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        Lower Cadbury-Outer 9th District

        Nike City, Avon

        United Colonies of Fortune

        April 18, 1449 After Landing

      

      

      His long coat whipping in the spring winds, Gideon Quinn came to a stop before a ramshackle building in Lower Cadbury.

      Because the afternoon suns were shining with unusual vigor, he had to squint up at the faded sign nailed over the building’s entrance.

      “A Fine Mess,” he read aloud, then grinned at the reptilian snort from the draco on his right shoulder. “Yeah, not much to look at,” he agreed, giving Elvis a soothing scritch under his chin. “But we’ve seen worse.”

      A second snort indicated Elvis wasn’t sure they had.

      Since Elvis might be right, Gideon checked the lay of the collapsable baton under his left sleeve.

      The baton, fondly named Lulu, had been created as payment for Gideon’s first official job as a private facilitator. Iliana, the client in question, was a designer of small devices and weapons.

      She also, as Gideon learned after closing the case, brewed a mean cup of tea.

      Assured his weapon of choice was locked and loaded in the spring holster designed by a friend, Gideon hauled the creaking door open and entered A Fine Mess, where he took a moment to allow his vision to adjust to the dim interior, then another to appreciate truth in advertising.

      Taking in the odors of cheap booze and stale sweat, he continued into the pub, where flickering overheads failed to soften scorched walls pocked by gaping shutters.

      The furniture he passed was of the “found on a curb” design, and the clientele draped in clothes as threadbare as their faces were worn.

      But as he wound through the tables, Gideon overheard the same easy rumbles of conversation he’d expect in any other tavern, and a rattle of dice drew his eyes to a game of Colonists of Mercedes, where the last roll netted a player three beds of crystal, which she immediately used to build an airship.

      By this time there were more than a few speculative gazes tracking his path, as well as a non-zero number of hands reaching for what might be concealed weapons.

      Accustomed to this level of suspicion, Gideon clicked his tongue and murmured, “High road.”

      At the prompt, Elvis, his talons rasping against the pauldron on which he rested, leapt up, and with a single flap of his wings settled on the smoke stained rafters.

      As often occurred when Gideon deployed Elvis, a series of gasps and sighs followed in the draco’s wake, easing the overall tension in the room.

      Or, most of the tension, as Gideon noted a fellow holding down a table at the rear of the pub who didn’t seem the least interested in the draco, but was more than ready to meet Gideon’s gaze.

      A dagger of sunslight slashed through a nearby shutter to spark off the blood red studs in the man’s ears, and highlighting a deep scar running down one side of his deep umber face.

      And while there was nothing overtly threatening about the man, he sat with the kind of readiness Gideon associated with a natural fighter.

      Curious, but as the bear dog in a waterman’s clothing wasn’t the reason Gideon had come to A Fine Mess, he offered a nod of greeting-slash-neutrality.

      The bear dog’s lip twitched, but he offered a reciprocal nod, and Gideon continued on to the bar where an individual with a neat goatee and a memory of hair ringing his scalp stood wiping a glass.

      Easing up alongside a skeletal figure half a head shorter than himself, Gideon aimed his attention to the trio on his right, all half a head taller. “Rolf,” he greeted the nearest giant. “Ulf, Freya.” He tapped his heart in a quick Corps salute for the Stolichnayan triplets who, after an unfortunate first meeting, had proven to be both solid allies and good friends.

      “Good day, Gideon,” Ulf replied, as all three raised their glasses in greeting.

      “What are you guys doing here?” he asked, glancing at the diminished bottle they shared. “I thought you’d all found work at the meat-growing plant.”

      Rolf shifted, clearly uncomfortable. “We did have this job, but⁠—”

      “There was a problem with Rolf mixing the makings of the poultry with the makings of the pork,” Freya cut in, throwing her brother a disgusted look.

      “Oh,” Gideon said, while someone at a nearby table made a retching noise. He turned to Rolf. “Why?”

      “I was thinking it would make the recipe for Chicken Tolstoy easier. No need to wrap the chicken bits around the ham bits, yes?”

      “No,” Freya said.

      “Here, here,” called one of the Colonists of Mercedes players.

      “Gotta go with Freya on this one,” Gideon agreed.

      “So did the manager of the plant.” Rolf sighed into his booze.

      “So, the manager fired all of you?” Gideon asked.

      “Not quite,” Ulf said.

      “First, they are only firing Rolf,” Freya began.

      “But then Ulf tried to prove how it was maybe not such a bad idea,” Rolf joined in.

      “By mixing the pork into the aurochs,” Freya picked up the thread again.

      “Like kebobs,” Ulf explained.

      The bartender paused mid-swipe of his glass. “Seriously?”

      “Okay, so no meat processing for you,” Gideon said to Ulf and Rolf. “Or cooking, I think.” Then he focused on Freya. “Did you get the boot, too?”

      “No one gives me the boot,” that young woman said with a sniff. “I quit, in solidarity with my idiot brothers.”

      “Way to stick it to the Man.”

      “But the meat-plant manager is non-binary,” Ulf told Gideon.

      Some things, Gideon thought, weren’t worth explaining. “It’s a Fordian thing,” he said. “Anyway, sorry about the jobs.”

      “There will be other jobs.” Freya asserted calmly. “But where is Mia?” She leaned forward as Ulf poured more liquor into all their glasses. “She is still your apprentice, no?”

      “She is still my apprentice, yes. But she’s an apprentice with a geography lesson to finish, so she’s back at the office.”

      “And are you liking the place on Doyle Street?” Rolf asked.

      “I think it’ll suit,” Gideon said. “Mia and Jinna both like it a lot.”

      “Doyle . . . ” A drinker at one of the nearby tables mused over the street name while the hook which replaced his right hand tapped the table. “Ain’t that the street what burned to ashes when that morph house went up in flames?”

      “Nah, you’re thinking of Baudelaire Street,” another patron intoned through a beard so thick, it could serve as a scarf.

      “Not Baudelaire, neither,” a third opined. “’Twas Byron.”

      “Morph houses are always catching fire on Byron,” the barkeep tossed in.

      “Aye, Doyle’s a nice little spot,” a woman from the Mercedes table agreed. “If you don’t mind living off the crystal grid. And there’s a nice bookshop down t’end of the street,” she added, taking a drag from her pipe.

