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For the inventors and the dreamers: those who see what could be, rather than what is. 
 
 
 

When I die, I'm going to leave my body to science fiction.  
– The Muppet Show 
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ONE 
 
 Jack Baker's student room was larger than most, as befitted the Head of Second Year and one of the more 
promising students at Harvard School for Engineering. It was on the ground floor of the squat three-floor dormitory: a 
long, narrow space with a bed crammed into one end and workbenches pushed up against the remaining walls. Clare 
often thought it was a grim room when empty, all grey curtains and greasy machines, but Jack's personality filled and 
brightened it – visitors rarely noticed the bare student furniture and lack of creature comforts when Jack was there.  
 "Go on," Jack was saying, while Clare contemplated the machine in front of her. His movements were almost 
manic, excitement vibrating in every muscle as he showed off his new invention. "Put a coin in." 
 Clare eyed the oddly-shaped assembly in front of her with skepticism. "A coin?" 
 "Sure," Jack said, pointing to a metal box on one end with a slot in the lid. "Any old coin will do." 
 "And then what happens?" 
 "Put a coin in and find out," he said, a little impatiently.  
 Clare rolled her eyes and reached into her pocket, miming the search for a coin as she rubbed her fingers together 
to Create one. She held it carefully so Jack couldn't see the blank stamps on either side, dropping it into the box he 
indicated.  
 The box dipped slightly and she jerked back – Jack's inventions were unpredictable and good reflexes were 
recommended – but nothing exploded. A lever flicked a switch which set a cogwheel spinning. A platform at the heart 
of the contraption rose up and a book fluttered open. Each page was attached to a little metal finger, and they flicked 
past almost too fast to see until something clanked and it stopped, just as a lamp lit up above the book. A scroll of thin 
linen snapped open, startling her, and a projection of the open page appeared on it.  
 "…(see fig 1) the wear on the gear is comparable and a steady calculation adjusting for error plus or minus…" she trailed off. 
"What is this?" 
 "Well, that's one of my textbooks, I needed a sample and I don't care if that one gets ripped up, it's old," Jack said. 
"It's a book machine." 
 "A book machine," she said. 
 "You put a coin in, you get a page from a book. You know, like the Consolations or Shakespeare or something." 
 "Couldn't I just open a book and get that?" she asked.  
 Jack's face fell. "But the point is, the machine does it for you. See, I think – you've had a hard day, you're trudging 
home to your screaming kids, the trains are running late, and you pass this machine and put a coin in. You get 
something nice to cheer you up. Don't you think?" 
 "Will people pay for it, though?" 
 "They buy books." 
 Just then the box made an angry clunking noise – the coin she'd Created must have vanished – and Jack shot her a 
disapproving look.  
 "You're not supposed to Create money, you know that," he said reproachfully.  
 "I'm a student. We're allowed as long as we don't spend it. And besides, who's going to know?" she asked, then 
hastily changed the subject. "You know what you could do," she said, as the lamp went out, the linen rolling itself up 
again. "You could put some little sweets in the machine and then when people put a coin in, this bit here could give 
them a piece of candy." 
 "Candy?" Jack asked skeptically. "What good is that when you're unhappy?" 
 "Well, I'd pay for that," she said. "I love, by the way, that this is what they teach you at University." 
 "You know that's not true," Jack said. "I do this for fun." 
 "Should have come to the Trade Schools with me," she said, shaking her head. 
 "I like Harvard," Jack said stubbornly. "I don't need to make something out of nothing. Hell, I do that here." 
 "No, Jack," she patiently replied. "You make something out of a lot of other things." 
 "But it didn't exist before and now it does. That's creation too. I'm going to set it up on campus and test it out. See 
how many people put coins in." 
 "Oh, don't put it on campus, they'll pull it apart for scrap in a day." 
 Jack sighed and touched a ridge of the contraption affectionately. "Anyway, it was fun to make." A thoughtful 
look crossed his face. "I suppose it would be lighter if I took the Camera Obscura out and put candy in…that's the 
problem with Creation," he added, as he prodded at the roll of linen in the guts of the machine. "Nothing you make 
ever lasts and you can't rearrange it once it's made. This machine, I can pull it apart and tell you exactly how it works. 
And it'll last forever, at least if you oil the parts and replace the lamp fuel and the book doesn't catch on fire." 
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 "Only that?" Clare asked, grinning.  
 "Well, it has its kinks still to be worked out," Jack said, rubbing the back of his head, his short sandy-blond hair 
standing on end. "You didn't come around to see this, did you?" 
 "No – actually, I came to show you something," she said. "Got time for a walk?" 
 "You know I'm not allowed off-campus – " 
 "You get ten days allowance. Use a few hours. It'll be worth it." 
 Jack gave her an appraising look. "You've got something up your sleeve." 
 She held up her arms, showing off her wrists, but he just laughed and shook his head, reaching for his coat. 
 "All right, you'll tell me when you're ready," he said. "But only a few hours, Clare." 
 They took the route uphill, southeast across the campus, casting long shadows in the afternoon light. The fields 
near the train station were filled with broken down steam trains crawling with First Years – repairing and replacing, 
tinkering, getting greasy. Those who looked up nodded at Jack in his sober student clothes, some casting subtle, quick 
glances at Clare in her bright purple dress. In other respects they weren't so dissimilar; Jack was taller, but they shared 
the same sandy-blond hair, the same inquisitive blue eyes, similar snub noses. They could have been siblings, a sister up 
from Boston to visit her brother at school. 
 From the top of the hill to the east they could see the river, glittering and full of boaters: men in tall hats, women 
holding parasols. They walked along the ridge for a while, heading for the gatehouse in the wall that bounded Harvard 
on all sides.  
 "Don't you ever wish you could leave whenever you wanted?" Clare asked, as they approached the side-gate. It had 
been bothering her for a while, that Jack was essentially a prisoner at Harvard, where students were confined to campus 
except for their leave-allowance.  
 He shook his head. "Not me. Some of the students come up here all the time. Homesick, mainly. On a clear day 
you can see Boston," he said. "I try not to think about it." 
 "Locked up in your machines," she said. 
 "I like my machines. Someday they're going to be everywhere, and you Creationists will have hard going," he said.  
 "Why would anyone want a machine for something when you can just…Create something that does its work?" 
 "Because at the end of the day the machine's still there. You know how it works." 
 "You know how." 
 "The University takes any student with an inquiring mind and a willingness to get a little dirty," he said loftily. He 
leaned on the porter's desk just inside the gatehouse, smiling. 
 "Jack Baker, gating out," he said. "Back before lockup tonight. What's my allowance?" 
 "If you're back by lockup, six days left until new term," the woman replied. 
 "I don't suppose…" He gave her a charming smile. 
 "You're charming, but not charming enough," she replied with a smile, writing his name in the logbook. She 
checked her pocket-watch, noted the time, and turned the key that opened the bars on the gate. Jack passed through, 
saluted her, and offered Clare his arm again. 
 "Where are we going? Boston?" he asked. 
 "Not even so far," she said, tugging him left. He followed obediently and, though he had protested when he was 
inside the gates, once outside his eyes took in everything around him eagerly. He was bareheaded and wearing the dark 
coat of a University student, but everywhere around him were people in bright colors and new fashions: elegant gloves 
on their hands, glittering chains on their waistcoats, bright hats on their heads. He watched the buttoned-up boots of 
the woman walking in front of them until Clare had to remind him to look where he was going.  
 "You didn't take me for a walk outside the gates just to go for a walk, did you?" he asked.  
 "No," she said. "There's an art gallery – " 
 "Oh God!" he groaned.  
 "No, you'll like this one." 
 "More Creationist art? All shapes and colors and nothing even remotely recognizable?" 
 "No Creationists at all," she said, sighing. "It's been all over the newspapers, but I don't suppose you read them. 
The gallery went up a few weeks ago and they have a ban on Creationism. It's just down the alley, there," she said, 
pointing to a street in the distance. "Do you want an ice cream?" 
 "Haven't got any money." 
 "I have." 
 "Clare – " 
 "It's real money," she said, flashing a pair of coins. They twinkled in the sunlight. "Do you want Chocolate or 
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Raspberry?" 
 "Both, if you're paying." 
 She laughed and stopped in front of a storefront, leaning in the window. While she ordered, he watched: the burly 
man who scooped the ice cream, the mist rising off the bins, the Creationist on a stool in the back, idly smoking a 
cigarette and every so often Creating new ice to keep the ice cream cold.  
 Clare leaned out again with two pretty glass bowls in her hands, complete with little brass spoons. Jack accepted 
his bowl and began on the raspberry. 
 "Do you even like raspberry?" she asked as they walked. 
 "Makes the chocolate taste better when you start on it," he said. "What did you get?" 
 "Pear." 
 He shuddered and kept walking. The street sloped gently downwards towards the alley she'd pointed out, but his 
attention wandered to the unlit gaslamps, the storefronts, the horses and carts carrying people along. He pointed to a 
horse with his spoon. 
 "Someday I'm going to build a clockwork horse," he said.  
 "What for?" 
 "Well, then we won't need horses anymore." 
 "I like horses." 
 "So do I, which is why I think they should run around free, not be made to pull carts and stuff like that. It's 1880, 
Clare, we have to acknowledge progress. There's a giant untapped potential in clockwork and machines, you know. 
Someday people will find out that life could be better with machines. Then there'll be a revolution. An industrial one, 
totally bloodless – " 
 "Anarchist." 
 "Oh no! You know me," he said, distressed. "I like things to be orderly. Well, to a point. You need a little mess to 
get things done, but all this mess…" he finished the raspberry and took a bite of chocolate, "is too much mess. It isn't 
sensible." 
 Clare hid her smile behind a bite of ice cream and led him onwards. 
 They finished their snack a few minutes ahead of their destination and she took the Created bowl and spoon from 
him, placing them carefully on a patch of grass outside a nearby building where they wouldn't bother anyone until they 
disappeared in an hour or two.  
 "Come along," she said, and he followed her to a small courtyard at the end of the alley, with a cafe on one side 
and a glass-windowed shop on the other.  
 "The Gallery of Automation," he said, reading the sign above the door. "I like the sound of that." 
 He pushed the door open ahead of her and stepped into a surprisingly airy, well-lit room, the sun coming in 
through skylight tunnels in the ceiling and glass windows on the other side. One window was boarded up, and the 
remains of broken glass could be seen in the frame.  
 Jack wasn't looking at that, however. He was gaping at the exhibits. 
 Portraits and landscapes lined the walls, but it was the sculptures that dotted the room which obviously captured 
his attention. Everywhere he looked something ticked or clicked or whirred, the sound of moving parts interlocking and 
gears turning. Each sculpture was constructed of bare mechanical parts not hidden behind casings or partitions; the 
nearest one had a series of levers marked "PULL ME" and a metal tray underneath where a piece of paper was being 
spat out even as they entered. Another one had a slowly-turning fan at its center. 
 "They were all built," Clare said, smiling and leaning against his shoulder. "Nothing's Created at all." 
 "It's amazing," he said, inspecting the lever machine. He put out a callused hand and tugged on one 
experimentally; two others jerked upwards. He pulled one of those down, and a little platform poked up out of the top 
of the device. There were three metal weights on it. Jack shifted one to the right and it sank down again. A piece of 
paper settled into the metal tray. He picked it up. 
 "2nd Lft 20deg 1st Rt neg15deg 2oz L-R," he read.  
 "Gibberish," Clare said. 
 "No – no, it's engineering script. Second left lever twenty degrees down, first right lever fifteen degrees up, two 
ounces moved from left to right," he said. "It's telling me what I just did." 
 "You just did it." 
 "Yes, but this is a record of it in case I want to do it again." Jack got down on his knees and peered up into the 
belly of the device. "Look, there's a series of keys up there. The levers select keys and when the weight shifts it signals 
this gear to feed paper in, and the paper spits out once the keys have printed whatever you just did onto the paper. Is it 
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self-inking?" 
 "I don't know," Clare said, inspecting another machine with a pocket-watch in a web of wires at its centre. "I think 
this one just randomly – " she ducked back as a metal arm swung around, narrowly missing her, " – moves." 
 "I wonder what the rest of them do," Jack said. He jumped to his feet and began studying another one that had a 
swinging metal strip at one end and a pipe that dripped water into a bowl at the other. He tapped his finger on the lever, 
interrupting its motion, and the rhythm of the dripping water changed slightly. 
 "A few of them seem useful. The rest don't appear to do anything," said a deep voice from the corner, and both of 
them turned around.  
 A man was sitting on one of the gallery's benches, an open sketchbook in his lap and a pen in one hand; he looked 
just shy of middle-age, with brown hair in a widow's peak, dark eyes, and ink-stains on his fingers. When he spoke, it 
was with a rich accent that placed his origin far away from Boston. "I don't think they're supposed to do anything, 
actually." 
 "Well, what's the point of that?" Jack demanded. 
 "As I understand it," the man said, turning to a new sketchbook page, "They are a rebellion against Creationism 
and proof that machinery can be beautiful. I applaud the sentiment." 
 "Are you the curator?" Jack asked. He glanced at the sketchbook; the page the man had just turned fluttered in the 
breeze from another machine's fan, and he saw that it was filled with tightly-scrawled text rather than technical drawings 
or sketches.  
 "No, just curious," the man replied. "I spend my afternoons here; it gets me out of the house, which I'm told is 
good for me. You're a Harvard man." 
 "Yes," Jack said cautiously. 
 "Squiring a woman from the Boston School of Creation to a museum where Creationism is banned." 
 Clare touched the little pendant she wore, the wheel-shaped signifier of her trade – the plain wood a symbol she 
was a student, not a qualified Creationist yet.  
 "She brought me here," Jack said. "I didn't even know this place existed." 
 "I don't imagine they want you to, not at Harvard. It's an engineering school. This is…pure geegawism," the man 
said.  
 "Like a machine that gives you candy," Clare whispered to Jack, who grinned.  
 "Radical mechanical engineering, right under the nose of the school," the man continued. "University is a good 
education, mind you, but it would appear that the ones who aren't so interested in learning how a train or a gas light 
works have their own ideas about what they should be learning. Don't you agree?" 
 "These weren't made by engineers?" Jack asked. 
 "Untutored fiddlers-about, mostly. They interest me immensely, being a great fiddler-about myself, though not 
usually with machines. I'm Ellis," the man said, extending a hand.  
 "Clare Fields," Clare said, shaking his hand. "This is Jack Baker." 
 "I think I've heard of you," Ellis continued, taking Jack's hand. "You're the Head of your year, aren't you?" 
 "By default," Jack said shyly. "I'm the only one who didn't get gated or thrown out or fail a class last year." 
 "Faint praise," Ellis murmured.  
 "So you like engineering, then?" Clare asked. "You're not a student, are you?" 
 "I'm a student of many disciplines, informally," he replied. "The East is a rich mine of information." 
 "East?" Clare laughed. "It's west to you, isn't it? You're English." 
 "Indeed. But this is the East in America," Ellis said. "I've been to the West of America; that interests me too, but I 
wasn't very popular there. I decided I'd like to come here again, where all the gunfire is in the newspapers." 
 "We hope," Claire said, smiling.  
 Ellis matched it, a fleeting twitch that hardly touched his lips. "Your young friend has got bored with us," he said, 
nodding over her shoulder to where Jack was fiddling with another sculpture. 
 "He bores easily," she replied.  
 "I'm interested as to why you brought him here." 
 "Jack likes machines." 
 "To be more specific, Miss Fields – " 
 " – Clare, please – " 
 " – why did you bring him here? The Creationists have not been very kind to this gallery." 
 "Shit!" Jack said, then covered his mouth. They both glanced at him. He was holding a piece of metal.  
 "Should we – " Ellis began, leaning forward as if to rise. 
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 "Wait for it," Clare interrupted. The older man waited patiently. Jack's hand dropped from his mouth and he 
began to study the twisted piece of metal first with curiosity and then with interest. He held it up at arm's length, as if 
mentally fitting it back in. 
 "I can fix it!" Jack said, and Clare turned back to Ellis, but he was still watching Jack. His eyes followed every 
move as Jack took a small metal bar out of his pocket, unfolded it, and snapped a lock on it somewhere, turning it into 
a durable-looking wrench. 
 "Standard Harvard issue?" Ellis asked. 
 "No; his invention. He takes it with him everywhere." 
 "Why?" 
 "He breaks things," she sighed.  
 "And fixes them?" 
 "Generally." 
 Jack thrust his head and shoulders into the machine, and a series of loud clanks finally drew the attention of an 
attendant, who leaned down over the other side and held discourse with Jack through the gears.  
 "To return to our topic," Ellis continued, leaning back once more and resting the closed notebook on his knee, 
"Why you?" 
 "Jack and I are friends. Besides, I'm just a student." 
 "You've known him a long time?" 
 "Since we were children. I wanted him to come to the Trade Schools with me – his teachers said he could, 
but…Jack doesn't like Creating." 
 "That was thoughtful of you. To ask him, I mean. And not be angry with him when he chose something else." 
 "AHA!" Jack shouted. "Pull the string!" 
 The attendant obeyed and steam issued from one end of the machine. Jack extricated himself carefully, still 
holding the twisted metal. 
 "You may want to have the artist come look," he said. "Just tell him I took the top regulator segment out 
completely and bypassed four or five gears – he'll get the picture. And uh…" He offered the piece of metal. "If he 
wants to restore it, here's the part. He'll need a new one." 
 The attendant eyed Jack, said something quietly, and accepted the metal. Jack approached again, wiping a smear of 
oil off his face. 
 "Well, I've been thrown out," he said. "We should go. Nice to meet you," he added to Ellis, taking Clare's hand 
and heading for the door. Clare sighed tolerantly and followed. 
 
 
 
 It was just coming on twilight by the time they reached the gate again, their backs to the river and to Boston. 
Across the water behind them, the street lights were coming on, the Creationist lamplighter walking his beat to set 
illumination along the streets.  
 "Thank you for the afternoon," Jack said, standing outside the gate with his hands shoved in his pockets, the 
porter watching them through the bars. "Sorry I got us kicked out." 
 "You had fun, though." 
 "Tons!" he said, beaming. "I'll go back if they let me back in, sometime." He turned to look at the University. 
"Well, in a few weeks. It's there for months, isn't it?" 
 "Should be. Don't go without me, though, all right?" 
 "Wouldn't dream of it. Are you taking the train back to Boston tonight?" 
 "Yep." 
 "Travel safe, will you?" 
 She grinned. "I promise. I'll come up on Tuesday to see you again. Actually, my whole class is coming up for a 
lecture." 
 The porter rattled her keys against the bars. "You can't kiss her goodbye inside the gates? You're burning 
minutes." 
 "I'm not going to kiss her," Jack said, scowling. "Well…" 
 He bent and kissed Clare on the forehead, chucking her under the chin. She hugged his shoulders briefly and then 
let him go, shoving him towards the gate. 
 "G'night Fields," he called, as the porter slid the lock open, checked her pocket-watch, and noted the time he 
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returned.  
 "G'night Baker," she answered, laughing. "Fix that book machine, will you?" 
 He waved in reply and walked onward, back towards his room in the Second Year dormitory building. Other 
students ran past on their way to dinner or class or their studies, waving to him occasionally.  
 It was a world of its own, Harvard. It had its own dining halls and bookshops, its own staff of servants, its own 
petty tyrants and mad geniuses. Jack didn't seem to mind being kept inside the walls, had never minded solitude too 
much. He was a little starved for stimulation, Clare knew, but he'd never really been bothered by the fact that each term 
he had only ten days to go out past the gates, plus two weeks at Christmas and another handful of weeks in the high 
summer.  
 Then again, many of the students were far away from family and home, which she guessed made it harder. Jack 
had been born in Boston and raised there, and he had no family left to miss. Except her, but she came up all the time to 
see him.  
 Jack lived mostly in his own head, these days. Frankly, she worried about him when he left the safe confines of 
Harvard's walls. She worried, distantly, about what would happen when he left the school – he had dreams of travel, 
like his mother had, and Jack venturing out into the wide world without anyone to watch over him made ner nervous.  
 Still, he was a grown man, and she supposed he'd have to learn how to look out for himself sooner or later. 
 Clare hummed an old song to herself as she walked to the station and caught the train back across the trestle 
bridge to Boston, thinking of her cheerful bedroom in the flat she shared with two other girls, above the millinery shop 
a few blocks from the Trade Schools. There would be a bright fire waiting and she could buy a few sausages and some 
fresh eggs to cook for dinner.  
 She wouldn't have traded places with Jack for anything, but she did love to visit once in a while.  
 
 
 

Excerpt from undated letter 
Clare Fields to Gregory Anderson 

 
Original may be found in the collected letters of Gregory Anderson, declassified in 1952 and now in the custody of the British Library. 
 
 As to how I met Ellis – well, I can't believe he never told you! From the way he acted later I'd have thought the first thing 
he did was send you a letter all about us. But I suppose he was playing his cards close to his vest at the time.  
 I don't know if you know this, but when we were students in America I was in the habit of visiting Jack at Harvard and 
trying to get him out more. He was pretty isolated there. He had plenty of fellow-students and such, but he never really made 
friends with any of them. So I'd gone to see him because I'd read about this gallery exhibit of machines, and I thought he'd like it. 
 Did he ever! 
 We thought we were pretty much alone in the gallery, because Ellis was doing his sit-silently-and-watch routine, you 
know the one, so when he spoke up we were both pretty surprised. There he was on a bench, watching us the whole time, 
missing nothing, I'm sure. He was playing the part of the ink-covered writer pretty well, though with Ellis I guess you never do 
know if it's a role or if everything else is a role and being an ink-covered writer is his natural state. It's stopped mattering to me, 
as I suppose it has to you.  
 I thought he seemed pretty ordinary, and Jack wasn't in the habit of paying close attention to people then. He was just this 
brown-haired man with brown eyes in a brown suit and still pretty tanned from being out west, too. Bland all over. The only 
thing that really struck me was his voice – rich and dry and with such an elegant accent. But in all honesty given how very 
ordinary he seemed, I thought he was a little pompous. And he was very nosy. He asked all kinds of questions about us, while 
Jack was busy breaking machinery. Ask Jack sometime about getting kicked out, I'm sure he remembers it.  
 I mean, that was it, really. We just happened to meet. I think it was fate. Not in some ridiculous poetic way, just in the way 
these things happen, where one inevitability follows another until it's like a runaway train. We had to meet that day, so that all 
the rest of it could happen. I'm not overly given to religious faith, but I do believe. I think if a divine hand is guiding us, that was 
a pretty good day's work for the Creator.  
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 Ellis Graveworthy sat down in the comfortable plush chair, resting his fingertips on the edges of the arms. His 
notebook was tucked in the leather bag next to the chair, and he watched with amusement as the man on the other side 
of the desk looked at the visible edge of it curiously. 
 "It's a new novel," he said, and the man's head lifted. "In case you were wondering. It's about clocks." 
 The man frowned. Ellis sighed. 
 "Sorry. You don't really care about the novel. I'm just never happy unless I'm writing both sides of the 
conversation," he said. 
 "I care that it's not notes." 
 "Notes on what? Machines that do nothing?" 
 "Evidence that you aren't wasting your time. Our time." 
 "I'm not a policeman, I don't procure evidence. I'm progressing – " 
 " – how? – " 
 " – and progress takes time and meticulous attention to detail. You wanted a scholar, you know. If you'd wanted a 
soldier you had plenty to choose from," Ellis said, leaning back. "The reason the service has always had trouble hiring 
people who could really be useful is that they're out there actually being useful." 
 The man rubbed his forehead. "No novelizations of the issue, please. You may be overlooking the fact that, as you 
said yourself, half of all artists are quite undependable and very likely insane." 
 "What I said was that nine tenths of all artists are quite undependable and very much insane." 
 "The point remains that you've had a month in Boston since you returned from Wyoming and you have no 
discernibly more than you began with when you left for Wyoming in the first place. Time is fleeting, Graveworthy."  
 Ellis scowled. "All I have asked since I started was that I have time." 
 "What are your plans for the coming week?" 
 He cocked his eyebrow. "Two lectures at the University, and a visit to Boston for the Sunday rites." 
 "That's all?" 
 "It's a lot. For a ten o'clock lecture I'm on campus all day, with one thing and another. It's exhausting. I do need 
time to recover." 
 "This from the man who walked across Spain." 
 "Well, that was different. Nobody wanted to talk to me then," Ellis said, lips quirking. "Besides, I was years 
younger. Anyway, this argument is pointless, you know. You can sack me, or you can let me do the job I was hired to 
do and be patient with the length of time it will take." 
 "I'm only an agent, like yourself." 
 "They placed me under your authority in America. I speak to you as I would to them and trust you'll pass this 
along to those in power."  
 The man across from him frowned as Ellis stood, gathering up his satchel and buckling the flap to prevent his 
notebook from falling out.  
 "I'm on the scent of something," Ellis said, shouldering the bag. "We'll speak again. The time will fly faster than 
you think." 
 "Let's hope not," the man replied, and bent to his paperwork once more.  
 
 
 
 The great front gates of Harvard University opened on Tuesday morning with the kind of well-oiled softness that 
came from the loving care of expert engineers. The bolts slid back silently and the wheels and gears turned in their 
grooves to throw wide the filigreed wrought-iron doors, decorated with delicate finials and twining metal vines, which 
students past and present had often dared each other to climb without being caught. Most who took the dare had 
managed to climb the gates; few had managed to get away with it.  
 The brightly-dressed men and women of the Boston Trade School of Creation looked around them curiously as 
they passed through the open gates. Some of them had never seen the inside of any Engineering college, let alone the 
illustrious, tradition-steeped Harvard of Cambridge. They walked in neat lines, two by two, talking and laughing easily 
with each other, pointing out the half-repaired trains in the yard and the high, Gothic architecture of the buildings as if 
they were tourist attractions. Crowds of Harvard students, uniformly dressed in sober clothing and black cloaks, parted 
around them like ravens encountering a flock of parrots. Some of them stared as a fellow engineer culled one of the 
Creationists from the flock and caught the foreigner in a friendly bear-hug.  
 "Good morning, Fields!" Jack said ecstatically, setting her back on the ground and joining in the slow march to the 
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enormous central lecture hall. "Come to slum it with the engineers?" 
 "Hardly slumming," she said, as her companions turned to look at the tall, gangling blond boy walking at Clare's 
side. Jack, if he noticed – which was doubtful – ignored them. "Everyone's excited. We're having lunch at the students' 
mess afterwards – will you come sit with me so I can show you off?" 
 "Of course. I have to leave you on your own in the hall, though – Second Years aren't allowed in the balcony. 
Guests and upperclassmen only." 
 "You do know how to make a girl feel special," she said, flipping her hair in mock-flirtation as they passed 
between two buildings and emerged into the wide, flat field in front of the lecture hall. Harvard students were trickling 
in through the doorways, some pausing to wipe grease or mud from their shoes before entering. The Dean of the 
School of Creation, a heavyset man with a pince-nez, counted heads as his students entered and cast a suspicious look 
at Jack.  
 "Come this way," Jack said, pulling her away from the stairs and into a shadowed doorway. "Look." 
 She peered around the frame and into the lecture hall, more modern than the rest of the buildings and a marvel of 
engineering in its own right. 
 "The roof has no pillars, it's all arches with buttresses to bear the weight," Jack said in her ear, pointing upwards. 
"The stage is big enough to hold two separate engines, and it's braced to support their weight, though we never put 
more than one up there at a time." 
 "Will we be able to hear anything?" she asked. 
 "Yeah, we have a Creationist who has some kind of voice-magnifying device he sets up for us. I'd like to invent 
one that uses real parts," he added. 
 "How?" 
 "Don't know. I'll find out someday," he said serenely.  
 "Miss Fields," the Dean called.  
 "See you in the dining hall after," she said, squeezing his hand and running back to where her companions were 
waiting on the stairs.  
 "The infamous Clare?" a voice asked, and Jack turned from his contemplation of the stage to find the Head of the 
third-year students standing next to him. "Hullo, Baker," Larsson said. 
 "Hullo, Larsson," Jack replied, not bothering to put much respect in his tone. "That's her; she's gone up to the 
balcony." 
 "Where I am soon bound. You don't mind if I sit with her, do you?" Larsson asked, leering slightly. 
 "I can't exactly dictate your movements," Jack asked.  
 "Not if you want to stay at the University." 
 Jack shrugged. "If she objects it'll be worse for you than if I did, anyway." 
 "What's that supposed to mean?" 
 "Nothing. Sir," Jack added, with the hint of insolence that was nearly tradition when addressing the Head of 
Third-Year. It was not, by and large, a post that young men and women handled with dignity or restraint.  
 "You've got oil on your ear," Larsson finished, and followed a string of fellow third-year students up the stairs. 
Jack sighed, wiped his ears, squared his shoulders, and walked into the lecture hall, down the aisle to where the Second 
Years were arranging themselves by class and rank.  
 "All right, creatures," he said, shoving one unruly student gently into a row, "Let's try to look like we know what 
we're doing, huh? Everybody got paper?" 
 Five or six hands popped up pleadingly. Jack gestured at those nearby to share their paper and draftsman's pencils. 
A general noise of murmuring and shuffling arose. Jack settled into his chair, a comfortable aisle seat behind his fellows 
so that he could throw a well-placed wad of paper at anyone disturbing the lecture.  
 "Boynton!" he called. "Lecture is?" 
 "Mechanical Engineering: Notes From The Old And New Worlds," she called back, holding up a printed handbill. 
"Some fathead bragging about European education, probably. I could be working on a damn engine right now, you 
know." 
 "You kiss boys with that mouth?" Jack asked mildly.  
 "No sir," she replied, and winked at the girl next to her, who smirked back.  
 There was a sigh and the sound of heavy breathing as the school's resident Creationist, an old man with a 
pronounced limp, sculpted a box out of air and affixed it to the stage. Jack leaned forward, steepling his fingers. He'd 
asked the old man once how the box worked, how it took the voices of the lecturers and made them sound so much 
louder. The man had shrugged, smiling as if Jack weren't the first to ask. It just did, he'd said. Jack wondered how so 
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many people could go through life and ask so few questions along the way. 
 The student body rose to its feet as the Archchancellor of Harvard appeared. Jack twisted around and saw the 
Creationists hastily following suit. There were a number of people in the balcony who could belong neither to the Trade 
Schools or the University; public guests, an unusual occurrence.  
 "It is my deepest pleasure," the Archchancellor said, "to welcome our honored guests from the public and from 
the Boston School for Creationism to our home this morning. You are assembled today for a unique experience; our 
lecturer has studied with some of the finest minds in Europe…though none of them mechanical," he added, and the 
students glanced at each other. "It is the duty of the University to educate its students not only in the inner workings of 
the locomotive engine and the clockwork watch, but also the inner workings of those who encounter our craftsmanship 
without the benefit of the education you receive here." 
 "Old fart," one of the Second Years muttered. Jack tapped his hand against the back of the seat in front of him 
warningly. 
 "Our guest today is what one might consider an artist: a novelist of repute on both sides of the Atlantic, a 
challenger of the status quo, and a man whose interest in our University can only be considered flattering. Ladies and 
Gentlemen, guests and colleagues…Mr. Ellis Graveworthy." 
 There was a moment of silence after this proclamation; nobody had really been listening to the Archchancellor, 
save perhaps for a few of the guests. When the name finally sank in, applause rippled through the hall, accompanied by 
a few shouts and encouraging cat-calls from the First Years, less conscious of their dignity than the older students. It 
wasn't until their lecturer walked onto the stage, however, that Jack twisted around again to look up at Clare. 
 She was leaning on the balcony railing, eyes wide; when she saw him she put her hand over her mouth and pointed 
until Larsson – who was indeed sitting next to her – reached over and pulled her hand down, saying something in her 
ear.  
 The man standing on the stage smiled gently, apparently perfectly at home in front of a crowd of rowdy engineers 
and their guests – just as comfortable in a Harvard lecture hall as he'd been on a bench with a notepad in front of him. 
Jack flushed, realizing that he had wandered away from the strange man in the gallery and left Clare to make small talk 
with the most eminent novelist in Europe.  
 "Good morning," said Ellis Graveworthy, in that same deep voice they'd heard two days before. "Please, be 
seated." 
 
