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        London

        Fall 1884

      

      

      The honor of working for the Queen as a spy was overrated.

      Crouched behind a burned-out steam carriage, Sebastian Talbot, the 5th Earl of Thornton, tapped on the acousticocept wrapped about his ear. The device should have worked up to a half-mile distance. He squinted through the gloom of the riverside fog. Hell, he could still see their agent. He just couldn’t hear him.

      “No signal,” he hissed to the man beside him. Would they ever manage to make this damn device work in the field?

      His partner, Mr. Black, frowned. “Same.”

      “Repairs.” Thornton pointed across the field of rusting scrap metal before them to a derelict water boiler just large enough to conceal both men in the dark of night. “There.” After years of working side by side, the two men could almost read each other’s minds.

      Black nodded and they ran forward, tracing a winding path through piles of discarded machinery in an attempt to melt into the odd shadows the metal cast. Their agent was no more than fifty feet away, but Thornton still couldn’t hear the conversation between Agent Smith and his informant. He threw Black a questioning look, but the man shook his head. Nothing.

      Thornton bit back a curse. They couldn’t approach Smith without blowing his cover.

      Black ripped the acousticocept from his ear and twisted its dials in vain trying to increase reception. The light continued to blink red. Either the agent’s artificial ear had failed or there was some fresh blunder with the receiver.

      Thornton ran through the schematics in his mind. The aether chamber inside the agent’s ear was sealed. Tests had proven that in the laboratory this afternoon. The next logical weak point was the needles contacting the counter rotating disks in the acousticocepts. They had a tendency to dislodge.

      He wanted to growl in frustration. Henri should have fixed that problem by now. The device should be beyond field trials. They should have been sitting in a steam coach listening to the informant’s tale in complete warmth and comfort, not running about a scrap yard straight from a debriefing at the opera and risking discovery in blindingly white shirts, snowy cravats, and well-tailored coats. Thornton kept a hand tightly wrapped over his silver-capped cane lest it reflect some stray ray of light and draw attention like a bioluminescent beacon.

      And his leg was sending out pangs of warning. Damn sky pirate and his cutlass.

      Thornton ignored the radiating pain. He pulled a cigarette case from his coat pocket as he stepped behind the metal tank. He raised his eyebrows at Black. Smith believed his informant finally had a solid lead. If Thornton didn’t attempt field repairs, he and Black would be reduced to simple observation. Too many carefully woven plans had unraveled of late, and he did not relish the thought of delivering yet another report of failure to his superior.

      Black nodded and angled his torso to further block any view of Thornton’s activities. Flipping it open, he activated the small decilamp‌—‌its light a necessary risk‌—‌and selected micro-tweezers from among the various tools within. There was a chance he could reset the needles of the acousticocept before the agent moved to follow the informant’s lead.

      His cold fingers fumbled. Gloves. He’d been about to return for them when he’d spotted a determined mother steering her debutant daughter into his opera box. Discomfort, no matter how biting, was preferable to becoming trapped in such a snare. Warmth had been abandoned in favor of freedom.

      Black shifted closer as Thornton pulled his acousticocept free and placed it on a steam gauge protruding from the boiler. Thornton flipped a monocle over his eye and, with only the faint blue-green light to illuminate the needles, set to work.

      As always, the world about him faded as he untangled an experimental conundrum.

      Moments later, the light glowed a steady green. Success, but no satisfaction. He’d uncovered yet another internal defect. Tomorrow, he would sketch out modifications to solve this issue once and for all. He handed the device to Black and set about fixing the second one. Hooking the working acousticocept once again about his ear, Thornton was drawn into the distant exchange.

      “…‌but how is the eye doctor making contact with the gypsies?” Smith asked.

      The ragged informant shrugged. “I want nuthin’ more to do with this so-called doctor. Got me two young’uns, I do. Can’t be found floating down the Thames.” He turned away.

      “Wait…‌”

      But the informant had already disappeared into the night.

      There was a crunch of shoes on gravel. A soft splash followed. Then Smith spoke as if to himself, though the information was directed to them. “I’m going to investigate.”

      Thornton glanced at Black in question. The man shook his head. Because of the malfunctioning device, they’d missed a crucial piece of information.

      Rising from behind the boiler, he caught sight of their agent‌—‌but not his informant. Smith had climbed into a boat and was rowing down the Thames. Risky, with the Thames’ kraken population on the rise. But as long as Smith hugged the shoreline and avoided storm pipes, he might reach his destination‌—‌whatever that was‌—‌before the smaller kraken swarmed and sank the boat.

      But where did that leave them? There was no way to flag down Smith without compromising him. He sagged against the boiler in frustration. At this dark and foggy hour the usual clamor of steam engines, sailors’ calls and horns was muted, and through the acousticocept, he could hear the sound of waves lapping at a boat’s hull.

      So much for simple surveillance.

      “There’s a dock not far.” Black glanced at Thornton’s leg. “Can you make it?”

      He narrowed his eyes. Such concern was unnecessary. For now. “I can make it.”

      “Or go down trying,” Black retorted.

      Before Thornton could snarl an appropriate response, Black was off and running. Using his cane to counterbalance his awkward gait, he followed across the mud and rock of the riverbank, cursing as he stepped on a decaying kraken carcass and nearly lost his footing. The beasts were everywhere, the stench from their decaying bodies rising to fill his nostrils.

      By the time he reached said dock, Black was already casting away the ropes. “Hurry up, old man.”

      Thornton leapt into the boat, and a lightning bolt of pain shot through his leg.

      As Black rowed in pursuit and shook free the occasional tentacle that hooked an oar, Thornton unscrewed the silver head of his cane and pulled a glass vial as well as a needle from within. With practiced movements, he fitted the vial with a small needle. Yanking a pant leg above his knee, he injected the contents.

      Instant relief. He dragged in a deep breath and shoved the empty vial into his coat pocket.

      “Better?” Black asked.

      Thornton reassembled his cane and gave a terse nod. As the tension melted from his muscles, he scanned the water for their man. “There, by the warehouse.”

      Black adjusted course.

      The drug’s effectiveness wouldn’t last. Once, a single dose had dulled the pain for an entire month. Now he needed to administer the drug daily. It was time to curtail his field duties further. Perhaps eliminate them altogether. Before an agent fell victim to his injury.