      “Doyle isn’t very populated,” Gideon regained hold of the conversation and aimed it at the triplets. “But the cross streets, Cornwell and Butler, have a lot of traffic, so Jinna’s confident the tea shop will do well.”

      “Mama was impressed that you and Jinna would be going into partnership together, you with your facilitating and Jinna with her cookery,” Freya said.

      “Speaking of, how goes the facilitating?”

      At Ulf’s question, Gideon felt a jerk of motion from the skeletal man at his left. “It’s interesting,” he determined, focusing on the triplets.

      “As interesting as vat-grown Chicken Tolstoy?” Freya asked.

      “Nothing will ever be that interesting,” Gideon determined. “But with the facilitating, the biggest issue is while there are plenty who need my services, most of them aren’t what you’d call rolling in starbucks.”

      “But how are you being paid?”

      “In trade, for the most part,” Gideon told Rolf. “Curtains, dishes, some bits of furniture. One of our clients is an engraver, and he paid up by making a sign for the office.”

      A sign he hadn’t yet hung, he recalled with a twinge of guilt.

      I’ll get to it, he told himself.

      You keep saying that, his self said back. And yet . . .

      “And lots of foodstuffs,” he continued, drowning out the internal commentary. “Lots. Enough that Jinna’s been able to test an apiary’s worth of recipes for MacGuffin’s. That’s what she’s naming the shop.”

      “We know,” Rolf said with a quick grin. “We visited Jinna last week, and she let us taste her Man in the High Cassoulet.”

      “That’s pretty good,” Gideon admitted. “But you haven’t lived until you’ve tried her Penne from Heaven.”

      The bartender made a choking sound.

      “And is Jinna well?” Freya asked.

      “Good. She’s . . . good.”

      “When we see her last, she is looking, ah—” Rolf made a mounding gesture over his stomach.

      “Ready to pop,” Ulf filled in.

      “She’s pretty eager to get MacGuffin’s up and running before the baby gets here,” Gideon said.

      “We could help,” Ulf suggested. “Since we are not at the meat-growing plant.”

      “Sure,” Gideon said. “Just, you know, don’t mention the Chicken Tolstoy.”

      At which point a gentle clearing of a throat had him turning to face the bartender.

      “Sorry to interrupt,” he said to Gideon, “but did you plan to order a drink?”

      “Do I look suicidal?”

      “That’s just hurtful,” the bartender replied over Ulf's bark of a laugh.

      Freya leaned forward on her elbows. “Gideon must have learned about the pool.”

      “Can’t say that I have,” Gideon replied.

      “There is no pool,” the bartender said.

      “Yes, there is,” Ulf asserted, slapping his hand on the bar with a meat-like thud. “I know this because we started it.” He lifted his hand from the bar with a sucking sound as his skin pulled free from whatever substance coated the surface. “We three,” he waved the sticky palm at his siblings, “are making book on how many drinks of Msr Martin Soong’s booze it would take to put a person in hospital.”

      All across the room, Gideon heard glasses thudding and chairs creaking as bodies turned towards the bar.

      “And how is the pool going?” he asked into the fresh silence.

      “Not so good,” Freya admitted.

      “We three are the only ones to enter,” Ulf explained.

      “And since we are seeing no one keeling over . . . ” Rolf added.

      “Perhaps we find something else to be betting on,” Freya concluded.

      “Good plan,” Gideon offered as all three clinked glasses and downed their theoretically hazardous liquor.

      While the Ohmdahls played Stoli roulette with their beverages, the bartender, presumably Msr Martin Soong, let out a long-suffering sigh, then addressed Gideon. “If you haven’t come for a drink, then why, may I ask, are you here?”

      “I’m looking for someone,” Gideon told him. “A guy named Jer Hardcastle.”

      Martin’s angular brows angled more. “Have you ever heard that ancient Earth ditty? The one about the place where everyone knows your name?”

      “Sure.” Just hearing Martin describe the song started up an echo in Gideon’s head. “A guy in my company used to sing it. Until the rest of us made him stop.”

      “Yes. Well. My point is, this place is the opposite of the place in that song. Most people here don’t want anyone to know their name.”

      “Never say it, Martin!” the woman from the Mercedes table called.

      Martin grimaced a smile, then leaned closer to quietly add, “I’d be happier if none of them knew my name, so I’m afraid I don’t know this Hardrook.”

      “Castle. Hardcastle,” Gideon corrected.

      “Rook, castle, pawn . . . ” Martin straightened. “Whoever he is, I can’t help you.”

      Which was when Elvis let out a low-throated keen, drawing Gideon’s attention to the skeletal man at his left, and the metallic gleam of a stiletto, already in motion.
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      Three districts and several worlds away from A Fine Mess, Colonel Saeng Tenjin poured a second cup of tea while his aunt read the letter he’d brought to her attention.

      As she continued to study the smudged and fragmented sheet of paper, Saeng sipped his tea and studied the office, which was as spare and utilitarian as ever, nothing in the decor indicating its occupant was head of the research and development division, much less a member of the company’s founding family.

      The only nod to comfort was her choice of Fujian oolong tea, which she served on the low slab of her oak desk, to which Saeng and Yuko had retired after the initial rounds of “You look wells”, “How is the business-slash-your-mother?”, and a firm, “Where is this new wife I’ve heard so little about?” from Yuko.

      Only after promises of another visit, one that included said new wife, did Saeng present Yuko with the reason for his visit, a letter written near to ten years ago.

      Still reading said letter, Yuko let out a small tch, and Saeng watched her eyes dart back up the page, as if rereading the latest paragraph to be sure she’d read what she thought she’d read.

      Saeng didn’t have to guess which paragraph had caused such a reaction; his aunt had no doubt reached the section describing the author’s experiments with live crystal.

      It was hard to imagine any sane person attaching electrodes to the  crystals that powered Fortune, but not being a man of science, Saeng waited for Yuko to set the letter aside before asking, “What do you think?”

      She didn’t answer right off, but first picked up the tea she’d let go cold. “I don’t know what to think.” She sipped the tea, grimaced, and returned the cup to the desk with the faintest clink.