 
 
 Jack didn't have much stomach for lunch, but he followed the crowds pouring out of the lecture down to the 
dining hall, trying in vain to shove through the press in order to catch up with Clare, who as a balcony guest was 
dismissed before the rank and file.  
 He pushed into the meal hall, picked up a sandwich and a bottle of milk, and bolted into the dining area to try and 
locate the bright colors that would signify the students of the Boston School of Creation. They were seated in a group, 
zealously bookended by third-year students and professors. At the raised dais at one end of the room, the senior faculty 
were seating themselves at small round tables, one group deferentially surrounding Mr. Graveworthy.  
 "Where do you think you're going?" an officious third-year demanded, catching Jack's arm as he made his way 
towards Clare.  
 "I'm friends with one of the students," he said. 
 "And why's that? What've you got in common with a Creationist?" 
 "Well, neither of us like you much right now," Jack said. "It's a start." 
 "Engineers eat with engineers." 
 "Clare," Jack called over his opponent's shoulder. "Can I sit with you?" 
 He noticed, even as he issued the challenge, that it might not have been wise. The other Creationist students 
looked askance at Clare, and a few of them frowned at Jack too. Perhaps it would be easier just to sit with his fellow 
students. Too late now, though. 
 "Course you can," she said cheerfully.  
 "Clare," one of the Creationist boys hissed, even as the third-year reluctantly let Jack go. Jack lifted his chin 
proudly and swung a leg over the bench, settling down with his back to the person who'd hissed, facing Clare as he 
straddled the seat.  
 "Hey," the boy said, tapping his shoulder. "Who taught you manners?" 
 "Same person who taught you, I expect," Jack said, turning slightly. "It's rude to interrupt private conversations." 
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 Instead of replying, the boy simply looked up past Jack, eyes wide; Jack turned back to find the Archchancellor 
standing before him. He gazed down on Jack with a mixture of confusion and stern disdain.  
 "Mr. Baker," the Archchancellor said solemnly. "Our guest has requested your presence at the high tables. Also the 
presence of a friend of yours, so he says. Miss…Fields?" 
 "This is Miss Fields, sir," Jack said, beaming at him and waving his hand at Clare. 
 "This way, Mr. Baker, Miss Fields," the Archchancellor said, gesturing for them to follow him. They wound their 
way down the aisle between tables and around to the steps, up to the platform where the professors and honored guests 
dined. 
 "Ah, Miss Fields," Ellis Graveworthy said, smiling and standing to shake her hand. "A pleasure to see you again. 
Mr. Baker, keeping well?" 
 "Yes, thank you, sir," Jack said hesitantly, taking the outstretched palm. He was suddenly very conscious of his 
unironed work shirt, his respectable but threadbare trousers, his scuffed boots.  
 "Very good. Sit, do sit," Graveworthy urged. "I know it's a little mortifying, but I was telling the Archchancellor 
what a bright, inquisitive young man you are, and how charming Miss Fields is. I wanted to continue our acquaintance." 
 Jack, still holding his sandwich, found a plate of roast beef and potatoes placed in front of him. He looked down 
at the sandwich, shoved it in a pocket, and dug in. 
 "We were considering the lecture from this morning and its impact on educational policies here," the 
Archchancellor said, apparently game to include the two students if Graveworthy was. "It was refreshing to hear a 
European extolling the virtues of the American establishment." 
 "America is still young, comparatively, but she shows great promise," Graveworthy replied. "The Italian schools 
are the technical elite, but they lack something in inventiveness. I doubt that Mr. Baker, for example, would thrive 
there." 
 "I don't speak Italian," Jack said, feeling as if this was probably not as relevant as it sounded. 
 "I understand you have a workshop on the campus grounds," Graveworthy continued. "I was hoping to have a 
guided tour this afternoon." 
 "Um," Jack said nervously. "It's not very…clean or…interesting…I mean, from a distance the inside basically 
looks like a pile of metal." 
 "Then why not show it to me up close?" Graveworthy asked. "Once lunch is completed? My afternoon is free 
until three o'clock." 
 Jack glanced at the Archchancellor, who looked annoyed that his guest was planning to spend his free hours 
poking around some greasy student's quarters instead of being shown the rolling lawns and decorative fretwork of the 
University. Still, when Jack raised his eyebrows, the man nodded slightly. 
 "Of course, sir," he said obediently. 
 "Splendid. Miss Fields, will you be in attendance as well?" 
 "I wouldn't miss it," Clare said, a mischievous gleam in her eyes.  
 "That's settled, then," Graveworthy concluded. "Now, I was just about to sink back and hear you engineers talk 
about your craft in a literary vein. There haven't been many books written about engineering, have there?" he asked, 
turning to the Archchancellor. 
 Jack listened, or tried to, but good roast beef was a rare treat and he found himself with his mouth full every time 
someone made a point he would have liked to comment on. Next to him, Clare sat with her food untouched, drinking 
in the conversation.  
 The Engineering professors had very firm views on literature, which they felt they'd been largely left out of. Their 
views on Creationism, which could be incendiary, were censored for the sake of the young woman sitting with them, 
but they felt no mercy for writers. The discussion lasted long after most of the students had left the mess, well into the 
sorbet (another treat) and past the time when the head of the Creationists began to check his watch and look pointedly 
at Clare every few minutes. 
 "I fear we're keeping your students," the Archchancellor said finally, turning to his counterpart at the School of 
Creation. "Perhaps it's time we adjourned." 
 "Just so," Graveworthy said. "What are your plans for the afternoon, Head?" 
 "A tour of Cambridge, I rather thought," the Head of the Trade School said. "Miss Fields may be sorry she missed 
it." 
 Clare smiled. Jack noticed that several of the professors sat up a little straighter when she did so.  
 "I've seen Cambridge before, sir," she said. "They'll enjoy it though. I'll take the train back this evening and be 
home in time for dinner." 
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 The Head frowned but the professors were already rising, and Jack offered her an arm to anchor her to the 
Engineers for a while longer. She took it with another warm smile.  
 "You've certainly charmed a few Engineers today," Graveworthy said, as the three of them walked out into the 
afternoon sunlight. The Archchancellor, disapproving, trailed behind them.  
 "I'm fond of them," Clare said, grinning at Jack.  
 "All the better," Graveworthy agreed, as he turned to the Archchancellor. "I'm sure you have many duties to 
attend to, sir; I'm in good hands here. I'll see you at the library at three." 
 "Are you sure – " Jack began, but Graveworthy interrupted him as if he hadn't spoken.  
 "That's him got rid of," he said, as the head of the most eminent Engineering school in the country faded away. 
"He seems like a smart man, but I know it's hard to speak openly in front of one's superiors. Now, which way to your 
workshop, Mr. Baker?" 
 
 
 
 Jack and Clare were both used to the smell of oil and scorched metal in Jack's room, but as soon as they entered 
Jack went to the windows, throwing them open and waving a spare grease-rag to try and clear the air a little. 
 "This is the book machine," Clare said, pulling a cover off the assembly of interlocking parts. "Jack, have you been 
tinkering with it?" 
 "Just a little. I've improved the balances on the box and – there was an incident with the lamp," Jack said. "Won't 
happen again. I took it out to put some arms in, see?" he said, pointing to a series of upright rods with metal weights 
balanced on the ends. "It's not working right yet, but it's close. You'll get the general idea…" 
 Graveworthy watched, hands in pockets, as Jack pulled each rod back slightly, locking it in place. He put a coin 
into the box, which jerked slightly, and then glanced at Clare.  
 "You might want to step back," he said. Clare obeyed a little more quickly than Graveworthy.  
 "So, you put the coin in, read off which rod you want to get a candy from, and push the levers here…" Jack 
demonstrated, pushing down two small ridges of metal. One of the rods pulled back, then jerked forward, and the little 
weight skittered across the floor. Clare bent to pick it up, while Graveworthy leaned over to inspect the mechanism.  
 "Careful, it gets fussy if you mess with it," Jack said.  
 "Does it know what I'm doing?" Graveworthy asked, looking impressed.  
 "Not exactly, but – oh! Hey!"  
 One of the rods was jittering, and as they watched it pulled back on its own and zinged the little weight across the 
room.  
 "Look out!" Jack shouted, as a second weight zipped through the air. The entire machine was vibrating.  
 "Good God," Graveworthy said, following the flight of a third weight as it impacted the plaster wall and stuck 
there, quivering. Jack hauled frantically on the levers, then tore the lid off the coinbox and pulled the little coin out. A 
final weight thunked against the wooden frame of the window.  
 "Well," Graveworthy said, when silence had fallen. "I see what you mean about it not quite being ready yet." 
 "Didn't hit a window," Jack said. "Qualified success. Most of what I do isn't perfect." 
 "How like life," Graveworthy murmured. "Was this an assignment?" 
 "No!" Jack laughed. "The professors don't really approve. Can't blame them," he added, carefully readjusting the 
rods. "I mean, imagine if everyone in the school started building machines that could bean you at twenty paces." 
 "I am," Graveworthy replied, a faint smile on his lips. "I suppose you're in training to be a designer of some kind." 
 "Nah!" Jack snapped his wrench out and began digging around to see what the problem was. There was a faint 
clank. "I'm going to be a ride-along mechanic." 
 "A ride-along?" Graveworthy asked, raising his eyebrows at Clare. 
 "Sure. Fields, pass me a number two socket please?" 
 Clare put the socket into the hand he extended. 
 "Isn't that a waste of your talents?" Graveworthy continued. 
 "Oh, probably," Jack replied. "People say it's boring, spending all your time making sure one train runs smoothly. 
But it's good money, because every train has to have one, and it's travel." 
 "You like to travel?" 
 "Love to. Haven't, much," Jack answered. The number-two clattered to the floor, and one of the rods waggled. 
"Clare, hold this." 
 She took the rod and held it still as he applied pressure to the other end.  
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 "I'm good enough to get a position on a transcontinental express. Imagine me standing on the other coast of the 
country," Jack continued. "I'd like to see that. And then when I've saved enough money I'll go to Europe and see that." 
 "What about you, Miss Fields?" 
 "I'm definitely not going to be a ride-along mechanic," she said, and Graveworthy chuckled. "A Creationist can get 
a job anywhere. I guess once we leave school we won't see each other as much," she added. Jack extricated himself, and 
she released the offending rod.  
 "Do you think so?" he asked, looking at her anxiously. 
 "Well, I'm not going to tag along after you my whole life," she replied. "But I don't think you came here to talk 
about our futures, Mr. Graveworthy." 
 "I never pass up the opportunity to listen to people talk. It's very enlightening," Graveworthy replied. "Both the 
talk and the tour. Mr. Baker, as an inventor…" 
 "I just tinker," Jack said hastily. 
 "Either way, have you ever considered studying the masters? Leonardo Da Vinci, for example." 
 "I had a class in the European Masters," Jack said. "You're going to ask about a Leonardo Engine, aren't you? 
Everyone does, sooner or later." 
 "You don't sound wholly approving." 
 "Well, it's a nice big mystery, but I'm not that interested in it.  I don't have time to chase around after myths. I 
have classes, and the little mysteries are difficult enough. Can you imagine the havoc I'd wreak trying to build something 
he'd designed?" 
 "Do you think it can't be done?" 
 "N….no, it's not that," Jack said hesitantly. "I don't have the means here, that's all. And who needs a flying 
machine? The trains go fast enough." He paused, thoughtful. "Not that it wouldn't be fun to try, someday. I suppose 
there would be practical applications, and it'd be a good test of skill." 
 "So it would. I'm afraid I should probably be making my way towards the library – this has been most edifying, 
Mr. Baker, Miss Fields," Graveworthy said. "Would you mind if I came round again?" 
 Jack glanced at Clare. "No, I wouldn't mind. I have classes…" 
 "I'll get your schedule from the Archchancellor. You'll hardly know I'm here." Graveworthy held up one of the 
little weights. "I'll remember to duck. Good day." 
 He bowed slightly to both of them, set the weight on a worktable, and let himself out quietly. Jack picked up a rag 
and began wiping his hands on it. 
 "What on Earth was that all about?" he asked.  
 "What was what all about? He seemed polite," Clare said.  
 "True. Most people don't stick around very long after they've had things flung at their head by one of the devices." 
Jack walked to the window and looked out, his eyes following Graveworthy's progress across the lawns towards the 
library.  
 "He's a writer. He's probably going to put you in a book," Clare said, joining him at the window. Jack laughed. 
 "All right, I'd better recalibrate the arm pinions," he said ruefully. "Someday this machine won't try to kill someone 
every time I turn it on." 
 
 
 

TWO 
 
 Jack had thought that Graveworthy's interest was just the polite restraint that most people, when confronted by 
high-speed projectiles, didn't have the presence of mind to show. When he came home from class two days later, 
however, he found Graveworthy sitting on the steps of his dormitory hall, his rich black suit sticking out amongst the 
students' clothes, smoking cigarettes with some of the other Second Years. They were singing an old Harvard anthem 
about the strength and prowess of their engines.  
 Jack stopped in front of the steps, and a few of the more timid Second Years scattered. The rest looked to 
Graveworthy, who stood and tugged on his waistcoat briefly before offering his hand. 
 "Mr. Baker, your colleagues have been entertaining me," he said. "I had no idea engineers had such a sense of 
humor." 
 "We try, sir," Jack said, passing through the seated students. "Would you like to come in?" 
 "Very much. Thank you, ladies and gentlemen," Graveworthy said to the assembled students. "Your hymns are 
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appreciated." 
 Jack led the way down the dim corridor to his rooms, unlocking the door. "I don't usually encourage them to sing 
that kind of thing in front of outsiders. No offense meant." 
 "None taken. At any rate, I enjoyed myself thoroughly." Graveworthy hummed a few bars, smiling. "What's the 
song about Rail Ridin' Red?" 
 "She was a beautiful red-headed rail-ridin' fool," Jack replied. He laid his keys on the worktable and unbuckled the 
book-sack from his shoulder, shrugging out of his jacket and hanging it over the chair. "How can I help you?" 
 "I've not come for help, in particular," Graveworthy replied. "Merely to see what you're working on. How is the 
machine coming along?" 
 "Oh, I've laid it to rest for now." 
 "What a shame." 
 "I'll come back to it. You must know what that's like – sometimes something just isn't working right, you need a 
little space from it. Part of the job, huh?" 
 Graveworthy chuckled. "Writing isn't a job, Mr. Baker, it's a life." Jack rested his wrists on the framework of a 
practice engine, cocking his head slightly, inviting him to continue. 
 "Of course, there are people who write for a living –who put in their two thousand words and go home at the end 
of the day. They have… hobbies, families, things their writing supports." Graveworthy gestured at the machine. "Just as 
some engineers don't live for their machines. For me, writing is like – blinking. It just happens, whether I want it to or 
not." 
 Jack wondered if there really were engineers who didn't live for their machines; it took a special kind of mind to 
want to be an engineer. Then he thought of Larsson, who seemed more interested in bossing people around than in his 
mechanical studies. 
 "I suppose not everyone has that kind of passion," he allowed. "I feel sorry for people who don't."  
 "Really? I rather envy them. Then again, I suppose someone who wanted to earn pay for building that machine of 
yours would be much more frustrated than someone who built it for love." 
 "But if I were being paid for it I'd still be working on it," Jack pointed out. "I don't know if it's worth the 
investment. The machines would cost money to maintain; you need a durable casing to make sure nobody breaks in, 
and someone will have to check every month or so to stock it and keep the parts in order. I don't mind breaking even 
but I can't really afford to operate at a loss," Jack replied. "Good idea though. Clare came up with it, actually – the part 
about putting sweets in it, I mean – " 
 "Clare's a bright young woman," Graveworthy said, breaking into his monologue. "A few strategically placed 
machines like this and I think you could do far better than breaking even. It could make a man's fortune." 
 "School would take its cut. Any work done by students is the intellectual property of Harvard." 
 "Seems unfair, if it hasn't anything to do with engines." 
 "Well, all the parts come from scrounged scrap on the campus, and they do feed and shelter me. Plus they leave 
me alone so I can work on it. They don't look over my shoulder all the time." 
 "Like me?" Graveworthy grinned. Jack, who had been toying with a hammer, raised his head quickly.  
 "Not at all, sir," he said, surprised. "I don't know why you're here or anything, but you're welcome to visit 
anytime." 
 "Don't worry so much. You're not carrying Harvard's reputation on your shoulders – not with me, at any rate." 
Graveworthy bent to peer into the machine. "I'm just a curious man with an abundance of time on his hands. This 
partnership intrigues me – yours and Miss Fields'," he added, seeing Jack's perplexed look. "The marriage of ingenuity 
and imagination, witnessed and consecrated by these…amazing machines." 
 Jack paused.  
 "I think you might have the wrong idea about me and Clare," he said slowly. 
 "I don't imply anything improper – I was speaking metaphorically," Graveworthy answered. 
 "That's what worries me. I'm not very good at metaphors." 
 "My apologies. But allow me to make it up to you? I came here today with the idea of commissioning you to 
produce a device for me. Are you interested in freelance work at all?" 
 "You'd be paying the school," Jack replied. 
 "Are you averse to the work?" 
 "No; I'd do it for free if it's interesting," Jack answered. "What is it you want built?" 
 "It's a particular labor-saving device for writers," Ellis began. "Have you ever encountered an autoscribe?" 
 "One of those boxes that takes down what you say?" Jack asked. "It's got a quill inside it, right? Clare showed me 
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one once. Nobody can tell me how they work." 
 "Well, they don't know. It's Created, after all." 
 Jack snorted derisively, wiping grease off his hands on a rag. 
 "What interests me is the idea that a mechanical version could be constructed," Graveworthy continued. "The 
autoscribe takes of skill and focus to maintain, which destroys any advantage of having something else recording one's 
words in the first place." 
 "Well, I could dismantle one, but all I can think is a series of wire…loops…" Jack trailed off, his mind working 
furiously. "That you could twiddle to move a quill, but…" 
 He turned to his worktable, where a pile of old scrap paper was gathering dust in one corner. He shook off the top 
sheet and picked up a narrow, elongated tube about the size of a pencil. Graveworthy watched him with interest as he 
used the tube to sketch out a squarish box on the page. 
 "It's a self-inking pen," he said, without looking up. "I based it on the kind you buy in shops. Built it out of grease-
feeds for engine wheels." 
 "Your own design?" 
 "Cheaper and just as useful," Jack muttered. "Blots more, that's all." 
 "Try shaking it on blotting paper at the end of a line," Graveworthy suggested. "Why don't you use pencils?" 
 "I will when I have something worth correcting," Jack replied, tapping the pen on another sheet of paper. He 
sketched out another few lines, adjusting to include a delicate flick of the pen every so often. By the time he looked up 
again to thank Graveworthy for the suggestion, his rooms were empty. 
 Outside, youthful voices were raised in song again, this time about the track they'd laid and the dues they'd paid 
for it. Jack shook his head, snorted, and bent back to his sketches. After a while, his left hand reached out and picked 
up a bundle of stiff wire filaments, tapping them idly on the pitted workbench. 
 
 
 

PRELIMINARY MECHANICAL AUTOSCRIBE PROSPECTUS (DISCARDED) 
 
JACK BAKER 
ARCHIVES OF HARVARD UNIVERSITY FOR ENGINEERS 
10 Sept. 1880 
 
The mechanical Autoscribe consists of a self-inking pen (See appendix 1). Pen is suspended by wire loops at point, shaft, and 
end which connect to gears mounted on exterior of the scriptbox (fig. 1). Paper is auto-fed beneath the pen using a crank 
mechanism (fig. 2) which counts gear rotations and advances after an average number or revolutions set by calibration during 
installation. 
 
Gears connect to a series of tabs (fig. 3) which adjust height and position based on vibrations generated by reeds (fig. 3 inset) 
into which words are dictated. 
 
KNOWN ISSUES: 
Device is delicate and requires calibration. Not movable nor efficient to use. 
Pen requires continual replacement. Removable ink bladder recommended. 
Reeds do not, in fact, work. Manual tab manipulation appears more effective and accurate. 
 
REVISIONS WILL BE MADE.  
 
 
 
 The same Sunday morning that Jack wrote his first report on the Autoscribe, Clare was in her Sunday best, sitting 
on a cushion on a low bench in the Creationist Temple in Boston, waiting for the heavy drum beat to die out and the 
resident Lecturer to take his place at the pulpit.  
 The Lecturer rose when the noise had died down, the last vibrations of the drum lost in the sound of hundreds of 
Creationists shuffling their feet, asking their companions for mints, and unfolding or re-folding the little paper sheets 
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that were handed out at the entryway. He adjusted his glasses on his narrow, pointed nose, peered over the rims at the 
students in the first few rows, and cleared his throat. 
 "Good morning," he said, and the crowd rumbled a greeting back at him. "As many of you know, we are entering 
a time of contemplation, with the winter sweeping in and the works of God's Creation sinking deep into the earth to 
await spring. At this time next month the snow will be on the ground, and our thoughts will turn towards comfort – a 
fire in the hearth, warm drinks to stave off the chill, heavy blankets on the bed. It is now that I wish to draw your 
attention in quite a different direction, that you may have rich fodder when the time of contemplation begins." 
 "Windbag," sighed the boy next to her. She elbowed him, grinning.  
 "Today I would like to speak about the asceticism of orthodox Creationism and the concept of abstinence, both in 
personal affairs and in religious observance." 
 "Someone in congregation must be in trouble," she whispered.  
 "Why do you say that?" her companion asked. 
 "Personal abstinence? The exception more than the rule these days, huh? At least with the students." 
 His eyes glinted. "Maybe it wasn't a student." 
 "Who else would…?" 
 The boy cast his eyes upwards, to the row on row of private boxes and narrow balconies that clustered high along 
the walls of the Temple like swallows' nests. The wealthy of Boston's Creationist congregation, the politically savvy, and 
visiting foreign dignitaries occupied the lofty perches, looking down on the students and Lecturer from the heights.  
 "What have you heard?" Clare asked under her breath. 
 "Nothing I'd talk about in the Temple," he replied, as the Lecturer continued.   
 "Humility and service are tenets of the faith quite as important as any formal training as a Creationist. When we 
abstain from Creation for one day a week, as the orthodoxy requires, we discover not only our own reserves – our skills 
and abilities to thrive in a world without Creation – but also our humility. How little we matter in the world, and what a 
great gift we have been given," the Lecturer said, fingers tapping the edge of the pulpit. "Likewise, when we abstain 
from rich food and other pleasures of the body, we discover how special they may be on the occasions we allow 
ourselves to indulge. A Creationist does not frown on pleasure, but lives a simple life that he may better appreciate 
those pleasures. Or she, of course," he added, smiling down at Clare. She folded her hands in her lap and tried to look 
abstemious.  
 "Creationists are governed by laws which preserve order. This was the basis of the great union created by refugees 
who fled to these shores when they were persecuted in the old world," he continued. "We can preserve order in our 
own lives by adhering to the Edicts and to the rules we codify in good sense. In the words of Father LaRoche…" 
 "Someone must really have ticked him off," Clare said. "I think I'd rather not know. It'll be so much more fun to 
imagine who it could have been. I bet it was the Head. Someone caught him chasing the students. Or maybe the 
mayor's been visiting prostitutes," she added, and the boy next to her choked. "I bet that's it. It'll be all over the papers 
tomorrow – " 
 "Shh," said a voice behind her, and she turned to see one of the professors looking at her sternly. She contented 
herself by theorizing that he'd probably been found passed-out drunk on a sidewalk and was the real reason they were 
all being lectured on living purer lives.  
 Suddenly everyone was standing and Clare rose to her feet, snatching up the chant-book off her lap and following 
the other students down the aisle and into the crisp, sunny morning. 
 "One thing to be said for our Temple man, he does give nice short lectures," she said conversationally to her 
seatmate. 
 "Very pointed," agreed a much deeper voice, and she whirled on the steps of the Temple to discover Graveworthy 
standing just behind her, the picture of a rich man coming from Temple. His shoes shone, and the red rosebud on the 
lapel of his suit stood out starkly against the black. "I'm sure he made many people anxious today, nonetheless." 
 "Mr. Graveworthy!" she said. "Did you attend services today?" 
 "I'd rather be down on the floor with you and your companions, but I was the guest of a wealthy man who 
insisted that I be highly visible in his box. It's a form of selling oneself, I suppose, but not unpleasant," he mused. "Are 
you dining at the school, or will you allow me to walk you through the Common and buy you a hot sausage?" 
 "Oh, I was going to – " Clare started, turning to her companion, but he had discreetly vanished. " – accept your 
offer, I guess."  
 "Very good," he said, offering his arm. She took it, earning them both a suspicious look from the Lecturer as he 
emerged from the Temple. 
 "If you're not careful, I'll start to think you're following me," she said as they walked. "The Lecture today wasn't a 
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warning to an eminent author not to pursue charming young women, was it?" 
 Graveworthy smiled. "I suspect there were certain barbs aimed at me, but my interest in you is purely mercenary, I 
promise you. I'm using you to get to Mr. Baker." 
 "I suspected as much," she said. "You want something from him, don't you?" 
 "You're very astute. I've asked him to build me something, which he is probably slaving away on as we speak." 
They passed the gates of the graveyard next to the Temple, and he let his fingers drift out to touch a winged hourglass 
carved into the stone post at the entryway. "Time flies," he murmured.  
 "I think our founding fathers must have had a good sense of humor," Clare said. "They can't always have gone 
around being sober and historical. Father LaRoche wasn't." 
 "I believe you're right. Still, they must have been great thinkers, your ancestors. Creationism would have died out 
were it not for America." 
 Clare pursed her lips; she'd come close to blithely replying that they weren't her ancestors, something normally she 
wouldn't speak of to anyone but Jack. She glanced up at him, but his face was a gentle blank slate, dark eyes impassive.  
 "Who can know," she said instead, stepping into the road behind a cart and crossing to where the wide lawn of 
Boston Common began. Peddlers' carts lined the gravel paths, some with Protestant Creationists standing nearby to 
keep the fires going or the ice cold. Many of them wore pale, bland clothes and wide-brimmed hats to hide their eyes. "I 
don't think you've particularly answered my question, Mr. Graveworthy." 
 "Which question was that, Miss Fields? Would you care for a sausage or an ice cream? Or perhaps some sugared 
almonds?" 
 "No ice cream, thanks," she said, as he paused in front of one cart.  
 "You observe the orthodoxy – are you forbidden to support Protestants?" he inquired, following her onwards.  
 "Students are required to be orthodox. I don't mind Protestantism, but it's not approved of to support Creation on 
a Sunday. Anyway, I'm not really very hungry," she said, though the smell coming from one of the sausage carts was 
making her mouth water. He gave her a sardonic look and passed a few coins to the vendor. Clare sighed.  
 "Hot sausage please," she said, mock-obediently. It was only good manners, seeing as he'd already paid.  
 "And a cone of fried potatoes," Graveworthy added.  
 "Mustard, miss?" the vendor asked. At her nod he slapped the sausage into a bun, spooned some mustard on it, 
and passed it over, then handed the fried potatoes to Graveworthy. 
 "Thank you," she said to Graveworthy, who led her away from the cart and leaned himself up against a tree, 
casually, shoes buried in orange and yellow leaves.  
 "My pleasure. I've often come here, since I arrived. I find it peaceful. Everyone walking serenely through the well-
trimmed grass, enjoying their day, anticipating a nice Sunday supper." 
 She watched as he licked salt off his fingers. "I find that hard to believe, Mr. Graveworthy." 
 "Why is that?" 
 "I don't think you're a man who craves peace in a crowded park." 
 He frowned, the food forgotten in his hands. She took a bite of her sausage, amused. 
 "I think you look at the park and see all the trouble and politics broiling underneath," she continued, after she'd 
swallowed. "I think you see the Orthodox abstaining Creationists eyeballing the Protestants, and both eyeballing 
everyone else, and the parents who make their kids wear their most uncomfortable clothing and don't let them play in 
the grass – " 
 "And the beggars," he said, and she fell silent. "Who aren't going home to a nice supper. And the pickpockets, and 
the carters whipping their horses to get them home from the morning market deliveries." 
 "So why tell me lies about tranquility?" she asked.  
 He studied her for a while before replying. "Why do you think? That's not me trying to be clever, by the way. I'm 
deeply curious as to what you think my motivations are." 
 "You're the brilliant writer. I don't pretend to school my elders." 
 "Except when calling them liars?" his lips quirked slightly. "It's easy to test Jack Baker, Miss Fields. He's the most 
innocent kind of genius, and I mean that as a compliment. You're a little trickier. I don't just want something from him, 
you see; I want something from him that I suspect I can't get without you." 
 "And what's that?" she demanded, feeling a little offended. 
 "I can't say yet. Rest assured, it's no disrespect to you. But I think I've worn out my welcome for now – and it is 
rather crowded and sad, in the Common." 
 He gave her a respectful nod, brushing past her as he walked back towards the road. She didn't follow him, though 
she wanted to; it would be inconvenient to run in her heeled Temple boots, and she still had half of her lunch in one 
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hand. She shifted it from right to left, and in so doing discovered that there was something stiff in her breast pocket.  
 She reached in, careful not to get grease on her coat, and discovered a pale card with Graveworthy's name on it. 
On the back was an address, somewhere near the booksellers' district on Summer Street. 
 Clare was not entirely sure she was as fond of Ellis Graveworthy as she had been on first meeting. He hadn't 
actually answered any of the questions she put to him. And she didn't like being tested by strangers, even if they 
admitted that was what they were doing.  
 She might have to warn Jack that he was trouble. Jack needed someone to protect him, after all. 
 
 
 
 "Clare, I do not need anyone to protect me," Jack announced, the following day.  
 He was crouched on the edge of the roof, a makeshift rope harness looped over both his shoulders and around his 
chest, tied on the other end to a chimney. Clare, seated on the ridgepole, wrinkled her snub nose and threw a slice of 
apple at him. It bounced off his neck and tumbled to the ground below.  
 "You need someone to make sure that opportunists don't take advantage of you," she said.  
 "He's not taking advantage of me. I'm not a fool, I'm just – " 
 " – gullible?" 
 " – trusting," he finished, unfolding a small metal box and propping it on the slanting roof using two telescoping 
legs to keep it level. "Will you light me?" 
 Clare lifted an eyebrow. Jack pointed to the small pile of tinder in a low-slung shelf under the main mechanism. 
She sighed and set down her apple, grasping the rope attached to his harness and easing her way across the roof.  
 "You should be glad I didn't wear a dress today, I wouldn't risk this in anything but trousers. Is this what 
Graveworthy asked you to build?" she inquired, spreading her fingers over the box and concentrating. The wood 
smoked, then sparked and caught.  
 "No, that's gone belly-up." Jack unfolded what looked like a metal arm, locking it in place and loading an egg into 
one end. "I'm reworking it now." 
 "So what's this?" 
 "You know the candy-flinging machine?" 
 "Yes…" 
 "Well, I thought, instead of trying to keep it from flinging it so far, why not try to make it fling something as far as 
possible?" Jack said, in an eerily practical tone of voice. "If you got really accurate you could use it to send notes across 
campus and things." 
 "Don't they have those already? They're called catapults." 
 Jack rolled his eyes. "Catapults have no accuracy. Now, with this, you can control exactly how much tension goes 
into the arm, through the valve that controls the steam that goes up into here and – " 
 "Fine, you're not an idiot, sorry I brought it up," Clare said irritably. "I just think you should be careful with 
Graveworthy, that's all." 
 "He's probably just bored, and thinks you're fun to mess with," Jack said absently, tucking his collapsible wrench 
between his teeth while he loosened a spigot and secured a handful of leather straps by buckles to the platform. Steam 
billowed up through a glass pipe. He took the wrench out and stuck it in a back pocket. "Okay, that's ready to go," he 
finished, leaning back. "The amount of pressure is precise." 
 "So where's it going to hit?" she asked.  
 "I'm just calibrating right now. If I can get a steady array of hits with adjusted pressure, I can map out the rest 
mathematically." 
 "And eggs?" 
 "They're reasonably uniform, cheap, and they won't kill anyone if they hit them," he replied. Clare looked out 
across the campus, locating the most likely crash site for the egg: the open window of a third-year classroom. She could 
just about see Larsson's head bent to a drafting table inside the window. Jack was a peaceful man, but he was also a 
patient one – especially when it came to revenge.  
 "Ready?" he asked her. "Payload away!" 
 "There's got to be a better battle cry than that," she said, even as he flicked a lever that released all the buckles at 
once. The arm lifted and flung the egg straight through a great gout of hot steam; it described a perfect arc through the 
air but fell well short of its mark. A pair of students walking near to the touchdown site stopped and stared at the 
exploded egg, then looked up at a nearby tree. Clare giggled. Jack took out a notebook and began making calculations. 
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 "I promise I can look after myself," he said as he wrote. "I appreciate the thought and all, but I'm pretty sure he's 
harmless." 
 Clare wasn't nearly as sure as he was, but she knew when not to press the point. Besides, they had eggs to fling, 
and Jack would need all his concentration if he was going to nail Larsson right in the side of his big, annoying head. 
 
 
 

TERTIARY MODEL: MOVEABLE-TYPE SCRIBE 
(formerly MECHANICAL AUTOSCRIBE) PROSPECTUS 

 
JACK BAKER 
ARCHIVES OF HARVARD UNIVERSITY FOR ENGINEERS 
12 Sept. 1880 
 
Prospectus bears official final-design stamp of Harvard University for Engineers, authenticated signature of Jack Baker, and commission 
approval slip signed by Ellis Graveworthy, declaring that prototype was in the possession of Mr. Graveworthy at time of filing. 
 
The movable-type scribe improves upon the Creationist version by eliminating the voice-to-quill model and replacing vocal 
input with manual input. Metal chips attached to shafts allow user to select the proper letter or combination thereof (fig. 1; see 
appendix 1 for list of common words that could be included in the "key dome" configuration). Shafts attach to levers which 
control the movement of pre-affixed movable type (fig. 2). When "key" is depressed, the lever is activated and the appropriate 
movable type is applied to paper (fig. 3). Levers under proper tension retract automatically. 
 
