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Triton ‘King of London’
Citizens of London, the situation of the 
giant Octopus-like creature that invaded 
London on January 10 2014, has been 
resolved! The creature, whom tabloid 
papers are now referring to as “Triton 
the Octo-Clock,” has been removed from 
Big Ben and taken to a secure government 
location. This reporter’s source claims it 
is an underwater-lab  located somewhere 
in the ocean. From there Triton will 
be studied in his own environment, and 
brought forward for formal state 
occasions such as the Queen’s Jubilee, 
the upcoming World Champion Cricket 
Match and Ribbon-Cuttings for cultural 
institutions such as art galleries and 
shopping districts. Because of it’s recent 
‘reign of fame’ triton has been given the 
dubious title of ‘King of London,’ which 
this reporter believes is meant to hearken 
back to ancient traditions of chiefs 
fighting for the right to rule the tribe. 
Might Makes Right. Only the strongest 
among us has the right to be king so in 
times of danger he might defend the city. 

Trito     as eventually removed from 
it’s, for want of a better word, “Nest”, 
in the beloved Clock tower by means 
of several of his new Priests,  the most 
noteworthy ocean zoologist in Europe,  

several members of the National Guard, 
and a bagful of jelly Sweets. Esteemed 
Oceanographer A.E. Lucius insisted that 
deep-sea creatures respond dubiously 
to light, to dark, to hot, to cold—
apparently it was impossible to know how 
the creature would react to this stimuli 
without documented experimentation. 
Truthfully, he claimed, he wasn’t sure 
how the creature was surviving so long 
out of water. Further speculation on 
this point has determined that it must 
have something to do with the beast’s 
clockwork nature. Members of The 
National Guard bombarded the creature 
with various forms of munitions, to no 
effect. The creature seemed impervious 
to traditional weaponry, ranging from 
bullets, to gas, to particle weapons. It 
was the Priest, one “Knnnrkk-Gnah” (the 
closest this reporter could come to an 
accurate spelling—this priest adheres 
to The burgeoning belief that Triton 
speaks its own language comprised of the 
creaking and groaning of it’s sinews and 
muscles, its gears whirring, its eyeball 
blinking, and the Priest speaks almost 
solely in that language.) Apparently a 
number of workers were trapped in Big 
Ben when Triton first descended. They 
survived until they could be removed 
by rescue teams by flinging whatever 
they had handy at the monster’s flicking 

tentacles. When the creature 
contracted and folded itself into Big 
Ben’s tower to “sleep” (although this 
seems a poor description, as Triton’s 
single eye remained ever open.)  These 
poor souls flung what little food 
and water they had in the vicinity of 
the creature’s mouth, in the hopes 
that it would be “too full to want 
another snack” quoted Tom figgins, 
Junior Engineer. This perhaps was 
not the most shocking development: 
the report that the creature in fact 
ate the offerings first caused local 
marine biologists to sneer, then to 
scoff, then to re-evaluate. Apparently, 
all the men had on them was a bit 
of sausage roll, some crisps, and a 
small bag of jelly Sweets. The crisps 
went wide, the creature spat out 
the pastry surrounding the sausage 
roll, but the jelly Sweets seemed to 
meet with approval. Thus, a plan was 
concocted to remove Triton from Big 
Ben: utilizing a trail of Jelly Sweets, 
The National Guard managed to coax 
Triton onto a prepared structure of 
scaffolding. From there it was lured 
down to the ground where it was 
contained within a bio-sphere patent 
pending to one Dr. Ignacious, a bubble 
made from sheets of glass riveted 
to an iron framework, creating a 
latticework of glass sections in the 
shape of an eyeball. The creature was 
then humanely gassed with a sedative, 
and painstakingly removed to a secure 
location. Citizens of London were on 
hand for this massive undertaking, 
and the creature’s imprisonment 
was greeted by the populace with 
a mixture of cheers and boos. Since 
then there have been a number of 
conflicting accounts of the events: 
some claim the creature took a 
woman hostage on the peak of Big Ben, 
and she was held in one of his wrapped 
tentacles while citizens below wailed 
and wept. Some renditions have the 
creature speaking aloud words of 
wisdom, before being cruelly prodded 
into a great cage with iron bars.  The 
phenomenon of Triton seems to be 
holding strong in London: along with 
the caricature featured above, there 
have been sightings of soft plush 
“triton” dolls,  artists rendering 
tourists in front of Big Ben with 
Triton clinging to its peak, “We             
Triton” political buttons, and, of 
course, a brisk black market trade 
in octopus-repellant, and bottles of 
“authentic” Triton ink to make one 
impervious to the creature’s sting (no 
such stings have been reported.)