      “But is it possible?” he asked. “To perform such an experiment and⁠—”

      “And not end up splattered over the landscape?” Yuko cut in. “Anything is possible, but even if one were to survive the attempt, what would be the point of the experiment?” She shook her head. “To be honest, I’m shocked to see this letter addressed to Amaya—Dr. Hidalgo,” she said, tapping the name of the letter’s intended recipient. “I can’t imagine a scientist of Amaya’s stature corresponding with what appears to be a madwoman.”

      “A mad Midasian,” Saeng pointed out, “during the war.”

      “A very military outlook.”

      Saeng tipped his head and pointed to the rank insignia on his collar.

      “Yes, yes.” She waved a dismissive hand. “But what the military never grasps is that scientific growth does not occur in a vacuum. If a boffin wishes to pursue a new line of experimentation, or produces a fresh hypothesis, she will more than likely bounce her ideas off her fellows, Colonial or not.”

      “So it’s possible this Midasian boffin and Amaya Hidalgo were bouncing ideas off one another,” Saeng said.

      “That seems most likely. Or, it would, if the idea weren’t so patently insane.”

      “Unless they were not discussing science at all.”

      Yuko, in the act of lifting the teapot, shot him a look. “What else could they be discussing?”

      “It is possible the letter isn’t a letter, but a coded message.”

      “Whatever for?” She freshened the tea in both cups and set the pot down over the brazier.

      “The letter was written in wartime,” he pointed out. “And names a Midasian officer, as well as a time—the author wrote of the spring floods,” he referred to a section of the note, “and a location.”

      “A very general location,” she countered.

      “If the message is cyphered, the key would deliver more specifics. Unless the author really did perform the experiment she wrote of, which is why I wanted your take.” He indicated the letter. “Is there any good reason for this Dr. Tabak to have performed such a test?”

      Yuko’s hand rose in a vague gesture. “There isn’t enough detail for me to draw any conclusions. Was there any further correspondence?”

      Saeng shook his head. “We only have this because one of our airships discovered the wreckage of a blockade runner at the eastern reach of Dyar’s Canyon. Signs indicate it crashed in an electrical storm back in thirty-nine.”

      “How could you know when it crashed? Of course, the date on the letter,” Yuko answered her own question. She sighed and lifted her cup. “Well, now the war is over, is there any chance of reaching out to this Dr. Tabak personally?”

      “There might have been,” Saeng replied, “if Nour Tabak hadn’t been arrested on charges of treason shortly after writing this letter. She died a year later, in Fort Ducati.”

      “Oh. How horrid.” Yuko frowned at the letter. “But how did you learn of her death?” she asked, looking up. “I can’t imagine the Midasians would have shared the information.”

      “We had a man inside the fort when she died. An old mission,” he explained. “And classified.”

      “Naturally.”

      “Since we couldn’t speak with her, it seemed best to seek out the addressee, Dr. Hidalgo. It was helpful to find she was a Tenjin employee.”

      “Was,” Yuko agreed. “And I’d have been happy to introduce you to her, had Dr. Hidalgo not died . . . in fourteen thirty-nine.” She lifted her cup and studied his face. “But you already knew that.”

      Saeng’s head dipped in acknowledgment. “A bad year for boffins.”

      “It was a bad year for many, myself included,” Yuko noted, glancing down a the letter. “Amaya was more than a colleague. She was my friend.”

      “I’m sorry,” Saeng said, meaning it. “More sorry to bring this all back, but I have to ask; do you recall anything from that time? Anything in Hidalgo’s behavior to hint at her involvement with the Midasian?”

      Yuko, who’d been lifting her cup, suddenly set it down. “I see.” She tapped the desk before her. “I see,” she said again. “You and your CO are worried I, or Tenjin Corporation, might also be involved.”

      “Personally, not in the least,” he assured. “And officially . . . ” He hesitated, but this was, after all, family. “Officially, I haven’t yet brought this information to my CO. I wanted to get a better understanding of the matter before I flagged the letter for a full inquiry.”

      “Is that wise?” Yuko asked. “Not that I don’t appreciate your circumspection, but—well, you’ve never been one for breaking rules.”

      “I’m not breaking any now. Any number of documents come through our offices, and only a fraction lead to useful intelligence. This wouldn’t be the only case I’ve investigated, only to discover it wasn’t a case at all.”

      “If you’re certain,” she said, with obvious concern.

      “Thus far, there is no indication that any current member of the Tenjin Corporation is or was engaged in an act of espionage. But this letter indicates Hidalgo and Tabak were engaged in correspondence. It may even be possible this correspondence was related to both women’s deaths.”

      “Amaya was murdered in a crime of passion,” Yuko stated flatly. “Unless you believe her spouse was also a Midasian spy?”

      Stranger things have happened, he thought, recalling the recent unmasking of an actual Midasian spy in Nike City. But all he said was,  “I couldn’t speculate on the husband’s motives. I can only try to discover the truth with the information I have.”

      “So, you bring me a letter from one dead scientist to another dead scientist . . . hoping for what?”

      “I was hoping you’d have access to Amaya Hidalgo’s papers.”

      “All Amaya’s work at Tenjin is proprietary—classified, in terms you’d understand.”

      He’d seen that coming and had a ready answer. “Of course. But if you, personally, were to look into it?”

      “And what would I be looking for?”

      “Anything out of the ordinary. Anything like the key to a code, or any indication her work was making it into enemy hands.”

      “I thought you didn’t suspect treason?”

      “I don’t,” he said. “But even the most innocent can be duped by enemy operatives.”

      “Even if she were, there’s nothing to be gained from her now. She’s gone, and the war is over.”

      “The armies are stood down,” he agreed, “but espionage knows no treaties.”

      “I wish I could argue with that,” she admitted with a hint of chagrin, “but espionage is an issue for us, as well; we recently lost a freelance prototype before it even reached our offices.”

      “I hadn’t heard.”

      “It was kept quiet. I didn’t even tell your mother,” she explained. “And while the project itself was scrapped, the board of directors opted to make a change in security.” Her eyes glittered with dark humor as she added, “As you’ve no doubt seen.”

      “Black Chiral,” he said, recalling the ebony-clad figures patrolling the compound.

