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Anything goes At the 
10th AnnuAl steAmship 

RAces! 
By Kent Whittington

What could be a better way to spend a 
blustery Saturday afternoon in Ipswich 
than outdoors attending the 10th Annual 
Steamship Races? It was my extreme 
honor and pleasure to have received an 
exclusive invitation for the sporting 
event to report the particulars of the 
day as they occurred from Lord Preston’s 
private box seat, which happened to be 
upon the “floating aircraft”featured 
in the photograph above. The vessel was 
originally designed for flight as well as 
sea faring, but with spectators proved to 
be too weighty to ever make it off the 
ground. Nevertheless, the vantage point 
from the The Flounder provided a perfect 
view from which to see which pilot would 
win the gold medal along with the 5000 
pound reward money. As in every race of 
the past decade, anything goes and the 
ships are as wide and varied as the men 
and women who pilot them.

That’s right, for the first time in racing 
history, officials have opened the 
competition to women pilots! As I sat in 
my seat watching the spectacle, it was 
more than once that this reporter heard 
comments in the negative by the British 
elite regarding this development.  Believe 
you me when I write how very wrong these 
naysayers were. The wind had kicked up 
rather nicely for the event, always a good 
sign for air lift and this reporter sat 

rapt with excitement as the announcers 
presented the racers. I shall highlight 
the races frontrunners for the purposes 
of this report.

The early favorite, and winner of the 
last year’s race, Baron Barnard the 
Bombardier stepped onto the field and 
waved at the crowd, which was met 
with simultaneous cheers and boos. An 
apt racer, his win the previous year 
was controversial to put it best as 
he managed to get ahead of the lead 
opponent and, true to his name, exploded 
the racers balloon with a well placed 
depth charge.  Baron Barnard smiled 
at the crowd despite the jeers while 
twirling his mustache and looked rather 
dapper in his tailored flight suit, helmet 
and goggles.  With a final bow he climbed 

a ladder and 
boarded his 
iron reinforced 
airship, the Eyer, 
a dreadnaught 
which, despite 
its massive bulk, 
openly defies 
gravity.

Next comes Sir David Drake, a clean 
shaven red headed rogue and a favorite 
amongst the fairer sex, cutting a dashing 
look in his flight suit as he boards his 
lighter than air speedship, the Zepher 
Zeppelin, whose streamline cigar-shaped 
vessel of his own design is rumored to 
cut through the airstream like butter, 
increasing its speed to unheard of 
measures. Just as Sir Drake mounts the 

Zepher, a gangly 
pilot enters the 
field and trips 
over his own left 
foot, causing him 
to hurtle forward 
into the tall grass, 
disappearing from 
view until he rises 
again, somewhat 
embarrassed.  

Professor Einhardt looks more dressed for 
adventure in his pith helmet and safari 

clothes as he 
climbs aboard 
his ship, the 
Excelsior, 
which seems 
an easy feat, 
considering 
the ship sports 
no air bag 
or balloon 
as it sits on 
the ground.  
Instead one 
notices wings 

and a tail made of a leathery material 
and a strange propeller mounted on top 
like some sort of ornithopter designed by 
Leonardo da Vinci himself.

Finally, the cause for all of the 
controversy appears. Miss Sally Sundail 
prances onto the field. One notices the 
level of jeering in the nearby box seats, 
but upon further examination, there is 
a fair amount of cheering amongst the 

crowd. Even this 
reporter must 
admit to some 
admiration upon 
first glimpse of 
our lady pilot 
as she takes the 
field dressed 
in modified 
pilots uniform 
obviously cut to 
fit her shapely 
frame. Her 
Auburn hair 

glistenes in the afternoon light as she 
smiles demurely at a growing number of 
fans. Her airship reminds one of a hot air 
balloon whose basket has been replaced 
with a sailing vessel mounted with several 
large propellers to assist with lift and 
propulsion.  I am told that Miss Sundail 
has christened her vessel, Sally’s Heart.
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The flounder, brainchild of the Annual Steamship 
Races Host, Lord Preston. 1

The Eyer, 2 Piloted by 
Baron Barnard.

