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      “Thank you all for being here,” Jessie announced as she faced more than two dozen members of her newly bolstered crew.

      She wore a t-shirt and pants she’d had since Phabian. Her hair had gotten long enough that she’d been forced to tie it back, though it resembled a shaving brush more than a ponytail. No one in the group had shoes on.

      Trebla had covered the entire floor of the room in insulating foam, and the stiff, rubbery surface, while slightly irregular, provided ample padding when applied 5 cm thick. While it was far from a dojo, it would at least provide a safe enough space for her charges to practice. And since simply getting stepped on was a more severe danger than hand-to-hand combat training, a mezzanine level allowed the ratatoret crew members to practice safely. Though she hadn’t known it until Trebla looked up the species safety specs, ratatoret could fall near unlimited distances while suffering only minor injuries.

      “I know some of you have previous experience, but today we’re going to start off with some basics of self-defense. While our goal isn’t to have invaders aboard, we still need to be prepared to defend ourselves in a worst case. Our first maneuver is going to be a simple shoulder throw. This can be a response to an unskilled punch or a way to disarm someone with a blaster. Mindy, come here a second.”

      Tentatively, Mindy separated herself from the gathering. “You take it easy on me, ma’am. I see them things.” She pointed to Jessie’s exposed arms, where bulging biceps and triceps peeked from beneath short sleeves.

      “This is about leverage more than strength,” Jessie assured her. “There are limits, but generally, if you could lift someone’s limp torso off the ground by the arms, you’re strong enough to throw them.”

      Trebla snickered from the back row. “That why Grosstet gets a doctor’s note?”

      “Yes.” She wasn’t going to even acknowledge that her laaku cousin knew better. “I’m not sure any of us could get him onto a grav sled, let alone shift his center of mass. As for our ratatoret colleagues, the general principles apply. If you encounter a vish kinah, ushu, or another of your people, these techniques will work. I won’t, however, be pairing you with Drascz or me for sparring practice.”

      A chorus of high-pitched titters called down from the mezzanine.

      Jessie beckoned Mindy closer. “Now, I want you to throw a straight punch right at my face.”

      “Slow motion?”

      “Hard as you can. Put your hips into it. If you land it, you get a week’s R & R.”

      Without further ado or warning, Mindy took a swing at Jessie. A second later, she was on her back, staring up at her captain, who had her in a wrist lock.

      “Once you get experienced with the basic throw, you can do a lot more. For example, I could use my leverage here to twist Mindy’s arm behind her back, pin her, put on mag cuffs…”

      “Don’t threaten me with a good time,” Mindy muttered.

      Taking a step back, Jessie let her grip slide down, took Mindy’s hand, and hauled her back to her feet. “Now you’re going to do it.”

      “Take my fooking block off, why dontcha?”

      Jessie shook her head. “This time will be slow-mo. I punch.” She stuck a fist out, and with her free hand, guided Mindy aside slightly. “You dodge. Grab—use both hands for the demonstration. Turn. Now, bend at the waist.” She gave a little help leaning into the throw since there was no momentum from the punch. She rolled over Mindy’s back and onto the floor.

      “Heavier than you look. Proper solid.”

      Jessie accepted help back to her feet. “Simple as that. I want you all to pair off and practice. Find the closest to your size and strength just to make things easier for now. We’ll work on intentional mismatches another time. Figgy and Trebla. Makket and Chinochin. Mindy and Drascz⁠—”

      “You’re fooking mental!” Mindy protested.

      Drascz was having none of it. “I’ve never fought anyone and I’m barely twenty kilos heavier than you!”

      Jessie decided to let them sort their own shit out. “Lorenzo and Charlotte.” She proceeded to tax her brain pairing the ratatoret. She’d been working so hard to learn all their names. But with tiny features and limited variation in coloring, it was a struggle. She misnamed two of them, which was better than she’d feared.

      Soon, the spare room turned into a percussion instrument, a muted drum that thudded arrhythmically.

      “Ahh!” Lorenzo cried out.

      Jessie jogged over. Charlotte backed away a step as the smuggler pilot sat on the mat clutching his knee. “What happened?”

      “Turned to throw her. Foot stayed planted.”

      “Can you put weight on it?”

      Lorenzo gritted and grunted and used his good leg to stand. He took a tentative step. “Kinda?”

      “Get down to Med Bay. Have Dr. Chik-ta take a look at it.” Another of her personal points of reference was to always refer to their chief (and only) medical officer by his title. The guy was trying. And he was entitled to the honorific, if not for the reasons she implied every time she said it.

      “Aye, sir.” Lorenzo limped out of the gym. Jessie was tempted to send someone along with him, but this was a coddled crew already. Last thing she needed was a weeping session on the way to Med Bay.

      Practice resumed as curious onlookers realized that their captain was taking note of their laxity.

      Reluctantly, Jessie beckoned to Charlotte. “You’re paired with me for now. Your form was a little sloppy but not half bad.”

      “Rust,” Charlotte replied. “I learned judo as a girl. Been ages, of course.”

      Whatever. Plenty of kids did some basic martial arts in primary school. Good exercise. Good discipline, especially for the unruly ones. Hell, that’s how she’d gotten into it.

      Jessie threw a practice-speed punch, and Charlotte grabbed her wrist in soft, delicate hands that had probably never done real work in their adult life. But the technique was solid. While Jessie wasn’t resisting with any degree of effort, she also didn’t need to hop to get the throw started like she had with Mindy.

      Charlotte’s assistance in her getting back to her feet was pro forma, and Jessie could have managed quicker without the “help.” But, it was good team building. Crew building. Herd building, by Grosstet’s terminology. Good herd building would also have been sending someone along with Lorenzo for him to lean on and commiserate with, but she had to draw a line somewhere.

      “Suppose I don’t have to go easy on you,” Charlotte joked with a little smirk. She threw a lazy punch, and Jessie gently rolled Charlotte to the floor just as she was showing everyone.

      “No one’s trying to prove anything today.” She glanced over and spotted Figgy and Trebla all but wrestling. “Well, most of us aren’t.”

      She took another flip over Charlotte’s shoulder, casually breaking the wrist lock and rolling to her feet without help.

