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IntervIew wIth 
Steampunk Game 

DeSIGner, by kevIn SteIl

This week we are talking with Liz Spain, 
creator of steampunk game, Incredible 
Expeditions: Quest for Atlantis, where players 
lead a steampunk expedition to explore 
fantastic places and face otherworldly 
horrors in a deck building strategy game for 
1-5 players.

Airship Ambassador: Hi Liz, it’s great to catch 
up with you and talk about your projects.

Liz Spain: Hi! I’m really excited that we’re so 
close to revealing the final product of the 
project I’ve been working on for the past two 
years.

AA: Before we talk about your current game, 
which is definitely not your first, what can 
you share about your background as a games 
designer?

LS: I started in game design creating 
Lovecraft-inspired live-action mystery 
games. My husband and I ran these modules in 
our hometown and at Gen Con (the largest 
tabletop gaming convention in North 
America). Eventually, we added steampunk 
elements to our games which enriched the 
worlds of our games and gave everyone an 
excuse to costume to the nines.

I worked a lot on Marshal Hunter’s steampunk 
live-action role playing game Rise of Aester. 
In addition to writing world material and 
helping to develop the rules, I also wrote the 
original modules for the game. Several of the 
characters I wrote for those modules became 
very popular and their stories became part of 
the world’s canon.

I’ve also play tested, costumed, modelled 
and demoed for a number of Flying Frog 

Productions board games. The Something 
Wicked expansion for A Touch of Evil is the 
first game I worked on there, but you can 
find my name in the credits for a number of 
Flying Frog games. I’ve also did consulting on 
the steampunk aesthetic and costumed over 
100 people for Harebrained Scheme’s Crimson 
Steam Pirates on the ipad.

AA: Wow, all of those games sound interesting, 
and it’s great to hear about the various roles 
you’ve played in creating and bringing those 
games to life. For your current game, what is 
the premise of Incredible Expeditions?

LS: A slightly-unhinged scientist, Professor 
Pendergast, was kicked out of the Royal 
Academy of Sciences for his wild theories on 
the fate of the lost city of Atlantis. After 
discovering that the sunken city drifted and 
became trapped in the ice shelves off the coast 
of Antarctica, he announced to the world 
that he was forming an expedition. Other 
notable explorers the world over jump in on 
the challenge and the race is on to be the 
first to uncover the ancient city.

AA: What was the motivation for creating 
Incredible Expeditions? How did it all come 
about?

LS: Incredible Expeditions is my attempt to put 
the world of my Lovecraftian 
steampunk mystery games in 
a box. I really wanted to see 
the creative imagination of 
steampunk  
in a board game and decided the 
only way that was going  
to happen was if I did it myself.

AA: Completely understandable, and 
sometimes the only way to get something done, 
or to get just the item we want, is to do it 
ourselves. Why a card game?

LS: I wanted a game that would be easy 
for anyone to learn to play and would be 
dripping with a steampunk aesthetic and 
world.

AA: Why use steampunk as the game’s 
aesthetic?

LS: Incredible Expeditions is more than 
just a board game. I designed it to 
showcase the imagination and creative 
maker skills of the steampunk community 
at large. By starting with a steampunk 
aesthetic, I’ve been able to bring in 
friends to contribute to the project who 
are illustrators, prop makers, costumers, 
musicians and even a dancer and a 
calligrapher.

AA: That’s an interesting range of skills 
to bring into creating a game. Who are 
the other people who are part of the 
team to create this game?

LS: The biggest contributor to the 
project has been my husband, Austin. 
Throughout this project, he’s been 
there as a strong voice of criticism and 
helped immensely with organizing the 
Kickstarter campaign and play testing. 
Incredible Expeditions owes the depth 
and balance of its strategy to his 
constructive scepticism at every step in 
development.

Jade Cheung (of Arctic Phoenix Studios) 
is a friend and artist who helped me 
develop the distinctive art nouveau 
style for the graphic design. The card 
frames are her design and she also made 
costumes and modelled for different 
characters in the game.

Beyond that, there are simply too many 
wonderful people to name. Over a dozen 
artists worked on the illustration and 
graphic design and there were dozens of 
models, most of whom made their own 
costumes and props. There’s hardly a 
steampunk in the Seattle area who hasn’t 
contributed to the project in some way.

Check back for part 2 where Liz talks 
about research, artwork and the 
kickstarter experience:
http://airshipambassador.wordpress.
com/2014/07/28/spain1/ 

liz spain, creator of steampunk game, incredible 
expeditions: Quest for Atlantis



purchased at the following link: 

http://jupiterchronicles.com/books/

Well folks, the beloved Jupiter series is 
now going to hit the big screen! Author 
Leonardo Ramirez has plans to turn 
the series into an animated short, and 
the thrilling stories will be delighting 
readers from the world of film! The 
Kickstarter Crowd-Funding Campaign 
went live this week, and now audiences 
are contributing to the project so they 
can see their beloved characters come to 
life. 