The Zephyr Zeppelin, 2  
Piloted by its creator, 

Sir David Drake

The Excelsior, 2 Piloted by 
Professor Einhardt.

Sally’s Heart, 2 
Piloted by Miss Sally  

Sundail
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It became fairly obvious who the 
frontrunners would be as soon as the 
starting gun fired (which ironically 
punctured the hot air bag of one of the 
competitor vessels, causing it to fall to 
earth before it could even gain any lift!).  
Baron Barnard the Bombardier took the 
early lead as the Eyer lifted seamlessly 
off of the ground, speeding ahead of the 
pack on what seemed to be wind power 
alone. Upon asking, no one could tell me 
exactly what the means of the Baron’s 
propulsion was as none was visible. Yet 
the Baron’s early lead was soon quashed 
as Professor Einhardt’s Excelsior 
surprisingly lifted off, propeller spinning 
madly. In a short span of time, the 
Professor took the lead from the Baron.  
Coming up next in third and fourth place 
respectively were Sir Drake’s Zepher 
Zeppelin and Miss Sundail’s Sally’s Heart.

As the ships turned to make their first 
lap, two others in the competition 
collided in midair and came down in a 
fiery crash. Both pilots were uninjured 
and once down, both took to fisticuffs 
to settle their dispute, leaving our 
four pilots racing alone. The Excelsior 
had managed to maintain a slight and 
uncomfortable lead over the Eyer as 
the dreadnaught bore down upon the 
professor like the bird of prey it was 
named after. Just as it looked as if a 
collision was in their future, the Eyer 
rose higher and passed over the Excelsior, 
overtaking the tiny flying machine.  
One could notice the blades of the 
ornithopter begin to slow as it’s pilot 
began to tire from peddling, allowing the 
Zephyr Zeppelin and Sally’s Heart to easily 
pass as well.

Just before the second lap, it seemed the 
poor professor was about to be out of 
the race as the Excelsior began to drop 
in altitude. Without warning, Professor 
Einhardt unstrapped himself from the 
device and all but the wings plummeted to 
earth.  The Professor, now strapped atop 
the Excelsior’s wings slapped some sort 
of button or switch, igniting a powerful 

steam engine hidden underneath. The 
crowd gasped in awe as his new ship, the 
Excelsior II rocketed ahead.  It was at this 
point that things got out of hand.
Without warning, the Zephyr Zeppelin 
produced twin turrets docked on the 
port and starboard sides of its hull. Twin 
beams of light fired from the turrets; 
what the Professor himself called “high 
intensity condensed light,” that ignited 
the wings of the Excelsior II, forcing 
Professor Einhardt to abandon his vessel 
by parachuting to safety and ending his 
bid for the race. The former dashing and 
now diabolical Sir David Drake plodded 
on intending to bare down upon the Eyer 
next.

By the third lap, Sir Drake had begun to 
overtake Baron Barnard. Bearing down 
on him, Sir Drake fired at the Eyer’s 
twin airbags, igniting both of them and 
grounding the Eyer for good, leaving only 
the Zepher Zeppelin and Sally’s Heart to 
win the race.

By the fourth lap, Sally’s Heart had begun 
to catch up to the Zephyr Zeppelin, much 
to everyone’s surprise as she had been 
trailing the entire race and seemed to 
be in dead last even before the first lap.  
It was then that Miss Sundail unleashed 
her attack, spinning her vessel about and 
hitting the Zephyr Zeppelin with her twin 
propellers, adding to the already gusty 
gales and throwing her opponent’s vessel 
off course.  Sir Drake soon recovered and 
began bearing down upon Sally’s Heart 
to deliver the coup de grace that would 
eliminate her from the race.

It didn’t look good for Sally as Sir 
Drake caught up just before the fifth 
and final lap.  Sally’s Heart managed to 
outmaneuver the Zephyr Zeppelin as Sir 
Drake fired the first blast, but moments 
from then, Sir Drake would have a bead 
on her, decisively ending the race. Just 
before Drake could fire that fatal shot, 
he (as well as the rest of us) were shocked 
and, in some cases, delightfully surprised 
as an angry Baron Barnard fired a rocket 
from his grounded vessel, it’s shell 
penetrating the Zeppelin’s streamlined air 
bag.  A cacophony of cheers rose from the 
crowd as everyone watched Sir Drake’s 
defunct flying ship fall to the earth just 
as Sally’s Heart crossed the finish line, 
winning the race. 

