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Billy “Butterfingers” Weavley, claimed 
that “he thought the creature was 
reaching for a weapon.” Once officers 
experimented with some clasps and 
straps, the apparatus was removed, 
revealing one Finnius T. Esquire, an 
Engineer turned Scientist renowned in 
London for his ludicrous theories and 
bizarre contraptions that were meant 
to prove them. Apparently, Finnius T. 
Esquire had been enthralled by Charles 
Darwin’s published  work “On The Origins 
of Species”, a book that expounded upon 
his theory of evolution. Accepting 
Darwin’s theory as fact, Finnius T. Esquire 
set out to find  his own evidence this 
theory. He claimed he had been inspired 
by the fossils Darwin collected on a sea 
voyage of his early life aboard the HMS 
Beagle, which described the evolution 
of marine invertebrates, which Darwin 
took time and care to study. Convinced 
that even greater evidence existed 
beneath Earth’s oceans, Finnius T. Esquire 
set about attempting to build the first 
marine vessel capable of journeying 
beneath the surface of the water. Local 
authorities confiscated the vessel, but 
were so intrigued by its design that they 
conceded Finnius T. Esquire need not be 
incarcerated if he chose to give them 
a guided tour of the vessel that the 
inventor had named “The Minnow.” The 
design of the vessel had been modelled 
after one of Darwin’s own hypothetical 
Prehistoric sea creatures, that was 
then customized by the Engineer. The 
Minnow was a one-man vessel, horribly 
small and cramped, but possessing such 
advanced technology the men were 
simply agog. Finnius T. Esquire explained 
the multitudes of problems he faced 
when designing the craft. The issue of 
equalizing pressure was key, he explained, 
to avoid horrible sicknesses like the 
Bends, and damage to the eardrums, not 
to mention being quickly crushed by the 
pressure of the ocean once the vessel 
reached a certain depth. The release of 
bubbles through a spout apparently kept 
the pressure bearable for human beings 
within the vessel to a shallow yet still 
remarkable depth. Finnius T. Esquire 
then set about ensuring the vessel had 
propulsion which led him to co-opt 
a propeller from the Wright’s Flying 
Machine, which would allow for slow 
but steady forward-motion. Finnius T. 
Esquire tested his sub-sea craft in a pond 
on his property, but he encountered the 
most difficulty getting the manoeuvring 
in and out of the water. He also suspected 
that the terrain beneath the surface of 
the water, especially at deeper depths, 
would be treacherous, with oceanic 
volcanoes, crevices, and rocky cliffs to 
overtake. This led Finnius to construct 
his first set of legs for the Minnow. He 
claimed he wanted his vessel to be able 
to cross land to reach his next oceanic 

Underwater Leviathan 
Incites Panic at Lime!

There was widespread panic in England’s 
popular seashore, and the small village 
of Lime, when women wading in the waters 
began to shriek that they could see “A 
Sea Monster” moving beneath the waves. 
Onlookers gathered on the rocky shore, 
and sure enough, there were sightings 
of a large fin, a glowing orange eye, and 
a massive spurt of bubbles just beneath 
the water’s surface. Local seamen, having 
recently taken shore leave to reunite 
with their families, produced telescopes 
and broad, sturdy nets, as the creature 
seemed to be heading inland, causing the 
docks to bump and creak. When one of the 
Bosuns hurled the net into the shallows, 
and a group of strong men heaved with 
all their might, they were astonished to 
be dragged effortlessly into the surf, as 
the beast’s head protruded from the waves, 
its jaw open, revealing masses of gnashing 
teeth. The creature slowly progressed up 
the rocky beach, dragging the sailors, still 
clinging to the rope, behind! Suddenly, the 
beast hoisted its bulk into the air, and it 
was revealed to have creaking, birdlike 
legs beneath it. Several women fainted. 
Locals panicked and fled, those who didn’t 
were paralysed with shock and horror. 
The authorities had been summoned when 
a metallic creaking and hiss of pressurized 
air caused those still clamouring up the 
beach to halt. Of all things, a hatch opened 
from the beast’s outer hide, and a man’s 
head emerged—although identifying him 
as human   was mainly guesswork, because 
his head was almost entirely incased in 
some sort of underwater apparatus. He 
held up both arms in a gesture of peace 
and goodwill, whereupon one of the local 
constables shot him. The officer, one 