      “Who’s not showing off?” Charlotte inquired. She launched a mongoose-quick punch.

      Of course, Jessie could have really showed off by not dodging at all. The jab had come flat-footed—a habit to correct in future lessons—and had all the force of a thrown pillow behind it.

      With little to none of Charlotte’s weight behind the blow, Jessie pulled to get the throw started. Hand clamped on Charlotte’s wrist, slender body pulled against her back, Jessie both heard and felt the pop of a shoulder coming out of its socket.

      The safest thing was to finish the throw smoothly, so Jessie laid Charlotte onto the floor before checking on her. “I felt that. Are you all right?”

      To her credit, the pain registered only as tension at the corners of the wizard’s eyes. “Own fault. Should have been ready for that.”

      “Get down to Med Bay. Get that taken care of. We can cancel our⁠—”

      “Oh, no you don’t,” Charlotte scolded as she sat up cradling her right arm. “I’ll give you a fifteen-minute reprieve while I see your ovologist about a dislocated joint. Take my hand.”

      Jessie, already skeptical, hesitated before an impatient Charlotte beckoned with the fingers of her injured arm. Jessie gripped hard, using the magical, nonremovable bracelet covering half of the wizard’s forearm for additional leverage.

      Charlotte threw her weight back.

      Jessie felt the pop again.

      The wizard didn’t so much as wince, though she favored the arm as useless while pulling off her shirt and fashioning it into a makeshift sling. “Fifteen minutes,” she reiterated. “Then, you’re keeping your appointment.”
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        * * *

      

      What this cozy little room had been before, Jessie hadn’t thought to ask. By its lack of size, the haathee must have used it as their equivalent of a broom closet. Wall hangings and candlelight. Incense and orchestral music just loud enough to drown out the ship’s ambient tech. A throw rug separated an easy chair from a love seat.

      This was the closest Jessie had gotten to her father since their initial greeting when he arrived on the Arete.

      Charlotte, sporting a bandage that peeked from beneath the collar of her shirt and caused a bulge that stood out against her thin frame, sat in the lone seat.

      “I’m glad to finally see both of you at once,” Charlotte said with a faint, professional smile.

      Carl smirked. “I see she tried the old ‘beat the shit out of my therapist’ trick to avoid this session.”

      “What makes you say that?”

      Carl shrugged. “This is all confidential, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “And do confidentials, like, officially hop from one therapist to the next?”

      Charlotte shrugged, and Jessie noticed the slight wince. “I couldn’t say. I’ve been up front that I’m not a licensed therapist, just a temporarily hobbled member in good standing of the Order of Morpheus.”

      “Close enough, I guess. You see, Jessie’s got a history of this shit,” Carl explained.

      “Nice.”

      “Jessie, do you have a different explanation?”

      She spread her hands. “Yeah. You’re built like a twig. You should be in the gym on off days, not daydreaming in the arboretum. Without magic, you need to actually work, for fuck’s sake.”

      “And how would you respond to your father’s assertion that you have a ‘history of this shit’?”

      “Doesn’t dignify a response.”

      “Right…” Carl countered. “Like Dr. Donner’s mysterious hover malfunction, or what about the time that an anonymous comm warned of a bomb in the building half an hour before seeing Dr. Lacey?”

      “Hey,” Jessie snapped. “Forgive me if I didn’t know at the time that my father was a fucking one-man eyndar extermination squadron with a criminal history that would get him VIP treatment in any prison in ARGO space.”

      Once she’d realized that the haathee decryption tech could disprove Carl’s wild claims, she investigated all those classified files she’d been denied access to and found instead that he was being modest.

      “How do you think it feels?” Jessie continued, realizing that she was on a rant but not caring. Charlotte had hand-waved some theoretical professional obligations, and Carl needed to hear this shit. “All my life, I looked up to Mom. Wanted to be just like her. Learned to fly. Learned to shoot. Make sure the day I turned 18 I was ready for flight school and an Earth Navy starfighter squadron. I struggled my whole goddamn life to follow the rules, even when they were bullshit, and to not get caught when I couldn’t. To take orders. To be a good soldier, a hero like Mom. But come to find out I’m just like HIM!”

      Carl took the accusation in stride. “I tried. I really, really did. Mom and I agreed that I was a horrible role model. So, I cleaned up my act. Played guitar. Made lame jokes. I was just a dad.”

      Ignoring Charlotte, she turned directly to her father. “And when were you planning to dump all this on me? My wedding day? Birth of your first grandkid? Your deathbed?”

      “You needed to believe that I was here to help and can help. Otherwise, probably never.”

      “You were just going to keep that bottled up my whole life?”

      “No. Just mine. I’m kind of counting on you outliving me.”

      She pointed an accusing finger, this time turning to the wizard for backup. “See what I have to deal with? This smirking motherfucker.”

      “To be fair, she wasn’t a mother when I started.”

      “GRR!”

      “Carl, while I can appreciate your need to defuse tension with humor, let’s try to focus on our animus here, not clever words. Can you try to inhabit Jessie’s life for a moment? Envision your actions from her perspective.”

      “Oh, that’s easy. My old man was a piece of shit. She’s better off getting this far in life before realizing I was, too.”

      “This isn’t about you and Chuck. We’re discussing you and Jessie. Consider how your revelations would seem to her. In fact, if you think you’re up to it, try to consider her feelings without any involvement of your own.”

      Jessie could tell she was baiting Carl, and she’d argued with her father well enough to know how that was going to turn out.

      To her bewilderment, Carl shut his eyes and let out a deep breath. “Well, let’s see… My dumbass little brother turned out to be a screwup, but a magically gifted one. Now, instead of just keeping people from bullying him, I have to keep him from sending them a thousand years into the future. Or disabling my ship. Or undermining my command. I’d been counting on my experience in Earth Navy and growing up as a spacer to get by on most of the stuff I didn’t already know, but now I’m questioning my foundation since I wasn’t even part of the family I thought, so how can I rely on anything I know anymore?”

      Charlotte and Jessie alike stared a moment after Carl opened his eyes.