A fictitious rendering of Triton “King of London” having taken possession of The Bridge of 
London.



Clockwork Companions have come a 
long way: the latest model now offers 
additional benefits for the owner. The 
Clockwork Companions now have built-in 
defensive capabilities, and behind their 
state-of-the art glass eyes (available in 
every colour) there are tiny light bulbs 
that light your path when roaming at 
night. The Companions’ new auditory 
sensors also allow them to learn their 
names, come when called, and perform 
a number of useful services around the 
home. For example, one might say, “Spot, go 
tell the gardener that the plants need 
watering.” So long as “the gardener” has 
been entered into the Companion’s memory 
server, the animal will trot obediently 
outside, approach the gardener, and a 
recording of the owner’s voice will issue 
from the Companion’s mouth: “Spot, go 
tell the gardener that the plants need 
watering.” Companions have excellent 
memory recall, as well as a built in 
obedience chip that makes them very 
loyal to their owners. But that’s not all!

The longer you own your Clockwork 
Companion, the more of a companion 
they seem to become! The Clockwork 
Companions’ obedience chip and memory 
server, originally intended to increase 
efficiency and create the semblance of 
loyalty in every companion, has taken 
on a startling life of its own. Those few 
owners who still own a third or fourth 
generation Companion (the earliest 
models with even limited memory or 
obedience) have discovered that after all 
these years, what began as indifferent 
paperweights with limited capabilities 
have grown into what might be termed
a functional relationship. “The fourth 
Companion was a bit of leap for me at the 
time,” one Eliza Dartmouth confesses, 
“I’m not really into all the gadgetry. But 
a friend recommended a Companion to 
me because the fourth generation had a 
chip that allowed it to mimic back your 
letters and lists and messages. It seemed 
the perfect thing for a secretary to have, 
and my employer said I could bring the 
Companion Cat to work. Well, three years 
later, there’s been three upgrades to the 
Companions since then, but I never traded 
in Clockwork Cat and I’ll be blamed if 
that creature isn’t grateful on some 
level! For years Clockwork Cat recorded 
my letters so
I could transcribe them later. At some 
point, she learned my name. Sure, the fifth 
and sixth generation Companions are 
introduced to their owners, and given 
names of their own, but the third and 
fourth generation Companions Aren’t 
supposed to do that! But she calls me by 
my name now. And here’s another thing: 
my Companion is capable of taking down 
messages and replaying them on a specific 
command. But there’s an absolute cad 
at my office, and my Companion simply 
refuses to take any messages for him! 
She just blinks at him, and if he persists 
in trying to force her, she curls up 
into a ball and turns herself off. Turns 
herself off! I d   n’t even think the sixth 

CloCkwork Companions 
solD oUT in lonDon

The recent craze for “Clockwork 
Companions” has finally reached a climax 
in the shopping centres of London—all 
stores have sold out! What began as a 
simple novelty item sold in a single shop 
on Picadilly for tourists and knick-knack 
buyers has become a phenomenon. Creator 
Mikhail Clochviche was an out-of- work 
Clock maker when he developed the first 
generation of Clockwork Companions. 
Originally, the Clockwork Companions 
were practically inanimate, more like 
anatomical paper weights made from 
recycled machine parts. However, the 
concept continued to evolve. Soon the 
little figures could be wound like a 
clock, and on jerky limbs they took a few 
shuddering steps forward before winding 
down. Then they were wound further
so they ran in circles. Then they lifted 
a paw and begged. Soon, the companions 
were life size, and mimicking all the 
behaviours of a living animal! With a few 
exceptions. Clockwork Companions do 
not bark, meow or cheep, they do not eat, 
nor do they need to go outside. They also 
are water-resistant, rust-resistant, and 
no longer need to be wound. Simply bring 
your pet to Clochviche’s new three-story 
shop once a year, and one of his many 
attendants will perform the complex 
bit of gadgetry that will effectively 
“wind your pet” for the next year. The 

A “Cog Dog” 

A “Steampunk Schnauzer” 

A “Clockwork Cat”

A “Bottle cap Bird”

generation Companions can do that! But 
then they don’t have to make it to their 
evening winding. I know the Companions 
were designed to be clever, but I think 
they put so much human capability into 
these clockwork animals that they 
might have gotten a bit more than they 
originally bargained for!”