Once on the ground, Miss Sundail was met 
by Baron Barnard, and consequently gave 
the man a very grateful hug for saving 
her vessel. For this reporter, it was a 
wonder that everyone walked away from 
this race in one piece.  Professor Einhardt 
soon joined the two and together the 
three racers entered the winner’s circle 
to celebrate Miss Sundail’s win.  Miss 
Sally Sundail blushed as the winner’s 

medal was placed upon her and she 
received the 5,000 pounds in prize money.

Meanwhile, Sir David Drake, for his 
blatant unsportsmanlike conduct and 
clear disregard for human life, was 
promptly arrested and hauled away by 
the constabulary causing the roar of 
the crowd to increase once more. At one 
point before he was arrested, he did shout 
out, threatening to return in time for 
next year’s race. One shudders to think 
what will happen next year should he be 
released!

Lord Preston 2 Awarding Miss Sally 
Sundail 3 the Distinguished Flying Medal 

Photography provided by Freelance Photo 
Artist Fred Jeska, with the aid of his 

assistant Dana Smuda.

        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.

Bucklebury Manor, 3 Lord Preston’s country home. 
The awards ceremony took place on the lovely  

and well-tended grounds. 
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 Between the imposing 
stone walls of Weatherby 
Manor and the well-
manicured lawn, Dudley 

Foxe and General Ignatius Gallante 
stood back-to-back. The gardener 
thought to himself how curious 
they looked; two men looking so 
similar, yet so different. The general 
stood in an exaggerated military 
posture, back arched, chest thrown 
out like an arrogant rooster ready 
to crow. The still-rising sun threw 
a golden light off his many medals. 
His impressive, beaklike nose was 
pointed almost straight up in the 
air. Mr. Foxe, on the other hand, 
stood straight, but that was the end 
of his pretentiousness. Apart from 
the natural droop of his narrow 
shoulders being suspiciously absent, 
he showed no sign of confidence, fear, 
or even nervousness.
 It was true, they had many 
things that seemed to set them apart, 
thought Henry. But it occurred to 
the aged gardener that they could 
be thought of as almost identical—
their hair was a uniform chestnut-
brown, with mature, distinguished 
greying at the General’s temples. 
Their strong jawlines were almost 
identical, as were their cool blue 
eyes. Their facial hair was slightly 
different, but that was a manner of 
grooming—if the General shaved off 
those prodigious sideburns, he’d be 
left with the same curled, dignified 
moustache Mr. Foxe wore. And as to 
their dress and posture, if they were 
to wear the same clothes and stand 
in the same manner, they would be 
as two brothers. Apart from that 
nose of the General’s. Naturally, it 
shocked Henry to see them emerge 
from the house, these two charming 
acquaintances of the Lady’s, with 
the old Lord’s duelling pistols in 
hand. But he was just a gardener, and 
gardeners should be seen, not heard. 
He took a quick swig of his hip flask 
and returned to trimming the hedge.
 The General hissed under his 