      He looked from one of them to the other and back again. “What? Did I get too deep there? Step on anyone’s toes? You don’t charge by the hour, and I don’t have mental health insurance anyway, so I don’t see the need to drag this out. Jessie’s sore because she grew up ripping holes in the packing wrap we swaddled her in and I did a good enough job patching those tears because I didn’t want her growing up like I had to. Now she feels like she missed out on some key information she was entitled to. But she got the childhood she got, and she didn’t get to see the recipe we used to cook it for her. She liked that flavor just fine when she didn’t know the ingredients.”

      “I had a right to know.”

      “I’d like to think I was a decent father because I worked my ass off to put that shit in my past.”

      “I’d like to think you were the doofus I grew up loving.”

      Carl got this sappy look in his eyes. “Aw. You did really love me? It wasn’t a reflex saying it back?”

      Jessie seethed at the blatant manipulation. He’d taught her how to spot this shit. How dare he pull it on her like she was some sucker? “You see this, right? I’m not making him up?”

      “Forget her,” Carl said flippantly. “She’s just the excuse to get you in a room and actually talking to me.”

      “The most dangerous place in the galaxy. Uncle Enzio said it once, and it stuck with me. Said you were the only one who he dreaded arguing with. Which was weird as fuck, since he was a middle-of-the-road nobody of a wizard who should have been afraid of half the Convocation and not the rhythm guitarist for a novelty band.”

      “Ouch.”

      “But I guess he knew. Another adult in my life keeping secrets.”

      “It was kind of a team effort. Dek, Trebla, and Shumi were just as clueless.”

      “But Eric knew.”

      Charlotte interrupted for the first time in a while. “Let’s not bring others into this. If we need to have a session with Eric involved, we’ll have him here in person, not in effigy.”

      Carl shrugged and ignored her. “Eric looks at things funny. You, Ozzy, and Roddy’s brood all accepted the premise.”

      This wasn’t the time to let Carl palm her off on her own past. This was the time to turn the tables and go on the offensive. “Well, I still accept the premise that you’re a useless, washed-up historical recreation musician on a babysitting mission for Mom because the Arete is plenty safe and you were sitting around the house fiddling with scrap-metal guitars. I’m not here to babysit you.”

      “I’m plenty useful.”

      For the first time in forever, Charlotte actually had some valuable contribution to make. “In chatting with you both individually, this is a theme that seems to keep coming up: the premise of usefulness. What does that mean to each of you? Carl?”

      “I can still outfly and outshoot my little girl⁠—”

      “Fat chance,” Jessie grumbled, though not a hundred percent certain of her answer after seeing his service record. He’d served during the height of the Third Eyndar War, been the fleet leader in confirmed kills with a tally that looked like a typo, and his firing range rating would have qualified him for Omicron Squad back in the day—if not for the fact that even then, he’d been a lazy, spacer-legged slob.

      “I’ve been a fleet officer, a syndicate lieutenant for the Ruckers before they turned squooshy and friendly, run my own little syndicate for a while, and won the Silde Slims Cadet Racer Challenge.”

      “I don’t see how that last one applies to combat flying…”

      “Just bragging. Point is, you’ve got a ship full of hapless clods and mismatched parts and opaque agendas, and I’m just saying I know a thing or two about all that. So what if I’d rather talk my way out of trouble than jog for a full kilometer and my own daughter could slap me around in a fight?” He reached over and gave her bicep a squeeze before she yanked it away. “Look at that muscle tone. I’d stand no chance.”

      “Let’s not make this discussion physical,” Charlotte scolded.

      “You could get in shape, maybe. For starters,” Jessie suggested. “Show up for self-defense classes, maybe?”

      “I skipped out on those when they were mandatory,” Carl protested. Then, in a typical deflection, flung a hand toward Charlotte. “Just look at her. What are you, all of twenty-three, twenty-four years old? Arm pops out like a Plug’Em Block. And me, an old man… with a doctor’s note, no less!”

      “Dr. Feelgood isn’t a real person!”

      “Bringing in outside arguments isn’t helpful,” Charlotte cautioned. “This isn’t a courtroom or a bowling alley. We’re not trying to win, we’re trying to reconcile. Let’s focus on some common ground that might produce results. Jessie, what would you accept as evidence that your father is competent to remain aboard and contribute in some way?”

      “We’re not negotiating him a role on the ship.”

      Charlotte nodded. “As captain, that’s your prerogative. But as a daughter, what would you feel demonstrates your father’s ability to back up his supposition—whether or not you choose to take that as reason enough to involve him in this venture?”

      Where to begin? She didn’t need a starfighter pilot, since she had no ships that fit that description. As good a shot as he reportedly still was on Mindy’s new holographic firing range, he was a flabby, creaky, older-than-his-years wreck of a human who didn’t even look like her father with his bushy beard shaved clean. His face wasn’t even the same color where hair had protected it from elements, sunlight, and various other stains of time.

      “He’s no use to me in the field. I don’t need a musician or a pilot. If he’s going to be any use, it would be in finding recruits. Mr. Everywhere knows so many shady people he can trust… Let’s see him fill the roles we still can’t find people for.”

      “Such as?” Carl asked, waggling his eyebrows like he did when Mom set him a task he was trying to wheedle out of. Feigned eagerness was just another in his toolbox of ploys, and Jessie wasn’t going to fall for his sandbagging.

      “Make a list,” Charlotte suggested. “Send it to me. I’ll verify that the tasks are fair. No requesting Convocation Grand Councilors or planetary monarchs, no megacorp CEOs or retired marine commandos.”

      Carl raised a pedantic finger. “Oh, I could get any of those. You need any ex-syndicate assassins, acquisitions librarians, pirate admirals, or someone to keep Grosstet in line, I can make a few comms.”

      “Fine. You want some challenges. I’ll make that list. And when you can’t deliver, I’ll be on a comm with Mom telling her why you’re coming home: because we don’t need you. You’re in the way. You undermine my authority. And I swear Grosstet is picking up some of your bad habits.”

      Carl leaned toward Charlotte and winked. “I undermine everyone’s authority.”

      Their therapist smiled. “Excellent. We’ll have plenty to unpack for next week’s session. Jessie, when you have that list, I’ll pass it along directly.”
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        * * *

      

      Eric sat, eyes closed, legs crisscrossed, mind a blur.