The Kickstarter crowd funding campaign 
for the animated film short based on THE 
JUPITER CHRONICLES is now live! Join Ian 
and Callie Castillo as they are rocketed 
to an imprisoned world powered by steam 
as they search for the answer to the one 
looming question that has plagued them 
for five years. . .

. . .why did their father leave?

Click this link to go to the Kickstarter 
campaign site:

https://www.kickstarter.com/projects/
leonardoramirez/jupiter-chronicles-a-
steampunk-animated-space-epic

Meet the Animated Characters from THE 
JUPITER CHRONICLES:

the JupIter 
ChrOnICleS 

kICkStarter CampaIGn 
nOw lIve!

Well dear readers, I have what we have 
all been waiting for: a Steampunk Book 
Series that introduces children to the 
wild and wonderful world of Steampunk. 
The Jupiter Chronicles is a celebrated 
series written by Leonardo Ramirez 
(Cover Art by: PoochieMars) that readers 
call “Fantastic and Captivating For All 
Readers”.

The Jupiter Chronicles is a series that 
highlights the journey of young Ian 
Castillo, a boy who, together with his 
sister Callie, discover their secret: they 
are the son and daughter of a Jovian king 
whose world had been subjugated by the 
evil Lord Phobos of Mars. After a great 
battle was fought they returned to the 
steam-powered world of Jupiter where 
Fireflights and Skyrockets rule the air. 
Now, as part of the newly reborn Chrono 
Legion, Ian struggles to find his place in a 
world powered by steam.

The fate of the Jovian Realms are in his 
hands as he fights against the Martian 
Doomslayers and seeks to protect Earth 
from what is to come. A much deeper 
struggle lies within him. With no father 
to guide him, Ian desperately searches 
for the answer to the question he’s been 
asking himself all of his life: why did my 
father leave me?

THE JUPITER CHRONICLES books can be 

The Aether Chronicle will be posting 
news about THE JUPITER CHRONICLES 
Kickstarter Campaign, and keepig  
readers up-to-date on the progress of 
this highly anticpated animated short! 
To witness THE JUPITER CHRONICLE’S 
upcoming advertising campaign,  
subscribe to The Aether Chronicle by 
“Following” the Discussions at either of 
the links below:

The Steampunk Empire Website:

http://www.thesteampunkempire.com/
forum/topics/reign-of-giant-octopus-
plaguing-london-comes-to-an-end

The Steampunk Writers and Artists 
Guild Website:

http://steampunkwriters.ning.com/
forum/topics/reign-of-giant-octopus-
plaguing-london-comes-to-an-end

Ian Castillo: Human, Male, Age: 13, 
Height: 4’11” Weight: 70 lbs. Hair color: 
Blond .Ian was born on Jupiter but 
raised on Earth in the poorest of cir-
cumstances. Having no father to guide 
him, he always looked to the stars for 
help in figuring out why life bore him 
into growing up without a father-fig-
ure and who he is. He sees others find 
their destiny and wonders if he’ll ever 
find his. He’ll never find it being overly 
cautious. Because he’s always looking 
for answers, he is almost obsessively 
persistent. This lends him to often be 
the brunt of the jokes and jabs coming 
from his step-brother and sister.

Callie Castillo: Human, Female, Age: 
10, student, brown eyes, Height: 4’6” 
Weight: 65 lbs. Hair color: dark brown, 
wavy. Belongings: Journal, pencil, 
Leather helmet with goggles, a cloth 
bag that holds her belongings. Callie 
writes in her journal every chance she 
can. She also enjoys pestering her older 
brother Ian and calling him names like 
“Toad”. Callie is named after the Jupiter 
moon Callisto. Unlike her brother, Cal-
lie was born on Earth after the Mar-
tian War. Fun and adventurous, Callie 
is never too afraid to embark on a new 
journey wherever it may take them 
which sometimes gets the gang into 
trouble. She often reads out loud what 
she is writing in her journal, much to 
the annoyance of her brother Ian. She is 
the only Wordsmith in existence in the 
Chrono Legion.

