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The note had been slipped under Sophie’s door at half past six, which was unusual. Normally Marguerite sent the girl with the red plait to knock three times and say nothing, and you were expected to understand. But tonight there was a folded piece of cream paper, and on it, in the owner’s own looping hand: The parlour. Eight o’clock. Just the three of you. Wear something comfortable. This one is for you.

Sophie read it twice. Then she sat on the edge of her bed and read it a third time, not because the words were complicated, but because the handwriting was. Marguerite did not write things down. Marguerite spoke and the room rearranged itself around what she’d said.

She told Ruby first, because Ruby’s room was adjacent and because Ruby had the useful quality of receiving unusual information with the expression of someone who had expected exactly this. Ruby looked at the note, handed it back, and went to the wardrobe for her softest robe without comment. They collected Claire from the end of the corridor, where she was already half-dressed, the silk sash of her robe not yet tied, her dark hair loose around her shoulders.

“Did you get one too?” Sophie asked.

“Mm.” Claire held up her own folded paper. “Mine says splendid. She wrote the word splendid.”

“She means us,” Ruby said, tying the sash at her hip with two neat tugs. “Come on.”

—-
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The corridor to the main parlour was the same as it always was — the runner with the faded pattern of wheat stalks, the light fitting at the halfway point that buzzed faintly and had done since January — but tonight there was something different at the far end. Light bled under the door in a colour Sophie couldn’t quite name. Not the bright clinical white of an ordinary session. Something yellower. Something that suggested candles, or the decision to forgive.

She pushed the door open.

The parlour had been rearranged. The chairs — three of them, wide and upholstered in the deep green that Marguerite apparently believed communicated both luxury and agricultural seriousness — had been moved so they sat side by side rather than in their usual arrangement of a loose triangle. The pumping apparatus was present but pushed to a more discreet position. Small lamps burned on the side tables. Someone had put a low bowl of cream-coloured flowers near the window, the kind that smelled faintly of something warm and close, like talc and cut grass.

Marguerite stood near the fireplace with her hands clasped in front of her, wearing the grey coat she wore for important occasions, her silver hair pinned in its usual severe bun. She was not a woman who softened her face easily, but tonight her expression carried something that in another woman Sophie might have called fondness.

“There you are,” she said. “Come in. Sit.”

They sat. The chairs were positioned so that Sophie was in the centre, Ruby to her left, Claire to her right. Sophie could feel the warmth of the other two women through the air between them, that familiar sense of proximity that had long since stopped feeling strange and now felt like the only correct configuration of a room.

“I want to say something before we begin,” Marguerite said. “And I want to say it plainly because you know I am not a woman who circles around a thing.” A pause, in which the word plainly hung in the warm air. “You have each come a very long way. What you give to this place — what you are to this place — is not incidental. Tonight is for you. For nothing else. Do you understand?”

Ruby understood first, the way Ruby always understood things, with a small incline of her head. Claire smiled slowly, her crooked line of a mouth curving up at one corner. Sophie felt something settle in her chest that was too warm to be gratitude and too specific to be pride.

The attendants came in — two of them, quiet and practiced, moving with the kind of economy that comes from doing a thing well for a long time. The robes were opened gently. Sophie felt the air of the room touch her skin, and then the hands, cupping her breasts with a sureness that held no uncertainty in it, lifting their weight with the kind of care one extends to something precious and difficult to replace.

She exhaled. Beside her, she heard Claire do the same, a slow breath like a door settling on its hinges.

Ruby made no sound at first, but Sophie caught her reflection in the dark window glass — that particular stillness that came over her large athletic frame when the first touch registered, the slight forward lean, the way her jaw moved.

The heat came quickly, as it always did. It began at Sophie’s chest and spread outward and downward and up into her throat, a flush that was part warmth and part relief at being handled with such deliberateness. Her breasts were heavy tonight, fuller than the morning session had left them, and the attendant’s hands read that heaviness with a kind of professional reverence, fingers pressing in slow rotating circles that pulled a soft sound from Sophie before she’d made any decision to produce one.

She turned her head. Claire was looking at her, dark eyes steady, the flush already climbing her neck. Sophie looked past her to Ruby, who had finally closed her eyes, the strong lines of her body gone loose in a way that required trust. Then Ruby opened one eye, looked directly at Sophie, and raised both eyebrows as if to say: yes, I know, I feel it too.

