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      For the deity of writing who put the words

      Clockwork Voodoo into my head one night while I slept.

      

      Thank you!
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      Victoria Jade Haversham, a perfect vision of a proper English girl who took care to appear so, sat in the highest room in her father’s house. Sweat trickled down her neck even with her thick brunette curls piled carelessly on top of her head.

      Most people in London would consider the third floor dreadfully hot this time of year, and Victoria admitted it was unusually warm even for summer in such a dreary place. She preferred the heat, though, and the quiet and solitude suited her far better than the cooler lower levels.

      The wavy, leaded glass windows were both open, and the breeze helped. In frigid February, the light, spring-green tea gown Victoria wore would be intolerable even with a heavy overcoat.

      Not so many years ago in this supposedly forward-thinking city, she would have been obligated to drape and obscure herself in layers of silk and absurd sleeves that puffed up to her ears and cinched at her wrist.

      In the heat of August, the delicate, airy layers of a modern tea dress worn without a crushing corset freed her from one of the burdens of womanhood in a still burdensome life.

      The small room was made even smaller by a false wall a few feet behind the girl, one that she and Jaji, her beloved nanny, had put in years before. Neither Victoria, her mother, nor Jaji had been in favor of the trip from Mr. Haversham’s Caribbean plantation back to England.

      His business interests—and his simple authority, uncontested at the time—overrode all with not so much as a discussion.

      The privacy screen Jaji required in her room now suited Victoria’s own needs perfectly. Anyone passing by in the hallway would see the same textured and tasteful wallpaper that covered the rest of this level. Magic older than words took care of troublesome memories or suspicions.

      In a sharp contrast to the tidy bedroom on the far side—much smaller than her own bedroom on the second floor below—the space Victoria occupied whenever she could was a crowded workspace. If she’d only had more room, things wouldn’t look so jammed in and chaotic.

      The truth was Victoria knew where every single thing was and what it was for. She’d created nothing less than a miniature factory for herself, one only she knew about.

      The walls held several shelves sitting in front of that same flowery wallpaper, most of them full of tiny clockwork figures. Teapots that appeared to pour themselves into cups that in turn waddled forward to deliver the tea without help. Common and exotic animals, from cats to giraffes to birds to ornamental carp with legs to lions that roared in miniature.

      Small men and women who could dance together, fight with each other. Pretend to murder one another, or strike altogether shocking and scandalous poses.

      Victoria didn’t build these herself, though she certainly could have. This part of her operation was best left to an anonymous factory. It simply would not do to have her handiwork traced back to this house. She ordered the ordinary little toys from cramped and hideous factories in London, same as everyone else did.

      By the time the clockwork trinkets left her workshop and found their way to their intended owners, they were anything but ordinary.

      Victoria adjusted her magnifying glasses, an incredibly helpful gift from a watchmaker her father knew, and pushed a long metal pick into the exaggerated bowtie that matched the black tuxedo on a clearly male penguin. With just the right amount of pressure, the head popped up, and Victoria caught it before it could fall.

      Trying to repair or conceal nicks in the paint was far too much trouble when she was in a hurry. Her velvet jewelers cloth over the rough wooden table helped, but if the pieces fell onto the uncarpeted floor, the damage would be unavoidable.

      She angled the pick inside, toward the back of the penguin, shifting until she felt a click. A bit of downward pressure had the entire toy in pieces in her hand. The front and back of the body fell away, the wings slipped to the side, and the exposed gears glinted in the bright sunlight.

      Victoria smiled. Plenty of open space inside of this one. Just what she needed.

      A different sized gear here, a small adjustment there, and the penguin suited her purposes. The original designer likely wouldn’t notice the difference, and neither would the horrible man Victoria’s father had promised her to.

      Skill, careful planning, and a bit of old, dark magic would do the rest.

      Several small, irregular pottery jars, brought carefully padded on the long return voyage from the Caribbean several years ago when Victoria was just thirteen, lined two of the shelves just to her left. Nothing in the entire house full of treasures from England and abroad, nothing in the entire world meant as much to Victoria as these jars and what they held.

      She pulled out the primitive cork stopper on the orange and green and brown streaked vessel closest to her. Larger than the rest, the size and weight of a small melon, the middle curved inward to perfectly fit into Victoria’s hands. She’d carefully formed and fired it for this purpose, her own salty tears creating streaks and smudges in the rings of color, the resulting imperfection sealing their beauty and power.

      “Jaji,” she whispered, “Hear me now. My love is deep, and my need is strong.”

      Victoria used a tiny silver spoon, smaller than her smallest fingernail, to scoop out a bit of the gray, irregular ashes in the jar. That amount fit perfectly into a dainty tan muslin bag, small enough that pulling one thread closed it. She picked up the penguin, reassembled except for the head, and hung the bag inside. A practiced twist and snap set everything right.

      For the last most powerful touch, Victoria held the toy to her lips for a few seconds, delicate brow wrinkled in concentration.

      “Go out from here and do my bidding.”

      She set to work on an identical penguin, this one with long, painted black hair and a girlish flowered dress.
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      Three days later, in a grand, countryside estate house a few miles away, a portly, middle-aged man collected the post from his private courier. He had taken this duty upon himself as a newly married man nearly twenty-five years ago. He saw no reason to change with adult children and a young fiancé soon to join him.

      A man’s business was a man’s business, no matter who passed into and out of his life.

      Wilfred Abernathy carefully placed the armful of letters, bundles, and packages on his gleaming mahogany desk. The huge desk sat in the middle of his study, surrounded by floor to ceiling shelves, some open, some locked and fronted with glass. Hundreds of books and dozens of treasures from home and abroad were tastefully arranged throughout the room.

      He unbuttoned his restrictive top coat as he sat, swallowed his customary afternoon snifter full of fine apple brandy, and smoothed his fringe of gray hair.

      The estate had been missing a woman’s touch for far too long now. Servants kept the grounds and house immaculate, of course, but only a lady of the manor could fulfill certain duties. Women delighted in dinner parties and social engagements, and even more in arranging beautiful things around the home. His first wife Maria had excelled at all of those things.

      Another thing Maria had excelled at was producing strong, healthy children.

      Three lovely daughters and four sturdy boys. Sadly for all of them, and for Wilfred too, of course, Maria had not survived her last pregnancy. Neither had the baby. Several highly recommended nannies had been unable to fill the void left by her passing, not the way a new wife would.