Cover Art for the beloved Children’s Book Series  
THE JUPITER CHRONICLES.
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The darkening sky and the 
scudding clouds seem to be 
competing to shroud the land 
in a blanket of darkness and 
even though there is a full 

moon, it only peeks through the breaks in the 
fast moving clouds but even as it does it face is  
quickly whisked away.  With sunset a good hour 
away we find a young couple in a open topped 
horse drawn carriage pulling to a stop near the 
edge of a quiet forest. A smartly dressed man 
steps out of the carriage he turns and waits till 
the beautiful young woman offers her hand to 
him. He instead reaches for her waist and lifts 
her from the carriage and sets her gently on the 
ground. She blushes at his being so forward but 
she smiles as she looks into his face and sees the 
love he has for her so clearly displayed for all 
the world to see. He turns and reaches into the 
carriage and pulls a hurricane lantern from 
under the seat and lights it bringing a warm 
glow to the knee high grass where its light 
falls. He places it on the step of the carriage 
then pulls a handkerchief from his breast pocket 
and steps behind the young lady. Placing the 
blindfold over her eyes she seems to have some 
reservation but instead she reaches for his hands 
but waits till he has tied it about her head then 
she traces her fingers on his skin then draws his 
hands to her lips and gently places kisses on each 
palm. He steps closer pressing his body against 
hers as she draws his arms about her and he 
places a kiss on her neck. Looking at the fading 
light he slips one arm from her grasp and takes 
the lantern. He then begins to lead her straight 
to the forest. 

 The high grass ends at the edge of the forest 
allowing the man to lead the woman more easily 
further into the woods. The fading sunlight and 
the intermittent moon light  seems to open a 
path deeper into the forest. Not a sound of the 
normally noisy woods can be heard by the couple 
giving no clue to the blindfolded lady where she 
is being lead. He knows she might protest being 
taken into the darkening woods. But he also 
knows she has placed her trust in him to keep her 
safe, this gives him courage to lead her on to a 
place that if she were to protest would lose it’s 
enchantment for her. So onward he draws her 
deeper still till they enter into a glade in the 
midst of the forest. 

He turns to her and whispers in her ear. “Stay 
very quiet and still and tonight you will see 
magic.” Moving behind her he gently removes the 
blindfold. 

She blinks several times till the scene before her 
becomes clear. She slowly turns looking at the 
twilight dark forest. There sits a small cabin 
which clearly has been apart of this place for 
so long the forest seems to be trying to reclaim 
it by intertwining its limbs and vines into the 
construction. But upon closer inspection she 
sees the cabin is not even man made because the 
walls are still living trees. Its roof is bough 
and their leaves are so evenly spaced to look 
like shingles on a quaint little home. Under the 

cover of the nature made porch she sees tables 
and chairs have been set up. Upon the table is a 
setting for two complete with burning candles 
which cast their warm glow just far enough to 
add to the mystery and romance of this glade. A 
magnificent stag stands near the cabin looking 
at the intruders which have come into his 
kingdom. Slowly it bends its neck so he can take 
another bite of grass and then he looks again 
to the couple and without a backwards glance 
wonders away into the forest leaving the glade 
to the intruders. 

Completely enshrouded by the woods the 
dell has a small stream running  between the 
centuries old trees. It slips into and out of the 
forest but as it curls around a mound of earth 
upon which the cabin is at its peak. The stream 
forms a pool right in front of the cabin. The pool 
is almost perfectly round except were the stream 
both feed into and out of it. This strange pool 
seems to slowly spin as the waters makes its way 
around it.    

She turns and looks at her new husband and 
smiles. ‘”It is so beautiful here.” She whispers. 

He looks at her and gently pulls her into a kiss 
that seems to stop time. Slowly the forest wakes 
as their kiss stretches on for many moments. The 
night birds begin to sing, the frogs croak, the 
crickets seem to pick up the melody of the forest 
and add counter point to the rhythm, and the 
winds begin to sigh high in the trees and add to 
the voices of nature.  Slowly he breaks the kiss 
and smiles at her. They speak no words as they 
turn toward the cabin. He takes her hand and 
they walk up the small rise. Dousing the lantern 
and putting it aside. He then leads her to stand 
next to the table and one after the other snuffs 
out the candles. He takes her hand in his and 
turns toward the pool.  
   
She squeezes his hand as a trickle of fear grows 
as the last of the days light begins to slips 
away. He places his fingers to her lips. She nods, 
putting her trust in him. 

She holds his hand and looks around wondering 
what he has in mind. The forest song seems to 
come to a close and the moonlight flickers with 
the racing clouds. The light grows bright for a 
moment then dims as if moonlight is turned down 
like a gas lamp, leaving them in the near total 
darkness of a forest on a cloudy night.  
Again she squeezes his hand and he gently 
squeezes back giving her reassurance that he is 
with her. 