Can EnginEErs anD 
TinkErErs CrEaTE 

lifE!?
Mikhail Clochviche and his company 
Clockwork Companions have fallen 
under criticism of late from various 
religious institutions, claiming the 
latest generations of Companions are 
too intelligent for a collection of gears 
and wheels. No engineer has yet to cross 
the boundary between Man and Machine, 
to create a combination of the two 
(apparently Triton “The King of London” 
is considered to be outside this particular 
argument.) This reporter does not mince 
words: the complaint in a nutshell is 
‘do these mechanical creatures have 
a soul’? Some may scoff. But with all 
of the Companions’ enhancements, the 
technologies that were intended to give 
them insight into human lives, their 
ability to speak and be spoken to, all 
of it culminates in more- than-just-an-
animal. As Miss Dartmouth stated, many 
owners are bringing their Companions to 
work. The Companions’ list of functions 
includes assistance with various forms 
of social drudgery, such as list-making, 
fact checking, note-taking, remembering 
and delivering messages, etc. It stands 
to reason Companions would be useful 
in work situations. Or scheduling 
appointments throughout the day. But 
based on their specifications, should they 
know the difference between a friend and 
an enemy? Should they climb up into their 
owner’s bed when their owner’s having 
nightmares? Mikhail Clochviche, creator
of the Companions, states their function 
quite simply: “The Companions are man’s 
new best friend: a best friend for these 
modern times. They are not empty vessels 
waiting to be filled, they are not demons, 
they were not designed with some darker 
purpose in mind. They were designed to
be exactly what they are: simple tools 
to make life more pleasant. Of course, 
everything in this world has potential.” 
Thus managing to deny and support these 
religious factions’ arguments at the same 
time, Mikhail Clochviche maintains that 
the Companions are doing the job they 
were designed to do, and that is all. In his 
mind, neither God nor the Devil factors 
into the situation. In this reporter’s mind, 
if the Devil was going to influence beings 
that successfully mimic the behaviours 
of decent, hardworking, respectable 
individuals, he would choose the species 
he has had so much success with in the 
past: Human Beings.
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rologue
The Arcana, long ago.

Avenging Angel, Gesher lay in 
a heap on the marbled floor. 
Bleeding. Broken. Defeated. 
Dread coursed through his 

core. Archangel Mechael’s voice cracked 
with sorrow, “By returning the babe to her 
mother’s arms, you have caused a disruption 
in the transmigration of souls. We must meet 
to ratify our next course of action. Until 
then, what do you have to say?”  
On his knees, covered in blood from the 
gashes that once held his majestic silver 
wings, he lifted his head to look at his 
former master. “Let me die, for without my 
wings I cannot go on.”  
Azarael, the angel of death, glowered at 
Gesher. “I say we turn him into stone, never 
to return, but with clear memories he was 
once an angel of the heavens.”  
Gesher glared at Azarael. “You reek of envy, 
dark one. Was I not stronger than you? Am 
I not handsome compared to your hideous 
form? Once my wings were glorious and not 
twisted black ones that look like aged bat 
wings. Am I not favoured by all the angels 
and the almighty, beloved by mankind? Not 
feared and despised as you are, dark lord.”  
Michael’s voice echoed. “Enough. You have 
shamed me with your pride. I was angel-
touched, to remain with them. I will 
consider Azarael’s recommendations.”  
Gesher begged. “Please my lord. Was my sin so 
great that I am to be interned as stone for 
all eternity?”  
The archangel slowly exhaled. No. 
Nevertheless, you must endure punishment. 
I will send you back to earth as clay. To be 
summoned as a golem to do what you do 
best, protect.” He produced a box. “This is 
the Gemmatridon. It will be used to give 
you live. Someday, a master might destroy 
the box, allowing you to return to your 
former angel form, one without wings but 
still meant to serve. I very much doubt any 
learned master will destroy the box.”
“My lord, can I someday earn back my wings?”  
Azarael protested. “He must not be given a 
chance, not ever.”  
Michael ignored the angel of death. “If your 
master lets you destroy the Gemmatridon 
and you learn humility, then yes, it is 
possible.” He raised his sword above Gesher’s 
head. “Farewell, my friend.”