destination without the need for tedious 
and painstaking portage. Thus the vessel 
became ambulatory. Finnius T. Esquire then 
began on acquiring all of the equipment 
he would need to gather evidence and 
document his significant findings, in the 
hopes of one day presenting them to Charles 
Darwin himself. The gentlemen of Lime were 
impressed by the “kinetoscopic” motion 
picture camera, a device so new that the 
patent had not even been issued yet (Finnius 
T. Esquire apparently met William Kennedy 
Laurie Dickson before he had invented the 
Kinetoscope, while he worked for Thomas 
Edison.) Finnius T. Esquire convinced his 
friend to duplicate his invention so he, 
Finnius, could take it beneath the ocean 
and bring back motion pictures of the 
strange creatures there. Finnius T. Esquire 
also outfitted his strange vessel with a 
pressure gauge which actually created a 
vacuum with a rubber hose, similar to the 
prototypes for the latest housekeeping 
equipment, which was linked to the vessel’s 
“jaws”. This allowed the vessel to open its 
jaws, which activated the pressure gauge, 
and would then “suck” any samples Finnius 
might desire into a vacant compartment 
within the vessel.  There was a brief 
unpleasantness amongst the rapt audience 
once the men realized that The Minnow was 
fully outfitted with the latest artillery. 
The presence of two missiles located 
beneath “the hull” caused a brief scandal 
and Finnius T. Esquire was arrested all over 
again. He explained that the munitions 
were intended solely to clear geography, or 
assist should The Minnow become trapped 
underwater. As of yet the vessel did not 
hold a great deal of oxygen, and Finnius 
was very mindful of being trapped beneath 
the ocean with no way to summon help 
and no way to escape. He also rigged The 
Minnow with an emergency  flare, and a 
grappling hook. When interrogated about 
his ludicrous helmet, which seemed a mass 
of brass, rivets, and small glass windows, 
Finnius explained he had seen a model of 
such a thing, and was hoping one day to be 
able to venture outside of The Minnow at 
shallow depths, and walk amongst the sea 
creatures! This reporter is not ashamed 
to admit to chills at the prospect of this 
advancement. In the meantime, The Minnow 
was docked at Lime where Finnius T. Esquire 
was incarcerated overnight in the County 
Jail for Inciting A Riot and Disturbing 
The Peace. He was, however, released the 
following morning,  whereupon he made a 
small sum of money allowing children to sit 
in The Minnow, and giving demonstrations 
on The Minnow’s ability to tour sub-marine 
depths for a suspended period of time, and 
bring back moving pictures of what the 
world beneath the ocean looked like. No 
doubt the world will be hearing more from 
Finnius T. Esquire, as he gathers evidence of 
Darwin’s theory of Evolution, and seeks to 
prove that Natural Selection began in the 
oceans of Earth.

Finnius T. Esquire’s Under Water Vessel, “The Minnow”.



Acclaimed British 
Writer Exposed as 

Female! 
Today British lovers of literature 
received a shock as the critically 
acclaimed literary work Jane Eyre, 
which took England by storm from the 
moment it was published, was claimed in 
ownership by a thin, serious daughter 
of an Irish Anglican Clergyman! Jane 
Eyre, a riveting literary masterpiece 
that critic G. H. Lewes described as 
“an utterance from the depths of a 
struggling, suffering, much-enduring 
spirit”, and even declared it to be 
“suspiria de profundis!” (Sighs from the 
depths), was actually penned by someone 
of the female gender. A member of the 
surprisingly literary Brontë family, Miss 
Charlotte Brontë has been providing 
England with masterpieces for some 
years now, having finished her first 
work while still at school at Roe Head 
in Mirfield, where she wrote a novella 
entitled The Green Dwarf under the nom 
de plume Wellesley. 

