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Greetings Brasslings!
“Welcome to the latest edition of the
Steampunkery Webzine. Once again I am
delighted to bring you a selection of the finest
o' fine creativity from across the international
Steampunk community.

broadband and the establishment of the
“Steampunk 2021 Web Panel!” Launching in
April This new discussion and debate forum
will be recorded before an invited online
audience who will be able to call in to ask
questions and share their views.

This edition features short stories, photo
exhibitions, poetry, a crackling wee interview
from the Steampunkery A.I, video and our very
first audio interview. I am also thrilled to
introduce the webzine's first 'Resident Writer'
Andrew Jamieson - Author of the outstanding
Steampunk Fantasy series “The Chronicles of
Edenos” which was nominated for the
Edinburgh Book Festival's First Book Award
2013.

As always my sincere thanks to everyone who
has participated in both this and
the earlier publications.
Without their support and
encouragement this webzine
just would not be possible. I
hope you enjoy this latest edition
and I would love to hear your
feedback over what has
gone before and
suggestions on
what should be
included in future
editions... After all this
webzine is yours!”
- Atticus Oldman

The overwhelming success of the five editions
of the original Steampunk 2020 webzine has
resulted in a Patreon Page being set up to
develop and expand the range and nature of
the content the webzine can provide. This has
already resulted in access to hi-speed fibre

1st Steampunkery
Writer In Residence
“I am delighted to welcome Andrew Jamieson
as the first Steampunkery Resident Writer
and columnist!” - Atticus Oldman

Andrew Jamieson is an Edinburgh-based
writer. He is the author of The World Beneath
The Ice, the first Solomon Hogg adventure
featured in the Samhain 2020 edition of this
webzine.
He has written two e-books, The Vengeance
Path and Children of War, volumes one and
two in the steampunk fantasy series, the
Chronicles of Edenos (available from the
Amazon Kindle store). The Vengeance Path
was nominated for the Edinburgh Book
festival's First Book Award 2013.
Andrew works as a care worker in addiction
recovery and homelessness.
Visit Andrew On Facebook
:Contents Guide
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A note to the reader: this story continues on from ‘The
World Beneath The Ice’, published in the Samhain 2020
edition of the Steampunk webzine.
A Solomon Hogg story:

THE TERROR AT NIKWASOSKU
Part One

by Andrew Jamieson
Monday 22nd February 2021

It is February 1900 and the weather is bitterly cold and
wicked in its bite. It has been nearly a quarter of a year and
still my mind is clouded by the events of the Greenland
expedition last autumn. Sights and sounds that I will not
shake in this lifetime, I suspect. What strange civilisation did
we uncover deep beneath the ice? Did it have a name?
There was an air of doom in those depths that I am not
keen to rediscover anytime soon. My dreams have been
unsettled and my sleep fitful. I have taken to a long lie in the
morning as I do not sleep well at night, often seeking
companionship in a bottle of whisky. I have thus far avoided
any pills or sleeping draughts. Instead, Icehawk occasionally
brews me a concoction made from common garden herbs.
When I wake it is as though shaken from a thrashing bout
of madness; my muscles stiff, my skin coated in sweat.
Strange voices call to me in the midst of my dreams, and
inhuman creatures roam the clouded landscapes of my
unconscious mind. When I sleep, I am adrift, and when I
awaken I am confused but at least grounded in the harsh
reality of a sore head and dry tongue.
In short, I am left with questions over that alien world we
discovered, and I must prepare myself that I will perhaps not
find answers and if I do, they may not be to my liking. I
suspect Sir Gedney knows more than he shared with the
expedition’s members, many of whom did not return. Did he

