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New Year’s FashioNs 
Lead to PubLic arrests 
& scaNdaLs iNvoLviNg 

Live rodeNts!
Lady Eloise fa Touren’s annual year’s-
end star-studded event has always been 
the talk of the Highstreet of London 
right up until the New Year. Her bizarre 
traditions of exotic midnight dinners, 
followed by spooky runs through 
graveyards, sipping champagne on the 
rooftop of her husband’s estate, or taking 
out the family’s yacht to re-create the 
Boston Tea party, has never failed to make 
a splash on the society pages the next day. 
This year, however, many London citizens 
believe the eccentric Barrister’s wife has 
gone too far. 
“Last year’s party was lovely,” a witness 
who shall remain nameless decreed. “We 
spent the night gambling in the solar, 
and then witnessed the performance of a 
troupe of Chinese contortionists perform. 
Dinner consisted of a series of delicacies: 
dormice-in-honey, brazed flamingo and 
roasted porcupine re-dressed in its own 
quills, and devilled oysters. Dessert was 
individual edible sugar sculptures that 
looked like tiny ice sculptures on the 
plate! We then we retired to the grounds 

where the Lady had most considerately 
arranged a midnight run through the 
hedge maze—stark naked, of course. 
The Lady is wonderfully eccentric, and 
my husband and I have always relished 
her parties for the marvellous lack 
of convention. It’s refreshing in this 
conservative, modern world we live 
in. But I think she may have crossed 
some boundary now that will have dire 
consequences for female society in the 
future.”

Our witness is referring to Lady Eloise’s 
bizarre choice of costume for her New 
Year’s Evev gala, which took place on 
December 31st.  
“She seemed to be channelling Marie 
Antoinette with her hairstyle.” 
Another informant explained, “A sky-
high pompadour, accented by feathers, 
flowers, and even small models like boats 
or buildings. But, anchored in the centre 
of her hairstyle—there was a small 
animal cage. With a live animal inside!”
Lady Eloise’s guests were appalled by 
the presence of a small, terrified rodent 
mounted into her coif. however, the Lady 
is so well known for her flamboyant 
nature that the evening progressed 
despite the mixed reception she received.
“A number of her guests must have been 
forewarned, for they showed up in similar 
outfits.”  
A gentleman shuddered with disgust. 
“The Dowager Countess Augusta Dupree 
actually brought a live alligator 
on a leash! The nerve of 
these people! Not only is it 
dangerous, but it’s rude and 
unsettling for the rest of the 
guests!” 
“This pointless public display is a result 
of bored, powerful women who have lost 
all sense of common decency, and are 
prepared to go to any lengths to receive 
attention from their peers! My only fear 
is that this barbarism will lead some sort 
of trend amongst the fashionistas of 
London.”

The theme of the evening even influenced 
some of the more noteworthy gentlemen. 
Lord Granthem arrived with a custom-
made pocket watch: a clock’s face atop 
a tiny cage no bigger than 
his palm, which held a 
live cricket! He also bore 
a somewhat larger cage 
anchored to his side which 
held a frightened baby ferret.”
The evening ended with a rousing 
fireworks display, accompanied by 
the latest music in the new theme of 
“ragtime”. Apparently, afterwards guests 
were in a rush to leave the premises as 

quickly and inconspicuously as possible. 
The reason for this was soon revealed 
when the constabulary arrived on scene, 
accompanied by enraged members of 
Britain’s Humane Society. 
“These foul upper classes simply have no 
regard for the lives around them!”  
One Bernice Potter declared, President 
of the Humane Society. “Lady Eloise fa 
Touren is guilty of animal cruelty, vile 
sensationalism, and, frankly, just plain-old 
bad taste. Those animals were terrified 
in those cages! The party music, the smoke 
and noise, and those cages were teetering 
on the edge, held fast by nothing but hair 
pins—it’s inhuman! And frankly disgusting. 
Those massive hair towers stank by the end 
of the evening, let me tell you!”  
Lady Eloise fa Touren broke through new 
social barriers this New Year’s Eve by 
being the first woman of the upper classes 
to be publicly arrested, although, it must 
be said, she was thoroughly intoxicated at 
that point, and will likely never know it 
even happened! 

