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The GreaT exhibiTion 
aTTended by Prince 
alberT and Queen 

VicToria! 
The Great Exhibition of the Works of 
Industry of all Nations or The Great 
Exhibition is currently taking place in 
Hyde Park, London, it began 1 May and is 
scheduled to continue until 11 October 
1851. It is the first fair exhibition of 
culture and industry, organized by Henry 
Cole and Prince Albert himself, husband 
of our reigning monarch, Queen Victoria. 
This reporter was on the scene to witness 
the marvels that are currently taking 
place, one of which is the magnificent 
Crystal Palace, built as a temporary 
housing structure for the fair by one 
Joseph Paxton. Apparently, he drew upon 
one of his previous designs for greenhouses 
for the sixth Duke of Devonshire, and the 
sparkling glass-palace is meant to signify 
Man’s triumph over Nature. The Fair is 
an open forum for countries around the 
world to display their accomplishments 
and pursue the role of “Industrial World 
Leader.” According to Prince Albert, The 
British exhibits at the Great Exhibition 
“hold the lead in almost every field 
where strength, durability, utility and 
quality were concerned, whether in iron 
and steel, machinery or textiles.” He 
believes that England’s role at the fair is 
to display a better future, particularly 

through modern invention and innovation. 
He made it clear that Europe has just 
emerged from a difficult period of social 
upheaval, and it is England’s duty to lead 
the way forward in the spirit of peace and 
cooperation. 
This reporter noted that great works 
of art were given priority placements 
at the Fair, but on a whole technology 
and working machinery displays are 
very popular, especially the working 
exhibits. The electric telegraph booth 
had an interminably long line, but in the 
meantime fair-goers could witness an 
entire process of cotton production from 
spinning to finished cloth. The Koh-i-
Noor, the world’s biggest known diamond 
is currently on display (surrounded by 
armed guards of course.) The America’s 
Cup yachting event began with an exciting 
race that had the crowds cheering. The 
Tempest prognosticator, a barometer 
utilizing leeches, was put to the test. 
And firearms manufacturer Samuel Colt 
demonstrated his prototype for the 1851 
Colt Navy and also his older Walker and 
Dragoon revolvers in a wonderful mock-
battle that had all of the young mens 
blood pumping. 

Admission fees are apparently bringing in 
a hefty sum, as no less than four million 
visitors have flocked to The Great 
Exhibition thus far, and the fair is not due 
to cease for another four months! As a 
key financial contributor, this reporter 
sounded out Prince Albert as to what he 
intended to do with the proceeds from his 

personal project. He speculated that 
England could certainly use a few 
more museums, perhaps Science and 
Natural History.
This reporter was thrilled to be in 
attendance at such a prestigious 
event, alongside such prestigious 
individuals! Besides our own Prince 
Albert, a number of noteworthy 
figures were seen strolling the byways 
of the Crystal Palace alongside the 
eager masses. For example, Charles 
Darwin was spied openly objecting 
to the use of leeches in the Tempest 
Prognosticator. Members of the 
Orléanist Royal Family were seen 
consuming ices with every evidence 
of enjoyment. Finally, the writers 
Charlotte Brontë, Charles Dickens, 
Lewis Carroll, George Eliot and 
Alfred Tennyson were all witnessed 
in a hot debate, ranging across every 
topic under the sun, and culminating 
in a show of brotherly fellowship 
that had them reading excerpts from 
their beloved works to the crowds. 
In short, dear readers, do not allow 
yourself to miss this event: bring 
along the spouse and children, listen 
to the music, witness the awards, 
chat with foreign dignitaries and, 
perchance, get a glimpse of Her 
Majesty the Queen supporting her 
husband in this inarguably successful 
world-event!

Queen Victoria opens the Great Exhibition in The Crystal Palace in Hyde Park, London, 
May of 1851. 

Paxton’s Crystal Palace enclosed three full-
grown trees from Hyde Park.