      A bitter pill to swallow for a man in his early thirties.

      In the distance, Smith effortlessly dragged the boat ashore and ducked inside the brick building. His footsteps echoed in Thornton’s ear.

      “There’s a light,” the agent whispered. “A faint tapping.”

      There was a rustle, the sound of a coat being pushed aside and the scrape of a weapon drawn. The agent screamed. An agonizing sound that had both Thornton and Black gripping their ears. An altogether too brief scream that ended with a gurgle. There was a loud crunch followed by telling static.

      Though he and Black wore the acousticocept listening devices coiled about their ears, the transmitting device, the acousticotransmitter, had been implanted deep inside Smith’s ear.

      Pulling on the oars, Black beached the boat onto the muddy, trash-laden shore. They ran to the building. Not a single glimmer of light escaped its tall windows. Thornton yanked on the rusty door handle. “Locked.”

      “Stand back,” Black ordered, then kicked the door open, entering with Thornton at his back. Both held their weapons at the ready.

      Nothing but silence and their agent, sprawled on the ground‌—‌a faint trickle of blood oozing from his ear around a protruding stiletto blade‌—‌met their entry.

      Thornton clenched his jaw and bent over. He avoided Smith’s vacant eyes as he pressed fingers to the agent’s throat in the unlikely event that he might find a faint pulse. Nothing. He looked upward, his gaze drawn to the other horror in the room.

      Black had flicked on his bioluminescent torch. The cavernous riverside warehouse was filled with stacked wooden crates. In its center, over the delivery hatch in the dock that stretched out over the river, hung a block and tackle. Suspended from the iron hook by rope-bound hands was another man beyond rescue. Blood streaked down his face and neck, soaking the front of a saffron-colored shirt. Empty eye sockets stared down at them.

      “Damn it,” Black swore. “Not again.”
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      The day began much like any other day.

      Lady Amanda Ravensdale, daughter of the Duke of Avesbury, took a bite of buttered toast and a sip of cold tea before returning her attention to the femur resting before her on the polished mahogany dining table. A practical examination approached, and she had her heart set on achieving a perfect score. She scanned its surface, murmuring anatomical terms. Greater trochanter, medial epicondyle, linea aspera‌⁠—‌

      A grinding of gears and a gentle bump against her chair drew her attention. “Thank you, RT,” she said to the steambot, lifting a china cup filled with fresh, hot tea. The roving table reversed course and whirred its way back toward the kitchens.

      “Must you!” Olivia shrieked from behind her. “The horrors I endure each day as a member of this family. I will never forgive you for caving to such a base desire to mingle with the middle class in an anatomical theater. My sister in medical school. It’s a social nightmare.”

      Amanda smirked at her sister’s tantrum and twisted in her chair. “And I will never forgive you for the hours I’ve lost enduring soliloquy after soliloquy about the difficulties of obtaining an ice sculpture come June.”

      “I’ll have you know planning a proper society wedding is quite an undertaking.” Olivia pointed her nose in the air, and golden ringlets bounced about her face. “Carlton will one day be Viscount Bromwich.”

      “Children,” Father warned from the end of the table. He lifted the morning paper higher. On the front page, headlines proclaimed the latest indignity: A German Imperial Fleet zeppelin had attacked what was, the British Navy insisted, a mere merchant’s vessel.

      “At least a wedding is a suitable pursuit for a lady,” Olivia persisted as she stomped over to the buffet. “Carlton says women have no business pursuing a career.”

      Amanda rolled her eyes. She was thoroughly sick of hearing her future brother-in-law quoted, so she stuck in the proverbial scalpel and gave it a sharp twist. “Carlton simply wants nothing to distract you from your duty as brood mare.”

      Her sister’s jaw unhinged, and she all but dropped her plate of dry toast on the table. “You are so crass. It’s to society’s benefit that you’ve set course to become a dried up old maid.”

      “If that’s what it takes to be permitted to use my talents.” It wasn’t that she opposed marriage. Or children. It was the limitations a husband imposed upon a married female member of the peerage. Not a single man had yet met her standards. “Though Mr. Sommersby shows promise,” she added aloud. He was the only male classmate who didn’t sneer at her presence in the lecture hall. Quite the opposite. Not that she had feelings for him, but she’d promised Father she would husband hunt.

      “The second son of a baron. A mere commoner,” Olivia sniffed, but when she turned toward Father, her expression grew concerned. “Speaking of marriage and rotten siblings, any news of Emily?”

      Another manifestation of Olivia’s obsession with marrying a title. Scandal might break at any moment. The ton believed Lady Emily visited relatives in Italy, but if society learned the truth‌—‌that their sister had run off with gypsies to study ancient herbal lore‌—‌well, Carlton wouldn’t want anything to do with Olivia.

      Worse, Emily had also married Luca, a gypsy she’d known since childhood‌—‌a fact she and Father had kept from the rest of the family. No need to send Mother and Olivia into a blind panic. Though Amanda herself was proud of her sister for taking her future into her own hands, Father’s response was more tempered. He respected Emily’s decision, but had three as-yet unwed children to manage and a wife who valued her social connections among the ton above all else. As such, all communication with her sister had been severed.

      Father’s narrowed eyes appeared over the top of the paper. “Not a word.” He carefully folded the paper, placed it on the table and pointed to an article. “Though I worry for her every day.”

      Amanda leaned forward, reading over her sister’s shoulder. There in all its gruesome detail buried at the bottom of page eight:

      
        
        South London. Another gypsy slain, eyes torn from sockets. One must wonder to what he bore witness.

      

      

      A small frisson of worry skittered down her spine. Luca’s family often settled in South London during the coming winter months, and gypsies traveled in tightly knit family groups. She could only hope that this year his family had chosen another city.
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        * * *

      

      Amanda stepped through the French windows of the library into the crisp, cool autumn air and strolled through the gardens toward the chicken coop. “A good morning to you, Penny,” Amanda greeted a fat, white hen.

      Penny clucked her usual cheerful response.