breath. “Shall we ask the gardener to 
be our umpire?”
 “I’d be astonished if you ever 
accepted anyone’s word on this sort 
of a thing but your own,” Dudley 
snapped, “So we’ll do it ourselves. You 
may count.”
 “Very well. One, two, three, 
four…” As Ignatius marched away, his 
mind roiled with this outrageous 
scandal. Evie with that upstart scamp. 
And now my good name stands to be 
sullied by her sordid affairs. For 
the life of me, not a Lord or Lady in 
Albion retains the honour they knew 
in old days. To take up with such a 
little man.
 “…Eight, nine, ten, eleven…” 
Dudley seethed just beneath the skin. 
Unlike the demonstrative General, 
Dudley was a professional man, and 
apart from his little explosion in 
front of Evie (for shame, he thought) 
he maintained a professional 
demeanour. He could scarcely see 
for his wrath, his vision spinning and 
swimming through the thick lenses 
of his spectacles. How I’d love to take 
some hot air out of him.
 “…Sixteen, seventeen, 
eighteen…” Dudley’s foot came down 
on a loose stone his inexpensive shoe 
had brought off the front walk. 
He slipped, fell, and exclaimed, 
utilizing a word not entirely suited 
for the Lady’s company. Good thing 
she wasn’t there. Ignatius heard 
the exclamation, and assuming the 
unscrupulous rat had turned to fire 
early, whirled about and fired, the 
bullet creasing the still morning air 
inches above Dudley’s head as he fell. 
Not the nimblest, as he crumpled on 
the stone step, Mr. Foxe turned over 
on his back and fired wildly. Imagine 
that, Albion’s most celebrated 
General turning to shoot before the 
count was over. And him doing the 
counting! The cad!
 Neither shot found its mark, 
but Dudley’s ricocheted off the 
arch of the manor door, and the 
General took another shot as he too 
hunkered down, dashing for the stone 
steps as he fired off still another. The 

little rat’s abandoned the code of 
honour entirely, he reasoned, to pull 
a trick manoeuvre like that dive shot.
 Foxe stood, the General’s 
movement allowing him time for 
recovery, and advanced on the 
General’s hiding place, firing at the 
steps he was hiding behind. Just shake 
him up a little, then move in. He made 
sure to leave one bullet in the gun. 
“General?”
 “Go ahead and kill me,” barked 
the voice behind the stone steps. 
“Cut me down! Throw to the wind any 
chance of any man piloting that War 
Machine to victory, and doom your 
own country to be overrun by those 
Nosiran devils!!”
 Dudley came around to see 
the General face-to-face. Pistol 
still trained on him, he smiled. “No, 
General. You’re far too valuable to 
Albion to kill. But can we consider 
this matter settled in my favour?”
 “Certainly not! Trying to 
shuffle me from this mortal coil 
before I’d finished the count--”
 “What?! You fired the first 
shot, turning before you finished 
the count! You were trying to take 
advantage of my blunder!”
 “Blunder?! You--”
 “Yes, when I tripped over that 
stone out there, you…Oh.”
 “Oh. I think I see what went on.”
 There was an awkward silence. 
Dudley was the first to chuckle. 
Ignatius replied in like kind. Soon, 
they were both laughing.
 “So you thought I was…
Ohohoho!”
 “Yes, and you thought I was a 
rat yourself!” Dudley took a deep 
breath and leaned back, grinning like 
a baboon. “Well, I suppose there’s no 
use for this last bullet.”
 “None at all!” Gallante 
laughed.
 So Dudley fired it into the air. 
Or more accurately, into the balcony. 
Ricocheting off the balcony, it struck 
the stone wall at a very precise 
angle before driving itself into the 
General’s arm.
 “…Oops,” Mr. Foxe offered.
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ear readers, Asher 
Davian delights us 
with the third chapter 
of his satire entitled 
“A Gentleman’s War”. 
The third Chapter 

promises readers the outcome of 
the duel between Dudley Foxe and 
General Ignatius Gallante. One a 
lowly engineer, the other a seasoned 
General. One the maker of an awesome 
mechanical weapon meant to turn 
the tide of a war, the other the only 
military man capable of piloting 
it. The duel is ostensibly to win the 
favour of the lovely Lady Evelyn 
Weatherby who, canniving woman 
that she is, has been seeing both men 
simultaneously. The scene is set: the 
hour is dawn. Both men intend to be 
victorious in order to pursue Lady 
Evelyn’s suit, and both men harbour 
secret resentments towards the 
other, so both are eager to shame 
their rival in victory.

There is a delightful bit of class 
rivalry taking place here, completed 
by the presence of the gardener, who 
gazes on indifferently at the duel. A 
lowly gardener might reflect freely 
on the ridiculousness of what is about 
to transpire, and even make note of 
some cruel parallels between the two 
gentlemen, who are defiantly at odds. 
However, the gardener has work to 
do, so he shuffles on, to leave the men 
to settle their quarrel.