      He hoped this young Victoria would be able to take so many things on, and as successfully.

      Wilfred shook his head, realizing he’d been staring out the window, daydreaming of more sons to carry on his legacy. And of the most pleasant marital activity required to make them. He turned his attention to the package on top of the pile.

      The light blue box, small enough to fit in the palm of his hand, came from an address he didn’t recognize. G. Smith, London. The pink ribbons parted under Wilfred’s post knife, and a card slipped out onto his desk. Warmest congratulations on your engagement. G.

      Puzzled but more intrigued than he wanted to admit, he pulled the rest of the paper away and slid the knife under the top of the box. A tiny clockwork penguin stared back at him. Wilfred grunted and tipped it into his hand. He sat it on the desk for a moment, turning it from one side to the other. The means of operation was unclear, but he was certain it was supposed to do something.

      He was about to call in his second son, fourteen years old and obsessed with all things clockwork, when he spotted a tiny switch hidden under the penguin’s left wing. He used the tip of the knife to depress the switch, then put the penguin down on his desk.

      At first nothing seemed to happen, but before Wilfred could pick up the toy and start over, it hitched and shuddered into life. The wings flapped at its side, and the comical yellow feet moved it forward. The toy walked to and fro across the desk, moving in an odd, spiral pattern Wilfred felt he was almost able to grasp.

      This mystery gift was charming no matter who had sent it.

      Smiling, he leaned in closer to get a better look.

      The penguin turned to face the man, and a tiny burst of steam floated out. Wilfred sat back in his chair and folded his hands across his middle.

      Anyone watching would have seen his eyes roll back to white and wondered why he was muttering under his breath.

      The clockwork toy was still the whole time, but it seemed to be staring at Wilfred. Something in the tiny, painted black eyes had transformed since he started it up. It never crossed his mind to make an effort to find out what.

      In fact, Wilfred’s mind was incapable of being crossed.

      After several minutes, the toy gradually bent forward, hinging at the division between its belly and legs. Finally it settled back and sat on the desktop, appearing for all the world to be in desperate need of a nap. Wilfred stared at it, then got to his feet. He called sharply to his head butler as he walked through to the front door of the house.

      Cheryl Mallory.

      He had to see Cheryl, the second nanny who’d tried to work with him and his children. She hadn’t left because of incompetence or theft or any of the other reasons that had turned this estate into a revolving door for help. Cheryl had been called back to care for her own elderly grandmother up in Highgate, London.

      Wilfred had been fond of Cheryl, but only as fond as of his own sister.

      He didn’t feel that way anymore.

      Seeing her wavy blonde hair and soft green eyes was an imperative now, one he could not resist or deny. Seeing her young, fertile body sprawled across his bed, her skin flushed with pleasure, was suddenly more important to Wilfred than drawing his next breath.

      The face of his fiancé, her name, and her father’s name had entirely left his mind, obliterated by the mad heat of his desire.

      When he did remember them in a few weeks, the recollection would not be kind.
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        * * *

      

      In a respectable, long-established home in Mayfair, far removed from the smoke and soot and foul smells of the lesser parts of London, a young, beautiful woman named Cheryl opened a tiny pale blue package.

      A clockwork penguin peered up at her.
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      Metropolitan Police Inspector Rob McDuff stood in the middle of a crowded, overly-decorated teenaged girl’s room, far larger than his own humble home and half that of his family’s house far to the north in Scotland. Not familiar space or circumstances to him at all.

      That was a good thing, though.

      If he had to look at everything, he would miss nothing.

      The late afternoon sun flooded the space with light, giving him a perfect opportunity to examine every curio, overstuffed pillow, and overly expensive painting on the walls.

      McDuff had rather impolitely closed the door on Mr. and Mrs. Mallory several minutes ago. He could hear them stalking up and down the obscenely expensive carpet in the hall outside, no doubt wringing their hands and debating whether they should knock or not.

      No doubt horribly distressed at his cheap black jacket, vest, and trousers, built for durability and easy cleaning rather than the excesses of fashion. Nothing but sackcloth compared to the Mallorys’ perfectly tailored and generously decorated attire, soon to be discarded for even more fussy and elaborate dinner clothing.

      Besides needing a break from the trappings of wealth, self-righteous chatter, and amateur theorizing, McDuff had to remove himself before he backhanded one or both of them.

      Mr. Mallory with his reeking pipe and aggressive mustache was full of suggestions about how to punish a man for a crime he had not yet been convicted of. Even if the case could be proven, McDuff thought charging someone with destroying the virtue of a willing participant was the height of absurdity.

      Real crimes, serious crimes, happened every minute of every day all around them, and he was stuck wasting time with this.

      Mrs. Mallory, on the other hand, seemed to believe her daughter may as well have been a victim of one of those serious crimes. She’d stopped just short of saying that would definitely be less scandalous and far less disappointing for the entire Mallory family.

      McDuff grimaced at a stab of memory: his younger brother lying bleeding and beaten in a jail cell.

      That was what real trouble looked like. The damage of too many bad choices.

      He was sure this girl’s mother—with her bejeweled fingers and elaborately arranged hair that towered over everyone else—would honestly prefer to see her daughter half-dead from a beating rather than in such disgrace. Half-dead in hospital, poisoned by unknown means, didn’t satisfy the woman’s need for revenge.

      That way Mrs. Mallory would never have to accept that the girl might have enjoyed herself before everything went wrong.

      McDuff walked along the edges of the room, gathering his initial impressions. She had more books than he did, not that such a feat was terribly hard to accomplish. He lived the life of a monk when he wasn’t working, though monks likely had better accommodations.

      Cheryl didn’t have childish story books, though. She had weighty volumes about philosophy, religion, history, even natural science.

      This young woman was too smart and too well-educated to have fallen for old Mr. Abernathy and his dubious charms. The prospect of marriage wasn’t even certain, with him engaged to another young girl.

      McDuff made a mental note to interview the fiancé as soon as he could.

      A dainty wooden desk sat in front of the window, with a pink skirt that matched the pink pillow embroidered with yellow flowers on the chair. He didn’t hesitate to open the drawers and look around. In the back of the smallest waited a forever half-finished correspondence with Mr. Abernathy. McDuff slipped it into his case, but he didn’t bother reading it. His assistant could wade through the lovesick ramblings of a seventeen-year-old.

      His brother had been fifteen when he went down the first time, nineteen the last. Excuses of the age hadn’t changed in the years since.