      Black Chiral Security was a private defense organization—mercenaries by any other name—formed in the last years of the war. Once hostilities ceased, Black Chiral’s founders adapted by branching into the private sector, taking over security operations for ristos and businesses such as Tenjin throughout the colonies.

      “Given our mutual understanding of security issues,” he said to his aunt, “will you at least look into Dr. Hidalgo’s papers?”

      “Like a bear dog with a mammoth bone,” she muttered, but her rueful shrug told him he’d won. “I will look, but after over a decade, I can’t make any promises.”

      “Understood.”

      She shook her head, then rose, fluidly unfolding herself from the cushion on which she’d been resting. “This will likely take some time.” She gestured him back as he, too, began to rise. “I hope your commander can spare you.”

      “I’m on leave at the moment.” Saeng felt his cheeks warm. “Something of a belated honeymoon, actually.”

      Her expression blanked. “Do you mean to tell me you’re neglecting your wife on a decade-old wild dodo chase?”

      “She’s chasing a lead of her own,” he explained, clearing his throat. “She enjoys a good mystery.”

      “And your mother complains about how many hours I work. You have more Tenjin in you than you realize,” Yuko noted before turning to leave the room, the soft drape of her lab coat wafting like a cloak.

      Left alone, Saeng used the two-way snugged to his belt to radio his wife, letting her know he’d be longer than expected.

      She responded with the information she’d tracked down the former colonel who’d shared Nour Tabak’s cell at the time of her death.

      With great reluctance, he agreed to meet her at the man’s place of business.

      After he signed off, he tried to relax with his tea, but his eyes fell on the letter.

      Perhaps digging into a tragic, decade-old mystery wasn’t the usual way for newlyweds to spend their honeymoon, but Saeng and his wife had come together through tragedy and mystery, so it seemed only apt they continue as they’d begun.

      Thinking this, he picked up the faded words written by one doomed boffin to another.

      What were you two involved in?

      With luck, Yuko would be able to uncover the answer to that question, and Saeng could radio his wife with the news there was no longer any need to visit Gideon Quinn.
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      Spinning from the bar, Gideon shot his left hand out to catch the skeleton’s wrist, twisting it counterclockwise so his opponent had the choice of bending with the force or dislocating his elbow.

      The skeleton bent, letting out a guttural, “Owowowowow,” as Gideon liberated the stiletto and passed it to Martin, who dropped it behind the bar.

      At last, Gideon released the man’s bony wrist and slung an arm over the equally bony shoulders. “Jer Hardcastle, I presume?”

      “Yes. Fine.” The shoulders poked up and down in an irritable shrug. “I’m Hardcastle. What’s it to you?”

      “Well—” Gideon began.

      “That was not so nice,” Ulf cut in, his baleful glower echoed in both his siblings’ eyes.

      Gideon, still holding Hardcastle in place, felt the first stirrings of worry since walking into the pub.

      He knew from experience that the triplets functioned like a semi-coordinated avalanche; slow to get moving, but once they did, impossible to stop.

      “It’s okay,” he said, holding up his free hand. “In fact, everything’s crystal and comb. Isn’t that right, Jer?” Gideon emphasized the question by leaning a little more heavily on Jer’s shoulder.

      It didn’t seem possible, but the man’s mashed potato skin paled further.

      Clearing his throat, Jer aimed his muddy brown eyes at the triplets. “Yes. Of course. A simple misunderstanding. All cleared up. Completely. Keeper’s oath,” he added, as the wall of Ohmdahls continued to loom.

      “See?” Gideon said. “We’re all good here.” He patted Jer on the shoulder, hard enough to make him whimper. “Nothing to worry about.”

      The three Ohmdahls hovered a moment longer before Rolf muttered a quiet, “Not my fjord, not my puffin,” before the three returned to their places at the bar.

      Then the rest of the pub’s guests—who had gone silent at the appearance of Jer’s stiletto—creaked back to the business of drinking, gaming, and griping.

      “Listen,” Jer began.

      “Where is it?” Gideon asked at the same time.

      “What?” Jer asked back, his Adam’s apple bobbing above his collar. “Where is what?”

      “The object Mikkel sold you this morning.”

      “Mikkel?” Jer pursed his thin lips and shook his head, straightening the hat his set-to with Gideon had tipped off-center. “I don’t know any Mikkel.”

      “You sure about that? Because Mikkel knows you. Sends his regards, by the way.” As he spoke, Gideon reached into a pocket and produced a rusty switchblade with the words “Propurty of Mkkl Kran” etched on the hilt.

      Jer inspected the knife, and as Gideon watched, his entire demeanor changed from bewildered innocence to bland acceptance. “And how is Msr Crane doing?”

      “Breathing,” Gideon told him as he dropped Mikkel’s knife into Martin’s waiting hand. “But he won’t be needing your services for the foreseeable future. Where,” he asked again, “is it?”

      Jer let out a frustrated huff. “Listen, even if Mikkel and I did conduct some business this morning, why would you care?”

      Gideon’s head tilted slightly. “Why wouldn’t I?”

      Jer glanced up to where Elvis was seated on the rafter, tail and tongue lashing before asking, “You are Gideon Quinn, are you not?”

      It seems his reputation had preceded him. “Last I looked. Why?”

      “So, buzz on the street is you were a dodger yourself, back in the day. Even did a spell in the nick.” Jer gestured towards the tattooed number on Gideon’s right hand, a souvenir from his time in the Morton Barrens. “Being as you’ve dipped a toe into the shadow trade some yourself, surely you don’t begrudge the rest of us pocketing our share of the comb.”

      “You’re right,” Gideon said. “For the most part, I don’t. You, or Mikkel, or any one of the outgrown dodgers in this town want to steal from the ristos or rob Tenjin Corporation blind, I won’t hold the door open, but I won’t interfere. That said,” Gideon continued, “there are a few activities on the shadow side that don’t sit well with me. Such activities include, but are not exclusive to, stealing from the Corps; grifting a keeper; laying hands on non-combatants—kids in particular,” he clarified, “that one will absolutely put me in a bad mood.”

      At that statement, a few murmurs of approval rose from the audience.

      “And lastly,” Gideon concluded, “profiting off the misery of others.”