Ink is applied via self-inking roller as necessary, at discretion of the user. Ink roller is activated by small lever on side of "key 
dome" (fig. 4). Clip for paper automatically advances after set number of keystrokes, adjustable by the user. Manual 
advancement is also an option. 
 
KNOWN ISSUES: 
Operation of movable type is restricted to one hand to allow for ink-lever operation with other hand. 
Ink drips. 
Movable type jams if a sequence of "keys" is depressed too quickly.  
 
Revisions will be made. Model is, however, satisfactory for prototype purposes. See notes for model-building process and 
manufacture specifics.  
 
 
 
 Ellis walked into the office unannounced, carrying what looked like a bad sculpture of a hedgehog on stilts. He set 
it down on his superior's desk and stepped back, crossing his arms. 
 The man at the desk looked up, studied the object, and frowned. 
 "Why is it covered in letters?" he asked, pointing at the spines, each of which had a different letter printed on a 
button on the end. Or, rather, a cut-out letter pasted on a flattened piece of metal on the end.  
 "It's a movable-type scribe," Ellis announced.  
 "Ah," the man responded, eyeing it warily. "And what does a movable-type scribe do? Is it…art?" he inquired. 
Ellis picked up a sheet of blank paper and lifted the machine, attaching the paper to a clip on rails on one side of the 
monstrosity. He pulled out a handle on the other side, placed his hand on the dome covered in letters, and carefully 
began pressing buttons. His superior watched with the polite interest of someone humoring a madman. 
 After a couple of seconds, Ellis pulled the handle again; after a few more, the clip with the paper attached jerked 
slightly, inching forward. He continued this strange mechanical dance until the paper had jerked forward again, then 
unclipped it and laid it in front of the other man. 
 "This is a nooveable typf scrib," he read aloud. "It a portale printing pressss." 
 "I'm still mastering the button-board," Ellis said, deflating slightly. "The point is, this is a printing press you can 
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carry with you anywhere if, like me, you have absurd handwriting." 
 "I'm glad that you're so eager to share your shiny pretty things with me, but I would be very interested to discover 
the point of this little foray into experimental clockwork." 
 "Jack Baker invented it from a Creationist design. He discovered that manually manipulating a quill using string 
and knobs was overly complicated, so he simply did away with it. He told me he audited a lecture in press repair to 
perfect the model." 
 "Jack Baker? Isn't he the student who sat with us at that Harvard luncheon?"   
 "He's the man for the job." 
 The man at the desk frowned, tapping his pen on the paper. "You couldn't just say that?" 
 "I needed to make a strong case," Ellis said. "I want you to understand the boy's a genius." 
 "The boy's a boy." 
 "That's one reason I had to have proof to show to you." 
 " Ellis, this is a toy. At best, a curiosity." 
 "Toys are necessary sometimes," Ellis said, and just for a second there was steel in his voice.  
 "Surely you don't expect this to convince me that a student is the reason you've spent all this time in Cambridge." 
 "He's not just any student. He's head of his year at Harvard, for a start. I'll need to book him passage as soon as 
possible to England. I'm going to need a second ticket as well; he has a traveling companion." 
 "Let's hold off on steamship tickets to England just yet, shall we?" The man held up his hands. "You're going to 
be placing your own bodily safety and the work of dozens of agents in the hands of a student." 
 "I've spoken to the Archchancellor. He tells me that the American government would like to recruit Baker when 
he graduates. This isn't some mediocre young man with mediocre dreams. I think I can convince him that our work is 
important, something he should be doing, something that will challenge him. He's aching for a challenge, and he has no 
idea of his own limitations, which means he has the potential to make the impossible plausible. If anyone can build me 
what we need, this boy can." 
 "We don't have much time. I'm not going to fund some harebrained scheme of yours if the boy's not going to get 
us results." 
 "We do have time," Ellis said, frustrated. "If I die, we'll still have time. If you die, we'll still have time. That's the 
beautiful thing about the world; there's always more time in it." 
 "You're right. Maybe I didn't want a poet for the job," the man sighed. "What if your lad doesn't want to go?" 
 "Leave that to me." 
 "And this companion?" 
 "One of your own students," Ellis said.  
 "I beg your pardon?" 
 "Clare Fields. She's absolutely necessary if he's to succeed. The boy needs a protector, and someone to talk to." 
 The Head of the Trade School of Creationism burst out laughing. "Clare Fields is the muse of an Engineering 
student? She's a bright enough girl, but – " 
 "Not his muse. She's his friend. Probably the only one he really has. Besides, I've taken a shine to her." 
 "Your fondness for one of my students, Graveworthy – " 
 "Listen, we can fight about this all you like," Ellis interrupted, wearily, "but I want the boy and he needs her. 
That's all there is to it, so either approve three passages to England or tell me to go on my way."  
 The Head narrowed his eyes, but after a second he sighed and nodded.  
 "I hope I'm not making a mistake," he told Ellis, his face serious. 
 "I promise you're not," Ellis said with a sudden smile. "I'll send a letter to my man in Cambridge – my Cambridge, 
I mean – and have him speak to the Archchancellor about getting them set up there. They can stay with me, naturally." 
 "Oh naturally," the Head agreed, rolling his eyes. 
 "In which case I'm off to work – I've got to convince them," Ellis said, turning to go.  
 "Don't forget your movable scribe type thing!" the Head called, as Ellis passed into the outer office. 
 "Keep it for now! Tell your clerk about it, I'm sure he'll appreciate it if you don't," Ellis called back. "I'll be back 
for it before I leave." 
 The Head sat back, sighing, and studied the machine. After a moment, he clumsily attached a sheet of paper to the 
clip and, very carefully, pressed one of the buttons. The machine clacked ominously but, when he lifted the paper to 
study it, there was a perfect round "Q" imprinted on the paper.  
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 Jack was elbows-deep in an assignment – a miniaturized steam engine with a flaw he was supposed to locate and 
repair – when he heard a knock on the frame of his open door.  
 "Hands full!" he called, as a piston slipped out of his fingers and cracked across his knuckles painfully. He swore 
as only engineers knew how to swear and pressed his knuckles to his lips, tasting grease. He glanced over his shoulder at 
the door and found Graveworthy standing there, brushing windblown brown hair out of his eyes. 
 "I am sorry," Graveworthy said, glancing from Jack's hand to the machine. "I can come back – " 
 "No! Sorry, I thought you were one of us," Jack said, then winced. "A student, I mean." 
 "Always a student," the older man agreed, smiling gently. "What are you working on?" 
 "Homework," Jack grunted, extricating his other hand. Something clanked inside the engine, and he winced. "It 
can wait. How's your Movable-Type Scribe?" 
 "It works like a charm," Graveworthy replied, with an enigmatic look. "And, as the school took most of the 
commission pay, I thought I'd bring you something." 
 He reached into his coat pocket and took out a small sheet of paper, unfolding it and handing it to Jack.  
 

HOLLIS STREET THEATRE 
and 

THE NEW YORK CREATIONIST THEATRE COMPANY 
in accordance with 

THE BOSTON SOCIETY FOR THE ARTS 
PRESENTS A  

NEWSY – SPICY – MODERN – REVUE 
A TRIUMPHANT SUCCESS 

in New York, Philadelphia, and Hartford 
 

THE WALK OF THE TOWN 
 

A chronicle of new fashion in Europe and New York 
With interludes by the New York Creationist Puppeteers 

Presenting mythological tales including 

RED RIDING HOOD, THE FROG PRINCE,  
and PINNOCHIO 

 
Weeknightly, Saturday Matinee 

Luxury Boxes Available 
 
 "I have a box at Hollis Street for tomorrow night," Graveworthy said. "I was wondering if you and Miss Fields 
would accompany me. I'm told the puppets are quite amusing." 
 "I'd love to," Jack said, a sense of excitement rising in him at the prospect. He hadn't been to Boston in ages, and 
it had been far longer since he'd gone to see any kind of show. There was a small moment of concern for the off-
campus time he'd lose by staying out all night, but –  
 "If you're concerned about leaving campus," Graveworthy said, and Jack looked up at him sharply, "My guest will 
be the Harvard Archchancellor. You may leave with me from his private gate." 
 "That's not very fair to the other students," Jack said, though he couldn't believe he was saying it.  
 "Decidedly not. On the other hand, Mr. Baker, you will eventually have to reconcile yourself to the idea of favors 
from powerful friends," Graveworthy replied. Jack began to feel that perhaps Clare had been right.  
 "Mr. Graveworthy," he stammered, wiping his hands on a rag, "I'm a second year student of Engineering and I'll 
be twenty in about three months. Please don't try to buy my compliance with sweets." 
 The other man looked at him, lips parting slightly, eyebrows raising. After a moment, he spoke. 
 "Is that a habit you picked up from Miss Fields?" he asked. It was not the question Jack had been expecting, and it 
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startled him into an honest answer. 
 "I think so," he said, and there was a split second of silence before both of them grinned, then laughed.  
 "It's an unworthy trick, my boy," Graveworthy said, as Jack threw himself into the one padded chair in his room. 
"You're right. There is something I want from you, but I'm not such a bastard as you and she think. At least, I hope 
not. My only goal tonight is to see you enjoy yourselves, and to know the pair of you better. I have a commission much 
larger than you imagine, but there are ways and means and times." 
 Jack looked at Graveworthy, who had shoved his hands in the pockets of his trousers. Apparently he was content 
to spend all day waltzing around the point. And he was probably a better dancer than Jack. 
 "Tomorrow night?" Jack asked, raising the handbill to study it again.  
 "I leave it up to you – if you'd like to attend, you can meet myself and the Archchancellor on the steps of his 
house tomorrow at six. We'll be departing for the station around then, and intend to dine in the city." 
 "What about Clare?" Jack asked. 
 "I've not spoken with her yet; I thought I would on my return to Boston tonight. I've been in Cambridge all day. I 
visited the museum again, walked by the river. It certainly is pleasant country." 
 "I'm glad you think that."  
 "Would you prefer to speak with Miss Fields yourself? Or shall I carry a message to her?" 
 Jack frowned. "I won't have time to do it myself." 
 "And if she asks whether you're coming along?" Graveworthy said. 
 "Clare makes her own decisions. Tell her I'm not certain yet. Or tell her what you want – we'll compare notes 
after," he added impishly. 
 "It's hard to look without being seen," Graveworthy said, seeming to agree with him, though Jack couldn't quite 
tell. "Good luck with your homework. I hope I'll see you tomorrow." 
 Jack, from his window, watched Graveworthy disappear amongst the trees and buildings at the far end of the 
quad. It went against his grain to be allowed off-campus without gating out, but on the other hand as a Second Year he 
already had other special perks, and why shouldn't he benefit from having Ellis Graveworthy as his sometime patron? 
 And so, the following evening – wrapped in the only non-university-issue cloak he owned – he arrived early at the 
Archchancellor's house. He warmed his hands at a steam vent in an exterior wall while he waited for Graveworthy and 
the Archchancellor to emerge; he hadn't been given permission to go inside, and the faculty were sticklers for that kind 
of thing. Instead he lingered on the steps, behind one of the large pillars that supported the roof, warm and relatively 
hidden from sight.  
 He saw figures moving about inside the house, illuminated by gaslight through the thick draperies. The smell of 
cigar smoke followed shortly and the door was opened by a man in a dark suit, who stood to attention while the 
Archchancellor and Graveworthy emerged. The cigar belonged to the Archchancellor; Graveworthy was tying a scarf 
tightly around his throat.  
 "Archchancellor, sir," Jack said, stepping out of the shadows and standing with his heels together. Graveworthy 
didn't start, he noticed, but the Archchancellor did.  
 "Good lord, Baker!" he said. "You hide yourself well. Did you put him up to that, Graveworthy?" 
 "Not in the least," Graveworthy answered. "Very glad to see you, Mr. Baker. Come along; you're in powerful 
company but even we do not dictate the trains." 
 Jack trailed behind the two men as the Archchancellor unlocked the small gate in the wall next to his house, a 
personal exit and the only hole in the great wall encircling Harvard that didn't have a porter waiting to sign the students 
in or out. Generations of students had dreamed of finding the gate unlocked, or of finding and copying the key to it.  
 "I understand The Walk Of the Town is designed to show us what they consider fashionable in New York this 
season," Graveworthy said as they took the short, pleasant road down to the Cambridge train station. "I imagine that 
will be interesting." 
 "Have you spent much time in New York?" the Archchancellor inquired. "We go down once or twice a year, my 
wife and I, usually for shopping in late autumn, and again in the spring. We always have to wrangle out between us 
when we'll be going." 
 Graveworthy laughed. "I'm not married myself for perhaps that very reason. I don't suffer the whims of others 
well." 
 Jack wanted to point out that he seemed to have plenty of whims of his own, but he refrained; in exalted company 
one spoke when spoken to, and he was enjoying simply being outside of the campus walls without having to worry 
about when he would be back or whether he would miss the curfew. The Archchancellor's cigar burned brightly against 
the darkening sky, and they came down to the station just as the Boston-Cambridge Evening Special came puffing and 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

22 

blowing in from the trestle bridge.  
 She wasn't the most expensive or the prettiest or most efficient that Jack had ever encountered, but the Evening 
Special was one of the trains cared for by the Harvard students, and every inch of Engine 401 gleamed. He looked on 
with possessive pride as the evening crowd poured off the train, home from their jobs in the city or tourist day-trips. A 
handful of students on leave, easily identified in their black cloaks, ran along the rails that led up to the nearest 
University gate, hoping to shave a few minutes off their gating time. Jack stepped quickly behind the Archchancellor, 
who was much broader than Graveworthy and afforded more thorough cover. There was no reason to advertise his 
special status tonight, after all.  
 The conductor leaned out of the first car and called the all-aboard for the return trip to Boston. Jack, wondering if 
he should run back to the station agent for a ticket, found Graveworthy's hand clamped firmly on his shoulder, guiding 
him towards the back of the train and the first-class carriage. Inside the carriage he found thickly-padded wing chairs 
bolted to the floor, crowded around a series of small tables. He'd never been inside a functioning first-class carriage 
before.  
 "You look surprised, Mr. Baker," Graveworthy observed, seating himself in one of the chairs and tossing a pad 
and pen carelessly on the table. 
 "Not falling behind on your studies, I hope, if you don't know what a passenger car looks like!" the 
Archchancellor chortled. 
 "No, sir," Jack replied. "I've always traveled third class, that's all." 
 "But you must spend at least some of your time on the cars as well as the engines," Graveworthy said, gesturing 
with one broad hand for Jack to be seated. The Archchancellor walked to the rear of the car, where a small but well-
stocked bar was located.  
 "Ours are generally stripped. I've studied how they're built," Jack replied. "I could repair the chassis or replace an 
axle if you needed it, but this is…" he shrugged. "Interior decorating. Not my area of study." 
 The train lurched slightly as it got underway, and the Archchancellor returned with a glass in one hand and an 
evening edition of the newspaper in the other. Graveworthy took up his notepad and the Archchancellor opened his 
paper; Jack sat on his hands and watched the scenery unroll. He was tempted to creep away and investigate the shocks 
on the carriage, but it was probably wiser to stay put. They rode in silence for most of the brief journey, until the train 
began to slow as it entered Boston proper. 
 "Are we dining at Jacob Wirth?" Graveworthy asked, folding his notepad shut and stowing it in his pocket. Jack 
sat to attention.  
 "I've reserved a table. Aren't we to be four?" the Archchancellor inquired.  
 "Yes. Miss Fields is meeting us at the station – you remember, she dined with us when I spoke on campus. Have 
you eaten at Jacob Wirth?" Graveworthy asked, and Jack realized he was talking to him. 
 "No – I knew a boy called Jacob Wirth," Jack volunteered. "He was a Second Year when I was just starting." 
 "That's the son of the proprietor, I believe," the Archchancellor said. "He decided not to take his final term. He's 
working at the restaurant now, unless I'm mistaken. Not Engineer material, eh?" he asked Jack with a grin.  
 "He was very good with boilers," Jack said loyally. He'd been sort of fond of Wirth, who had prevented a great 
deal of ragging between the classes when Jack was a First Year.  
 "Well, we shall see. And here we are!" The Archchancellor folded his paper and set it aside, rising fluidly as the 
train finally stopped. Jack followed as they disembarked, and was nearly bowled over by Clare's enthusiastic hug, 
engulfed by the rustle of her dress and petticoats.  
 "Good evening!" she cried, releasing him and stepping back to straighten her hat. "Isn't it a nice night? Good 
evening, Mr. Graveworthy, Archchancellor." 
 The two men gave her a brief nod, but both were more absorbed in trying to hail a cab. Clare took Jack's hand and 
squeezed it excitedly. 
 "All anyone's been talking about all week has been the Revue at Hollis Street," she whispered. "It's impossible to 
get tickets. I can't believe we're going." 
 Jack grinned at her. "Mr. Graveworthy told me I had to get used to favors from friends in high places. That's a 
nice hat." 
 She touched it fussily, grinning. "I borrowed it; at least it matches the dress. I wanted to cut the horrible feathers 
off." 
 "No, the horrible feathers make it!" he teased. 
 "It's funny," she said, smoothing the soft blue fabric of her skirt. "The Revue is all about fashion and apparently 
the society ladies get depressed because they're out of style. What if ugly feathers are in this season?" 
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 "We can only pray, Miss Fields. Come along; we've commandeered a cab," Graveworthy said, shepherding them 
gently to where the Archchancellor was sitting in an open box, already arranging a lap-rug. Jack, mind always working, 
watched the action of the horse's shoulders and hindquarters as they went, listening with half an ear to the how-are-
yous and nice-weather-isn't-its that the other three were indulging in. He was thinking about muscle movement and 
flex, torque and elasticity. If you were going to build a clockwork horse, the bolts would have to be very loose indeed. 
Horses jolted themselves around a lot.  
 He was still chewing it over as they entered the cheerful, crowded restaurant with tall windows and the sign 
JACOB WIRTH'S over the door. They were greeted by a dignified man with a truly impressive mustache and a thick 
accent; he heard Graveworthy say something to him in a foreign language that sounded to Jack's untrained ear like 
German. The room smelled, not unpleasantly, of sawdust and food.  
 Almost as soon as they were seated, a young man in a white apron emerged from a door at the rear of the room 
and approached the table – that was the Jacob he'd known, a little older but still familiar. 
 "Jack Baker!" he said, and Jack smiled, clockwork horses receding from his mind. "Archchancellor! They said you 
were here tonight. How are you, sir?" 
 "Mr. Wirth," the Archchancellor replied. "I'm well. You seem to be thriving?" 
 "Yes sir! I'm sous-chef now. How are you, pipsqueak? You've come up in the world, haven't you?" Jacob asked, 
turning to Jack.  
 "Just a bit, Jacob," Jack replied. "We're seeing the Revue tonight." 
 "You and everyone else in the restaurant. Did you meet my father? He likes to maître'd. Hallo! Barmaid!" he called, 
and one of the women near the back came forward. "What can we get you to drink? I can recommend the sauerbraten 
with spaetzle, it's very good tonight," Jacob said. "But you're welcome to see for yourself – would you like a tour of the 
kitchens?"  
 "I think we'll enjoy our drinks," the Archchancellor said as the barmaid drifted over. He glanced at Graveworthy, 
who looked like he'd very much like to see the kitchen, but nodded his agreement with his guest. "Run along if you like, 
children." 
 Jack and Clare leapt up, following Jacob through the restaurant and into the kitchen enthusiastically. It was full of 
smoke and steam and moving bodies; Jack flattened himself against a wall as someone ran past with a pot of boiling 
liquid. 
 "Spaetzle," Jacob said, by way of explanation.  
 "Look how busy it is," Clare remarked, awed.  
 "How are your ovens heated?" Jack asked. 
 "Heated by coal, but we've got a Creationist to keep them regular," Jacob replied, indicating a plump young 
woman sitting in a corner, doing a newspaper puzzle. Jack drifted over to the griddle and stove as Jacob showed Clare 
the enormous wooden table on which a pair of men were deboning chickens and trimming steaks.  
 "Have you got a second Creationist for the freezer?" Clare asked. "I've never been able to keep heat and cold at 
once." 
 "Well, we can afford to employ the best," Jacob bragged. "Did Jack tell you I washed out of Harvard?" 
 "I think he mentioned you left," Clare answered. Jack bent to examine the oven beneath the stove. If you fed a 
pipe from the heat source to a boiler, you could arrange a steamer here… 
 "Nice of him. Almost everyone thinks I had some kind of breakdown or couldn't pay, but Dad had more than 
enough to send me back for my third year." 
 …and if you hooked the gears to the piston here, you could drive a roasting spit and some sort of automated 
flipper to do the job that boy was doing, turning over potato pancakes to brown them evenly… 
 "Didn't you want to go back?" Clare asked.  
 "No," Jacob answered. "I thought I'd learned enough, and Dad thought it was important that I have an education, 
but I missed the old cookshop. He brought me up in this kitchen. I didn't really want to leave." 
 …and the steamer could have a basket affixed to it, and you could steam-cook all sorts of things. Hard to calibrate 
the flippers to make them move right, but perhaps some sort of heat-activated weight system would be the best thing… 
 "Jacob," Jack called, and Jacob and Clare both drifted over, avoiding a young woman who was carrying plates 
away. "Have you ever thought about steam automation? Look at this, I bet I could invent something that would flip 
your potato pancakes for you." 
 "That's what we have him for," Jacob said, pointing to the boy, who waved at them. "S'my brother." 
 "Hi," Jack said, distractedly. "See, if you fixed a boiler here, you could still heat the oven and steam-cook as well." 
 "We steam-cook with a basket over the spaetzle broth," Jacob answered, looking confused. 
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 "Yeah, but you could use a boiler, and it'd take less coal," Jack replied, glancing up at him.  
 "But we do steam-cook," Jacob insisted, entirely missing the point. "I can bring you out a plate of hot steamed 
chicken if you want." 
 Jack glanced at Clare, who gave him a look that seemed to tell him to behave, and that now was not the time to be 
industrializing Jacob's kitchen.  
 "Ah," he said uncertainly. "I see! Sorry, Jacob. Yeah, I'd love to have some steamed chicken." 
 Jacob gave him a smile that was also a little uncertain. "Great! Hey, let me show you the freezer, then we'll warm 
you up with a hot meal, okay?" 
 Jack and Clare were suitably impressed by the enormous hunks of frozen meat hanging in their freezer-closet, and 
by the time they returned to the table Jacob had relaxed a little and was chattering away to Jack about Boston society 
and how they should stop off at the popcorn vendor before they went in to see the show. The others seemed amenable 
to steamed chicken and sauerbraten, and Jacob hurried off to place their order. 
 "Did you enjoy your tour? You look a little parboiled," Graveworthy said. 
 "Jack started inventing again," Clare sighed. 
 "Inventing?" the Archchancellor asked. 
 "Jacob didn't like the idea of using a steam-engine in the kitchen," Jack said. "My fault; I know better." 
 "What, to move the plates around?" 
 Jack looked at the Archchancellor, surprised. "No, I thought you could – well, I thought he could use the engine 
to steam-cook with, but they do it in a pot over the spaetzle, apparently." 
 He caught Graveworthy's eye and saw him frown slightly, but Clare had deftly changed the subject to Mr. Wirth 
Senior and his wonderful enterprise. They discussed Prussian cooking and the Immigration Problem that was currently 
the talk of the newspapers, which lasted them through the meal and into the coffee. Finally, Graveworthy checked a 
small pocket-watch and announced that they had better make their way down Tremont to the theatre.  
 
 
 

THREE 
  

Le Roman di Geppetto 
Set down by Carlo Collodi 

 
 Once upon a time there was a toymaker named Geppetto who was alone and childless, and knew himself to be growing 
old. His greatest joy was making toys for children, especially puppets that they could bring to life with strings and rods. He 
loved to watch the puppets dance, and he was a very skilled artificer. 
 Geppetto had also, however, learned through secret practice the art of witchcraft, condemned by the church and the law. 
At night, when no-one could see, he would take puppets that had no strings and make them dance and play together without 
using his hands, as if they were his children. He loved children and wished for a child of his own, but he had to content himself 
with the puppets and the children who came to his shop.  
 As he grew older, the toymaker yearned to have a child and his puppets no longer satisfied him. Even as he practiced his 
witchcraft he prayed to God to bring him a child of his own, and when God did not answer he decided to carve a perfect little 
boy for himself. He worked on it for weeks, and then months, while the children stopped coming to the toy shop that was 
always closed. He worked until his hands bled. 
 One night, finally, he decided that his little pine nut, his Pinocchio, was finished. That night he put his little boy on the 
table and brought it to life with his witchcraft. Pinocchio danced and laughed all through the night. He called Geppetto "father" 
and loved him, for he knew no-one else. 
 He had spent so much of his love and blood and life on his little boy that when he brought him to life he found that 
Pinocchio would not cease to move when he wished it, and as morning dawned he knew he would be found out and punished 
for practicing witchcraft. So he locked Pinocchio in a trunk in his bedroom and opened his shop for the first time in months. But 
seeing all the little children in his shop, he wished to play with Pinocchio again. That night he took him out of the trunk, and 
Pinocchio laughed as before and still called Geppetto "father". 
 Days passed, and each day Pinocchio was put away in the trunk and let out only at night to play with his father. But one 
day Geppetto, in his hurry to put away his son and open his shop, left the trunk unlocked and Pinocchio climbed out. He was so 
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amazed by the sunlight through his father's window that he wanted to climb up and touch it, and then to climb out and dance 
in it, and then to see all the sights the world had to offer. 
 But he did not know the ways of men, having only ever known Geppetto, and soon he was caught. When a priest asked 
where he came from, he answered, "My father is Geppetto!" 
 When the priest heard that the toymaker had brought a puppet to life, he went to the village square at once and showed 
the boy to all who wished to look. It was decided that the little wooden boy must be destroyed and Geppetto punished.  
 Thus, before all the children left their school to go to the toymaker's shop, Geppetto discovered a fire burning in his wood 
shop, and the cause of the fire was his son, who could not feel pain and still laughed and called out to his father to see how the 
pretty flame danced. He would not leave his son's side and they were burned together.  
 After their death, no building could be erected on the site of his shop. Anything built there burned to the ground. 
 
After The Revelations of William LaRoche, this parable was rediscovered and has become a staple element of Creationist teaching. It is 
considered one of the most romantic and tragic stories in Creationist mythology, and has been immortalized in thousands of retellings in 
literature, art, and stage drama, particularly as a puppet play in America. 
 
 
 
 The people emptied out onto the street like jewels spilling on velvet, which was a terrible turn of phrase that Ellis 
regretted as soon as it crossed his mind. Nevertheless, he leaned against the window in the passage outside the balcony 
of the theatre and watched, enjoying the view. Carriages clattered and horses shook their harnesses, snorting steam 
impatiently into the air. The world was rich and full of interesting things, and Ellis was content to perch here and 
observe, for now. Crowds didn't agree with him, so he had stayed above while the Archchancellor took Jack and Clare 
to the bar below to buy them a cocoa and settle them down before the trip home.  
 The show truly had been excellent; good music, a little dancing, not much of a story but then the Revue wasn't 
really about stories, just skits to show off what more fashionable people in more fashionable places were wearing. 
There'd been a handful of puppet shows too, which Ellis would never confess to enjoying as much as he did, but then 
he supposed everyone must secretly love them, or they wouldn't end up including so many. Even Pinocchio's sad story 
was delightful to watch play out.  
 He left the window and walked across the passage to lean over the rail and watch the bar, where stragglers were 
huddling around hot drinks and snacks. He found the others easily enough; Jack was gesturing excitedly to the 
Archchancellor and Clare was already trying to Create the little dancing puppets the theatre troupe had used. They were 
very clever, the puppets that didn't need hands or strings to move. A few theatregoers had gathered around to watch 
her attempts, which were only partially successful – the puppet was very clearly real, at least for the moment, but it 
flopped about uselessly.  
 He had known when he came to America that he would be choosing someone young for the task he had in mind; 
only the young would have the flexibility of imagination to achieve it. But the children below him, excited and laughing 
after seeing a play, were so very young and so very inexperienced in the world outside of Boston. He wasn't even asking 
so much of them; just their genius. But he knew the demands that a real challenge could put on a brilliant mind, and his 
task frightened him.  
 Jack was clever, educated, and incredibly frustrated by the lack of imagination that surrounded him, which was 
perfect. He needed Clare to balance him, that much was obvious, but Ellis was fond of the witty young woman as well. 
In every other way Jack was ideal; if he needed Clare, that was a need easily filled. So now was the time to act, without 
allowing his appreciation of their innocence to get in the way. 
 He circled the balcony and strolled casually down the stairs, arriving at the bar just in time for Clare to collapse her 
puppet and let it fade away into nothing.  
 "I'm not sure they enjoyed it – what do you think?" he asked the Archchancellor, who laughed. "Did you like the 
Pinocchio panto, Miss Fields?" 
 "I always cry when Geppetto dies," she said. "It's nice they don't do it last, or it'd be too sad. Jack cried too, 
though." 
 "Everyone cries when Geppetto dies," Jack replied imperturbably. "Mr. Graveworthy wrote a book about 
Geppetto, didn't you?" 
 Ellis smiled. "I may have done. I thought that book was banned in Americ – ahh," he said, as Jack and Clare 
exchanged a guilty look.  
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 "It was still sold here; we don't tolerate small-mindedness in Massachusetts," the Archchancellor said. Jack gave 
him a peculiar look, and Ellis smiled.  
 "I'm glad," he said. "And also rather tired. Are you staying in town, Archchancellor?" 
 "No; the school needs me. And I think I must shepherd this one back to Cambridge," he added, tilting his head at 
Jack.  
 "It's a long, cold ride back; I was about to offer to take Miss Fields back to her lodgings, and shelter Mr. Baker at 
my hotel for the evening. I'll be traveling to Cambridge tomorrow at any rate; I could bring him back in the morning, if 
you care to meet us at the gate." 
 The Archchancellor looked relieved, which Graveworthy had counted on; he would probably fall asleep on the 
train back. He steered them out into the night and helped the Archchancellor hail a cab in the now-empty street.  
 "Are your lodgings far?" he asked Clare, who smiled and shook her head. "Shall we walk or ride?" 
 She laid a hand on Jack's shoulder and rocked him gently. He glanced at her with a question on his face. 
 "I'll go on my own," she said. "You want to have words with Jack, and you'll get rid of me sooner or later. Be 
good, Baker," she added, kissing Jack on the cheek.  
 "Look after yourself, Fields," he replied, matching her amused look. "I'll write to you tomorrow." 
 Both men stood in the cold, their breath freezing in the air as they watched Clare until she turned a corner and 
disappeared into the dark. 
 "Do you worry about her?" Ellis asked, curiosity getting the better of him. 
 "Clare? You have met her, haven't you?" Jack asked, turning to walk north up Washington Street. "She can look 
after herself. Let's go down to the waterfront! I'm going to make the most of every single minute I'm out of Harvard." 
 "Like your friend, Mr. Wirth." 
 Jack laughed. "Well, not exactly. I want to go back eventually, and he doesn't. The Archchancellor was right – 
Jacob wasn't built to be an engineer. Which was never more evident than tonight." 
 "Clare said he didn't like your inventions." 
 "He didn't understand them, that's all." 
 "The technical side?" Ellis asked. 
 "No…no, he knows how to build an engine, and he'd understand the schematics if I drew them out. He doesn't 
understand why he should change the way things are," Jack shrugged.  
 "But you do," Ellis said, stepping carefully around a heap of manure slowly freezing in the street. 
 "If you can make things more efficient, why wouldn't you?" 
 "Oh, I don't know. There's nothing quite like a hand-cooked meal. Perhaps Mr. Wirth feels the way about food 
that you do about machines. Creating for the sake of creating." 
 "I don't Create – " 
 "Not that kind of Creation," Ellis said carefully. "Maybe…building. Making something new out of something real. 
That's what you do, isn't it?" 
 "Yeah," Jack led him through an alley, turning east towards the water. Ellis looked around him in bemusement. It 
reminded him of his youth, darting through narrow streets in London, taking the shortest, dirtiest route to his goal.  
 "Clare told me that you could have gone to the Trade School for Creation," he observed.  
 "Sure, maybe. I can hardly do anything anymore, though. Can't even start fires," Jack said, leaving the alley and 
dodging around a cart standing in the road. "I'm not interested in things that don't last. At the end of the day, 
everything you make…" he turned and spread his fingers, forming an imaginary cloud, "…goes up in smoke." 
 "How would you like the opportunity to build something nobody's ever built before, something that would last 
forever?" Ellis asked, lingering under a street lamp. Jack, ten or twelve steps ahead, stopped as if something had struck 
him between the shoulders. He was silent, so Ellis continued. "Something that would last forever, not just in reality but 
in books. History books, textbooks, engineering manuals. Something students would build models of, hundreds of years 
from now." 
 Jack's left hand moved, as if he were reaching for a handrail that wasn't there. He turned around, tilting his head, 
and Ellis came forward.  
 "How would you like to shake the dust of Harvard off your heels and work for me, Jack?" he asked, moving in 
close. "How'd you like to build something that really matters?" 
 "What do you want?" Jack said. Outside of the pool of light thrown by the lanterns, his face was streaked with 
shadow. His dark blue eyes glittered.  
 "I want you to build me a flying machine," Ellis said, pushing his advantage. Jack licked his lips. "I want you to 
come to England with me and build a Leonardo Engine. Or a new kind of engine. Something that flies, something that 
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even your teachers haven't dreamed was possible. I need to fly across an ocean, and I want you to build the machine 
that will do it." 
 He could see the fire light itself in Jack's soul – he'd felt it himself, the first time a story dug its claws in and 
wouldn't let go until he'd written it. It was almost breathtaking, watching a young man find his purpose in a dark street 
at half past midnight. Jack's mouth worked slightly, and his nostrils flared; when he spoke again, it was exactly what 
Ellis knew he would say. 
 "I can't leave Clare," he said. "I shouldn't leave school." 
 "You don't have to leave Clare," Ellis answered. "There's room for her as well. In fact, I'd prefer it. As for 
school…well, young Wirth left because he had a passion your school couldn't satisfy. You can always transfer to 
Cambridge, in England, if you like. But we both know you've outgrown Harvard." 
 "No – " Jack hesitated. "There's all kinds of things I don't know…" 
 "Facts, things you can get from books. If you want to be a ride-along mechanic, you'll need a diploma, but you 
have the knowledge already. I'm asking you to travel the world, here, now, with me." He smiled gently, a smile 
calculated to reassure. "You don't have to decide tonight. Come, you wanted to walk along the waterfront. My hotel is 
north of here; we'll reach it eventually." 
 "I – " Jack looked around, a little wildly. "Maybe I should go back to Harvard. If I run I can still make the last 
train." 
 "There's a room waiting for you," Ellis said. "Come, Jack. Let me tell you a little about my Cambridge, and if that 
doesn't put you to sleep nothing will." 
 Jack hesitated, but a warm bed and a good night's sleep heavily outweighed a run for the train and a night on the 
ground outside the Archchancellor's gate. He turned and followed like a stray puppy, up the waterfront walk to where 
the lights of Ellis's hotel still burned brightly in the late evening. 
 