Chapter 1
Mt. Jebel Ideid, Negen Desert, Ottoman 

Empire, 1888
Bayla Gideon opened her parasol to provide 
shade from the unrelenting desert sun 
and strode for the main camp in search 

of her husband. Harsh whispers behind 
the equipment tent caught her attention. 
She stepped closer to eavesdrop, careful 
her booted footsteps over the stones did 
not reveal her intent.  Her husband of six 
months, noted professor of Archeology, 
Isaac Gideon, argued vehemently with his 
colleague Professor Erasmus Hix. And it was 
not about which map to follow. Not again. 
It was always “Mrs. Gideon this” and “Mrs. 
Gideon that.” 
“I know you have modern ideas about women 
not being feeble, but my dear man, do you 
not realize the dangers out here?” Said 
Erasmus.  
“Bayla is equipped with a blaster and her 
aim with guns is...” Isaac paused for much too 
long, “getting better.”  
True, she had terrible aim with regular 
guns, but how could she go wrong with a 
blaster? Its steam-charger-propelled bullets 
in all directions. The danger was hitting 
everything and everyone in the vicinity. She 
winced. It was not her fault in regards to 
Professor Erasmus Hix’s ill-placed laundry. 
Fortunately, he looked rather fetching in 
Bedouin garments.  
“What of the other dangers a blaster won’t 
protect her from? It’s not too late to escort 
her back to the Ibis before it departs.” The 
desert dirigible would leave for Cairo in a 
few hours.  
Bayla edged closer. Other dangers? 
Professor Hix was starting to sound like 
Aunt Fannie. Orphaned at age nine, Bayla was 
raised by her overprotective aunt and uncle 
in a religious Jewish household.  
“My Reina, your place is at home not 
gallivanting around the world,” Aunt Fannie 
had pleaded. She fretted Bayla would be 
stolen and sold as a harem slave. Such was 
the fate of many unwary young European 
women. Truth was, the biggest danger to her 
person were the venomous scorpions and 
cruel desert heat.  
Isaac laughed. “My wife would no more 
board the dirigible to return than you 
would. Besides, I need her assistance. She has 
proven invaluable on dating artefacts.” 
“I’m not arguing with that. I myself 
have never seen a better chronicler of 
antiquities but she is unaware of our true 
purpose.”  
She lifted a brow. What, pray tell, are they 
talking about? Was it related to their 
member ship in that men’s only club? Isaac 
said she should never question his loyalty to 
his secret brotherhood. Not old-fashioned, 
but for the one men’s group, she relented to 
not pester Isaac on his one private pastime.  
“Balderdash! We’re here only to test my 
theory, nothing more. And, I dare say, I’ve 
grown accustomed to having her radiant 

beauty around. Come now, would you  rob me 
of a magnificent sunrise?”  
She sighed and smiled. Well put, husband. To 
think Aunt Fannie sent her to a matchmaker 
to find a traditional husband. Despite 
her aunt’s best efforts, Bayla had found 
her future husband, not from potential 
prospects presented by a Matchmaker, but 
at her job as assistant curator at Goff’s 
Manor. She had become enamoured with the 
professor while assisting him in organizing 
his vast archives of antiquities. Isaac was 
not religious, but a scholar who was always 
travelling to far-off countries. Not a good 
matrimonial prospect, conducive to a stable 
family life. After much pleading and threat 
of spinsterhood, they finally accepted 
Isaac’s request for her hand in marriage. He 
was Jewish, after all.  
“Very well, just remember I warned you.” 
Erasmus opened the tent flap. 
Bayla dashed to the other side of the camp 
and took out her journal, pretending to 
write. She put her pen down and threw him 
a smile. Erasmus Hix gave her a brusque nod 
as he passed before ordering his porters to 
ready his camel for detour to the market. 
She stood. “Professor Hix.”  
Erasmus stiffened and turned. “Yes, Mrs. 
Gideon?” He took his pith helmet off and 
brushed dust off.  
“How soon will you be joining us at the 
expedition site?”
“If all goes well by the end of the week.” 
His brow pinched and he stared at his 
picket watch as if concerned about time, an 
irrelevant concept in the desert, since there 
were only two times, day and night. “Is there 
anything in particular you want from the 
market?”
“Actually, come to think of it, I’d love halva 
with pistachios.”  
Erasmus chuckled. “I shall bring you several 
blocks of the confection.”
“Most generous indeed.” His camel was 
brought, and he mounted the bellowing 
beast and bid her farewell. She returned 
to her tent to pack her journal. Tomorrow 
at sunrise they would cross the sandy 
wasteland toward Mt. Jebel Ideid, which 
Isaac believed to be the real site of Mt. Sinai.