Now, the author being the satirical 
scribbler that he is, readers might 
anticipate a hilarious and satirical 
end to this duel, and they will not be 
disappointed! The young Dudley Foxe 
stumbles on a loose stone and, hearing 
the raucous behind him, the General 
turns and fires! The cad! Dudley 
thinks to himself, he’s fired before 
the official count was complete, and 
he was the one doing the counting! 
General Ignatius Gallante is likewise 
appalled that the young upstart 
was attemtping to win by cheating, 
ducking like that and firing from the 

ground! Well, both men beginning 
firing wildly, and the General is 
forced to take cover. 

Dudley Foxe had the presence of mind 
to begin advancing, and the General 
was trapped. Dudley remembered to 
keep one bullet in the Chamber, as he 
challenged the General. 
“Go ahead and kill me,” barked the 
General. “Cut me down! Throw to the 
wind any chance of any man piloting 
that War Machine to victory, and 
doom your own country to be overrun 
by those Nosiran devils!!” These two 
are strangely linked by skill and 
purpose. General Ignatius Gallante is 
Dudley Foxe’s employer; Dudley Foxe 
may be the young mechanical genius, 
but he would have no position in 
society at all if the General was not 
as “forward-thinking” as he was (at 
least compared to other military men 
in the Monarchy of Albion.) Dudley 
Foxe’s war machine is set to turn the 
tide of the war, but only a seasoned 
veteran has the skill to pilot it. 
Dudley Foxe understands this, and 
reaches a decision with regards to 
killing the General.  
“No, General,” he states, “you’re far 
too valuable to Albion to kill.” The 

fact that the two men might be so 
reasonable in their arguments, but 
cannot come to some understanding 
regarding Lady Evelyn without 
the assistance of firearms, is a 
piece with the irony of this story. 
The ensuing argument is settled as 
laughter overtakes the men at the 
misunderstandings they encountered 
in this duel. In the spirit of fellowship, 
Dudley Foxe fires his last bullet into 
the air—which ricochets off the 
balcony, before driving itself into 
the General’s arm. The duel, it would 
seem, is back on, and Dudley Foxe is 
the winner at first blood! 
“…Oops,” the valiant warrior offers!
Readers, I really have nothing more 
to say with regards to this ridiculous 
display.  
“Oops” of all things! What chance do 
two such individuals have of surviving 
the war! 

        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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he zeppelin touched down 
shortly after one. Alice and 
I hailed a hackney, bound for 
the Polish countryside. There’s 
nothing like Polski przewozu. 
The darkest wood, polished 
to a high sheen, with royal 

blue velvet cushions inside and heavy pewter 
fixtures. The window curtains were slightly 
frayed but, no matter. We rode the fifty 
miles to Castle Dziedzic in style. 

A former house of nobility, the castle now 
hosts visitors from all parts of the globe 
for a reasonable nightly fee. Guests are 
treated to a little bit of luxury and get to 
experience a modicum of what its previous 
inhabitants were able to. Modicum being the 
key word, mind you. 

As your travel reporter, I highly recommend 
adding this to your itinerary. The castle is 
perched on a promontory with views across 
lush, neighbouring land. It contains twenty-
three rooms, all of which are appointed 
with fine furniture, the latest in electrical 
lighting, and amenities of culture such as 
a pianoforte in the music room, a painter’s 
studio with easels at the ready, a diminutive 
salon for hosting literary discussions, tea 
service for twenty (served in an enormous 
dining room), and a butler or maid for 
every chamber. It even has a buttery on the 
premises.

We spent two nights there and found it to be 
a pleasing mixture of upper crust and down 
home country life. Oh, the bedrooms! The 
décor was understated- don’t imagine that 
the walls were encrusted with jewels- but 
all I could wish for with down bedding, a 
large claw foot tub in the bathroom, and a 
fireplace in my quarters. 

*Tip: Not all guest rooms have a fireplace. If 
you visit during the cooler months be sure 
to request room 6,9,13,16 or 21.