      “All perfectly understandable,” Jer said, hands rising, palms out in a little wave. “Perfectly. But I don’t see what those activities have to do with what Mikkel sold me.” Then he added a muttered, “Allegedly,”

      “It has everything to do with what Mikkel sold you,” he replied, “because Mikkel stole it from the Vin-Cielo flat while Cora Vin-Cielo took the kids to Yousafzai hospice to say goodbye to their father. And in case you weren’t paying attention, that would fall under the heading of ‘profiting from the misery of others.’”

      “Heard Vittorio didn’t last the night,” the pipe-smoking patron offered.

      “This is true,” Freya said with a soft sigh. “We heard it from our mama, who heard it from Tiago Hama, who heard it from Rachel Vin.”

      Throughout the pub, hands touched foreheads and hearts in sympathy.

      “Mama means to visit later,” Ulf threw in.

      “She’s making her kissel,” Rolf added.

      “Everyone loves Mama’s kissel,” Freya declared.

      “Mikkel did not do right if he stole from a grieving family,” Ulf concluded.

      “I didn’t know,” Jer said, the Adam’s apple bobbing again. “You understand, people in my line—people who move merchandise—we don’t ask for provenance.”

      “Friendly piece of advice?” Gideon gave a not very friendly smile. “Start asking. After you return Cora Vin-Cielo’s property.” He held out his right hand.

      “Of course,” Jer agreed, and after the slightest hesitation, reached into his coat and withdrew the property in question. But as Gideon reached for it, Jer’s fingers tightened, and he clutched it to his chest. “The thing of it is,” he said, licking his lips, “I already paid Mikkel, and I believe it only fair that I recoup my loss.”

      “That’s one way of looking at it,” Gideon said, considering. “Another way of looking at it is, by giving me that relic and accepting your losses, you’ll be doing a kindness to a grieving woman . . . and retaining the use of all your limbs.”

      “That is a very compelling point of view,” Jer said, though it took him another few seconds before he closed his eyes and dropped the relic into Gideon’s waiting hand.

      “The Vin-Cielos thank you.” Gideon gave Jer’s shoulder a bolstering pat before tossing a wave to Martin and tapping a salute at the Ohmdahls, all three of whom raised their glasses in a toast.

      He tucked the recovered relic into his oversized ammo pocket and headed for the exit while Elvis dropped from the rafters to settle on Gideon’s shoulder.

      They’d just reached the door when it swung open, causing Gideon to freeze, as did the woman in the doorway, and for the space of a few heartbeats they stood on either side of the threshold, staring at one another, allowing Gideon time to take in the tumble of black curls, the warm brown of a heart-shaped face, and the deeper brown eyes that displayed an appealing curiosity.

      Then she edged past him, just close enough for the oilskin of her coat to brush his hand as she continued into the pub.

      Gideon breathed in the vanilla and water scent of her, turned to watch her cross the room and take a seat at the same table as the large, silent waterman with the carnelian earrings, who now gave Gideon a look one didn’t need a sensitive to read.

      Dipping his head in acknowledgment of the warning, Gideon turned and stepped out of the building, letting the door groan to a close on the population of A Fine Mess, where no one wanted to know your name.

      He made it all of five steps from the door before a shadow leapt at him from atop the pile of brick.
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      Spinning to face this newest threat, Gideon triggered the spring that shot Lulu into his hand while Elvis spread his wings, prepared to take flight.

      Then the leaping shadow landed lightly on the broken pavement and tossed her russet hood back to ask, “Why do you care if anyone steals from the Corps?”

      “Mia.” Gideon grimaced and gave a very Elvis-like hiss while Elvis himself flapped his wings and gave a trill of greeting to Gideon’s apprentice, who grinned at the draco as she shoved her hands in her coat pockets.

      The coat was new, and large for the diminutive dodger, but, as Jinna had pointed out, little dodgers grew into big dodgers, plus Mia had gone swarm over the color.

      She’d gone just as swarm over the pauldron buckled over her coat’s right shoulder—a smaller version of the one Gideon wore—which was dyed a deep green, and had a stylized draco etched on the arm piece, in the same place Gideon’s held the two suns of the Infantry.

      Like Gideon’s baton, the pauldron had been payment for one of his cases; in this instance, a leatherworker who’d been losing shipments of pineapple leather and who also, Gideon discovered on closing the case, enjoyed sharing a pot of tea of an evening.

      “So, why do you care if anyone steals from the Corps?”

      “You heard that?” Gideon collapsed Lulu back into her holster and glanced back at the pub’s gaping shutters. “Were you eavesdropping?”

      “I wasn’t eavesdropping,” she replied. “There weren’t no eaves involved. And I didn’t drop nothing. I just listened at the window, like.”

      “So, yes,” he said, starting to walk. “You were eavesdropping.”

      “Why do they call it that?” she asked, trotting along at his side.

      “I have no idea,” he replied. “I just know I have mixed feelings about the fact you’re doing it.”

      “Why?”

      “Because it’s bad manners, but it’s excellent facilitating.”

      Mia’s brown eyes rolled as she trailed him around the slumping remains of another building decimated by an Adian air assault a couple years’ back.

      “So . . . ” Mia’s breathless voice drew his attention to the fact she was taking three steps for each of his one.

      “So, what?” he asked, slowing his pace.

      “Sooo, why do you care if anyone steals from the Corps?” she asked.

      “I have a better question,” he countered. “Why are you here in Lower Cadbury when you’re supposed to be working on your geography lesson?”

      “Oh, that.” She made a pfft sound and waved her hand. “Finished.”

      Gideon paused in the middle of the street. “And if Keeper Thalia stops by tonight and asks to see how your lessons are going, you’ll be able to show her a completed assignment?”

      “Fine, it’s mostly finished,” she amended, scuffing the pavement with a boot as new as her coat.

      “How mostly?” Gideon asked. “Mostly, like you mostly made your bed this morning? Or mostly, like you mostly washed the dishes last night?”

      “How do you know how my bed looks when it’s up in Jinna’s flat?”

      “I know, because I’m not your only guardian.” Thank the Keepers; in particular, the aforementioned Thalia, who’d done the needful to see he and Jinna were granted the right to share Mia’s fostering.

      “Jinna ratted me out?”