Contents Guide

Page: 5

know of the cultists and their plans? Are there more of these
wretched humans at large? Again, maybe I will not find
satisfactory answers.
I was fortunate enough to gain access to the official report
on the Homewinter Flame carried out by Captain Kenilworth
and his aides. Those reports made it quite clear that at least
Goldrick and his cronies perished on board the Homewinter
Flame. Whatever madness possessed them it clearly
consumed their minds and they ultimately turned on each
other.
My companion, Icehawk, has acclimatised well to the West,
and blends his tribal garb with a fine shirt, cravat and blazer.
He has fashioned himself a thick overcoat from his original
animal skins, and I gave him a pair of stout all-weather boots
as a gift. He carries a utility belt of pouches and gourds,
packed with herbs and other curious ingredients (having
thankfully survived the journey from Greenland), tools and
weapons (including a wickedly long hunting knife and a Bola,
a contraption resembling a slingshot I have yet to see in
action). He has picked up some words of English, and likewise
I have accrued a choice collection of basic Inuit, in my own
clumsy fashion.
We find ourselves amidst the dawn of a new century, in a
burgeoning age of advancement and learning. Our hope is
that we can track the statue that was taken from the world
beneath the ice and destroy it. Whatever essence it carries
must not be unleashed on the civilised world. My concern is
that there are more cultists, like Goldrick and his ilk, who
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stand between us and our objective. What aim they may have
is unclear to me for now but if I can discover their
motivations then perhaps I can rally a good and decent
counter.
For now, we start with Sir Gedney Donoghue.
Icehawk and I debated how best to approach this – did we
contact Sir Gedney directly, to warn him, to seek an audience
with him and tell him of the horrors we encountered? Or
should we be covert and inveigle our way into his estate? Or
try another tact entirely? Whichever path we were to choose
we needed to be in New York to start it off.
We sailed on the White Star steam liner, the Oceanic, out
of Liverpool. Our trip allowed us the chance to rest, plan and
prepare for what awaited us. My mind wandered to
considering whether this cult I had seen in action on the
Homewinter Flame had chapters in America. I had to assume
it did, in which case it made good sense to be cautious.
I had an old friend living and working in New York City,
Fred Taylor Boswick, who had made a success of himself
running a company specialising in property and agency work,
and some minor import and export business. I had
telegrammed him prior to our journey informing him of my
plans for a research trip to New York, entreating him for his
assistance in securing accommodation for the duration of our
stay. He had replied to me promptly, days before we sailed,
and had organised for us the hire of a townhouse in upper
Manhattan. Knowing that we had some established base of
operations awaiting us, allowed me to enjoy the relative peace
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of the ocean journey, putting my mind to reading, writing,
contemplating. Whilst at sea my dreams were peaceful for a
while. Icehawk and I continued our cultural exchange of
language. And we both fortunately had sturdy sea legs to
weather the worst of the high seas at the midpoint of our
journey. Our second class cabins were functional and
comfortable.
The night before we were due to dock in New York, I had a
restless sleep, my chaotic dreams returning. Tentacles from
the deep reached up from the clouded murk of the ocean floor
to entangle our vessel and pull us beneath the waves. The last
image I saw before waking suddenly was that of a horned devil
with an almost insectoid-mollusc hybrid visage. It took cold
water in the face and whisky in my gullet to calm my mind.
Icehawk made me one of his brews with the strange herbs in.
The smell was not appealing but I downed the cup and settled
back for a more restful hour or two of sleep.
I had previously travelled to New York on two occasions for
business trips, to attend cartography conferences and
commissions, and the epic nature of this wondrous city had
on both visits stilled me with awe. This third trip found me no
less impressionable. We had arrived just after heavy snow had
landed making the view entering the bay of New York City a
particularly stunning sight, the Statue of Liberty a humongous
titan welcoming us into her lands of liberty and freedom.
After patiently wading a thankfully uneventful path through
disembarkation and customs (I had sense to travel with cases
containing secret compartments to store our weapons and
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more unusual equipment), we hailed a cab. A bustling
journey across the upper east side took us to the address of
the townhouse provided by Boswick in Manhattan. Icehawk
was skittish; I had educated him, whilst at sea, of the recent
violent history of the indigenous peoples of the Americas,
and the injustices inflicted upon them. Upon setting foot on
shore, he commented to me that he could sense the ‘long
pain’, as he described it, of this land and it seemed his senses
were heightened by some lingering energy. However, the cold
climate suited him and provided some calm to his humours at
least.
It was a grand house, no mistake. Boswick had seconded
some of his staff to run the place for us, and a kindly
housekeeper named Miss O’Shea greeted us. There was a
small number of household staff on call to assist us, and
O’Shea sent word to Boswick that we had arrived. He called
by that evening and over food and drink I decided to tell him
more detail of our mission. He was very intrigued by Icehawk,
being an open-minded chap with little in the way of
prejudice, and was sympathetic to our mission. He had a
healthy fear of the occult and was keen to aid us. He knew of
Donoghue and confirmed that there was an air of mystery
around the reclusive industrialist, who hadn’t been seen in
public for years.
Once rested and settled, I was keen to do my research on
the movements of Donoghue, his dealings in the city, and the
like, ahead of deciding how we would go about reaching him,
and locating that damned statue. Boswick had some friendly
contacts at the New York Stock Exchange so was able to
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provide us with access to their archives the very next day, if we
wished. I did wish and we duly had an early night to prepare
for the first day of our investigations.
Icehawk and I spent the following afternoon deep in the
stock exchange’s financial archives, tracing some of
Donoghue’s recent business dealings, mainly property
acquisitions and charitable donations. The records revealed an
interesting character, at once quite a shrewd businessman,
and also a generous supporter of charities and good works.
Nothing untoward suspicious, so far.
The archivist aiding us, a young man by the name of Teller,
showed some interest in our search and regaled us with
streetside gossip on Donoghue, heard around the time he
disappeared from public life. Apparently, his withdrawal from
society coincided with the death of his wife in mysterious
circumstances. He had two grown up children, estranged and
studying abroad. Donoghue was now a private figure and had
not been seen at a public event or business meeting for four
years, all his workings carried out by a myriad of clerks and
law firms; I was familiar with Pendlebaum and Waxler in
London.
I knew Donoghue resided at a large manorial estate along
the Hudson River, not far from Sleepy Hollow, called
Nikwasosku, about 25 miles north of Manhattan. In reading
up on this grand place I learned that the name derived from
the ancient tribal tongue of the Oneida Indians, one of the
great ‘Six Nations’ Iroquoi tribes of olden times, now near
extinct. What it meant I did not know and could find no
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reference to in any record of the estate. Icehawk did not
recognise the name and suggested it could be an amalgam or
even refer to a local spirit. Further investigation revealed the
firm who worked on the estate’s construction, Uxley Banks
and Sons. I made a mental note to see if Boswick could obtain
for me some blueprints or maps of the main building.
Before we left the archives, Teller whispered to us
conspiratorially that if we wanted to know more about
Donoghue, we should tread carefully. He said the old man
had strong links to the Freemasons, amongst other salubrious
outfits. I thanked Teller for his insights and he wished us well.
We stepped out into a snowstorm and, despite the weather,
successfully hailed a cab. Before getting on, Icehawk stopped
suddenly and looked down the street. I followed the direction
of his stare and saw through the falling snow a figure in the
distance, standing at the end of the street, looking our way.
The figure was clad in ragged winter clothing and began
walking towards us, pedestrians oblivious. As the figure
neared us, I could sense that something was amiss; the edges
of the figure’s form were as smoke, bleeding into the drifting
snow. Icehawk too was alert to this odd stranger, and his right
hand reached for the pair of hunting knives strapped to his
belt. My hand hovered over the pistol holster at my chest. The
phantom figure stopped about ten feet from us and lowered
its hood. Revealed was a face of indeterminate form, shifting
from one visage to the next quicker than could be traced. The
figure spoke in a voice that was familiar and strange to me all
at once: “Beware the ambitions of dying men.”
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And then in an instant flurry of blizzard snow the figure
dissipated into the storm. Icehawk stepped forward,
muttering something unintelligible. He made a gesture with
his hands over the spot where the figure had been standing.
He waited a moment, looking about him, peering into the
storm. After a few minutes of this activity, he returned to my
side, shrugged and clambered into the cab. I joined him. I told
him what the figure had said to me, how it echoed the note I
had been given aboard the Homewinter Flame. He said this
was strange as he had heard no words from the phantom.
After our spectral encounter, we were on our guard. Icehawk
created a concoction out of his herbs, mixed with water,
creating a paste. He daubed this mixture around the entrances
to the building, including the windows. His explanation was
brief: they were precautionary wards. We were being stalked
by powers of which we, at present, had no comprehension.
Undeterred, we forged on with our plans. Icehawk and I
determined that our best angle of approach lay in establishing
some contact with former staff of Donoghue’s estate. I
considered the prospect of bribing a disgruntled former
member of Donoghue’s staff but this idea did not sit well with
me, and would potentially expose our mission, and relied on
such persons indeed existing. After discussing the matter with
Icehawk, and then Boswick, I instead devised a plan to hire a
guide with experience specifically of working the estates of the
Hudson River Valley, in the hope that we might attract one
with experience of Donoghue. Boswick made some
suggestions to improve this burgeoning plan and offered to get
the thing in motion, placing adverts where he was sure they
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would be seen. I asked Boswick about the construction firm
who had worked on Donoghue’s Nikwasosku estate. Boswick
informed me that Uxley Banks and Sons had gone bankrupt a
year after the project’s completion, with Sherman Uxley and
EP Banks both dying soon after, Uxley by suicide and Banks
in a traffic accident. The mystery round Donoghue and his
circle of influence was becoming more fascinating with every
fresh reveal. It appeared that Icehawk and I would be entering
Nikwasosku blind.
Over the course of the next few days we received three
notes of interest in the adverts. The first two applicants had
no experience of Donoghue but Boswick, being a good
intentioned and well connected soul, found other work for
them. The third applicant had experience of housekeeping
and had previously been in the running for a job with
Donoghue and had a brief trial stint before accepting a better
paid position elsewhere. Betsy Harding was her name, 46
years old and a native New Yorker. We arranged to meet her
over lunch at one of Boswick’s recommended spots nearby.
Immediately her eyes were drawn to Icehawk. He was
admittedly quite an exotic sight. He stared right back at her.
She didn’t seem intimidated or affronted, just merely
intrigued. “You gentlemen aren’t from around here.”
“No, Miss Harding, we hail from the old world,” I said. “My
companion here is from Greenland.”
She looked at Icehawk. “There used to be a large
population of indigenous peoples up the Hudson, long time
ago. Some of the rich folks up there still keep Indians as
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novelty servants. Distasteful if you ask me.”
She appeared neat and prim, clad in basic clothing, worn
around the edges but well maintained. She had an air of
organisation about her and wore white cotton gloves, that
remained clasped on the handle of her handbag throughout
our conversation.
She declined lunch but accepted a hot tea and lemon. She
sipped at it carefully whilst listening to my outline of our
requirements.
“Yes, I know that stretch well. Lots of fine estates up and
down the river, a beautiful part of the world. Any in particular
you want to see?”
“Are you familiar with Sir Gedney Donoghue?” I said,
deciding to play it direct. “I have heard his manor is very
impressive. I’d like to see it.”
She paused then took a sip of her tea.
“I worked for a short time at Nikwasosku, his estate, on a
trial basis,” she said. “I was offered a permanent position but
there was something about the place that unsettled me. I do
not wish to seem a gossip, Mister Hogg, but there was an air of
darkness over Sir Gedney’s house. We can see the place from a
distance, if you like, but I don’t for a moment consider we’d be
able to tour the estate.”
I nodded and shared a look with Icehawk. I couldn’t be sure
he understood all that she had said, his command of English
was basic. But he was watchful and I knew he could read a
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person’s body language better than anyone else I had seen do
similar. Icehawk continued to watch her, and then spoke.
Miss Harding looked at him, startled. I did not understand
the entire sentence but I did recognise the word for true or
truth in there. That was good enough for me.
Miss Harding stared at me, wide eyed. “What did he say? Is
he cursing me?”
“No, Miss Harding, quite the opposite,” I said. “Instead, he
senses you are truthful.”
She looked puzzled initially then nodded. “Good.”
We agreed a fee of $50 dollars, a generous payment that
raised her eyebrows, clearly more than she was expecting. I
gave her $25 dollars now and promised a tip too for when her
job was complete, advising her to pack an overnight bag as we
would be travelling for a few days. We arranged to meet her at
the Manhattan line station. We would get the steam train to
Tarrytown and arrange transport to Sleep Hollow. This
seemed agreeable to her and we said our goodbyes for now
(she was clearly very pleased at our financial agreement),
arranging to reconvene tomorrow.
Icehawk and I spent some time examining maps of the
area, and planning what to take with us. My revolver, some
binoculars, my bowie knife. Some rope, some light rations.
Our mission was determined if not exactly clear; to find the
cursed statue, and perhaps Sir Gedney too, if indeed he was
alive. We agreed it may be best to secure lodgings in Sleepy
Hollow, and again Boswick was a great help in this area,
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sending a telegram ahead to book rooms at an inn he knew
there, not far from Nikwasosku. I was of course familiar with
the fabled writings of Washington Irving but I did not expect
to encounter any headless phantoms at our destination.
Perhaps we would find worse.
The wind howled against the windows that night and as I
stared into the swirling snowstorm I thought I saw shapes in
the blizzard. I rubbed my eyes and pulled the curtains shut.
We set off promptly the next day, the snow having settled
sufficiently that I was confident our journey would not be
cancelled. We met Miss Harding in good time to purchase our
tickets and collected some hot pastries for the journey. Miss
O’Shea had provided me with a couple of flasks of coffee for
the trip. We were informed by the platform guard that our
tarin was delayed as workers cleared snow off the tracks.
Accepting this news with grace, we found some benches and
ate our pastries and drank coffee. Miss Harding seemed to
enjoy our company and had lots of questions about Icehawk,
his home and people. We kept it light, keeping back the
stories of horror that befell the expedition.
After an hour of waiting we were informed that we could
board our train. Our compartment was basic but comfortable
and we settled in for our trip. Shortly after boarding the
locomotive juddered into action and began its journey along
the Hudson River Railroad.
In the darkness, probing tentacles reached for my face.
Jagged claws burst from the tendrils and pierced the skin of
my face, pulling me towards a gaping maw –
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I woke to see Icehawk shaking me to consciousness,
holding my hands away from my face. I blinked and snapped
out of my stupor, to see blood on my nails.
“You were scratching at your cheeks, Mister Hogg,” said
Miss Harding, a look of alarm on her face. My mind was in a
state of confusion and I reached for the water bottle in my
pack and took a glug.
Icehawk tapped the side of his head. “Sinnaktuumaniq,” he
said, pointing to my head.
“Dreams,” I said, nodding.
I knew from what Icehawk had told me that as a shaman
amongst his people he was often called upon to interpret
dreams. I was having nightmarish visions that it seemed
churlish to describe as dreams and I did not feel like sharing
them with him for now.
I gazed out the window of our carriage and pulled my coat
about me closer, blinking away the final sluggishness of my
semi-conscious state. Snow was falling and the clouds were
darkening. The rest of our trip was uneventful and we pulled
into Tarrytown soon after midday.
Once out of the small station we managed to find a carriage
to take us to Sleepy Hollow. This journey was not as smooth
as our railroad one but was offset by the lush rural landscape
of the Hudson River Valley, frosted over with snow and ice.
Sleepy Hollow was a small village and on first appearances
the twentieth century had not yet arrived here. The carriage
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pulled up in front of the imaginatively monikered Headless
Horseman Inn, and the coachman assisted us with our bags. I
tipped him generously and we watched as the carriage pulled
away.
I looked around. Opposite the inn was the cemetery of
Sleepy Hollow, its entrance way a stone arch. Beyond I could
make out numerous mausoleums and gravestones on a slight
rise.
As we entered the inn I noticed it was quiet and a warm hearth
welcomed us. There were a few patrons scattered around the
main room, who looked up briefly before returning to their
food and drink. The ceiling was low with heavy beams. The
innkeeper welcomed us with a sullen glare and I announced
my business and booking. He nodded and opened up his
ledger behind the bar. He rang a bell and a maid came
bustling through to greet us.
“Mary, show these folks to their rooms,” he said. “One for
the lady, and the gents are sharing.”
Our rooms were simple but comfortable and Mary got a fire
going. She was talkative sort and spoke about the village, and
the weather. She had questions and I gave her half-truths for
answers. I arranged for some hot food to be brought up, and
she obliged promptly. Miss Harding joined us in our room,
and over meat stew, bread and fruit we discussed our plans.
Once she had eaten, I felt it was now the time to let Miss
Harding into our trust. I divulged some of the details of the
expedition in Greenland and my desire to hunt down the
rogue statue taken from the lost city. She took it well and did
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not appear to be either frightened at the perils I described nor
angry at the fact I had not revealed any of this to her sooner.
“So, if I understand you rightly, Mister Hogg, you and
Mister Icehawk here want to break into Sir Gedney’s estate?”
She did not need me to answer that question, and I instead
asked her if she was still willing to help us. She confirmed as
much, confessing her belief that our mission was just. She
duly agreed to sketch out a map of what she remembered of
Nikwasosku, its three floors and basement. I suggested she
should stay at the inn while Icehawk and I made our way
tomorrow to the estate but she was keen to accompany us. I
protested initially, explaining that we had to be prepared for
danger on the estate but she was persistent and assured me
she could look after herself, having been raised in a rough
neighbourhood and taught how to fight by her brothers.
With the snow calming, and after feeling fully rested, we
decided to scout around Sleepy Hollow, perhaps even to the
walls of the estate itself. We donned our winter wear and
braved the snowy streets.
It was quiet. I expected as much with the weather but it was
eerily still and silent here in this small village. We walked past
the cemetery, Miss Harding leading us on a walk through the
leafy suburbs towards Nikwasosku.
The estate was surrounded by woodland either side of its
entrance road. We decided to explore the tree thicket on the
western side of the estate wall. We did not intend to linger as
dusk would be settling soon. We made our way across uneven