 
 
 As with most of the population of Boston and Cambridge, Jack drank beer for preference over milk or juice; for 
one thing, it was cheaper, and cleaner than most of the water. Unlike his fellow students, however, he rarely had more 
than one before switching to tea, and never drank hard liquor. Still, that morning he woke with a decidedly hung-over 
sensation, starting with the fact that he wasn't waking in his own bed. 
 He pushed himself up on his elbows and looked around, taking in the sterile facelessness of a hotel room, the sun 
breaking through the window, and the rising sounds of people starting their morning in the street below. He stumbled 
to the washbasin in the corner and unbuttoned his shirt, easing it down over his shoulders before bending over the 
basin to dump the entire jug of water over his head. It was just warm enough and, despite the fact that it smelled like 
flowers, it was pure bliss.  
 He washed his hands and arms, feeling dizzy and fogged. He'd been out late and eaten rich food and seen a show, 
which was too much stimulation – that was why he felt so awful… 
 The memory of the walk from the theatre to the hotel hit him so hard that he nearly fell over. He grabbed the 
basin stand, his hair still dripping into the bowl.  
 Graveworthy had stood in a pool of light and said something to make Jack stop in his tracks, and then this famous 
man had walked forward until he filled Jack's vision and talked about seeing the world and building things that would 
last forever and flying machines and the other Cambridge, the one across an enormous ocean in England. Jack tried to 
breathe deeply. 
 There was a knock on the door, a welcome distraction, and for a few minutes he was busy dressing properly and 
accepting a delivery of breakfast from the cookshop below. He found he was ravenous, and the food smelled delicious; 
most mornings at Harvard they got oatmeal, eggs if they were lucky.  
 Even as he ate, though, he found himself doodling on the hotel stationery: squares and triangles, plain and orderly. 
It was soothing, the way geometry didn't change. Ninety degrees was an infallible fact, not like the uncertainty of Jacob 
dropping out of Harvard to be a cook or Graveworthy asking him, Jack Baker, to leave Harvard and take Clare with 
him to England. 
 A flying machine. A machine that flew through the air. The unattainable goal; better and smarter men than he had 
tried and failed.  
 He found himself adding fanciful little wings to one of the boxes he'd drawn. They were much too small; wings 
that size would never support a box that large. The drag on the corners of the box alone would pull the whole thing 
down. It should be shaped more like a train, a big cylinder. Hadn't the Leonardo designs looked vaguely circular? It'd 
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been at least a year since they'd studied historical engineering, and longer still since he'd read about flying machines as a 
kid. He was pretty sure the actual Leonardo Engine was more of a straight up-and-down proposition, and the forward-
motion flight machine didn't have any real machinery at all. More built for gliding, like birds on thermals. So if you fixed 
two of the engines to the glider, one to go up and one to go forward… 
 An image filled his head of what would happen if you had two engines pushing in two different directions. The 
imaginary man in his head, clinging to an imaginary wood glider frame, screamed hilariously as the engines sent him 
corkscrewing through the air in a series of tremendous backflips. Jack began to laugh. 
 "That's an encouraging sound," said Ellis Graveworthy's voice, and Jack started in his chair. The other man, 
impeccably dressed and looking cheerful, stood in the doorway with his hand on the knob. 
 "I heard you were awake, so I thought I'd come see if you wished to visit Haymarket before we go back to 
Cambridge," he said.  
 "Oh! Sure," Jack answered, rolling up the sheet of paper and shoving it in his pocket. While he'd been 
daydreaming about imaginary acrobats, his hands had been crafting a more appropriate shape and structure for the 
engine, and he didn't want to lose track of his thoughts. 
 "I thought you might like some fresh food," Graveworthy remarked, as they descended the staircase. "Haymarket 
is a wonderful experience, even if you're not looking to buy anything." 
 "I used to go there as a kid. I love it," Jack replied, passing through the front door of the hotel and out into the 
chilly, sunny morning.   
 "Why shouldn't you? You're the sort of man to enjoy stimulation, in whatever form," Graveworthy said, as they 
crossed the street and made their way south, to where a row of temporary market stalls swayed a little in the wind. 
"Have you given any more thought to my proposal, by the way? You seemed a little overwhelmed last night." 
 "I – it's a long way to go. Why can't I build what you need here?" 
 "That's a good question requiring an honest answer, but unfortunately unless I have your agreement I can't give 
one. Suffice it to say that the placement is wrong, and if you did build here we would be required to transport it at any 
rate. Easier to take you to England, really." 
 "What's it going to be used for?" 
 Graveworthy looked amused. "I suspected you would go straight for the questions I can't answer. Let me tell you 
what I can, shall I?" 
 Jack nodded, lingering at the edge of the market, just behind a fishmonger's stall. The smell was overwhelming, 
but Graveworthy seemed to want privacy. 
 "I need a contraption that can carry two men, no less, over a long distance in a short amount of time using air 
flight. There must be no stops to take on more fuel, so fuel should factor into your weight calculations. It must be able 
to land smoothly and leave the ground with no additional assistance from below. And it cannot rely on Creationists to 
support any element of it." 
 "And you can't tell me where this contraption will carry them or why?" Jack asked. 
 "Is it necessary, in order to design it?" 
 "There's just a lot to take into account, that's all," Jack answered, leaving the shelter of the fishmonger's stall and 
ambling down the crowded market-stall path. "And not just in construction, I mean. There's Clare to think about." 
 "As I said, I encourage you to invite her. I believe she's a necessity to your process." 
 "Well, I can invite her, but that's no guarantee she'll want to go. She has school too, you know." Jack picked up an 
apple, passed payment across to the woman minding the stall, and bit into it. "Then I need to know whether or not I 
can come back to Harvard when it's done, and what happens if I can't build it for you, and where we'll live in England. 
You have to do these things properly," he said seriously, and was not entirely pleased by the amusement lingering on 
Graveworthy's face. 
 "All things will be done properly, I assure you," Graveworthy replied. "Neither of you have classes today or 
tomorrow; you could meet her tomorrow after the Rites and discuss it. I'll carry a message if you like; I'll be speaking to 
her soon, unless you'd prefer I wait." 
 Jack pursed his lips. "Mm…no. You're better at convincing people." 
 Graveworthy's laughter echoed down the crowded street, startling a flock of birds feasting on castoff from the 
nearby bakery.  
 
 
 
 On Sunday, Clare caught the first train leaving Boston after the Rites and ate a hasty sandwich en route, arriving in 
Cambridge early in the afternoon. Jack wasn't expecting her, but the ride was pleasant, and the time to collect her 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

29 

thoughts was welcome. Graveworthy had spoken to her before Temple that morning, and she needed to see Jack and 
talk to him. Leaving Harvard was insanity, and leaving it for some mysterious commission in another country was 
almost suicidal. They weren't kin, but he was still all the family she had, and she was all he'd had since his parents died; 
someone needed to look out for him.   
 Graveworthy had asked her to come with them, all the way across an ocean she hadn't seen the far side of since 
she was three. And if she didn't go, Jack would be alone there, just as she would be in Boston.  
 So, she would simply have to convince him not to go. She was confident that Jack wouldn't leave if she told him 
she wouldn't follow.  
 She arrived at the gates just as a handful of students were leaving, and she smiled and waved at the porter as she 
passed through. The others turned to stare at her, fascinated as always by her brightly colored clothing amid the dull 
cloaks of the Engineers.  
 Jack's windows were dark, but there wasn't anywhere else he was likely to be; it was too late for lunch, and his 
duties as the Head of his year didn't usually interfere with his Sunday afternoon.  
 She let herself into the building and then tried the knob of his door, finding it unlocked as usual. Inside it was dim 
and smelled musty, as if he hadn't opened the windows recently. The tang of burning metal lurked in the air. Past the 
candy machine near the door, she could see Jack's bed (empty) and his desk (occupied) and the spilled ink that had run 
down one table leg onto the floor. 
 Jack was asleep, head down on his arms, one hand having knocked over what looked like a mug of tea at some 
point. His fingers were stained with it, and they twitched slightly when she lifted one of the pages that was soaking up 
the tea, setting it aside. 
 She lifted another page, careful not to let it rustle, and carried it to the window, studying the sketches on it. After 
so long with Jack she could recognize a steam engine in her sleep, and she followed the gears and levers to a doubled-
up pair of wooden – were those wings? 
 Wings, yes, and up in the corner, a torn-out page from a book attached to the page with glue, something that 
looked like a flying sled. She glanced back at where Jack slept peacefully on the desktop; there was a pile of books next 
to one elbow with titles like The Elusive Engine and Leonardo da Vinci: Life and Work.  
 An entire pile of papers was soaking in the rest of the spilled tea, each sheet covered in drawings. And, now that 
her eyes had adjusted a little, she could see a small wooden model made of balsa and cotton, clutched loosely in Jack's 
other hand. He snorted and it tumbled out of his fingers to the floor, sailing down slowly.  
 She picked it up, studying it, then launched it through the air. It soared upwards for a moment, did a loop, and 
landed on his bed. There was a tiny platform on it labeled "steam engine" in blotty ink. 
 She sat down, the paper still held in her hand. Jack must have been up late working; he never slept during the day 
unless he'd been up all night. Which meant he had a new fascination that was excluding all others. He had built the little 
toy with such care, even knowing that it would be destroyed and rebuilt a dozen times before he found a way to make it 
work.  
 It hurt her sometimes, watching Jack face off against the world and the laws of nature. Her brilliant, much-loved 
Jack should have everything he wanted. He was better than a brother, from what she'd seen of sisters and brothers, and 
they'd looked after each other as children.  
 Jack had always wanted to see the world.  
 She picked up the little flying toy from his bed, set it on the desk out of reach of any sleepy flailing arms, righted 
the empty mug, and spread the rest of the paperwork out to dry. She found a blank scrap and a greasy pencil, and wrote 
him a quick note.  
 
 Jack, 
  Send me a message and tell me when we leave for Great Britain.  
 I'll need time to pack.  
 
 Love, 
  Clare 
 
 She set the note where he'd see it when he woke up, then stroked his head gently before she left, easing the door 
shut behind her. The hallway was quiet. Most of the students were either gated out for a Sunday afternoon, sleeping, or 
working on projects for the following day's classes.  
 As she walked down the hallway a young man passed her, apparently lost in his own world. He didn't look at her, 
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which startled her; the students always turned to stare, even having seen Clare more frequently than other outsiders. 
Instead she turned to look at him after he'd passed, and saw him knocking on Jack's door. 
 "He's asleep," she called, and the man glanced up at her, startled. "He's sleeping," she repeated.  
 He turned the doorknob, which opened obediently.  
 "I just have to leave something for him," he said. "Thanks." 
 She started back towards him before she realized she was doing it. He hadn't stopped to look at her – and his 
shoes were wrong, and his student's cloak was also wrong, somehow, but these details didn't surface in her mind until 
she'd laid a hand on his arm. 
 "Please don't bother him," she said. Her other hand, behind her back, curled close to Create. The idea of a knife 
crossed her mind, but there were other weapons just as powerful and less dangerous. It formed in her hand, damp and 
fragrant, already burning slightly against her skin. 
 "It's okay, he knows me," he said, shrugging her hand off. She grasped the back of his not-quite-a-student's-cloak 
between the shoulders. 
 "I said, don't bother him," she insisted, tugging. He was bigger than her, but he clearly wasn't expecting the dainty 
woman in the bright dress to pull quite so hard, and he stumbled backwards. His hand flailed towards her, but she 
ducked and flung her other hand into his face. 
 It worked beyond her wildest dreams; a bright cloud of pulpy red pepper burst in his eyes and he screamed more 
loudly than she'd ever heard anyone scream. There was a thunk from inside as Jack awoke, but Clare was busy punching 
the man in the stomach, just like Jack's father had taught her. He was still screaming as he fell to the floor.  
 Jack burst through the doorway, tripped over the curled man, and fell to the ground. He flipped on his back and 
looked up at her, eyes wide.  
 "Muh?" he asked.  
 "Get a porter," she said, kicking the man for good measure. His whole body jerked, and a knife fell out of his 
sleeve. Both of them stared at it, even as the man's hand groped for the blade. Jack, sliding his hips along the floor, sent 
it skittering down the hallway with a flick of his boot. Heads were beginning to pop out of doors up and down the 
corridor.  
 "Someone get a porter," Clare yelled. The man on the floor twitched but didn't try to get up. A few students 
moved hesitantly towards the door. "He attacked me!" 
 "Looks like it didn't last long," a student nearer to Jack's room said. "You all right, miss?" 
 "Yeah," Clare said, wiping the peppery mixture off her hand with a handkerchief. "All right, Jack?" 
 "Yes?" Jack said uncertainly, pushing his way up the wall. "What happened?" 
 "He was trying to get into your room. He's not a student," she added, as Jack and another student turned the 
sobbing, shaking man over. 
 "Doesn't look familiar to me," Jack said. A crowd began to gather, and he looked up at them in annoyance. "Back 
to your rooms. Keep your doors locked and your mouths shut. Go!" he shouted, when they hesitated. Doors slammed 
up and down the hall. 
 "I came to see you," Clare said breathlessly. "But you were asleep so I left a note and went to go and he was here 
and he didn't look right, so I threw some peppers in his face – " 
 "You Created?" Jack asked sharply. Clare blinked, then remembered – it was Sunday. 
 "It's okay if you're fighting for your life," she retorted. "I hardly think that's the issue here! You could have been 
killed!" 
 "So could you," he replied. "Why didn't you just scream?" 
 "Didn't have to," she answered. "I took care of it." 
 Jack stood and stepped over the man, who had stopped shaking but was curled in a ball and moaning every few 
seconds. Clare found herself wrapped in Jack's arms, face pressed to his shoulder. He was trembling. 
 "Glad you're all right," he said in her ear. "Thanks." 
 Clare thought it was rather embarrassing, Jack hugging her just because she'd punched someone, but he seemed to 
need it.  
 The hallway door opened and a porter burst through, followed by a cadre of students. Jack released her, turning to 
wave them over. Even as he did so, the man at their feet relaxed and stopped moaning, slumping face-down onto the 
wooden floor.  
 "Peppers disappeared," she whispered.  
 "I don't think he wants a second round," Jack whispered back. "Porter! Over here! Trespasser on campus. 
Probably a thief," he added, prodding the man with his shoe. "He had a kni – " 
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 He stopped as something clanked inside the man's cloak. Very carefully, he knelt on the man's shoulders and, 
ignoring his protests, flipped the cloak up.  
 Underneath, in a holster cinched tight around the man's waist, was a large western-style revolver.  
 
 
 
 The Archchancellor's office was not entirely unfamiliar to Jack; he'd been called here before in his time at Harvard, 
most notably to be informed that he was going to be Head of his year. Still, it always made him feel as if he had done, 
or was doing, or would do, something wrong.  
 He sat next to Clare in one of several padded chairs in the room, awaiting the Archchancellor's arrival. She looked 
less composed than she had when she was kicking the hell out of a man with a gun. The Archchancellor was 
outside,waiting for someone apparently.   
 "Obviously you did the right thing," Jack said, trying to be helpful. "You said he tried to slap you." 
 "He could have shot you," she replied. 
 "He could have shot you. In fact it's a lot more likely he would have. I didn't throw wet peppers in his face," he 
pointed out.  
 "Don't tell anyone, okay?" she asked. 
 "Who would I tell? Besides, you said so yourself, you're allowed to Create if your life's in danger. Good show too. 
Please, consider yourself allowed to Create if my life's in danger," he added. She rolled her eyes. 
 "The Edicts clearly state that Creation on a Sunday is an offence to humility and to the Creator of us all," she said. 
"But human life is more sacred than human law. When there is the power to preserve life, the Edicts are as dust in the mouths of the 
Fathers," she quoted.  
 "Then you're in the clear. I'm sure the Archchancellor just wants us to tell us what's going on," Jack said. A door 
slammed in the outer office, and both of them turned their eyes forward just as the Archchancellor entered. They kept 
their eyes forward as the Archchancellor settled behind his large wooden desk, but when Ellis Graveworthy came to 
stand next to it, both of them gaped openly. He had his left arm in a sling, and there was a bandage on the left side of 
his throat. The leather holster from the man's belt dangled from his right hand. The revolver was still in it. 
 "Resourceful infants," he said ruefully, when he saw them staring. "You came out better than I did." 
 "What's going on?" Clare demanded, as a third man joined the other two – the Headmaster of her own school, 
who took a seat in a chair facing them, next to the desk. The Archchancellor glanced at Graveworthy, who leaned 
against the desk and regarded them solemnly. 
 "I'm afraid I've been leading you down a path more dangerous than I believed," Graveworthy said, bowing his 
head. "And, at this point, the choice to leave the country is no longer yours." 
 He laid the holster on the desk gently. "There are men in this country, and in other countries, who have done their 
utmost to impede the progress of the project I've asked Jack to undertake. In Wyoming, they killed a man and nearly 
killed me, but I thought that in Boston I was protected. Clearly, I was wrong," he added, flexing the fingers of his left 
hand in the sling. 
 "But it's just a machine," Jack said. He was having a hard time believing he'd said that, but he was an engineer, not 
a monster. "Nobody cares about machines except engineers." 
 "You'd be surprised how very much some people care about machines," Graveworthy said. "You are no longer 
safe, neither one of you, because of this." 
 "What happened to you?" Jack asked.  
 "Ducked too slow," Graveworthy answered, his voice faster, more clipped and intent than Jack was accustomed 
to.  
 "What Mr. Graveworthy is attempting to tell you, in his own poet's way," the Head said, startling Clare, "is that the 
pair of you have involuntarily been branded agents of a foreign government, the government of the British Empire, 
because Mr. Graveworthy is an agent of that government. His commission for you, Mr. Baker, is for a machine that will 
enable him to complete a mission for the Empire that powerful factions in Europe and some even here in America 
would prefer to thwart." 
 "I'm an American citizen," Jack said, confused. 
 "Working on a top-secret project for an agent of Her Majesty's service," the Headmaster said, leaning forward. 
"And while Boston is more civilized than the west, it is not yet so civilized that men don't kill each other when they 
think their country is under threat." 
 "You're a spy?" Clare asked. Graveworthy smiled faintly. 
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 "Not in the sense you're thinking of. I travel as a writer; occasionally in my travels I do Her Majesty some small 
service, for which I am vastly underpaid," he said. The Head snorted.  
 "And you – sir?" Clare said, turning to the Head and managing to remember her manners, at least.  
 "Well, ordinarily I don't take my orders from the Queen," he said, looking amused. "But I have been known to 
work in the service of the country. As a favor between governments I was asked to supervise Mr. Graveworthy's efforts 
in America." 
 "And those were?" Jack prompted.  
 "To locate and recruit an engineer who could facilitate a journey I have yet to make," Graveworthy said. "You are 
my recruit, Mr. Baker, and it would appear that you have not gone unnoticed." 
 Jack couldn't think of what to say, so he stayed silent. Clare, however, had words enough for both of them. 
 "He could have been killed!" she said furiously, forgetting the Head and Archchancellor, going directly for 
Graveworthy. "If I hadn't been there he would have been! Because you couldn't be damned to protect him!" 
 "Language, Miss Fields," the Head murmured. 
 "No, it's all right," Graveworthy replied. "She's correct, of course. In a city, I don't take the same precautions I 
would anywhere else. I forgot I wasn't in England, where no foreign agent would dare something so openly violent 
against a mere associate. Quite right, Miss Fields, but your anger does not help the situation we now find ourselves in." 
 The Head laid a packet on the desk next to Graveworthy's hip. "Tickets and false passports. You depart for 
Penzance tomorrow morning. In the meantime, I'll escort Miss Fields back to Boston and – " 
 "Excuse me," Jack heard himself say. "We never agreed to go to England. I mean," he corrected, swallowing, "I 
considered it, but not tomorrow morning, and not after someone came to my room with a gun." 
 "Remaining in America endangers you. You will be protected in England," the Head said. Jack looked at his 
Archchancellor, but the head of Harvard was silent, fading into the background passively. 
 "You thought we were protected in Boston," Clare pointed out. Graveworthy sighed. 
 "And I am sorry, Miss Fields, and you are entirely right not to trust me – but the result will be the same. If you 
stay here you will be killed." 
 Clare opened her mouth again, but Jack reached out and touched her arm. She glanced at him and fell quiet. 
 "Can you just…tell them not to kill us?" he asked. "Clare, at any rate. I'll come with you, that's fine, but if they 
know Clare's not a part of it, they can't possibly have any reason to hurt her." 
 "To get to you? Why wouldn't they? They don't put a value on life, not the way you would – the way I would," 
Graveworthy replied.  
 "And what if I quit?" Jack asked. 
 "You're still privy to government secrets. Having agreed to work with me, you could be killed; having quit the 
project, you would undoubtedly be tortured for the knowledge you possess." 
 "But I don't know anything!" 
 "You're a spy too," Clare said suddenly, looking at the Head. "You knew about this." 
 Jack followed her gaze. The Head met it without flinching. 
 "As with Mr. Graveworthy, I travel in social circles which occasionally allow me to perform services – for the 
government of America," he said. "I agreed to supervise Mr. Graveworthy's search for – well, for Mr. Baker." 
 Jack leaned forward, rubbing his face. "So we have to go." 
 "Yes, I'm afraid so," Graveworthy replied.  
 "I need to go back to my room, then," Jack continued. "I have to pack and store up the machines. They'll rust or 
jam if they're not stored right. And I need my notes and tools – " 
 "Jack!" Clare said. "They're strong-arming you!" 
 "Us," Jack answered. "Both of us. But I'd rather not be shot. Come on, Clare – I wanted to go, and we'll see the 
world. Parts of it, anyhow. Come with me." 
 He saw her look distrustfully at the Head, and the glare she gave Graveworthy was pure vitriol. She was angry, but 
not stupid, and he could see that she knew she had no choice. 
 "You had better take me back to Boston, then," she said. "I need to pack too." 
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FOUR 
 
 The SS Geronimo, on her hundred and tenth voyage between the ports of Boston and Penzance, had in her 
registers (available at the shipping office, records and archives department) a salesman by the name of Eric Smith, a 
British national returning home with a crate of sales samples that clanked and clicked mysteriously as it was stowed. For 
the journey he took a small single room, located next to a much larger suite, which was occupied by a newly married 
American couple. Charity and John Parsons, who listed their occupations as Creationist and Metal Parts Manufacturer 
respectively, seemed overawed by the steamer, but nobody on board could fault their manners. They made their debut, 
as it were, at the sumptuous formal dinner served to first-class passengers the first evening of the journey.  
 Jack was uncomfortable in his dinner jacket and pressed white shirt, but he had to admit that showing up in his 
student clothes would have been inappropriate. Besides, he was supposed to be a wealthy young businessman married 
to Clare, who did look amazing in a formal dress he'd only seen her wear when they graduated lower school a year and a 
half ago. It wasn't the latest fashion but, judging from the admiring looks of the other diners, that hardly mattered.  
 "Where's your necklace?" he asked, nodding at the bare place where her little wooden student Creationist's wheel 
ought to be.  
 "Well, if I'm a Creationist, I can't very well wear a student's necklace," she said. "If anyone asks where my 
Creationist's badge is, I'll just say I lost it while we were packing." 
 "Is that all right?" he asked, worried. 
 "It's fine, Jack. Not everyone wears them, anyway, and I'll put mine on again when we're in England." 
 They had just seated themselves in the dining saloon, an enormous room capable of seating every first-class 
passenger onboard, when he saw Graveworthy making his way through the crowd, unmistakable with his bandaged 
hand and throat. Clare scowled slightly. 
 "Is this seat taken?" Graveworthy asked, pulling out the chair next to Jack and seating himself. "Sorry I'm a little 
late – tying a tie…" He held up his bandaged hand and grimaced. "How's everyone's spirits this evening?" 
 "Clare hoped you'd fallen overboard," Jack answered.  
 "Not entirely surprising. I hadn't intended for us to depart so hastily. I – " he paused and looked up, over her 
shoulder. "Blast. Don't turn around. My cover story for the journey is about to be utterly destroyed." His voice raised 
slightly. "Adella! How nice to see you. Won't you sit down?" 
 A woman in a bright green dress bore down on them as Graveworthy rose again, tolerating a kiss on the cheek in 
greeting and pulling out a chair for her.  
 "Ellis!" she said, in a voice that carried across half the room despite being right next to him. "I had no idea you 
were traveling on this ship! This is nice. What on earth happened to your hand?"  
 Graveworthy seated himself, smiling. "Nothing much. A slight accident with a horse-cart in New York. May I 
present John and Charity Parsons, lately married in Boston." 
 "A pleasure, I'm sure. Any friend of Ellis," she announced to the room.  
 "Mr. Parsons, Mrs. Parsons, this is Adella Garde, one of my many and varied acquaintances. She writes scandalous 
things about me in the newspapers." 
 "Never you, my dear," she replied, chucking Graveworthy under the chin. Jack looked on, horrified, while Clare 
hid her giggle in her handkerchief. "I write a society column for the London Times. Ellis woos me so that I don't tell 
tales out of school." 
 "Indeed I do. Are you traveling for pleasure? I wasn't aware you were in Boston." 
 "I wasn't! Not for long, at any rate. I'm doing a series of articles on transatlantic crossings. What about yourself?" 
 "New novel," he said. "I'm taking a page from your book, actually; I'm traveling in secret. It's going to be set on a 
steamship and I wanted to really – oh, what's the phrase – ah! Dig down," he said. The lies fell from his mouth so easily 
that Jack began to wonder if Graveworthy ever told anyone the truth. "You know, get people to speak to me as a 
confidante, not as a writer." 
 "Oh! Then mum's the word! What's your pen name for the trip?" 
 "Eric Smith. Nice and pedestrian, don't you think?" he said. A waiter appeared silently at Jack's elbow, startling 
him. "Will you dine with us?" Graveworthy continued. 
 "I'm afraid I can't – there's a duchess who wants me to interview her. So dreary, but it does pay for all life's little 
comforts. Mr. Parsons, Mrs. Parsons," she said, and Graveworthy rose to pull out her chair. "Such a sweet boy," she 
said to him, kissing him again as she left. Graveworthy settled back into his seat and sighed, looking up at the waiter. 
 "Consommé all round, the steak pie for Mr. Parsons and myself, the – fish or steak?" he shot a querying look at 
Clare. 
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 "Fish," she said, and the waiter nodded and vanished.  
 "Well, that wasn't so bad," Graveworthy said, once they were alone again. "I was dreading her staying for the 
meal." 
 "She knows who you are? I mean, obviously she does," Jack said.  
 "Yes, and she's a horrifying gossip. The word will be out within the hour that I'm on board. This way, at least 
people won't bother me; it'll be an open secret that I'm incognito, and everyone will treat me like Eric Smith. What 
webs we weave," he said, scratching at the bandage on his neck. "I shall have to do a great deal of talking to people, I 
suppose." 
 "You seem to like talking to people," Clare said, a slight edge to her voice. 
 "As much as you may dislike me right now," he replied, his voice calm and even, "you truly know very little about 
me, Mrs. Parsons. I am not by nature someone who…appreciates the company of others on a constant basis. Thank 
you," he added to the waiter, who had returned with the soup. "I know both of you must have many questions, but I 
suggest you take this opportunity to amuse yourselves. You are young and you are traveling in a luxury few will ever 
experience. There will be time enough to fret when we arrive. If you have no objections, Mr. Parsons, I would like very 
much for you to examine a machine I've brought with me – I believe it may have been jostled unnecessarily." 
 Jack noticed that people at tables nearby were speaking to each other behind their menus and glancing at them; 
Adella Garde evidently worked quickly. 
 "My pleasure, Mr. Smith," he answered, stumbling a little over the name. Under the table, Clare kicked him 
disapprovingly.  
 "Splendid. Until then, let us enjoy this excellent meal," Graveworthy answered, and steered the direction of 
conversation towards industry and American game hunting until the coffee arrived. 
 
 
 
 That night, for propriety's sake, Clare slept in Mr. Smith's single-bed room, while Jack slept alone in the suite's 
giant bed and Graveworthy himself claimed the large, soft chaise nearby. He had deftly blocked every question they 
wanted to ask until finally Clare gave up for the night and Jack was falling asleep in his clothes; when he woke the next 
morning, Graveworthy was already gone, and apparently Clare was too.  
 The trip from Boston to Penzance on a coal-burning steamship took a little over two weeks, which meant that 
Jack had fifteen precious days to find out how everything worked. He wasted no time; he washed and shaved and ate a 
hasty late breakfast in the first-class saloon, billing the cost to his stateroom and bolting the bacon and fried bread 
before setting out to explore. Steamships had massive engines and propellers and all kinds of interesting devices he'd 
only read about in books; Boston might be a port city but Harvard was a school for land-engineers, since steamship 
engineering was a relatively new science and better handled by the Maritime Institute of Technology.  
 He climbed up to the deck and then further up to the top platforms, staring in awe at the smokestacks rising 
above them. People all around him sat on deck-chairs or strolled in the early-morning sunshine, most of them serenely 
unconcerned with the engineering dream that they traveled aboard. 
 "Excuse me," he said, to a man in a uniform who looked like he probably had at least something to do with the 
crew of the ship. "How do I get to the engine rooms?" 
 "Would you like a tour, sir?" the man asked.  
 "Extremely," Jack said hopefully. 
 "I shall speak to the head engineer. Your name, sir?" 
 "J…ohn Parsons," Jack said, catching himself quickly. "I'm a machine parts manufacturer – it's a business 
interest." 
 "I see! We'll do what we can to oblige, sir. In the meantime, may I bring you a drink, or perhaps arrange for a deck 
chair?" 
 "No, thanks," Jack said, leaning on the railing. "Your head Engineer – is he from Harvard, or MIT?" 
 "I believe Harvard, sir, but I shall check." 
 Jack felt enormous pride in his school as the vibrations from the engines and propellers came up through the 
railing. "Thank you." 
 He had never been so far from dry land, where even seagulls were few and far between and there was nothing 
around but the ship and the vast expanse of blue-green water. He wondered if they'd pass other ships en route. There 
must be wind that blew all the way from Boston to Europe, or else sailing ships could never have done it; Creationists 
could make fire, but only very few could make wind, and their services were prized. Did birds ever cross the Atlantic? 
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Say you had to harness the wind for a long journey over water with no stops; you'd need a very light hull or platform, 
and some way of flapping occasionally.  
 He didn't even remember walking from the railing back to his cabin or scrabbling in the desk for paper and a pen 
to write with. The cheap fountain pen scratched and blotted but it did what he asked of it, sketching out questions and 
charts, calculations, weight measurements. He didn't look up until there was a gentle knock at his door. When he 
answered he found the crewman from earlier, carrying a small lunch pail in one hand. 
 "If you would like, sir, the Head Engineer would be pleased to give you a tour," he said. 
 "Great! Which way do I go?" Jack asked breathlessly. The crewman handed him the lunch pail. "What's this?" 
 "Mrs. Parsons spoke to the kitchen this morning and asked us to be certain you ate," the crewman said with a 
small smile. "She also told us of your interest in engines. Would you like to dine with the engineering crew?" 
 Jack beamed. "I'd like that very much." 
 