Lady Eloise fa Touren, daringly garbed in nought 
but a corset for her annual gala, her pompadour 
hairstyle complete with small animal cage which 
held a small live hamster.

The Dowager Countess Augusta  
Dupree accompanied by a live  
alligator on a leash.

Lord Granthem arrived to the gala 
sporting a watch face atop a small 
cricket cage, and a cage at his side 
which contained a live baby ferret.



robberY oF the baNk 
oF eNgLaNd thwarted 

bY FLYiNg MaN! 
By Kent Whittington

It has been the privilege of this 
reporter in the past year to report 
on the truly fantastic; from demonic 
mass murderers and ghost hunters to 
fantastic air races and the prospect 
of life on other worlds.  So it should 
be no surprise that your intrepid 
reporter has discovered yet another 
occurrence in the London of the 
strange.
Alarms were sounded at 2:00am as it 
had become known that the bank of 
England had become besieged.  Police 
arrived on the scene to find the 
would-be burglars, known experts 
at lock picking and grand theft, 
trussed up like a Christmas goose, both 
unconscious. Attached to the lapel of 
one of the men’s jackets was a note on 
parchment paper, written in longhand, 
which read: 
“Theft of the people will no longer be 
tolerated.  The injustices of mankind
will  no longer be tolerated.  London 
will be made safe for the innocent 
once again.  These two shall make an 
excellent beginning.
Happy Christmas,
The Phantom”

The two formerly armed ruffians 
claimed that after successfully 
breaking into the Bank of England 

and attempting to abscond with a 
large sum of currency that they had 
liberated from the bank vault, the 
room they were in began to fill with a 
grey smoke that made them feel dizzy 
and disoriented.
They then found themselves under 
attack from what they described 
as a “ghost,” clad in a long black 
coat and a pointy-faced mask with 
hoses attached to it, much like a 
gas mask and a broad brimmed hat, 
completely obscuring the identity of 
the individual from the bank thieves.  
The masked man also had two large 
brass tanks of some sort strapped 
upon his back as well and some sort 
of portal mounted on his chest which 
emitted a whitish glow.  The two then 
claimed that they opened fire on their 
assailant at close range as he rushed 
them only to have missed every shot.   
“It was like the bullets went right 
through him, like he wasn’t even 
there!” one of the men claimed.  But 
there he was as the two men were 
promptly blinded as the portal on 
the man’s chest grew to a brilliance 
unimaginable.  They claim they were 
then assaulted, knocked unconscious 
and bound before being delivered 
into police hands, wrapped as a proper 
present to mark the season.

In an effort to further identify the 
vigilante, further investigation has 
led this reporter to one Ephraim 
Collins, a smith from Surrey on 
holiday.  Mister Collins, who claims to 
have witnessed the row, said that he 
heard crashing noises coming from the 
building (the entryway had already 
been forced at this point) and moved 
as close as he dared to investigate.  
“I could hear the sound of gunshots 
and crashing glass, then I saw this 
brilliant white light followed by some 
scuffling sounds, then it was all quiet 
again.”
Collins notified the authorities about 
the break-in, who found the two men 
tied to a pillar on the top step leading 
up to the bank’s entrance, but not 
before he claims seeing the assailant 
“fly from the top step into the night 
sky in a ball of fire, soaring off like a 
comet.”  As to the robbers ill-gotten 
gains, the entire amount has been 
accounted for and placed back in the 
bank, firmly under guard once again.
As the hour of the break-in was late, 
little more can be discerned as no 
other witnesses have come forth to 
corroborate Mister Collins or the 
would-be burglars’ claims concerning 
the flying man.  It has therefore 
fallen to me to identify who this 
individual is and what he hopes to 

gain.  Is he a menace or a friend to the 
people?  Is he a vigilante or a villain?  
This reporter does not know for 
certain, but one thing is for certain, 
the hooligans responsible for the 
break-in of the Bank of England are 
now safely behind bars, the money 
stolen is returned and the exploits of 
the flying man are duly chronicled and 
under further investigation by your 
intrepid reporter can determine more 
about the flying man’s identity.
The police at Scotland Yard are 
completely baffled and those in 
charge are at loss for words, in fact 
the Chief Inspector has yet to provide 
comment concerning this incident.  
Those below him take little credence 
in their belief in the existence of 
the flying man calling himself the 
Phantom.  As such, a concept sketch 
based from the description given 
of the Phantom has been provided.  
Anyone seeing this individual should 
report his whereabouts immediately 
to this reporter, care of The Aether 
Chronicle.