Page: 12

forest floor and I found a decent sized fallen branch to use as a
walking stick.
Moments later we came across a small clearing. I looked
once but another look was required, as I heard Miss Harding
gasp, to register the horror we saw before us, impaled on the
jutting branch of a twisted tree on the opposite side of the
clearing. The corpse of a deer hung, frozen to the dead tree, as
if cocooned in ice. We crossed the clearing carefully, Icehawk
leading the way. He inspected the corpse with one of his
knives and pronounced that the beast’s innards were missing.
It had been dead about two days. It looked ritualistic and he
confirmed that this resembled something he had seen before,
a sacrifice of sorts but nothing this callous and wasteful. The
meat of the creature was intact, albeit frozen solid but
remaining relatively unspoilt by predators. Only the guts were
missing. Unsure what else could be achieved by lingering, we
continued. After ten minutes of challenging footwork we
found ourselves before the western wall surrounding
Nikwasosku.
The wall was about ten feet in height and would be a
challenge to scale. I had rope and grapple back at the inn so it
would not be impossible. I was drawn from my contemplation
as Icehawk sniffed at the air and drew his knife. We shared a
glance.
“Miss Harding, stay close,” I said as she got behind Icehawk
and I, our backs to the wall.
I peered into the trees but couldn’t see anyone or anything.
The frozen layer of forest floor we had just crossed began to
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rip apart and a pallid clawed hand pushed through, and then
another, followed by the rest of the creature. It was clearly
human in shape but could not be said to be alive, its skin
peeling, its face rotten and decaying. Fully emerged, it
lurched towards us. Behind it we could see more of these
ghouls pushing their way to the surface. I had heard tale of
the undead but had not thought they were real. Icehawk did
not seem surprised, and held both his knives before him,
watching the creeping terrors as they edged towards us. To
her credit, Miss Harding did not scream but urged me to give
her a weapon. I passed her my walking stick, which she raised
as a cudgel, and I drew my bowie knife and unholstered my
revolver.
Things were not going according to plan.

To be continued…
The Chronicles of Edenos
Andrew has written two e-books, The
Vengeance Path and Children of War,
volumes one and two in the steampunk
fantasy series, the Chronicles of Edenos
(available from the Amazon Kindle store).
The Vengeance Path was nominated for the
Edinburgh Book festival's First Book Award
2013.

View On Amazon

Page: 13

The Steampunk 2021 Interview

Scott Helland

click album to view
Contents Guide

Atticus Oldman of Steampunk2021 in conversation with Scott Helland
of Guitarmy of One & Frenchy and The Punk talking about Scott’s new
album The Spy Detective Collective released on 26th March 2021
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One Night In Auld Aether Reekie
A Photographic Exhibition
By Donnie Mccathie

Driven Serious & Professor Elemental in Edinburgh
With The Steampunks O’ Scotland!
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Click Robot To View Video
A Halo Called Fred has spent the last two decades making the geekiest sounds ever to spring
from guitar, bass, violin, and Tupperware. Featuring songs about pirates, cavemen, and any
body part or flying thing you can think of. They have lent their talents to Burlesque shows,
motion picture soundtracks, a rock opera, and host the annual charity event "The Freaky
Mutant Weirdo Variety Show". Specializing in counter-cultural and geeky conventions, the
Halo is proud to bring musical joy to any gathering. From Setampunks to Fairies, Bikers to
Furries, their message always rings true - “We Love You All!”
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Steampunkery’s A.I. - Automated Interview

own and 12 stories to share with the world. My work tends
to always have a dark thread running through it, always
mysterious and shading into horror on occasion.
How did you first get into Steampunk and how has
that influenced your work?
I was hooked from the moment I saw the Studio Ghibli
animation ‘Castle in the Sky’ back in 1986, but in truth I’d
been drawing steampunkish flying sailing ships and
airships as a nipper. I always look out for steampunk
animation and movies and have written numerous
animation reviews for a leading fansite. My fave steampunk
work is ‘The Difference Engine’ by William Gibson and
Bruce Sterling. I love the depth of historical detail, the
beautifully-crafted characters and the incredible
atmosphere of the novel, all of which has inspired my own
work.

Name: Mark R Brandon
Approx Location: South of Scotland
Creative Occupation: Author
Tell us about you and your work:
I see myself as a broad-brush writer of science fiction and
fantasy, including steampunk. After finishing my SF novel
last year (currently in redraft stage), I set about writing
steampunk shorts and soon had a steampunk world of my
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How did you get started on your creative journey?
I wrote my first novel at age eight (a trip around Africa,
where I’d never been at the time) and have always been
writing on and off. Like an idiot, I went and got a ‘proper
job’ when I left university, but now I’m trying to make the
transition into writing full-time.
What are you working on at the moment?
My first book, a collection of 12 steampunk shorts – ‘The
Colossus of the Thames & Other Tales’ is out in March,
with cover art by the talented graphic artist Pete Katz. A
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short novella – ‘Inkerman’ – is coming soon (free to my
website subscribers), and I’m busy working on a novel set in
my steampunk universe, ‘The Armamentarium’, which will
be out later this year.
How has the Covid-19 Virus affected you & your work?
After 30 years in London, I moved to the south of Scotland
in September 2019, some months before lockdown, selfisolating six months before everyone else! Covid has been a
nightmare for many of us, not able to see family and friends
etc, but I’ve tried to use the time to concentrate on my
writing, though I do massively miss the gym, where I like to
pick up big bits of metal and put them down again.

I wish they’d make more movies, as I can’t get enough of
them, but they definitely need some good scriptwriters!
What question should you be asked and what is your
answer?
Ask me ‘what is the favourite character you’ve created?’ My
answer is James Thurston Vandermeer, frustrated artist and
captain in the First Anglian Steam Infantry. He’s the
protagonist of my novella, ‘Inkerman’, which is set during a
fictional Crimean War and features my take on steampunk
AI. Out soon!

What are the next steps on your journey?
Having finally given myself permission to write, I am
rediscovering my love of it. I’m brushing up my science
fiction novel for publication later this year, but I’m very fired
up to add more to my steampunk works.
Where do you hope the journey will take you?
Who knows, but it will be fun finding out!
What do you think the future of Steampunk is?
I think Steampunk has a bright future. The internet,
Instagram and Facebook in particular, has really given the
genre a boost, creating a global community with a devotion
to the glamour, the mystery and the romance of Steampunk.
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Website: www.typhon-creative.com
Instagram: www.instagram.com/markrbrandonofficial
Twitter: @authorbear2
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Steampunkery Reviews & Recommendations!

“Plague Tales” is the fantastic new release from the New Jacobin Club, a 7 song mini-album containing three electric
tracks recorded in 2016 that have since became staples of the band’s live show despite the fact they have not yet been
released until now. It also features four acoustic tracks – originally intended for an acoustic ep in 2017 but unreleased
except for “Angel MMXVI” which appeared on “Raising Steam Vol. II” It also features the menacing newly recorded “Two
Dollar Man,” an ode to a very old and reputable occupation that took on a very sinister twist in Western Canada about
100 years ago. For further information on this amazing band and their discography - Visit www.newjacobinclub.com

Contents Guide

Page: 33

IMPERFECT MERIDIANS

“Headphone hedonism o’ the finest kind - Victor Sierra’s
5th album proves once again their mastership at mapping
out a mindscape extraordinaire where imagination reigns
supreme as the maniacal God King!” - Atticus Oldman

Visit Victor Sierra Online
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Ghosts of My Past
by Pena Hughes-John

Jago and Litefoot
Audible Series: 1 - 8 of 13

One of my favourite albums of the year
so far, Ghosts of My Past is a wee gem of
a Steampunk pop album from one of the
UK community’s rising stars. Often
highly personal yet always relatable, this
crackling ten track offering is a ray of
sunshine in the bleak mid-winter of the
Pandemic - Something faced head on
with the track ‘Lockdown’ which was one
of the very first tracks I heard dealing
with virus and, which, along with
‘Dreaming of A Dream’ is a regular
inclusion in my own personal playlist.
Indulge and enjoy!