      Eight years ago, the Town and City Food Act of 1876 had legislated that all homeowners, peers not excepted, contribute to the problem of city-wide food shortages. As duchess, Mother had decreed they would produce eggs rather than put her precious gardens to plow.

      Amanda had appropriated the use of the coop’s storage room as her laboratory and enlisted the orange-striped cat, Rufus, who now twined about her ankles, as her laboratory assistant. His duties included providing her with mice suffering from spinal injuries, patients obtained during their ill-fated night-time raids on the chicken feed. The cat followed as she moved to a door in the back wall where a lock was mounted. She dialed in a ten-digit security code. Tumblers fell into place and the door swung open.

      Potentially useful items cluttered the room. Shelves of glassware, bottles and rubber tubing. Boxes of clockwork components. Stacks of papers and stubs of pencils.

      Yet none of the contents mattered save one. On the wide workbench before her, a single cage rested. Inside, a tiny mouse tucked into cotton batting was curled on his side as if in deep sleep. For a brief moment, she held her breath and let herself hope. Perhaps that’s all it was, sleep.

      She crossed to the bench and bent to examine her patient, watching for the gentle rise and fall of the mouse’s ribcage but saw no movement. Still, Amanda clung to hope. Perhaps he breathed shallowly due to the pain of the surgery. That she could ease.

      Except there was a smear of blood on the cotton, a clear indication the surgery had failed. Again. Her heart sank.

      Rufus leapt beside her and sniffed the mouse through the wire mesh of its cage, performing his own examination. He looked up at her with mournful golden eyes and let out a gut-wrenching yowl.

      Dead.

      Breakfast congealed into a hard lump in her stomach. She’d had such high expectations last night. Swallowing her disappointment and frustration, Amanda fell back on protocol. She opened the cage, scooping the small, cold mouse from his bedding and slid him into the aetheroscope’s observation chamber to seal him from the outside atmosphere. She cranked the handle of the machine, sending concentrated aether though its pipes and valves while activating the vacuum chamber. The device, a birthday present from her brother Ned, replaced oxygen with aether, allowing her to resolve far smaller objects than her other microscope ever had, no matter its powerful objectives.

      Perching on a stool, Amanda peered through the eyepiece and twisted the dials into focus. Rotating first one knob and then another, she brought the neuromuscular junction of the muscle into view and sighed. The connection had indeed failed.

      Five years ago, after Ned’s tragic accident stole the use of his legs, her life-long interest in medicine had found a clear focus. She’d concentrated her efforts on the neuromuscular system, conceptualizing and then building a neurachnid, a programmable, clockwork spider the size of a bronze halfpence, one that could spin a replacement for a damaged motor neuron following spinal injury.

      It sat in a place of honor on a wooden shelf above her workbench. Eight long, hinged legs arched out from a finely mechanized clockwork thorax that controlled the weaving mechanism. Lodged in the abdomen were two other key features. A tiny slot for a miniature Babbage card to direct the neurachnid’s activities and a small glass vial, a reservoir for a potent nerve agent administered as the spider worked. The patient’s nerve fibers needed to be quieted, but not fully anesthetized, in order for the spider to trace the pathway of the damaged neuron and, using thin gold fibers, reconnect spinal cord to muscle and restore movement.

      Last night, the neurachnid had successfully replaced a spinal motor neuron in this mouse. The patient had been able to extend his lower leg. He’d walked for an entire hour. She’d returned her patient to his cage, confident she would find him walking about the cage this morning.

      He hadn’t. It was still the same problem. The neuromuscular junction always failed to hold. And when a mouse discovered itself unable to walk, often it reacted by chewing at the fine gold wires, growing increasingly stressed until blood loss and panic simply overwhelmed the tiny creature.

      Amanda sat back, punching a button to release the gasses. The microscope hissed and spat, echoing her frustration. She wanted to scream, to fling the spider against the wall and weep for all the hours lost in her futile efforts in this smelly, dim room barely worthy of the term laboratory. She took a deep breath and pushed away the urge.

      If only she had a properly equipped laboratory and trained colleagues.

      Instead, she picked up the small neurachnid from its shelf and racked her brain looking over the myriad gears and pins, clicks and rivets. If she only could deduce what the problem was, she could devise a solution. But it looked as it always had. She needed fresh eyes. She needed help, competent help that could provide a leap of insight.

      She’d tried communicating by post, seeking help from notable neurophysiologists. Most ignored her missives outright, but the handful that responded suggested she abandon her project, citing its impossibility.

      But it couldn’t be impossible. And she wouldn’t quit.

      Ned had to walk again.
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      Thornton stood at the front of the lecture theater frowning as students filed into the room. The men jostled and shoved, laughing and joking as they crashed about, eventually managing to land in seats. He supposed he’d been much the same as them. Once.

      Lister University School of Medicine, founded by the Queen as a co-educational institution to seek out the brightest young medical minds, had not yet managed to find an equal number of women who were capable of passing the rigorous academic exams required for admission. Only three women, all dressed in dark hues, filed into the back row of seats, perching there stiff and solemn, staring down at him intently, like a murder of crows. He distinctly recalled being told there were four women in this class. One of their number was missing.

      What had the dean been thinking forcing him to take on this task? Thornton belonged in his laboratory, pressing the boundaries of neuroscience, consulting with the Queen’s agents to stop a murderer who sought to turn Britain’s own technology against them. Not stuffing anatomical facts into impenetrable brains.

      Ordered by the Queen to the Orkney Islands to investigate a sudden spike in reported sightings of selkies off the coast, Corwin, professor of anatomy, had headed north late last night. The suspicion was that Iceland was dispatching altered Inuit for reasons yet to be determined. Thornton didn’t envy the man the dark and cold October nights he would spend perched on the rocky coast. Nevertheless, it meant Professor Corwin required a replacement for the term, and Thornton’s physical injuries were no longer considered sufficient excuse for him to avoid teaching obligations.

      But lectures were just the start of it all. There would be students in his office asking all manner of questions. Most of them would be ridiculous. Both the questions and the students. So many of them couldn’t think their way out of a paper bag. Even worse, there would be exams. Exams he would have to grade. Thornton sighed thinking of the sheer quantity of red ink he would require in the near future. Waste of his time, all of it.