Kent Edward Whittington, Feature  
Reporter

An artist’s rendering of the Phantom.
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Chapter 4

 It was a very long time 
before either spoke. 
Charles leaned over 
the balcony, his tone 

unconcerned but slightly grim. “Are 
my sirs both intact?”
 There was no answer apart from 
a slow and even look upwards.
 “I’ll take sirs’ response as a 
qualified yes. The lady of the manor 
has, I’m afraid, fainted anew. If you 
would settle your matter without 
further bloodshed, or indeed 
destruction of property, I’m sure she 
would be elated.”  
With that, the acerbic manservant 
vanished into the manor. “I’d better 
tie that off before it really starts 
bleeding,”  
Foxe finally remarked, “Here.”  
He tore a length off his sleeve and 
folded it against the General’s 
shoulder. “That ought to at least 
stem the flow. It certainly is a good 
thing this isn’t a greater wound. That 
probably would have interfered with 
your piloting the War Machine.”
 “Well…”  
General Gallante winced. “It’s clear 
to me you’ve had little medical 
training. It feels like there may be 
some deep muscle damage. I may not 
be able to do anything with this arm 
until long after the bullet is taken 
out.”
 “Oh?” Dudley bit his lip.  
“You can’t operate the Machine with 
one arm. Has anyone else taken the 
necessary training courses?”
 “No one,”  
gasped the general. “And you can’t 
handle it…”
 “It’s doubtful,”  
Growled the general, low and even.
“Well, it’s just an idea, but perhaps 
it’d solve our problems…”
 “Do tell,”  
murmured the officer. Dudley Foxe 
promptly drew a small blackjack from 
his vest and clubbed the General on 
the back of the cranium.
***
 General Ignatius Gallante 

and a smallish doctor walked into 
the Weatherby manor in the harsh 
light of high noon, carrying between 
them the limp figure of Dudley Foxe. 
The lady Evelyn was reclining on 
the davenport, trying to regain her 
composure after such a frightening 
Tuesday morning. “Iggy? How is he? He 
isn’t…”
 “No,”  
replied the General. He helped the 
doctor rest Dudley in an easy chair 
and adjusted the bandage around his 
upper arm. “But I’m afraid I did clip his 
shoulder. He’s losing blood, so I got 
the doctor.”
 “The doc—you were at each 
other’s throats this morning! What 
happened?”
 “He tripped, I fired early, and 
neither of us were killed. We realized 
tending to one another’s wounds that 
neither of us is expendable.”  
The General tipped Lady Evelyn’s chin 
up slightly to meet her eyes. “Neither 
of us can be spared. But where 
Dudley fights his battles here, in his 
laboratory on the home front, I must 
fight them abroad. Farewell, milady, 
and I hope we meet again in happier 
days. In the meantime, I hope Mr. Foxe 
can give you what I failed to in days 
past.”
 With these words, the General 
turned and slipped silently out, Lady 
Evelyn mincing hesitantly after him, 
glancing back once to see the prone 
form in the easy chair, the doctor 
tending him. As she vanished, the man, 
at death’s door though he was, opened 
one eye. “Who are you? Where am I? 
What has that fool Dudley done?”
 The doctor’s greying moustache 
twitched at the questions. “Calm 
yourself, General, and remember, 
you’re Dudley Foxe now. He’s the 
only man alive who can pilot the 
War Machine as of now, and so as 
not to dampen the spirits of the 
Albionese army, he’s taking your place 
as General for until your shoulder 
heals. It’s not too terrible a wound, 
but I’m afraid you won’t be able to do 
anything with that arm for a while.”
 “We’re trading places.”  

