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1


DARBURY, ENGLAND, FEBRUARY 1816 


There was no doubt in William Sterling’s mind. He was being followed.


He was an easy target—now more than ever.


He knew better than to travel at such a late hour in the moors, when midnight’s haze shrouded the moon’s gray light and the new-fallen snow gave the illusion of an even terrain.


An owl’s mournful cry sliced the night’s uncomfortable silence, and with a sharp click of his tongue, William urged his mount into a faster gait.


He’d avoided the main road that leads directly to Eastmore Hall’s iron gate, for it was too broad. Too exposed. He chose, instead, the cart path leading from Darbury’s town square to Wainslow Peak. For although it was narrow and masked with snow, he’d be hidden.


The thoroughbred beneath him pranced and skittered to the  left, tossing his magnificent head in tenacious indignation. William regarded the horse’s caution. Perhaps the stubborn beast was wiser than he was.


He could dismount and lead Angus back to Eastmore Hall on foot. Considering the ice and wind, it would be less treacherous. But the walk would be long and would slow his pace considerably. As quickly as he had the thought, the memory of the two suspicious men who’d been eyeing him at Griffin’s End Inn came back.


No, he needed the protection of Eastmore Hall. Now.


William tightened his knees against the animal’s sides and cast yet another glance over his shoulder. “Ya!”


In spite of the frigid air, perspiration trickled down his temples. Time seemed sluggish in the uncertainty. He crested Wainslow Peak, which was little more than a shallow hill with outcroppings of ancient stone, and circled his horse in the clearing next to Sterling Wood. He filled his lungs with the bitterly cold air and scanned the shadowed landscape.


The snow-covered grass swept down to the valley of the River Thaughley. The moon’s waning light fell on Rosemere School for Young Ladies—his tenant.


If only Eastmore Hall were that close.


With a jerk of his gloved hand, he tipped his wide-brimmed hat low and turned his mount toward home. Without warning, a great, dark horse catapulted from the cover of the ash and birch trees and skidded, blocking the path and sending up a cloud of snow and earth. Plumes of white breath spewed from the horse’s nostrils. Angus reared up, his frantic, high whinny piercing the eerie silence. With the strength afforded by shock, William tightened his legs around the horse’s girth and pitched forward. He whipped his head around, searching for a pass to break free from the stony crags caging him. But instead of finding an exit, he faced another man on horseback.


“Get off the horse, Sterling.”


Pulse hammering, William licked his lips and tugged the reins, circling his frenzied horse, desperate for escape. Every sordid incident that had led to this moment flashed before him in vivid detail. Remorse would do nothing now, not with a pistol pointed straight at his chest.


“I said dismount!”


William lurched around. A third pistol barrel challenged him.


Surrounded.


Muttering, William slid from the saddle and planted his top boots in the swirling snow. If he were a praying man, now would be the time to employ such a plea. But he was beyond such saving.


William released the reins and raised both hands in the air.


The first man stepped toward him, pistol pointed. “Introductions not necessary, are they, Sterling? I daresay you know why we are here.”


William shifted as the man wearing a caped coat stepped closer. He forced his voice to be low. “I have little money on me, if that is what you’ve come for.”


“It’s not your money I’ve come for. It’s Captain Rafertee’s money.” 


Perspiration stung William’s eyes. “I have given Rafertee my note of hand. We agreed on the terms. I have three months left to provide the funds, and I will.”


The man smirked and called over his shoulder to the men behind him, “Three months, lads. What do we think about that? Seems like an awfully long time to me.”


The men snickered. William clenched his teeth as the pistol pressed against the wool fabric of his greatcoat.


The stranger’s gravelly voice was as threatening as the pistol. “I got concerned, you understand. You left London in a hurry. Secretly, as if to avoid us. Why, you didn’t even say farewell. And you’ve been gone for so long.” A sneer cracked the man’s face, and the moon’s light fell on his crooked teeth.


The pounding in William’s head intensified. The men behind his accuser cackled.


“We need to remind this fine gentleman that the captain won’t take kindly if his money’s not there when he sets foot on land again after all those months at sea. And it’s my job to make sure the captain stays happy.”


The man grabbed William’s coat, yanked a button free, and ripped his leather pouch from the safety of his person. Without glancing down at his prize, the stranger tossed the leather packet to one of his partners.