Miss Charlotte’s Brontë’s first book 
The Professor, written under the alias 
Currer Bell, was not published, but 
she was heartened by a letter written 
by Smith, Elder & Co of Cornhill who 
expressed interest in any further work 
“Currer Bell” might wish to send. In 
May of 1846 Charlotte and her sisters, 
Emily and Anne, self-published a book 
of jointly-written poetry, under their 
assumed names Currer, Ellis and Acton 
Bell. The  Brontë sisters’ decision to 
be published under a nom de plume was 
based on strategic marketing. Although 
new to the world of writing, the sisters 
suspected that their work would not be 

well received if it was known outright 
that they were women. Or worse, their 
readers would feign acceptance, while 
choosing to judge their work against a 
lower scholastic standard. This reporter 
spoke to Charlotte Brontë herself 
at length with regards to this issue, 
and she explained: “Averse to personal 
publicity, we veiled our own names under 
those of Currer, Ellis and Acton Bell; 
the ambiguous choice being dictated 
by a sort of conscientious scruple at 
assuming Christian names positively 
masculine, while we did not like to 
declare ourselves women, because — 
without at that time suspecting that 
our mode of writing and thinking was 
not what is called ‘feminine’ — we had 
a vague impression that authoresses are 
liable to be looked on with prejudice; 
we had noticed how critics sometimes 
use for their chastisement the weapon 
of personality, and for their reward, a 
flattery, which is not true praise.” That 
being said, it is no coincidence that the 
sisters’ assumed names preserved their 
true initials: Currer Bell, Ellis Bel, Acton 
Bell. While no explanation was given for 
this particular affectation, this reporter 
feels confident in asserting that these 
women wished to remain true to who 
they were, even while concealing their 
identities from the world. It should 
also be noted that Charlotte’s nom de 
plume incorporated the middle name of 
Haworth’s curate, Arthur Bell Nicholls, 
whom Charlotte recently married. The 
publication of Emily’s Wuthering Heights 
by “Ellis Bell” and Anne’s Agnes Grey 
by “Acton Bell” furthered the sisters’ 
writing career. 

The success of the Brontë sisters’ novels 
led to some speculation by their publisher 
whether their identities should remain 
a secret. He convinced Miss Charlotte 
Brontë to visit London, where she then 
revealed her true identity as the author 
of these renowned literary works. The 
public was, at first, shocked that Jane Eyre 
had been written by a woman. There was 
a marked change in the critical response 
to her work, as the writing began to be 
described as “coarse”, especially once her 
identity was known. However, rather than 
diminishing her sales, Jane Eyre continued 
to be steadily sought after, especially 
once the book gained a reputation as 
being an “improper” book. 

As a result of her books, Miss Charlotte 
Brontë began to move in more exalted 
circles in London, and she made the 
acquaintance of a number of prestigious 
authors such as Harriet Martineau, 
Elizabeth Gaskell, William Makepeace 
Thackeray and G. H. Lewes. Charlotte 
never left her home of Haworth for 
more than a few weeks, and it cannot be 
claimed that Miss Charlotte Brontë was 
a great conversationalist or wonderful 
company. This reporter was privileged to 

speak with Miss Charlotte Brontë 
during a social dinner at the home 
of Mr. Thackeray, to which he had 
invited his daughter and a number 
of Miss Charlotte Brontë’s adoring 
fans.
 