Above the path, a large dark-winged 
creature shadowed a boulder. Gone. 
What was that? Hmm. Too big to be an 
Egyptian vulture. She dabbed at beads of 
perspiration on her brow. Likely a mirage. 
Especially, in light of the fact, that her 
camel had remained calm. Though by nature, 
dromedaries were less nervous than horses. 
She stopped her camel and looked again. 
Nothing. The shadow must have been a 
hallucination brought on by the heat and 
the full landscape. 

P
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“Hand of Miriam” 
by Eva Gordon

he first book of the Bayla 
series offers two intersecting 
plots.

Plot 1: An Avenging 
Archangel, Gesher, is 
condemned for saving the 

soul of an infant and returning the babe 
to its parents, thus interfering with the 
transmigration of souls. As punishment, 
Gesher is condemned to return to earth in 
the form of a Golem: a being made of clay, 
designed to protect. Gesher will serve his 
sentence on earth for eternity, unless a 
master discovers the way to return him to 
his angelic form. 
Plot 2: Bayla Gideon, wife to a noted 
Professor of Archaeology, Isaac Gideon, 
travels with her husband across the Negev 
Desert in 1888 towards Mt. Jebel Ideid, which 
they hope to prove was the real site of Mt. 
Sinai. 
Both these plots intertwine when Bayla 
and her husband are caught in a deadly 
sandstorm and separated. Under threat of 
evil, supernatural forces, Bayla encounters 
and awakens the Golem. Gesher, upon 
awakening, experiences hope for the first 
time—here is his chance to regain his place 
among the heavens. However, the human 
Bayla proves enlightened and she challenges 
him,  proving to be the first enticement 
since his imprisonment.  However, Bayla and 
the Golem find themselves thrust into the 
middle of a war, and they come to Believe 
they have both been called to defend the 
world against the sudden onslaught of 
evil. One mere human archaeologist, and 
one fallen angel imprisoned in clay, against 
villains such as mad tinkerers and even Jack 
the Ripper. 

In The Hand of Miriam, the author 
offers female readers something that 
the Steampunk world might not yet have 
offered. A Jewish, female archaeologist, 
in new and dangerous desert terrain. 
The second plot of the story describes a 
celestial ruling that placed the body of 
an angel on earth, destined to become the 
Golem, a being traditionally constructed 
of earth that is animated through 
otherworldly powers. The 
Bayla character offers 
readers everything they 
could want in a Steampunk 
heroine: education, charm, 
wit, and adventurous 
spirit, and an ingenuity 
and romance that belies the restrictions 

of social class that are prevalent in that 
time in Europe. Her husband, Isaac Gideon, 
is a unique specimen of the age: intelligent, 
passionate, yet he regards his wife as a true 
partner in his adventures and respects 
her abilities as a talented chronicler of 
antiquities, viewing her as key to the success 
of his latest venture. Isaac also provides 
the “tinkerers” among the Steampunk 
community the gadgets and toys they find 
necessary for continued existence. The 
camera obscura, quirkily named “Gizmo”, 
follows him around snapping pictures of 
he and his wife during their trek to what 
they hope to prove is Mt. Sinai. They are 
also armed with “Blasters” which shoot 
steam-charger-propelled  bullets in all 
directions. The book’s mystical elements 
are offset by real-world locations and 
discoveries of archaeological finds, such as  
Paleolithic art and standing stones dating 
back to Moses and the ancient Israelites. 
Bayla also discovers a medallion sparkling 
in the sand, depicting a small hasma: the 
symbol is known as The Hand of Miriam, the 
significance of which is revealed later in 
the story.  The book attempts to incorporate 
elements of adventure and romance, 
religion and magic, and work them together 
to create a hybrid urban-fantasy. A fantasy 
that involves fantastical things happening 
in a real-life setting. In myth the Golem 
protected ancient Jews from danger; it was 
a guardian, a watchdog, a creature without 
emotions but unfailing in its vigilance. But 
what story might unfold about a Golem 
who is placed into the hands of a female 
master who, despite antiquated conventions 
dubbing her “the weaker sex”, desires to 
fight alongside him and triumph over evil.