Out in the forest beyond the stream a red light 
begins to glow. Then a second one right next to 
it winks open, as if a wolf had just opened his eyes 
after sleeping all day.  A second pair of eyes move 
slowly closer, then a third, and a fourth, then 
more and more join them. Soon there are dozens 
of eyes seeming to stare through them. She begins 
to step back then looks at her hand holding his. 
Even in the gloom of near total darkness he is 
watching her. She sees his loving smile remembers 
his promise to love her and take care of her 
always.  She draws courage from him and puts 

her total trust in his judgment.  She knows in her 
heart of hearts that he would never put her in 
danger knowingly. 
She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath and 
releases her fear. When she opens her eyes she 
sees his proud smile then he motions with his head 
toward the haunting eyes in the woods. She turns 
and looks at the eyes daring them to get past her 
lover.  And to her amazement the eyes seem to 
drift apart then in one’s and two’s change color.  
She is taken aback but watches fascinated by this 
turn of events. The colors are every color in the 
rainbow, they begin to bob and weave through 
the woods moving closer till at last they come 
out over the gently bubbling waters of the 
brook. They swoop low over the water seeming to 
dance with their opposite reflected there. 

Once again the sound of the forest music fills 
the glade. The dance over the water seems to 
follow a pattern and with it, the water seems 
to be reacting. Slowly mist can be seen to rise 
from the water. Nothing unusual for the warm 
water to release its heat in to the night air. But 
this, this is different. The mist swirls in patterns 
following the lights.  As if the darting lights 
are coaxing the mist, drawing it forth and asking 
it to join them in the air. Slowly the mist swirls 
higher, forming columns  and cones of vapor. 
When the firefly lights seem happy with what 
they have wrought they begin to swarm together 
into lose formations. Slowly the clusters of 
lights condense down till they take the form 
of men. While the many remaining lights move 
forward and enter the mist and seem to dart 
to and fro inside the mist further shaping it to 
their will. When at last they are done there 
above the water stands men of light and ladies 
of mist adorned with jewels of light around the 
wrist, and neck, the hair with tiaras of light and 
faces with eyes of blue.  The forest sounds seems 
to take on a new form as if one song has ended 
and another is beginning. 

She gasps at the sight marvelling in wonder at 
what is happening before her. 
The ladies of mist and the men of light bow to 
one another and then they begin a dance above 
the waters of the pool. 

The combined light from the glowing fireflies 
cast a warm light over the pool and a path seems 
to appear leading down to the pool from the 
cabin.   

The man lifts his wife’s hand to his lips and kisses 
it gently then he leads her to the edge of the 
pool and steps before her, he too bows to her and 
she takes the cue and curtsies to him accepting 
his request to dance. He takes her hand as she 
lays her other upon his shoulder and he places 
his on her side. With a nod of his head they fall 
in step with the music. Without noticing the pool 
is covered completely with a fog that drifts up 
the bank of the pool. Soon the other dancers 
have joined the couple moving around them 
as the music plays on. The young woman never 
removes her eyes from his and he from hers. They 
move in and out of the other dancers, so caught 
up in the moment that she never notices that it 
is they who have moved out over the water and 
have joined the firefly dancers. 

P
        Firefly Glade, By Alan Smith
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ell dear readers, tonight 
we have a flight of fancy, 
a journey into the world 
of romance for your 
reading pleasure!

Firefly Glade combines the world of 
romance with the spirit world. The 
wonder of the natural world is exalted 
in this tale, as the mysterious world of 
the nighttime forest opens up to the 
reader. The description of “the night 
music” is very compelling. The romance 
of this setting also conjures images 
of the wonderful, sensual things that 
might happen on a walk with your 
lover in the forest at night. But then, 
nature begins to tell its own tale. 
There is a definite hint of pastoralism 
in this tale, in the simplicity and 
beauty of the natural world. But also 
in the implication that Nature herself 
might hold her own secrets and might 
in fact be “up to something” as the 
beautiful scene unfolds before the two 
lovers.

When the couple first see the fireflies, 
the scene is beautiful, but innocuous. 
When the fireflies begin their 
choreographed dance, there is more of 
that sensation that the two individuals 
are only props in the story that Nature 
is telling the world. The symbolism 
of the fireflies is very evocative. 
Fireflies represent a single point of 
light fluttering in a darkened world: 
light has always been a metaphor for 
truth, civilization, wonder, magic, 
renewal, etc. The idea that these lights, 
as living things, might have their own 
particular magic, their own particular 
plan, is a lovely thought. 