Mr. Thackeray’s daughter, writer 
Anne Isabella Thackeray Ritchie, 
described Miss Brontë as “a tiny, 
delicate, serious, little lady, with 
fair straight hair and steady 
eyes.” She went on to describe her 
reaction to finally meeting Miss 
Brontë: “our hearts [we]re beating 
with wild excitement. This then is 
the authoress, the unknown power 
whose books have set all London 
talking, reading, speculating...My 
own personal impressions are that 
she is somewhat grave and stern, 
specially to forward little girls 
who wish to chatter.” This reporter 
assumes that this reaction may 
be to the years Miss Charlotte 
Brontë spent as a governess to 
small children. Miss Anne Isabella 
Thackeray Ritchie felt disappointed 
at the outcome of the meeting, 
as she claimed “Every one waited 
for the brilliant conversation 
which never began at all. Miss 
Charlotte Brontë retired to the 
sofa in the study, and murmured a 
low word now and then to our kind 
governess... The conversation grew 
dimmer and more dim, the ladies sat 
round still expectant, my father was 
too much perturbed by the gloom 
and the silence to be able to cope 
with it at all.” One Mrs. Proctor, 
also present at this uncomfortably 
silent gathering, claimed “It was 
one of the dullest evenings [Mrs 
Procter] had ever spent in her life.” 
All gathered had arrived expecting 
so much delightful conversation, 
but what resulted was a surfeit of 
gloom and constraint. This reporter 
can only assume that the life Miss 
Charlotte Brontë has lived—losing 
two siblings during her education 
at the Clergy Daughters’ School 
at Cowan Bridge in Lancashire, 
which she used as a model for the 
Lowood School in Jane Eyre, the 
death of her brother Branwell 
who was diagnosed a heavy drinker, 
an “opium-eater” and a Laudanum 
addict, the successive deaths of 
three family members all within 
an eight month period, leaves Miss 
Charlotte Brontë much fodder for 
her written works, but little for 
lively conversation. Miss Brontë 
recently completed her second 
novel Shirley, which deals with 
themes of industrial unrest and 
the role of women in society. This 
reporter looks forward to its 
publication!

A portrait of Charlotte Brontë, photographed by 
George Richmond.
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Semi-Ridiculous Satire.
Chapter 1

	 It was the year 1863 Anno 
Domini when the Beastly War 
broke out between the Imperial 
Monarchy of Albion and the 
People’s Republic of Nosira. It 

arose as a dispute as to how much jam, in ounces, 
should be served at tea. A heated argument 
broke out between the respective ambassadors 
after the Albionese diplomat broke out in 
anger that “You Nosirans never have, never 
could, never will value your tea as highly as 
the Albionese!” Needless to say, the Nosirans 
took this, as they took all other remarks 
concerning their honour, ethics, and moral 
codes, in the best manner they could: With a 
declaration of war. No such insult had been 
paid Nosira since 44 BC, when Julius Caesar told 
them they couldn’t have their own chariots. 
It was shortly after that Nosiran nationals 
among the senators made their points quite 
pointed. His only rebuttal, in fact, was ‘Et tu, 
Brute?’ Which roughly translates to, “Um, well, 
I…y’know?” Some people have alleged that it 
instead means “You too, Brutus?” But these 
persons have mostly been shot by the Nosiran 
military.
	 In any case, the Beastly War was not 
only a scene of political scandal, but industrial 
advancement. Steam engines were prolific, 
and the earlier tea-powered mechanical men 
were forsaken for the newer coffee-powered 
soldiers. These were not as popular with the 
Albionese civilians, who at this point had a 
tea-to-blood ratio of roughly 2 to 1. But none 
could doubt the effectiveness of the new java-
driven automata when one was given about a 
pot of fuel and blazed a trail of blood and 
destruction to the reserve pot it spotted on the 
other side of the room.
	 Well.
	 As the beast of industry roared and 
we poured all manner of black and brown 
fluids down its coal-dusted gullet, new 
military heroes arose. Field Marshal Philpott 
Twolumps, Albionese infantry hero, known 
on the battlefield as ‘The Manic Avenger.’ 
Admiral Archibaldus Creammonger, a nautical 
juggernaut, also called ‘The Great White 
Whale.’ General Filmore Hottenblack, terror 
of the skies, “The Black Shadow.” These and many 
more are recorded in the annals of Albionese 
military history, but none compare to General 
Ignatius Gallante, the Iron Dragon.
	 It was Ignatius Gallante who (allegedly) 
invented the mighty Toffee Hybrid-Drive War 
Carriage, code-named the War Machine; A 
brilliant vehicle which ran on mingled tea 
and coffee, only needing the occasional dash 
of lubricating cream as engine upkeep; it was 
capable of driving at thirty miles every hour, 
a record just barely matched by the kingdom’s 
fastest steam locomotives. It carried ten 
cannons, twenty repeater guns, and could house 
up to one hundred soldiers, armed with rifles, 
for embarkation.
	 Alas, in this era of beverage-powered 
warfare, tea supplies ran low. The Albionese 
entered the Black Age, in which one percent 