      He stopped in the center of the room and turned in a slow circle, eyes half closed. A meticulous catalog of the whole space, what some of his colleagues who’d been formally trained for police work would have wanted, was just as much a waste of time here as in every other crime scene.

      McDuff had been at this long enough to know it was what you overlooked, what you assumed didn’t matter, that proved essential. He hadn’t needed years of expensive training to understand that.

      The investigative engine between his ears understood without being told.

      He stopped, scowling at the desk again. This girl had several expensive trinkets scattered about the room, but what sat in front of a little blue box didn’t fit in with all the others. Frills and hearts did not naturally lead to a tiny clockwork penguin, even one with a skirt.

      That had to have come from somewhere else.

      McDuff turned the box over, but found only the address of the house he was standing in. He nearly missed the blue card, small enough to be dwarfed by the palm of his hand. A generic London and name, J. Smith, in oddly made but textbook-neat handwriting. That could lead anywhere, or more likely nowhere.

      He slipped the note into his case, not sure why, but not about to ignore that familiar flutter of warmth in his gut. He had no doubt the box would be in his care within moments.

      He slowly walked across the room and opened the door.

      “What have you found?” Mrs. Mallory said in a whispery voice, nearly drowned out by her husband’s bluff and bluster about closing a door against him in his own home as he charged through.

      “Either of you know where your daughter might have got that clockwork penguin?” McDuff said, his eyes and attention on the notes he was writing.

      “I… No, never saw it until just this second,” Mr. Mallory said, hands on his hips and chest thrust out. “Where did you find it?”

      McDuff waved his hand toward the desk.

      “Where it sits.”

      He didn’t have the time to waste on coddling or discussion. He had to get to Cheryl Mallory’s hospital before night fell and she slept. If he left right now, he had a good chance of being able to visit Mr. Abernathy, her disgraced former lover, along the way.

      Mrs. Mallory sank down onto the narrow bed, one hand covering her eyes. Her husband followed close on McDuff’s heels, the blue box clutched in his hand.

      “I trust you’re going to trace this thing back to where it came from?” he said, plump cheeks glowing. “And take it out of here if it came from that murdering bastard. I’m not paying you bloody good money above and beyond whatever the city pays to leave evidence scattered around my house.”

      “It most likely came from a factory in London,” McDuff said, lifting his coat from a hook by the door. He took the box and dropped it into his case. “Just like hundreds of them do every day. The question may be who sent it to her. And why. If you have any information about that, get in touch right away. Good day.”

      He closed the door and stood for a second, half hoping the man would charge into the evening after him. The only thing he despised more than cases like this—with promise of an off-the-books bounty far too rich to pass up—was the man rich enough to offer it.

      When no such pleasures pursued him, Rob McDuff walked away.
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      A month later, Victoria sat waiting for her father to make his appearance for dinner. Her mother sat across from her at the long, mostly empty table set with the necessary silverware, embroidered napkins, and required crystal glassware for fifteen. Several ornate vases made of engraved silver or fine painted china held sweet-scented pink and red and yellow flowers from the greenhouse, presented for guests who wouldn’t be in attendance.

      Each and every piece would be inspected daily, cleaned if necessary, and rearranged. None of it would be removed to the expertly crafted heavy oak cabinets that lined the walls, all far too cumbersome to have made the trip to the colonies before Victoria was born.

      After years of waiting in this echoing room, abandoned and unused, they now waited, perpetually missing much of their contents for no good reason.

      Victoria had never understood why this peculiar pointless ritual of keeping the table set for no one brought her mother comfort, since she’d never insisted on such nonsense before returning to London.

      No more than she understood her mother’s need to regale her with a vivid, detailed description of her day.

      The shopping she’d done with the cook that morning, the intricate preparations for the meal they’d be enjoying soon, the lovely things she’d bought but hadn’t had a chance to display yet, even the correspondence she’d spent her entire afternoon catching up.

      Judging by the elaborate loops and curls of her mother’s dark blonde hair, piled high all over the top of her head, she’d insisted on having it restyled after wandering the markets wearing the expected broad hat for modesty. Same with the close-fitting sunshine yellow gown covered with sky blue accents. Even with barely-puffed sleeves covering her shoulder and halfway down her arm rather than too-youthful bare skin, she would have never been out shopping in such an outfit.

      Victoria half-listened to the enthusiastic retelling, nodding, thinking all over again that she’d never manage the life her mother led. No matter how many times it was carefully described to her.

      Certainly not if it involved Wilfred Abernathy and carrying his vile children one after the other as long as she lived.

      The thought of the procedure involved in making those children, with him at least, twisted her entire body into knots. She didn’t wonder why his first wife hadn’t survived long.

      In conscious contrast to her mother, Victoria wore another pleasantly modern tea gown, the same brilliant blue one she’d put on that morning. The fragile fabric didn’t suit her nearly as well as the sturdy cotton she’d lived in before they left the Caribbean, when she never would have considered anything as restrictive as even the small corset she knew her mother wore. But she cherished her ability to breathe freely and move as much as possible within the confines of English society.

      “There you are, dear,” her mother said, stopping her ceaseless monologue and brightening immediately. Victoria’s father strode into the dining room, cheeks flushed and thick hair a mess. “What have you gotten yourself into?”

      “I don’t believe it’s suitable dinner conversation,” he said, sitting down and blotting his face with a spotless white cloth napkin. He’d loosened his knotted ascot tie and shed his jacket, leaving only a dark gray vest over his white shirt. “Time enough for unpleasant things later. How are my two favorite girls today?”

      While her mother launched into a replay of her activities, adjusted for manly interests, Victoria took care to hide her excitement. The timing was just about right if things had gone according to her plan, and she couldn’t imagine why they wouldn’t have.

      She’d never failed, not when she followed Jaji’s teaching and used her own considerable intelligence and planning.

      She pretended interest again, managing not to grit her teeth in frustration at having to wait. At last, after five courses and coffee with pudding, her father folded his napkin and leaned back in his chair.

      “After dinner may be no better than before,” he said, his voice low and somber. “There may be no good time for such things. I’m afraid I have terrible news, Victoria. It’s about your wedding.”

      Her mother’s hand flew to her heart, and she stared at her daughter with wide eyes. Victoria took a deep, slow breath, settling her mind and nerves for her performance.

      “What’s happened, Father? I do hope Wilfred is well.”