Sophie turned back to the front. Through the tall window, the farm was going dark in the way it did at eight o’clock in early summer — not all at once, but in stages, the outbuildings losing their edges first, then the far field, then the path to the gate. The pumps had not yet been activated. For now there was only the low lamplight and the attendants’ hands and the three of them breathing in something close to unison, their bodies already beginning the slow climb.

Sophie thought: I have been in many rooms. I have never been in the right one until now.

The owner remained by the fireplace, watching with an expression that may have been satisfaction or may have been something too private for a name. Outside, a late bird called once and was silent.

The session had not yet truly begun. They were still in the part where it was just warmth and hands and the particular quality of attention that makes a person feel, against all reasonable expectation, exactly the right size for the body they inhabit.

Sophie settled deeper into the chair, felt Ruby’s shoulder brush hers, heard Claire’s quiet sigh. She let her eyes close.

​
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The pumps started low, the way a tide starts — not with a crash but with the unhurried certainty of something that has always been coming. Sophie heard the soft mechanical exhalation of the apparatus, felt the familiar cup seal warm against her, and then the pull began. Slow. Deliberate. Each draw was long and patient, as though the machine had been set to match the pace of breathing rather than the pace of extraction.

She made a sound she hadn’t intended to make.

It was different at this setting — the usual rhythm was efficient, business-like, calibrated for volume and time. This was something else. Each pull seemed to last a full second longer than it should, long enough for her to feel the draw all the way to the back of her breast, deep into the tissue, coaxing rather than commanding. Her body read the difference immediately. She felt herself begin to let down with a completeness she rarely achieved in the first minutes of a session.

To her right, Claire shifted in her chair. The sound of milk reaching the collection vessel — that particular wet persistence — began almost before Sophie had registered that her own flow had started, and for a moment the two of them were keeping accidental time with each other.

The attendants moved with purpose. The woman assigned to Sophie had the kind of hands that knew exactly where to press and when, and she began working in counterpoint to the pump’s rhythm, her palms moving in slow firm circles from the outer edge of Sophie’s breast inward toward the cup, pushing the heavier milk forward. Sophie felt the resulting surge as something close to relief. Her breasts had been full since early afternoon — that particular ache of pressure that sat just below discomfort — and now the draw took that fullness and translated it into something that moved freely, thick and warm.

“There,” the attendant said quietly, not to anyone in particular, just naming a thing she had observed.

Sophie’s breasts were the kind that needed space in a room. Soft and heavy and generously curved, they sat fuller in the cup than almost any other woman on the farm, and on nights when she was very full they produced thick cream-white streams rather than the thinner foremilk that came first in a usual session. Tonight was one of those nights. She could hear it in the sound of the collection — the difference in register, lower and more substantial, like rain changing from light to heavy on a window. She let her head tip back against the chair and gave herself to it.

Ruby, to her left, was less yielding than Sophie at first and always, which was not a failing but a characteristic. Her chest was broad and athletic, the muscle beneath her skin creating a tension that the pump had to work against before the tissue softened. Sophie had watched this often enough to know the sequence: the tightening of Ruby’s jaw in the first minutes, the slow surrender of the muscle, the moment when the resistance became cooperation and the flow came in earnest. She could map it in sound alone. The pump working harder at first, the faint groan from the collection apparatus as it met resistance, and then — yes, there — the change in Ruby’s breathing that meant she had crossed from bracing to receiving.

The second attendant had a mouth as well as hands, which was a feature of the special sessions. Sophie had learned this some time ago and had not yet entirely adjusted to the knowledge that adjustment was not, in fact, the goal.

She heard Claire first — a low broken sound from Sophie’s right, the quality of it suggesting that the mouth had been applied to Claire’s breast while the pump worked the other. Claire’s soft heavy breasts were the most responsive on the farm, a fact Marguerite had mentioned more than once with the particular pride she reserved for things that made commercial sense and also seemed somehow right in the world. They were the kind of breasts that appeared to be engineered for exactly this purpose, full and yielding, the skin very thin, the production reliable and generous. Under the combination of pump and mouth, Claire made sounds that Sophie could only describe as structural — like a building settling, like something large finding its foundation.

When the attendant’s mouth closed over Sophie’s own nipple, she gripped the arm of the chair.