      Meditation was, in theory, meant to relax the mind, allow the body to purge itself of negatives and absorb positives. All that kind of thing.

      How was anyone supposed to shut a brain off? It wasn’t science. It didn’t come with a switch. And the only way to not think was to think of not thinking, a paradox by definition.

      Quiet hadn’t been quiet enough. The ship made noises. His body made noises. Hearing his breath whistle through his nose just made it itch. Hearing himself swallow reminded him that his mouth was a constant slow leak of saliva that would never cease. Every rustle of his fabric drew attention to wrinkles he was sitting on or the elastic in his underwear sliding down or…

      Music hadn’t been any better. He started dancing in place to electronica. He sang along to anything with words. Now, caught in the midst of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony, he was making up lyrics for the iconic piece.

      Med-it-ta-tiiing. Meh-di-tay-tiiiiiiiiiiiing.

      Med-it-ta-ting med-it-ta-ting med-it-ta-tiiing…

      He never claimed to be much of a lyricist, but now that he started, he couldn’t stop hearing it.

      The door to his quarters slid open, followed by his eyes.

      “Charlotte!” he called out.

      The momentary distraction broke his concentration, and he forgot that he wasn’t sitting on anything. With a soft bounce, he hit the mattress, arms pinwheeling in a vain effort to balance.

      “I see the meditation has gone swimmingly.”

      Scrambling out of the bed, he met her with a hug. The tension in her shoulders became immediately apparent. “Tough day at the office?”

      They headed to the kitchenette, where Charlotte started a pot of coffee. Eric technically knew how to use it but tended to cheat when he forgot the order of the buttons. They were on their third coffee maker, the previous specimens too delicate to handle wizardly heating help.

      “It’s not that I mind the work—pun intended.” She shot him a wink. “It’s just the stress is contagious. Utterly baffles me the scale upon which the fate of whole star systems rests on psyches so frail that one bad day could snap them like breadsticks.”

      Eric poured two cups and didn’t spill. Charlotte took hers black and was half done while Eric was still spooning sweetener into his cup. He didn’t look up from his task to ask, “Want to talk about it?”

      “Desperately! However, license or no, I ought to display at least a semblance of professional ethics insomuch as patient confidentiality.”

      Eric took a test sip. Still too bitter. He resumed sweetening. “Would it help if I promised I could keep a secret?”

      “Come, now. You were tutoring me when I took magical ethics.”

      “Yeah, but you were the one giving lessons. Besides, maybe it’s good for you to vent to someone.”

      Charlotte breathed a sigh that sent a wisp of steam trailing away from her coffee (it wasn’t going to get cold on Eric’s watch). “Perhaps. In ye olden days, I could retreat to my mind palace, conjure an apparition, and yell myself blue in the metaphysical face. However, how good a secret keeper can you claim to be if you’d allow mine to slip so easily?”

      “Special exception. Just you,” Eric assured her.

      A thin smile and a twinkle in her eye reminded Eric why she was so special. “All right. Fair enough.”

      They retreated to the couch. He hung their second cups of coffee in the air while he helped Charlotte out of her boots, then her stocking feet and his footie slippers came up onto the cushions.

      “All right. This all goes no further than your ears. Got it?”

      “Got it.”

      “Drascz is struggling to reconcile that much of her behavior and personality is conditioned human behavior imposed by her adoptive parents. She’s bewilderingly terrified of both rejection by her own kind and being anything like them.”

      Eric gulped. That sounded horrible. “What can you do to help?”

      “For the time being, listen to her whine about it. Sorry if that sounds a bit harsh, but she’s better off, frankly. She’s human, living in an azrin skin. Won’t be me, but someone needs to slip a hamachi in among some temaki next time we get sushi aboard.”

      “But she doesn’t eat meat,” Eric protested. With Makket’s people doing the procurement, he couldn’t picture sushi dinners anytime soon, but it sounded like a dirty trick if the opportunity ever arose.

      “And don’t get me started on Mindy Sedgwick,” Charlotte exclaimed, despite his lack of any intention to do so. “Came to me with complaints of nightmares, waking hallucinations, standard soldier fare. Selective mnemonic fixation. Only clear memories are of past horrors. But every time she tries to talk about it, she circles back to frustrated sapphic preoccupations. Given the size of our little floating island in the Black Ocean, it’s a small miracle she’s got three objects of lust.”

      Eric couldn’t solve this puzzle and felt a little embarrassed to try. Jessie was the only other human woman aboard. Where was Charlotte coming up with three potential romantic partners? “Anything you can do to help her?”

      “Damnably little for the nightmares, without my magic. As for the other matter… I’m a therapist of last resort, not a matchmaker.”

      He put an arm around her. “We’ll get you your magic back. I promise.”

      Charlotte put a finger over his lips. “Don’t say that. Don’t make promises you can’t keep. You’re not a killer, Eric, and I doubt simple persuasion will convince Wizard Patroclus to release me.”

      “I never promised the universe I wouldn’t kill. I just don’t like the whole idea. But… well…”

      “There’s something else.”

      Eric shut up. This sounded important. When they were alone, in no hurry, she tended to let him ramble without interruption.

      “You know that matter I’ve always asked that you let be?”

      He nodded.

      “Well, I think the cat might be out of the bag.”

      “Cats don’t belong in bags. At least… not unless they like it in there and went in on purpose and can get back out and aren’t hurt or sick or anything.”

      “This cat was doing just fine in its bag. But my secret may be out, so I’m preferring to share it lest you find out by other means. It’s a big one, so…”

      “It’s all right. Don’t feel bad. I’ll trade you one in return. An even bigger one.”

      “This particular cat’s name was Charlotte Webber.”

      Eric’s eyes shot wide. He sat bolt upright. “It’s you!?” Then, when his brain took a moment to catch up, he thought to ask, “What kind of bag was it that you were in… or might still be in?”

      Charlotte took Eric’s hand in hers. She looked him in the eye. “My name is not Charlotte Ophelia Webber.”

      Eric gulped. He felt like he knew the answer but couldn’t help himself. “Same person, different name, or different person?”

      “Same person. But my name isn’t Webber.”

      “Is your middle name still Ophelia?”

      “Sadly, no. I rather like it.”

      His hands tightened around hers. “Are you… still Charlotte?”