William’s attacker leaned in closer. His breath reeked of ale. If it had been only the one man, William would have taken a chance and fought—he could hold his own in a brawl. But with three, experience affirmed he’d stand little chance. A man standing behind the others walked over and slapped Angus’s hindquarters and shouted, sending the animal off into the black of night.


Without a horse, William was at their mercy. He pressed his lips together and looked toward the stirring clouds.


Tonight I will meet my maker.


The gun dug into his belly. Chest heaving, William forced himself to look at his assailant. He knew not the man’s identity, but he knew one thing with certainty: Rafertee cavorted with the darkest sort. The most dangerous, evil men.


William should know, for he had done the same.


William shifted. “All my money is in there. I’ve nothing else to give you. If you kill me, you’ll never get the rest of it. What would Rafertee have to say then?”


The man’s low, wide-brimmed hat shadowed his eyes. “Consider our visit a reminder. Either the good captain gets his money or you die.” A sardonic laugh oozed from the man’s unkempt face. “Just so you are fully aware, I’ll be the one who has the pleasure of carrying out that order.”


Without another word, the man’s balled fist slammed into William’s gut, stealing the wind from his lungs and hurling him backward. He lost his footing on the moor’s icy carpet, and the sudden jolt hurled him back against a rocky crag. Before he could regain his balance, someone grabbed his coat and a fist slammed into his jaw. He fell. His head struck rock. He moved to stand, but as he did, one of the cloaked figures kicked his middle.


William collapsed, his cheek flat against the snow. A form approached, but William did not move. He could not move, even if he so desired.


“Three months, Sterling.”


Another sharp kick thrust white stars across his vision, curling him in agony. His breath came in jagged gasps and burned like fire.


The voices were muffled. William could no longer decipher their words. A tunnel of sound whirred around him. Then the ground beneath him trembled as he heard the horses’ hooves thunder off.


You’re alive.


William lay still on the icy ground and groaned. The voices in his head were taunting him louder than his attackers and were impossible to ignore.


Considering the sorry state of you, you should be grateful.


Then all was still, quiet, save for the whistle of the wind through barren branches. William assessed his condition, limb by limb. Nothing appeared to be broken, but one eye was swelling shut and salty blood covered his lips.


After several attempts, William managed to roll over onto his knees. Fresh snow had begun to fall and had accumulated on his coat. He shook his arms and it scattered.


He attempted a whistle, hoping that by a miracle Angus would hear, but his upper lip was beyond such a task. So he waited and listened for any indication that his horse had not abandoned him.


He heard nothing, save for the mournful too-wit call of the owls on a distant moor.


He shouted as loud as his lungs would allow, “Angus!”


Nothing.


Head throbbing, ribs aching, he winced at the pain of simply breathing. He scanned his surroundings, disoriented. Had he been a more attentive estate master, he would know exactly how far he was from home. He’d be familiar with every tree. Every stump. Every vale. But in his confusion, he wasn’t sure. As he turned, he noticed the black outline of chimneys rising above snow-covered trees.


Rosemere.


Heavy snow had ridden in on the sharp easterly wind. William reached for his hat, which had fallen in the attack, and slapped it against his leg. His left eye was now swollen shut. Something warm trickled down his cheek, but his muscles ached too severely to try to wipe it away.


The familiar sound of hoofbeats clicked toward him and stopped.


Panic seized him. He scrambled under the shelter of a low bush, then turned and saw not Rafertee’s men but Angus enter the clearing and toss his head.


Perhaps he would be able to return to Eastmore after all.


But when he stood, the ground beneath him spun and he staggered. He managed to put one foot in front of the other, but after two attempts to mount the horse, it became clear he’d never be able to ride the animal, not in his state. He looked back down to Rosemere, barely able to make out the tiny stable that sat just inside the courtyard wall. Did he have any other choice?
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Patience Creighton clutched her loosely woven shawl tightly around her neck with one hand and lifted her lantern above her head with the other.


“Is he . . . dead?”


Not waiting for her manservant, George, to respond, Patience knelt next to the stranger’s battered form and winced at the sight of his swollen, purple eyelid and the dried blood on his lips.


“No, not dead.” George’s ever-present scent of leather signaled that he’d drawn near. “Yet.”


With a trembling hand, Patience reached out to touch the man’s chest, hesitant, as if with one touch he would spring to life and grab her. But her shivering fingertips landed on the damp, rough wool of his caped greatcoat, and he did not so much as wince.


“Who is he?” she asked, her eyes not leaving the still form.


“’Tis William Sterling. Do you not recognize him?”