An outstanding and highly
recommended audio drama produced by
Big Finish Productions featuring
original characters Henry Gordon Jago
(Christopher Benjamin) and Professor
George Litefoot (Trevor Baxter) from the
1970's Dr Who episode 'The Talons of
Weng-Chang'.

View Website

With over eight collections available
from Audible featuring four stories in
each series, the adventures of the
investigators of infernal incidents
features heroes, monsters and guest
appearances from certain familiar time
traveling trouble makers.

Visit On Facebook

View On Audible
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Real or Imagined
by Jonathan Markwood’s Hoo-Hah
Conspiracy
Set to be my soundtrack for the summer
- The 4th album from Jonathan and the
band is another delightful psychedelicpop collection of tracks that manages to
sound bang up to date despite being
built upon a superb 60’s vibe as
displayed across numbers such as
‘Gilbert Wensley’ and the title track
‘This is The Truth.’ A great place to start
before going on to explore the rest of the
discography of this outstanding band
enthusiastically supported by BBC
Music Introducing.
View Website
Visit On Facebook
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Edgar Rice Burroughs adaptations, The Land That Time
Forgot (1974), At The Earth’s Core (1976), and The People
That Time Forgot (1977), the latter being a sequel to the 1974
film. Warlords was an original script penned by Doctor Who
semi-regular Brian Hayles (who would die in October 1978),
and is suitably infused with imagination and action.
I remember last watching this when I was youngster and
being dazzled by the depiction of Atlantis, and the monsters
and macho action. It stands up as a solid, cheap and cheerful
adventure romp, and the vibrant Doug McClure is at his best
leading a ramshackle cast, ranging from familiar character
actors (Shane Rimmer, Peter Gilmore, John Ratzenberger,
Daniel Massey), to cult icons (Michael Gothard) and thenyoung-up-and-comers (Lea Brodie, Ashley Knight), to
genuine Hollywood legends (Cyd Charisse).

Cult Film Review: Warlords of Atlantis (1978)
- Andrew Jamieson
‘An incredible tale of terror and suspense… above and below
the sea.’
So went the poster tag line for Warlords of Atlantis, the
fifteenth most successful film in the UK in 1978. Released
in May of that year, it marked the fourth and final pulpy
collaboration between star, Doug McClure, and director,
Kevin Connor. Their previous three films had been loose
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Doug McClure is Greg Collinson, an engineer who has
created a diving bell for his friend, Charles Aitken (Peter
Gilmore), whose professor father is leading an expedition
aboard the vessel, Texas Rose, captained by Daniels (Shane
Rimmer), to look for Atlantis. When Collinson and Aitken
make a discovery of an ancient golden statue, the crew of the
Texas Rose carry out a mutiny, shooting the professor.
Collinson and Aitken are stranded at the bottom of the sea
floor, and drift into a cavern that sweeps them to Atlantis.
Meanwhile, the Texas Rose is attacked by a giant octopus and
the crew are swept overboard and follow the diving bell into
the cavern, and to Atlantis. Collinson and Aitken reunite
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with the crew of the Texas Rose (unaware of their mutiny), on
the shores of the realm of Atlantis, and are discovered by
Atmir (Gothard) and a host of Atlantean guardian warriors.
Atmir leads the surface folk through a swamp filled with
prehistoric monsters to the City of Vaar. Collinson and the
Texas Rose crew are imprisoned whilst Aitken is identified as a
worthy specimen and taken to meet the rulers of Atlantis,
King Atraxon (Massey) and Queen Atsil (Cyd Charisse).
Collinson and company are assigned work duties in shoring up
the defences of the city against the raiding monsters from the
encroaching swamp. They meet Briggs, the lost captain of the
Mary Celeste, and his daughter Delphine (Brodie), who have
been grafted with gills to help them breathe the toxic air of
Atlantis – a fate Collinson and friends are lined up for. Aitken
meanwhile is welcomed into the elite of Atlantis where he
learns of the Atlantean origin on Mars (!) and their plans for
shaping the destiny of human civilisation.
A destructive attack from the swamp by the ‘zaargs’
(dinosaurs, essentially), allows Collinson and the others to
escape, and look for Aitken. Bewitched by the king and queen,
it takes a meaty thwack across the chops from Collinson to
snap him out of it, and together they locate the diving bell and
make their escape.
Warlords of Atlantis (sometimes known as ‘Warlords of the
Deep’) is an energetic film, with an appropriately fantastical
plot that snaps from one action set piece to the next. The
exposition that binds it together is functional, allowing the
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adventure to play to its strengths. By the time McClure and
Connor worked together on this production, both were old
hands at this brand of genre film, and I suspect they had a
hoot shooting this in Malta. The effects, of course, show their
age but there is an undeniable appeal to the sun-dappled
world they conjure.
The film is available on dvd from Studio Canal UK, separately
or as part of a ‘Doug McClure’s Lost Worlds’ box set. I
watched it in 2 minute chunks on YouTube.

The Oldman went a hunting,
A hunting, a hunting.
The Oldman went a hunting,
...The Tiger got him first!
Steampunk MacGonagall
from ‘With Sincere Apologies & Other Untruths’

Page: 37

The Poppy Orpington Trilogy

“An excellent and highly recommended Steampunk adventure series - I’m really looking forward to
interviewing author Jon Hartless about the outstanding Poppy Orpington trilogy which details Poppy's
struggle as she fights the establishment for a place in the world of motor sport!” - Atticus Oldman

Visit Jon Hartless On Amazon
Contents Guide
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Case #147
Officer’s Report: Officer Trout
Interview with Lord Buxley, 7th Earl of Worcestershire.
Tuesday 5th November 1887
10.30am
BUXLEY: Really Officer, I have done everything you asked in
coming here, what on earth is all this about?
TROUT: Just a few questions sir, nothing to worry aboutwe’re just trying to get our facts straight.
BUXLEY: Facts?! Straight?! Well then by all means hurry it up
officer, I am meeting the Belgian ambassador at 2 and if I am
late then there is every chance that Britain will run out of
waffles by next Tuesday. Speak man! What is it that you have
so rudely interrupted my pheasant thrashing for?
TROUT: As you wish sir. Can I ask please where you were on
the night of the second?
BUXLEY: The second? Well I imagine that me and my good
lady wife were enjoying a stiff night cap or perhaps I was at
the club having a quick tupenny shuffle with the other
gentlemen. And what business is it of yours where and how I
spend my evenings? I’d like to remind you that I know the
chief superintendent; it would be a small matter for me to
have you demoted back to park keeper if you keep on with
this line of questioning.
TROUT: And if I was to ask the gentlemen at the club or your
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good lady wife, could they confirm your whereabouts?
BUXLEY: Could they confirm? COULD they confirm? Could
THEY confirm my whereabouts? Could they confirm MY
whereabouts? Indeed. This is a fine ‘how do you do’. To be
questioned by this mutton shunter like a simple criminal
beggar’s belief! (Muttering, incomprehensible)
TROUT: Could they sir?
BUXLEY: Ah, no.
TROUT: Then I ask again sir, where were you on the night of
the second?
BUXLEY: Oh. Where was I? I quite misunderstood Officer. I
thought you asked me where were ‘ewe’ and obviously you
wouldn’t need to know that as the offending creatures would
be most likely in a farmers field. And if someone has been
stealing sheep, I can assure you that I....
TROUT: Let me be more specific then sir, were you near the
home of Charles Elemental on the night of the second?
BUXLEY: That pseudo-scientific dollymop! That laggard! That
ape stroking son of a weasel! That...er... No, never heard of
him.
TROUT: We have witnesses, an accomplice and a pair of your
trousers found in the grounds on the night in question sir. We
have a missing persons case here and we don’t want it to
become a charge for murder now do we?
BUXLEY: Good lord man! I may have been a little over zealous
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with that brick but she was only scullery maid! Besides that
was years ago.
TROUT: Sir?
BUXLEY: Oh. Forget I said that. Yes, Professor Elemental. I
admit I was there, but not without good cause. I was simply
reclaiming goods that were rightfully mine. Is that so very
illegal?
TROUT: When it involves breaking into someone’s house
with two known burglars, one of which is now missing and
presumed dead and the other having lost his mind? Yes sir, it
is.
BUXLEY: Ah.
TROUT: Come now sir, let’s make this easy shall we. We
wouldn’t want you to end up in the nick now would we? I’m
sure you’d be very popular in prison, being a Lord and all.
They like a Lord in prison sir.
BUXLEY: Damn your hide! I’ll tell you everything, Everything!
(Prisoner begins to sob, becomes inconsolable until given a
cuddle. Interview to continue).
Officers Report: Officer Herring
Interview with Tony ‘Fingers’ Laycock, Tuesday 5th November
10.30am
HERRING: Come on then ‘Fingers’, let’s hear it. We caught
you, dead to rights. Between that cattle tinkering incident last
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year and this- you know that you are on the road to the
scaffold. Make it easy on yourself Fingers, tell us what
happened and we’ll make it so that you avoid a good ol’ neck
stretching.

looked at us funny- happiest days of my life they were. I’d
never do nothing to harm him. But don’t make me tell you
what happened...send me to the noose if you have to, but I
can’t tell you what happened in there. I can’t.

FINGERS: Eh? What do you mean guv?

HERRING: So, Knuckles is dead is he?

HERRING: Any more trouble and you’ll end up climbing the
apples and pears to the long rope with the short drop.

FINGERS: No squire, but we won’t see him again, I can tell
you that.

FINGERS: Sorry, what?