Visitors from across the globe halt at the 
entrance to Paxton’s Crystal Palace and 
marvel at Man’s ingenuity.



new Mechanical roses 
Purify london’s air

After the blossoms were analysed by a 
leading scientist, a miraculous benefit 
to these new roses was discovered. The 
blossoms actually consume carbon 
dioxide! And, in their mature stage, the 
steam that they exude is actually fresh 
oxygen! This reporter was speechless 
as the garden filled with a brief haze, 
all of the roses emitting fumes at once, 
that actually cleared the general 
sooty, textured quality of London’s 
air into purified breezes one might 
actually expect to find in a garden! This 
reporter searched the ranks of St. Johns, 
interrogating the priests and weekly 
worshippers, the maids and choir boys, 
the mourners and tourists, until the 
eldest son of the cook who makes the 
meals for the resident priests was caught 
ambling through the garden at twilight. 
This reporter happened to duck behind 
the cloister walls in time to witness this 
young man reach down with the tiniest 
screw driver and pliers that could be 
imagined, and make a small adjustment 
to one of the blossoms. Well, readers, 
you can believe I set about him like a 
shot!  The young man was born Edmund 
Finchley, and he was destined to become 
the next chief cook at St. John’s. However, 
Edmund is clearly a born tinkerer, and 
his fascination with the mechanics 
of growing plants, the processes of 
photosynthesis that seemingly could 
not be reproduced in machines, drove 
him to create the bed of mechanical 
flowers. When he completed his first 
three functional blossoms (he chose to 
represent the three stages of growth 
of a rose: a bud, a mature blossom, and a 
flowering bloom about to droop) Edmund 

sTeaMPunk rose 
Garden dazzles The 

uPPer class! 
The elegant garden of St John, next to 
the Grand Priory Church, has thus far 
featured nothing more than fragrant 
and healing plants around a central 
fountain. However, today the head 
gardener in charge of tending the lawns 
and gardens arrived for his morning’s 
work to discover a bed of entirely 
new breed of roses had taken root. The 
world’s first breed of mechanical roses, 
blooms made entirely out of mechanical 
parts, have been sighted in London! This 
reporter was called to the scene and took 
the first photographs of this strange 
phenomenon. The roses themselves are 
masterworks of art, each petal curved 
and heated brass, the stems and leave 
plated copper and wires. Tiny gears are 
constantly whirring, pumping some sort 
of clear hydraulic fluid from the ground 
into the stem. The bud appears to be 
mainly a single large gear, and as it turns 
some sort of command is received that 
gradually unfurls leaves and more petals 
which have been tightly wrapped around 
a cylindrical stamen. Once the bloom 
is in it’s mature stage, two tiny pipes 
emerge from its side and belch a cloud of 
steam, which continues until the flower 
reaches the apex of its bloom. Then, the 
petals begin to detach themselves via 
bolts and wires and will either drop from 
the stem or be re-wrapped around the 
stamen. These masterworks of chemical 
engineering are an astonishing feat 
of blending the biological and the 
mechanical. This reporter immediately set 
out to discover the identity of the genius 
who created these mechanical marvels.

was so thrilled with his success that he 
set right out to test his hypotheses by 
planting them in real soil, to ensure that 
his machines would function correctly, 
and take root. It only occurred to him 
after he had overturned an entire 
flower bed that what he had done could 
be construed as trespassing, vandalism, 
and possibly even desecration of holy 
ground. He was too terrified to undo 
his actions, for fear he would be caught 
and his father would lose his long-time 
position at the Church. This reporter had 
words with the authorities regarding 
Edmund Finchley’s punishment, and Senior 
Finchley will not be losing his position, 
and Scotland Yard was not involved 
in these petty trespasses that resulted 
in such a wonderful gift. The traffic 
surrounding St. John’s has tripled in the 
last few days as eager citizens flock to 
the garden to see these new mechanical 
wonders for themselves. Edmund Finchley 
is set to receive an elevation in his status 
as he had been accepted into the Guild 
of Tinkerers, and has an appointment 
at Buckingham Palace to present one 
of his potted miracles to Her Majesty 
himself. According to Edmund Finchley, 
if given free reign by the city officials, 
he has great plans for rooftop gardens 
throughout London, each one filled with 
his mechanical roses, which require very 
little soil, water, or care. He hopes his 
mechanical beauties will aid in purifying 
London’s air, in the hopes of a general 
improvement in the citizens’ overall 
health and longevity.