      He walked to the podium where the limelight lantern rested, glass projection slides of the human nervous system at the ready. He twisted the gas lines providing both oxygen and hydrogen into “on” positions, picked up the striker and lit the cylinder of quicklime.

      There was a lull in the conversation. Thornton cleared his throat and looked up at his audience, expecting all eyes to have focused attentively upon him. Instead, he saw the backs of fifty odd heads and only one face.

      A very beautiful face. One with deep pink lips, high cheekbones and a dainty nose between wide eyes that had just a hint of an exotic tilt. Smooth skin, all surrounded by elaborately coiffed hair the color of midnight. Unlike the crows in the back who rolled their eyes in disgust, this woman was garbed in the latest of fashions, a tightly corseted and bustled teal gown with a low cut neckline that had all the men leering.

      All but him, of course.

      Striking blue eyes met his gaze.

      He lifted his eyebrows and drew out his pocket watch to consult the hour. It was five past. She was late.

      Her lips curved upward at his obvious reprimand, but she made no effort to hasten her steps. A gentleman in the front row stood, gesturing to a vacant seat he clearly intended for her to occupy. She nodded in greeting, then with the twist of a knob at her waist to collapse her bustle, she removed her feathered hat and settled into the chair beside the smug-looking gentleman.

      Instinct told Thornton she would be a problem. A woman with such obvious physical charms expected attention. Best to not provide it. He waved his hand at his assistant and the room plunged into darkness. Sliding home the first glass plate, an illuminated image appeared on the large screen hanging at the front of the hall.

      Tomorrow, he would not wait. If she could not manage to arrive promptly, she could damn well stumble her way down the stairs or sit in the back.

      “Neurons and glial cells,” he intoned. “Later in the laboratory you will closely study the features of both.”
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        * * *

      

      Amanda leaned forward in her chair, entranced by the deep, booming voice of this new professor. The light cast by the limelight lantern threw his angular face into sharp relief. What captivating facial bone structure. Prominent zygomatic arches and a long square jaw made the planes of his face appear wide and harsh. Between his dark eyebrows, nasal bones stretched into a long, straight and distinctive nose. Damp hair severely slicked back from his forehead betrayed the man by daring to curl at its tips. Full lips formed words in a tone that made the features of a neuron sound utterly entrancing.

      She rather thought she could be content to spend the entire morning listening to him read the index of her anatomy text. Clearly brilliant, he was also the best physical specimen she’d laid eyes on in a long time. Too bad about that clause in the school’s charter forbidding professors from entering into relationships with their students.

      A flush rose upward across her face. Such thoughts. She forced her gaze to the projection on the screen. Focus, Amanda.

      He was proceeding at such a rapid clip that she would soon be left behind if she could not pull her head out of the aether.

      Though she put pen to paper, she could not stop herself from asking. “What happened to Professor Corwin?” she whispered to Simon, or Mr. Sommersby as she addressed him in public.

      Simon shifted to lean his shoulder lightly against her own. Male instinct, she supposed, to mark her as his own. Behavior she’d encouraged. “No idea. But it seems Lord Thornton is to finish the lecture series.”

      Her indrawn breath was audible.

      Lord Sebastian Talbot, Earl of Thornton and renowned neurophysiologist teaching a course! She’d known he was on staff, but it was rumored that he never lectured. Whatever forced him to the podium, she did not care. Fortune had finally smiled upon her. He might have ignored her attempts to open a scientific correspondence about the possibility of using gold filaments to conduct neurological impulses, but he could not ignore her physical presence in his office as his student.

      Excitement must have shown in her face as she contemplated this unexpected windfall, for Lord Thornton’s eyes flickered toward her. Did she detect surprise in the slight drawing together of his eyebrows? Hard to be certain, for his words never slowed. She had to convince him of the merit of her work. Convince him to allow her to demonstrate the function of her neurachnid, for his insight would be profound.

      He’d already taken notice of her. Twice.

      She winced. Not the best first impression. She had been late, and he’d sent quite the scowl in her direction.

      If not for the overturned horse cart in the street‌—‌horses and steam coaches did not mix well‌—‌she would have been punctual. Amanda hated arriving late, enduring the disapproving stares of the other women, the speculative leers of the men. She’d fully intended to politely perch in the back. But when this new professor had met her gaze, seeming to challenge her right to enter, neither fire nor brimstone would have kept her from her usual center seat in the front row.

      It was a matter of principle. She’d set a precedent she intended to uphold. Amanda was polite and collegial, stubbornly refusing to be relegated to the dark edges and corners of the room where most male classmates seemed to think she and the other three women belonged.

      If only they’d join her.

      Betsy, Joan and Sarah clung desperately to the notion that the best manner in which to succeed in medicine as a woman was to efface their sex with severely tailored dresses. Dark colors, long sleeves and high necklines revealing only the oval of their faces. They worked diligently at making themselves unpleasant and uncomfortable. Amanda saw no need to dress the dowd. She took pride in her appearance, and if her ladylike and professional behavior set her apart from others, so be it.

      Lord Thornton paced back and forth across the dim lecture hall, a slight hitch to his step, while expounding upon the wonders of the neurological system, changing glass slides with astonishing speed.

      Like her classmates, Amanda wrote furiously, her hand cramping. But instead of directing her eyes to the projected images, she stole glances at the man.

      With an emphatic wave of his arm, a lock of his hair began to free itself. Another followed. Curls began to assert themselves, twisting tighter and sending waves along each strand. Lord Thornton’s hair took on a life of its own, falling across his brow in playful waves.

      Though they’d never met, he was ton and rumors reached her ears at the various society events she’d been forced to attend. He’d been involved in a terrible dirigible accident, no doubt responsible for the slight limp she detected, but most of the gossip had centered upon his new-found eligibility. For unknown reasons, his long-time fiancée had jilted him mere months before their wedding. Not that any hopeful brides cared why. He was titled and therefore a matrimonial target.

      Another slide change. More words rumbled from his throat. His voice was pure intellectual delight. She wrote faster. Really, she must start focusing on the images and not the man. But pressing concerns about the neurachnid’s design rose to mind. Here was opportunity. What questions might she put to the great neurophysiologist before her? What flash of brilliant design might she reveal? What was the best path toward winning his regard?