      “Jinna mentioned that ex-dodgers have a sketchy idea of what a made bed looks like, compared to, say, an ex-sergeant of the Corps, such as herself. So,” he persisted, “does the geography homework look more like the bed or the dishes?”

      “Like the dishes.”

      He waited.

      She rolled her eyes and continued. “I filled in the names of the Dole and Campbell archipelagos, and Hollywood, which according to the book ain’t a proper island but more like a small continent,” she added, though Gideon was almost certain the text hadn’t said “ain’t.” “Plus all the Coalfart—Coalition states,” she automatically corrected herself at his narrowed gaze. “And I got most of their cities done.”

      “Not bad,” he admitted. “And what about your darning?”

      Mia’s nose wrinkled in the way it always did when he brought up the homely task of darning socks.

      “I know it’s not as glamorous as the book work,” he said, “but just you try humping twenty kilometers through an Adian jungle in a poorly darned sock, then you’ll know true misery.”

      “Did you go uphill both ways?” Mia asked.

      He offered her a bland stare.

      “Maybe I thought about working on the socks,” she tried next, “but then I figured, as your apprentice, I should be on the streets, keeping an eye out, watching your seven, making sure you don’t come home dead.”

      “Your sacrifice is duly noted,” Gideon said as they continued on their way. “But Elvis had me covered this time.”

      At the sound of his name, the draco commenced rubbing his head against Gideon’s cheek. His scales rasped against the stubble of beard, which Elvis must have enjoyed, given the rumbling Gideon felt all the way to his teeth.

      He glanced over as they passed a building that had retained both floors and most of its glass, where the flicker of movement behind one window indicated at least one soul was occupying the relic.

      “But really,” Mia broke the silence, “why do you care if anyone steals from the Corps?”

      The kid was like a draco with a desert viper. “Why do you care that I care if anyone steals from the Corps?” he asked back.

      “I care because ain’t they the ones what⁠—"

      “Aren’t. Aren’t they the ones,” he corrected as they turned right at the next corner.

      “Aren’t they the ones what stuck you in the nick?” Mia asked.

      “Technically,” he admitted.

      “So technically, the Corps done you up, proper,” she pointed out. “Seems to me if someone was stealing from ‘em, you’d let ‘em take their rotten comb and be done with it. For certain sure you don’t owe them nothing.”

      “I don’t owe them anything, and it’s complicated.”

      “Because?” she prompted.

      “Because the Corps isn’t just General Rand or the court that convicted me for his crimes. The Corps is soldiers and aeronauts and medics and sailors. It’s Jinna, and Rory and his crew,” he continued, referring to the crew of the airship Errant, all of whom had suffered because of the events at Nasa, which had cost Gideon half his company and six years of his life. “It’s everyone who ever put on a uniform and took the oath.”

      “So, it’s like a family,” Mia said after a beat.

      “I guess it is.” Gideon glanced at Mia as she kept pace with him and noted her expression had gone thoughtful.

      Thoughtful was good.

      Thoughtful meant she might not ask another question for at least half a block.

      “So, what did Mikkel steal from the Vin-Cielo’s, anyway?”

      Or a quarter of a block.

      “I’m not sure.” He pulled the item from his ammo pocket and held it up.

      It was a disk of some sort, made of a hard, lightweight plastic only ever found in relics from Earth.

      The entire thing was pink, with the variance in shade that indicated fading over the centuries, and it featured an inward-curving edge around the circumference, as well as a grooved pattern on the convex side that was pleasing to the touch.

      Gideon flipped it once. Then he flipped it again because it was eminently flippable.

      “Maybe it was a plate?” he suggested, holding it flat, like a tray.

      Mia studied it doubtfully, then tilted her head under to read the lettering molded in the center on the convex side. “Says here it’s a frisbee,” she said, straightening. “Does that mean it’s for serving frisbees?”

      “But what’s a frisbee?”

      They both looked at the pink circle as they turned onto Jaffa Street, where most of the buildings were still in one piece.

      “Could be a frisbee’s another sort of naan,” Mia offered. “Or a fish? Or an Old Earth fruit?”

      “We may never know.” Gideon flipped the thing sideways, then, on a whim, tossed it into the air, where it spun a few times on the vertical, causing Elvis to sit up on his hind legs and let loose with the low thrum that was his hunting growl.

      “Oy!” Mia protested as the disk began its descent. “That’s no way to treat a relic.”

      “Sorry.” Gideon caught the thing in his left hand and clutched it to his chest. “Down, boy.” He soothed Elvis back into a crouch.

      Probably the frisbee plate could survive a fall, but it’d be suspicious if it turned up with teeth marks.

      “Do you think Cora will sell it?” Mia asked.

      Gideon glanced at the disk, recalling Cora Vin-Cielo, and the practical set of her jaw and the grieving, haunted eyes. “I doubt it.”

      Which had Mia making another pfft. “Can’t think why not. Old as it is? And made of plastic? She could be swimming in crystal and comb.”

      “Probably,” Gideon agreed. “But it’s more likely she’ll hang on to it, and pass it down to the oldest, who will pass it down to her oldest, and so, and so on, until Fortune stops spinning.”

      “Why do people put so much pollen in all this old stuff?” she asked as they reached the stairs leading up to the building the Vin-Cielos shared with their friend, Tiago Hama. “Most of it don’t even⁠—”

      “Doesn’t even.”

      “Doesn’t even have a use. I mean, I get some of them tools, because they’re tools, right? But this?” She flapped her hands at the disk. “This is just a thing.”

      “To us it’s a thing,” Gideon said, holding it up so the sunslight passing through lent a rosy glow to Mia’s upturned face. “To other people, I guess it’s something else.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like . . . continuity,” he suggested after a pause to think. “It’s not the frisbee plate that matters, it’s the frisbee plate’s connection to their past, to Vittorio, that they care about.”

      “Maybe,” she said with a sigh before reaching out to touch the frisbee plate. “I suppose you can’t get much more past than Earth, can you?”

      “Suppose not,” he agreed, then jerked his head towards the stairs. “Come on. Let’s go return Vittorio’s history to his family.”
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      At the same time Mia was accosting Gideon outside A Fine Mess, the man with the carnelian earrings waited for his daughter to join him.