      “My dear, that word can have many meanings,” he said, his mouth and eyebrows deepening into a scowl that lifted Victoria’s heart. “He is well finished with polite society. That means he’s well finished with any daughter of mine.”

      “Is there no hope?” her mother said, tears standing in her eyes. “No salvation?”

      “None.” Her father nodded once, then pushed his chair back and stood. End of conversation, and no more questions asked or answered. “An inspector will likely be round to ask whether we have anything to contribute to the investigation. I told him we had no secrets of Mr. Abernathy’s or our own to keep. I am sorry, Victoria. Other suitable arrangements will be made, I can assure you of that.”

      “Yes, Father,” Victoria said, her voice and face reflecting her mother’s heartbreak perfectly. “I will speak to the inspector if it will help. I trust it will all work out for the best in the end.”

      Victoria stood, holding her napkin to her face, and walked quickly out of the room. Before she turned the corner to the dark wooden staircase, she heard her father trying to comfort her sobbing mother.

      “Shouldn’t have let him barter me off to the highest bidder, Mother,” she said under her breath. “And you should never have let him bring us back to this awful place.”

      She climbed the stairs, feet silent on flowery carpet trapped under brass bars. Her face and arms started to sweat before she made it halfway up the second flight of stairs, but Victoria took comfort in the warmth, so rare throughout most of the year.

      Her mind and body had grown and grown up for weather far away from here, in the land of her birth. She had no wish to ever adapt to this dank island.

      Victoria had no reason to suspect anyone had been in her private chamber, but she inspected the space out of habit. The small flower vase on a shelf outside the door held a touch of Jaji’s magic along with that of her beloved Caribbean island home of Enceleas. The huge pink dahlia seemed like a perfect touch to reflect her elation. Just inside the room, several small containers on shelves close to the window not blocked by the false wall held the same protective charms.

      Just as when Jaji still lived in this room, anyone passing by would feel profoundly disinterested. That was a potion and spell Victoria could set in her sleep.

      She often wondered if she did inadvertently send out magic in her unconscious state. Perhaps her problems with Wilfred Abernathy could have been solved while she slumbered by his side.

      Cheered by that prospect, even at such a high cost of intimacy with a man she found repulsive, she moved a floor-to-ceiling bookshelf aside. The perfectly balanced bearings helped, as did the hollowed-out books.

      With her latest crisis averted, Victoria needed to take a long-overdue inventory. Having her supplies run low with her father scheming anew on her pre-meditated marital bliss would not do. She retrieved a pad of paper from a high shelf, sat at her desk, and twisted her hair into a loose bun. If she couldn’t cut the horrid mop, she could at least keep it off of her neck when she was alone.

      The most important thing, Jaji’s ashes, was the one item she didn’t have to weigh or measure. Such a treasure was constantly in Victoria’s mind, and every tiny pinch she used mentally recorded. She noted the use for those last two clockwork toys in her careful, neat handwriting.

      For less potent spells, she could use the sacred soil of the ancestors Jaji had brought with her on that long and terrible voyage. For now, she had enough for years of more potent work should she need it.

      Victoria smiled, remembering her wonder as her beloved nanny told her what was in those jars, years ago when she was a far happier child still living on her father’s vast and beautiful plantation.

      She hadn’t been able to get her mind around all those people, all those bones.

      She might never have learned what all she could get her mind around if her father hadn’t forced all of them to leave and return here.

      She counted the various toys on her shelves, making sure she didn’t have too many of the same kind. Victoria doubted anyone on this whole blasted island would understand what to even look for, but arousing suspicion by being careless was a risk she would not take.

      She’d learned that by watching her father in his business and personal dealings, and even more as Jaji started Victoria’s true education once they were settled in this drafty old house.

      Victoria at first thought her nanny—grey-haired and slow-moving after being forced away from her own home and family—was only pretending when she told the young girl about the magic and spells she’d brought with her from Enceleas. She understood now better than she’d ever wanted to about having no say over her own life.

      If Jaji was powerless to stop it when Mr. Haversham decreed she was to live in this world so far away from her home, she’d damn sure control the bits that she could. And she’d damn sure teach Victoria to do the same.

      Victoria carefully arranged the tiny tools of her secretive trade, making sure every one was in good repair. Both she and Jaji learned from Mrs. Haversham’s example of how powerless and weak women could be in the great advanced and enlightened and ever-so-superior English society.

      Her mother had wept and begged to stay in the Caribbean, to raise their daughter and eventually grandchildren in the open, healthy air of the Enceleas plantation, not in the smog and congestion of London. Victoria hadn’t inherited her mother’s weak lungs and various breathing problems, but Mrs. Haversham still seemed to live in terror that she would.

      Her own health was far more sturdy and vibrant in the warmer, cleaner air, and she was certain her daughter’s would be as well.

      A particularly emotional quarrel Victoria still regretted overhearing concerned the fact that Mrs. Haversham had only been able to endure carrying one precious child to term, and that only far from the damp, chilly environs of London. Surely leaving the land of that miracle behind would prove dangerous to them all.

      Mr. Haversham would have none of it, and by the end he no longer made any attempt to soften the blow with kind and gentle words, or fanciful promises of their future lives in the north.

      His business interests required his return to England. He required his family to return with him.

      Therefore they would, and the matter was settled.

      He’d shown no more compassion for far more measured requests and later quiet pleading from Victoria’s Jaji and her large, extended family. Mrs. Haversham’s health deteriorated noticeably as the date for their return grew ever nearer. She was obviously in no condition to raise a wild young girl and train her in the ways of polite society on her own.

      The nanny’s services were required. Therefore she would leave her home so she could continue to perform them.

      Victoria’s hands paused in her inventory and note taking, her eyes on the curved form of the jar of ashes worth more to her than all the treasure in all the world.

      She caught a tear before it could fall and mar her neat handwriting, then touched the glistening drop to the cork stopper. The moisture disappeared. Absorbed and mingled with the magic within.

      Thus connected to her beloved nanny—the true parent to the young woman she’d become—Victoria continued with plans for a future of her own making.
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      The Park Lane neighborhood wasn’t nearly as opulent as the Mallorys’ in Mayfair, but Mr. Haversham’s study was nearly a mirror image. McDuff wondered if he was keeping his disdain to himself as he mentally catalogued the shelves packed full of exotic souvenirs and keepsakes from the man’s world travels. The unfortunate Cheryl Mallory with her girlish fluff and clutter had a far more serious collection of books than this adult man.