of the populous enjoyed ninety-nine percent of 
the tea. The upper class, or upper crust as the 
Breadwinner’s Guild would have it, drank tea, 
whilst the working class, in the black shadows 
cast by the turrets of the castles and manors, 
drank coffee.
	 It is on this note that we introduce a 
new hero: Dudley Foxe, a steam mechanic and 
beverage enthusiast. In an era during which 
tea was hard to come by, Dudley did most 
of his work both for money and for tea. He 
became infatuated with a wonderful woman 
of the Upper Crust by the name of Lady Evelyn 
Weatherby, who made the most enchanting tea 
he had ever tasted.
	 Meanwhile, General Ignatius Gallante 
had also become smitten with the Lady 
Weatherby and had begun seeing her weekly. 
Dudley was also seeing her weekly. They never 
really knew the other existed—until one rainy 
Tuesday.
	 This is the story of that Tuesday and 
what ensued in the two weeks following it. 
What made the general appreciate the value 
of the unsung heroes, the true Men of War—
especially one fearless man of industry, Dudley 
Foxe.
	 Dudley winced at the coffee as it went 
down. Powerful, but its energy unrefined 
and raw, it was a drink far more suited to the 
rugged Americans. Given the chance, though, he 
thought he could get used to it. He just didn’t 
want to be given the chance.
	 He glanced across the blueprints. A 
mighty machine, to be sure, but there was one 
or two things missing, one or two things left 
to chance, perhaps three or four untested and 
experimental. Still, General Gallante needed 
it on the 20th. It was the 19th, and Dudley’s 
day off, if you please. He couldn’t do all the 
detail work on his day off, there was far too 
much relaxation to be done, and Dudley found 
that on the average day off, there was never 
enough time to efficiently relax in as many 
ways as he had planned. Often he’d have to cut 
down to one game of whist, one game of chess, 
one jaunt down to the pub, one walk in the 
park, and eliminate other activities entirely, 
such as enjoying a book in the library, punting 
in the river, bicycling at dawn, and other such 
activities. Dudley Foxe found, invariably, that 
his days off were indeed more crowded than 
his work days, and he needed, perhaps, a day off 
from days off.
	 Today was the perfect day. As he’d taken 
his morning constitutional the other day, he 
passed by the gates of Weatherby Manor, and 
met—perhaps met is a slight exaggeration, more 
encoun—no, he didn’t do that either. What 
he did was witness one of the most beautiful 
women in the world.
	 While King David, Biblically, was far 
from the Lord’s will watching Bathsheba, Lady 
Evelyn Weatherby was not bathing, nor was she 
dressed for that occasion. Sipping tea Dudley 
knew had to taste divine on a second-story 
balcony, she had all the qualities he desired in 
a dream: Physical attraction, sophistication, 
a pleasant blend of idyllic relaxation and 
formality, and of course, tea.

	 Mr. Foxe, then, wasted no time in 
making the acquaintance of the enchanting 
Lady Weatherby. In a trice, he’d addressed 
her gardener, who, as luck would have it, was 
trimming the hedges just inside the massive, 
wrought-iron gates. A few moments of 
persuasion was all it took to attain an audience 
with Lady Weatherby. Since that day, Dudley 
grew more and more close to Evelyn, visiting 
her every Tuesday, a proposal of marriage 
seeming less and less of a fantasy every week.
-------------------------------------------------------------
	 General Gallante straightened his 
medals one by one, part of his two-hour morning 
routine. Smoothing the smart red uniform out, 
stopping the wrinkles in their tracks, he made 
a last quick pass over his appearance before 
deciding his moustache needed still more 
attention.
	 He took another look at the letter.
	 “Gen. Gallante, the War Machine 
approaches completion. It shall be ready on 
the 20th, though be advised we won’t have 
time to test out all of its functions, and it is 
entirely possible an inefficiency or two might 
have slipped by. However, I am certain it is 
fully functional and entirely operational, and 
fairly confident you will be satisfied with its 
capabilities.						    
		  Sincerely,				  
			   Dudley Foxe