 
 
 Clare spent the day exploring the ship as well, though very different portions of it from Jack. There was a small 
chapel and a well-stocked library; the reading-room next door had a bar and a fireplace. The decks were kept almost 
suspiciously clean by the crew, and there was always a crewmember somewhere nearby if she needed anything. She was 
still furious about being all but kidnapped from Boston, but she found the steamship satisfactory for her needs.  
 "Will you be dining alone tonight, ma'am?" one of the waiters asked as she walked into the dining saloon. She 
swept the enormous room quickly but couldn't find either Graveworthy's tall, slightly stooped figure or Jack's sandy, 
spiky hair. Jack, she supposed, could be anywhere, probably breaking parts of the ship that were formerly thought 
unbreakable.  
 "I suppose so," she said, discontentedly. "If Mr. Parsons appears, do tell him his wife is dining and would like to 
see him for an hour or two at his convenience." 
 The waiter smiled. "You're Mrs. Parsons! My mate in Engineering – " he coughed. "That is to say, the Engineers 
have been making Mr. Parson's acquaintance this afternoon. He's probably down there now. Would you like me to send 
someone to fetch him?" 
 "Could you?" she asked. "It's not that I mind dining alone, but I've been trying to make sure he eats." 
 "Of course. This way, Mrs. Parsons," the waiter said, and showed her to a seat near the kitchen door. Clare, who 
had not grown up dining in restaurants, was not inclined to be offended – especially when an only slightly filthy Jack 
walked through the kitchen door a few minutes later. 
 "Hiya!" he said excitedly, wiping his hands with a damp towel probably supplied by the kitchen. "You won't 
believe – " 
 "Before you start," she said, "I think you should know there's coal dust on the tip of your nose." 
 He lifted the towel and rubbed his face with it. "Got it?" 
 "Much better. Did you spend all day crawling around in machines?" 
 "Not all day," he protested. "Just most of it. Is it dinnertime already? Seems like I just had lunch. Thanks for the 
lunch pail, by the way. Did you know they have triple-expansion steam engines? Two-cylinder, but still, they seem to 
keep the screw propellers going." 
 "Take a breath," Clare advised, as the waiter returned. 
 "Mrs. Parsons! I see your husband has found you. Would you care for a drink?" 
 "Tea for me," she said. "John will have beer. Bring him something to eat; he won't notice what it is anyway. I'll 
have the chicken." 
 The waiter swept their menus away, as well as the towel Jack had been cleaning himself with. He straightened his 
collar and sighed. 
 "There's so much to learn, and so little time," he said. "Maybe when this is done and I'm done with Harvard I'll go 
up to MIT. That's what the Head Engineer did. It's a whole new world; they have to learn all about coal weight to 
energy calculation. And they talk about Brunel as if he were…as if he were Father LaRoche or something." 
 "Brunel, the steamship designer?" Clare asked. "I've heard you mention him before." 
 "Yeah, but I didn't know that much until today. He's the one who figured out that drag is proportional to the 
square of the dimensions of the ship creating it, but capacity is based on dimensions cubed." 
 Clare stared at him blankly. 
 "The bigger the boat, the bigger the engine. The bigger the engine, the faster the speed," Jack explained. "And 
faster speed means less resistance." 
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 "More speed, more space…less coal," she concluded. 
 "That's right. It might," he added, lowering his voice, "be true in the air, too. If you could launch a ship in the air, 
the faster it goes…I mean, you have to work out horizontal push as well as how to keep the damn thing in the air. 
Maybe some kind of super-powerful catapult…" 
 "They're supposed to survive landing," she reminded him. 
 "I don't suppose there's that much padding in the world," he agreed ruefully. "What did you do today?" 
 "I looked around," she said, shrugging. "There's a nice library. I think we're the youngest people in first class 
except for the children." 
 "Well, only the best for my wife," he said with a grin.  
 "How can you be sure I'm not the one with the family fortune and you're just some madman I picked up and 
made presentable?" she asked.  
 "I'm not very presentable," he said, studying his fingernails. "They showed me the coal storage bins first. I think 
they thought I was an idiot until I started asking questions about the engines." 
 "Idiocy is a wonderful cloak, if used properly," said a new voice, and they looked up to see Graveworthy standing 
over them. "May I? Late to dinner two days in a row – they'll have to flog and keel-haul me next. Looks like they've 
already done for you, Parsons." 
 Jack grinned. "I toured the engines." 
 "I surmised," Graveworthy said, shaking out his napkin with his good hand. The bandage on the side of his neck 
was smaller, but his left arm still dangled in its sling. "I've been avoiding people all day, but they will come and talk to 
me," he complained.  
 "Can't imagine why," Clare muttered. 
 "It's Adella. She told everyone I'm writing a book about transatlantic crossings and they all want to be in it. I shall 
probably have to write the wretched thing, now, just to justify my cover story." 
 "What about the…" Jack hesitated. "Project?" 
 "Well, there's writing and there's writing. A shipboard novel I could do in my sleep, I imagine; there are certain 
conventions that the genre follows, and I'll just go through and do the opposite. Might be an interesting project, at 
that," Graveworthy mused.  
 "Do you always try to upset the world as much as possible?" Clare asked. 
 He gave her a surprised look. "Of course. Otherwise how does anything change?" 
 "What if I don't want things to change?" 
 Jack turned to her, tilting his head, a confused look on his face. She blushed.  
 "It was rhetorical," she muttered.  
 "Have you read any of my books, Mrs. Parsons?" Graveworthy asked. His calm, quiet tone hadn't wavered 
throughout the exchange.  
 "One or two. I read Geppetto," she said.  
 "Did you take it for a retold fairy tale? A grown-up copy of a children's story?" he asked. 
 "Why do you care?" 
 "I made it. I care what people think of it. What did you think it was?" 
 "Hey," Jack interrupted. "If she doesn't want to tell you what she thought of your book, she doesn't have to." 
 "Jack," Clare hissed. "I can defend myself, thanks." She turned to Graveworthy. "I thought it was written to sell. 
To give people a thrill at reading something scandalous. I liked it," she added, though it cost her pride to say so. 
 "I'm glad to hear it," Graveworthy said, though it sounded like he was teasing. "Now, Mr. Parsons, I hear you 
toured the engines today?" 
 Jack launched into an enthusiastic lecture on marine engineering without missing a beat, hardly eating in his desire 
to share all the information he'd gathered that day. Another woman, Clare reflected ruefully, would have felt ignored 
sitting at this table. On the other hand, she knew Jack, and she knew that he didn't talk about engines out of selfishness; 
he wanted to share what he knew with the world, and this was a peculiar sort of generosity for him.  
 The sort of generosity, she reflected, that allowed him to forgive Graveworthy this half-kidnapping for the 
opportunity to build a flying machine.  
 
 
 
 A storm swept up on them that night and rattled rain against the windows of all the rooms above the waterline. By 
morning it was pouring down steadily. Jack was glad to eat a hot breakfast in the dining saloon with Clare; Graveworthy 
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was gone again before either of them woke.  
 "I never thought I'd say porridge was good, but this is good porridge," Jack said, hunched over his breakfast. "I 
miss it, sort of." 
 "Miss what?" Clare asked, buttering a biscuit.  
 "Well, the routine. Getting up at the same hour, eating in the dining hall with the other students – it starts to 
become comforting. You expect it, I guess." 
 "Are you unhappy, Jack?" she asked.  
 "No! I'm touring the bridge today. They wouldn't let me go up to the topdeck to watch the storm come in but 
they said I could look at the navigational charts and stuff if I wanted. It's going to be really interesting. It's just, you 
know. This is the most freedom I've had since I started Harvard. It reminds me how people really live." 
 "Not many live like this," she replied. "I suppose we should feel lucky we're not traveling steerage." 
 "Mm," Jack replied, glancing out one of the windows. "Rain's coming down hard. What're you doing today?" 
 "Oh, I thought I'd get one in Graveworthy's eye and try re-reading Geppetto, if they have it." 
 Jack grinned. "Remember when you got that copy from the shop up on Copp's Hill?" 
 "How could I forget! I've never been so terrified in my life that I was going to be arrested. And they just had piles 
of them sitting there." 
 "Bribed the police, I guess. And then I took a whole two days from my gating allowance and we spent all night 
reading the horrifying bits aloud. I learned a lot from that book." 
 "Not much of use if you ever want to marry a girl." 
 "Well, no knowledge is ever wasted," he said. 
 "So, that's what I'm going to do. You may find me in the library, far away from some freezing ship's bridge, 
reading pornography. Thrilling, isn't it?" 
 "Utterly," he said, and spooned a huge helping of porridge into his mouth with one hand, reaching for the pot of 
brown sugar with the other.  
 After breakfast he walked Clare to the library and left her in the reading room with two old men sleeping in wing 
chairs and a second-class passenger reading adventure novels near the fire. She curled up on a long sofa and started on 
Geppetto with the same kind of fierce intensity that Jack generally reserved for steam engines.  
 Jack went up to the bridge with a light heart, where Mr. Parsons was received as an honored guest; not just a first-
class passenger but a man who had earned the respect of the head Engineer for his intelligence and mental agility. He 
had questions to ask, but the navigators were busy, so he contented himself with watching the storm.  
 Clouds, enough clouds to hold thick drops of rainwater, somehow managed to get up in the air and stay there. 
How solid was a cloud? It was really just steam vapor, but the condensation from steam vapor was pretty slight. Could 
you strap a ship to a cloud, and fly that way? 
 It nagged at him in the way an improperly-designed machine would. Just how could you build a contraption that 
could fly, and carry not only its own weight but the weight of one or two full-grown men as well? A Creationist could 
make one, but they couldn't tell you how it functioned and if you opened it up you'd find some incredibly complicated, 
fragile, and unworkable thing inside. If you could figure out how it worked at all.  
 Jack had dim inklings that if he built a flying machine, it was half-likely he would not return to Harvard. It would 
be so new and special that it might very well become his life's work. If a man could fly the way birds flew, much faster 
than even the fastest steam engine and with more endurance than a sturdy horse, you could go…anywhere. Over any 
ocean, to the farthest reaches of the planet. Free from train tracks, free from land, far from anywhere. That would be 
something, sure enough.  
 
 
 
 The storm lasted five days, during which some of the passengers began to murmur worriedly about Stormpirates. 
It was only small reassurance that pirates rarely took on steamships; slightly greater reassurance, at least to Clare, that 
Stormpirates were more legend than fact anyway, like sea monsters.  
 Jack spent his days exploring the ship's machinery from bow to stern, a quick and filthy course in marine 
engineering that nearly cost him his life when he hung over the edge of a smokestack and almost tumbled in. The crew 
circulated the advice that Mr. Parsons was more enthusiastic than cautious and should probably not be left alone if he 
was anywhere near a machine. Not if Mrs. Parsons wanted to keep from being a widow by the time they made land in 
Penzance, anyway. 
 Clare hardly saw Jack except for meals, and even when she did he was often distracted, but then so was she. 
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Geppetto wasn't long and she'd raced through it in a day and a half; she was reading it again more thoroughly, now, 
looking for hints as to its deeper meaning.  
 "Still enjoying it?" a voice asked one afternoon, and Clare looked up to see Graveworthy standing over her, a small 
bundle tucked up into the sling on his left arm.  
 She opened her mouth to launch into a scathing criticism, but the list of all the things wrong with the book 
(starting with the very premise of Pinocchio as a real person) disappeared from her head. 
 "I have to finish re-reading it," she said instead. "Then I'll tell you." 
 "Very wise – a reader's answer," he replied. 
 "Are you here to bother me?" she asked.  
 "Indeed not. I'm taking out a book for a friend of mine in Steerage. They're not allowed access to the library." 
 "Since when do you have a friend in Steerage?" she asked, closing the book, curiosity overcoming sullen dislike.  
 "Since he tried to pick my pocket for my first-class badge," Graveworthy replied, showing her the little badge that 
allowed them access to the library, the first-class saloon, and the other perks of traveling with wealth. "He said he 
wanted to get a book." 
 "And you believed him?" 
 "Trust me, a young man traveling Steerage would stand out like a sore thumb anywhere else this gets you in." 
 "You'd know a lot about traveling Steerage, would you?" 
 "I wasn't always a wealthy man, Miss Fields." 
 "But you are now. Going down to gaze on the peasantry." 
 "Is that what you think? You should come along. It'd be an education." 
 "I don't need an education in poverty," she said. "I understand it better than you think." 
 He tilted an eyebrow at her. "Not coming then? Well, suit yourself. Only I'll take this, thank you," he said, slipping 
a book out from under the pile at her elbow and tucking it into the sling with the package. 
 "Hey!" 
 "I'll bring it back. I'll even dust it down first. Thank you," he added, and left before she could grab the book back.  
 She hastily set down Geppetto and ran after him, cursing his long stride until she caught up at the end of a long 
hallway, where a door opened into a dingy, ill-lit stairwell. He glanced at her, but at least he didn't say anything else 
condescending; just offered his elbow, which she turned up her nose at, and began the descent.  
 They passed silently through second-class, level after level; after a while the carpeted platforms gave way to bare 
wood, and a certain very human smell grew more pungent. They dropped below the second-class dining hall and then 
below what must be a mess hall for third class. Finally, they reached the last landing, and he gestured for her to go 
ahead of him through the door to the third-class quarters. Claire walked inside carefully, studying the large room before 
her.  
 The smell was much stronger here, a mixture of unwashed bodies and cooked food, dust and oil lanterns. The 
lanterns hung on hooks every few feet, and the hooks were bolted into row on row of sleeping bunks, little more than 
planks with blankets piled on them.  
 She realized abruptly that they were underwater now, in the belly of the ship. The vibrations of the engines were 
much more pronounced, and the sound – combined with the noise of people speaking, and the occasional dog's bark – 
was a little overwhelming. A few occupants of the room turned to look at her, in her clean and unpatched clothing, then 
hurriedly went about their business. 
 Graveworthy touched her arm, and she followed without protest as he led her through the room, past children 
playing on the floor and piles of luggage. His aim seemed to be a group of people who were singing loudly, clustered 
around a cookfire kindled on a slab of stone.  
 Most of them, even in song, had thick Bostonian accents, though she picked out one or two that were either Irish 
or English, not as polished as Graveworthy's. As they arrived, one of them was saying, "That's no' how we sing it at 
home. Listen!"  
 He broke into a song in the same tune they'd just been singing, but the words were slightly different; Graveworthy 
kept his hand on her arm, keeping her just outside the light of the cookfire. It had to be a Created cookfire; it burned 
almost smokelessly, and a woman nearby was concentrating fiercely on it. 
 They stood there until the song was done, at which point the little crowd clapped, and Graveworthy stepped into 
the light. 
 "Very well rendered, Rolf," he said, as a man next to (apparently) Rolf got to his feet. "And here you are, Peter, the 
book I promised you." 
 "Thanks!" the young man said, taking it from him with a grateful nod and settling in to read. One of the other 
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young men kicked a crate over, and Graveworthy gestured for her to sit on it, settling himself cross-legged on the floor. 
The others looked at her curiously. 
 "This is Charity Parsons, an acquaintance I've made abovedecks," he said. "Mrs. Parsons, may I introduce the 
company – that's Mrs. Doud and her five children, lately of East Boston and hoping to found a Creationist enterprise in 
England; the Scotsman there is known mysteriously as Wandering Rolf; our resident entrepreneur is Mr. Hall, salesman 
of tonics and snake-oil – " 
 " – medicinal remedies – " Mr. Hall interrupted. 
 " – to the elite of Massachusetts and now about to embark on a British branch; and this is Peter, who I have no 
doubt will be a wealthy man by the time he's forty." 
 "Thirty, if I'm lucky," Peter replied with a grin. 
 "I hope you're better at business than at pickpocketing," Clare said, and Graveworthy sighed.  
 "It's much the same, in the end," Peter replied, unperturbed. "Bigger scale, that's all. Must look sharp in this 
world." 
 "And it helps to have friends in high places," Graveworthy added with a smile. 
 "Have you come to join the sing-song?" one of Mrs. Doud's children asked. They seemed to range in age from 
five to fifteen or so. "Mr. Graveworthy knows the best songs." 
 "I keep company with dockmen and others of low character," Graveworthy murmured to her. 
 "I'm so very surprised," she murmured back.  
 His face turned was serious, but his eyes gleamed a little. "I picked up one in Liverpool – Rolf, you might know it. 
Or at least the tune?" 
 He opened his mouth and burst into a song with a thudding beat, and Clare almost fell off her crate. It wasn't that 
he was a good singer, though he was – she should have expected that – but the song was strangely familiar.  
 

In south Australia I was born, 
Heave away, haul away! 
In south Australia, Port Melbourne, 
And I'm bound away for Australia! 
 
Heave away you rolling king! 
Heave away! Haul a-way! 

 
 "All the way you'll hear me sing – and I'm bound for South Australia," she heard herself sing. Graveworthy paused, 
blinked at her, and then continued, while the others pounded their boots on the deck. 
 

As I walked out one morning fair –  
 
 She knew what came next, though she didn't know how; she joined in, singing perhaps less confidently, but with 
better rhythm.  
 

Heave away! Haul away! 
It's there I met Miss Nancy Blair 
And I'm bound for South Australia! 

 
 Clare glanced at the others, who were watching intently. Graveworthy looked curious, but he gestured for her to 
continue.  
 

Up – the coast to –  
 
 She hesitated.  
 "Go on," Graveworthy said, with a mild, encouraging look. "I think you'll find it's 'Adelaide'." 
 She nodded, swallowing. 
 

Up the coast to Adelaide, 
Heave away, haul away! 
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Through the Bight to Fowler's Bay, 
And I'm bound for South Australia. 
 
Nowra Port to Nullabor, 
Heave away, haul away! 
On South Australia's golden shores 
And I'm bound for South Australia! 

 
 "Bravo," cried Mr. Hall, and the children applauded. Wandering Rolf tested the bubbling pot on the cookfire and 
accepted a handful of Created bowls from Mrs. Doud. 
 "Stew's on," he said, ladling it out and passing it to the children first, then to Clare and Graveworthy. She glanced 
at him, but she knew better than to refuse the food and insult them.   
 "Rolf begs potatoes and carrots from the second-class cooks," Graveworthy told her, accepting his bowl as well. 
"I've brought down some stew meat from the kitchens, and Mr. Hall provides the onions. A little flour, a little 
water…it's not first-class fare, but it fills the stomach. Which reminds me, I've a chicken for you, Mrs. Doud," he said, 
passing over the bag he'd been carrying. 
 "Oh, lovely," she replied, accepting it unashamedly. "I can stretch this the rest of the voyage."  
 Nobody else had taken a bite, so Clare didn't either; they were looking to Mr. Hall, who broke a bit of hard-
looking bread over his stew and said, "Praise be to the Creator."  
 The others echoed it, and then the bread was broken into pieces and passed around, while the children wolfed 
down their stew and the adults ate more sedately. Clare hadn't heard the simple mealtime prayer in some time; at the 
Trade Schools there was a longer prayer spoken by whatever teacher happened to be presiding that day. 
 They ate mostly in silence, the children arguing and elbowing each other with an occasional remonstrance from 
their mother. Graveworthy ate about half of his, before passing his bowl to Mrs. Doud's youngest. The child piped a 
polite "Thank you, Mr. Graveworthy!" and polished it off quickly.  
 "Are you done, Miss?" one of the other children asked, when she noticed Clare hadn't finished hers either.  
 "Oh! Yes, take it if you want it," she said, handing it over. "That was delicious, Mrs. Doud." 
 "Richer food up top," Peter murmured. 
 "Mind yourself," Graveworthy said, a little sharply, and Peter looked guilty. "It was very good, Mrs. Doud. Though 
I'm afraid we must take our leave – I should escort Mrs. Parsons back abovedecks before her husband comes looking 
for her. Come along; we'll leave our friends to their supper." 
 He stood, dusting off his trousers, and offered her his good hand. She glanced at him, then at those eating around 
the stew-pot. She took his hand, but stood without his assistance, earning her a dry look.  
 "Thank you for the stew," she said politely. The others nodded, and she followed Graveworthy away.  
 "Indulge me – I'm not as young as you," he said, when they'd climbed up to the lowest level of second-class. 
"There's an elevator, and I think an attendant on this level…ah, yes," he said, approaching a Creationist seated on a 
stool near the double-doors. "Top floor, please." 
 She nodded and waved a hand; the door opened, and after it was closed Clare felt the familiar lift of a Created 
elevator raising them up to first-class. 
 "I'm interested in how you knew that song," he said, as they ascended. "I've never encountered anyone else who 
did, except the man who taught it to me in England." 
 "Boston's a port city too, you know. Sailors pick up all kinds of things." 
 "Yes, and Boston's an old port. But I don't imagine you spend much time with sailors or dockmen," Graveworthy 
said.  
 "No," she said, amused. "The school doesn't encourage it." 
 "Then the question remains: how did you come to hear it?" 
 She huffed impatiently, annoyed her distraction hadn't worked. "I don't know. I heard somewhere." 
 Graveworthy studied her for a moment before clearing his throat. "Are you Australian yourself?" he asked 
carefully. 
 "That's a rude question to ask," she replied. 
 "And that's not an answer. Your parents, were they Australian? Was one an Expat, perhaps? It's quite the lullabye, 
I suppose…"  
 She shrugged. "I grew up in an orphanage." 
 "I'm sorry. Can I ask what happened to your parents?" 
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 Clare turned to look at him, an impulse overriding common sense. "Mr. Graveworthy, I don't want to lie to you." 
 "I know," he said. "That's why you keep giving half-answers, and why I keep asking questions. You are Australian 
by birth, aren't you?" 
 "I'm an American citizen." 
 "Papers provided on landing in America? I'm surprised they didn't send you to England." 
 "My mother wished me to go to America – have you investigated me?" she asked, furious. 
 "No, but I've spoken to others who were sent away from Australia as children. There's a certain…independence 
one senses in Expats; it's quite unusual, and easy to spot once you've seen it a few times. You're an expatriate – sent off 
by the government, hm?" he asked. "Can't have wee baby Creationists in a country where nobody's supposed to be able 
to Create." 
 Clare nodded, studying the floor.  
 "Your parents are likely still alive in Australia, somewhere," he continued. "Perhaps even with other children. I 
imagine it was your mother who sang you that song – was she a sailor? Or your father, perhaps?" 
 "Don't tell anyone," she said. 
 "I shouldn't worry. I'm well aware not everyone likes to associate with them. I have a friend – you'll meet him, 
eventually – who's told me stories. They think you're shifty, untrustworthy. Easy to blame, too, if something goes 
missing, if something gets broken." He shrugged. "Besides, who would I tell? Jack presumably knows already." 
 The doors opened and he waited for her to go first; she looked at him and the full impact of what she'd done 
washed over her. 
 She bolted blindly out the door, turned the first corner she came to, and ran until she reached the security of the 
single cabin that was booked under his name; she fumbled the key into the lock and slammed it shut behind her, 
locking herself in. 
 
 

Flyleaf of the first legal American printing of Geppetto, by Ellis Graveworthy 
(printed in "pulp" in 1960; Popular Editorial Group, publishers) 

 
THE SENSATIONAL NOVEL - NOW IN PRINT IN AMERICA FOR THE FIRST TIME! 

THE TRAGIC ROMANCE OF TWO MEN CAUGHT IN THEIR OWN WEB OF LIES AND CRIME! 
A HISTORICAL CLASSIC! 

 
Homosexual sculptor Liam Geppetto wants love – from another man! 

His passion for the young "dandies" of UNDERWORLD LONDON leads to his DESTRUCTION when he falls in love 
with Pino, an Italian dockworker with a shady past and even  

SHADIER FUTURE!  
Their exploits take them down a path where he must break free – or PERISH! 

 
LEARN  

the lurid details of Victorian love among men! 
DISCOVER  
Pino's secrets! 

READ  
as Geppetto entangles himself in a web of lies for the  

MAN HE LOVES! 
 

BANNED IN AMERICA FOR DECADES - NOW AVAILABLE TO YOU! 
The scandalous story of Geppetto and Pino that dared to take a classic tale – and TWIST IT! 

 

READ IT BEFORE THEY BURN IT! 
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In a diary entry dated around the time of the first American printing of Geppetto, the owner of Popular Editorial Group wrote:  
 
 My business is to pander to the tastes of the general public, but I try where I can to shed a little literary light into their 
eyes. If pulp was the only way to publish Graveworthy's work, so be it; they might be drawn in by the lurid advertisements and 
sexy covers, but the story is worth telling and it won't do them any harm to read a tragedy for once.  
 I'm sure Graveworthy is weeping in some afterlife or other, but I like to think that he's also proud it finally made it across 
the pond legally and I'm sure he wouldn't say no to the profits we're going to make on it. Excellent old wretch, he must have 
been. Wonder what he and Baker got up to when they weren't abetting revolutions. 
 
 
 
 Jack didn't see Clare or Graveworthy at lunch that day, and he felt somewhat lonely as he ate his meal at the bar 
and wandered out onto the deck. The storm had finally blown away; on a day like this in Harvard he might be holed up 
in the library or working on a machine in his rooms, but here all he could do was walk the deck or try and find 
somewhere else to explore, and he was fairly sure he'd seen all the really interesting things to see. He plucked at one of 
the mostly-decorative rigging lines on deck, thoughtfully.  
 Leonardo da Vinci had invented a flying machine, but the engine to power it would weigh too much for the lift it 
would provide. He had sketched little gliders, too, and Jack supposed those would work for a short time, but they 
weren't secure enough for real travel. He would try to build a Leonardo Engine when they landed, but he was growing 
more and more certain that he would have to design his own model.  
 Although… 
 If that was the case, why wait to arrive? Here he was on a ship with the raw materials to hand, and he had nothing 
better to do. There must be glue somewhere, and there was plenty of paper in the stateroom.  
 He resolutely walked back into the dining saloon and pushed open the doors to the kitchen, walking through as if 
he owned the place. Many of the entrances to the engines were through the kitchens or staff rooms, and the chefs paid 
him very little mind. He found what he needed, returned to his stateroom, and got to work. 
 By the time Graveworthy came in, a few hours later, Jack had constructed two passable wings out of rolled paper 
glued to linen napkins, with a rudder controlled by two levers made out of forks. 
 "Hi! Look!" Jack said, holding it up. Graveworthy eyed it with the kind of look that Jack's professors often 
employed when he was showing off a machine that wasn't strictly class-related.  
 "Does it fly?" he asked, examining the knotwork Jack had used on the forks as he undid the sling on his arm, 
stretching it and grunting a little. 
 "If you throw it hard enough, anything flies," Jack replied. "What I want is…um…air-buoyancy." 
 "Lighter-than-airness," Graveworthy suggested. 
 "That's it. Is there a word for that? You're the writer." 
 Graveworthy considered matters as he twiddled the forks with his good hand, still stretching his left arm. "Not a 
specific word, but I suppose lift works as well as any." He set the little craft down on the desk and sat on the edge of the 
bed. "Jack…are you aware of Clare's origins?" 
 Jack frowned. "What do you mean?" 
 "Where she comes from." 
 "Yes, I know. But she – I mean, no offence, but she doesn't like you much. I don't think she'd want me to talk 
about it with you." 
 "It's a trifle late for that now." 
 Jack raised his eyebrows. "Who told you? I didn't think anyone but me and the head of the orphanage knew." 
 "She did. I doubt she intended it." Graveworthy tilted his head at the wall that separated her cabin from theirs. 
"She locked herself in, earlier. I think she's…confused. And homesick." 
 "Clare's never homesick." 
 "Perhaps she's never been quite so far from Boston. And as you say…she's angry at me. Which is perhaps good in 
the grand scheme of things…" he shrugged. "Gives her something to do." 
 Jack glanced at the wall, biting his lip. One hand strayed to a scrap of paper leftover from wing-building, 
crumpling it. "She told you about Australia?"  
 "I asked too many questions. And I know a little about expatriates. There are more in Britain, you know. Many 
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more than in America, as big as it is."  
 "Listen, do you do this to her on purpose?" Jack asked. "Because if you're picking on her you're not too big for me 
to beat you up." 
 Graveworthy smiled. "I'm not too big for her to beat me up, either, but no – I didn't intend this particular course 
of events. I want to understand the pair of you, but it becomes increasingly complex the more I question. I don't want 
to hurt her, Jack. I'm not a sadist. But I want her to understand that I am not an enemy. Sometimes the only way to do 
that is to let her come to that conclusion herself, and think what she likes of me in the meantime." 
 This didn't make much sense to Jack, but he didn't say so; often people didn't make sense until he'd waited for a 
while and seen more of them, like particularly complex engines. Sometimes you just had to let it run until you got it. 
 "Maybe she needs me," he said hesitantly. 
 "Undoubtedly she needs you, as you need her. At this particular moment, I'm sure she would be glad of your 
presence." Another faint smile. "Perhaps you're too young to comprehend what a rare thing it is to exist in such 
harmony with someone. Do you and she ever fight?" 
 "What would we fight about?" Jack asked, standing and tossing the paper in his hand to one side. "All the fighting 
we had to do we got out of the way when I was still in short-pants." 
 As he stepped out of the stateroom and ducked over to Clare's door, he heard Graveworthy chuckle. 
 "Unknowing youth," the writer murmured, before the door shut.  
 