      A faint smile appeared. “Yes. Charlotte really is my given name.”

      He let out a sigh of relief. “Well, I mostly call you that anyway. Do you actually have three names, or are you like, from a laaku colony and you’re Charlotte of Cambridge or something?”

      She laughed. Letting go, she pulled him into a hug and held on. “My full name is Charlotte Brontë Chisholm.”

      Eric hugged back. “Well, I’m still Eric Clapton Ramsey. Nice to meet you again. See? That wasn’t so bad?”

      Charlotte pulled gently away. “Eric, dear. Do you know about the Poet Fleet?”

      “Those guys who were kidnapping you. You were working for one of their wizards against your will. I pay attention.”

      “The admiral of the Poet Fleet is Emily Dickinson Chisholm.”

      “Wow. That’s a huge coincidence. I can see why she wanted you working for her. Nominative determinism is a powerful force.”

      “She’s my mother.”

      “Wow. So you grew up a spacer like me!”

      She cupped his cheek in a hand. “You are such an ingenue.”

      “I don’t mind that your mother is a pirate. You left that life and you’re here now. But I bet a lot of other people hold it against you.”

      “Well, your father has dropped hints that he’s onto me.”

      Eric shrugged. “Wouldn’t surprise me. He’s smarter than he lets on. And he’s pretty good at catching lies, even if he started letting Jessie get away with them once she was good enough to fool other people.”

      “Did he catch you in many?” Charlotte teased.

      “Not really. I… I really never liked lying. So I avoid it.”

      “Well, I’m sorry if I’ve burdened you. I’m not going to ask you to cover for me. I just wanted you to hear it from me before it became a shipwide kerfuffle.”

      This was it… He… he had to say something. The right time was now, and “now” was drifting away behind him like a canoe paddle held just a little too loosely. “I promised a secret in return.”

      “If you must. I will, however, absolve you from the need for it to be bigger.”

      “I… uh… wouldn’t worry…”

      Charlotte gazed into Eric’s eyes, placing herself at his mercy. “Whatever it is, I’ll hear it and keep it.”

      “It’s more of a see than a hear. And it’ll require magic, but I’ve got enough for both of us.”

      “Just show me. Go ahead.” She didn’t look away.

      They fell into a void together.
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        * * *

      

      The bridge felt mildly more professional these days. Jessie wore her new uniform, dark blue with gold trim. Lapels and epaulets on the jacket gave a hint that she outranked the rest of her bridge crew. A collar two fingers high provided space for rank insignia that had yet to be settled on. The insignia on the breast and shoulders gave the impression of an eagle with its wings spread but was actually a haathee face with ears out.

      Of course, there wasn’t much crew for contrast. Bridge rotations consisted of one bridge staffer and an optional captain. Currently, Lorenzo had the helm. He was still getting used to the H-tech controls. Fortunately, Grosstet had showed them all how to use the simulation mode to practice without jerking the ship all over astral space.

      Jessie tried not to stare.

      Three times now, she’d given in to temptation. Three times she’d quietly shooed him out of her quarters in the small hours of the morning. Fraternization with the crew was a no-no in any disciplined operation, whether it was a naval vessel, pleasure cruise vessel, or a long-haul freighter. The Arete had fallen into a crack between all three.

      They fought enough pirates to feel like a naval patrol at times. Though in all cases, “fight” was a bit of a euphemism for a one-sided affair involving mismatches in shields, plasma cannons, and morality.

      “ETA to Shinjuku Colony?” Jessie asked offhandedly.

      Having learned from previous mistakes, Lorenzo had an answer on the tip of his tongue. “Four hours, eight minutes.”

      Jessie didn’t have any particular need to know. What she needed was officers with a level of attention to detail so that, collectively, they kept all tactical and intelligence information at her fingertips.

      Her new command chair fit that need as well. Trebla and Drascz had collaborated to piece it together from the wrecks of three pirate vessels that hadn’t survived their encounters with the Arete. The seat itself had come from the Toblerone. Rich brown leather upholstery and built-in vibrating massage points throughout—including the calves—made it far more comfortable than her booster in the haathee throne. The extended headrest with enhanced surround speakers and peripheral displays came courtesy of the Hodan, a brave little vessel that had tried ramming them rather than surrender.

      And the armature that allowed Jessie to reposition her seat, either in the center of the fray or behind any of the duty stations to oversee operations personally, had once belonged in the cargo hold of the Fungo Guam, where it had been used for light freight handling.

      The mismatched aesthetics looked out of place, but as the mixed-species crew continued to adapt and alter the Arete, cobbled, welded, and discordant was becoming a style all its own.

      A report came in from Logistics Division. Makket wrote a lot more tersely than he spoke. The latest inventory update was two sentences explaining a list with colored line items. Any category in red was a shortage. Green was surplus. Blue meant that they were on schedule and on target based on expected resupplies and burn rate.

      Per her agreement with the ratatoret quartermaster, Jessie could barter away anything listed in green without having to check with him first.

      And mostly they bartered these days. Uom’pe had transitioned over to Accounting Division with Tippitak as her assistant for as long as she was still cooking on the side. Between the two of them, they’d set up fake and anonymous accounts in Earth, Mars, and League space. However, without money in those accounts, they weren’t going to be buying much of anything.

      So much still needed to be done. So many of her core crew had fallen on their faces bringing in new blood. Mindy and Drascz were outcasts who’d lost most of their connections. Chik-ta’s colleagues all worked on pre-hatched in-tik chicks. Uom’pe’s family was more interested in bringing her home to Keru than joining her in the Black Ocean for adventures. Against her explicit instructions, Eric had contacted their entire extended family, and Jessie wasn’t even positive that Trebla was to blame for Carl being here anymore.

      That was going to be the task Jessie dumped on her father: Get me a fucking crew.

      Of course, since this needed to run through Charlotte first, she’d have to be at least a little diplomatic about how she asked. And she’d spread it out among various roles for him to have a pass/fail grade by the end.

      She had a list going on her datapad.

      A certified combat instructor. Hand-to-hand, small arms, and heavy arms. That would take her personally off the hook for training and leading boarding forces. Beyond a certain point, it was not only embarrassing but horrible operational security to have a ship captain boarding hostile vessels (even if it was fun).