HERRING: So he escaped did he? Well don’t you worry, we’ll
soon catch up with-

HERRING: You’ll be tied tighter than a Christmas turkey in a
miser’s prison, then sent to jolly Joe Black to have your sins
accounted in his great book of hellfire.
FINGERS: No, sorry you have completely lost me.
HERRING: They’re going to hang you Fingers, by the neck,
until you are dead. Unless you confess by the time I finish this.
FINGERS: I didn’t do nothing to that cow that it didn’t already
want. We was just cold and I...
HERRING: Never mind that you snivelling wretch! You’re not
here to talk about your disgusting bovine antics, I want to
know what happened at the manor. I want to know what
happened to your partner too. Where is he? Escaped? Or did
you get greedy and do him in, so you could keep all the booty?
FINGERS: I’d never do nothing like that, Knuckles was like a
brother to me! Me and him grew up together in the
workhouse. Knuckles used to protect me from the bigger kids
by smashing them all in the chops with a crowbar if they
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FINGERS: You ain’t listening Officer, he’s still there! He’s still
in the mansion. That awful sodding mansion. May it burn to
the ground and the ground it’s on burn to the ground
underneath and may the hole that’s left be filled with more
ground which they burn until nothing’s left but a hole. A big
burnt hole!
(At this point the prisoner begins sobbing. He is brought back
to full capacity via several hard slaps to the face, administered
by Officer Herring).
HERRING: Ok there sunshine. Let’s start again shall we? Why
don’t you start at the beginning, just tell me what you know
and maybe we can have you snuggled up in a nice warm cell
dreaming of Farmer Jones’s award winning jersey milker by
teatime.
FINGERS: Ok, Ok, I’ll tell you everything. You won’t believe
me, but I’ll tell you all the same and God take me for a
woodlouse if I ain’t telling the truth.
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Officers Report: Officer Trout

we are talking about!

Interview with Lord Buxley, 7th Earl of Worcestershire
Tuesday 5th November

TROUT: Sorry sir, do continue.

11am
BUXLEY: You have to understand Officer, the painting was
supposed to be ours by right.
TROUT: Who’s that sir?
BUXLEY: The Masonic Order of Scientific Gentlemen. We
hold great value in certain artefacts, which we require for our
ceremonies and our... other business. I am not at liberty to
discuss matters of the order with a layman, but needless to say
that our business is of the greatest import and our
organisation includes a great many important people, that do
very valuable work.
TROUT: And is Charles Elemental a member of your order sir?
BUXLEY: Good God no! I’d sooner see his ridiculous ape as
part of the order than I would that blathering ninny.
Elemental’s great grandfather was briefly a member, but
abruptly left after refusing to take part in one of our more...
delicate ceremonies.
TROUT: I’ve heard word about the order in the past sir. Words
like ‘worship’, ‘goat god’ and ‘human sacrifice’. Would you like
to shed light on any of these rumours sir?
BUXLEY: No I would not! Furthermore, I hardly see what the
ancient history of this fine organisation has to do with what
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BUXLEY: As I was saying before I was rudely interrupted, I
was recently asked to Charles’s for second lunch. Much as I
despise the loon, he said that he also had some old texts in
his library that might be of interest to me. He is a fool, but
when it comes to books on tupenny shuffle technique, his
library is unparalleled, plus his cook makes the most
incredible scones. They taste almost like chicken, but with
more of a gamey flavour that I can’t quite put my finger on...
TROUT: If you could stick to the facts please sir.
BUXLEY: Ah, yes. Well, I was just remarking on the state of
his awful manor when I saw it.
TROUT: Saw what sir?
BUXLEY: The missing painting; ‘Die Lodge der schrecklich
schrecklich goldenen Flammen’. It is a Lodge painting, said to
protect the members from harm, regardless of whatever
deeds they commit. Painted by an unknown artist that many
believe to be an ancient mystic, this work of fine art depicts a
vision of hell unlike any other. It is said to be the most
grotesque and awful work ever committed to canvas, a picture
of a house in hell; a detailed description of every evil
obscenity that man is capable of committing on his fellow
man. There are things being done to people in that painting
that no one has ever dreamed of doing, no one should ever
contemplate. To look at it once is to be changed forever.
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TROUT: I see sir, and why was it in the possession of the
Professor?
BUXLEY: He said that he rather liked it over his fireplace and
that it brightened up the room a bit because of all the vivid
red.
TROUT: And did you tell him of its significance?
BUXLEY: It was like talking to a trout. Oh. No offence Officer.
TROUT: None taken.
BUXLEY: When I suggested that his father, having left the
lodge after an altercation, must have stolen the painting as
revenge on the Scientific Order, he refused to believe me, not
only that but he said that his father most likely picked it up in
an old curiosity shop somewhere or bought it off a blind street
artist for half a crown. Imagine that, to suggest ‘Die Lodge der
schrecklich schrecklich goldenen Flammen’ was scribbled by a
tramp is like suggesting that a woman writer might one day be
the equal of a man or that a child has no place in a cotton mill!
TROUT: Indeed sir.
BUXLEY: After some argument, I must confess to having
stormed out of his home and back to the lodge. Of course, I
consulted with the other members, but it seemed that there
was no legal recourse to have the painting returned.
TROUT: Is that when you took matters into your own hands
sir?
BUXLEY: Damn it all to Ipswich and home again, I did. After
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some of the minor indiscretions that I may or may not have
committed at the lodge and am certainly not at liberty to
discuss here, it seemed in my interests and in the interests of
the lodge to have the painting returned at any cost.
TROUT: Any cost sir? Even the cost of murder sir?
BUXLEY: Good lord no! Why I’d never hurt a fly! ...Well,
unless that fly was part of a sacrificial ceremony. No sir, I was
fully aware Elemental was off on one of his fool errandstrying to travel the world backwards using a route primarily
comprised of a convoluted combination of time zones, I
believe- so I went down to the docks and hired a couple of
‘rum chaps’ for the job in hand. I promised them enough to
buy more rum and a net big enough to catch a cow and they
agreed to get the painting back. They were rough sorts, but
they assured me they could do the job with the minimum of
fuss, noise or excessive violence. I went with them, just to the
grounds...I wanted to make sure that they didn’t... that they...
(Prisoner begins sobbing once more. Break taken while
Officer Trout makes him some cocoa, tussles his hair and says
‘there there’ before the interview can continue).
Officers Report: Officer Herring
Interview with Tony ‘fingers’ Laycock, Tuesday 5th November
11am
FINGERS: It was a perfect night for it, pitch black, blacker
than the guts of a bit of coal- me and Knuckles had it on good
authority that this bloke would be away for a few days and
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had worked out the back entrance was the safest bet.
Apparently this Charlie always left a set of keys inside a stuffed
dog he kept out the back.
HERRING: Did you now- and how did you come to know all
this?
FINGERS: If I tell you, you have to promise me you can help
me- If I’m going to turn into a piggy squealer then I need
something back.
HERRING: Oh don’t you worry Fingers, you’ll get yours. If I
were you, I’d be more bothered about what will happen if you
don’t speak up now. Old Mr Rope can’t wait to tangle himself
up around your pretty neck and take you on a short skip over
to eternity town, if you get my meaning.
FINGERS: Eh?
HERRING: Never mind.
FINGERS: Oh, well, it was the gardener see, big bloke, never
says a word. Weird looking fella, but then you’d have to be to
work at that bloody place. He don’t say much, but we’ve all
seen him - working on the land around the mansion. He must
have overheard Knuckles and me talking about it all down at
the ‘Flem and Whistle’ in town. Staring at us all night he was,
made me uneasy. On his way out, he passed Knuckles a letter.
Said he was sick of the Professor and all his perverted ways
and wanted to earn a bit of cash on the side. Said he’d help us
out for a cut.
HERRING: And where’s this gardener now?
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FINGERS: I don’t know, honest. We never saw him again. If
that Charlie Elemental found out that he was plotting against
him, well, lord knows where he ended up. Wouldn’t be
surprised if he got caught out as well. There ain’t no escape
see, not when you’ve seen them sort of things. They stay with
you.
HERRING: Well don’t you worry Fingers, we’ll scoop him up
too. No one escapes the lengthy fingers of the law.
FINGERS: Yeah.... well, it all went fine, at first, you know, text
book. That old duffer Buxley sits just outside the fence, nice
and far from the action while me and Knuckles do the dirty
work. Slip in, slip out in the darkness like a well-greased bat,
then...well, then it started.
HERRING: What started?
FINGERS: I...I can’t.
HERRING: You will sunshine, you’ll sing like a bloody
choirboy and when you stop, if I want you to keep singing,
you will sing the Stravinsky Symphony of Psalms, followed by
a series of complex, eight part madrigals that will make the
whole station give you a standing ovation and will receive rave
reviews in the local press.
FINGERS: Alright, alright. It’s just...it...It was cold, that sort
of cold you get that tells you that Old Man Winter is coming
and he intends to put his hands right up your jumper,
whether you like it or not. Couldn’t see bugger all but
shadows. I dropped the key getting it in the lock, could have
sworn I seen that stuffed dog move, but Knuckles smacked
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me one for being stupid. Got it opened eventually and went in.
Thing is, however cold the night was out there, in this house it
was colder. Freezing.
I’ve robbed big houses and little ones, all sorts of folks, all
walks of life, I’d never been in no place like that. First it
seemed just like your typical rich man’s mansion, but as we got
our lamps lit and took a look around, we...saw things...things
what weren’t right.
See, at the back of his house was, well it was sort of like a
doctor’s lab, but not. There was stuff everywhere, books, jars,
boxes, old toys, paintings stacked up on the floor, hanging at
weird angles from the wall. All the paintings were awful,
mostly self-portraits of this Charles bloke- there were
drawings pinned up- pencil scribbles of things what he was
going to make. Some of them were like carriages, but for flying
in space, some were like trousers but with cogs and screws and
clocks and weapons all sewn in- none of them made sense.
Ramblings of a nutter I would have said. There were broken
dolls knocking around in heaps on the floor and one of them
old Mister Punch puppets. But this one, well there was
something wrong with it, its face was all twisted like. I
couldn’t look at it for long.
But I could have managed all of that if not for the cages, every
shelf was packed with jars and cages and bottles. The cages,
they had...things in them. Such things I couldn’t fathommoths with the eyes of cats, cats the size of a moth, jars filled
with glowing shapes full of stars, horrible goo that seemed to
change shape, even looked like me for a minute. They were all
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moving these things you see, they weren’t dead- they was all
alive. If you could call it that. Even a head. A head just
floating in a jar of something. It was so old, flaking to bits
really, but it was still moving- Knuckles couldn’t take his eyes
off it and it was just mouthing the same shapes over and over.
Knuckles turned to me, ‘it wants us to kill it’, he said.
I wanted to get out of there, there and then- run off and not
look back. It’s not worth a few bob I told Knuckles, we should
clear off now. But Knuckles, well he was always smarter than
me, and bigger- he grabbed me then, even knocked over a
couple of jars- they stank to high heaven when they smashed
and I swore I saw something run under the desk. Told me in
no uncertain terms that there weren’t no going back and that
we’d taken a job and we had to see it through. I weren’t very
well placed to argue, what with him having his hand around
me neck and all.
HERRING: What did you do then?
FINGERS: What could we do? We went on. Thing is, the door
into the rest of the house just led us into a corridor, loads of
doors. No way of knowing which was the right one to get us to
this nutter’s living room. Some of them was locked, two of
them just opened up to brick walls- it went on and on.
Knuckles found a hallway on his side and I found another to
the left, so we split up. And that’s what damned us. Splitting
up. That..that...was nearly the last I saw of him.
HERRING: Stop your whimperings! Two hard men like you
afraid of an old house. I never thought I’d see the day when
‘Fingers Laycock’ went soft.
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FINGERS: Listen, I done some things in my time- robbed a
dead man, beaten up an orphanage, married a cow... even
thrown a cat off a hill once- but that house, it was like...like it
could hear us... and after a while it started talking back.
Just noises at first. I thought they were coming from the lab,
but they were everywhere. Whispers, crying- for a moment I
thought I heard me old Dad’s voice whispering at me that I
weren’t no good and that he was going to thrash me into next
Tuesday if I didn’t leave that house. But scared as I was of me
old man, Knuckles was still in charge...and more alive. I got
around a corner and it just carried on and on- all the samedoors and them portraits of this Charlie fella, grinning like a
loon.
I called out for Knuckles then- and I thought I heard him cry
back, but it couldn’t have been him. Knuckles is...was... a big
fella... and the noise he made, it was all pain, and high
pitched, like a fox giving birth to a hedgehog. I started
running back to where we’d come from, but it looked
different, dark... I couldn’t see the end of the hall. In the
shadows though, there was something there. I could smell it, I
could hear it eating.
HERRING: Some kind of guard dog then? There’s nothing in
previous reports about that.
FINGERS: That’s what I thought, some kind of dog. But that
smell, it weren’t no canine and after what I had already seen, I
wasn’t taking chances. I started backing up, real slowly see if I
might duck into another room before it came for me. It was
distracted you see, sounded like it was eating something,
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something wet and messy.
Then it growled, I knew it knew I was there and I couldn’t
move. I was stuck to the spot, I couldn’t take me eyes off it, no
one could’ve. It stood up slowly. Some kind of bird I thought,
small wings with a large body, great gangly bloody legs. But it
weren’t a bird. No bird has got fur, no bird has got teeth, so
many teeth and there ain’t no bird as savage as that Officer,
not nowhere. Its head was like a beast, black and white
striped like a warning- but its mouth was large, too large and
when it opened, it roared like a demon from hell itself. That
roar, that’s what woke me out of me trance- all at once it leapt
at me- fur and feathers flying as it used them legs to fly
towards me. I smelt its breath, horrible rotting raw meat. I
held me hands up to protect meself and then, well, you
know- (Prisoner holds up hands, now missing all digits apart
from thumbs. Sticks them slightly to close to Officer Trout
who is forced to administer another slap to prevent hysterics)
HERRING: That’s how you lost them then? You expect me to
believe you got spooked, then this creature that ‘wasn’t a dog’
savaged your hands, following which I presume you made it
out, leaving your partner behind? I have to say Fingers, it is
rather ironic what happened- pretty funny when you think
about it(Prisoner begins to weep once more, Officer Trout reports
that he felt a bit bad so gave the prisoner a bit of time to
compose himself. Then slapped him again to show that he
wasn’t going soft.)
FINGERS: My fingers, they were me living; and now, now