      “Why did you warn him off?” she asked, settling into the table’s other chair. “I rather liked his looks.”

      The man shook his head. “That one would be more trouble than he’s worth.” He let his eyes traverse the pub before allowing them to return to hers. “And didn’t you already have a fish on the line?”

      “I did, but . . . ”

      “But what?” he asked as she trailed off.

      She met his questioning gaze. “There are family issues.”

      “Pity,” he said. “But you’re right. Best to let that draco fly.”

      He thought he caught a flash of relief in her expression, but then it was gone so quickly, perhaps he’d imagined it?

      He hoped so.

      “Anyone else catch your eye?” he asked.

      “Only the tall drink of water at the door.” Her lips quirked in a smile that went some way towards reassuring him. “You’re sure he’d be too much trouble?”

      “Gideon Quinn,” he recalled the name at the same time Jer Hardcastle thumped his empty glass on the bar and turned to leave. “Calls himself a private facilitator. Got an office up on Doyle, along with a partner and an apprentice.”

      “What in comb is a private facilitator?” she asked.

      “Swarmed if I know.” He focused on his daughter again. “So, since your lad’s off limits, you’ve lowered yourself to joining your poor old dad for a drink?”

      She gave the bottle a pointed look. “I love you, but no. Wex radio’d the Yemaya.” She reached into her pocket and drew out a folded bit of paper, waiting until he accepted it before adding, “He used your arena name.”

      “He thinks he’s making a point,” he said, reading the message.

      
        
        Olalekan

        Tenjin Peninsula

        1530 Hours

        + 4

      

      

      “Typical.” Lekan folded the paper, shoved it into his pocket. “I have to go.”

      “I could come along,” she offered. “He asked for four more.”

      He considered it. Of all their crew, there was no one he trusted more than his daughter, but⁠—

      “Best not,” he decided. “In case whatever Wex has planned goes swarm, I’ll need you to take command.”

      “Father—”

      “Daughter—” he echoed her tone. “Who else could I count on to come to my rescue?”

      Her eyes narrowed, but she didn’t argue. Which was good, because if he were to reach Wex’s stated destination in time, he had to fly.

      “While I’m dealing with this,” he said as he rose, “why don’t you spend a little time here?” He flicked his eyes to the Ohmdahl triplets, still at the bar, then back to her. “Maybe you’ll find yourself some company.”

      She angled her chair and glanced at the Ohmdahls. “I like the long-haired one.”

      “I’ll send Miguel and Xian along.” He leaned over, dropping a kiss on her windblown curls. “Should the need arise.”

      “If the need arises, you should probably send more than just Miguel and Xian.”

      “I’ll see what I can do. Make some friends,” he said. “And whatever you do, don’t drink the whiskey.”

      “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

      Content that his girl would do her part, Lekan’s mind shifted to Wex Jihan, the one man on Fortune with any claim to his loyalty, and the one most likely to make sure he remembered it.

      He had no idea what task Wex had in mind, but sure as the suns rose in the east, it would be an ugly business.

      As he stepped into the broken sunsshine, he had to admit, that gave them something else in common.
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      If he’d had his way, Gideon would have dropped the frisbee and left.

      But once Cora returned the relic to its place of honor over the mantel, she pressed him and Mia to stay for tea and a plate of the copious amounts of food provided by the others who’d come for the grieving.

      He might have refused the invitation, but Mia was hungry.

      Then again, Mia was always hungry.

      And beyond his apprentice’s bottomless appetite, he hadn’t been able to deny the quiet desperation woven through Cora’s request, which told him more clearly than words how, in this moment, she needed other people, other voices, to fill the space Vittorio had occupied.

      It was an emptiness Gideon understood, so he accepted the invitation and, once his plate and cup were filled, found a bit of wall between two windows to lean on.

      Mia followed, crouching at his side and absorbing—he could think of no other way to describe the way the dodger made food disappear—her cake.

      Then she absorbed his cake.

      While she did, Gideon sipped his hyacinth tea and scanned the room until he found Elvis, who’d abandoned his perch on Gideon’s shoulder the second they entered the flat.

      The draco was curled on the lap of Cora and Vittorio’s middle child, a dark-eyed girl of six or so, as she sat in front of the fireplace.

      Both child and draco appeared comfortable with this arrangement, so he took another sip of the bright, tart tea and focused on the rest of the somber party.

      The discussions were mostly subdued, words of comfort interspersed with sniffles and the occasional shimmer of laughter as someone recounted an amusing tale of the deceased.

      Since he had never met Vittorio, Gideon had nothing to offer, and was wondering how much longer they needed to stay when the door of the flat opened to reveal Sonja Ohmdahl—Rolf, Ulf, and Freya’s mother.

      The surprisingly petite Ohmdahl matriarch came bearing the kissel Freya had mentioned in the pub, which she immediately traded for an armful of the youngest Vin-Cielo, a child of indeterminate gender who came in general toddler size.

      With Sonja providing emotional reinforcements, Gideon felt better about making an escape, and he was about to nudge Mia into motion when he heard his name.

      Turning to his right, he saw Tiago Hama making a beeline from the flat’s kitchen, wearing a faded brown coat, a worn satchel, and an expression of concern.

      At his approach, Mia set Gideon’s plate to one side and rose to share a grin and an elbow bump with the young man she and Gideon had first met shortly after Gideon’s arrival in Nike.

      Since that day, Tiago and Mia had become as close as siblings, sharing a taste for biscuits, a passion for space opera, and a lack of patience with the older generation . . . particularly in the persons of Gideon and Tiago’s father, Detective Sergeant Ishan Hama.

      “Tiago.” Gideon raised his cup in a toast of greeting. “I didn’t know you were here.”

      “I was in the back room, packing up the medicines and such, so Cora wouldn’t have to.”

      Now that the kid was closer, Gideon noted a pallor under the golden-tanned skin, along with the shadow of a beard and dark circles under his eyes.

      “Oy!” Mia gave Tiago another elbow thump. “You look like a bloke on a three-day bender at the end of his fourth day.”

      “Umm,” Tiago said, looking confused.

      “What Mia means to say is, you look as if you could use some rest.”