Her landlord’s name was the last name she expected to hear. “Surely not William Sterling of Eastmore Hall?”


“Aye. One and the same.” 


Shocked, Patience lifted the lantern higher and leaned down, squinting to make out his features in the flickering light. Mr. Sterling’s hatless head rested against the dirt floor. A deep gash marred his forehead, and stubble darkened his square jaw. “Where did you find him?”


“Right here. Came down to do my morning duties, like I always do, and here he was, sprawled out on the stable floor, looking just as you see him now.” The manservant knelt next to her. “His horse was in the courtyard, right outside the stable, saddled. Charlie is tending to him.”


A sharp gust of wind curled in through the half-open door, slamming the door against the side of the wooden stable wall and pelting them with stinging sleet.


Patience gave Mr. Sterling’s shoulder a gentle push, hoping for a response, but none came. His breath appeared so shallow that she wondered if he was still breathing. “We must get him out of the cold. Mary has a fire started in the kitchen. Quickly now.”


George nudged her aside and leaned down to loop his arms under William Sterling and called to the stable boy. “Charlie, get over ’ere and help me!”


“Shh, George!” Patience waved her hands in an attempt to keep the manservant quiet. She cast an anxious glance over her shoulder to the dark house. The last thing she needed was for Rosemere’s twenty-nine impressionable young students to wake and see a half-dead man being carried from the stable.


Hysteria would ensue for months.


“We mustn’t wake the girls.” Patience stood and tightened her thin shawl around her. “Take him in through the kitchen, and we will figure out what to do there.”


Leaving George and Charlie to carry their visitor, Patience scurried from the stable and took the path to the kitchen entrance  at the back of the house, the harsh wind nearly pinching the breath from her lungs.


Patience burst through the door. Mary, the aging housekeeper, looked up expectantly, her face already flushed from tending the fire. “Well? What is it?”


Patience hung her shawl on a hook, her pulse still racing from the morning’s disruption. “It’s Mr. Sterling from Eastmore Hall. He’s unconscious. Must have been thrown from his horse.” She glanced at the blaze flickering in the grate. “We are going to need hot water and linens.”


Patience did not wait for Mary’s response. She went to the shelf next to the wide stone fireplace where they kept her father’s wooden medicine chest. Reaching up with both hands, she slid the oblong box off the shelf and tucked it beneath her arm.


Mary grabbed an armful of linen strips from a chest. “Where are you going to put him?”


Patience bit her lip as she struggled to balance a jar of ointment on top of the teak chest. She hesitated. It was imperative that none of the girls be aware of the man’s presence, and George, strong as he was, would never be able to carry a man up the stairs to a proper bedchamber. She nodded toward a narrow hallway that led to the manservant’s small quarters. “In George’s room.”


Just then, Charlie flung open the door and rushed in, prancing eagerly from foot to foot as he held the door open. George was carrying the limp William Sterling over one broad shoulder. “Where do you want ’im?”


Patience pointed toward the corridor. “Put him in your room until we can figure out a better arrangement.”


Patience grabbed one of Mary’s candles with her free hand and followed Charlie and George to the small bedchamber. The candlelight flickered odd shapes on the walls and slanted ceiling. Patience’s heart thumped in an erratic cadence as George sat Mr.  Sterling’s unresponsive body on the straw mattress and peeled the soggy coat from his broad shoulders.


She set the medicine chest on the bureau. “Has he woken yet?”


George’s response was none too quiet. “Hasn’t made a peep.”


Patience pushed her long braid over her shoulder and knelt down, positioning her candle to illuminate the man’s face. Years had passed since she last encountered Mr. Sterling, but now, in the candlelight, she recognized his straight nose. The cleft in his chin. And yet, the sight before her made her cringe, for he was almost unrecognizable. His left eye was bruised and swollen shut. Dried blood and dirt crusted his lips and whiskered chin. A thick lock of dirty light brown hair swept over his forehead, and his head drooped forward in complete unresponsiveness.


Patience stood and reached for a blanket at the foot of the bed. “We must get him warm. Mary, fetch water and a compress.”


George let Mr. Sterling roll back against the pillow and lifted his legs onto the bed. Patience draped the blankets over him, noting how his boots hung off the bed’s end. She could not recall the last time she had seen Mr. Sterling. He may very well be the school’s landlord, but he never called—his steward had attended to all matters related to the property and buildings. He never attended church. She did not doubt he paid calls to town, but she rarely had cause to leave Rosemere. Indeed, she would have had difficulty recognizing him even by the light of day when he was well, let alone in his current state.