Lunch and dinner meals were accompanied 
by mass quantities of cured meat along 
with cheese from a local dairy farm. Tea 
was the drink of choice at Dziedzic. It’s 
getting chilly out these days and it warmed 
my soul as well as my bones to indulge 
in several cups after the seven a.m. hike 
with our groundskeeper cum-tour-guide, 
Philip. Autumn foliage is making its first 
appearance and it was a joy to experience the 
red and gold for the first time outside of 
Britain. The sun is taking on that brilliant 
quality it always does at this time of year, 
all sharp and dreamy, and it makes my head 
hazy. 

Note: the castle is no sleepy palace at night! 
It entertains with scavenger hunts, musical 
performances, stories of old in the parlour, 

and dancing among other things. Since I 
was a novice at the scavenger hunt I gladly 
signed up for the midnight round. The kinds 
of trouble one can get into while scourging 
the hidden corners and undocumented rooms 
of a Polish stronghold of royalty! What a 
night. 

After leaving Diedzic, we travelled to 
Warsaw for a few days. I was eager to check 
out the candy district, which is located 
in the city center. So the history goes, 
two opposing Candyologists set up shop 
along a boulevard in the old district ten 
years ago, cooking up the kinds of sweets 
children usually only see in their dreams. 
A real rivalry grew between the two until 
one spring they decided to host a public 
competition in the city of Warsaw. Who was 
the OFFICIAL best they wanted to know, 
once and for all. What neither of them 
considered was that an unknown like Elaina 
Pucinski could come in and walk away with 
the prize, leaving them scratching their 
heads in bewilderment. Her Leaning Tower of 
Butterscotch was a knockout and the people 
made their choice. A clean dozen shops of 
extraordinary merit opened their doors in 
the ensuing eighteen months and the Candy 
District was born.

These shops are wonderful reflections of 
Polish culture, lively and colourful in 
design, serving up confections that dazzle 
more than just the children of Warsaw.  Men 
in stiff hats and women with their parasols 
line up outside the front doors, eagerly 
awaiting the hour at which they can make 
their first purchase. For a small bit of 
currency a piece of toffee shaped like a zoo 
animal or a peppermint treehouse can be had, 
the sweet tooth mollified until the next 
round premieres in Lizpeth’s shop window 
to entice. Sir Gilderoy purposely keeps his 
kitchen window open in the back, because 
you know what it does to an eleven year old 
to be made privy to the smell of chocolate 
being baked! I narrowly escaped with my 
pocketbook intact that afternoon.      

One of the more remarkable sporting 
events in the country is the annual archery 
tournament. It is held just outside the city 
in the clearing of a large forestry. Hundreds 
of people attend and dozens compete. It is 
reminiscent of Robin Hood in all but the 
costume. This year there was a record crowd 
turnout because it had been published in 
the local chronicles that Yosef Aldin had 
registered himself as a contender. He was 
well known in the south and his reputation 
had been advancing steadily northward. 

Alice and I arrived bright and early in order 
to secure advantageous seating. The stands 
were already filling up, a full two hours 
before the first round was set to take place. 

By eleven, the grounds were jam packed full 
of people. At the first bell, twenty arrows 
zipped through the air simultaneously, all 
but one making their mark in the center of 
the bull’s-eye. An auspicious beginning!

There were targets placed at various ranges 
and, as you can imagine, the further into the 
competition one got the farther away they 
got. There were blindfolded shots, running 
shots, even shots made via mirrors and tom 
foolery. When the crowd wasn’t cheering (or 
jeering) it was hushed into absolute silence 
by the proctors, fostering an environment of 
tension at the highest level for the players. 
Did it elevate their level of concentration 
or hinder it, I wonder? Grains of wood 
fractured at the intrusion of sharp tipped 
metal, splintering out in every direction. The 
sound reverberated, a momentary echo in the 
air, until the audience burst into applause at 
each outcome.