The garden of St. John next to the Grand Priory Church.

Edmund Finchley’s amazing mechanical 
blooms.



The Aether Review
Of Books

lip-Clop. Clip-Clop. Clip-Clop. 
Clip-Clop.
This is the sound of horses’ 
hooves on pavement as our 
magic pumpkin pulls forward 
at a trot.
“I hate to let you open the 

door for Miss Plumtartt, sir,” I say to the 
epaulet clad outdoor host. “I prefer to do 
that myself.”
“Oi suhtainly caun’t blames ye for that, suh,” 
replies the magnificent old doorman. “‘ow-
ever, as Oi shall be holding the door, you 
sir, shall enjoy the privilege of assisting the 
beautiful young woman into the carriage 
with your own lucky hands then, eh?” says 
the charming gent with a wink.
“Hey! That sounds really good to me, sir. 
Thanks!”
Just as Miss Plumtartt steps inside the 
carriage, enormous hat and all, my doorman 
friend gets a shocked look upon his mug 
as his jaw drops open and his eyes grow as 
large as tea saucers. An itchy tingling just 
inside the base of my skull tells my body to 
drop and duck. My instincts have already 
asserted themselves upon my body of their 
own free will before there is a chance for a 
thought to pass between my ears.
That is fortunate; otherwise, a giant blade 
of steel would have cleaved itself into a 
position between my ears.
I narrowly escape the blow of a tremendous, 
broad-bladed scimitar as it smashes into 
the carriage where my head was innocently 
awaiting. My failed, cranial bifurcation 
attempt came from a most outrageously 
appointed chap. He wears the split-toed 
boots of an Auriental secret assassin. He 
complements this with the voluminous 
pants of the Arabian Peninsula, the shirt 
of the buccaneer and the war paint of the 
American Indian. It is the India Indian head-
dress that adorns his head. This is a wound 
up pile of shiny yellow cloth. I think it is 
referred to as a “Ture-bahn.”
At this moment, he is trying to free his big 
Eastern weapon from where it has become 
stuck in the woodwork of the Landau.
I avail myself the opportunity to offer 
defence of myself since this fellow 
apparently means to do me harm. My 
uppercut starts from the cobbles and does 
not end until it is well past the point of 
contact with my not so chummy friend’s 
chin.
It is unfortunate that I am unable to stop 
his mate from kicking me in the ear. As I am 
spun away from the carriage by the blow I 
see that my first intruder has several mates. 
They are all dressed in the same manner as 
the first, or at least to a certain extent. 
One wears the over the knee boots of some 
idealized fantasy pyrate below his Nipponese 
armor and Cherokee Indian head dress. Their 

chum has his head wrapped in black cloth 
but for a thin strip of exposure along the 
eye line.
“Hear, hear! Behave yourself, you rascal!” 
insists my doorman friend as he clobbers one 
Bucca-neenja with a stout clout. It angers 
me to no end to see him rewarded with a 
returning blow that sets him heavily to the 
pavement.
I try to cover up and roll with the punches 
and kicks that rain down upon me. Miss 
Plumtartt reappears in the Phaeton’s door 
to thwack a fellow with all her might 
utilizing her parasol, but before she can get 
in more than a couple of strikes, another of 
the bandits has entered from the opposite 
side of the carriage and placed a hand 
over her lovely face. This hand contains a 
folded handkerchief that I surmise is soaked 
in chloroform since Miss Plumtartt’s eyes 
immediately begin a furious fluttering and 
then close altogether as she slumps and is 
pulled back into the buggy.
Another devilish dervish has mounted 
to the box. With a hysterical war cry, he 
callously flings the poor cabman from his 
perch, and takes up the reins. The fresh 
chauffeur whips the brace of horses that 
rear up in fear and panic and then break 
into an immediate gallop. The ruthless 
kidnap gang, one with a parting kick in the 
face to me, then board their stolen carriage 
and fly away down High Holbern, headed 
into the fashionable Western districts.
They haven’t got far before I am up and 
making pursuit. They’ve got Perse... I mean, 
they’ve got Miss Plumtartt!
I will never catch those frightened horses 
on foot. I cast about to see if I can procure 
alternative transport.
There, across the street, I think I spy what 
I require. A Hansom cab driver is just 
finishing the rewinding process for the 
spring of his mechanical horse. He has just 
finished struggling to get the last few 
clicks of a final rotation on the turn key 
and is in the process of removing the shaft 
of this long key from the upper intersection 
of the creature’s hind quarters when I 
unceremoniously knock him out of the 
traces. I lower the tail, disengage the safety 
lock and then pull the releasing lever.
Climbing up on the driver’s platform behind 
the cart, I take up the reins and work out 
the mechanics of engagement. Two hand 
levers present themselves with linkage 
travelling down and to either side of my 
spring-loaded Palomino. Where the one 
on my right extends upward through the 
coachman’s platform through a metal plate. 
This plate has channels fashioned into it in 
the shape of a capitol ‘H’. At this time, the 
rod that extends through it is in the center 
beam. I push the left hand lever forward and 
then follow by manoeuvring the opposite 