 
 
 
 The walls on the ship were not entirely too thick to hear through, and Ellis was not above eavesdropping. It was a 
handy skill. He stood near the wall, breathing softly, and listened to the conversation taking place between Jack, in the 
corridor, and Clare on the other side of the door.  
 "Clare," Jack called, trying to be as quiet as possible. "Clare, it's Jack. Come on, let me in." 
 No response from the room. 
 "Clare, it's no use; you know I can pick these stupid locks if I want to. You might as well open the door." 
 He didn't hear footsteps, but he heard the lock snick back and the door open and close. 
 "Thanks. Nobody likes to look like an idiot talking to a door that isn't his." 
 Ellis smiled, but at the same time he wondered if Jack ever really took anything seriously. Other than machines, of 
course. 
 "I talked with Graveworthy," he said, and then something muffled that wasn't quite intelligible. Clare replied, but 
her voice was higher and didn't carry as well as Jack's baritone.  
 "Well, it's pretty obvious he keeps plenty of other secrets." 
 Clare's reply. 
 "I think he knows a lot of things about us he hasn't said. He watches people," Jack said. 
 Clare launched into a long and angry monologue, enough words audible for Ellis to determine that she was telling 
the story of their afternoon encounter in steerage. That had probably been as upsetting as anything. Ellis didn't think 
the children had spent much time seeing how the working-class lived; Clare might have grown up in an orphanage, but 
sanctioned homes that were allowed to foster Australian refugees were well-kept, and the expatriates were provided 
with a decent settlement on their majority. If Jack had grown up near Clare's orphanage, he was probably a middle-class 
boy.  
 The working class was hard to avoid, in Boston or any other large city, but it wasn't hard to ignore. Even as 
students they were accustomed to a certain level of comfort. Ellis wondered idly how Jack would have reacted. He'd 
probably cheerfully sit down on someone's bunk and draw out a design in coal on wood for making it more durable and 
comfortable.  
 Ellis wished more people saw the world as Jack did, a composition of interlocking parts – each valuable, and none 
functional without the others. Jack lived to improve lives and invent things for the sheer pleasure of it, rarely 
considering what his machines might do – but Ellis didn't think he would intentionally create anything to hurt someone. 
The idea of Jack employed in making torture devices was at once horrifying and too easy to imagine.  
 That would be an interesting novel, wouldn't it? A man discovering that his machines were being employed to hurt 
others. Perhaps even a man who made war machines – because machines didn't have to follow any kind of ethical 
Edict, not like Creationists in times of war. 
 Life is sacred above all else, and no Creation shall harm or do it wrong – 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

44 

 He pulled himself back to listening, realizing that Clare had gone silent. 
 "It's okay," Jack was saying, and Ellis wondered if Clare was crying. She didn't seem the type. "Sometimes people 
see things other people don't want them to. And I'm all right. I wanted to go. Maybe not quite so fast, but obviously 
this is important. And I like the idea of flying." 
 Clare said something low and vehement.  
 "Yeah – I don't know where he wants to go. But I don't think he wants us to get hurt. He wants you to like him. I 
think, anyway. He's really complicated when he's trying to tell you something." 
 Ellis laughed silently. The most honest criticism, out of the mouth of a barely-grown engineer. He'd have to 
remember that the next time he was working on a book.  
 "Well, I guess you can learn about authors from their books," Jack said, in reply to something Clare had told him. 
"Every time he learns something about us we learn something about him, too, right? Like he can keep secrets. And you 
know he's a spy, so you're even, really." 
 There was a creak, like bedsprings settling. 
 "Do you want some dinner sent up?" 
 A laugh, and Clare obviously reminding him she was in the wrong cabin. 
 "Oh. I can bring you some…okay. Well, if you get hungry, come and find me." 
 The door opened and closed again, and Ellis returned to his seat on the bed, hastily taking out a notebook and a 
pen. He expected Jack to return, but he didn't; instead his footsteps disappeared down the hallway, and Ellis realized 
that Jack probably hadn't eaten dinner – nor had he himself. He wondered if Jack wanted company, but decided against 
it. Instead he left the room, locked the door behind him, hesitated outside of Clare's room and then turned resolutely to 
the crewmen's quarters.  
 In a sense he was writing something, in his head, about steamship travel, but nothing like what the men and 
women in first-class thought. The ship's crew and the Steerage passengers interested him far more than what fashions 
the first-classers were wearing or how they kept their children busy on the long voyage. Jack's dreams of industry-driven 
society were already coming alive, and Jack was too young or too fascinated with machines to realize it. To the sailors 
serving here, it was a reality. Most of them could recall crewing sailing ships. 
 He ducked into the crew mess and was greeted loudly by Cally, a middle-aged woman of no little beauty who had 
been a first-lieutenant on a sail-driven cargo ship before taking up with steam.  
 "Ellis!" she called. "Over here, inkslinger!" 
 He accepted a tray of food from one of the cooks, careful of his arm, and seated himself next to her, among the 
operations officers. Nigel, who had been raised and trained on steamships, shoved a pitcher of water across the table. 
 "We was just talkin' bout you," he said. 
 "We were just speaking of you," Cally corrected. Nigel glared at her.  
 "Oh?" Ellis asked. 
 "Mmh. Captain thinks your book everyone's talking about is going to be on us," she replied. "He's getting 
nervous." 
 "Says him'll contact – " Nigel rolled his eyes at Cally's cough. "He'll contact the company when we go ashore and 
get constraints so's you can't tell anything naughty." 
 Ellis gave Cally an inquiring look. She nodded. 
 "Slander against the company is bad for business," she said. 
 "What is there to slander?" he asked. "You run an excellent service." 
 "You been down in steerage," Nigel said darkly. 
 "Yes, and they're fine people. I'm not writing a book about the poor conditions on a steam line. But I am writing a 
book about you," he added, and Nigel looked pleased. "If the steamships think it's slander to talk about industrialization 
of the marine industry and the transition from a Creationist to an Engineered society, they may be bang to rights." 
 "See, he says it," Nigel said to Cally. 
 "Says what? Bang to rights? He only says it to get in good with you," she said loftily.  
 "What's all your talk about industrialization?" Nigel asked, ignoring her. 
 "Well, people are learning more and more about labor-saving devices like engines, which don't require sails," Ellis 
said. "Your jobs have changed drastically in the past fifty years." 
 "No doubt," Cally murmured. 
 "And they say," he added, baiting the hook carefully, "that in places like Australia they've found ways around 
Creationism that sooner or later have to catch on in the rest of the world." 
 "Who says that? Nobody's spoke to anyone in Australia but the government in years," Nigel said. "Even the cargo 
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ships don't dock there since the borders closed. Not properly, anyway. Steven did an Australia run a few times." 
 "Eerie, I call it," Steven piped up from the end of the table, catching his name. The others fell silent; Steven was a 
gnarled sailor of the old school, who had gone round Cape Horn in a wooden vessel and fought pirates off the coast of 
India. His stories of his travels were worth the telling.  
 "Why eerie?" Ellis called. 
 "Well, the way they does it, those that don't get pirate-boarded, is they runs two routes. Used to, anyway. First half 
of the cargo's unloaded at Darwin port, second at Sydney to the south. Tis strange sailing round the eastern coast; all 
the city lights go up an' you can see 'em so close, but can't put in to port for love or money." 
 "Why don't you unload everything at Darwin?" Ellis asked. 
 "Well, now I hear they run a train, so it all goes off at Darwin, but in my day they was ports for the north and 
south." 
 "Of the eastern coast, surely," Ellis said. "What about the western coast?"  
 "Ain't nobody in the western coast but them Tribals," Steven said. "Who's tellin' this, me or you?" 
 "You are, Steven, I'm sorry." 
 "Well, there you are. So at Darwin the ship sends up a flare, and t'next day they pulls into port. Then all us take 
t'lifeboats and floats away, and the Australians come aboard. We don't see them, they don't see us. They takes their 
cargo, and meanwhile some banker," and he infused the word with all the sailor's disdain of merchants, "transfers 
payment for it. They know if they stole a thing we'd come after the ports with cannon, and you don't need to see a man 
to blow him to pieces." 
 "Not anymore," Ellis murmured. 
 "Then they raise a flare when they leave, and we come aboard and on we'd go to Sydney, where we'd do it all over 
again. And I tell you something, there's no silence like the silence of t'men waiting to take their ship back. We hear the 
Australians singin' away as they unload, but we don't see 'em. I done the trip three times and the only time I ever seen 
an Australian was some tribal fella in a boat of his own who hailed us as we came in to Botany Bay. Tis a wild country, 
Australia," Steven continued. "They got no Creation, and they're all convicts or foundling children-of, or crooked 
gov'ment men. Or the native folk, the Tribals." 
 "Surely if they've run a steam engine all the way across the country they can't be uncivilized," Ellis replied. 
 "Can't they?" Nigel asked. "I hear them's asking for scrap iron and all. Word is them'll have their own steamships 
soon, and come and invade Injia." 
 "You're hopeless, Nigel," Cally replied disgustedly.  
 "I've heard the rumor too," Ellis said. 
 "I recall one man," Steven reminisced, ignoring the discussion at the other end of the table, "was left behind on 
ship on accident, and they made him go ashore and stay in Australia." 
 "But there are plenty of expatriates – " 
 "Children," Steven answered sharply. "Children too young to know better. They send 'em off and we train 'em 
right, but you ain't met an expat in Britain who ain't a shade shifty." 
 "I've met good men and women who expatriated," Ellis said.  
 "They say it's in the dirt," Nigel said. "Once you eat food from Australia you're practically dead. You know, if 
you're a Creationist. That's why they shipped all those Creationist crooks there. I shouldn't like to see Australia." 
 "You'll spook the crew," Cally said, capping the discussion neatly. "It's not likely we'll ever go there, anyway. We'll 
be in Penzance in another six days, and then back to Boston, and after that I'm taking service on a line to Dublin. 
They've offered me first navigator after one more passage." 
 Ellis lost interest in the discussion as it turned to the politics of company advancement; he had been waiting for a 
story like Steven's to surface. All the old sailors had them; some of the oldest had even been on the last convict ships to 
Sydney, carrying lawbreaking Creationists and madmen and political prisoners. 
 He knew, because it was his business these days to know, that Darwin Port was a military garrison designed to 
prevent pirates or other unsavories from stealing the shipments that came in to Australia from Great Britain and India, 
China, sometimes Japan. It was also designed to prevent illegal immigration, not that many people wanted to; Australia 
was an island without Creation, and few people wanted to imagine how they lived. 
 But because they had no Creation, everything they had was built by design, and they could be designing warships 
that the rest of the world only imagined in dreams. If that was why they were requesting iron and steel, as he knew they 
were, then it was indeed possible that Australia, like America a hundred years before, was about to declare itself a power 
to be reckoned with. 
 Unlike the United States, where gentle Father LaRoche had held an iron stand against violence of any sort and 
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indoctrinated generations of leaders against the very idea of offensive battle tactics, Australia might make their 
declaration with blood and fire.  
 
 
 

Excerpt of "The Voyage" 
From The Consolations Of Father LaRoche 

By Vilhelm (called William) LaRoche, 1672 - 1790 
First Professor, Founding Overseer, "The Eternal Fire" 

 
 When I took ship from England to the coast of America, I had no conception of what would await me on the other side. I 
was confident in my people to settle an untamed land, but there was speech of murderous savages, and even those who had 
gone from Europe to settle before were said to be reverted, uncivilized, given to cannibalism, and hostile towards those who 
came after. This I disbelieved; we must search cautiously for the truth behind what our eyes and ears show to us. I was right to 
do so. 
 My people were afraid, fleeing the English hostility to our cause, some leaving behind sons or sisters or cousins to 
continue our work abroad – and now that I am old, I think perhaps they were more the blessed for staying, though I am proud 
that I did not fight and did not allow myself to be martyred. Another great Creationist, Christ the Jew, could have done much 
more good on this Earth, I feel, had he fled Gethsemane – but then he believed it was his destiny to die, and perhaps we none of 
us escape the Creator's destiny. 
 It was my destiny to go ashore in America in a likely area for farming, and to encounter on my third day in this new 
country the native peoples who populated the country, they also having decided it was good farming land as well. Perhaps the 
Creator set them there or perhaps they came as we did, in fragile boats, far back in ancient history. You may see in the grand 
design of the universe the fortuitousness of this: my people, on meeting our allies, were no longer afraid and believed America 
to be a promised land.  
 On my first encounter with a native I was hunting deer in a wood when three men came out of the trees silently, 
appearing before me. When they saw me with a knife, looking quite bedraggled – it had been a wet night – one of them stepped 
forward and Created immediately. It was a weapon, a bladed device for throwing, and it was of inordinate size. More than this, 
however, it was Created with beauty, adorned with decorative designs, and very good to look on.  
 We did not know, though we were to learn, that our native brothers practiced Creation even as we did; they had accepted 
the gifts of the Creator and though they had not our rules, they had their own which bound and settled them.  
 Faced with these men and this weapon, I had little choice; in my innocent surprise, I Created a shield with the wheel 
blazon of my Church in bright colors, to protect me as the Church protects all of my children. On seeing this he was first 
amazed; then he laid down his weapon and laughed, and after I saw that I would not be hurt I laughed too.  
 Thus you see, my sons and daughters who read this in ages to come, when Creation met Creation, even in fear, the end 
was laughter. May it be ever so. 
 
 
 

FIVE 
 
 Ellis woke that night from untroubled sleep to the unusual sensation of someone sitting on the edge of the chaise's 
cushions, disturbing the balance of weight and jostling his shoulders and hips, making the still-healing wound on his 
arm twinge.  
 He was lying on his side, facing the darkened room; for a second his hand clenched against his body where a small 
knife was strapped under his shirt, but when he opened his eyes he saw who it was and stopped.  
 "Existential dilemma?" he asked, which he felt was quite good for – what time of the morning was it? Jack was still 
asleep, but that didn't mean much.  
 Clare Fields was perched on one of the cushions, wearing a threadbare dressing gown over her light blue 
nightdress. She ducked her head and twisted her fingers together in her lap. 
 "Are you all right?" he asked, pushing himself up on one elbow. In the bed, Jack snorted and slept on. 
 "I finished re-reading Geppetto," she said.  
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 "Did you read all night?" 
 "Pretty much," she said.  
 "And your conclusions?" 
 She turned her head, giving him a slightly scornful look.  
 "What? Obviously you wanted to speak with me. Here I am, awake at…" he fumbled for his pocket-watch, sitting 
on the end-table, nearly dropping it twice as his arm protested. She Created a ball of light for him to see by. "…thank 
you – two-eighteen in the morning, and available for discussion, dissection, criticism, or praise." 
 "I was going to pick at all the things wrong with it," she said, dousing the light. 
 "Quite right. Life is in the details." He rubbed his face and rested his shoulders against the sofa's arm. "Pick away." 
 "I don't want to now." 
 "Also all right; no-one really likes to hear what's wrong with his work. What do you want to do?" 
 "The story," she said, taking a deep breath. "It's not just about… inverts, is it?" 
 "Not exclusively. It's about the search for love and acceptance, and the ways in which unthinking people prevent 
it."  
 "How do you know so much about it?" she asked. "How can you possibly know all that? Everybody likes you." 
 "Well, yes, now that I'm famous and I've spent years learning to be likable," he replied, drawing his knees up to 
give her more room. "I wasn't always the golden boy. We all struggle with universal things like love and truth. Some of 
us struggle more than others." 
 "I don't want to like you," she said. "You took us away from school, you manipulated Jack – " 
 " – like an exquisite toy," he agreed. "Surely I'm not the first; you must have had teachers who influenced you. 
Someone told you to go to the Trade Schools; someone fostered Jack's adulation of the steam engine. You're far too 
intelligent to be wasted in another two years of school. You want someone to show you the world, even if you don't 
know it." 
 "And now you're manipulating me," she said. 
 "I'm telling you the truth. But I spoke, just now, in the plural – I include Jack in my assessment. If you don't want 
to like me, but find me irresistibly likable at any rate…" He smiled gently. "I suggest you enjoy the journey, Miss Fields. 
Your life will be infinitely more interesting." 
 She sighed, tilting her head up to the ceiling, and was quiet.   
 "I am thirty-four," he said, after a while.  
 "No you're not. You're already going gray." 
 "I cultivate my premature gray and the gravitas ascribed to me. Age makes a man respectable, makes him seem 
harmless. Fifteen years ago I learned hard truths about the world, more than I had already known. I spent years 
pursuing something I didn't realize I didn't want; then a woman showed me the path to the life I wanted to claim as my 
own. Both the schooling I left behind and the work I left it to do are equally important to me, and three years wasted in 
the span of thirty-four is not so much. When you are thirty-four, this will have been a mere minute in your life. And 
perhaps you will take more from it than you dreamed." 
 "And you get what you want," she said. "A flying machine." 
 "What I want, what Jack wants – what you want for Jack, because you love him," he said. "I suspect when you talk 
about Geppetto you only understand the feeling of solitude that comes from having no-one to love because you 
remember a time after you were taken from your parents and before Jack, when you were terribly alone." 
 "I hate how much you see," she said. 
 "So do I," he replied. "But I see it anyway. Go to bed, Miss Fields. When you wake up in the morning, imagine a 
world in which you don't dislike me so, and then see if you can still fit into it." 
 He watched as she rose, shook out the folds of her nightdress, and walked back out into the hallway, checking to 
see if anyone was there before nipping back into her room. Then he tilted his head against the cushion, closed his eyes, 
and drifted back to sleep. 
 
 
 
 Over the next five days, an uneasy peace settled over the trio of travelers. Jack was continually building models 
and, eventually, took over a small workspace in the engineers' shop in order to build a model engine that rotated a spiral 
metal blade he scrounged and modified from a propeller part. The ship's engineers watched with interest as the thing 
took shape.  
 Jack wasn't sure what went on between Clare and Graveworthy, but in the brief pauses he took to eat and sleep 
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and occasionally smoke a cigarette with the other engineers he began to notice that she stopped making digs at 
Graveworthy, and Graveworthy joked and smiled more often in her presence. He sometimes saw Graveworthy walking 
and talking with people on the lower decks, as often as not without his sling, stretching his arm to keep it from 
cramping.  
 They were within a day of docking at Penzance when he finally calibrated the last of the gears on the little engine 
and finished bolting it to a wide wooden platform that, scaled up, would have provided just enough space for two men 
to live comfortably over the space of a few weeks. The gears were as thin as he could make them and he'd adjusted a 
belt to run more efficiently with less wear, plus he'd included counter-rotors to stop the whole thing from turning with 
the blade. He had a feeling he knew what the end result of the maiden flight of the Aerial Screw would be, but he 
couldn't resist making a to-do about it anyway. 
 "John, I'm freezing," Clare said, wrapping a thick duffle coat around her shoulders and huddling close to a post on 
the foredeck that blocked at least some wind that cut across the bow.  
 "Just one more moment," he said, checking a pressure gauge on the engine. Graveworthy rubbed his gloved hands 
together and pressed them to his face, warming his hawk's nose and blue-turning lips. The ship's captain, Cally, and two 
of the engineering crew stood nearby, secure in thick woolen hats and heavy jackets.  
 "What's it supposed to do?" Cally asked Graveworthy, who shrugged.  
 "Looks like a potato-peeling device to me," he answered.  
 "Big potatoes." 
 "Well, everything's huge in America, you know." 
 Jack let out a triumphant "A-ha!" and pointed to the pressure gauge. "Ready to go! We just want a gust of wind…" 
 The wind, coming in towards land, obliged almost as soon as he'd spoken and blew his hair into his eyes as he 
flicked a lever and stepped well back. 
 The engine began to whistle and vented steam; the blade rotated slowly, then faster and faster until the whole 
thing vibrated on the worktable the crew had set up.  
 "She's going up!" Jack shouted, just as the Screw took to the air with an especially fierce gust of wind. For a 
second he thought perhaps his calculations had been wrong and that it would succeed after all; it seemed to be lifting 
higher and higher, and the platform stabilized it without creating too much drag. It was moving forward off the deck of 
the ship –  
 But as soon as it left the relative shelter of the ship's deck it began to sway from side to side unsteadily, the whole 
machine turning round and round in the air with the rotations of the blades. After one particularly strong pinwheel it 
jerked once, flung a handful of bolts out of its engine, and destabilized completely, bursting into flame from the friction 
and dropping like a stone into the sea below. 
 Jack ran to the railing, tracking the little machine as it tumbled past the forecastle and into the water with a soft 
splashing noise. Clare joined him shortly after, nearly colliding with the cold metal. The ship's engineers were peering 
over his shoulder as well, looking for the Screw's remains. 
 "That was exceptionally exciting," Graveworthy said, somewhere in the distance. "Was it meant to do that?" 
 Jack had the distinct sensation that he was being teased.  
 "It almost made it," he called, without turning around. "It needs stabilizers! And some kind of thrust." 
 "That wasn't cheap material," one of the engineers remarked, almost casually. 
 "I'll pay it back," Jack sighed. "Progress isn't cheap, I suppose." 
 "It won't replace steamships anytime soon," Cally added. 
 "It's not meant to," Jack said, looking annoyed for once. "Shame we lost the whole engine, I spent a lot of time 
building it ultra-light. And it can't possibly hold much water – it's got to get it all converted to vapor before it gets off 
the ground." 
 He turned around and leaned on the rail, crossing his arms. The long greatcoat that Graveworthy had lent him 
flapped around his ankles as he contemplated the table where the Screw had been sitting. Clare rubbed his arm 
reassuringly. 
 "You always blow things up a few times before you get them right," she said. Graveworthy was speaking with the 
crew, his head occasionally jerking towards them. Jack wondered what he was telling them. 
 "I fixed the turning problem, for a while anyway," Jack said. "The counter-rotators worked. Leonardo da Vinci 
was a genius – I don't know why he couldn't invent anything better. He was obsessed with flight. I can't think of any 
other way to get lift. I guess he couldn't either." 
 Graveworthy, bidding farewell to the rest of the observers, rejoined them at the railing and pointed over Jack's 
shoulder. He turned; there were sea birds flying towards the ship. 
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 "We'll make port tomorrow, day-after at the latest," he said. Jack watched the birds wheel and turn, flapping 
occasionally. Birds were so light; their very bones were hollow. Perhaps thinning out the metal at points, if done 
properly, could make it light enough – no, there would be uniform stress, and the weakened metal would fault sooner.  
 "When we arrive in Penzance we'll go straight to the train, and take an overnight carriage to Cambridge," 
Graveworthy continued. "I have a house there, and if you like we can install you both as students." 
 Jack was aware that he was being handled. Graveworthy, who didn't know him as well as Clare, was trying to cheer 
him up. But Jack was not given to dwelling on failure, and he had more practical concerns.  
 "Barn," he said. 
 "I'm sorry?" Graveworthy asked. 
 "I need a barn," Jack said. "Or a small warehouse. Something large, with large doors. And tools." 
 "The tools and workshop are taken care of. You need a barn to…build the machine in?" Graveworthy asked 
carefully. 
 "A big field would work if it was secure," Jack added. His mind was already filling with lists. "Access to a machine 
shop, too. Does Cambridge have one?" 
 Graveworthy smiled at him. "I think so. Get some rest tonight – we have a lot of traveling to do in the next few 
days. Mr. Parsons, Mrs. Parsons," he added, tipping his heavy felt hat as the captain of the ship approached Jack, 
presumably to have a word with him about what he owed for parts. Jack had a hard time minding being abandoned; he 
was only going to charge it to his room, anyway, after he'd itemized the list of parts and their correct prices.  
 Tomorrow they would make land; after that it was a question of getting off land again.  
 
 
 
 They made port at Penzance in the evening, docking to hails from the land and with great cheering on the ship. 
Ellis stood in the midst of the well-dressed crowds on the decks, watching Cornwall approach with apprehension; safe 
as they may have been a'shipboard, when they disembarked there was less he could control, and far more danger to Jack 
and Clare. He didn't think an agent of America or France or any of the other rival nations would penetrate into Great 
Britain herself, not over an engineer who wasn't even certain he could build what was needed, but one never knew. Life 
in Her Majesty's Service had taught him to take nothing for granted.  
 As they docked, however, he was heartened by one sight. The Union Jack waved gaily over the port, and beneath 
it someone had tied two blue streamers to the line that carried the flag. It was a sign that allies were awaiting him; his 
message, sent ahead on a clipper steamer, had made it in time. He ducked below the deck and ambled back to the cabin 
he shared with Jack, who was crawling under the bed to make sure he hadn't left anything there. 
 "We'll disembark by sunset," he said. "Ready to meet Great Britain?" 
 "No," Jack said, half-muffled. "I can't find my wrench." 
 "You packed it last night in the top of your trunk," Ellis reminded him. Jack extricated himself, glanced at Ellis, 
and opened his trunk, rummaging in a pocket in the lid. When he found the wrench he beamed and shoved it in his 
pocket. 
 "Thanks," he said. "Clare's packed, she's getting us something to eat." 
 "Excellent. When we disembark, there will be someone waiting to take us to the train. It's best if you don't ask too 
many questions, and leave the talking to me," he said. "We'll leave last of the first-class passengers." 
 "I don't mind," Jack said, lying back on the bed. "I'm looking forward to the train. They say English trains are built 
differently." 
 "Many of them are older, I believe," Ellis said. "How do you feel about enrolling at Cambridge once we arrive?" 
 "I might," Jack replied. "Do I have to take a full course? I'd rather have the time to work." 
 "I'll see if I can pull a few strings," Ellis informed him gravely. Jack beamed.  
 They disembarked an hour later, at the end of a long procession of opulently-dressed men and women followed by 
porters wheeling trunks down the gangplank. Jack walked first, staring in awe at the port and the crowd that had come 
to greet the steamship, stumbling a little as he stepped onto land once more. Clare, just behind him, linked her arm with 
his and stepped to one side to allow Ellis off as well. As soon as he stepped off the gangway, a ragged girl in threadbare 
clothes presented herself and asked if he needed a cab; as she asked, she pushed up the slouch-hat she wore against the 
wind and rubbed her earlobe anxiously.  
 "A cab would be excellent," he said, offering her a tip. She took the coin, whistling for one of the waiting cabs. 
Ellis waved Jack and Clare in, supervising as his contact and a porter loaded the luggage. 
 "Is this a safe port for tired travelers?" he asked idly. 
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 "Aye sir, safe as can be," she answered, without turning to look at him. "You'll find no pickpockets here." 
 "I'm glad to hear it. Do you know the name of a hotel where we could stay?" 
 She glanced at the porter who was helping them; when she saw he was too far from her to hear, she smiled. 
"Anderson's waiting for you with tickets on platform five, sir." 
 "You're overyoung to be in this business," he observed. 
 "Going on fourteen, sir. You'll know my mother, Asma." 
 "Good Creator, you're Asma's daughter?" Ellis asked, honestly surprised. He wasn't aware that Asma Khan had a 
child, let alone a daughter as old as the girl standing before him. "Send her my regards." 
 "She certainly sends you hers," she replied with a grin, and helped him into the carriage before he could answer. 
The driver cracked his whip and the horses trotted obediently forward; Ellis leaned out the window to glance back at 
her as they moved. He remembered when he was a young man first learning how this game was played, and now a 
woman he'd known in his youth had a daughter old enough to learn to spy. Life was very strange, and sometimes 
seemed all too short. 
 "We'll meet a friend of mine at the station," he said to Jack and Clare, who were huddled together on the bench 
across from him, both staring out the window in fascination. "I believe he may travel with us as far as London. I think 
you'll like him. He's a Creationist by training, but he works as a clerk in the government offices. I've known him for 
years." 
 "How far is London from Cambridge?" Jack asked. 
 "Not far. We may change trains, but between now and then there's time to sleep and to plan. Are you making 
progress on your whirligig?" 
 "The Screw? In my head," Jack said absently. "It's a matter of building something light enough to lift its own 
weight. I might have to talk to some engineers." 
 "You'll find plenty of those in Cambridge," Ellis replied. He fell silent, allowing them to watch the town pass by, 
until finally Jack spoke.  
 "It's huge, isn't it?" he asked, still staring out the window. "The world. We're across the ocean from Boston. Which 
way's west?" 
 "That way," Ellis said, nodding out the other window. "A third of the world between us and them, almost. Not so 
large, though – we crossed it in two weeks, which isn't bad. When you perfect your machine, it'll be smaller still. And – 
speaking of speed, I believe we've arrived." 
 Jack put his head and half his body out the open window eagerly, drinking in the sight of the train station and the 
giant steam locomotives puffing and blowing on their rails. He let out an enormous whoop and Ellis had to bodily pull 
him back inside before they could get the door open. Jack was off like a shot; Ellis lunged and managed to haul him 
back by the collar of his coat. 
 "Not so fast, Baker," he laughed, clambering out behind him. "Miss Fields, stay close. This is no time to get lost. 
Platform five," he added to the pair of porters who ran up, eager for tips from an obviously wealthy man.  
 "That way, sir," one of them pointed, and Ellis with his heart in his throat saw Gregory Anderson in a tidy tweed 
suit, hailing them.  
 He was finally home; they might be in Cornwall and he might be traveling with two Americans but he was on 
home soil, and Anderson was a sight for sore eyes. 
 "Hullo old man!" Anderson called, meeting them at the edge of the platform. "Have a care – watch the step – 
welcome back." 
 He engulfed Ellis in a hug, an unusually public display of affection for either one of them, then stepped back to 
take in the two Americans standing, suddenly diffident and shy, nearby. "Is this the one?" he asked, nodding at Clare. 
"She looks likely – " 
 "Half of it," Ellis grinned. "Miss Fields, Mr. Baker, this is Gregory Anderson; Gregory, this is Jack Baker, lately of 
Harvard, and Clare Fields of the Creationist Trade School in Boston." 
 "Well, welcome to both of you," Anderson replied cheerfully. "Up you go, first compartment on the left. And 
you," he added, retaining Ellis on the platform as Jack and Clare clambered aboard the train. "Graveworthy, I have 
news from the shipping offices." 
 "I shouldn't let them out of my sight – did you hear he was almost attacked in Boston?" Ellis replied.  
 "He's safe on the train, I cleared the carriage. Here's your ticket. Are you all right?" Anderson asked, looking at the 
healing scar on his neck. "Last I heard you'd been shot in Wyoming, then stabbed in Boston, and then two nights ago 
someone tells me to run down to Penzance and collect you." 
 "Flesh wounds," Ellis replied. Anderson poked him in the shoulder and he winced. "I'm fine. I'm just glad to be 
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home." 
 "Not a moment too soon. Another shipment of steel went out to Australia today. God knows what they pay with, 
but we can't stop the ships going; they're private merchants. Even the privateers can't catch them. They run slow but 
they're armed like anything." 
 Ellis rubbed the back of his neck. "And our side?" 
 "Stepping up building, sending troops east to India. The local government's not happy about it." 
 "I'd be uneasy too if some occupying force started filling my ports with guns," Ellis answered.  
 "My point is, we need accurate reporting. Can your wunderkind get us there in time? We have maybe six months 
before there's going to be real trouble." 
 Ellis glanced at Anderson's face and saw that it was lean and drawn. He was worried, and if he was worried that 
meant Her Majesty, in the abstract, must be very concerned indeed. He smiled, and Anderson's shoulders relaxed a 
trifle. 
 "Gregory, if Jack can't build this, I don't think anyone can," he said. "But he mustn't know that there's a war to be 
fought if he fails. He's – gentle. He's an artist." 
 "What's she doing here? Bodyguard?" 
 "She's as good as his sister, and she wasn't safe in Boston. Now, you can lean on me all you like to get the thing 
built, but he's the one who has to build it, and if you give him room to breathe I think he will. I've been working on 
them for a month, land and sea, and if you upset his balance now you'll set it all back."  
 "Look at you," Anderson said, clapping him on the shoulder. "Father Graveworthy, defending his children." 
 "Defending the project," Ellis replied. The conductor called for everyone to board, and a pair of station agents 
eyed them suspiciously. "Come inside. No more about this until we can speak privately," Ellis warned, and stepped back 
into the carriage before Anderson could object.  
 Inside, Jack was standing on one of the benches, prodding at the fold-down bed above their heads; Clare was 
examining the curtains that could be drawn across the beds at night.  
 "They're like cats," Ellis said in Anderson's ear. "Sit down, Gregory, and meet my protégés." 
 
 
 
 Jack and Clare, with the resilience of youth, slept soundly on the train to London once their excitement had worn 
off. When Jack woke the following morning he didn't think Graveworthy had slept, given the dark circles under his 
eyes, and Mr. Anderson's bed hadn't even been rumpled; Graveworthy told them he'd left them when the train passed 
through London, earlier that morning.  
 Jack, still barely awake, followed obediently as they disembarked in Cambridge and climbed into a cab. It set off 
down a narrow street, away from the train station and through the city. He wasn't really clearheaded until the carriage 
stopped; then, when he disembarked, the shock of where he was filled his brain. 
 "Be nice to sleep in a bed that doesn't move tonight," Graveworthy said, climbing out and rolling his shoulders. 
"I've been looking forward to this ever since we took ship. Come along," he added, taking a keyring out of his pocket. 
He unlocked the door and led the way inside, but Jack stayed where he was, staring.  
 The house was huge, neither the small suburban home he'd grown up in nor the crammed-together but luxurious 
townhouses of Boston. It looked like a building from Harvard, red-brick and covered in ivy, fronted by rows of tall 
windows. One man couldn't live here alone; in Boston it would have been converted into eight or nine apartments and 
rented out to the wealthy. 
 "Come in, then," Graveworthy called. Jack hurried inside, where he found Clare removing her coat with the 
assistance of a small, tidy-looking man, pale and wiry, older than Jack – but not, he guessed, by much. 
 "Thank you, Nicholas," Graveworthy said to the man, who hung the coat up on a row of shining brass hooks near 
the door. "This is Mr. Jack Baker; he'll be staying with me as well." 
 "Your coat, Mr. Baker?" Nicholas said, holding out his hand. Jack shrugged out of it and hung it on the hook 
himself, absently. Inside, the house seemed even larger; there was an enormous staircase leading from the wide 
entryway up to a windowed landing.  
 "Nicholas is lord and master, really," Graveworthy told them. "He's in charge of the house. I hope he's aired the 
beds." 
 "Of course, Mr. Graveworthy." 
 "And laid on some food?" the last with an almost desperately hopeful look. 
 "Mr. Anderson sent word you were arriving. There are sandwiches in the kitchen, and I will heat up the soup 
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shortly. I think Mr. Baker and Miss Fields would prefer a bath," Nicholas said. Jack didn't dare contradict him; for a 
quiet man he had a very forceful air. "This way." 
 The servant led the way down a corridor that seemed to go on forever, into a small, warm room that smelled of 
soap. He heard Nicholas inform Clare that a second bathroom was just a little further, if she would follow him, but Jack 
was busy examining the water-taps. It wasn't until he leaned over and felt dampness against his knee that he realized the 
bath was full, and the water was hot.  
 Suddenly every joint in his body ached and he couldn't get out of his clothes fast enough. When Nicholas 
returned, Jack was neck-deep in the water with his eyes closed, hair plastered against his head. 
 "Mr. Graveworthy asks that you join him in the kitchen for a meal, when you are finished, and if you are not too 
tired," Nicholas said. 
 "I'm sorry," Jack answered, not opening his eyes. "I might never get out of this bath." 
 "Understandable," Nicholas said. "Shall I bring your soup here?" 
 "Umm, no. I'll wrinkle if I'm in much longer," Jack said. Nicholas offered him a soft towel and disappeared 
discreetly. Jack dressed himself and did the best he could with his hair; when he appeared in the kitchen, Clare and 
Graveworthy were already eating, and a plate was laid with an enormous sandwich and a bowl of thick soup.  
 "No manners," Clare sighed, as Jack crammed half the sandwich in his mouth. 
 "Not much need," Graveworthy answered, cradling the bowl in one hand as he ate. "We're all hungry and tired. I 
thought you might rest this afternoon, and tomorrow I'll show you the university." 
 "And my workshop?" Jack asked. 
 "Yes." 
 "And I need to know where the library is – " 
 "Jack!" Clare laughed. "Stop. Chew." 
 Jack smiled sheepishly and ate the other half of his sandwich.  
 "Your eagerness is admirable," Graveworthy added. "But Miss Fields is right; you've already made progress, and I 
don't doubt you'll make more. This is a time to work, yes, but also to enjoy your residency here. This weekend I'll have 
other guests, but I think you'll enjoy them." 
 "Who?" Clare asked.  
 "I'm not sure yet; I'll have to see who's about, or if we should go to London. Anderson, certainly, and probably a 
few writers I know. Some of the Cambridge academics and engineers, perhaps. A salon, though considerably less 
pretentious than that sounds." 
 "Isn't that pretty…public?" Jack asked. "Do you want all those people knowing about us?" 
 "They'll be friends and people I trust; besides, sooner or later anyone who wants to know will know. Your safety 
in England is relative, but still far greater than your safety in America." 
 "We aren't committing treason or anything, are we?" Jack asked.  
 "No. Not legally speaking, and I truly believe not morally speaking. The politics are complicated, but you are 
betraying no trust of America by serving Her Majesty. In this case, you may be preventing your country from making a 
grave error." 
 "What error?" Clare asked suspiciously. 
 "The purpose of the machine is to transport goods and individuals into dangerous country. As sound as our 
motives are, America distrusts us; much of Europe as well. Apparently invading and colonizing India does not give us a 
sterling reputation." 
 "Is that where you want to go?" Jack asked. "I thought there was an express train – " 
 "There is a limited amount of information that I have," Graveworthy answered. "And the less you know, the less 
danger you're in. Your job here is to find a way to build a workable machine and teach me to operate it. You needn't 
worry about the rest." 
 "Well, I needn't, but I probably will anyway," Jack said.  
 "So long as you worry constructively." Graveworthy laid down his napkin. "Would you like to see the garden 
house? I think you'll appreciate it." 
 