The General reflected. “It’s just as 
well, I’m in no condition to fight, and 
he knows the Machine better than 
any man. Well, my prayers with him, 
for he likely goes to his death.”
***
 “Wait!”  
Cried Evelyn. She seized the officer’s 
hand, feeling how rough and 
powerful it was against her tiny, 
velvety glove. “Leaving so soon? 
Aren’t you going to wait for him to 
wake up?”
 “I couldn’t face him, Evie. I’ve 
almost killed an innocent civilian. 
One of ours, yet,”  
Gallante replied gravely. “I don’t feel 
quite myself. Goodbye, Evelyn.”
 “Wait!”
 The General’s cold blue eyes 
returned her gaze. “I cannot.”
 He spun on his heel and marched 
away, leaving his lover pining, torn 
between two gentlemen, one dying, 
the other dead inside.
 This was no gentleman’s war. 
No war had ever been so cruel to a 
woman.
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        ear readers, I am pleased to 
present you with the long-
awaited fourth instalment 
of Asher Davian’s charming 
satire “A Gentleman’s War.” 

At our last glimpse into Asher Davian’s 
world, the third Chapter described a 
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 was ostensibly 
to win the favour of the lovely Lady 
Evelyn Weatherby who, conniving woman 
that she is, had been seeing both men 
simultaneously. The two hot-headed 
rivals managed to complete the duel 
without injuring one another. However, 
in the spirit of fellowship, Dudley Foxe 
fired his last bullet into the air—which 
ricocheted off the balcony, before 
driving itself into the General’s arm. 
The duel, it would seem, was back on, 
and Dudley Foxe was the winner at first 
blood! “…Oops,” the valiant warrior 
offered!

The fourth Chapter promises readers 
the outcome of this comedy of errors. 
While tending to one another’s wounds, 
both men reflect upon the damage they 
have done to their country’s chances of 
winning the war, by choosing to injure 
one another in this petty duel. After 
all, one man is the creator of the famous 
War Machine, set to turn the tide. The 
other is the seasoned General who is 
the only man fit to pilot the Machine. 
However, with a minor bullet wound, 
both men realize that the General will 
not be capable of piloting with one arm. 
A plot is hatched between the two men: 
in previous chapters, bystanders have 
commented on the fact that these two 
rivals look alarmingly alike in their 
appearance, save for being several 
decades apart in age. Lady Evelyn herself 
utilized the ploy that since the two men 
look so similar, she assumed they were 
the same man when she first met them, 
and that she had only one suitor who 
was choosing to come to her in different 
guises.  
The two men exchange clothing, and 
Dudley Foxe clouts the General over the 

head, rendering him unconscious. Then, 
he fetches a doctor. The doctor and 
Dudley carry the General into the Lady 
Evelyn’s house, with Dudley pretending 
to be the General. Dudley parrots the 
General’s speech, and explains to Lady 
Evelyn that he must leave immediately to 
resume his war duties, and that neither 
he nor the General will be fighting 
amongst themselves any more. 
Lady Evelyn follows him out into the 
foyer, whereupon the real General 
awakens and the Doctor explains how 
their plan is progressing. The General 
states baldly that by attempting to pilot 
the War Machine in the field of battle, 
he believes the younger, unblooded 
Dudley Foxe is heading to his doom. 

This chapter is full of grim realities, and 
the characters are forced to confront 
the consequences of their actions. 
The war effort has always been in the 
backdrop of this love triangle; a gentle 
pressure upon events, that nevertheless 
fails to directly influence any of the 
characters’ motivations. However, for 
the first time, the characters’ actions 
are guided by the impending war, and 
their romantic plans are curtailed based 
upon the effect said actions might have 
upon the war. The only character who 
has not been affected by thoughts of 
the war is Lady Evelyn.  She was quite 

content to play these two key players 
in the war effort off one another for 
as long as she could get away with it. 
Furthermore, she is quite put out by 
“the General” leaving so soon, and the 
implication that her lovers pursuit of 
her will be stalled by the war effort. 
Lady Evelyn thinks to herself: “This [is] 
no gentleman’s war. No war [has] ever 
been so cruel to a woman.” 