The pump continued its slow draw on the right side while the warmth and pressure of the mouth worked the left, and the effect was an asymmetry that somehow produced more than symmetry ever had. Sophie felt the milk release in a way that was less like extraction and more like confession — the body offering up something it had been holding back until the exact right question was asked. She heard herself make a sound that embarrassed her slightly, which was how she knew it was real.

Across her field of vision, the room had become a specific kind of atmosphere. The soft lamps threw long shadows. The pumps maintained their slow, patient rhythm, and over that rhythm lay the sounds of the session: the wet pull of the machinery, the liquid register of milk reaching the vessels, the small broken sounds the three women made at different intervals, overlapping like voices in a round. Ruby’s breathing had become audible, which was always a marker. Claire was talking quietly under her breath, which she did sometimes, words that didn’t cohere into sentences but kept falling from her regardless.

The attendants moved between them with the unhurried efficiency of people who understood that tonight was about depth rather than speed. They pressed in at the outer edges, they lifted and supported, they used the flat of the palm and then the firm concentrated pressure of specific fingers. Sophie felt herself drawn down into the chair as though the chair had a gravity of its own, her spine softening, her thighs opening slightly without any decision behind it. The heat in her chest had migrated lower and was now a general condition of her body rather than a specific location.

“You’re so full tonight,” the attendant murmured close to Sophie’s ear, not quite a compliment, not quite an observation — something that lived between the two, in the territory of simply naming what was true.

Sophie was. She could feel it in the way the pump met her, in the continuousness of the flow, in the specific weight of her breasts even inside the cups. The thick streams she’d heard earlier were still going, the sound of them steady in the collection vessel below, and the warmth of it — the warmth of giving that much — spread through her chest and into her shoulders and made her feel, ridiculously, like something had been forgiven.

To her left, Ruby said nothing. But her hand found the arm of Sophie’s chair and rested there, not quite touching Sophie’s own hand, close enough that the heat between their fingers was perceptible. Sophie did not move away. She did not need to.

The room held them. The pumps continued. The mouths returned, moved, encouraged. The milk ran, and ran, and ran.

​
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Sophie knew the edge the way she knew her own name — by the particular texture of it, by the way the world on the other side went slightly out of focus while everything on this side became very, very clear. The attendant had slowed the pump. Slower than slow. Each draw separated from the last by a pause that lasted long enough for Sophie’s body to tighten in protest, to lean forward into the cup, to ask. And then the draw came, and she fell back, and the pause came again, and she tightened again.

This was the holding. She recognised it. She had been held here before, but not for this long, not with this much patience on the part of the person doing the holding.

She could hear Claire beside her, could hear the fractured quality of her breathing, which meant Claire was at the edge too, had been at the edge for some time. Ruby to her left was making a low, almost sub-audible sound that ran beneath the pump noise like a current under ice — present if you knew what to listen for, invisible if you didn’t.

The attendant’s hand pressed at the underside of Sophie’s breast, lifting its weight, and the woman’s voice came close to her ear.

“You’re perfect,” she said. And then: “Look how much you’re giving.”

Sophie looked, which was perhaps a mistake. The collection vessel was fuller than she had seen it at this stage of a session, the cream-heavy milk pooled and gleaming in the low lamplight. The sight of it — evidence of what her body had produced, of what it was still producing — did something to the back of her throat and the front of her pelvis in equal measure.

“God,” she said, to no one.

“Keep going,” the attendant said. “Let it come.”

It came.

Sophie had no particular warning. One moment she was at the edge and the next moment the edge was gone and she was past it, her body folding forward slightly as the climax broke through her in a long, involuntary wave, her voice escaping as a cry that started high and broke in the middle into something rougher and lower, sustained beyond what she expected. The pump pulled once more and she felt the milk release simultaneously, a free spray of it that she could feel even through the cup — warm and forceful and continuous, her body offering everything at once, nothing held back, the orgasm and the production happening in the same moment as if they were the same biological fact. Perhaps they were. She had stopped being certain about the distinctions.

She heard Claire make a sharp sound beside her. Not yet — sympathy, perhaps, or proximity.

The cry faded. Sophie sat back into the chair, trembling in a fine and specific way, the kind of trembling that lives just under the skin. The pump continued. Her breasts were still giving, still full, still being drawn from, the slow rhythm now perfectly calibrated to her sensitivity in the minutes after. She felt scraped out and replenished at once, which made no logical sense, but the body rarely apologised for its logic.