      Nothing in the collection or the carved wooden desk or the thick-cushioned leather chairs or even an incongruous little brass vase with a spray of sweet-scented blue flowers that cut through the air of tobacco and wealth had anything to offer McDuff’s investigation.

      He doubted the man who enjoyed spending time here would add anything of value. This entire detour would likely bring him only time wasted that could have been spent on useful pursuits.

      Haversham even kept silly clockwork toys too modern to have been from his or even his daughter’s childhood. So much money wasted on baubles. Money that could have done so much good to help real, suffering people.

      “Please, Inspector, do have a seat,” Mr. Haversham said, walking in and bustling about like a nervous hen. “What will you have to drink?”

      “I’m fine, thank you, unless you’re getting something for yourself.”

      Mr. Haversham stopped, hands on the dark wood and elaborately carved back of his desk chair. His brown hair lay smooth where it remained on his head, but McDuff had the distinct impression he wanted very much to run his fingers though it.

      “I’ll tell you the truth, Inspector,” he said, then sighed heavily. “I was thinking of rum myself, even before you arrived. This has been a difficult business. Terribly upsetting to all of us.”

      “In that case, I’ll join you,” McDuff said, allowing himself a small smile.

      He watched as the older man visibly relaxed, calmed by his own routine of fetching sparkling glasses with deep, twisting grooves and a cut glass bottle filled with dark amber liquid.

      For the first time, McDuff hoped one of the people involved in this whole mess spared no expense.

      “Here you go. Our own brand. I hope you’ll find the time and attention to detail as worthwhile as I do.” Mr. Haversham handed the glass over with a quick nod. He walked back around the desk, unbuttoned his black jacket to reveal a blue paisley-patterned vest, and sat heavily before he held up the glass. “To swift resolution of an unpleasant situation.”

      “Indeed,” McDuff said, then sipped his drink.

      His estimation of the soft, overly pampered man across from him rose a good bit. Fine, expensive alcohol freely shared had that effect on him. The rum was rich and surprisingly smooth, with a lingering touch of sweet molasses.

      “Now, how can I help, Inspector? I’m ashamed to admit I didn’t know the man particularly well, and apparently I misjudged him quite badly as a suitable match for my daughter.”

      “Such things are challenging at the best of times. How did you meet Mr. Abernathy?”

      “We did business together a few times, before I went to the Caribbean and after I returned. He always seemed a decent sort.”

      McDuff knew something so common knowledge as to be boring among people like this could give him the essential clue. He had little to no knowledge or understanding of the colonies, or expectation that colonial matters would ever affect his small life in London.

      But hesitating to ask obvious questions had never done him any favors.

      “What took you to the Caribbean?”

      Mr. Haversham shrugged. “I own a plantation island there, one that needed direct oversight to get it through challenging times with the local population well enough to trust to a manager. Sugar, a bit of tobacco for personal use. Our rum distillery as a most pleasant added bonus. We lived there for almost twenty-five years, finally making use of the grand manor house that had been in my family for generations but useless to me for too long. I rather think my wife and daughter preferred it to this place, but duty called.”

      “Anyone there or here want to do your family harm? Likely to want to stir up trouble this bad?”

      Mr. Haversham put his elbow on the desk, head in his hand.

      “I’m certain there are, Inspector. That seems to go along with the territory in this line of work, especially with unrest in the older colonies that I prefer to keep my family away from. I can’t imagine why one of them would go after my daughter’s fiancé in such a cowardly manner.”

      “Still, it might help if I had their information available,” McDuff said. “If I make a connection between Mr. Abernathy and one of your other colleagues, that could give us the pieces we’re missing. And possibly warn of who to keep your daughter and wife away from.”

      Mr. Haversham leaned over and pulled out a floor-level desk drawer. When he sat back he had a thick stack of white calling cards clutched in his hand.

      “I’m glad to cooperate in every possible manner if I can help bring this nightmare to an end.”

      McDuff took the stack and flipped through them. He’d heard the absurd rules and customs about these things, but he’d never seen reason to worry about it for himself. Most as large as playing cards, some smaller, all nothing more than stiff white paper with names on them. Several had writing on the back or a certain corner turned down.

      The clever little markers of more games for people with too much time to waste.

      He recognized many of the names, and some of them hadn’t ever been suspected of a crime. They were merely men who moved in Mr. Haversham’s circle, far too wealthy to ever stop fighting to earn more. A festering drain on society to be sure—despite their imported goods—but one that would come in handy in trying to track down whoever did this.

      “May I keep these long enough to copy?” McDuff said.

      “Certainly. I have notes on the cards, but I can tell you anything you need to know about every person.”

      “Thank you, I’ll let you know,” McDuff said, dropping the cards into his scuffed brown leather case. “I’ll return them by courier as soon as possible.”

      Several minutes later, McDuff knew the cards were by far the most useful thing he’d get from Mr. Haversham. His family’s acquaintance with Mr. Abernathy had been brief, and designed to serve the simple purpose of marrying off and marrying well.

      Mr. Haversham simply didn’t know what had happened to his disgraced near-son-in-law, nor why.

      Mr. Abernathy in his unusually posh jail cell had been no better, too shocked and frightened to speak much. McDuff would have almost bet that man didn’t understand what had happened himself, as if someone had borrowed his brain and body for a few weeks.

      Long enough to get a young girl who was not his fiancé pregnant, anyway.

      McDuff stood as Mr. Haversham continued prattling on about his other wealthy colleagues, walking around the study, watching for details much like he had in that unfortunate girl’s room. He didn’t have much else to go on, so it was worth taking every chance he had to learn more.

      “I’d like to speak to your daughter if that’s acceptable to you,” he said. “She may remember something strange from her own limited time with Mr. Abernathy.”

      “Certainly.” Haversham got slowly to his feet. “Victoria is a remarkably sensible and mature young woman. We made certain she received a top-rate education here in London, right through college. Sometimes I suspect she may be more intelligent than I. I’ve already spoken with her to let her know to expect you.”

      “I’m sure that will be a great help to me, Mr. Haversham,” McDuff said, the fake smile on his face hiding his true feelings.

      The great fool had likely ruined any chance he had of getting honest information out of the girl with his ill-advised warning. No matter.