lever to the left and forward to the top of 
the ‘H’’s high left position. I allow my left 
hand to ease back into its former state. The 
horse accepts the command and moves into a 
walk.
Clink. . Clonk. . Clink. . Clonk. . Clink. . 
Clonk. .
Clink. . Clonk. . Clink. . Clonk. . Clink. . 
Clonk. .
“C’mon Bessie, pick it up a little. We’re in a 
hurry,” I beg as I climb up on the back of the 
funny two-wheeled carriage/cart. I always 
wanted to try driving one of these, but not 
under these circumstances.
My pleas of a faster pace fall on deaf, brass 
ears.
The dastards are getting away with Miss 
Plumtartt! I need to quickly work out the 
controls of this engineered equine.
Perhaps a pull directly downward upon the 

ratio engagement lever in conjunction with 
the left lever will encourage the golden 
girl into a trot.
Clink-Clonk-Clink-Clonk-Clink-Clonk-
Clink-Clonk
Clink-Clonk-Clink-Clonk-Clink-Clonk-
Clink-Clonk
That’s a little better, but I need a lot more.
So far my mechanical instincts are working 
pretty well. My next move will be to push 
the springs ‘holder’ with my left while 
I shove the spring engagement ratio rod 
forward halfway, across the bar and then 
forward again to the top of the ‘H’’s high 
right quadrant.
With the engagement of this mechanism, the 
cadence of my steed takes on a three part 
synchronization and a dramatic increase in 
speed.
Clinkety-Clonk! Clinkety-Clonk! Clinkety-
Clonk! 
Clinkety-Clonk! Clinkety-Clonk! Clinkety-
Clonk!
Now that my friend Flicker is moving with 
a purpose, I concentrate on how to control 
her directions. The regular pull of the reins 
to the left and right seem to do the trick.
We’re making better time, but it ain’t 
enough by a long shot. I have one more stage 
of increasing my pace to work through. I 
hope I can control this brass beauty. We 
are already moving faster than the rest 
of London’s traffic and it is all I can do to 
control this clockwork charger, but I gotta 
do, what I gotta do.
I engage the next acceleration level. 
TinBiscuit achieves full gallop stage.
Clinkety!-Clonkety! Clinkety!-Clonkety! 
Clinkety!-Clonkety!
Clinkety!-Clonkety! Clinkety!-Clonkety! 
Clinkety!-Clonkety!
Clinkety!-Clonkety! Clinkety!-Clonkety! 
Clinkety!-Clonkety!
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A Study In Temperance, By Ichabod Temperance



The Aether Review
Of Books

He highly anticipated 
Fourth Book of the widely 
acclaimed Temperance series 
by Ichabod Temperance 
explodes onto the scenes 
to delight us with action, 

adventure, and romance. 

The Temperance Series chronicles the 
journey of the main character Ichabod 
Temperance. The first book, “A Matter 
of Temperance”, details the catalyst that 
began Ichabod’s grand adventures: the 
passing of the ‘Revelatory Comet’ in the 
summer of 1869. Ichabod was one of the 
many folks from around the World that 
found themselves strangely affected by 
the Comet’s pass. He was struck with the 
same knack for invention as thousands of 
others were. This led to his construction of 
some wondrous goggles that then led to his 
serendipitous meeting of Miss Persephone 
Plumtartt. In the first novel, ‘A Matter 
of Temperance’, Ichabod Temperance and 
Persephone Plumtartt battle monsters from 
another dimension that are intent upon the 
enslavement of our universe.