      Suddenly, the opportunity was upon her.

      The screen went dark, and the room brightened. “If there are no questions,” Lord Thornton began. “Tomorrow I will discuss…‌”

      He would send them on their way with no opportunity to engage? She added arrogance to the list of his defining traits. “Professor, with regard to the ganglion, would you consider it possible to transform neurility into electricity via a rare earth metal?”

      As intense, blue eyes turned to stare at her, Amanda fancied she’d caught the slightest slackening of his firm, square jaw before it tightened so much his lips thinned. She waited for his answer in breathless anticipation.

      “My dear Miss…‌?” His eyebrows rose in both question and challenge.

      “Ravensdale,” she supplied. Something in his eyes crystallized, not into ice, but into something much harder and denser, something with razor sharp edges, and she met that piercing gaze with the uneasy sensation in her stomach that things were about to go badly awry.

      “Miss Ravensdale. From your…‌ fantastical question, I can only conclude that you have spent far too much time reading texts beyond your comprehension without adequate guidance. Despite their high electrical conductivity, insertion of such elements into the human body would be ethically reprehensible.”

      Amanda inhaled sharply at the implied reprimand. There were several smothered snickers behind her. Her eyes narrowed as they caught Lord Thornton’s gaze. No. She was right and he knew it. With great deliberation, he’d chosen to belittle her hypothesis before her classmates. All hope of a demonstration of her neurachnid followed by his assistance evaporated like a drop of water falling on a hot coal. She pursed her lips, and his eyes flashed with victory.

      The arrogant bastard.

      Beside her, Simon drew an indignant breath. Amanda pressed her gloved palm to his arm, stifling his impulse to rush to her defense.

      Then without further acknowledgement of his audience, Lord Thornton strode from the room.
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      The flame of the gas lamp blurred as Amanda stared at it, chin propped on her hand. Her elbow slipped along the library table. Her torso swayed in exhaustion. On the brink of falling asleep atop her notes, her mind could absorb no more. With a sigh, she closed her books and rubbed her eyes. Evening social obligations were incompatible with exam preparation.

      The dinner party Father insisted she attend had been horrid. At best, two potential husbands had been eliminated from consideration.

      Lord Guntwaithe, seated to her left, had informed her with a leer that, as his wife, her marital duties would leave her no time to practice medicine. Lord Lowsley, seated on her right, had droned on about a new, silver-coated cloth that the company Airship Sails was employing to make their dirigible balloons impermeable to aether.

      A bell rang behind her, the steambot alternative to knocking. “Lady Amanda,” Burton intoned in a formal, flat monotone overlaid by a horrible metallic screeching sound. His jaw hinge was acting up again. “Your father requests your presence in his study.”

      “It’s nearly midnight,” she objected, but found herself speaking to the clock for Burton had already spun about and wheeled away. She pushed to her feet. One did not ignore Father’s summons, no matter the hour.

      Heavy footfalls passing down the hallway had been what snapped her back from the edge of unconsciousness. Not that she’d paid them any mind. The Queen’s men came and went from Father’s study at all hours. The family had learned long ago to pay no attention to such activity. And to ask no questions.

      She staggered into the hall, pausing before a large mirror to re-pin a few stray locks of hair and smooth her crushed skirts, but there was not much to do for her tired, rumpled appearance. Why would Father summon her at this hour?

      Emily.

      Fear crystallized in her mind, shocking her awake and quickening her steps.

      Burton held the study door open.

      “Father?” she asked, crossing the threshold. Her eyes quickly sought out his face, but he looked unconcerned. “Is anything wrong?”

      “That remains to be seen.” Father rose from behind his desk. He waved toward an empty chair. “Please, have a seat.”

      That was when she saw him. The entirety of her body tensed, refusing to bend itself to a chair. Her stomach clenched like a naughty schoolgirl called before the headmistress, though she’d done nothing more than ask a question. “Lord Thornton.” She forced herself to politely incline her head. She very much doubted he would seek her out in her own home to apologize, to admit he was wrong.

      “Lady Amanda,” he scolded without rising.

      She met his gaze. “Your assumption, not mine.”

      His eyebrows rose as he scanned her from head to toe, as if her appearance justified his mistake. It irritated her that despite the slight shadow darkening his jaw, his hair was neatly combed, his clothes were unrumpled and his eyes were bright and alert.

      She narrowed her eyes in return. Unfair. “But understandable, given your known indifference to ton affairs.”

      “It’s true. I have no interest in the marriage mart.” His voice, low and gravelly, rumbled across her skin. “Though some might think medical school provides…‌ alternatives.”

      She inhaled sharply. Did he dare suggest her sole purpose in attending Lister University was to find a husband? Meeting Mr. Sommersby was a happy coincidence. Her eyes widened. No. It wasn’t possible. Certainly Lord Thornton had not presented himself to Father as a suitor for his daughter’s hand? A smart retort eluded her. She told herself it was the hour.

      Something must have shown in her face, for she caught a faint twitch of Lord Thornton’s lips before they regained a bored expression. All that remained was a speculative glint in his blue eyes.

      Father cleared his throat. “Amanda, Lord Thornton has come to me with an interesting request. He wishes to view your…‌ spider.”

      “Neurachnid.”

      “Yes, exactly,” Father said.

      Lord Thornton’s expression hardened, his stare intensified. She stiffened her spine. Perhaps he could bend his minions to his will with such a look, but not her.

      “No.”

      The flicker of surprise in Lord Thornton’s eyes was unaccountably rewarding.

      “Excuse me?” Surprise echoed in Father’s tone. Not because she refused to comply with a lord’s implied command‌—‌he was accustomed to her arguments‌—‌but because she’d used Lord Thornton’s presence at Lister University School of Medicine as one of her arguments for matriculation at that school.

      A co-educational school. One at which she’d expected to be treated equally.

      She looked at her father. “No. Lord Thornton made it clear today that he believes my design unfeasible. So he told me and my entire class.” She paused to let that sink in. “Clearly, his curiosity indicates that is not the case, and his presence in your office at this late hour implies that he is not interested in collaborating but, rather, in forcing me to his will.” She crossed her arms and turned her stare upon her professor. “So, no, I will not hand over a device I have spent the better part of five years developing.”