      Despite Mr. Haversham’s carrying on about his daughter’s great intelligence, McDuff doubted anyone in this house knew much that went on outside their own expensive wallpaper.
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      McDuff followed a brooding Mr. Haversham down the hall, his eyes constantly moving over the paintings, furniture, and collections that covered every space in the huge house. These weren’t people he understood, and on a basic level, he had no desire to.

      He just wanted to get this over with so he could get out and breathe some fresh air not quite so tainted with money and the desperate, endless pursuit of it.

      Before they turned the last corner, he smelled something even more enticing than the clean, Scottish air he’d been craving. Sweet, but clear and natural, not a heavy artificial perfume that too many women and men alike wore these days.

      A young woman waited for them in the shadows at the entry hall. The purple and red nosegay attached to her collar seemed too small to account for such a lovely aroma, but nothing else made sense.

      “Inspector McDuff, this is my daughter, Victoria Haversham,” Mr. Haversham said, pride obvious in his voice. “She’s been such a wonderful help to me over the past couple of years with the business. I know she’ll be able to answer your questions.”

      “Mr. McDuff, such a pleasure to meet you,” Victoria said, offering McDuff her hand.

      Her grip was surprisingly strong for a small woman who stood not much taller than his shoulder, even more so than her father’s. Mr. Haversham already turned back toward his sitting room, ponderous steps carrying him away from a situation he clearly loathed dealing with.

      “Good day to you, Miss Haversham. I’m Inspector Rob McDuff with the Metropolitan Police. Sorry to have interrupted your day for such an unpleasant business.”

      He wasn’t quite sure what he’d been expecting beyond the typical empty-headed useless child of wealth. But when Victoria stepped forward into better light, he saw she had none of that air about her. She seemed more studious than frivolous.

      Her heavy, dark brown hair fell well past her waist, and her skin was clear and perfect. She wore a pale yellow gown that was well-made, but far more classic than stylish. Fitted to the curves of her body rather than hanging loose in the modern style, but not corseted or tight enough to raise a scandal.

      Her dark blue eyes met his gaze with no hesitation or shyness, as if she didn’t have a thing on God’s green earth to hide. He somehow felt in that brief instant that she gained more knowledge of him than he ever would of her.

      “Please, you may call me Victoria. Won’t you join me for tea while we have our talk?” she said, holding out one long, graceful arm and hand.

      He glanced that way into a charming round breakfast nook with views out to the neatly kept gardens and a sparking greenhouse, cozy table already set with a full high tea.

      “Of course, I’d be glad to,” he said without thinking.

      He couldn’t quite bring himself to use her given name, certainly not while he was supposed to be conducting an investigation. Having a drink with her father was bad enough, and here he was having a meal with the bereaved young fiancé.

      As soon as they arranged themselves, a local boy of about fourteen appeared from out of nowhere. When he reached for the kettle, Victoria shook her head and touched his arm.

      “No, thank you, Charlie. I’ll be happy to serve Inspector McDuff and myself.”

      The boy bowed his head, not quite hiding his dark red cheeks, and retreated. McDuff stood to pour the hot fragrant tea through the strainers and into the waiting cups before she could.

      “Thank you, Inspector. I know the servants mean a lot to my parents, but I never have liked the whole idea of it. I heard more than enough grumbling about the demise of slavery in the colonies to turn me against such things for life. I’m quite capable of taking care of myself. Did you grow up with such nonsense?”

      “I… No, not at all. I’m as working class as they come.”

      “Milk or sugar?” She pushed both containers, made of a sturdy sky blue pottery in a style he’d never seen before, over to his side of the table. “Am I guessing correctly that you come from Glasgow or thereabouts, Inspector McDuff? What brought you to London?”

      “I grew up there, but I’ve been in London for years now. I moved for work. Family matters as well, I suppose.”

      He’d caught himself on the verge of asking her to call him Rob. He rarely even thought of himself that way. And he’d nearly shared the joyful news of having a brother in Fodelson Prison chaining him to this wretched city. He proceeded to add too much milk and sugar, which only increased his discomfort.

      What had addled his thick head this afternoon? One drink, even of such fine rum, would have done no such thing, but he was dangerously close to acting like a pure idiot.

      “I’ve never been so far north as Glasgow,” Victoria said, staring out the window as she stirred her tea, the spoon never touching the side of the cup. A trick Rob never seemed to manage. “I’d love to visit, but I fear it would be more cold and dreary than here.”

      “It, ah, the climate there can be a bit challenging. I’m sorry to be so dreadfully rude, but may I ask you a few questions about your fiancé?”

      She closed her eyes and pursed her lips for a second, and McDuff held his breath. Miss Haversham wasn’t being investigated for anything. She would be perfectly within her rights to get up and leave, and to throw him out on his ear as well.

      He hoped she wouldn’t.

      Mostly for official reasons.

      “Former fiancé, please,” she finally said, looking into his eyes. “I’ve only heard a small bit about what’s happened, but that was more than enough.”

      “I’m sorry to upset you, Ms. Haversham. If it’s too difficult⁠—”

      “I want to help if I can, of course. That poor, poor child. The sooner I can end my association with Mr. Abernathy, the better.”

      “Very well,” McDuff said. “Please let me know if the questions get too uncomfortable.”

      She nodded, dropping her gaze. McDuff took a deep breath, sternly reminding himself to focus on why he was here. A young girl’s life had nearly ended over the same man who’d made this young woman in front of him miserable. That man could still easily be tried for murder if the girl’s condition worsened, and a charge of attempted murder was a near certainty.

      That was the only reason McDuff was here, no matter what his racing heart and warmer parts of his body tried to tell him.

      By the time they finished the tea and all of the cakes and cookies, McDuff was no closer to finding the answers, or even the starting point. Despite her outward independence and professed abilities to take care of herself, which he did not doubt for an instant, the entire relationship with Abernathy seemed to be sadly typical.

      Victoria had hardly spent any time with the man she was supposed to have married in a few short weeks. Her father had found a suitable match—for appearances and business and financial interests, everything except matters of love—and that was intended to be that.

      And yet…

      Something about Victoria Haversham, besides that intoxicating scent, her lovely eyes, and her clear intelligence, kept McDuff a bit on edge. Something that felt just a bit out of place, like a crumb caught between his teeth.

      There was no reason to suspect anything here, but McDuff knew how his own mind worked once he caught a trail. He’d worry at it like his tongue after that bit of food.