In the second novel, “A World of 
Temperance” many of Earth’s leaders are 
bent on World domination. Their lust for 
power opens the way for an evil conspiracy 
ready to mop up the remains of humanity. 
Ichabod and Persephone share their odyssey 
with many colourful characters. 

The third novel, “For the Love of 
Temperance” promises new battles and new 
villians to fight on a planetary level. It has 
been described as is the scariest novel of the 
three.

Whatever the adventure, whatever the 
intrigue, the Temperance series has always 
been wonderfully, hopelessly ‘Steampunk.’ 
The author himself describes ‘Steampunk’ as 
“happily-ever-after action romances told in 
a humorous fashion.”

Author Ichabod Temperance does not fail to 
delight readers in his fourth installment, 
where he teams up with a famous Victorian 
London detective for some outrageous 
adventure! In the excerpt alone readers 
are offered a thrilling carriage chase, a 
battle with armed attackers in foreign 
costume, and flights of daring do as Ichabod 
Temperance and Persephone Plumtartt 
race off in the dead of night in a run-away 
carriage! Author Ichabod Temperance 
has always prided himself on maintaining 
a certain standard when it comes to his 
Steampunk novels: he does not approve of 

,

graphic sex or violence in his tales, and he 
is categorically opposed to strong language 
finding its way into his books. However, as 
the romantic relationship between Ichabod 
Temperance and Persephone Plumtartt is 
always present as a secondary story line, 
readers can expect a few light-hearted 
innuendos! 

Readers who are new to the Temperance 
books can dive right into this fourth 
novel, without feeling the need to start 
with Novel one. The tales are “stand-alone 
adventures”, and while it might be advisable 
to begin at the start of the series, it is 
certainly not required in order to enjoy 
these ripping-good yarns! 

All of Ichabod Temperance’s loyal 
followers can take heart: the author 
is finishing up the FIFTH novel in the 
Temperance series, and we will certainly be 
here to offer readers the scoop!

“A Study in Temperance” is currently 
only available in Kindle version (see the 
link below), but the print version will be 
available soon!
http://www.amazon.com/Study-
Temperance-The-Adventures-
Ichabod-ebook/dp/B00KI8M4KI/ref=s
r_1_3?ie=UTF8&qid=1400842553&sr=8-
3&keywords=ichabod+temperance

        Should you wish to send a Letter to     
       the Editor, submit your written  
       work, or  offer a tip regarding a     
            potential story  (eg. political          
        upheaval, crime, special events, art  
        and music) please contact Leslie  
 Orton at: ortonlj@hotmail.com.
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To begin this overdue article, all 
I can say is thank God that I can 
swim! The air on the boat deck 
is sublime. It will be four more 
hours until we reach the port 
in Alexandria, with nothing to 
do but breathe in the saltiness 