She felt Mary at her elbow, leaning in to look. “Merciful heavens. Master Sterling looks dead.”


Patience drew a shaky breath, then pressed her lips together. This man, whether he was their landlord or a common vagabond, needed their help. And as the woman in charge of the school, she would see that he received it.


“Mary, where is that compress? And get the hartshorn from Father’s medicine box, will you?”


Patience sat down on the bed as gently as if it had been a bed of nails and leaned closer to study the marks on his face. “What do you suppose happened? Do you think he was thrown from his horse?”


George gave a coarse huff. “Not with that lip.”


Patience’s stomach churned as the meaning of his words sank in. George needn’t expand on his thoughts for her to understand. The thought of a man being beaten in such a manner in such close proximity to their school! To her girls!


Mary returned, carrying a pan of water, and handed her the vial.


“Thank you. Hold that candle close, will you?”


Mary positioned herself behind Patience’s shoulder.


Forcing her hands to stay steady, Patience uncorked the bottle and held it under the man’s nose, giving him the full effect of its vapors.


With his next inhale, William Sterling only grimaced. Hardly the response she had hoped for. Patience exchanged the small bottle for Mary’s compress.


The damp linen felt warm and heavy in her hand. She brushed Mr. Sterling’s hair from his forehead, but at the sight of more blood, pulled her hand away.


The gash on his forehead appeared more serious than she had thought. Much more serious than any injury she could recall on school grounds. “Do you think you should call after the surgeon?”


George leaned in close to get a better look, squinting to see in the faint light. “And leave you and the young ladies alone with a man in the house?”


Patience shook her head. “Mr. Sterling is hardly a threat, George, not in this condition. I think we are quite safe.”


George shifted hesitantly. “As you wish, Miss.” The thud of his boots signaled his departure.


Patience returned her attention to Mr. Sterling. She was close to him—closer than she had been to any man in years, with the exception of her brother or father. She wiped her hands on the flannel folds of her robe, as if doing so would give her any more right to be tending to such a task. She had a great deal of experience tending to the accidental bumps and bruises of her girls, but never on a man—and never wounds of such magnitude. Cold still clung to his form, the scent of frost and earth lacing every breath she took. Her hands suddenly felt clumsy, Mary’s compress felt more like a stone than a damp cloth. She bit her lip and bent over the man, unsure of where—of how—to start.


With cautious movements she touched the compress to his wind-burned cheek and wiped spots of dirt away. She moved upward to his temple, then to his forehead, near the gash, and at the touch, icy blue eyes flew open. Mr. Sterling sat up in bed, the force nearly knocking Patience to the floor.


She gasped and jumped up, pitching back as if he were a snake preparing to strike.


Mr. Sterling frowned, and his eyes darted about the room. He was as an animal, stuck between fight and flight. His light hair clung to his damp face, and his eyes narrowed on her. Cold. Unwavering.


He blurted out a single, breathless word: “Isabelle!”


Heart pounding, Patience approached the bed, forcing her voice to be quiet. Low. Soothing, as if she were talking to one of her students who had awoken from a nightmare. “You’ve been injured, Mr. Sterling. Please, lie back down.”


He stared at her, his glare boring into her as if he were either reading her thoughts or spying on her soul. Then, as quickly as he had awoken, the expression in his eyes went absent. Hollow. His wild gaze darted from her to Mary and then back to her before he slumped back down on the bed, his head against the pillow.


She released the breath she’d been holding and cast a hesitant glance at Mary, whose complexion had grown ashen at the dramatic display. As timid as a lamb, Patience sat back down, lifted the compress, and pressed it to his face. This time his black eyelashes fluttered but remained closed. He merely groaned.


“Well,” Patience whispered, “’tis no doubt. Whatever happened was significant indeed.”


Mary, who was never short of opinions, drew a chair closer and continued to hold the candle high. “Tsk. You know what they say about ’im. Roguish man.”


Patience flung Mary a warning glance. She would not tolerate such open judgment from her staff. But had she not shared the same thought? She’d heard the stories. The rumors.


Sitting on the side of the bed, she turned her attention back to her patient. He carried with him a scent of moorland and horse, and as she leaned closer still, the scent of ale clung to him. Patience pressed her lips together. Perhaps the stories were true.