 
 
 The garden house, which Ellis had never much bothered with since he bought the estate, lay at the bottom of an 
incline, at the end of a path from the back of the main house. It was a squarish thing, but the previous owner – some 
mad botanist at the University – had knocked out the middle of each exterior wall and built odd, glassed-in alcoves for 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

53 

the more delicate, light-seeking flowers. Three walls had the strange glass protrusions, some of the panes broken or 
cracked; the fourth wall had an enormous double-door that slid aside on tracks when Ellis put his shoulder to it and 
shoved. Splinters of wood and dead leaves dropped from the eaves as the building vibrated.  
 "It should be the size you need," he said, as Jack peered into the darkness. "I've never got round to restoring it." 
 "It's perfect," Jack said, stepping inside and startling a mouse, who darted out past Clare's shoes. "Need to patch 
the windows though. Paper and some boards…" He rooted around in a far corner, muttering to himself, and came up 
with a piece of broken porcelain. 
 "Planting box," Ellis said. Jack nodded and tossed it aside.  
 "I think I can have it workable in a day or two," Jack announced finally. Ellis had simply planned to have 
workmen in, but Jack seemed as though he were… 
 "Nesting," Clare murmured.  
 "I was about to say," Ellis replied.  
 "Oh, Jack, you've scared a rabbit," Clare called, chasing after it, heading for the oak grove beyond the building. 
Jack wandered back to the door again, resting his hands on his hips, the wind from outside ruffling his still-damp hair. 
As Ellis watched, Jack's eyes unfocused slightly and his shoulders relaxed by degrees; one hand rose in front of his face 
and twisted slightly, as if he were examining something that wasn't there. 
 "What do you see, Jack?" Ellis asked in his ear, turning to look the same direction Jack was. "When you see it 
completed and waiting for you. What does it look like?" 
 "A ship," Jack whispered back. "The boiler in the middle for stability, and a rudder aft – but it can't be wings," he 
added, perplexed. "Little ones, maybe, but nothing that moves…" 
 He shook himself, twisting his body to look up at Ellis. "I need to find a shipyard." 
 "Add it to your list," Ellis said. "In the meantime, rest – and hold that image." 
 "Is that how you see your books?" Jack asked. "In your head, ready for you to make them?" 
 "Sometimes. One giant sweep of timber and iron – not a bad way to put it." Ellis peered into the darkened 
building. "Come on. Let's find Clare and go inside." 
 Jack smiled at him, rather trustingly considering all he'd put the boy through so far. Although – his sense of 
people, honed over the years to an icepick point, told him that perhaps the smile wasn't really for him. Jack was 
somewhere in his own head, building a flying machine without wings, a ship that would never sail on water. 
 Ellis had always been a storyteller in his head, from the time he was old enough to know that there was another 
world he could access at any time, often better and more interesting than the one his body inhabited. He'd met other 
writers who felt the same, and one or two people who seemed have totally retreated into that preferred reality. 
Creationists had to be able to imagine what it was they wanted with startling vividness, which was why the Trade 
Schools in Boston stimulated their imagination – filled the heads of their students with art and literature and science 
(and rightly so, in his opinion).  
 He had never seen an Engineer do it. They were too concerned with the reality of executing an engine design to 
imagine something without knowing how it would work first. Jack, he suspected, worked backwards, imagining the end 
product and then building selectively towards it. Well, all the better. 
 Jack shook himself out of his reverie and ran forward on the path, catching Clare around the waist and driving 
them both into an enormous pile of leaves beneath one of the trees. She shrieked and flung a handful of leaves in his 
face, blinding him; he flopped into the pile and sent them fluttering everywhere, tugging her down by her ankles when 
she tried to escape.  
 Ellis sighed. This was the pair who were supposed to save the Empire from war with Australia. Or cause a world 
war of epic proportions with Australian resources supporting the Empire, depending on who you spoke to. An 
Australian-born Creationist with more intellect than she knew what to do with and a half-educated Engineer who 
possessed the social maturity of a twelve-year-old.  
 He wasn't certain international politics was ready for all this.  
 
 
 

SIX 
 
 The next morning Nicholas woke them early, and Clare was still yawning when the trim little valet bundled them 
all into heavy coats and set them on the road to Cambridge. They walked unhurriedly; carts passed them on the way to 
market or to catch an early train, and Jack stole a winter apple off the back of one and presented it to Clare with a smile.  
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 Graveworthy, she noticed, kept his distance, leaving them to their horseplay but never quite letting them out of 
sight. It was a pattern she was to become familiar with over the next few days, as he enrolled them in classes – her in 
the College of Creation, Jack as a guest at the Engineering College. Graveworthy walked with them to lectures in the 
morning and collected them after they were finished, and he was friendly and paternal whenever they wanted to speak 
with him, but at other times he withdrew to contemplative silence.   
 She hardly had the time to worry about it that week, however; classes at Cambridge were different from those in 
Boston, and though she adapted quickly she had to run to learn some things and wait impatiently for them to catch up 
to her in others. She had books to buy and essays to write, and she had to learn the names of her fellow students and 
the lecturers, and try to make friends.  
 The weekend came before she knew it, and when she woke on Saturday morning it was to the sound of voices 
booming greetings to each other in the entry hall. She looked out her bedroom window, which opened onto a view of 
the road, and saw a pair of horses being led away by a redheaded man in livery. A woman with a parasol was coming up 
the walk, followed by a dog of prodigious size on a thick leather leash.  
 Clare ducked into the bathroom next to her room and washed, dressing with a little more care than usual but no 
lack of haste. She was still doing up the buttons on her sleeves as she passed from the hallway into the entry.  
 " – movable-type machine, you must see it," Graveworthy was saying, cheerfully clapping someone on the arm as 
he shook his hand. With a gentle shove, he guided the man into the sitting-room.  
 "Good morning, Mr. Graveworthy," Clare said, as he gave her an only slightly sardonic bow. "You're filling the 
place up already?" 
 "Just a few friends up for shooting," he said, reaching out to open the door when someone rapped sharply on it. 
"Annie! Hello, come in. Annie, this is Clare Fields, lately of Boston, up to study at Cambridge – oh and hullo," he 
added, when Jack appeared in the hall as well. "And her companion Jack Baker, of Harvard. Jack, Clare, this is Annie 
Masters – " 
 "Masters? Of the Principles of Propulsion?" Jack asked, looking awestruck. "We studied that this year! You wrote it?" 
 "That's right – how do you do," she said with a sunny look, tugging on the collar of the giant dog next to her to 
make him sit. She wore gloves, but Clare noticed that her hair was cut short, as most of the women at Harvard wore 
theirs, and her durable-looking shoes seemed of place under a frilly purple dress. The bristly-haired black dog snuffed at 
Clare's hand and wagged his tail before wandering off to inspect Nicholas, who was emerging from another hall. A 
momentary grin broke over the servant's face, and he crouched to pet the dog briefly before seeming to remember his 
station.  
 "Breakfast, ladies and gentlemen," he called. Clare counted three other women and five other men among the 
guests as she followed Jack into the dining room; one of them was Anderson, who gave not the slightest hint of having 
met her or Jack until that moment.  
 They hadn't actually eaten in the dining room yet. Graveworthy preferred to take his meals in the warm kitchen, 
and she and Jack had certainly no objections. This morning, however, the dining room table was covered with trays and 
filled with the smell of bacon and bread and tea. She poured a cup of tea for herself and one for Jack, noticing that he 
was heaping two plates with food and leaving off the eggs, which she wasn't that fond of. She added two sugars to his 
cup, poured in a drop of milk, and was halfway to where Jack was helping himself to more bacon than anyone needed 
when Graveworthy intercepted her. 
 "Thank you, my dear," he said, taking one of the cups from her hands. She was about to scold him and take it 
back when she saw the look on his face and hesitated. He sipped his tea. "Just a quick word?" 
 He guided her by the elbow over to a window beyond the tea service, where, she noted, they weren't likely to be 
overheard.  
 "The short man in the waistcoat," he said softly. "Don't look right now. He invited himself along with Annie. Help 
me keep him away from Jack." 
 "Is he a spy?" she asked. 
 "Of a sort. He's German, works for a merchant group – listen, now's not the time to be whispering in corners. Do 
your best? Anderson will help too," and he turned, nearly tripping over Annie Masters' giant dog, one foot colliding 
with its flank. It drew the eyes of the room, which it seemed that he wanted; the dog bayed and bolted away, while 
Annie produced an enormous grease-stained handkerchief and tried to help him sop tea off his trousers. 
 "He's such a baby, really," she said, as the dog came trotting back. She swatted him affectionately on the behind. 
"He isn't hurt at all." 
 "Thank goodness," Graveworthy replied. "All my fault. Jack!" 
 "Yessir?" Jack called, turning away just as Blauberg made a beeline for him. Clare tried not to giggle.  
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 "Why don't you and Annie take Boggle outside, you can talk propulsion and throw sticks," Graveworthy said. Jack 
passed Clare one of the plates and balanced the other in his hand, offering his elbow gallantly to Masters. She took it 
with only the slightest hint of amusement and tugged Boggle's leash. The dog whacked Graveworthy with his tail as he 
passed. 
 "Herr Blauberg, I don't think you've met my young guest, Miss Fields," Graveworthy said, buttonholing the 
German deftly. "Clare, Herr Blauberg. You came with Miss Masters, I think?" he asked. "Always a pleasure, of course. I 
have some excellent specimens of German painting upstairs. Remind me to take you to see them after breakfast, before 
we go in to town…" 
 Clare turned and caught sight of Jack through the window, hurling a stick across the withering grass, as Ellis led 
Blauberg to Anderson, who neatly took custody with a wink in her direction. 
 
 
 
 Ellis was not used to hosting social gatherings in his own home, and by evening he was exhausted. Seeing that Jack 
was occupied and Herr Blauberg was succumbing to Annie Masters' charms for the moment, he crept out onto the 
back walk of the house, in a sheltered porch in one corner. He tapped a cigarette out of his case as he undid his shirt 
collar and breathed free for the first time that day.  A breeze rippled the grass in the field beyond.  
 "Need a light?" Anderson asked, startling him. Ellis clapped a hand over his heart and flinched. "Sorry! I thought 
you saw me. Getting slack, old man." 
 "It's been a long day, and not an easy one," Ellis replied. "What was Annie thinking, not throwing Blauberg off the 
train on the way here?" 
 "Bad form," Anderson laughed. "Poor woman hadn't any choice. Blauberg monopolized her all the way down and 
she couldn't very well say no without arousing suspicion. You've done a good job keeping him away from our lad, 
though." 
 "It helps that Jack only has eyes for Masters; Clare had to pry him away when Annie took over babysitting the 
German." 
 Anderson's eyebrows lifted.  
 "Not like that. Jack covets her knowledge. She's probably been telling him about her new textbook. Interesting 
stuff," Ellis added, allowing Anderson to Create a flicker of flame on the tip of his finger and light his cigarette. 
Anderson tipped his head at Ellis' pocket, and Ellis drew out another cigarette with a roll of his eyes and lit that too, 
passing it to his friend while Anderson doused the light. They stood in silence for a few minutes, the rustling of the 
trees and chirping of a cricket somewhere beyond the porch the only noise.  
 "Are you writing?" Anderson asked finally, leaning on the low stone wall that bounded the porch. 
 "Not at the moment. Well, I am, actually," he added, and Anderson chuckled, "but nothing important." 
 "What is it this time?" 
 "Clockmakers. Or possibly cannon-makers, or some combination of the two. I haven't decided yet. What about 
you – any news I should be aware of?" 
 "Not much to tell, other than the reports you've been getting," Anderson answered. "A fair bit comes across my 
desk, but most of it's handled quietly.  Is that your scar?" he said, as Ellis' shirt gapped open. He whistled low. 
"Wyoming or Boston?" 
 "Wyoming. Boston was a knife, not a gun." 
 "Either way, looks like more than a flesh wound to me." 
 Ellis pulled his collar up. "All in the service. I don't mean government news, Anderson – I mean real news. 
Anyone we know die? Who's getting married? Did Bellamy get published yet?" 
 "She did. It's not bad, for a journeyman effort. She could have used you in draft." 
 "She'll never learn if she doesn't do some things herself." 
 "Perhaps," Anderson allowed. "When are you coming to London?" 
 "Jack hasn't any lectures on Monday – I hope to take him down tomorrow afternoon. He says he needs to visit a 
shipyard. Clare too, if she doesn't mind skipping out so soon." 
 "There's a party in town tomorrow night, actually. I was going to suggest it – honor of some ambassador or other, 
I don't recall the name." 
 "And your lot are running the country. For shame, Gregory." 
 "Well, what do you want? I can't remember every politician I meet. Anyway, all the crowned heads of literary 
Europe will be there. You'd better show up. Get you away from Cambridge for a bit, anyhow." 
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 Ellis shrugged. "The school is here, and this is my home. And Himself needs a place to build," he added. 
Anderson glanced away towards the oak grove and the garden house, now a dim shadow in the evening.  
 "Any idea how long it'll take him?" he asked. 
 "Do give the boy a few days' grace, Anderson. I have a feeling that as soon as he perfects the mechanism it'll be a 
very short step to the build. I know you want to fly to Australia, but honestly…" 
 "I want to protect the empire. It's done better by me than Australia ever did." 
 Ellis shook his head, flicking ash on the paving-stones. "You should talk to Fields. She's a fellow expat – don't tell 
her I said so, though." 
 "Oh? How old was she?" 
 "Quite young, I think. A toddler as I understand it." 
 "Something about her's not quite right," Anderson said.  
 "Aside from being ripped away from her parents and exported to America?" Ellis asked. 
 "That's the fault of the Australian government, not ours. England's complicity in the expatriation of children who 
can Create is the price we pay for planting our blood there in the first place," Anderson retorted. "Can you imagine how 
much more dangerous it would be if Creationists were allowed to stay in Australia? So much power in the hands of so 
few?" 
 "Well, the rest of the world seems to manage. And the country's dangerous anyway now. They're building war 
machines. At least, if you believe the rumors." 
 "Don't you?" 
 Ellis shrugged, stubbing out his cigarette. "I'll know soon enough. We'll know." 
 "That doesn't frighten you? Especially him being the engineer?" Anderson said, tipping his head at the house 
behind them.  
 "Not in the least. Jack won't build anything he can't put his name to – well, he'll build it but he won't let anyone 
else near it until it works. Why should I be frightened of Australia?" 
 "You should be living a comfortable intellectual life, that's all. I've never held with them risking one of the great 
minds of our age on – on Wyoming," Anderson said.  
 "I chose the life, Gregory. If I die, I'm the only one who knows all the books I didn't write. And the ones I did 
write will last long after me. I have my immortality without children or a wife to mourn me. They should always send 
poets to defend the country; we do it best." 
 Anderson stepped in front of him as he moved to go back inside. His eyes dropped again to Ellis's collar and the 
scar beneath it where he'd been shot, then drifted back to his face. He seemed to be trying to formulate what he wanted 
to say, so Ellis waited patiently.  
 "Watch your step, mate," Anderson finally said. "You do have people to mourn you if you died." 
 "Watch it for me – you'll be coming along," Ellis said with a smile, and Anderson stood aside to let him pass into 
the house. "I had better go see the children to bed – goodnight, Gregory." 
 "Goodnight, Ellis," Anderson said, the sparks flying from the end of his cigarette as he scraped it out against the 
stonework.  
 
 
 
 The following morning the weather was too wet for shooting, much to the dismay of some, though Herr Blauberg 
cheerfully suggested they play cards to pass the time. Clare, dreading the idea, suggested to Jack that they escape – he 
didn't play cards anyway and didn't care what the weather was. He just wanted to be down in his workshop, setting up. 
They slipped away early after breakfast, dropping through the ground-floor window in Jack's room and strolling out in 
the rain with all the unconcern of Massachusetts natives, who know that the worst you can get from rain is wet.  
 Clare had borrowed a thick pair of engineer's boots from Jack and taken her heavy coat in case of leaks in the 
garden-house roof, but the only damp that came in was through the broken windows, which was soon absorbed by 
high piles of leaves that the two of them swept up with push-brooms Created for the purpose. Jack hadn't had time to 
do more than assess the new workshop, but now he set about cleaning it with a vengeance. They buttressed the leaves 
with remnants of broken potting trays, set up two unbroken trays to serve as worktables once they had boards placed 
over them, and paced out a plan for where the boat Jack intended to build would go. 
 "It can't be any bigger than necessary. Air's not like water; there's no natural buoyancy, so there's no advantage to 
size," Jack said. "But everything has to be balanced equally along the length, so if you put the engine in the middle…" 
 He stopped and frowned.  
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 "Engines are heavy," Clare said. "You're going to have to build the lightest engine anyone ever built." 
 "Plus water." Jack nodded. "Normally I'd just say have a Creationist make the water since by the time it fades it'll 
have been used up anyway, but that'd be tiring, every few hours, and Graveworthy said no Creationism." 
 "Jack, have you ever thought about why he wants this?" 
 "He told us why he wants it. To carry goods and spies, I guess spies, into dangerous country." 
 "Where they can't use Creationism," Clare said significantly. "And he's been doing research into Australian expats, 
he practically told me so." 
 "You think he wants to fly to Australia?" Jack asked.  
 "Where else could he want to go?"  
 She watched as this idea drove Jack deep into thought; she'd been mulling it over herself for a while. The rain 
rattled the windowpanes that weren't broken and water seeped, steady but clean, across the floor.  
 "Well, that changes everything," he said finally, sounding annoyed. "That's a long damn trip, England to Australia. 
Got to build for speed because even good lift will only last so long, but if we get her going fast we can use the catapult 
theory and keep some in reserve for braking – " 
 Clare was torn between a laugh and a sigh as Jack strode back out into the rain, heading for the house. He was still 
muttering to himself as he walked through the back door and into the parlor; she did laugh as half a dozen people 
looked up to see him dripping on the carpet. 
 "Nature walk," she said, guiding Jack deftly through the room. "Forgot our umbrellas." 
 She almost squeaked as Nicholas appeared with warm towels for them, holding the door so that they could pass 
through into the dining room. Ellis and Annie Masters were standing there, speaking quietly.  
 "I wondered when you two drowned rats would come in out of the rain," he said, amused. "You shouldn't 
disappear without saying so; if Nicholas hadn't been watching from the kitchen as you went out I'd have had to turn the 
house upside-down for you." 
 "We thought you'd make us come play cards," Jack said. 
 "So I would have – " 
 "I'm sorry, I need to write some things down," Jack interrupted briskly. Clare grinned. "It'll only take about half an 
hour. I'll come out for lunch when I'm done." 
 "What are you writing?" Miss Masters asked, looking intrigued. 
 "Things," Jack replied, glancing at Graveworthy. "Promise I'll be out soon. I'll see you at lunch." 
 He left Clare standing in the dining room, holding both towels and somewhat wet and bedraggled. She glanced at 
Jack's receding back, then at the confused faces in front of her. 
 "He was raised by wolves," she said. "Wolves with pressing engineering diagrams to draw."  
 "Go on then, make sure he dries off," Graveworthy said. Clare nodded, wrapping one towel around her shoulders, 
and took herself off down the hall with the other. As she left, she heard Miss Masters' voice echoing back to her.  
 "You had better watch him, El. He's the sort to burn out by the time he's twenty-three." 
 "I'm sure Jack knows his limitations." 
 "Nobody knows their limitations that young. Make best use of his genius while he's still got it, or slow him down 
so that he'll have it ten years from now, when he knows how to control it." 
 "Well," Graveworthy said, his voice philosophical, "happily, his genius at this moment is all I require." 
 
 

Undated Letter 
Clare Fields to Anne Masters 

 
This letter, taken from the collected correspondence of Anne Masters, was likely written early in Clare Fields' residence at Ellis 
Graveworthy's estate in Cambridge in 1880. While not an unusual sample of writing from Miss Fields' correspondence, it is notable for the 
ambitions it expresses, a clear prefiguration of events that would transpire in the following year. Although correspondence between Miss 
Fields and Miss Masters was infrequent, it is evident in later writing that this initial meeting was the basis for a long-lasting friendship.  
 
Dear Miss Masters, 
 
 I'm sure Mr. Graveworthy has some kind of engraved "thank you for coming" card he sends out to his visitors, but I 
wanted to write personally and say how nice it was to meet you this weekend. I've been with the boys almost exclusively since 
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we arrived, and it was good to have another woman to talk to. Jack was thrilled to meet you too, but he probably won't write. 
He never does, he's really pretty bad about it. Still, I know he holds you in high regard as an Engineer. Sorry he was a little 
single-minded about that – it's just his way.  
 I also wanted to thank you for your advice about English fashion. I know I'm not up on it all yet, and while I don't pay 
much attention to clothes I do like to dress up. Although, chasing around with Jack and exploring the estate, I'm grateful that 
someone else says it's all right to wear boots. I suppose you must not wear many dresses when you're working? Do you change 
just to work? It seems like a lot of effort.  
 Mr. Graveworthy says you're something of a nonconformist (as if I needed to be told!) and he says I am too, but I don't feel 
I've really had much opportunity yet. At school of course we all have to be good boys and girls, that's the nature of school, and 
has been ever since I was a child. The amount of time I spent with "that greasy engineer boy" was never really approved of. But I 
plan to be pretty nonconformist someday, so I like having a few examples to go by. You said that when you were at school you 
announced your intention to change the world; it seems like a good goal, to me.  
 Anyway, I had a wonderful weekend, even if we did have to dodge Herr Blauberg (awful man, I agree) and I hope you 
did as well. If you do have a chance to visit again, I think I'll extend an invitation on behalf of Mr. Graveworthy; if you come to 
stay and he's surprised to see you, well, just blame me. I think he enjoys shouting at me. I enjoy shouting back. Does that make 
me a nonconformist yet?  
 Please write back if you like. I know Jack would like to hear from you too.  
 
 Yrs. Sincerely, 
  Clare Fields 
 
 
 
 In the days that followed, Clare and Jack saw almost as little of each other as they would have in Boston; she was 
in classes, and Jack was at work every hour the day gave, building a boat. 
 To judge from the drawings littering his desk, he wasn't only building a boat, but the physical evidence of his work 
did look distinctly boat-shaped. Having gone to London and spent all day romping unabashedly around a shipyard, he 
had come back to Cambridge with his head stuffed full of theory and a receipt in his pocket for a shipment of the 
lightest, strongest lumber he could find. 
 He drafted Graveworthy into service now that the guests were gone, sweeping away the leaves entirely and 
hanging boards over the broken windows. Clare helped, for a while, but the boat-building was uncommonly noisy and 
she stayed away when she had her own work to do. They ate dinner together in the kitchen, and usually Jack was calm 
enough after a day of woodworking to make polite conversation. 
 "It's all in my head during the day," he said to her, as they picked at the last of a bowl of mashed potatoes while 
Graveworthy dealt with some traveling tinker who had come to the door asking if there were knives in the house that 
needed sharpening. "I wake up with a bunch of new ideas and I go out and work on the boat, and while I work I make 
a list and then go over them all in my head. Sometimes they're good enough to test out. Most of the time, not." 
 "Well, you're trying to do something nobody else has done before," she said.  
 "I don't like failure," Jack replied. She smiled and ruffled his hair.  
 "Nobody likes failure. Don't let it depress you," she said. "You're learning, and you did build a boat. How many 
other people do you know could build a boat from one day of study at a shipyard?" 
 "I didn't actually build it, Clare, it's not close to done yet. And it's not watertight. Then again, it doesn't need to 
be," he said with a grin. After a second, the grin fixed in place and the blood drained from his face. 
 "What? What is it?" she asked.  
 "If you blow on a leaf, it goes up," he said to her.  
 "Yes…" 
 "But if you blow on a leaf full of holes, it doesn't. It does have to be watertight. Well, airtight. Unless – does a leaf 
with holes fall slower than a leaf without holes? No," he said, answering his own question. "But it does fall more 
steadily…" 
 "Are we falling instead of flying now?" Graveworthy asked, rejoining them at the table, carrying a plate of pie with 
him. 
 "If you do fall, you want to fall the right way," Jack said.  
 "That's important, I suppose. By the way, we need to leave after dinner," Graveworthy answered. 
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 "What!" 
 "My tinker friend," Graveworthy said, pointing over his shoulder. "He's brought news. There's a plan afoot to stop 
the project, which of course means stopping you." He pointed at Jack with his dessert spoon. "We leave for London 
tonight." 
 "I thought you said we were safe in England," Clare said. 
 "By now, Miss Fields, you ought to know better than to trust any such statement as absolute." 
 "I could use a trip to London anyway," Jack said. "I need to have some gears custom-made, and I can see how the 
engine's coming." 
 "Miss Fields, you'll only miss a day of classes; I've no doubt we'll be back by Monday," Graveworthy continued. 
"And I'd like to take you to the astrolarium. The Creationists there have memorized entire star charts, it's quite a sight. I 
know you'll say I'm buying your favors cheap, but think of it as offering what small pay is mine to give in return for 
graciously humoring me." 
 "You can call me gracious all you like but that doesn't mean I'll act that way," Clare told him. 
 "Obviously," he murmured. She saw Jack bite down a smile.  
 When she returned to her rooms she found that a suitcase had already been packed for her by Nicholas, as well as 
two hatboxes and a satchel. She would normally have informed him that there was no way she'd need four dresses or 
two hats for a three-day trip, but she was too annoyed by the world even to pick fights.  
 Graveworthy loaded her and Jack into a carriage at the side of the house, and she kept her peace; she didn't even 
dig at him the entire trip from the Cambridge station to Liverpool Street. Jack distracted himself as he always did, but 
he looked faintly anxious the entire time; Graveworthy sat calmly and wrote in a notebook the entire way there. 
 They were met by Anderson and a carriage, which took them to a long row of houses on a quiet street and 
deposited them at one of many identical doorfronts. She was left in a small, tidy bedroom to unpack her bags (carried 
upstairs for her, not that she asked, by Anderson) and turn down her bed.  
 When she came downstairs to fetch herself a glass of water and say goodnight and possibly steal a book from the 
shelves in the parlor, she encountered Graveworthy and Anderson in the middle of a heated debate, while Jack looked 
on from a chair near the hearth, tinkering with a pair of broken fire-tongs.  
 "It's a thundering, booming bore," Graveworthy said, hands clasped behind his back as he studied the 
bookshelves. "I don't parade myself around like a tiger in the zoo." 
 "It'll be fun," Anderson replied. "Free food and drink, and all you have to do is argue politely with people at table, 
which is what you do best anyway." 
 "I'm not so poor I can't buy food for myself, and the food there isn't worth the cost." 
 "It's a party, El. You show up late, eat dinner, say three interesting things and leave early. You might even enjoy 
yourself," Anderson said. "There will be people you know there. Artists, musicians, the whole lot." 
 "Savants on parade," Graveworthy muttered. 
 "Are we going to a party?" Clare asked, and Graveworthy and Anderson looked up, startled, as if they'd forgotten 
she was in the house.   
 "See? You can take Miss Fields along," Anderson said. "Take Baker with you too, I'm sure he'll find something to 
dismantle." 
 "Hm?" Jack said, looking up as he heard his name mentioned. 
 "Graveworthy's taking you to a party," Anderson said.  
 "What, now?" Jack asked. 
 "Tomorrow night," Anderson said.  
 "Oh! All right," Jack said agreeably.  
 "You're outflanked, Mr. Graveworthy," Clare said, leaning on the back of the chair Jack was sitting in. "We'll find 
you a nice plant to hide behind." 
 Graveworthy looked every inch as irritated as she had when she heard they were going to London, but Clare had 
begun to warm to the idea of the city. 
 