	 Hmmph. Enough time for the bloody 
thing to be tested in combat; he didn’t have 
the leisure to tinker around with the War 
Machine when it was already badly needed 
at the front—The plans for the Albionese 
CECILs had somehow leaked across the border, 
and now on the rolling gold hills of Biscuit 
Heights battled not one, but two races of 
caffeine-powered mechanical man. The Nosiran 
CECILs, dubbed Caffeine-Rotary Legionnaires, 
CaRLs, rather than the dignified Caffeine-
Energy Clockwork Independent Legionnaires, 
did lack the personality of their Albionese 
counterparts. Perhaps the painted moustaches 
and sideburns helped. The General had only one 
more day in his leave, and he was determined 
to spend it with his ladylove, Lady Evelyn 
Weatherby. He allowed himself few pleasures 
and privileges above his men apart from the 
high-quality tobacco he smoked and the tea he 
enjoyed; Lady Weatherby was chief among his 
pleasures and privileges, and he intended to see 
her every chance he got.
	 Furthermore, today seemed to be the 
perfect day. He had gotten all his affairs in 
order the other day, and was ready to return to 
his regiment. Today he had entirely to himself. 
And Evie. One of the most beautiful women in 
the world.
	 “Begging sir’s pardon,” Coughed his 
batman politely, “Your weekly rendezvous with 
the charming lady is on Thursday, is it not?”
	 “Yes, but I go off to war tomorrow. 
Today I say goodbye to Evie. She’ll be pleasantly 
surprised by my early arrival.”
	 General Gallante stepped out into the 
wonderfully clean air of Albion City, taking a 
deep breath and permitting himself a grin. He 
then proceeded to Lady Weatherby’s manor.
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ell Readers, I can only 
tell you that the short 
story by Asher Davian that 
was an absolute delight! 
The conflict between the 
Monarchy of Albion and the 
People’s Republic of Nosira 

over how much jam, in ounces, should be served 
at tea was a hysterical catalyst to begin “The 
Beastly War” between these two nations. The 
war then proceeded utilizing hot beverages 
to fuel the weapons the soldiers flung at one 
another. This of course led to the great Tea 
shortage, and coffee being socially relegated 
as beverage for the poor. I can only imagine the 
devastation that iron soldiers fuelled by Tea 
and coffee could wreak (especially considering 
all of the havoc that mere mortals can cause 
on the average day when the aforementioned 
substances are in their systems). This charming 
satire is the first of its kind to be featured 
in The Aether Chronicle, and it certainly 
won’t be the last! The author handled the 
“cause for war” with utter derision, making 
a mocking parallel to the various causes for 
dispute we choose to quarrel over in daily 
life, as well as the ever-wounded pride of 
the military. The following irony of the two 
nations’ relegating certain hot beverages to 
certain classes in order to sustain the war, is a 
wicked implication of elitism and the dispute 
between social classes. The message seems to be 
that human beings will fight over absolutely 
anything; furthermore, they will consider 
it a compliment of their strong characters, 
and ever a defining characteristic to their 
respective nations, to continue warring long 
past reason. 

The wonderful twist in the middle of this piece 
centred an unlikely courtship between three 
very dissimilar individuals: one, a lower class 
mechanic, the second a high-ranking military 
officer, and third, a wealthy woman of the 
upper class. The contrast between these three 
individuals is a wonderful way of highlighting 
the effect of the Beastly War on all levels of 
society. It also nicely ties in the possibility of a 
dissolution of the caste constraints that have 
thus far restricted certain beverages to certain 
individuals, all in the name of “Love.” I found 
the notion of these two gentleman courting 
the same woman to be a delightful tongue-
in-cheek representation of whatever “Love” 
might mean according to upper class courtship 
rituals in a time of war. I was very eager to see 
how Lady Evelyn Weatherby would react to 
the romantic interest from two such dissimilar 
characters. And, of course, the question: 
how will tea and coffee feature in these 
relationships? Being a member of the “Upper 
Crust” as the Breadwinner’s Guild would have 
it (adorable!) Lady Evelyn Weatherby drinks 
tea. As a member of the lower class (Crumbs?) 
Dudley Foxe the mechanic is forced to drink 
coffee. As a General currently engaged in war, 
and in charge of the most recently upgraded 
War Machine, I would imagine General 