But rumors or not, this man needed tending. With a gentle touch she pressed the cloth to the damaged skin, softly whisking away traces of dirt and blood.


Mary whispered, “Who do you suppose is Isabelle?”


Patience paused, the linen cloth hanging in midair. No doubt those stories of him were true as well. “I cannot say.”


As she touched her cloth to the area around the wound on his forehead, he recoiled. His eyes again opened, but this time he looked at her for but a moment before attempting to sit.


Alarmed, she stood and pressed her hand on his shoulder. Even in his weakened state, his corded muscles twitched beneath the fine linen of his billowy sleeve. “No, no. Please, lie down. You’ve been thrown from your horse.”


He shook off her hand and sat up, grimacing. He touched his face, then looked at the blood on his hand.


Patience cleared her throat. “You are at Rosemere, sir.” 


He ignored her and moved to swing his legs over the side of the bed, but at the movement, he grabbed his ribs protectively and swayed to the left.


Patience lunged forward to offer support if he should lose his balance. “Please be still. Our man has gone for the surgeon and—” 


“No.” His voice, gritty as stone, stopped hers. “No surgeon.”


She wanted to argue. Surely he knew he was in no condition to leave, that he needed tending to. She noticed Mary had a dram of brandy in her hand. She took the glass and said, “Here, drink this. It will warm you.”


He did not protest, but when the glass touched his split lip, he flinched and handed the glass back to her. “Rosemere?”


“Y-yes, sir.”


His eyes narrowed on her. “Where’s Edmund Creighton?”


Patience stiffened at the mention of her father’s name. “My father died six months ago.”


One eyebrow raised as far as the gash on his forehead would afford. “Rawdon Creighton, then?”


“My brother is in London.”


It was in that moment when Patience realized Mr. Sterling knew not who she was. And why should he? Why should a man of his position know the name of a headmaster’s daughter?


Feeling more confident, she ignored the sting of the slight and pushed a stray lock of hair from her face. “I am Patience Creighton, sir. Rawdon Creighton’s sister and current headmistress of Rosemere.”


His blank look betrayed him. “Of course. Miss Creighton.” He studied her face for a moment, making little effort to hide his confusion. A frown creased his face when he adjusted his position. “I apologize for the intrusion.”


“Do not apologize.” Patience placed the compress in his  dirt-smudged hand and clasped her hands behind her back. “I am more concerned about your well-being than the earliness of the hour.”


Awkward silence pinned them for a time, but when Mr. Sterling attempted to stand, Patience moved closer. At first it was her intention to take his arm to steady him, but then she thought better of such an intimate action.


“Is my horse here?” he muttered.


“We found a saddled horse in the courtyard.”


“Good.”


She drew a sharp breath as he put both feet on the floor. “But you are injured, sir. And it is still too dark . . . at least wait for the sun to rise—” 


But he was already standing, and his unstable steps swayed him closer to her. Then, as quickly as his arrival had interrupted the dawn’s peace, he stumbled through the door of the bedchamber and was gone.


Patience wondered if she had seen a spirit, a vapor perhaps, but one glance at Mary’s big eyes confirmed that she had just seen their landlord—in the flesh. She stared at the empty space where the man had been, shocked at both the surprise of the bloody visitor and the gruffness of his demeanor. She hurried to the window and watched him limp through the deepening snow toward the stable and disappear into the dark building.


Inside her, a battle raged. How she wanted to go back to the warmth of her bed. Forget that Mr. Sterling had been here. Forget the sight of blood. But the thought of the man—any man—who had moments ago been barely coherent and now was outside, preparing to leave, pecked at her conscience.


She gathered Mr. Sterling’s forgotten greatcoat, ignored Mary’s protest, and stepped out into the predawn’s gray light.


Patience raced through the courtyard toward the stable,  stepping in the footprints left by Mr. Sterling’s much larger boots to prevent snow from getting in her thin slippers. Shivering, she arrived at the stable as Mr. Sterling was leaving, followed by Charlie, who looked every bit the boy he was.


Patience had to almost shout to be heard over the wind sweeping off the moors. “I must object, Mr. Sterling.”


He either didn’t hear her or he ignored her, fumbling to place the toe of his boot in the stirrup. She watched, helpless, as his first attempt to mount his horse failed.


“At least don your coat,” Patience pleaded, extending the damp wool garment in his direction. “You are sure to catch your death.”


On his second attempt, Mr. Sterling succeeded to mount the skittish animal. ...
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	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}
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