Eva Gordon’s first book of the Bayla series, 
The Hand of Miriam, is now available at 
Amazon.com in the kindle edition. Enjoy!

Amelia Own Kibbey, age 24, is the new 
feisty redheaded travel-writer at 
The Aether Chronicle, and she will be 
regaling our writers with the tales of 
her adventures across 
the globe! A Profile 
Picture of the new 
writer will be featured 
soon. To read her first 
article on Paris, France, 
simply look below.

        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.

From The Editor

T
Welcome to The 
Aether Chronicle!

?



Travel
paris, franCE

Greetings and salutations from The Aether 
Chronicle’s newest reporter- Amelia Owen 
Kibbey! Bi-monthly l will be contributing 
articles based on my travel adventures 
abroad. I am roaming the world on 
assignment and it is here that I will post the 
good, the bad, and the ugly of it all. Hotel 
recommendations, misadventures, forays 
into new gastronomic territory, and general 
tomfoolery will be the content, and nothing 
will be censored! 

My first experience on the European 
Continent outside of my hometown of 
London is Paris. Three days and nights in a 
city of such grandeur as I have never seen! 
It was a whirlwind trip, from its tentative 
beginnings to the scandalous end. Sitting 
here in the private train compartment en 
route to my next city is the first moment 
that I’ve actually had to collect my 
thoughts. Alice, my travel companion and 
best girlfriend from university, is up in the 
dining car so I can concentrate without any 
distractions…

Day One… We arrived at the Gare de l’Est 
just before noon and made our way to the 
hotel, a diminutive affair that caters 
almost exclusively to female travellers 
such as ourselves. The room was about as 
small as my quarters back at school but 
it made no matter in consideration of 
the locale. Additionally, the walls were 
covered with murals, an artistic graffiti of 
the sites of Paris from one end to the other. 
The day was filled with shopping excursions, 
tram rides, explorations of mammoth 
museums and old libraries, and a palace 
of horticultural paradise in the Jardin du 
Luxembourg. Against my will, I found myself 
strolling the creepy boulevards of the 
Cimetière du Père Lachaise near on sunset. 
Alice has a bit of the macabre in her and 
she could not resist its lure. Admittedly, it 
has a dark beauty to it. The grave sites are 
ornate, expressive, and at times not what 
one would expect. They alternate between 
haunting and almost comical. I will never 
forget the marker of Monsieur Yvan Salmon, 
also known by the name Victor Noir. That 
evening we dined on crustacean, shark soup, 
and roasted sweet potatoes at a restaurant 
close to the Pont Neuf. Quelle feast! Just 
before midnight we travelled to the famed 
Notre Dame for an astronomy party atop 
the South Tower. Ascending the almost four 
hundred stairs all but killed me! They are 
not meant for a woman in a corset, not even 
one in her twenties. 
Dozens of people were camped out on the 
rooftop amidst the gargoyles and spires of 
the cathedral, pitching their telescopes 
anywhere that they could find a decent 
vantage point. There the night sky came 
alive. We made friends with an old married 
couple and they taught us the fine art 
of identifying and cataloguing celestial 
bodies. They kindly parted with a spare 

notebook so that we could sketch and make 
equations of our own. It didn’t take long 
to become proper stargazers. I count it as 
my first surreal experience in Paris, filled 
with gargoyles that winked at me in the 
moonlight, an acquired knowledge of the 
Cassiopeia constellation, and my first taste 
of bourbon whiskey from a metal flask. 