      A chief medical officer. Actual medical license. Specialist in xenobiology a bonus. Much as Jessie felt an inclination to specify a human doctor, that felt unfair to a crew that was currently only 12 percent human.

      A cook who can work around multi-species dietary limitations and both religious and ethical food restriction. That covered Drascz’s weirdly high-protein vegan fare.

      Three diplomats or unofficial envoys, one each from Earth, Mars, and the League of Independent Planets. Jessie would be damned if she was going to go pussyfooting around political asteroid fields. Better to openly invite spies aboard, monitor their movements, and let them speak to their various governments.

      Jessie stared at that last entry, questioning her assumptions.

      Why those three? Just because they were the constituents of former ARGO space?

      Fuck Carl.

      Diplomatic representatives from the Eyndar Empire and Zheen Collective. What was keeping her in former ARGO space, anyway? Tech compatibility with the pirates she hunted.

      That reminded her. A few of the crew had requested accommodations for religious worship, and she’d yet to do more for them than grant some empty rooms.

      One or two spiritual consultants. Seeker or multi-denominational. No One Church. That addendum felt both spiteful and exclusionary, but the One Church was a galactic plague. Their idea of inclusiveness was letting other religions convert and being only mildly condescending about “mistakes” they spotted in other doctrines.

      Star-drive mechanic. No one Eric couldn’t take in a wrestling match—or a game of darts. The wimpier the better. She wanted a lapdog who’d keep their equipment up and running, not anyone with serious magical chops. Bad enough letting Eric run amok. She had neither the wherewithal nor the savvy to control multiple wizards on her ship.

      Jessie set her datapad aside.

      That would do for now. About ten people to recruit, give or take some wiggle room she’d left. If Carl could get her all that, maybe it would have been worth the bullshit of having him on the Arete in the first place.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Emily Chisolm stood with military posture, dispassionate and stiff, gazing down her nose through a pair of wire-rimmed spectacles that were less a fashion statement than they used to be. She was overdue for a rejuvenation procedure to restore her near-perfect vision. The demands of commanding a pirate fleet never seemed to allow her the downtime to care for herself in the way she deserved.

      What the man on the table deserved, he was getting.

      Corbin Houston lay flat on his back on the cold metal surface. Naked. Shaved fully bald all over. Unable to move, except to breathe. His eyes were currently wide, held that way by tiny devices the medical tech on hand had installed hours ago. In the bright glare of overhead lamps, those terrified orbs leaked profusely.

      Ten fingers lay limp atop the table. Another ten clutched the sides of Corbin’s skull. Seeing what he’d seen. Hearing what he’d heard. Feeling memories of emotions and examining details the conscious mind could never recall with such accuracy as Wizard Patroclus’s methods would elicit.

      To be frank, the process was boring. Tedious. This was the eighth, and final, session of this interrogation. Twice a week. Sundays and Wednesdays. A full twenty-four hours without food, forty-eight without sleep, and afterward, he’d be given a meal and a rest. After this time was complete, Patroclus would wipe all these unpleasant memories as if they’d never occurred.

      Corbin Houston had been a decent captain. Suited to a small crew, nothing large or menacing. Sneaky. Stealthy. He had his niche and had expanded to fill the pot Emily had planted him in. The results of all her pryings into the man’s mind had led her to conclude that he was, on the surface at least, guilty of being in the wrong place at the wrong time, likely quite intentionally on Charlotte’s part.

      Wizard Patroclus let go of Corbin’s head with a gasp and stumbled back a step. Overly dramatic if he meant her to take him seriously. Underdramatic if he was trying to make a performance of this. At a nod from the admiral, the medical tech stepped in to remove the clamps from Corbin’s eyes.

      “Well?” she demanded.

      The wizard breathed heavily. “There is a three-day period over which I can account for nothing. Nothing at all. He was not in suspended animation; that leaves traces. He was not simply unconscious; that would have been easily detected. I haven’t the expertise or frame of reference to be certain, but his condition could be explained by chronomancy.”

      Emily tapped a tinted nail to her lips. Oh, how she hated that word. “Your connections have confirmed the boy’s identity?”

      “Eric Ramsey was expelled from Oxford. Public records do not indicate a reason, which is most often a sign of a political coverup. But Ramsey is a nobody.”

      Emily was already shaking her head. “Oh, he’s not nobody. He’s merely the wrong kind of somebody.” She had her own theories and sharing them would only make the wizard question her sanity. She decided to switch subjects. “Was Corbin able to discern the relationship between Eric Ramsey and Charlotte?”

      “Corbin made no judgments in the moment. It is my own observation that she is in charge. By body language, vocal tone, choice of wordings, she is leading him through subtle manipulation.”

      “Not magical?”

      “Impossible to say with certainty, given what I had to work with.” Patroclus waggled the slack jaw of Corbin between thumb and forefinger, drawing a glare from the med tech giving him his post-interrogation checkup. The former ship captain had passed out purely from fatigue as soon as he’d been allowed that reprieve.

      “Check in on your tracer. We ought to keep tabs on that haathee vessel—from a safe distance—in case we find a chance to pounce.”

      “Yes, Admiral,” the wizard replied with a bow.

      She knew she was dumping all this work on him when she had other wizards. But they had duties of their own. As Charlotte’s keeper, this one wouldn’t have real work to do until the girl was returned home. One day, Charlotte Chisholm would inherit this fleet. Until that day, she might resent the Poet Fleet all she liked, hate her mother, shun her birthright, and spurn all life’s greater pleasures, but she would learn both this job and all that was needed to protect herself from the likes of Wizard Patroclus and his ilk.

      Emily looked forward to the vicarious catharsis of watching her daughter tear this man to shreds.

      In the meantime, of course, she’d be using no magic without this man’s consent.
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        * * *

      

      This was an old section of the Village of Eternity. Once Eric’s sole domain and playground, the green checkerboard hillsides and labeled household objects floating in the sky to remind him of the technological world had become a de facto waiting room and the first thing that visitors saw.

      Many of those visitors had freaked out, so eventually Eric had started bringing them in through less surreal portals.

      But Charlotte deserved to see this first.