      Father nodded, leaning back on his desk and regarding his visitor in the light of this new information. “I will not force her, Lord Thornton, unless you can provide an extremely convincing argument in your favor.”

      Lord Thornton rose stiffly to his feet. “I fear I cannot.” His pant leg caught. A flash of something metallic at his ankle. With a quick movement, he twitched the material, concealing what must be a brace.

      Could not, or would not? Remembering his limp, Amanda wondered. Could his interest in her neurachnid be of a personal nature?

      “Please, forgive my intrusion at such an hour. I’ll see myself out.”

      With concern‌—‌of a medical nature, of course‌—‌Amanda followed his steps with her gaze, analyzing his peculiar gait. An injury to the fibularis muscles of the lower right leg prevented him from properly flexing his foot. Walking on uneven ground, climbing stairs, dancing across a ballroom floor, all would be negatively impacted.

      Not that the man had ever been sighted in a ballroom. It would have caused quite the stir.

      The door closed firmly behind him. Only then did she realize she’d been holding her breath.

      Father frowned. “Antagonizing the prominent and influential men in the medical community is not a path to a successful medical practice, and given your research project‌⁠—‌”

      “I know, Father,” she said, daring to interrupt the one man who could put a swift end to her career. “But the humiliation‌⁠—‌”

      He lifted a hand. “Before you say anything more, to me or to Lord Thornton, I would urge you to carefully consider your course as well as your own arguments for attending medical school. What matters more, your pride or your brother’s future?”

      Amanda stalked upstairs, fuming that she should have to make such a choice. The hallway lamps were dimmed, the house far too silent. She wanted to grumble and grouse and be heard. How dare he disrupt her day. Her night.

      Lord Thornton would not have treated a man so. She was willing to wager a great deal that a male classmate would have been praised for his insight and offered a position in the great man’s famed laboratory.

      Why work in a co-educational school if female intelligence offended him? Was it his mission to strip female students of any useful and novel ideas before too much education addled their minds?

      As she passed her brother’s room, light filtered out from beneath his door. Ned, it seemed, was still awake.

      She hesitated. How could she possibly vent to him? Guilt washed over her. If not for her and Emily’s teasing, her research project would not even be necessary. Her shoulders slumped. As Father had pointed out, it was his future. Perhaps it was only fair to present the possibilities and let Ned decide. She knocked at his door.

      “Come.”

      Amanda opened the door and poked her head through the crack, prepared to leave if he was already in bed, but he sat in his wheeled chair before the grate, staring at the fading light of the coals, a folded piece of paper in his hand. The faint sound of a waltz issued forth from a wooden box on his writing desk. Lines of worry creased his forehead. “Is something amiss with you as well?” Amanda slid into the chair beside him. She kicked off her slippers and tucked her feet beneath her skirts.

      Ned’s jaw flexed as he tucked the paper into the pocket of his dressing gown. She saw pain in his eyes. “Georgina has received an excellent offer. Her father is pressing her to accept it.”

      “Oh, Ned. I’m so sorry.” Her need to vent evaporated.

      Ned rarely accepted invitations to visit friends anymore, but a year ago, he’d agreed to attend a small house party at an old school friend’s family estate where he had fallen helplessly in love with his friend’s younger sister, Georgina. Except her father refused to consider the suit of a man who could not walk without mechanical assistance. Not when his daughter had so many other titled gentlemen who were healthy and hale pressing their suit.

      Amanda well understood the pressure to marry that could be brought to bear upon a young woman of good social stature. She herself had avoided marriage longer than most, but the relentless pressure from her parents had, in the end, won. Though she’d bargained ruthlessly with Father for a small concession. In exchange for her enrollment in medical school, she’d agreed to marry within the year.

      Most young women gained no such concession from their parents. “It must be so hard to let her go.”

      He looked up sharply. “Who said anything about letting go?”

      Oh dear. That calculating look told her drastic measures were being plotted. Amanda squeezed her eyes shut and squashed her pride. “Lord Sebastian Talbot, Earl of Thornton has asked me to share the neurachnid with him.” His indrawn breath made her rush on. “He is the most domineering, self-important, puffed up…‌” She shook her head. “All of which has no bearing on a decision I‌—‌we‌—‌must make. He sees potential in my project.” She opened her eyes.

      Ned stared back in amazement. One hand gripped the arm of his chair, steadying himself as he leaned forward. “This could change everything. It’s what we’ve been hoping for.”

      She nodded slowly. “I wanted to work with him, but he wants it for his own. If you think it best, I’ll hand everything over to him. Perhaps with his resources…‌”

      “…‌he might find the solution,” Ned finished. “Or he might not. Either way, you lose control of the project.” He paused, thinking. “Worse, there would be no guarantee he would allow me to be an early test subject. Likely he would refuse to experiment on a future duke.” Ned shook his head and sat back. “No. I think you should continue your work on your own. You’re so very close. Perhaps if you start anew. Let me look over the Babbage card again.”

      Relief swept over her as she forced herself to ask, “You’re certain? It may take months. You might have to let Georgina go.”

      Ned set his jaw, his voice a low growl. “I’m certain. And I will never let Georgina go.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The sun wouldn’t rise for hours, but sleep was impossible, what with the myriad thoughts whirling through her brain. She might as well accomplish something beyond watching the moonlight move across the floor.

      Amanda rose from her bed and crossed to her wardrobe, then selected a simple blue gown that didn’t require much lacing or tying of tapes. Its bustle was a collection of ruffles that draped over the skirt, and the leather straps and brass buckles of the bodice made a corset unnecessary. Given the hours she was about to spend stooped over her workbench, the ability to bend at the waist was a priority.

      As she strode through the garden, Rufus appeared, greeting her with a long, silent stare from his golden eyes. Both he and she were creatures of habit, and her appearance at this dark hour was a dramatic break from routine. Yet still he followed her on silent paws as she stepped into the coop. The hens slept in peaceful repose, barely shifting in their nests as she crossed quietly to the laboratory door and dialed the necessary series of digits.

      Her earlier anger had faded, to be replaced by renewed determination. The great Lord Thornton had tipped his hand. He saw something in her project. She must be close.