The attendants moved. Ruby was receiving full attention now, and Sophie heard the change — the pump on Ruby’s side increased its pace slightly, still deliberate but less patient than before, and to this was added the wet press of a mouth that moved with purpose. Ruby made the sound she made when things were serious, which was to say almost no sound at all, just the tight exhale of someone under significant duress, her large frame gone rigid in the chair beside Sophie’s.

Sophie watched her from the corner of one heavy eye. Ruby’s jaw was set. Her hands had found the arms of the chair and were holding on with the earnestness of someone who expected the chair to attempt escape. The attendant’s hands were working the base of Ruby’s breasts in short firm strokes, encouraging the already-substantial flow, and the sound of it in the vessel was thick and insistent.

Then Ruby shook.

It started in her shoulders and went everywhere at once, a full-body tremor that she did not attempt to manage or contain, her head dropping forward, her breath coming out in three short bursts before her voice caught up and produced a sound that was low and formless and devastatingly sincere. The milk came in a surge Sophie could hear. Ruby shook again, once more, and then was still in the particular way of someone who has been fully wrung out — not gone, not unconscious, just emptied and steady, the frame of her large body held together more by habit than tension.

“Good,” the attendant said, the word a complete sentence.

Claire had been waiting. This was also a thing Sophie knew about her — Claire’s endurance, which was not patience exactly but more like a profound willingness to receive, to keep receiving, to stay in the receiving for as long as required. The attendants had clearly understood this tonight and arranged themselves accordingly: both of them converging on Claire in the minutes after Ruby’s climax, one at each breast, pump and hands and mouth all applied simultaneously, the collection vessel below her already full to a degree that made even Marguerite, still standing near the fireplace, make a small sound of genuine admiration.

Claire’s sounds had become continuous, a low and broken murmur that had lost all pretense of restraint, though they remained somehow deeply interior — the sounds of someone communicating with themselves about what was happening to them rather than announcing it outward. Her soft heavy breasts were flushed pink, visibly full even under the cups, the skin stretched and warm, yielding under every hand as though they had been waiting all their lives for exactly this level of attention.

She lasted longer than Sophie would have thought possible under that sustained pressure.

And then she didn’t last at all.

The moan that came from Claire was deep. Deeply located, somewhere below the ribcage, reverberating in the small bones of the chest before it found its way out of her throat. Her whole body went forward in the chair and the milk ran — not sprayed, as Sophie’s had, but ran in warm heavy streams, cream-rich, down the cup and out across her stomach as the seal shifted with the force of it, the warm white of it catching the lamplight. Claire’s hands had gone to the attendants’ arms, not gripping, just resting there, as though she needed contact to confirm that the world had retained its dimensions.

She moaned again, lower, and then it became a slow exhale, and then her chin dropped to her chest.

The room went quiet in the way rooms go quiet when the significant thing has happened and nothing is required of anyone for a moment. The pumps continued — they would continue — but their mechanical rhythm now occupied the whole available space, filling the silence that the three women had vacated. The sound of milk meeting the collection vessels was the only wet sound left.

Sophie breathed. Ruby breathed. Claire breathed — long and shaking, but breathing.

Marguerite uncrossed her arms. She said nothing. There was nothing to say. The lamps burned their warm yellow into the corners of the room, and the pumps kept their slow, faithful time, and the three women sat in the aftermath of themselves and let the machines finish what had already been given.

​
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They were helped to the recovery bed the way one is helped across a river — not because the water is deep but because the ground underfoot is uncertain and the company makes it easier. Sophie stood when the attendant took her elbow, and the standing was a negotiation. Her legs were present but only in a theoretical sense, and the floor had a quality of slipperiness that she was fairly certain was internal rather than external. She pulled her robe around herself with the deliberateness of someone performing a task they learned once and were now relearning from memory.

The recovery room adjoined the parlour through a low door that Sophie had to duck slightly to pass through, a detail the farm had never addressed and she had long since stopped noticing. The bed was large — wide enough for three women who had been through something together — and the linens were clean and warm, already turned down. Someone had placed a glass of water on each of the side tables, which was either thoughtful or strategic and either way Sophie drank half of hers immediately.