      “Amazing!” she gushed, staring into the sky and spinning with her arms out, basking in the absurdity. “You created a mental palace!” She rushed over, took Eric by the hand, and raced down a hillside.

      “You like it?” he asked as he ran along, towed by his outstretched arm.

      “This is wonderful. So spacious. Did you use Ashcroft’s Recursion or Sliding Horizon Theory?”

      Eric balked. “Huh?” Charlotte let go of his hand. “I don’t understand the question.”

      “The size of this place. My own mental palace is modeled on an Old London bookshop. I’ve got more information, packed into more organized forms. But for a non-Morphean, this is still quite impressive. You must surely be using some trickery of the mind to cast the illusion of vastness.” She bobbed her head to one side, then the other, like she was trying to see past some obstacle. “I’m not getting any parallax.”

      “What you see is what you get. If you want, we can fly over to that little bench by the tree.” He pointed into the distance, five or so hilltops away, past a gaggle of wandering chessmen and beneath the building-sized toaster.

      “We can fly here?”

      Eric pulled back his sleeves. Realizing his meaning, Charlotte did likewise. She gasped in delight.

      “Can I?”

      Eric waved a hand, and a clutter of pantry items rained to the valley floor. Charlotte played around, levitating, smooshing, and shrinking things.

      “Oh. This is heaven.” She threw her arms around him. “Thank you!”

      Eric tugged at his collar. “Funny you should mention an afterlife…”

      Uriela appeared in a flash of lightning and a puff of smoke. “Eric! I felt an unfamiliar wizardly presence. Do you have everything under control?”

      Charlotte took a step back. “Eric…? What kind of mental guardian is this?”

      “Oh. Um. Uriela, this is Charlotte Webber, also known as Charlotte Chisholm. Charlotte, this is Uriela… She kind of looks after things for me, well… all the time, but especially when I’m awake.”

      “Eeeeeriiiiiic… is this woman OK out there?” Uriela prompted.

      He nodded vigorously. “I just wanted to share with someone special.”

      Charlotte laid a hand on his shoulder. “Eric, sweetling. You don’t need to speak with her. She’s a reflection of another side of you.”

      “No, I’m not,” Uriela explained.

      “She’s not,” Eric confirmed. “Uriela, can you give us some privacy? Charlotte isn’t applying for residency, but if she likes it here, she might be around a lot in the future.”

      Uriela cast one of those “I’m doing this because you’re a demi-god here, not because you’re right” looks as she backed away. “You just tread carefully, Eric.” With that, she vanished.

      “All right. What do you think that was? I know most of the techniques for creating a mental palace by Order of Morpheus standards. I can probably parse these anomalies into standard theory if you can explain them.”

      Eric took a deep breath. When that didn’t feel like it did the trick, he took another. “Here’s the thing…” He put his hands on Charlotte’s shoulders. “Making little mental hideaways… I get it. Mind over magic stuff. Sort your own spare spoon drawer according to size and handle and whether or not they have pictures on them. But this is different.”

      “If you want help, I can walk you through decluttering and organizing.”

      Eric shook his head. “There’s plenty of room here. This is the beginning. The first world. My first attempt at a fictional mental space.”

      Charlotte’s face was slack. She listened, rapt, eyes staring.

      “There are whole worlds in here. Interconnected magically. There are common spaces, but they each operate independent from one another.”

      “When you say worlds…”

      “Planets,” Eric clarified. “Whole, planet-sized planets.”

      “I want to believe you, but… even theoretically… I can’t see how.”

      “Let me show you more.”

      “Please! Yes!”

      A fraction of a second later, the two of them stood at the intersection of a cobblestone street. Horse-drawn carriages veered to miss them. Pedestrians jeered and told them to move. Eric casually headed to the sidewalk, Charlotte in tow.

      “This is Britannia. Nineteenth-century British inspired.”

      “All these people…” Charlotte marveled. She reached out and touched a boy in a gray coat, then rubbed her fingers together as if checking for soot. Britannia was nothing if not lightly sooty.

      “Most of them are figments.”

      “Most?” Charlotte echoed. Nothing was slipping past her despite her clear overstimulation. “What are the others?”

      Eric grimaced. “Actual… people…?”

      “What…”

      “OK. Hear me out. Most were dying already. This is like an escape pod. Except instead of being stuck out in the Black Ocean in a tiny metal capsule, they get to live out their lives in fun new adventures. Mostly of their choosing. Within reason.”

      “They were dying, meaning you finished the job?”

      “No!” he protested. “No one is dead here. They’re just separate from their bodies. OK. Legally speaking, I’d probably have a hard time convincing a police officer of that. Which is why we also have possibly a statistically aberrant percentage of law enforcement in residence.”

      “ERIC!”

      “Well, it was either bring them here or risk everyone else getting killed. And I couldn’t let that happen.”

      “But they had lives.”

      “They have lives here.”

      “They had a choice out there.”

      “No, out there, the only choices were live or die. I get people in here willingly. Like I said, most were practically dead to begin with. Most of the rest, it was either kill or save, and you know how I feel about killing.”

      “I’ve a damn sight better idea now, let me tell you!”

      Eric froze time. The street traffic stopped. All sound ceased. “That’s how I’m able to make these big, realistic worlds.” He crouched and pointed under one of the carriages. “I didn’t used to know that there was a bar connecting the two opposing wheels.” He duckwalked over to a raised hoof of one of the carriage horses. “And these shoes? If I’d been making this place on my own, they’d have just been tapped into place with a hammer; nailing them on would never have occurred to me. This whole place, and dozens more like it⁠—”

      “DOZENS?”

      “Forty-four in current use.”

      Charlotte pinched the bridge of her nose. Any headache she developed here was of her own making. “You’ve separated forty-four people from their corporeal bodies?”

      “Oh. Lots more than that. That’s the thing, they mostly don’t know how they got here while they’re here. They just live lives we’ve worked together to fashion for them. When they die, they go to one of the common areas, remember everything, then wait for me to return. Well, they used to, anyway. Uriela’s allowed to do simple reset jobs for me.”

      “What is her role, exactly?”

      “She keeps things running while I’m awake.”

      “So, during your waking hours, these worlds are just going on about their business? Without you?”