      Rufus settled in his favorite corner, on alert for cheeky mice, as Amanda lit an oil lamp and pulled a stool forward. She spread a soft cloth across the workbench and arranged her tools.

      She would dissect the neurachnid, spread each gear, each pin, each spring across her workbench. She would study its mechanisms with a critical eye and then make improvements.

      Her gold threads did not work in the same manner as biological neurons. They weren’t designed to. They made direct contact with both the spinal cord and the muscle in order to transmit electrical impulses, but as the muscle fibers contracted, the threads inevitably pulled free. Rare earth metals would cement the connection, at least in theory, but were also hard to come by‌—‌and expensive.

      For Ned, she’d find a way.

      She reached for the neurachnid stored on the shelf above, but her hand met nothing but air. She looked up. Had Rufus knocked it down? She scanned the empty space, then dropped her gaze to the surface of the workbench, searching.

      Her heart beating faster by the second, Amanda lifted rags. Shifted bottles and tin canisters, looked under notes and papers, hunted behind her microscope.

      It was…‌ gone.

      She leapt to her feet and spun around, searching the small room for any signs of intrusion and found nothing. Everything was exactly as it had been when she left.

      Someone had stolen her spider.

      Though no one had the combination, her security was minimal, designed more to discourage nosy children, curious family members and cleaning staff. Until this moment, she’d never considered medical espionage.

      Amanda pressed a palm to her chest, willing her heart to stop pounding. She needed to think. And clearly.

      Five years she’d poured into that neurachnid. Could she rebuild it? Certainly. But many fine parts were special order or handcrafted. It could take her months to construct another. Longer, if someone had also appropriated her designs.

      With two long steps, she crossed to a metal cabinet in the corner. Twisting the dial first one direction, then another, and back again, she spun the combination. With a click, the lock released, and she yanked out a drawer.

      She heaved a sigh of relief. All her notes, all her schematics were still there. She gathered them up and pressed them to her chest. Her laboratory was no longer secure.

      Only one person she knew possessed the motivation and the mentality, the will, and the resources to infiltrate her laboratory.

      Lord Thornton.
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      Amanda marched down the empty hallway past numerous doors, her back ramrod straight. She’d spent the last twenty minutes tracking down his inconvenient location. The man seemed to have deliberately removed his name and location from all directories.

      If a student managed to locate Lord Thornton’s office in the meager half hour he grudgingly allotted to office hours each week, he‌—‌or she‌—‌would have but mere minutes to pose a question. Perhaps that was the earl’s goal. On this point, at least, he did not discriminate; he hated all students equally. She came to a halt, stopping before an enormous iron door at the end of the hallway. Its lock defined security.

      She stared in amazement, studying the mechanism. Several large gears would‌—‌with the right combination‌—‌pull the thick iron teeth from their sockets in the iron doorjamb. An ominous red light glowed steadily from a box that also housed a screecher. Anyone who attempted to guess at the code would deeply regret their actions. She glanced upward, half-expecting to find a portcullis installed to trap the offender.

      “This can’t be his office,” she murmured, her voice hushed in amazement.

      “No, Lady Amanda. That is my laboratory.”

      She’d recognize that voice anywhere. It ruffled her feathers. She turned on a heel to glare at him. It figured the man would work in an impenetrable fortress.

      Filling the doorway to her right, Lord Thornton stood looking every inch an earl, a man whose actions were not to be questioned. Yet upon closer examination, he did seem a bit pale. Were those dark shadows beneath his eyes? Though he wore exactly the same clothes from his late night visit, his creases were no longer sharp, his shirt had lost some starch, and his cravat hung loose. But there was not a stray feather or cat hair to indicate he’d spent any time inside a chicken coop.

      She narrowed her eyes. Then again, a man such as this would have minions to send to such a task. Did he ever get his own hands dirty?

      He tipped his head in question, giving Amanda a glimpse of a strong, corded neck that stretched down to broad shoulders. She frowned. How did a scientist come by such a physique spending long hours in a laboratory? His lips twitched and for the slightest of moments, his gaze slid below her chin, and she was glad she’d taken the time to don the armor of high fashion and impeccable grooming.

      A flush rose to her cheeks. What might have passed between the two of them had they met in society rather than as academic adversaries?

      Adversary. The man was a liar and a thief. Amanda had not sought him out for a social call. She focused her anger on her target. “Give it back.”

      His eyebrows rose, but his voice was irritatingly calm. “Give what back?”

      “My neurachnid.”

      “A clever name but, as you’ll recall, not something I’ve laid eyes upon.” He turned his back on her and stepped into a small side room that must be his office, leaving her standing in the hallway.

      The effrontery! She snapped her jaw shut and followed him, refusing to accept his clear dismissal.

      Lord Thornton stood at the wall, twisting a dial that would allow him to communicate with a person at the other end of the speaking tube. “I require your presence in my office. Now. She’s here.”

      She bristled. He’d been expecting her? Yet denied involvement with the neurachnid’s theft? Had he been here all night, waiting? Had he and his minions already trialed the neurachnid and found it wanting? Well, he had another think coming if he thought she was going to help him, or anyone else amenable to such underhanded methods.

      “On our way,” a voice over the tube crackled back.

      In the oppressive silence, Amanda studied his office.

      A carved mahogany desk nearly buried under a mountain of papers and books sat on a threadbare rug. Against the wall behind the desk was a bank of shelves covered in yet more books and papers. She glanced over the curiosities tucked among them. A bird skull. An oversized wax model of the human ear. Vacuum tubes. A two-headed snake floating in preservative. On another wall hung an extensive anatomical chart detailing every nerve in the human body.

      A single, solitary chair‌—‌unrelieved by any cushion‌—‌sat before his desk. Anyone so unfortunate as to be offered that seat would soon hasten to leave. Rather the point, she thought.

      Lord Thornton moved to sit behind his desk without so much as offering it to her.

      She stood behind the chair, her fingers gripping its back. Tightly. Much like they desired to grip his neck. “You deny it then?”

      His face impassive, Lord Thornton leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers across his chest. “Deny what?”