Gallante is midway between the two. How will 
the military conflict between the Monarchy 
of Albion and the People’s Republic of Nosira 
impact these burgeoning relationships? 
Politically, these three individuals are at 
complete opposition—how will General 
Gallante feel knowing his direct competition 
for marriage to a wealthy upper class woman 
is a mere mechanic in his own employ? Finally, 
will there be a satirical slant to this notion of 
“Love in a time of war”? At this stage there are 
endless possibilities, but we won’t know more 
until the next instalment!

			 

In addition to what we have read, Asher 
Davian is currently working on The Daedalus 
Crisis, best described as Murder on the Orient 
Express in the air, with sky pirates, fish people 
and krakens; Logos, a postapocalyptic tale of 
bookhunters, and The Comet Express, a space 
western set on Mars, 1889; Her Majesty’s Thief, a 
late-renaissance adventure in which a royally-
commissioned street thief is pitted against 
a conspiracy European immortal alchemists 
and Japanese-built clockwork killer geishas; 
and Cuckoo, a survival horror adventure 
concerning a young girl and a clockwork bird, 
in which she’s sought by a long-dead alchemist 
to distil the secret of immortality from her—
time travel and zombies included. For more 
information on this exciting new talent, please 
visit http://prophetstorm.deviantart.com/.

        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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gypt! 

We arrived in Alexandria 
at seven in the morning and 
promptly boarded the train 
for Cairo. Unburdened of 
our luggage and dressed 

for the occasion, we took to the dining car 
and sat down to have our first land based 
afternoon tea in ages. 

The Cairo Express is the finest train travel 
in all of the Continent, with tightly bound, 
smooth leather seating and the scent of 
imported lily of the valley permeating the 
air. While other locomotive passengers 
shrink from the heat of the desert sun 
in cars whose ventilation is tentative at 
best, guests on board the Cairo Express are 
transported below grounds for most of 
the journey and kept comfortable for the 
duration.  

The oversized viewing windows are covered 
with polished copper shields which reflect 
magnificently inward, producing a soft 
glow inside the cars that mimics the light 
of the Golden Hour. The interiors stay 
comfortable throughout due to the depth 
at which the beast travels under the earth. 
There is the aforementioned dining car as 
well as a smoking lounge (plenty of hookah 
for you to sample), and an entertainment 
coach that consists solely of Middle 
Eastern rhythms.   

Most exciting is the arrival at Giza. We 
arose from the depths directly under the 
Sphinx, roaring up and back into the dessert 
between its paws, blowing sand out in 
either direction like an approaching storm. 
The copper plating on the windows were 
retracted to gift us with our first view of 
the ancient and storied city.  

Day 1: Alice and I participated in an all day 
pyramid excursion. Our guides prepared us 
well with water, hats and sunshades, even 
instructing us on the proper way to mount 
a disagreeable camel. We rode across the 
dessert in high style and trekked downward 
to the most forbidden chamber of the dead 
in our first foray. I was dismayed to discover 
that we didn’t need any type of toolkit 
for our endeavors. I’d thought to do some 
digging myself. Sadly, we were there strictly 
as visitors.

It was hotter than hell down there. 
Neither of us cared a hoot. By the time 
we resurfaced I was covered in dust and 
thoroughly enamored by the prophecy 
of the underworld. We were led through 
corridors not seen by human eyes for the 
past four millennia, halls that were covered 
in hieroglyphs which our guides had to 

patiently translate for us, and brought 
into the main tomb itself for inspection. The 
sarcophagus was open and empty, the mummy 
within having already been taken to the 
museum nearby for study. The room itself 
was filled with objects designed to aid the 
pharaoh in his journey to the other realm. 
We were warned not to touch any of them, a 
threat that did not pass idly from my ears to 
my conscience. 

Not exactly. While I would never steal 
an object of antiquity, a leftover scarab 
can hardly be considered a theft of royal 
proportion. I stuck the little bugger in 
my pocket while no one was looking and 
continued on with the tour, nonplussed. 
It was only during our sunset picnic that 
I confessed to Alice, and boy did she fuss 
over it! She ranted on about curses and 
reprehensible behavior until I silenced her 
with a bit of lamb from my plate. 