of the Mediterranean Sea, cover the pages of 
my personal diary, and delve into my newest 
mystery novel. I’ve had almost a full month’s 
rest-per the physician’s orders and way more 
than personally needed-and I am itching to get 
back to real life. I have felt the absolute invalid 
on this trip from Sea to Sea, on down the line 
to Egypt.  Alice has suffered the same mental 
malaise as me. Forced R&R does nothing for the 
spirit! Alas, we are almost there. 
Yet, I owe you a Part Two of my adventures 
in Venice, don’t I? Carnivale turned out 
to be a catastrophe on wings. I have many 
recommendations for you this time around in 
summation of our Venetian Extravaganza. The 
Floating Island Piazza is not one of them. 
As if there weren’t enough to tempt and pull 
our attention, Alice and I found ourselves 
in heated debate over Aether Theory with a 
group of actors at Il Cioccolato that somehow 
culminated in their inviting us to a private 
doings aboard the Floating Island Piazza. We 
knew nothing of it except lore and that it was an 
exclusive party with a coveted ticket. We jumped 
at the chance to see what the fuss was about.
We went to Piazza San Marco first to kick 
things off the next night. It was lit up like the 
day with banners strewn about announcing that 
it was Il Tempo di Carnivale in boldly scripted 
letters. The costumes were so elaborate that 
at times I couldn’t tell who was human and 
whose mechanical servant stood beside him. 
Not to mention that the rule of thumb during 
Carnivale is the rich dressing in rags with the 
poor upstaging their betters. It’s a taste of 
freedom from the constraints of all social 
strata, whether economic, gender, or class based. 
The smell of rotting eggs upset in the alleyways 
mixed with heavily perfumed shells throughout 
the city, a time honored tradition amongst the 
Venetians. See a pretty lady, so the legend goes; 
present her with a scented egg. The later it gets, 
the more likely the lady is to be pelted with 
the egg herself. The heels of Alice’s shoes were 
caked with tiny white remnants that cracked 
and crunched wherever she stepped. The hem of 
my robe became encrusted with sticky yolk.    
We stayed until the patrons and their behavior 
became all too familiar to tolerate. There were 
plenty of celebrations to be had and our next 
stop on the trail was the famed Albergo Forelli. 
The hotel offered its own brand of revelry. 
Music spilled from the windows of the second 
floor ballroom, with guests trickling in and out 
of its diminutive lobby in spurts throughout the 
night. Imagologists were out in force, snapping 
up moment after ludicrous moment with their 
new fangled picture boxes. The next day every 
paper from La Dolce Vita di Venezia to La 
Scandalosa would have the pick of the litter in 
eyebrow raising material. We sipped champagne 
bought by two men dressed as purveyors of dark 
magic and bid our time, until the campanile bell 
tolled the eleven o’clock hour.      
“Amelia-we have to go! The Piazza lifts off at 
eleven thirty!”
We made it by the skin of our teeth. 
The Floating Island Piazza was a site to behold. 
It was tethered to a massive blimp above and 
sat, for the moment, hovering over the water 
adjacent to the sands of the Lido. A rickety 

wooden dock that creaked with age led from the 
narrow boardwalk of the mainland out to the 
water where a long roped ladder dangled down 
from it. Alice and I took one look at the thing 
and guffawed. We were expected to climb…up a 
rope… to that? 
That was an enormous construct designed to 
resemble a piece of land approximately the 
same size as one of Italy’s cherished piazzas. 
From my position, all I could see was the back 
sides of buildings, a few trees, and the metal 
understructure that supported it all. The 
night air did nothing to soften the bitter tang 
emanating from its base. While I stood in my 
uncertainty half a dozen partygoers scrambled 
up the ladder, some fifty feet or so into the air. 
It was a perilous affair but they all managed 
just fine, gathering skirts and robes, tottering 
on heel tipped shoes as they were. Masks weren’t 
even removed for the mission. I steeled my nerves. 
If those drunken fools could do it, why couldn’t 
I sober? When I looked over at Alice, she was 
already marching her way across the dock. I 
shrugged and ran after her. 
The surface of the Floating Island was 
extraordinary. There was beauty in its insanity 
and I found myself entranced by its environs. 
It had all of the typical Carnivale activities: 
acrobats, puppet shows (which always turned 
into a sales pitch for one health remedy or 
other), dancing, and drinking. There were also 
acts of pure romance and pleasure. The center 
courtyard contained a garden of tall trees and 
flora, with a pathway that wove throughout 
in the center and flat surfaced stones to sit 
on placed periodically along the way. Rose 
petals carpeted the garden floor. Pale pink 
ladies’ stockings were strewn about, a trail of 
silk leading up to the trees, where oversized 
swings with velvet tufted seats hung from thick 
branches. I would blush if I had to reveal what 
was going on there. 
The blimp above gave a shudder and we were off, 
soaring high into the cobalt sky.  
Inside, card games of all sorts raged on. Alice 
took a bit of coin from every man at her table. 
I held my own. The costumed duo of Leonardo 
da Vinci and his Mona Lisa took in enough 
money to upgrade our next hotel stay from 
budget to moderate. Most excellent! The actors 
made us laugh. Drama on a stick, they were! 
Their personalities were so outrageous that 
it was difficult to tell who was putting on 
a performance and who was just being their 
candid self. When the fireworks began with 
a resounding thump the explosion startled 
everyone. En masse, we trouped back out to the 
garden courtyard to have a look.  
Bursts of gold, green, and blue cascaded down 
in a hailstorm of light that crowded the sky 
above us. Oohs and ahs filtered through the 
crowd. The entire sky was awash with color. 
The Floating Island sat in a perfect position 
to witness the glory of Venice’s grandest 
celebration. 
Too perfect, that is. 
The words straight from Alice’s lips were such: 
The breeze is blowing those sparks straight for 
us. Isn’t that dangerous?
Moments later everyone aboard the Floating 
Island Piazza found out exactly how dangerous. 
An errant bit of firework fizzed straight into 
the side of the blimp with enough force to tear a 
small hole in it. We felt immediate ramifications. 
The structure gave an uncomfortable lurch. 
Those still sober enough turned to one another 
in alarm. Alice and I looked up in time to witness 
the blimp list to its starboard side. Before our 