The fact that Lady Evelyn still believes 
herself to be the true victim of all 
of these events: the war, the lovers’ 
quarrel, the duel, etc., is part of what 
makes this story a true satire. Lady 
Evelyn is the embodiment of irony. Never 
mind the fact that she caused almost all 
of these events (I exempt her from all 
responsibility for the war) completely 
escapes her. All she knows is that these 
comedically tragic events have not 
answered back to her. The outcome 
has not not made her happy. It will be 
interesting to see her reaction once 
she realizes her two lovers switched 
places on her in order to win the war. 
Let’s see how she reacts the tables being 
turned on her for a change! And if these 
two testy rivals can succeed in finding 
common ground, then what does that 
mean for the battle to win the heart 
of Lady Evelyn? In the meantime, dear 
readers, the war beckons!
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hat the Dickens?

While the winds of autumn 
have chilled our bones 
and those of us fortunate 
enough to have a roof 

over our heads and a fire to warm us are 
well set for the snow and ice when it 
sweeps up the Thames towards us, some 
are less fortunate as the inestimable Mr 
Dickens reminds us with his Christmas 
Book, A Christmas Carol. As much as it is 
but a story we do not have to look too 
far to see examples that make Ebenezer 
Scrooge, (Mr Dickens’ mean spirited 
character for those who have not yet 
read it) appear benevolent. It may shock 
my more genteel readers that none less 
than one of England’s wealthiest men, 
Lord Falconhaver, recently left the chill 
of London in his airship, the opulence of 
which does not end with the wall linings 
of black bear skins.  

I am reliably informed that the airship 
is bound for the warmer climes of Africa 
where his Lordship can indulge his 
interest in hunting, though I have heard 
tell it is not just animals that he hunts. 
As much as that idea may chill the hearts 
of upright members of our society it is 
another kind of chill that has befallen 
the staff at Lord Falconhaver’s prestigious 
abode overlooking Hyde Park who have 
been literally turned out in the cold with 
no roof, no money and no hope rather than 
his Lordship having the expense of feeding 
them and paying for a little coal to keep 
them warm whilst he was away. What can I 
say but what the dickens is society coming 
to when we accept this mean spiritedness 
from those who have no need to behave 
that way.  I am sure that none of my 
readers would call themselves a friend of 
Lord Falconhaver but those that would, 
should beware lest they be tarred with 
the same brush for all to see.

 Merry Christmas

Your humble correspondent, 

Tropple E Armitage

rouble on High
 
Sometimes it takes a chance 
remark that leads to a 
discovery fitting for the 
interest of our august 

readers, and so it was in this case when 
I was sheltering from the rain in a 
coffee house near Chancery Square. The 
place was full almost to overflowing 
with likeminded men taking refuge so I 
perchance shared a table with a most 
agreeable fellow who had all sorts of 
tales to tell. 

He was one of the lesser known 
participants in the recent Tenth 
Anniversary Steamship Races, which were 
widely reported in the Chronicle. But his 
story wasn’t about him it was about what 
happened during the race.  He was flying 
his contraption just a little higher than 
another competitor and was gaining on 
him when he looked into the cockpit to 
see the aviator holding a telescope to 
his eye and with no hands on the steering 
levers. At first he thought there might 
easily be a crash but then he looked where 
the telescope was pointing and quickly 
averted his gaze as most real gentlemen 
would. The telescope was in the hands of 
Mr Reginald Bentwhistle, son of Lord 
Bentwhistle of Hythe and it was pointing 
at a window on the top floor of a terrace 
house. Decorum does not allow me disclose 
what he was looking at, but I will say that 
the lady involved was completely innocent 
and would have had no idea she was being 
spied upon.  My informant was outraged at 
the actions of the younger Bentwhistle 
and was determine to confront him on 
landing and would have so done if it 
hadn’t been for a minor crash on landing 
that resulted in a stay in hospital that 
prevented him. But he did inform me 
that Mr Bentwhistle then actually flew 
the course in reverse in order to again 
dally in the same place and we can only 
guess at his behaviour. One might expect 
loutish behaviour from lesser classes but 
such despicable behaviour from one of 
Mr Bentwhistle’s standing is a complete 
affront to dignified society and clearly 
no woman is safe from Mr Bentwhistle, his 
aerial contraption and his telescope. 

The constabulary is checking statutes to 
see if there are grounds for prosecution 

but in the meantime, take heed fine 
lady readers and close your curtains 
for protection lest the likes of Mr 
Bentwhistle peer in.

Your humble correspondent, 

Tropple E Armitage
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Tropple E. Armitage,  
Feature Columnist
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