Alice is a pushover for good food. And it 
truly was! We sat at the base of one of the 
pyramids, blanket spread out over the sands, 
and enjoyed fruity red wine and sloppy, 
succulent meat flavored with sea salt and 
spices. The camels snorted softly in the 
background and the sun dipped low in the 
horizon, a perfect end to our first day in the 
desert.

Day 2: I love my Alice dearly, but she 
harangued me all night about the stolen 
scarab and anything untoward that 
occurred she blamed on my transgression 
and THE CURSE. So much so that the next 
day I cancelled our early plans in favor 
of returning to the very same pyramid 
to return my purloined treasure, just 
to appease the girl. I shall spare you the 
details but allow me to sum up the event 
in this manner: rented camels, no guides, 
suspicious looks, incognito moves to worm 
our way back into the depths, slight of hand 
movement to place the “evil” scarab back 
in its spot on the wall beside Isis, sighs of 
relief, furtive giggles, dirty looks, and a 
race back across the desert to return those 
spitting beasts by the stroke of one o’clock.

Day 3: The madness that is Cairo. We 
visited the souks, perused the tacky and 
the wonderful in the realm of souvenir 
shopping. There were lovely goggles for 
the avid desert wanderer, novels in Arabic 
covering a myriad of topics, hookahs galore, 
live snakes, tapestries, brass trinket boxes, 
and all sorts of heavenly spices. 

The highlight was traveling to the 
University upon invitation from Dr. Salim 
Haddad, a colleague of Alice’s father, 
who specializes in the study of ancient 
papyrus. When we arrived he was elbow 

deep in the examination of a piece he had 
dated to approximately 2600 B.C. Though 
we did not handle it ourselves, we were 
given the opportunity to examine its 
contents. Dr. Haddad pointed out rare bits 
of revealing information, including the 
existence of a beautiful cat-like creature 
with a cartouche of Leonida the Burdened 
underneath it. 

Dear Readers, it was mechanical in nature! I 
had thought automatons to be the product 
of our own modern times. I was stunned to 
find them in the ancient world. They were 
not common, but rather the prerogative of 
the royals and those in great power. There 
were baboon pets, birds in the palaces, even 
dogs that roamed the alleyways late at 
night prowling for sneak thiefs to punish.

Day 4: Time to sail up the Nile! Alice and I 
spent a languid afternoon on board our 
vessel, sipping iced sweet hibiscus drinks 
and playing whist out on the deck. The 
vegetation was lush-a real change from 
our desert home of the past few days- the 
birds swarmed overhead, and I credit a few 
crocodiles prowled in the water beneath. We 
made the transition into the Mediterranean 
and scooted over to dock at the Port of 
Alexandria just before high noon. 

Such a cosmopolitan city! The wealthy 
vacation there and it was evident the 
amount of money that filled its coffers from 
the moment we alighted from our ship. We’d 
had a glimpse of it on our initial arrival but 
here we were shown the full berth of what 
it had to offer. There were casinos, houses 
of ill repute, wonderful sailing jaunts with 
contraptions that took to flight when the 
water traffic became too congested, and the 
best food this side of the Nile. Alice and I 
feasted until we thought we might explode 
then attended a dancehall rowdy wearing 
belly dancers’ bells around our ankles.    

An impression of Egypt…………………………
The Colors: Rose, burnt red, and orange 
mixed with an ever present ochre caramel.
The Tastes: Savory sauces, rich meat, open 
fires, extraordinary teas. 
The Smells: Endless spices! Tobacco smoke, 
leather, and lily of the valley (in train 
only).
The Sounds: Market commerce, palm fronds 
brushing against your bedroom window at 
night. The whisper of the pharaohs across 
time. Train whistles.
The Feel: Sand in your boots, humidity in 
your hair and on your clothes.    

You must visit Egypt before you take your 
last breath. There is nothing else to be said 
about it.  

Travel
Egypt, By Amelia Owen Kibbey
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