      “Oh, well, yes,” Tiago agreed. “I was at the hospital last night with Cora and the children, plus I’m on first shift for a fortnight, and then there were lectures, and some patients in the neighborhood. It has been a busy week,” he concluded.

      “Ever hear of burnout?” Gideon asked. “Also . . . ” he paused and glanced at Mia. “Give it back.”

      “What?” Tiago looked confused. “Give what back?”

      “Mia?” Gideon held out his hand, palm open, and waggled his fingers in the girl’s direction.

      She hunched her shoulders, then sighed, then opened her right hand, in which she held the wax-sealed vial she’d dipped from Tiago’s satchel during the second elbow bump.

      She was in the process of dropping the vial into Gideon’s waiting hand when Tiago snatched it back with a gutter curse that had both Gideon and Mia’s brows raising.

      “I wasn’t gonna keep it,” Mia said, visibly affronted. “Just trying to keep nimble, is all.”

      “Commendable,” Gideon said to her, “but⁠—”

      “Not with medicines,” Tiago cut in sternly. “And especially not with this.” As he spoke, he held up the flask, balanced between his thumb and forefinger, checking for damage.

      Both Gideon and Mia joined him in studying the bottle, which was the length and breadth of Gideon’s thumb, and filled with a deep purple liquid.

      “What is it?” Mia asked, her eyes narrowed as she peered at the contents, which moved in a thick, syrupy way as Tiago examined the bottle.

      “My final exam for pharmacology,” Tiago explained, his dark eyes showing a perfect mix of pride and concern.

      “Oh, yeah?” Gideon grinned. “What sort of pharmacology? Because with your dad being a copper and all . . . ”

      “Not that kind.” Tiago gave the tube one last perusal, then lowered his hand and wrapped his fingers around it again. “My professor asked everyone in the lecture to create a drug based on a particular potion from Earth’s ancient literature, using native Fortune flora. Plants,” he added, before Mia could ask what flora meant.

      She frowned over that. “But aren’t Fortune’s plants the same as the ones on Earth?” she asked. “Seein' as Fortune was seeded from Earth stock and the like, before the First Landers—you know—landed?”

      Gideon felt a stab of pride that, for once, she didn’t say “ain’t.”

      “Seeded, yes,” Tiago agreed, visibly appreciating the question. “But, while the seeds of life on Fortune came from Earth, when those seeds took root here, the differences in gravity, atmosphere, even sunslight, caused them to evolve further.

      “There are many boffins who speculate every bit of life on Fortune, from the smallest microbe to the largest kraken, has mutated to a certain extent since it first took root. The theory would explain, for instance, why we have such large beavers, upwards of seven feet long, when most of the Earth records had them averaging at three feet.”

      “I’ve heard the same about dracos, but in reverse.” Gideon indicated Elvis, across the room. “How they were all massive and could breathe fire.”

      “Glad that didn’t take,” Mia said, also looking at Elvis.

      Tiago smiled. “The theory also accounts for why no one on Fortune has ever been able to grow a coffee plant.”

      “I still think they made coffee up.” Mia sniffed. “But I get it. You had to use what we got on Fortune to make the same sort of potion what they might have used back in the day on Earth.” Now she jerked her chin at the vial. “So, what’s yours do, then?”

      “If it works properly, this drug should slow the heartbeat and respiration of the person who takes it.”

      Mia’s eyes widened. “Why would you want to do that?”

      “Ideally, to halt tachycardia,” Tiago said. “But it may also prove helpful during surgery. With the correct dosage, this potion should even simulate death. Certainly, the source material Professor Basil provided indicates it is possible.”

      Gideon looked up. “Source material?”

      “The play Professor Basil chose, the one featuring the potion.”

      “Wait.” Mia leaned in, eyes eager now. “Did your prof pick this potion out of Star Trek: The Musical? You know, the bit where it looks like Spock killed his captain, but he didn’t kill him, see, because their mate Bones had this potion that only made it look like the captain was dead?”

      “Are there any plays you haven’t seen?” Gideon asked.

      “I worked the Circus a lot of nights,” she said. “It’s good dipping territory.”

      Since Gideon had dipped more than a few wallets along Miyazaki Way in Turing, he couldn’t argue.

      “Still, as entertaining as Star Trek is, the potion Bones gave Kirk before the final duet was not the source,” Tiago said. “Professor Basil has us using Romeo and Juliet.”

      “Seriously?” Gideon, shocked, looked from Tiago to the vial in his hand, and back.

      “I know that one, too,” Mia said. “It ended⁠—”

      “Badly,” Gideon inserted.

      “Why wouldn’t your prof want the one from Star Trek?” Mia asked.

      “Instead of the one that killed two kids?” Gideon added.

      “First . . .” Tiago focused on Mia. "Even though Star Trek had a happier ending, the potion involved was not based on any existing plant life. The potion Friar Laurence gives to Juliet in the play, however, was based on real herbs that grew on Earth in that time period, and analogues of which exist on Fortune today.

      “And second,” he took a breath and turned to Gideon, “because the potion we’re mimicking from Shakespeare’s play did not kill anyone. It did exactly what it was supposed to do, which was make Juliet appear as if she’d died. Romeo later killed himself with an actual poison, and Juliet killed herself with Romeo’s dagger.

      “And technically,” he continued, speaking now to both Gideon and Mia, “one could suggest it wasn’t even the poison and dagger that killed the young lovers at all, but the hatred of their two families that did the deed.”

      “Nah.” Now Mia shook her head, sending her curls to bouncing in syncopation. “It was that Friar Laurence what done for Romeo and Juliet.”

      Both men looked down, speechless.

      “It’s obvious, ain’t it?” Mia asked. “Every single thing what went wrong with them kids was because Laurence told ‘em to do it. Which just goes to show,” she added, with the sagacity of youth, “you should never put your trust in a fry cook when it comes to matters of the heart.”





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/fool.jpg
FORTUNE'S
FOOL

FORTUNE CHRONICLES 3

KATHLEEN MCCLURE
KELLEY MCKINNON





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.


OEBPS/images/image-7.jpg
.M] M

ERRANT
[







OEBPS/images/gideon-and-elvis.jpg





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






OEBPS/images/image-5.jpg





OEBPS/images/ream-main-crew-page.jpg
e

ﬁlf






