets here,” Jillian murmured as she stared down at the Percocet. “A week ago, there were twelve tablets of percocet missing from the narcotic cabinet.”

      Twelve? Alec forced his attention to the facts she was providing. “So it's not just a couple of pills here and there?”

      Jillian shook her head. “No. The time frame from when the drugs were restocked until the time they were noticed missing was almost three hours. At first the nurses thought the pharmacy tech who'd stopped the drawer had miscounted, entering the wrong amount of medication being placed in the drawer by mistake. But when they questioned him, he was adamant he had not made an error. Their nurse who signed off on the tech who’d stocked the drawer also verified the medication was there. A few people went into the machine for medication, but then cancelled their transactions. Management thinks maybe one of those nurses went in to take the pills and didn't record it, but the nurses involved swore they didn't take them and there's no proof any of them did.” She shrugged. “For now, the administrators are downloading information from the computer every day, watching for more trends.”

      “The narcotics are locked in a computerized system?” He grabbed that tidbit of information.

      “Yes.”

      Interesting. He would have loved to see the machine for himself, but that would have to wait. He took a small notebook out of his pocket. “What are the names of the nurses who cancelled their transactions?”

      She hesitated. “I really think you should get the information from hospital administration. For all we know someone may have gotten the password of one of these nurses. They could be innocent.”

      “Okay, then, I'll take a list of all the nurses who are working that day.”

      Jillian looked apologetic. “The emergency department nurse manager, Rose Jenkins, gathered all the information together for the risk management department. I don't have the list, you'll have to get it from her.” His concern must have shown on his face, because she quickly added, “I'd like to help you, Alec, truly. But I really need clearance from hospital administration. There is always a risk manager on call.” His nerves tingled when her fingertips brushed against his in the process of handing the evidence bag back to him. “I have to admit, I don’t believe this is a coincidence.”

      No, he didn't believe in coincidences either. As Jillian toyed with her pen, his two-way radio let out a squawk. His partner was no doubt trying to figure out what had happened to him.

      He spoke quietly into the speaker and then stood. Jillian—no, Dr. Davis, he quickly amended—glanced up at him. “You need to go?”

      “I'm afraid so.” He didn't bother to hide the pang of regret. “Would you mind if I called you tomorrow? Are you working?”

      “I'm not working but you can always page me, there’s a pager app on our phones now and I carry it twenty-four/seven.” Jillian rose to her feet and handed him a slim, white business card. “Give me a few hours tomorrow morning to speak with the administrator on call. I'll do my best to help you.”

      “Sure, that would be great.” He stared at the number on the embossed card, understanding her commitment to her job was as deeply ingrained as his. Was she married? Did she have children, too? For some reason, and not just her ringless fingers, he did not think so. “Thanks again, Dr. Davis.” He moved toward the door.

      “Alec?” The husky way she said his name sent goosebumps down his arms.

      “Yes?” He turned toward her, stealing himself against the surge of awareness.

      “Please, call me Jillian.” Her smile held a note of uncertainty.

      Despite his efforts to keep his distance, warmth seeped through his chest at her request. “Pretty name, Jillian. It suits you.” He couldn't help grinning when she blushed. He slid her card into his breast pocket. “I'll talk to you tomorrow.”

      “Sounds good.”

      He flashed her one last smile, before walking outside to meet his partner. Deep down, he was looking forward to seeing Jillian again.

      Work related or not.
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        * * *

      

      Jillian got up early as she usually did and went for a three-mile run. At least her legs seem to be working all right, no sign of weakness there. Afterwards she paged the hospital administrator on call. After she showered and changed, she stood and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/laurascott_crushedpromises_hr-2.jpg
The Monroe Family







OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