      “Isn’t it amazing?”

      Charlotte hopped onto the luggage step of a paused carriage. “Frankly, this is a bit too much. I need a moment to process.”

      Eric flapped a dismissive hand. “No worries. Take all the time you need. It’s basically stopped outside.”

      “Wait…”

      Eric nodded. “That carriage you’re sitting on is traveling at outside speed. You haven’t finished a blink you started when you felt yourself falling into my mind.”

      Charlotte hopped back down to the cobbles. “My little bookstore allows me to process roughly sixty percent faster than outside time. What… exactly is the conversion rate here?”

      Eric snapped his fingers, and everything sprang back into motion. He led them down a side street and into a public park hemmed in by wrought iron fences and tall hedges. “You’d have to ask Uriela for an accurate number. I’m basically a recurring historical figure around here. Gone a couple millennia, back for another.”

      “How do you not forget the outside world in all that time?”

      Eric’s gaze swept upward, but all that was above them were clouds and birds, plus a small cluster of kites flown by a family in a nearby park. “The stuff in the sky helps. I also have a realm that looked like back there. Plus, once you snap out of it, everything from the regular world seeps back in.”

      They watched an old woman seated on a bench beside the park’s cozy little pond, tossing breadcrumbs from a paper bag she’d purchased nearby. Ducks swarmed to gobble up the treats.

      Charlotte smiled at the sight. “This is why you sleep so heavily?”

      “Not the ducks specifically, but…” Eric nodded.

      “I’m not sure I know what to make of all this.”

      They continued onward, through the park and onto a main thoroughfare bursting with drab, Victorian energy.

      “This is my secret. There’s nuance and layers and explanations. We can have all the time for you to get to understand everything. But it’s perfectly safe. We can do or see or be anyone or anything here. You can use all the magic you want. Right now, I’d need to escort you back out, but I can figure out a way where you can come and go as you please—well, at least the going part for sure. All you need to do… all you really need to do… is accept the premise that I’d never hurt you.

      “If you can do that, anything is possible here.”

      Eric hopped up and caught the post of a gas lamppost in one hand, feet perched on a decorative flare at waist height to Charlotte. All up and down the street, police officers and businessmen and carriage drivers and vagrants did likewise.

      A gaggle of street urchins cleared the street with an organized dance routine as band music started playing something peppy. From down the street in the other direction, a carriage careened in, and an overdressed city mayor leapt out on the downbeat, cane in hand for use as a dancing prop.

      Who can? You can! Yes, we’re serious,

      One time, no crime, the fun’s delirious.

      Hidden worlds, they’re so mysterious.

      Give it a… chance.

      Charlotte cast Eric a wary look. Fine. He’d thrown the choreography together without consulting Nelson, his theater expert. This was more about the whimsy and the message than creating fine art.

      He swung down and took her by the hands, coaxing her into the performance that spread to the bystanders and chimney sweeps as the second verse kicked in.

      Planet, moon, or smooth Atlantis dome.

      Day trip, weekend, or a second home.

      Thanks to magic from a certain tome.

      Join me and… dance.

      With a silly grin on her face, Charlotte joined in. She and Eric bumbled along—him more bumbling, and her more following along—with the fictional characters of Britannia.

      Youuuuu can beeeee

      Anything you waaaaant to beeeee

      When you are heeere in theeeee…

      Village of Eternityyyyyyy

      As soon as the song ended, everyone involved struck a triumphant pose, waited a measure, then went back about their daily routine as if nothing had happened.

      Charlotte found a bench and sat for a moment. Eric allowed her all the pondering she needed. When she finally looked up and met his eye, she asked a simple question.

      “Can we be ducks?”

      “Yes. If that’s what you’d like, we can duck together.”
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        * * *

      

      Carl grunted as he hauled back the long table. Maybe having Drascz tack on the top down in the hangar had been a bad idea. But taking it up here on a grav sled had seemed simple enough. However, no grav sled was going to drop it off in exactly the right spot. There was finagling involved. Delicate positioning.

      His spine protested. Something-something-old-man-something, it told him. What he really needed was a fake ID in its early thirties, and then to convince muscles, joints, and bones not to blow his cover.

      Job still not even half done, he slumped against the soulless chunk of conveniently shaped steel and trusted that it wouldn’t snitch on him to Jessie that he wasn’t up to working around the ship.

      The doors slid open, and before anyone could catch him catching his breath, Carl bolted upright and painted a smile on his face. Turned out that it was just the haathee patron of this little boondoggle come to check in on him.

      “Hey, Grosstet, my man! How’s it hanging?”

      The haathee flicked his trunk. “FROM THE FRONT OF MY FACE. AS ALWAYS.” But Carl’s silent amusement at the response was short-lived. “WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING HERE?”

      “Building a bar. I know. I know. It doesn’t look like a bar yet, but just wait until we get the tables set up. A few holo-projectors with sports feeds from the core. Stage for karaoke and live music. This here’s going to be the bar.” He slapped the smooth, reasonably level surface. “Once I get it hauled into place, I wanted to talk to you about getting your private brew on tap.”

      “THIS IS UNACCEPTABLE,” Grosstet declared. He spread his arms in a gesture that encompassed the whole, spacious room. “THIS PLACE IS SPECIAL. THIS WAS WHERE MY PEOPLE WOULD MEET TO ARRANGE LOVE-MAKING. OFTEN, IT WAS JUST FOR A SINGLE NIGHT—AN EXPERIMENT, IF YOU WILL. OTHER TIMES, IT GREW TO BECOME LIFELONG COMMITMENT. THAT IS WHAT YOU NOW PROPOSE TO FILL WITH GAMES AND HOLOS? NO. THIS IS A BIRTHPLACE OF LOVE.”

      Carl ambled over, hands tucked into his jacket pockets. “First off, I kinda figured that by the paintings all over the walls. Second, if those paintings are to scale… congratu-fucking-lations, my guy. Third, and I think this is what you’re overlooking here, I’ve got exactly the same thing in mind for it.”






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/passage-of-time_6_realspace-real-chase_ebook_large.jpg





OEBPS/images/clock-graphic-2.jpg
Vel
7 /
&

NG~





OEBPS/images/break-block-screen.png