She lay down in the centre out of instinct. Ruby took the left side and Claire the right, and the three of them arranged themselves in the slow, deliberate way of people whose bodies have specific requirements in the immediate aftermath of effort. Sophie lay on her back, her breasts loose and warm against her chest, still faintly tender, still faintly damp at the tips. When she let her arms rest at her sides and felt the mattress accept her weight entirely, her eyes closed for a moment before she chose to open them again.

She was leaking. Slightly, lazily, the way a faucet leaks when the washer has given up rather than failed. She could feel the warmth of it against her skin and chose not to care about it, which was perhaps the most complete form of relaxation available to her.

Beside her, Claire made a small sound that was not quite a word and was not quite asleep.

Ruby lay still with her hands folded on her stomach, her eyes on the ceiling, her expression the expression of someone who has settled an old and difficult account and is now sitting quietly with zero balance.

The mattress shifted. Sophie opened her eyes.

Marguerite sat at the foot of the bed, which was not a thing Sophie had seen before. Marguerite did not sit on beds. She sat on chairs and stood at fireplaces and occupied doorways. The bed was a concession that Sophie registered as significant before she had consciously decided to.

The owner had removed her grey coat. Beneath it she wore a simple dark blouse, the severity of her pinned hair slightly loosened, one strand gone rogue near her left temple. She looked at the three of them with an expression that had moved fully into the territory Sophie had earlier only suspected: this was, unmistakably, fondness.

“I want to say something,” Marguerite said, “and then I will let you sleep.”

No one objected.

“The farm will continue,” she said. “New girls will come in the spring — two already confirmed, another two likely by summer. The operation will grow. That is the nature of things that are working.” She paused, in the way she paused before words she had chosen carefully. “But the three of you are not replaceable. I want you to understand that with some precision. I do not mean that you cannot eventually be equalled — I am not sentimental. I mean that what you have built here, the three of you, the particular way this farm runs because of you and through you — that is the thing new girls will apprentice themselves to. They will learn from you, not from me.”

Sophie looked at the ceiling. The plaster had a small water stain in the far corner shaped approximately like a dog lying down. She had looked at it many times.

“Jersey Gold Tops is what it is because of you,” Marguerite said, and the words were flat and declarative and landed with the weight of something that had been true for some time but was being named aloud for the first time. “You are its heart. You will remain its heart. That is not a title. It is a description.”

Ruby said, “All right,” in the tone she used for things she had already decided to believe.

Claire didn’t say anything, but she turned her head on the pillow and looked at Marguerite with an expression that said it had already been received, was being absorbed, would be carried.

Sophie looked at the water stain and felt the words settle into her chest alongside the pleasant ache of the session, alongside the warmth of the two women beside her. Heart. She turned the word over and found it fitting, which surprised her slightly, because she had spent a long time in her life finding words offered to her to be slightly the wrong size. This one sat correctly.

Marguerite rose. She picked up her grey coat from the chair where she had laid it, and she looked at the three of them one more time with the expression that had no simpler name than this, the thing she was showing them.

“Sleep well,” she said, and closed the low door behind her.

The room was quiet in the way a room is quiet when the person who fills it without effort has left. Sophie listened to the farm resettling around her — the distant sound of the overnight machinery, the particular creak of the old building finding its temperature, somewhere very far away a cow making a slow and deeply unbothered inquiry into the night.

She turned her head to the right. Claire was looking at her, and her crooked mouth was curved at the corner, the smile of someone who has been given something they intended to keep. Sophie turned to the left. Ruby was already looking at her too, eyebrows up for just a moment — that same pair of raised eyebrows from the start of the evening — and then down, and her mouth twitched, and she looked back at the ceiling.

Sophie looked at the ceiling.

The leak had mostly stopped. Her body was warm and utterly weightless in the way of things that have been completely used. She could feel the warmth of Ruby’s arm close to hers on the left and Claire’s hip close to hers on the right, the heat between them the ordinary heat of bodies at rest, familiar and specific and sufficient.

Tomorrow the pumps would start again at six. She already knew this. Her body knew it, too, in the particular readiness that lived quietly in the tissue, in the glands, in the deep reliable machinery of her. It did not feel like obligation. It felt like the difference between a place you are staying and a place you are from.

She closed her eyes. The farm breathed around her, slow and dark and hers.
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 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

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

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// 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();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

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();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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