very eyes- it sagged! 
Things happened quickly after that. The blimp 
hoisting us up fell and took us with it. Men 
and women screamed as the Floating Piazza 
plummeted toward the lagoon. There was barely 
any time to react. Certainly not enough to 
prevent the unpreventable. For we were on a 
massive structure that was not built to float-
quite ironic, given its name. Fifteen elongated 
seconds later the Piazza hit the water with 
a splash massive enough to knock about any 
craft that was within range and send it sailing 
wayward. Those in the garden courtyard clung 
to trees and those without hung from second 
floor windows, shouting for help. I plunged 
straight into the dark waters.
Thank God for being a formidable swimmer. 
All out panic threatened my safety more than 
anything else. That, and the fact that moments 
after I was pitched into the lagoon from the 
dropping leviathan it came crashing down behind 
me. I was damn lucky not to be buried under it 
and sucked down with it. 
Luckily, I was scooped up by one of the many boats 
that flocked back to our aid. I climbed aboard 
the vessel feet and legs first, hoisting myself up 
and over the edge without preamble or dignity. 
Arms with the strength of a warrior helped to 
haul me in, heavy sodden costume, wig, and all. 
I sputtered and coughed, a fit of panic 
overcoming me even in my apparent rescue. It 
took plenty of cajoling to assure me that I was 
truly alright. 
The scene was macabre, I will tell you. The 
lagoon was littered with people, organza 
butterfly’s wings, colorful masks…everything 
incongruent for one a.m. on an April night in 
Venice. There were shouts of terror and of 
drunken laughter-for understand that an 
inebriate has no idea of the danger that he is 
in- boats of all type swarming the accident, and 
the appearance of the authorities once word 
of the catastrophe got out. Since I sustained 
no noticeable injuries in the fall I used my two 
hands to help pull others out of the water. The 
lion’s share of Carnivale costumes, brilliant and 
exquisite, were shrugged off and left behind to 
sink to the bottom of the lagoon. Forty-nine 
citizens of the north were pulled to safety that 
night.  
The next thing I knew I woke up in a bed in the 
Ospedale dei Santi. Alice was fine, none the worse 
for breaking her right arm in the fall, and still 
as feisty as can be. Hence our unexpected month 
long sojourn aboard the Maestro Antonio. What 
we went through was traumatic, yet I am itching 
to get back to action and adventure. I will force 
myself not to become afraid of the water. Being 
surrounded by it now makes my heart race here 
and there unexpectedly, but I refuse to give in to 
the panic. We are alive, with scratches that will 
heal in time. Greece is around the corner, just 
after our expedition to the Valley of the Kings. 
Tally ho, readers! 

Here are my final recommendations for Venice:

Il Cioccolato- A must for any visitor!
Albergo Danieli- Deluxe, a beautiful splurge.
Albergo Felice-  Good for those on a budget. 
Note the shared bathroom facilities. One per 
floor.
Donatella dessert wine found at every 
restaurant worth its salt- Outstanding.
Carnivale- To be experienced by everyone that 
has the opportunity. On terra firma, mind you. 
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