      Amanda wanted to smack the flat of her hands on his desk and growl. But Father’s words came back to her, and she controlled herself. Barely. “That you sent someone to appropriate my neurachnid. I would not hand it over willingly, so you resorted to force.”

      “The low opinion you must have of me.” Lord Thornton clucked his tongue. “Let me assure you that while I would like very much to have possession of your contraption, I do not.”

      “So you admit the rare earth metal might work?”

      His face darkened. “I admit nothing.”

      A perfunctory knock sounded behind her. Amanda spun around. Leaning in the open door was a man of medium height and medium build. He had brown hair and brown eyes. All the usual features in all the usual places. A face so common that most would immediately forget it.

      “So this is the student of the hour,” the man said. “Thornton didn’t mention you were beautiful as well as brilliant.” A playful grin so altered his appearance that Amanda immediately warmed to him.

      Confused, but flattered, she was about to reply when a petite blonde woman, no more than five feet tall and attired in black mourning, shoved at the man’s back, knocking him off balance and into the office. “Mind the manners your mother taught you.”

      “Follow the customs of my mother?” the man quipped. “You might regret that.”

      “There is much about you to regret,” the lady retorted.

      The man’s grin widened as she stepped around him and pierced Lord Thornton with a look. “You bellowed?”

      Lord Thornton showed no inclination to rise. “Lady Amanda, may I present Lady Huntley and Mr. Black.”

      Mr. Black bowed, then quietly shut the door behind him.

      Lady Huntley inclined her head. “We’ve met.” Her light green eyes studied Amanda through long, kohl-darkened lashes.

      Indeed, they had. Lord Huntley had once courted Amanda herself. They’d spent hours in each other’s company discussing any number of topics, including her work on the neurachnid, and developed a comfortable kind of friendship. Amanda had been expecting a proposal at any moment when Eloise Kale, now Lady Huntley, made her dramatic entrance into the social whirl of the ton.

      Her heart-shaped face, Cupid’s bow lips and the angelic color of her hair had men falling over their feet to make her acquaintance, Lord Huntley among them. Several months later, when Amanda wished him happy on the occasion of his wedding, he’d still only had eyes for his beautiful bride.

      But he’d died, tragically, not too long after their wedding. On his way to Brussels to attend a scientific conference, airship pirates had attacked his vessel. Lord Huntley had been a good friend and scientific ally, and she’d privately mourned his death. She glanced at Lord Thornton. He’d also been aboard when that dirigible crashed but survived with a mere injury to his leg.

      “You’d best take a seat,” Lady Huntley said. “He’ll not offer one and this may take some time.”

      “What will take time?” Amanda asked, disinclined to sit. She glanced from one face to the next. If this was about her missing neurachnid, it was causing quite a stir.

      “She accuses me of stealing it,” Lord Thornton said.

      Mr. Black crossed his arms and leaned back against the door. “Well, you do have motivation.”

      Lord Thornton growled.

      “This device of yours,” Lady Huntley began, “that can repair a damaged motor neuron by spinning gold fibers from the central nervous system to the muscle, what is your current success rate?”

      Amanda stiffened. This was about her neurachnid. It hurt to think of Lord Huntley sharing her research with a woman he’d married instead of her.

      “Let us save the details for later, Lady Huntley.” Lord Thornton turned his intense gaze back in Amanda’s direction. “Where were you last night?”

      She took exception at his accusatory tone. “Excuse me? What business is that of yours?” Her voice rose with each word. “Why are you treating me like a suspected criminal? As if I would steal my own spider.”

      “Just answer the question,” Lord Thornton insisted. “Where were you last night?”

      Spite made her answer, “With you.”

      Mr. Black snickered.

      Lord Thornton frowned. “Before,” he clarified.

      “At the Townson’s dinner party.”

      “Can anyone bear witness to that?” he asked.

      Amanda rolled her eyes. “Have you never been to a dinner party?” The lines around Lord Thornton’s mouth deepened further. “Generally, a large number of people sit about a long table for several hours of inane conversation.”

      Lord Thornton’s jaw clenched.

      Mr. Black pressed, “Names, if you please, Lady Amanda.”

      Amanda refused to look away from Lord Thornton as she answered. She’d count it a small victory if she could make his teeth grind. “Lord Guntwaithe visually calculated the depth of my cleavage, while Lord Lowsley employed his voice to its full soporific effect.”

      Mr. Black spoke. “As verified.”

      “And after I left?” Lord Thornton leaned forward over his desk. “What of the early morning?”

      Amanda sucked in an outraged breath. “I was in my bed.” That, for the most part, was the truth. “Alone, of course. How dare you suggest otherwise.” She stepped toward the door, waving at Mr. Black to move. “I’ll not spend another minute answering these offensive questions. Expect to hear from my father. Please step aside.”

      But Mr. Black continued to block her exit, his face expressionless. “My apologies, Lady Amanda, but we simply cannot allow you to leave.”

      “There was a situation last night.” Lady Huntley’s tone was conciliatory. “At the Queen’s request, Lord Thornton and Mr. Black were on hand to assist. Aside from the brief stop at your town home, they spent the early hours of the morning here. As a result, their manners are strained.”

      “A situation?” She tipped her head, intrigued.

      Lady Huntley nodded. “Despite all evidence to the contrary,” she shot a dark look at Lord Thornton, “we would very much like to enlist your help.”

      Amanda crossed her arms, suspecting they were about to confirm her earlier suspicions. “With what, exactly?”

      “I’m afraid we must have your agreement first,” Lady Huntley said.

      Amanda looked about the room from face to face to face. It seemed they had reached an impasse. All were firmly closed, though she was certain they knew something about her spider. If they didn’t have it, they knew who did. She would have it back, and it seemed the only way to that end was to agree to assist them.

      Concern warred with curiosity, but not for long. “Fine,” she bit out.

      “I like her,” Mr. Black said to Lord Thornton, his mood lightening once more. “Not at all like you described.” Then, throwing her a wink, Mr. Black turned and exited through the door.

      “This is a bad idea,” Lord Thornton grumbled.

      “Not at all,” Lady Huntley replied. “It’s our only idea.”

    




OEBPS/images/book-scene-break.jpg





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-1-thegoldenspider-ebook.jpg





OEBPS/images/spider.jpg