      He didn’t know whether it was that nearly irresistible scent or the sunlight glinting through Victoria’s mass of curls, but McDuff wasn’t quite ready to leave after he’d exhausted his supply of relevant questions.

      “I understand you spent time in the Caribbean.”

      “Most of my childhood. The best part of it, anyway. When I wasn’t being shipped off here for one purpose or another, of course. I suppose my college years formed and shaped my adult mind, almost as much as my youth in the colonies.”

      “You preferred the Caribbean to England, then?”

      “I know I’m supposed to be proud and patriotic,” she said, staring at her hands. “But yes. Many times I’ve wished we’d never left Enceleas. I hope to return someday.”

      McDuff was startled at the way his mind seized on how she pronounced the word.

      Lilting, like a caress.

      In-seh-LAY-us.

      Time to get himself away from such heady surroundings and back to familiar ground.

      “Well, when things calm down a bit, perhaps you’ll be able to,” McDuff said as he pulled out his watch. “I’m so sorry, Ms. Haversham. I’ve taken up far too much of your time with this difficult matter.”

      She smiled, the first one he’d seen, and McDuff caught himself hoping her flush had something to do with him.

      “I thought it was a rather pleasant tea myself,” she said in a way that he didn’t feel mocked at all.

      “You have a point,” he said, getting to his feet. “The company has been lovely, even if the topic of conversation has not. Thank you for your time.”

      “You’re quite welcome, Inspector.” She stood before he could get around to pull her chair back. He was quite sure she’d noticed his intention. Victoria seemed far more pleased than annoyed. “I do hope you’re able to get to the bottom of all of this.”

      “I’ll certainly do my best. For now, please do your best to keep him off your mind.”

      “I’m finding that easier with each passing day,” she said. “Do you remember the way out?”

      “Certainly. Thank you for your time, Victoria.”

      She smiled again, and McDuff turned and walked out as quickly as he politely could.

      That smile hadn’t been sneering or mocking, but he couldn’t pretend she didn’t look satisfied with herself. Pleased over something, maybe his saying her name in such a familiar manner.

      Best to make a quick escape before he made even more of a fool of himself.

      Rob McDuff stood outside the closed door, breathing deeply though he could smell the soot and smog from London even so far out. He couldn’t quite get the aroma of those delicate flowers out of his nose.

      Or maybe that was his mind wishing to hold on to it.

      “Victoria,” he said under his breath.

      He shook his head and walked away.
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      The strange and untrustworthy afterglow from McDuff’s conversation with Victoria Haversham only lasted until he walked down his own Paddington street, far from those posh, sprawling mansions around Mayfair.

      If these creaky old dumps had ever been grand, it had been years before he was born. The clusters of boarding houses were hardly as dire as the tenements and slums in London or any other city, but McDuff didn’t bother trying to ignore how shabby and run down everything he saw truly was.

      The house itself may have been a pleasant enough tan color in days gone by, or perhaps green. Now the dingy paint was more peeling than in place, and the square, blocky building wouldn’t have been graceful or elegant in its prime. Twelve rooms, more or less clean, rented out to fifteen or so men who weren’t anyone’s idea of a dream match.

      Many, like McDuff knew himself to be, would be lucky to marry at all, much less marry well.

      He walked onto the stoop, avoiding the loose third step out of years of habit. The front sitting room, with decades-outdated but clean furniture and a threadbare rug, was blessedly empty. McDuff passed through quickly, not wanting to give over-attentive Mrs. Richards a chance to chat about his long, sad day.

      She was pleasant enough, he supposed, and the meals he took in her dining room were generous if not particularly flavorful. She and his brother Michael had been friendly with each other. Besides not wanting to speak to one more person after a day full of unpleasant conversation, McDuff had no desire to reminisce about his brother today.

      They’d rented out the room on the third floor—the freshly arrived McDuff brothers—nine years before. He still paid the extra rather than moving to a single room. Jamming all of Michael’s clothing and shoes and various assorted junk into an even smaller space would help no one.

      And leaving that room they’d found when they were both full of the hope and optimism of a new start would hurt too much.

      McDuff lifted the doorknob and shoved with his shoulder just like Mrs. Richards showed them that first day. The air in the room was thick and miserable with heat from two south-facing windows overtaking the breeze from one on the north side. Those same sunny windows helped a bit with the cold in winter, but the drafts nearly canceled them out.

      The wardrobe on his side of the room stood open from that morning, the mirror on the door mottled and cracked. His dark blue policeman’s uniform hung inside, untouched for the last two years he’d been given clearance to work in ordinary clothes. When asked, he repeated the lines about witnesses and even suspects being far more willing to talk to him, and more honest, when he knocked on the door looking like them.

      All of that was certainly true, but he suspected his own comfort simply made him a better investigator.

      McDuff hung his jacket, trousers, and shirt on a string in front of the window instead of putting them away. The evening breeze should dry everything out and let him avoid paying Mrs. Richards for a wash for a few more days. His worn and scuffed brown shoes on the windowsill did nothing to help the stale aroma of the room, but they needed the airing out even more than his clothes did.

      He sat on a creaky wooden chair in front of a tiny, battered desk in his shorts and undershirt, stocking feet up on Michael’s bed. McDuff never slept or even sat on that bed, still covered with a scratchy brown blanket from the last morning his brother left here a free man six years ago.

      Even after so much time, and with no hope of sharing the room again, the habit persisted.

      Files and notes from the investigation waited, tucked into the case beside the desk. The hour was early yet on a Friday evening.

      McDuff could dig into the mess and try to find any connections.

      And no one would be willing to talk to him for the next two days, even if he could track them down away from work. The only things sitting on the desk at the moment were a nearly full bottle of whiskey and a relatively clean glass that fit perfectly into his hand. What McDuff could afford on his salary, or more because he was loathe to spend the money, would pale in comparison to the fine rum Mr. Haversham had shared.

      McDuff knew from long experience that what he had on hand would do the job just fine.

      He poured himself two fingers of light brown liquid, unable to stop himself from comparing all of it to Haversham’s fancy cut glass and far superior libation. McDuff held his version up in the general direction of his brother’s closed wardrobe.

      “May this find you well, brother.”

      McDuff’s first swallow found him well enough.

      That girl, Cheryl Mallory.

      That poor girl.

      From all accounts, she’d been bright, curious, full of excitement about her life. Seventeen years old and all of it thrown away whether she managed to keep the baby or not. No one yet knew how the poison Cheryl had nearly killed herself with would affect her pregnancy.