Page: 46

they’re in the belly of that... that thing. I’ll never know the joy
of getting that safe combination just right, of strangling a man
what’s wronged me, of touching the sweet hide of a heifer
and...

use it to buy some new hands. They got some brilliant
wooden replacement hands these days. I got up, just barely,
blood congealing at me stumps, dripping on the floor in great
spots. Like the first signs of rain...heavy red rain...

HERRING: Do you need another slap you wretched man? Or
are you going to finish this nonsense. I don’t believe a word of
it, but some of us have homes to get to. I don’t want to spend
all day listening to you talk your rubbish about moth jars and
creatures—I have an investigation to complete. How did you
get away with just your fingers missing then eh?

HERRING: Keep it together man! Did you take the painting?
Where is it now?

FINGERS: There was so much blood, so much. Down its jaws
as it lapped it up, it’s awful head with its huge jaws gulping
down them fingers like a pack of prime chipolatas. I backed
into the door and it swung open, fell in really. Kicking it shut,
I bound me hands. I can tell you, it ain’t easy binding your
hands when you have lost the fingers on both of them. But I
always keep rags in me pockets... you know for tying folks up
and strangling like. That thing must have polished off the
fingers and noticed I was gone, I heard it scratching at the
door, butting it with its head- over and over. But the door was
a huge thing, solid oak or something. After a few goes, the
sound went away and I was alone. I thought I might pass out,
just there and then, let the house have me once and for all.
Course, that’s when I noticed where I’d ended up. I was in the
sitting room. Right under the fireplace.
Knuckles was gone. Either eaten by that beast or run away I
was sure- but I had found the room with the painting in and
after all that...I still wanted me money. Thought maybe I could
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FINGERS: Oh no guv, I never took it. But I saw it. Oh yes. It’s
huge and... and there’s a lot going on there. One of those
paintings you could look at for ages and not see everything.
But I saw enough. I saw such things as that if I described
them, you could never look at a person again, not without
imagining what you could do to em. Not without picturing
the painting and the awfulness what people can do if they put
their mind to it. Murder’s nothing, no really- but torture,
torture can last a very long time and it can be done in so many
different ways. It’s almost an art in itself see. That was the last
time I saw him.
HERRING: Who?
FINGERS: Knuckles of course. He was right there, right in the
middle of the painting. Very detailed, very accurate. There
were three blokes on each side of him, and they were pulling
and pulling out his...well, best you don’t know really officer.
Best I leave it to your imagination. My God, though- the
scream they painted on him.
Don’t really remember much after that. There was a door on
the other side of the room. Just swung open and there it was,
outside. Freedom. I suppose, I must have gone out the door
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and.. that’s when you fine officers of the law found me all
bloodied and passed out and with no fingers. Just these
thumbs.
HERRING: That’s right Fingers, we caught you. And I don’t
know what happened in that house, but I don’t believe this
business of mad paintings and badger – bird hybrids for a
moment. A creepy house with a weird dog, that’s all. A dog
that cost you your fingers and it’s my pleasure to add, your
freedom.
FINGERS: I still have my thumbs though don’t I Officer? They
can still be useful.
HERRING: Well, I suppose...
FINGERS: I mean, after what I done seen, I don’t think I want
to see no more. I don’t think I want these eyes no more Officer
and well, if I use me thumbs, if I push hard enough, I reckon I
could do something about that, cuffs or no.
HERRING: Fingers! Don’t....
(Sound of screams, prisoner reported dead due to lack of eyes,
self-inflicted wound. Report ends)
Officer’s Report: Officer Trout
Interview with Lord Buxley, 7th Earl of Worcestershire
Tuesday 5th November
11.30
BUXLEY: I waited in that damned shrub for over an hour; it
was as cold as the grave and about half as inviting. I knew I

Contents Guide

shouldn’t have trusted such common fellows. No doubt they
had made their escape and were off to find a buyer of their
own for the painting. I supposed they had assumed financial,
rather that spiritual value in the painting and were in the
process of conning me. I wasn’t about to go into Charles’s
home like some sort of common criminal however, so as dawn
broke, I made to move- thinking that I would check out the
grounds, and possibly hire some larger, more frightening
thugs to chase down the vagabonds that had stolen the
painting that was rightfully mine.
I was just getting in range of the grounds when I heard the
most awful screams. I haven’t heard screams like that since
that terrible accident with the wild horse in the Christmas
market a few years back. It chilled me to my very marrow sir, I
don’t mind telling you. Moments later, the front door of the
manor swung open and I saw Fingers stumble through. At
least I thought it was him, he- he looked for a moment like he
was wearing mittens. Red mittens made of rags. For a
moment, I was poised to give him what for, to demand my
painting and see what had taken so damned long. But then he
tripped down the stairs and fell. White as a sheet and literally
covered in blood. Well, I thought, that’s that.
TROUT: That’s that?
BUXLEY: Yes, well I wasn’t about to get myself implicated
there and then. Nor was I willing to face whatever was in that
house, so I ran sir. I ran back to my home, ripping my trousers
on the brambles- which, I suppose, is where I came rather
unstuck. Oh God. What’s to become of me Officer?
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TROUT: Well sir, one of my colleagues will speak to you later,
but for now, It is my duty to arrest you for orchestrating a
crime, attempted burglary, aiding and abetting known
criminals and loss of trousers in a public place to name but a
few. You are not obliged to say anything, but anything you do
say will be...

TROUT: Sir.

(Chief Inspector Halibut Enters the interrogation room)

(Report ends, Buxley released without charge).

HALIBUT: What is the meaning of this officer?

REPORT BY OFFICER TROUT, 6th November

TROUT: Sir?

Accompanied by Officers Prawn and Salmon, (Officer
Herring is still on leave) we approached the home of one
Charles Elemental at around 8pm. Finding no one in, we
entered the property through the front door, which had been
left open.