The notion of the Firefly Dancers 
transports the readers into the world 
of the story. Are the husband and wife 
a part of this dance, this ritual that 
takes place only in the summer forest? 
As they dance, do their feet still touch 
the ground? Are they still surrounded 
by drifting fog, or have they been 
magically whisked away into the world 
of the Firefly Dancers?

I for one am very intrigued and wonder 
what the second instalment of this 
tale has in store for us. I certainly 
hope that this isn’t the a prelude to 
some sort of nightmare scene, and the 
Firefly Glade turns out to be some sort 
of insidious trap!

Well, readers, if you would like to find 
out more, then you will have to wait 
until the next edition of The Aether 
Chronicle!

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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       Firefly Glade, By Alan Smith

New Author Alan Smith

The Firefly Glade



ear Readers, we regret 
to inform you that our 
beloved Travel Writer Miss 
Amelia Owen Kibbey has not 
arrived at her destination in 
Prague, Czechoslovakia. The 

zeppelin she was aboard never arrived in 
Prague. We last received word from Miss 
Amelia when she sent us a brief telegraph 
informing us she and her travel companion 
Alice had arrived at the Graf Zeppelin 
which was going to them to Prague. She 
also mailed a friend at the newspaper a 
charming snapshot of herself and Alice 
posed in front of the zeppelin before 
it took flight. Local law enforcement 
has been notified, and Scotland Yard 
has contacted their political agents 
in Europe, as we attempt to track Miss 
Amelia down. For now, our prayers are 
with her and Alice, and our hearts go out 
to them in their terrible plight!

God speed, Miss Amelia Owen Kibbey.

 —The Staff at The Aether Chronicle

Travel
Amelia Owen Kibbey, Lost En Route To Prague!

D

Alice (left) nearly knocks Amelia (right) aside with one of her infamous parasols, 
to protect her fair complexion while travelling the globe.
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 oh-i-Noor  or Koh-i-
Nothing

A rumour has come 
to the ears of your 
correspondent that is so 

outrageous it must be true.

The rumour involves the world’s 
largest diamond the, Koh-i-Noor 
also known as the Mountain of 
Light, currently on display at the 
Great Exhibition that I am sure 
almost every soul in London has 
visited. If true the rumour means 
that the artefact we all saw and 
wondered at is in fact not the Koh-i-
Noor but a replica produced by one 
Arthur Smith a jewellery artisan of 
Edgewater Road. My informant tells 
me that the real Koh-i-Noor was 
supposed to be in a box transported 
by train to London from Portsmouth 
where the ship carrying it from 
India berthed. It was said to have 
passed into the care of the Chairman 
of the British East India Company 
and to have been safely stored in 
East India House in Leadenhall 
Street.   But when the box was 
opened it was found to be empty, 
leaving the Chairman of the East 
India Company in a state of apoplexy 
since he was to hand the diamond 
to Her Majesty the Queen as part of 
the terms of the conclusion of the 
Sikh Wars. 

It was the Chairman’s Secretary 
who suggested making a replica of 
glass, which might account for the 
lack of lustre often remarked on by 
those who have seen the exhibit at 
the exhibition. As to what happened 
to the genuine jewel? No one knows 
except that a fellow wearing long 
silk robes and a turban was seen 
alighting from the same train 
that the jewel travelled on. If my 
informant is right, the Koh-i-Noor  

is  Koh-i-Nothing and I assume Her 
Majesty will not be amused.

Your humble correspondent,

Tropple E. Armitage

 

n Unfortunate Matter

It gives me no joy 
to bring news of an 
unfortunate matter in 
relation to the fate of 

one William Dwight Coburn Esquire.  
Readers of a refined nature who 
follow the literary going on will 
have, I am sure heard of Mr Coburn, 
sometimes poet and man about town 
who wrote that work of prose ‘The 
Sun Shines Not Under the Lily’. 

The unfortunate matter concerns a 
steam carriage, which he is said to 
have taken possession of just last 
week as a result of an inheritance he 
received on the untimely passing of 
his father, William Clarke Coburn 
of Middlesbrough.   My informant 
tells me that Coburn the younger 
was strongly warned to not over 
stoke the boiler for fear of an 
explosion, advice he was prone to 
ignore. He was last seen wildly 
careening down Tottenham High 
Street barely missing horses and 
street carts as he went. That was 
three days ago and no sign has been 
seen of him or the steam carriage 
since. We can only guess that he has 
either blown himself up or that he 
was travelling so fast that he has 
launched himself into the sky never 
to be seen again.   Of course it could 
be that he drove into the canal 
and has found out for himself that 

By Tropple E. Armitage

K

A

indeed, there is no sun shining under 
the lily.

Your humble correspondent,

Tropple E. Armitage

Tropple E. Armitage,  
New Feature Columnist