      McDuff privately thought a child so deeply unwanted might be better off never drawing a breath.

      His brother had been that same age. Not nearly so bright or curious, but always full of excitement, believing things would work out for him in the end. Believing his big brother Robbie would set it all to rights, even before McDuff had turned to policing for a living. He hadn’t been able to save Michael any more than he was going to be able to save Cheryl.

      McDuff was again left with no choice but to do all he could to stop it from happening to anyone else.

      With full knowledge that he would fail far more than he managed to succeed.

      Warmth spread from his throat and stomach through the rest of his weary body. McDuff was already far less concerned about working this evening, or during the weekend. This time he poured three fingers and didn’t bother with the toast.

      When his mood turned so dark and melancholy, he wasn’t even suited for talking to himself.

      Everything he’d done for Michael had only made things worse. Getting him out of those original arrests, right back onto the street and deeper into the gangs. Dragging both of them hours away from home into a strange city. Too slow to understand what was happening when Michael suddenly had new friends with connections back to Glasgow.

      Those so-called friends pushed McDuff’s little brother into far worse trouble than he ever would have found on his own.

      If he’d never gotten Michael out of trouble that last time back home, he might have served his time and found some other way. McDuff finished his whiskey and poured a third to keep in reserve.

      After a long hot day and on a mostly empty stomach, the spirit was hitting him like a sledgehammer. His feet felt impossibly far away on Michael’s bed, his head floated a bit on his neck. Every ache in his body had faded away.

      The aches in his heart only grew deeper.

      If he hadn’t been so determined to arrange Michael’s life for him, maybe they’d both be in Glasgow still. Instead he beat his body and mind against the river of crime in this wretched city, as deep and never-ending as the Thames. And his brother rotted in Fodelson Prison.

      McDuff finished the third drink after all.
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      Ten years ago:

      McDuff followed Station Chief Edwards through the dank, mildewy gray stone passageway, wondering how long since this reeking Glaswegian hell had been cleaned out. Most nights, he didn’t give a damn.

      People were in for a reason, and it wasn’t up to him or anyone else on the outside to make sure they had a comfortable little vacation at the city’s expense.

      He supposed this one was in for a reason.

      Well, he knew this one was, more than most.

      Reasons didn’t always matter when it was his baby brother thrown in the pit.

      “He’s in bad shape, Rob,” Edwards said. “Might have to move him to hospital before day breaks. Or the lunatic asylum. It’s not like Bedlam any more, not here. They might be able to⁠—”

      “No asylum,” McDuff said. “They’d break whatever mind he has left. Did he come in that way? Or did it happen here?”

      Their shoes echoed for ten steps before Edwards answered. The man was easily thirty years McDuff’s senior, hair pure white, gait slow and stiff. Edwards had probably arrested their father more than once before the bastard who spawned them got himself taken out of the world permanently.

      “I’ll not lie to you. Most of it was his own doing, before we ever picked him up. The worst of it, even. I wasn’t back here when the fight broke out.”

      McDuff shook his head, not sure if he was denying what Edwards said or trying to stop him from continuing.

      “My brother hardly inspires careful treatment when he’s into this,” he said. “Long as you say it was mostly outside, I believe you.”

      “I say that’s the truth.”

      The wall to their left opened up to a long row of heavy metal bars interrupted by thin layers of stone. Most of the cells were occupied right now with the gang riots escalating all over the city. McDuff knew his brother wouldn’t be in any of these group holding pens after he’d already been at the center of some kind of riot.

      Michael was too much trouble in any crowd, to himself and everyone around him.

      They were heading toward the smaller, solitary cell blocks at the end of the row.

      Downstairs, in the true pit.

      “What are the charges?” McDuff said. “How long is he in for this time?”

      “I’m sorry, son. They should have told you when it happened. He’s not getting out any time soon. Even if he manages that, as long as he stays in Glasgow he’ll get picked up again. Too many of these bloody thugs know he’s an easy mark. I’ve known Michael as long as I’ve known you. I don’t think he quite understands what he gets himself into, but that only means no one can stop him”

      McDuff didn’t speak again until they were at the end of the hall, right before they went down the stairs into the purest hell of the solitary wing. He touched Edwards’ shoulder and stopped.

      “I know his past, more than I want to. Who’s the judge on this one? I can take him out of here, down to London when I go. That’s one reason I put in for this bloody transfer, Edwards.”

      The chief looked up, his eyes moving from side to side. McDuff saw the hard lines of his jaw flexing.

      “These gangs aren’t only in Glasgow, Rob. They fight this disease in Manchester, London, Liverpool. New York and Baltimore in America are crawling with this vermin. A cousin of mine tells me it’s got all the way to Australia. You up for keeping him out of trouble no matter where you go, for the rest of your life and his?”

      “I can’t let him rot here,” McDuff said through clenched teeth. “I won’t. Just tell me the judge. I swore to our mother before she died, you know that.”

      “It’s McChafee. And you know what a hard arse he is. I don’t want to interfere in your family business, Rob, but you may not want to get into this with Michael. Sometimes guys like this, they never find their way out. He’s been nothing but heartache to your mother. What makes you think he’ll be anything less to you?”

      “I don’t know what else I can do.” MacDuff’s stomach churned with sickening reality, and the near certainty that Edwards was right. “Leave him here to rot? Let him get himself killed on the street next time like our bastard of a father did?”

      Edwards nodded. “And you feel like you let him down, not raising him right. He’s not your son, Rob. He’s your brother.”

      “I had even less choice there than I do now. Look, the man got himself killed when we and our mother needed him most. I can’t change that, and I’ll never replace him. But I should have been able to keep Michael from following in his wasted footsteps.”

      “Sometimes we do all we can and it’s never enough,” Edwards said, starting down the uneven stone stairs. A few electric lights barely touched the dark down there. “Work in a jail long enough and you learn that lesson more than any other. You did your best. You made something more of your own life. Maybe he can’t do better. Maybe this is all he’s got.”

      McDuff followed, trying to keep the images away.

      Michael as a wee baby, one of his own earliest memories. Michael always seemed to smile, even when his troubles started as a teenager.

      Michael sobbing at their father’s funeral, their mother too far in shock to help. McDuff’s first adult failure, when he couldn’t get anyone’s tears to stop.

      Michael laughing when he got kicked out of school
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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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