Day Two… The Extraordinary and 
Fantabulous Paris Aeronautics Exhibition. 
Alice and I boarded a locomotive that took 
us to the outskirts of the city proper where 
we joined an assembled group of hundreds, 
ne-thousands, of airship enthusiasts for 
the annual convention. It took up quite 
the fair amount of territory. Alice had her 
newest gadget with her, a small box camera 
meant to capture images of such wonders 
as hot air balloons and Fisher Zeppelins 
as they traversed the skies. There were 
displays of technological advancement 
and military prowess alike. We saw some 
of the newest model zeppelins that are 
fuelled by a derivative of the cocoa bean 
rather than the old standard fossil fuels. 
The aroma of bitter chocolate permeated 
the air whenever one of them took off. I 
had the opportunity to take a tour of the 
Model 27AF myself. Impressive, boys and 
girls! Carpeting inside the cabin, tapestry 
covered seating for up to twenty, and brass 
fixtures all around. In one corner of the 
field there were men testing out individual 
flying contraptions. How animated they 
all looked as they soared up to twenty feet 
in the air, legs jutting out stiffly beneath 
them. Were it not for my overbearing and 
flouncy skirts I would have commandeered 
one of the machines for myself. The hot air 
balloons took off at four o’clock, a site in 
their magnificent array of colors. I noted 
the green, blue, and white of my own Great 
Britain with pride. God and country.  

Day Three… I can only describe my last 
day in Paris as one of sheer excess and 
debauchery. After a leisurely morning lazing 
about the little atelier that I call my hotel 
room in my new negligee, Alice collected 
me and we headed to a private showing of 
the spring fashions set to premiere shortly 
in the avant-garde boutiques of Paris. My 
own blue frock paled in comparison to the 
likes of Worth and his ilk. Gowns in the 
colors of Cleopatra, Congo, Lucifer, and 
Prune de Monsieur particularly caught 
my eye, especially paired as they were with 
parasols, reticules, and velvet heels. Much 
to my surprise and pleasure, they even 
featured some clothing for the sporting 
girl, one who would be lost without her 
compass, wrist wrapped chronometer, and 
goggles. Driving ensembles for the girl 
in her first combustion engine motor car; 
hunting costumes for the temptress in all 
of us, the ones who cannot bear to sit at 
home while the men go out and have their 
fun. This show, of course, was done after 
the main affair but I dare say that just as 
much of the audience stayed for it as for the 
haute couture. The moment that changed 

the trajectory of the day was meeting those 
ladies afterward at the café. We were in 
the midst of a cup of steaming dark roast 
when we chanced upon a conversation with 
three women who, as it turns out, are…
well…well, quite frankly readers, they 
are participating in a life of the artiste by 
masquerading as men! 
Alice and I abandoned our coffee in favor 
of absinthe and joined them at their table, 
where they regaled us (in hushed tones 
filled with way too much laughter to be 
considered polite in French society) with 
the tales of their exploits in the world of 
the creative spirit. One that only seemed 
to be interested in furthering the careers 
of those of the male persuasion. After 
becoming weary of not being taken seriously 
by salon owners and galleries they decided 
to take matters in their own hands and 
employ duplicity in their endeavors. 
A wicked experiment, no doubt, and 
scandalous. But I will be damned if I can 
condemn them for their actions. One of 
them is now a successful painter, another a 
sculptor, and the third works as a planner 
of cities of the future, all the while 
donning the accoutrements of the opposite 
sex in order to do so. 
Alice and I spent the rest of our day and 
night with them. We frequented all of the 
places two twenty-four year olds ought 
not to. There was a gaming hall that was 
for women only, filled with enough cigar 
smoke to choke an elephant. I shared a roll 
of the dice with an elderly lady smoking 
a pipe in the shape of a phallus. We went 
to the Cabaret de l’Enfer and Cabaret 
du Neànt. Such a score! Tables to sit at 
made of coffins, drinks with the names of 
diseases to them, and skulls posed here and 
there for good measure. They frightened 
us with their Pepper’s Ghost parlor tricks 
and writhing wooden figures of dead 
bodies that protruded from the ceiling. 
One establishment that we traipsed over 
to in the dead of night in Montmartre 
entertained its patrons with erotic poetry 
readings. 
All in all, not the day we had planned for 
(I had originally suggested a night at the 
opera for our last evening in Paris) but one 
that I will not soon forget. We finished 
off our night at the famed La Comtesse 
Tea Room, slowly sipping out demitasses of 
Darjeeling while the sun rose in the east, 
feeling a mixture of elation and wilted rose 
after such escapades.  

You can intuit just how exhausted I find 
myself whilst sitting here composing my 
very first travel article for The Aether 
Chronicle. In truth, my piece was due to the 
editor yesterday. By necessity it will go in 
the post at our first station stop on the 
trail to my next destination. I look forward 
to what awaits me there and promise to 
relate it all to you in detail in two more 
weeks. Au revoir until then! 