HALIBUT: Why in the name of the elder gods have you got
this fine gentleman in here like a common thief?
TROUT: I was arresting him sir, for common thievery.
HALIBUT: And you think that’s a good idea do you?
TROUT: Well, he has confessed fully and we have all the
evidence we need to link him to that nasty business at
Elemental Manor sir.
HALIBUT: Don’t be ridiculous. Why I’ve known Buxley for
years. I imagine he was just playing along as he was scared. He
was with me that night. Playing night golf we were, at the
club. Isn’t that right Buxley?
BUXLEY: Err...well, yes... I...
HALIBUT: Exactly. Now let this innocent victim go and get a
team assembled to that manor immediately. Get some real
police work done.
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BUXLEY: Well, thank you all the same Officer, lovely talking
to you.
HALIBUT: You’re lucky I don’t demote you back to park
keeper sonny. Now get out of my sight.

Once inside, there was initially nothing amiss, although it
was hard to tell. Many items appeared disturbed, even more
appeared disturbing. There was no trace of staff or the
Professor himself. On hearing what he claimed were ‘odd
noises’, at 8.15 pm Officer Prawn went to investigate the west
wing of the house.
Officer Salmon and I continued to search the living room,
finding no trace of the aforementioned painting. The wall
above the fireplace did show a large rectangular space, lighter
than the rest of the wall, which might have once held a
painting, since taken down. But there were no signs of the
painting itself, which is still missing, presumed stolen.
Searching for the gardener also proved fruitless. The
description given, that of a large man with ginger beard and
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unusual posture, should make him easy to track down if he
remains at large.

but I trust you to do what’s necessary to keep things ticking
over until I return home next Tuesday.

Upon making ready to leave, Prawn reappeared. Officer
Prawn appeared disturbed and upset. When questioned, he
began to laugh and launched into an unprovoked attack. I
have known officer Prawn for many years on the force and he
is a seasoned officer, who is not easily shocked. He repeated a
single phrase ‘house within a house within a house’ while
seriously trying to harm both myself and a fellow officer.
Salmon and I restrained Prawn and left the manor to take him
to the hospital for examinations.

Yours etc etc sincerely and so forth,

Professor Elemental

Officer Prawn remains on indefinite leave in Sunnyvale
Sanatorium for the Mentally Wrong Headed.
It is the recommendation of this report that no one enters
Elemental Manor again. Ever.
TELEGRAM
FROM: PROFESSOR ELEMENTAL
TO: GEOFFERY
Geoffery,
Holiday going well. Time away from the manor was much
needed and although just arrived in Melgrave, it is promising
to be a haven of restfulness. Hope that all is well at home. How
is the gardening coming along? I do hope that you have made
some headway, those knot weeds are in danger of engulfing
the East Wing entirely. Please also ensure that the pet is fed. I
appreciate that sourcing the appropriate food might be tricky,
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Visit Professor Elemental Online
Page: 50

7 Devils - A Wattingers Project
Stills Gallery & Audio Interview
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7 Devils A Wattingers Project
- One of the UK Steampunk
community’s favourite live acts,
The Wattingers are one of the
most imaginative and theatrical
bands it has been my pleasure to
work with.
Join me here in conversation
with Martin Wattinger talking
about the band’s latest project
“Seven Devils” in Steampunk
2021’s very first audio interview!

Listen To Interview
Visit The Wattingers
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Aeronauts & Automotives
By Spike Nesbit
The sun had set. London after dark is not the same as London while
the sun is up. The fog and smog meeting and mingling make it hard
to see any more than about ten feet or so in front, and the shadows
seem to close in all around.
From one of the windows, high up on one of the tenement buildings,
a man was leaning out. His wife was away for the evening so he was
taking his chance to smoke his pipe. His wife hated the smell of it so
he had pretended to quit and she had pretended to believe him; of
such small deceptions are happy marriages made. The man kept one
ear focused inside his flat in case his infant son started crying but the
boy seemed content. He was burbling away happily in his sleep.
Outside the window the man could hear a few of the workshops on
the Thames still humming with activity. Down the street, outside the
Dog & Pony, a couple of fine gentlemen, rather the worse for drink,
were vociferously arguing about the cricket. Getting closer was the
sound of a hansom cab. The steady clip-clop of the horses hooves and
the rumble of the rolling wheels grew louder, along with the sound of
the driver singing an old sea-shanty in a rich, gravelly baritone.
The driver was wrapped in a Royal Navy boat cloak and was doing his
best to manage the reins and refill his pipe simultaneously; a
skillsome feat as the man only had one working hand. His left arm
ended at the wrist and attached there in its stead he had a
mechanical replacement. It was made of brass and oak and had been
provided for him when had been invalided out of the service. It was
hardly a precision tool but he was grateful for it. He knew old soldiers
who had lost limbs and the Army didn’t do nearly so much to help as
the Navy.
He held the reins between his knees and then used his prosthetic to
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hold his pipe steady while his good right hand managed the fiddly
task of picking the old, burnt tobacco out of the bowl and then
refilling it from his pouch. He finished up and put his pipe in his
mouth, holding it between his teeth.
He was just patting his pockets looking for matches when he realised
he was about to miss his turn.
He snatched up the reins and yanked hard to the left. The hansom
wasn’t going terribly fast but it was a frightfully sharp turn and his
two passengers were most put out.
“Bloody hellfire!” said the man.
“Where’s your head at?!” said the woman.
“Sorry ‘bout that, milady” said the driver. “We’re almost there
anyway, it’s just comin’ up on the right.”
I guess I’m not getting a tip this time the driver thought to himself,
morosely.
Their driver was quite right. He didn’t get a tip.
The cab trundled to a stop and the two passengers alighted.
She was dressed in flight leathers; tight brown trousers and sturdy
black boots. And a heavy, dark brown leather coat over a maroon
waist cincher and a cream shirt with enough buttons undone that
her decolletage was almost, but not entirely covered by her loose tied
neckerchief.
Her fair hair and weatherbeaten skin were liberally marked with
soot. There were two patches around her eyes that were still clean.
Most likely due to the goggles that were now bound around her dark,
peaked cap.
She was also, clearly, in charge. She dropped lightly down to the
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cobbles and swaggered off across the road without even glancing
behind her. Leaving her companion with the fare.

wearing bib & braces, overalls and a shirt in some hard-wearing
material with the sleeves rolled up.

“Oh, I guess I’ll pay for this then shall I?” he called out petulantly in a
gruff Caledonian brogue.

Only a fool or a gambler would try guessing what colour they had
originally been.

He had a tidy, red beard and red hair tied back in a long braid and he
was also dressed like an aeronaut. Although he was bare-headed,
only his goggles pushed up on his head, his short jacket was neatly
fastened and he had a scarf wound around his neck to keep the cold
out.

Across her chest was slung a bandolier with a wide array of tools, all
of which were absolutely spotless. In addition she was wearing brass
goggles, and some kind of copper contraption over her mouth and
nose, with a long airhose wound down behind her.

When Scotsman are worried about the cold, you know that winter
has truly set in.
He paid the cabman and hurried after the woman.
“Why is it I always have to pay the out of pocket expenses, that’s what
I’d like to know?” He muttered just loud enough for her to hear him.
“Because” she said. “You steal from petty cash and think I don’t
notice.”
He opened and closed his mouth a few times but wisely chose to keep
any words from coming out.
By this point they had stopped outside a workshop. A huge pair of
wooden doors was closed over and Calder knocked on them. There
was the sound of heavy equipment being used inside which wound
down as the woman started hammering on the doors.
“Hijole, hold your horses!”
The aeronauts stood there a moment waiting for the doors to be
opened.
The figure that opened the door seemed to be a human woman but
through all the soot and grease it was hard to be certain. She was
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“Captain Calder?” she said, pulling the breathing device down to
speak. “This is a hell of a time to be calling on someone.”
“Well, I’m awfully sorry, Mistress Ramirez. Were you restin’?”
Captain Jessica Calder said in her usual lazy, Kansas drawl.
“That is rather far from the point. There is such a thing as propriety.
Some of us prefer not to have lady or gentleman callers all hours of
the night.”
“Oh? Mayhaps you should try it some time. You might find a taste
for it.”
“Hush your mouth, puta.” said Ms. Ramirez. “Mr. Roxburgh, a
pleasure to see you again. You are very welcome to come in.”
There was a definite emphasis on the word “you”.
Captain Jessica Calder, however, was not a woman to take subtle
suggestions. She strode right in like her horse had just won the
Kentucky derby by four lengths.
Inside, the workshop looked as, perhaps, Leonardo da Vinci’s might,
had he been given an arc welder for his birthday. Most of Ms.
Ramirez’s work was in customising and there were gewgaws and
contraptions littering the workshop, many of them in various states
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of disassembly. Captain Calder flicked a curious eye around the room
but Mr. Roxburgh, who’d never been to Ms Ramirez’s workshop
before was agog.

she had done on the Auto. She even hooked her thumbs into her
braces, ready to give her account, when there was a knock at the
door.

It appeared they had interrupted Ms. Ramirez in working on what
looked like a type of compact magazine for cartridge ammunition; it
seemed as though she was endeavouring to combine it with a
clockwork mechanism of some kind. There was a workbench off to
one side partially covered with droptrooper’s silk, alongside a wide
range of complicated equations and anatomical ornithology
diagrams.

Ms Ramirez paused a moment before wandering over to the door.
She barely had to time to open it before two pairs of hands grabbed
her.

By far the most noticeable object, however, was the Automotive in
the centre of the workshop. It was, Mr. Roxburgh knew, the Captain’s
pride & joy and, he had to admit, it was a beautiful piece of
engineering. It had a long sloping body painted in a deep carnelian
red. The grills and pipes were done in newly polished brass and there
wasn’t a straight line anywhere; the entire thing was formed of
sinuous curves. It had no roof, a smoke stack rising out of the driver’s
side of the car behind the rear seating bench and the wheels seemed
to be coated in rubber.
It had cost the Captain almost all she had made on the last 3 jobs;
automotives were still mostly just toys for playboys & playgirls, but
supposedly they were going to replace the horse & cart eventually.
Captain Jessica Calder walked a lap around the vehicle, stroking it
gently, almost tenderly. Ramirez and Roxburgh could have sworn that
she was purring.