Accidents will happen in these environs and 
this competition was no exception. However, 
it was an accident that revealed a cheat in 
our midst. It was at the seventy-five meter 
mark that the champion of the south showed 
his true colours. Half a dozen men were still 
in line for the title. When the call came to 
take the field they strode across the grass, 
struck a professional stance, and waited for 
the bell. Our man Yosef raised up his bow 
and focused a keen eye on the target. He 
breathing was deep, his arm steady. The bell 
rang loud and clear, shrill in my ears, and 
I watched with everyone else as the arrows 
broke free…

Yosef’s struck the center of the target on 
the first try! No one else even came close. 
He was clearly on his way to being declared 
champion when out of nowhere an errant 
arrow flew straight toward the man from 
the edge of the crowd. Someone gasped as it 
sank into his bicep. We stood on our feet, sure 
to witness the man’s pain firsthand. Yet…it 
was not forthcoming. 

For the sake of word count I will cut to the 
proverbial chase in reporting to you that 
Josef’s extraordinary track record when 
it came to accuracy came to be known as a 
direct result of a mechanically enhanced 
appendage! Such scandal across Warsaw and 
the surrounding cities! Certainly in the 
coming weeks as the story breaks in local 
journals his reputation will be destroyed.  

Our journey across the Polish Empire is at 
an end as I compose this issue’s entry and 
Alice and I are on our way to Prague. Please 
join us then for more ups and downs in our 
travelogue of the European Continent.  

Travel
Poland, By Amelia Owen Kibbey
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According to our 
informant, Her Majesty has 
expressed her displeasure 
at the number of airships 

casting shadows as they passed 
overhead, blocking the sun from Her 
Highness’s lawn while she was in the 
middle of playing a game of croquet. 
Evidently she is to issue a royal decree 
that the next miscreant is to be shot 
down forthwith. We have it on good 
authority that the royal guard is 
already making ready their new 
Steamhaptor blast tubes around the 
palace to fulfil Her Majesty’s wishes. 
For those of our genteel readers 
who do not follow things military, 
the Steamhaptors were invented by 
Kurlique Haptor, a contemporary 
of Brunel who saw a need for an 
effective defence of the empire from 
attack by airships, and after fifteen 
years of toil in the workshop behind 
his mechanical contraption shop he 
successfully tested the prototype. 
Despite the misfortune that resulted 
from the firing, which resulted in his 
death, though no body was ever found, 
the detectives at the constabulary 
recognised the potential of the 
weapon and handed it over to the army, 
in whose hands it was thought to be 
safest. We are sure Mr Haptor would be 
proud to hear of Her Majesty’s faith in 
the ability of his device to ensure that 
the sun shall continue to shine on her. 
Long live the Queen.

Your humble correspondent,

Tropple E. Armitage

 

ragedy at the Ophelium

Following sell out 
performances at that 
renowned playhouse 
the Ophelium, tragedy 

struck yesterday evening while your 
correspondent had the fortune, or 
misfortune, to be in the audience. 
Madame Pomsiffler, famous for 
her flamboyant hair and troupe of 
mechanical performing dogs seems to 
have met with an unfortunate end. 
The tragedy occurred during the 
intermission between acts one and two 
while the audience was enjoying some 
libations to the gods of the theatre.  A 
frenzied barking was heard from back 
stage. It was so loud many remarked 
on it, not just for its loudness but 
for its duration. When we returned 
for act two the manager appeared 
and asked for silence because he had 
an announcement. He then told us 
that the show had been cancelled 
due to a malfunction of at least one 
mechanical dog and that refunds 
would be available. He looked much 
shaken and as others left, I made my 
way backstage to be confronted with 
a ghastly scene. I could not say for 
certain that it was Madame Pomsiffler, 
except I did recognise the hair. Much of 
what was left of the body was strewn 
around and I immediate thought of 
the manager’s announcement about a 
malfunctioning dog. I made a discreet 
exit before the constabulary arrived 
and am sure in time the mystery of 
what happened will be revealed.  But 
for safety I recommend avoiding all 
performances involving mechanical 
animals, as I surely will.

Your humble correspondent,

Tropple E. Armitage

A T
By Tropple E. Armitage

Welcome to The 
Aether Chronicle!

Tropple E. Armitage,  
New Feature Columnist