“Puta! What are you doing?!” she cried, fighting to stay inside.
Roxburgh and Calder reacted in a flash, and perfectly in sync, and
made straight for the door. Outside were two men, wearing black
coats and masks, struggling to try and pull the engineer towards
them. Captain Calder picked up a heavy hand tool on the way and
brought it crashing down on one of the assailant’s heads. The man
immediately let go of Ms. Ramirez and crumpled. As he did so Mr.
Roxburgh crashed his shoulder into the door, slamming it shut and
holding it in place whilst Calder slammed home the two deadbolts.
“Okay, what in the name of the devil just happened?!” said Capt.
Calder.
“You just used a precision pressure gauge as a bludgeoning tool.
That’s what’s happened!”
“Priorities, Mistress Ramirez” said Roxburgh “Someone just tried to
kidnap you.”
“Well, I can’t imagine why they would” said Ms. Ramirez.

Eventually she realised there were others in the room and,regaining
her composure, cleared her throat. Then she turned to Ms. Ramirez.

A long volley of shots rang out and they could hear the rounds
ricocheting off the walls outside. Roxburgh hit the ground while his
Captain threw herself on top of Ms. Ramirez.

“Were you able to make the modifications we discussed?”

“Okay” said Calder. “The ‘why’ of it can wait for a spell.”

Ms. Ramirez smiled broadly and was about to launch into a very
detailed, slightly smug explanation of every brilliant piece of work

Mr. Roxburgh sighed as he and Calder got to their feet, drawing their

Contents Guide

Page: 58

pistols. The shooting from outside had stopped but now the door was
being kicked, repeatedly. Someone was putting real muscle behind
the blows.
“Every time” said Roxburgh. “Every time I go somewhere with you.”
“Stow it, Roxburgh” said Calder “Mind the door and put a hole
through anyone who crosses the threshold.”
“Aye Captain”
“Do I get a gun?” asked Ms. Ramirez.
“You ever fired one in anger?” asked the Captain.

“What about the Automotive?” said Ramirez.
“That would be fastest” said Calder. “But if they know what we are
doing they may have time to block us. Can you get those main doors
open quickly?”
Mistress Ramirez smiled.
“Si, I certainly can.”
“Alright, make it so” said Captain Calder. She ran to the Automotive
and reached for a lever under the steering wheel, causing the back of
the Auto to pop open.

“Well, you damn sure ain’t starting when I’m anywhere near you.”

“Mr. Roxburgh, you’re relieved.” Captain Calder said as she walked up
and tapped him on the shoulder, levelling her own revolver to point
at the door. “Go look in the trunk.”

“Captain!” shouted Mr. Roxburgh. “That door’s about to give!”

“The what?”

“Fire at will, Mr. Roxburgh!”

“The back of the Automotive!” said Capt. Calder firing off a round at
what, she would admit, might well have been a shadow but it caused
the gunfire from outside to start up again.

“No.”

The door gave to a final kick and a man rushed in and took a bullet in
the chest half a second later from Roxburgh’s volcano pistol. As he
chambered his next shell his Captain put a round into the shoulder
of the next man. The kidnapper span around and fell backwards,
splaying out across the threshold and making it a little harder for the
next person to try and walk through.
The two of them watched the door for a few seconds. It seemed that
finding out there were armed defenders inside the workshop had
given their attackers pause. The gunfire had ceased and to seasoned
fighters like Calder and Roxburgh the silence was more worrying than
the gunfire.
“They will be looking for another way in” said Calder.

“There’s nothing in here!” shouted Mr. Roxburgh over the sound of
the enemy gunfire
“Oh for God’s-” Calder rushed back over. She got there and pulled a
small leather handle inside that Roxburgh either hadn’t seen or
hadn’t thought to check and lifted the bottom panel of the trunk to
reveal a range of weaponry.
“It’s the optional extras that really sell these new vehicles for me”
said Capt. Calder.
Roxburgh picked out a repeating shotgun and checked the breach.
Then he grabbed a bandolier of shells and slung it over his shoulder.

“Aye, Captain” said Roxburgh “We need an exit strategy.”
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While this was happening Ms. Ramirez had fetched a number of
devices, a series of metal buckets and a hydraulic nail gun. She placed
the devices in the buckets and started nailing the buckets to the
middle of the two huge doors at the front of the workshop. She had
just finished nailing the last one in place when Captain Calder settled
in the driver’s seat and started the automotive’s engine.
“Okay” said Ms. Ramirez. “Ten seconds.”
“What?” said Calder. “You’re cutting it pretty fine ain’t you?”
“Well, I’m sorry I wasn’t prepared for the possibility that I might have
to escape my own home under machine gun fire!”
“What a sheltered life you’ve lived.” Calder said as the buckets
explode, a number of their assailants rushed through the door and
Capt. Calder hammered her foot down on the throttle as Roxburgh
dove into the back seat
The automotive shot forward, smashing what was left of the doors
out of the way.

get some distance from their pursuers. She jerked the wheel to the
side to swerve round a rag ‘n’ bone cart, nearly knocking Ms.
Ramirez out of the Automotive.
“Talk to me, Mr. Roxburgh.” she said, beginning to use her stern,
Captain’s voice. “What are they doing now?”
“Gaining on us” he said, letting off a blast from his shotgun. “Uhh, I
think they’re levelling pistols at us.”
Captain Calder glanced in her mirror again, her eyes widened and
she snatched at a lever under the steering wheel.
The trunk popped up, right in front of Roxburgh’s face, just as there
was a shriek of gunfire and a line of dents appeared in the metal
right before his eyes.
“Umm, Captain?” he said, his eye twitching slightly.
“Yes, Roxburgh?”
“Would you mind awfully driving just rather a lot faster?”

She winced slightly as the doors scraped off some of the vehicle’s
paintwork. They reached the middle of the road and Calder spun the
wheel, swung the vehicle round and sped off down the street.

Capt. Calder knew that in a contest of speed the velocipedes, by far,
had the advantage and so, instead of trying to outrun them she
stamped down hard on the brakes.

“Hell and buckshot! That was a close one!”

The sudden deceleration caught their pursuers by surprise; one of
the riders whom was dangerously close behind them crashed into
the rear of the automotive, buckling their front wheel.

“What do you mean ‘was’ Captain?” quizzed Roxburgh, looking
behind them.

“By all that’s holy, Ms. Ramirez.” said Calder, with some conviction.
“What did you do to these people‽”

It also caught Mr. Roxburgh by surprise and as the auto rapidly
decelerated he was thrown forward between the two front seats, still
holding his shotgun. He was shaken but after a second he recovered
and, raising his shotgun, drew a bead on another of the Velo’ riders
who had gotten closer than they probably intended.

She stamped on the clutch and dropped a gear, desperate to try and

He was still groggy and his aim was unreliable but fortunately the

Captain Calder glanced in her mirror and saw four men on what
looked to be motorised velocipedes gaining rapidly.
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rider wasn’t willing to risk it. They swerved wildly away and careened
into the window of a tobacconist’s.
That left only two pursuers behind them but Captain Calder knew
that she and her associates were on borrowed time. They had to get
clear of them as soon as possible and her mind raced through
possibilities while the riders continued to fire pistols at them and
Roxburgh climbed back onto the rear seats.
She jerked the wheel to one side to avoid another horse and cart,
almost throwing Roxburgh out of the vehicle, and then skidded
around a sharp corner to the left and stamped on the accelerator,
trying to gain even a little ground before jerking the wheel wildly to
take a tight right turn, before another sharp left.
The chicane manoeuvring wasn’t shaking them off but it was enough
to stop them firing at her. Although it meant she had to concentrate
entirely on her driving and she couldn’t spare a thought for
formulating any plans. At the next turn she barely avoided scraping
against a fire hydrant.

The force of water that came out was extraordinary. It hit the nearest
velocipede and slammed into the other one. The collision knocked
both of them down and they slid on their sides across the cobbled
street but Captain Calder didn’t ease off on the throttle until they
were at least half a mile away.
She brought the automotive down to a sensible, safe speed and tried
to do the same with her heartbeat. After a few more minutes driving,
in silence, she felt able to speak.
“Mr. Roxburgh?” she said, then heard his affirmative grunt in
response. “Are we free and clear?”
“Aye, Cap’n” he said with some trepidation. “But we have a more
immediate problem now.”
“What’s that?” said his skipper.
“Miss Ramirez is about to vomit.
The End

Which forced a plan upon her…
“Mr. Roxburgh?” she shouted behind her.
“Still here, Captain.”
“At the next turn” she said carefully. “I want you to shoot the fire
hydrant.”
“Yes, ma’am” said Roxburgh, loading another cartridge into his
scatterpipe.
The next turn came up and as Captain Calder spun them round,
Roxburgh levelled his gun and shot the nozzle clean off the next
hydrant they passed.
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Finckle Zinckle my clockwork cat,
With brass rimmed goggles and felt top hat,
Sitting on me knee as we cruise the seas,
Looking for Kraken for the wee man’s tea!”
“

From Sincere Apologies & Other Untruths
- Steampunk McGonagall
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Be A Part O’ Atticus Oldman's STEAMPUNKERY!
The Steampunkery web magazine is looking for guest writers to provide articles, poetry and short stories.
Photographers and artists are also invited to share their work via this exciting new project hosted by Atticus
Oldman and produced in Auld Aether Reekie. Email us directly via steampunkedinburgh@gmail.com for further
details on participation and also advertising opportunities!

For Details Of Next Deadline Visit Our Website At www.steampunkery.org

NOTE: All Material Provided Must Be Participant's Own Work With Full Rights To Share With Steampnk 2021

Participation Guidelines
Flash Fiction from 200 to 500 words
Short Stories up to 2000 words
Poetry up to 500 words
Articles up to 1500 words

Artwork & Photographs - 300 dpi minimum

Advertising with Steampunkery
Each edition of Steampunkery will offer a limited amount of space for Steampunk related advertising products,
events or services. Advertisements must be non political, non religious in nature and must not contain or relate to
offensive material. Email for further information via steampunkedinburgh@gmail.com