 
 
 The following day was exciting, at least for Jack; he saw Clare off to the astrolarium with Graveworthy, and then 
he and Anderson, his unofficial bodyguard, surveyed a series of machine shops in search of ultralight gears. He had to 
check on the steam engine for the ship, which was coming along nicely, and when they returned to the house Clare had 
all kinds of stories about the astrolarium to tell him, and Graveworthy asked if he wouldn't have a look at the 
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Moveable-Type Scribe. Jack listened to Graveworthy and Anderson take a report from someone about the Cambridge 
house, which was apparently still secure, while he unjammed the keys and topped up the ink reservoir. He was pleased 
Graveworthy was still using the thing; the man might look like some kind of strange medieval necromancer when he 
used it, both hands curving around the dome of keys and his brow furrowed in thought, but he told Jack at the end of 
the day he got about as much on the page as he would hand-writing, and with considerably more legibility.  
 And then, of course, they had to dress for the party.  
 Jack was glad that Anderson and Graveworthy weren't any more well-dressed than he was as they alighted from 
the cab at their dinner destination, a large town-house that looked like it would grow up to be a castle someday. He had 
worn the best clothes he had, none of which had any patches or grease-stains, but he entertained nightmarish thoughts 
of the others at the party wearing black suits and white ties, with top-hats and walking sticks. Instead, Anderson was 
dressed like a clerk going to Temple and Graveworthy wore an ironed but otherwise unremarkable suit, like most of the 
men there. Clare looked splendid, of course, wearing a new blue dress she'd bought on a shopping trip in Cambridge, 
but then she always looked splendid to Jack. He offered her his arm and led the way up the walk, since Graveworthy 
was obviously going to hang back until the last possible minute. 
 "Ellis thinks he detests society," Anderson said in Jack's ear, leaning over Clare's shoulder. "He'll have fun once 
he's inside, though. Remember that you're students and his guests and try not to get into any overt mischief, would 
you?" 
 "No promises," Clare said, grinning at Jack as he pushed the door open. 
 Inside, the room was full of people – every room was full of people, and Jack began to see why Graveworthy would 
be reluctant to attend. The noise was a bit like a train constantly passing, and it was awfully warm in the parlor, where 
someone was playing the piano.  
 Anderson steered them away, towards a wide, less crowded hallway filled with paintings, though even here knots 
of people gathered and gossiped and laughed. 
 "Ellis!" someone called, and a woman broke away from one of the groups to kiss Graveworthy on the cheek in 
greeting, drawing him into the crowd. Jack hung back with Anderson, watching in amusement as Ellis began to speak 
animatedly to a few of the group.  
 "Excuse me, Monsieur?" said a large man with a large mustache, presenting himself just to one side of Jack with 
the obvious aim of getting at Anderson. "Monsieur Anderson?" 
 "Monsieur Verne, n'est ce pas?" Anderson answered.  
 "Oui! You remember me," Verne said in thickly-accented English, beaming.  
 "Of course. We met at the French Ambassador's reception. Allow me to present Jack Baker and – where's she got 
to – there you are! Jack Baker, and this is Clare Fields, students at Cambridge University. They've come to London for 
the occasion. Jack, Clare, this is Mr. Jules Verne, lately of Paris." 
 "My pleasure," Verne said, with a little bow for Clare.  
 "And I believe Monsieur Verne is looking for Graveworthy – I said I'd introduce them," Anderson said, glancing 
at where Graveworthy was apparently holding a small crowd rapt with some story or other. "Jack, Clare, why don't you 
two run along and entertain yourselves? Take this with you," he added, handing Jack a piece of paper from his pocket. 
Jack was fairly positive he'd only that moment Created it. "Pass it to Mr. Parsons when you see him. Monsieur, this way 
– we'll collar Ellis as soon as he's free." 
 He led the Frenchman away hurriedly, and Jack ducked behind a handy pedestal topped by a truly ugly bust of 
someone famous. He unfolded the paper while Clare looked over his shoulder. 
 Verne suspected spy. Stay away until signaled. Kitchen is ideal. 
 Clare rolled her eyes. "Is anyone in England not a spy?" 
 "Kitchen's where the food is," Jack shrugged. He glanced at Graveworthy, who was speaking what sounded like 
fluent French to the other man. "Come on, let's find it." 
 He wove his way between groups of people, Clare's hand held in his, until they came out at the end of the hallway. 
The smell of food, sharp and distinct, wafted down a dark corridor. Jack forged ahead and passed through a swinging 
door into a room filled with steam and smoke. Men and women in white uniforms were everywhere.  
 "Let's go out to the scullery," Clare suggested, guiding him swiftly past the swinging knives and splattering fry-pans 
to the back door. They emerged into a small rear foyer with a mutual sigh of relief.  
 The scullery was little more than a covered stone walkway where the large pans were washed. There was a water 
pump to one side, and ahead of them lay a smaller-than-expected rear garden with smooth green lawn and two small 
trees. A handful of children were seated under one happily, sharing slices of cake. 
 "Hullo," Jack said, sitting down next to them carelessly. "Exiled from the party, huh?" 
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 "Bo-ring," one of them answered, rolling her eyes.  
 "Probably so," Clare said, looking amused. She didn't sit down, but she did kick at a round, pinkish object sitting 
nearby. It bounced heavily over to Jack, who picked it up.  
 It was a pig's bladder, washed and blown up with air before being tied off. He and Clare had kicked them around 
the street as children, begging new ones off the local butcher whenever theirs burst or deflated or began to smell.  
 "Did cook give it to you?" he asked, standing and bouncing the ball on his shoe.  
 "No, Sir William gave them to us," a boy piped up. "He says it's Science." 
 Jack tilted his head, kicking the ball to Clare. "Really? What kind of science?" 
 "This one's filled with air, see?" the girl said, as Clare kicked the bladder back to her.  
 "I see," Jack said. 
 "And the other ones have somethin' else," the boy said proudly. 
 "What other ones?" Jack asked, and the children looked up into the tree.  
 He followed their gaze and at first saw nothing but a handful of ribbons hanging down from the branches; on 
closer examination, he saw they were tied to bladders wedged in the tree's lower limbs. He tugged on a ribbon and one 
came free, but even as he put out a hand to catch it, he found that it wasn't falling at all. In fact it was rising, tugging on 
the end of the ribbon, bobbing along in the air. 
 His eyes widened.  
 "Don't let it – " one of the boys started, but Jack, too shocked to pay attention, let the ribbon slip through 
nerveless fingers. The bladder rose higher, floating up towards the darkening sky, drifting easily over the grass and the 
wall around the garden and the roof next door until it disappeared into the gloom. 
 "He let it escape!" the boy wailed, bursting into tears. Jack, hardly hearing either the cry or Clare's soothing hush, 
turned to the tree and tugged on another one. This time several of the children hurled themselves at him and stole it 
from him, pulling the ribbon away from his hands. They snatched the other ribbons and dragged the inflated bladders 
out of the tree, running away across the grass with them and shrieking.  
 "I didn't mean to," Jack said, not really aware of what he was saying. He was watching the fast-disappearing object 
that dipped and bobbed over the rooftops. He was vaguely aware of Clare standing nearby. 
 "Thousands of bladders?" she asked, leaning her chin on his shoulder. "Or one really big giant bladder?" 
 Jack felt as if his brain were going so fast that he couldn't actually think of anything. "Neither yet. Too many 
variables. Are they Created? How long do they stay inflated? What's the lifting power?" 
 "Jack – " 
 "I need to talk to Graveworthy," Jack said, and turned to run back into the house. He got about three inches 
before a combination of loose bootlaces and mud overbalanced him. Clare grabbed his collar and hoisted him in time 
to keep him from sprawling, but the shock of adrenaline brought him back to reality sharply.  
 "We can't go back in right now, unless we want Anderson to get all annoying and Graveworthy to look horrified at 
us," Clare told him. "Remember, we're hiding." 
 "Yeah," he said, leaning against the tree before his knees could quite give out. "Who did the kids say gave them the 
things?" 
 "Sir something?" Clare said. "Sir William?" 
 "You think he's here? Maybe he's a Creationist," Jack said, disappointed. "Some kind of new artistic…thing." 
 "Pig bladders aren't art," Clare said. "They're barely sports. You know the ones we had always fell apart after a day 
or two." 
 "Either way, he might still be here." 
 "Well, don't be an idiot about it," she said. "We'll go through the kitchen." 
 She kept a firm grip on his sleeve as they walked, as idly as Jack could manage, back into the kitchen. A couple of 
the cooks gave Jack a knowing look, between his rumpled collar and the pretty girl holding firmly to his sleeve. 
 "Ex – excuse me," he said, staying well back from a woman chopping carrots vigorously. "I'm looking for 
someone." 
 "Seems like you found her," she replied, scooping them up with the knife blade and flinging them into a pot. 
 "No, not…do you know if Sir William is still here?" he asked. 
 "Do I look like an invitations list?" 
 "Who would know?" 
 "He probably would," she said, jerking her white-hatted head at a man in a suit who was carrying a huge tray of 
appetizers out into the parlor. They sidled around a second waiter and pushed the door open a crack. 
 "He'll be out there for ten minutes at least," Jack said, despairing. 
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 "Who will?" asked a familiar voice, and Jack looked up over his shoulder to see Graveworthy standing, heaven-
sent, behind them. 
 "Do you know Sir William?" he demanded, turning. Graveworthy pulled him away from the door just in time to 
avoid being smacked by it as another waiter burst through.  
 "Sir William Grove? Not personally. He's here somewhere. Why?" 
 "Is he a Creationist?" Jack asked.  
 "Him?" Graveworthy chuckled. "No. He's a scientist and an atheist. By the way, I want you to come back to the 
par – " 
 "Forget the party! What does he do?" 
 Graveworthy frowned. "He's a chemist of some sort or other, I think, teaches at the London Insti – Jack! JACK!" 
 Jack dashed through the door, now that he had permission to return to the party. He ran up to the waiter the cook 
had pointed out and found a tray of appetizers pressed into his face. 
 "Crab pastry?" the man asked politely. 
 Jack was faced with a professional dilemma. On the one hand, he had to find Sir William Grove as soon as 
humanly possible. On the other, crab pastry. 
 He took two. 
 "One of the cooks said you'd know where I could find Sir William," he blurted. The man smiled gently. 
 "Yes, sir," he said. "Sir William is in the library, I believe. He's fond of setting things on fire for the edification of 
the guests." 
 "Where's that?" Jack demanded. 
 "Upstairs, sir, the first door on the left." 
 "Thanks!" Jack called over his shoulder as he ran for the stairs, stuffing both of the pastries in his mouth at once. 
He heard Graveworthy, somewhere behind him, remarking to someone that you simply couldn't put a lid on the 
enthusiasm of hungry students.  
 At the top of the stairs he skewed around to the left and nearly tumbled into the door, twisting the knob and 
bursting through with more drama than he would have liked. Fortunately, nobody was looking at him, as something 
nearby had just exploded.  
 Through the choking smoke, Jack heard coughs and hoarse but enthusiastic discussion. He stumbled across to a 
window, where the rest of the library's inhabitants were waving handkerchiefs to clear the smoke and drawing lungfuls 
of fresh air. 
 "That was extraordinary," one of them said, wiping soot from his face. "I swear I've lost an eyebrow." 
 "It is not supposed to do that," came a voice from across the room. To Jack, it was the cry of a kindred soul.  
 "What on Earth is it supposed to do?" a woman asked. 
 "I call it a power cell. It's the next thing after steam." 
 "I've certainly never seen steam blow like that," another woman observed. Jack recognized Annie Masters' voice.  
 "Miss Masters?" he called. 
 "Jack Baker, is that you? Still intact?" she called back. 
 "I missed the explosion. Where are you?" 
 "Hell if I know!" she said.  
 "Sir William?" Jack tried. 
 "Who's calling me?" said the voice in the smoke. A shadow appeared, waving a book in front of its face. "Have 
you brought the drinks?" 
 "No, sir!" Jack said, as the shadow took form. "Sorry sir. My name's Baker, I've come to speak to you about your 
inflated bladders." 
 This drew a laugh from everyone around him, but the slightly smoke-stained man standing in front of him just 
nodded. 
 "Probably time to clear out for a bit and get some fresh air at any rate. Second demonstration after dinner," he 
announced, and other sooty shadows began to move towards the door. "Come out to the garden with me, young man, 
I've several of them there." 
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SEVEN 
 
 "But what keeps them up?" 
 "I've told you. Gas." 
 "What does that mean, though? How do you make it?" 
 "A chemical reaction – complicated, but not impossible." 
 "How long do they stay up?" 
 "Only a few hours. Why – " 
 "What's the weight-bearing ratio?" 
 "My good lad, are you a chemist?" 
 "No, I'm an Engineer." 
 "An Engineer! I must show you the power cell, it's the wave of the future. Don't mind the explosion." 
 "I'm not – okay, I am interested, but I'm interested in gases too." 
 Ellis, standing at the door to the garden, watched as Jack spoke earnestly with Sir William, both of them tugging 
idly on ribbons holding inflated, levitating pig's bladders that they'd coaxed away from the wary children. He smiled just 
a little, watching Jack interrogate the other man excitedly. Day by day, both of the students in his care were exceeding 
his wildest expectations.  
 "Are you a student of chemistry and physics?" Sir William asked. It was fascinating to watch them talk at cross-
purposes, Jack interested only in the science while Sir William tried to figure out why this bright young Engineer had 
accosted him.  
 "Just lately," Jack said.  
 "How lately?" 
 "About ten minutes ago," Jack admitted. "How much weight can they carry?" 
 "I've never tested it," Sir William said thoughtfully. "I was more interested in the chemical reaction. The result's 
just a diversion for the children. My grandson Edmund loves them." 
 "Which chemicals?" 
 "I can teach you, if you're inclined," Sir William offered. "I originally attempted it with hydrogen gas, but it's 
unstable. So many of the things we do end in explosion," he sighed. Ellis fought a laugh.  
 "What do you use now?" Jack asked. 
 "Helium. It's made by exposing cleveite to mineral acids," Sir William said, finally digging into the technical 
explanation of the levitating bladders just as Ellis felt a tap on his shoulder.  
 "News for you," Anderson murmured in his ear. 
 "Not now," Ellis replied. 
 "Important news." 
 "Unless you're holding a knife to my back, keep quiet," Ellis hissed.  
 "What if you got a really big – say, bladder," Jack was saying. "And filled it with a lot of helium." 
 "How big a bladder?" Sir William asked. 
 "Big. Big enough to carry a man." 
 "Ellis, it's rather urgent," Anderson said.  
 "Look at Jack," Ellis said softly. "He's on the verge of a break-through. Be quiet, I want to watch."  
 "By God, you'd need an elephant," Sir William said thoughtfully. "And of course something of that size would 
weigh more, so you wouldn't get much more lift, I'm afraid." 
 "Lighter, then. You could use leather or something," Jack said.  
 "Still much too heavy. Paper, perhaps, but paper's very permeable," Sir William answered. 
 "Silk," Ellis said, loud enough that the pair of them turned to face him. He pushed off the wall, casually, and 
ignored Anderson's exasperated huff from behind him. 
 "What did you say?" Jack asked. 
 "Silk," Ellis repeated. "It's durable, and very light. Very hard to rip." 
 "How do you know that?" Jack asked, sidetracked completely. 
 "A gentleman never tells," Ellis said. "Sir William, I don't think we've made formal acquaintance. I'm Ellis 
Graveworthy. Your reputation precedes you." 
 "The novelist? Yours does as well," Sir William replied, shaking his hand. "I'm told your novels are scandalous. I 
admit I haven't read them – popular fiction doesn't appeal." 
 "Sometimes it hardly appeals to me," Ellis said.  
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 "El," Anderson said urgently.  
 "Sir William, I'm afraid my friend Mr. Anderson has some need of Jack and myself," Ellis said, gripping Jack's 
neck tightly. Jack, for once, took the hint and kept quiet. "We'd like very much to see your laboratory, however. Perhaps 
tomorrow?" 
 "Yes, I should be returning inside; they've likely cleared the smoke by now," Sir William said, checking his watch. 
"Say one o'clock, tomorrow?" 
 "We'll meet then," Ellis said politely. "Good evening, Sir William." 
 "Good evening – very nice to meet you, my boy," Sir William bowed slightly to Jack and made his way back inside.  
 "Tomorrow?" Jack burst out, pointing at the floating bladder. "This is the answer! Right here!" 
 "I'm aware of that, but we must be patient. Anderson, you have news?" Ellis asked, still looking at Jack's young, 
somewhat pale face. 
 "Your house is on fire," Anderson said.  
 Ellis turned slowly, his hand still on Jack's neck. 
 "What?" he said. 
 "Well, all right, it's not anymore, but it was. That's what I've been trying to tell you. Word just came down – the 
expected attack was a bit more violent than expected." 
 "Nicholas?" Ellis demanded. 
 "Fine, apparently, but not unscathed. They knocked him out, and the students you hired to help him. Then they 
set the house on fire." 
 "My books – " 
 "My boat!" Jack cried. Anderson held up his hands in a calming gesture, which did make Ellis want to punch him 
just a little.  
 "There's no permanent damage to the house. One of the quick-thinking ones on our side got out and doused the 
blaze. Some bits won't be livable for a while, but your books are fine, and the garden house was untouched. Your boat's 
safe, Jack." 
 Ellis released Jack and ran his hands through his hair, feeling not a little overwhelmed. He shut his eyes for a 
minute and breathed deeply. 
 "Gregory," he said. 
 "I'll leave tonight," Anderson said. "Keep your appointment tomorrow." 
 "Thank you. Jack?" 
 "Silk, lots of it," Jack said. "There must be loads in London." 
 "We'll go tomorrow before we see Sir William. If we leave now, we'll arouse suspicion. Find Clare and let her 
know." 
 "Yessir," Jack said. He tied the ribbon to the handle of the scullery's water-pump and ducked into the house. Ellis 
reached out to touch the ribbon gently, and it swayed away from his fingers at the lightest push.  
 "You all right, Ellis?" Anderson asked. 
 "Yes – of course. Thank the Creator they didn't find the garden house. I'll have to pull myself together and go 
inside and distract them, that's all," he said. "Verne's still lurking around." 
 "I don't trust him," Anderson said. 
 "He's French, that doesn't make him evil. He's a writer." 
 "So are you. He's a nationalist – " 
 "He's a monomaniac. He hasn't got time for international intrigue; he's too busy writing about it. He's obsessed by 
mechanical engineering and he writes adventure novels." 
 "You write adventure novels!" 
 "He's not an agent of the government. He hasn't got the subtlety for it. Trust me, Gregory." 
 "Trust me, he says," Anderson sighed. "I'm off. I'll expect letters." 
 "Just keep that ship safe. Jack's finally found a way to fly," Ellis said.  
 "You're trusting your life and mine to a pig's bladder filled with gas," Anderson observed.  
 "Well, the world is full of things too mad even for fiction." 
 "Someday that philosophizing is going to get you into trouble," Anderson said, but he clapped Ellis on the 
shoulder and disappeared into the trees to escape the party without notice. Ellis wistfully entertained a momentary 
dream of doing the same.   
 Instead he went inside and found Jack and Clare, all but hiding out in a corner, speaking quietly. Others were 
watching them, openly and covertly, and he saw Verne glancing at them as he listened to someone else speak, 
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apparently about Jack. Ellis sighed and crossed the room, smiling as he greeted both of his charges loudly, shepherding 
them away from the nearest guests. 
 "Listen to me," he said in a low voice. "I know that right now all you can think about is the airship and the fire, 
but we have to stay here. Officially, we don't know what's happened. This is difficult, but you must be someone other 
than yourselves tonight. You must go in to dinner calmly. I don't care how you do it – pretend you're some dullwit you 
knew at school in Boston, or one of the society people you met on the cruise. Don't be stupid, just be ordinary." 
 "After all this?" Jack hissed.  
 "Yes! For the sake of Creation, Jack, I'll take you to the silk warehouse tomorrow and to see Sir William but – 
Annie!" Ellis called. "Annie, are you going in to dinner?" 
 "Yes, they've just rung for it," Annie said, appearing at his elbow.  
 "Excellent. Would you, divine woman – " he kissed her on the cheek, " – be good enough to take Jack in with 
you? It's his first party and he's a little overwrought, I think. Get a glass of scotch into him," he added, in her ear. She 
smiled and held out her hand to Jack. 
 "Come in with us. I'm dying to hear more about America," she said, leading Jack away. 
 "The house is on fire?" Clare asked, when Jack was gone. 
 "Was. Was on fire. Anderson's handling it," Ellis said. "We can't do anything about it, Miss Fields, so there's no 
point in worrying. Will you let me take you in?" he added, before she could object further. 
 "I'm doing this under protest," she told him, but she took his arm and let him lead her into the dining room.  
 "Graveworthy!" someone called. "Come over, you're just here." 
 "Arthur," he replied, easing Clare into the seat next to him and leaning over her to shake the man's hand. "Down 
from Edinburgh? Not skipping out on your classes, are you?" 
 "Not in the least. You've been out in the garden, I see," Arthur replied. He was a young man with a fierce shock of 
brown hair and the sharpest eyes Ellis had ever seen on anyone, keen and missing nothing. "What's this, not writing?" 
he added, still holding onto Ellis's hand and turning it over, studying the callus on his thumb.  
 "I've a new mechanism – you should pay a call while we're in town and have a look," Ellis answered, taking his 
hand back politely and seating himself. "Arthur, this is my companion Clare Fields, late of America, up to study at 
Cambridge. I imagine she's about your age, actually. Clare, may I present Arthur Conan Doyle, of the University of 
Edinburgh. He's studying to be a doctor – but you're here as a prodigy tonight, I imagine?" 
 "Oh yes," Arthur agreed, in his pleasant light brogue. "I do a little writing for the papers," he added to Clare, by 
way of explanation. "I don't mind these literary gatherings, though it's rather a lot of pressure." 
 "He has a very unnerving party trick of telling people about themselves, so don't let him convince you he's a 
witch," Ellis added.  
 "Which reminds me, how's your left shoulder?" Arthur inquired. "Rheumatism already? I can have a look if you 
like, as a medical professional." 
 "Off again, Arthur," Ellis said. "I had a little accident in America. Do explain how you knew, though. I know that's 
your favorite part." 
 "You've been favoring it all night – when you turn left, you pull it in, but you prefer to turn right when possible." 
 "Observing me?" Ellis asked. 
 "Just observing. Was that the boy tearing up the stairs earlier?" he asked, indicating Jack with his soup spoon.  
 "That's Jack," Clare said, smiling down the table at where Jack was making conversation with Jules Verne, and 
Annie Masters was making desperate faces at Ellis. Ellis gestured for her to remain calm while Clare continued. "He's 
come out from America with me to study at Cambridge." 
 "Not a Creationist like yourself, though. An Engineer?" 
 "How'd you know?" 
 "I noticed the scars on his hands. I thought chef, perhaps, until I saw his shoes." 
 "You should have gone into the police, Arthur," Ellis said.  
 "Medicine's much more lucrative. And more interesting. People are fairly dreary, by and large. Very predictable. 
Present company excepted, naturally." 
 "And compliment taken." 
 "That's Verne he's talking to," Arthur said. "Queer man. Have you read his book?" 
 "Several, in the French. I haven't bothered with the translation, but I think Jack must have," Ellis said. 
 "Watch their bodies," Arthur said, sipping his wine as the waiter took his soup plate away. "I think the woman to 
Mr. Baker's left – not Miss Masters, the other one – finds him attractive. See how she leans in to hear what he's saying, 
even though he's talking to Mr. Verne?" he asked, glancing at Clare – showing off a bit, Ellis thought. "Verne thinks 
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he's a fan of his book, but Baker has much more to say, doesn't he? His whole body's turned towards him. He had best 
slow down if he wants Verne to understand a word of it. Ah – see there! That's a gesture only Engineers make, with the 
fork held like that, because of the tools they use." 
 Ellis smiled and let Arthur talk on, leaping from one person to the next, half chattery gossip and half shrewd 
observation. He did watch Jack, however, and he had to admit that Jack seemed far more interested in Jules Verne than 
in either his food or the women seated around them.  
 "I must admit, it's nice to see a few young faces around the place," Arthur was saying, apparently under the 
assumption Ellis couldn't talk to the woman on the far side of him and listen to their conversation at the same time. 
"Though I'm not sure some of the other women at the party appreciate the competition." 
 "Competition?" he heard Clare ask. 
 "Well, yes. Anyone with half an eye can see you're quite the favorite of Mr. Graveworthy tonight." 
 Ellis heard Clare laugh. "He's my chaperone, that's all." 
 "Be that as it may, he's shown more interest in you tonight than in most women he's met since I've known him. 
Of course, most of them have given him up as a prospect, but see there – and there, and that one – well, it's hardly 
difficult to see they're trying to get his attention, and those two over there don't look very fond of you. I don't imply 
anything – " 
 "I guess you'd know," Clare said drily, and Ellis heard Arthur laugh too. He concentrated on making conversation, 
but he couldn't help feeling a stab of annoyance.  
 "I suppose so. But others will draw their wrong conclusions. After all, you're a pleasant young woman and he's a 
wealthy, handsome man." 
 "I'm pretty sure his interest in me is educational only," Clare said. Good woman. 
 "The more fool him," Arthur replied in a low voice, and Ellis decided it was probably time to interrupt the 
conversation.  
 By the time they got home that night, Jack was almost dead on his feet; Ellis took him as far as his bedroom and 
made sure his boots were off before leaving him to his own devices. Downstairs, Clare was shaking her hair loose and 
taking off her cloak. 
 "You wouldn't think he'd be able to sleep," she said, as Ellis took her cloak and hung it up. "He was so excited 
about everything." 
 "I made sure he had a few drinks," he answered with a smile. "He'll need his rest for tomorrow. I didn't trust him 
to calm down on his own." 
 "But you trust me?" she asked carefully. He glanced at her, wondering if Arthur's blither about him had made her 
suspicious.  
 "Well, you're a little more…aware of yourself than Jack. You'd make an excellent spy," he said conversationally.  
 "I don't want to be a spy. Too much like lying." 
 "My dear Miss Fields, what do you suppose Creation is?" Ellis asked, and left her staring after him in the front hall 
as he went wearily to his own rest. 
 
 
 
 Breakfast the next morning was an exciting affair; Jack was forced to drink a glass of chopped peppers and raw 
egg that Ellis prepared himself, which made Jack retch but admittedly did rid him of his headache and gave him an 
appetite for breakfast. Clare was more interested by the plate of letters that a servant brought in halfway through the 
meal. 
 "Miss Fields," he said, setting one next to her plate. Graveworthy was slitting open a ragged sheet of paper and 
studying its contents. 
 "Anderson reports all's well, if not in so many words," he said. "The boat's safe and the grounds are under guard – 
he says he bagged 'three ducks' this morning but I imagine he's speaking of our vandals. He'll see that they're 
interrogated and sent whence they came, which appears from other remarks to be Germany. I knew Herr Blauberg was 
up to no good. No more concerns there," he added, setting it aside. "I'll write back after breakfast. What about you, 
Miss Fields?" 
 "It's from Mr. Conan Doyle – he sat with us at dinner," Clare said, for Jack's benefit. "He's a medical student in 
Edinburgh. He had the most – "  
 She'd been talking while skimming the letter, and now she broke off, feeling color rise in her cheeks.  
 "I think Miss Fields has a prize from the party," Graveworthy said, sounding amused. 
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 "What?" Jack asked, brows drawing together.  
 "Don't listen, he's teasing me," Clare said, folding up the letter.  
 "Not in the least. A social conquest is to be celebrated. Ah – looks like you have one too, Jack," Graveworthy 
continued, holding up a letter. "Not quite as romantic, though. It's from Verne – in French, which is why he sent it to 
me and not you. Dear Mr. Baker…full of technical details that you apparently asked for at dinner, plus a compliment on 
your intellect. I did ask you both to be ordinary, and instead you go round snaring doctors and Frenchmen." 
 "Well, I can't help it," Jack complained. "I did try." 
 "I'll translate it for you later. Eat up, we're bound for the silk warehouses this morning and we won't have much 
time for lunch before we're expected by Sir William," Graveworthy said. "Now that you've had your brainstorm there's 
no point in wasting time." 
 Jack, having apparently recovered from the previous night's excesses, kept bounding ahead of them as they walked 
to Spitalfields that morning. Clare didn't see what the fuss was about; the bare exterior walls and uncrowded streets of 
the Silk District looked drab and uninteresting to her, compared to the open-air markets of Boston. 
 "Wait until you're inside," Graveworthy advised, choosing a door that didn't look different to any others and 
gesturing them through.  
 She followed Jack into a smaller room than she expected, and was surprised to find a luxurious display room,  
filled with wicker dressmaker's models. Most of them were draped in swaths of bright silk, shirts and dresses and knit 
silk coats.  
 Clare had never much bothered with her clothing other than to make sure she looked presentable; as a young girl 
she'd preferred trousers to skirts. Still, she covetously eyed one dress in dark blue, while Graveworthy introduced them 
to a slim, elegant man with a measuring tape around his neck.  
 "Mrs. Parsons is new to London," Graveworthy said, gesturing to her. "She's come to realize that her dresses are 
ever so slightly out of date, and of course Mr. Parsons wouldn't stand for that, but they don't know many people here, 
so I've brought them with me." 
 "A pleasure to serve you, Mrs. Parsons," the man said. "What are we looking for today?" 
 Clare glanced at Jack, who shrugged. Graveworthy looked amused. 
 "She'll need some guidance, and I expect she'll be very picky. Actually – Mr. Parsons is an industrialist. Would you 
mind if he and I toured the stock and had a look at some looms while you're fitting her?" 
 "Our proprietor would be happy to show you the bolts," the man agreed. "Miranda!" 
 "Yes?" said an elderly woman, emerging from behind a curtain. 
 "Mr. Parsons would like to see the stock." 
 "Right this way," she said, taking a large key from a pocket and unlocking a door in the back of the small shop. As 
they disappeared into darkness, the man Graveworthy had selected studied her with unnerving objectivity. Clare was 
beginning to regret agreeing to play the girl in this little charade.  
 On the other hand… 
 "You like the dark blue?" the man asked.  
 "Yes, I do," she said. "Tell me, do you do shirts and waistcoats as well?" 
 "Are you looking for something for your husband?" 
 Clare laughed. "No, for me." 
 The man matched her smile. "Ma'am, I would like nothing more than to tailor you a waistcoat." 
 "I thought that's what you'd say," she said, and stood obediently as he began to measure her shoulders. 
 
 
 
 "We pride ourselves on our access to some of the best dyes in London, though we do whites as well, of course," 
Miranda said, as she led them past rack on rack of cloth bolts. "Don't even look at these; they're the cheaper varieties. A 
man of substance wants something much nicer for his wife." 
 "Actually, I'm looking for your most durable silk," Jack said. "Something hardwearing but light." 
 "Is Mrs. Parsons an industrialist also?" Miranda asked, guiding him to the right. 
 "No, she's a Creationist," Jack said absently.  
 "Ah, I see. Not a dressmaker, though?" 
 "No, I don't think so. She's not employed right now." 
 "That's just as well – we don't much hold with Creationist dressmakers in the silk district. Why pay so much for 
some confection that only lasts a night? We hold by Cinderella's Law here," Miranda continued. "Good pay for quality 
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workmanship, crafted by skilled hands." 
 Graveworthy grinned. "I always liked the bit where the stepsisters had to walk naked through the village," he said. 
Jack elbowed him. "Well, I do. Feeds a young man's imagination, up to the point where they froze to death. Children 
love that gory stuff." 
 "Well, there'll be no going naked here. Hardwearing, you said?" 
 "Durable but light," Jack repeated. "It's for a project I'm working on." 
 "Dye can loosen the threads – would you prefer undyed?" 
 "Color's not important," Jack said, as she climbed a ladder with surprising speed and filled her arms with fabric.  
 "Now, this is lovely stuff, guaranteed not to rip save at the point of a very sharp knife. I can provide half-yard 
samples at three and two dyed, two and five undyed. There are several weights; shall I select you an assortment?" 
 "Please," Jack said. Then, because he couldn't help himself, "Can I see the looms?" 
 "Of course. We're not weaving today, but if you'd care to climb the stairs you're free to explore at your leisure, Mr. 
Parsons. We do ask that you don't touch anything, of course. I'll just fetch the scissors and cut you some samples," she 
said, the gleam of future large business orders in her eye. 
 "I don't think I know the story of Cinderella," Jack said, as he climbed the narrow iron spiral staircase behind 
Graveworthy. 
 "It's not taught in Creationist circles much – it's anti-Creation, and not as tragically touching as Pinocchio," 
Graveworthy replied. Jack emerged into a high-ceilinged, wide-windowed room with the autumn light filtering down 
over the looms, sitting like rows of quiet spiders. Graveworthy sat on one of the weavers' stools and lit a cigarette. 
 "Would you like to hear the story?" he asked, as Jack examined one of the flywheels on the loom pedal. 
 "Naked stepsisters?" Jack said with a crooked smile. 
 "Yes. It's an interesting tale. Very old, probably even older than the Italian that comes down to us – that's La Gatta 
Cenerentola. I've found odds and ends here and there in old Egypt and even in some stories an explorer brought back 
from China about two centuries ago." 
 "How do you know all that?" Jack asked. 
 "I'm a storyteller. It behooves me to know my roots. This particular story – tut!" Graveworthy tapped his hand 
lightly as Jack reached out to test a crank. "No touching, she said. The story concerns a woman who learns that hard 
work is to be rewarded, and vanity punished…" 
 
 
 

CINDERELLA 
A Moral Tale Of The Triumph Of Industry Over Witchcraft 

From The Italian, Recorded by Giambattista Basile 
 
 Once upon a time there was a Duke who had a young daughter, a sweet girl of good temper and unparalleled kindness. 
When her mother died, he found a second wife, a proud and haughty woman with two spoilt daughters who were, like their 
mother, vain and cruel.  
 Along with her own daughters, this wicked Stepmother employed the girl in all the housework, but to her were assigned 
the most unpleasant tasks, for she had no skill in the witchcraft that her stepmother and stepsisters practiced. At night she 
would be required to clean out the cinders for the morning's fire, and for this reason she was called Cinderella by her stepsisters. 
She dared not tell her father what she suffered, for he was often away and would have scolded her when he returned if he 
found her obstinate or sullen.  
 The Duke was beholden to a Prince, a young and clever man who was in need of a wife to help him rule. He determined to 
invite all the unwed virgins under his dominion to a ball, so that he could select a wife. The stepsisters were invited, but 
Cinderella was forbidden to go, for she could not witch herself a dress as the Stepsisters could, and she had no money of her 
own with which to buy something that would not shame her father the Duke.  
 As the sisters departed for the ball, Cinderella cried in despair and prayed for a miracle. Forsaking God, she prayed for a 
Witchmother, a guardian spirit who would assist her – and immediately before her stood a woman of uncommon beauty. This 
Witchmother Created for her a beautiful dress and a coach and four horses. Her crowning glory for Cinderella was a pair of fur 
slippers to cushion her feet for the dancing. 
 Because the witchcraft was not hers, however, Cinderella could not sustain the Creation longer than the Witchmother had 
set it, and she must return by midnight or stand naked in front of all the kingdom. Cinderella agreed, and that night she so 
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enchanted the Prince that he had eyes for no other. Bearing her Witchmother's warnings in mind, she left well before midnight.  
 The next day, hoping to find the mysterious young woman once more, the Prince threw a second ball, and again 
Cinderella was forced to watch as her stepsisters dressed themselves in finery that imitated her own dress before sweeping 
away to charm the Prince. Again she wept, and again her Witchmother came forth and assisted her, warning her for a second 
time that she must return by midnight or stand naked in front of the kingdom.  
 This time Cinderella was not quite so careful, and as the clock struck midnight she fled in haste, taking a horse from the 
stables. Her dress vanished as she rode into the woods and, as she released the horse to return home and crawled into her bed, 
teeth chattering with cold, she knew that for her disobedience the Witchmother would not come again. 
 The Prince was so taken with the girl who could ride a horse like a man that he proposed a new diversion, a deer-hunt on 
his private land. The sisters, of course, could witch themselves horses; Cinderella could not, and was taken along only to serve 
as horse-maid.  
 It came about, however, that though the wicked stepsisters could witch horses, they could not control them. As they were 
gathering for the hunt, one horse threw the elder sister and spooked the horse of the younger sister, which ran into the wood. 
Cinderella, knowing the path, took the elder's horse and rode after her, and the Prince rode after Cinderella.  
 Though she could ride like a man, he was not yet convinced that Cinderella was his bride, and demanded that she witch 
herself the beautiful fur slippers that had cushioned her feet for dancing. She could not, of course, and though her sisters tried to 
prove they were worthy of the Prince instead, they could not produce slippers quite so wonderful. The Prince, not wishing to 
lose Cinderella, locked her in a tower and bade her marry him when she could witch herself the wonderful slippers. In the 
meantime, the wicked stepsisters visited her, but spent most of their time wooing the prince with tales of their own virtue and 
kindness – as invented as the dresses they had worn to the ball. 
 Cinderella wept and wept, but the Witchmother would not appear, and it became apparent that she would have to free 
herself. Remembering the fit of the slippers and the texture of their fur, she begged the gamekeeper who was her jailer to bring 
her two fresh young fox kits, and through the long days of her imprisonment she tanned and cut and stitched until her fingers 
ached.   
 At last she had produced two beautiful slippers, and when the Prince saw them he begged her forgiveness and asked why 
she had not witched them for herself sooner. She showed him that they were everlasting and would not fade with time; when he 
saw this, the Prince begged again for her forgiveness, and that she would be his bride.  
 Cinderella agreed and wed the Prince, on the condition that witchery be outlawed in his kingdom. When he ruled that it 
be so, it was found that the wicked stepmother and her daughters could not tan or spin or weave or sew. Yet they were forced to 
come to the palace every day and visit with their sister the Princess, walking through the countryside and town without a stitch 
of clothing on their bodies, outlawed from Creating and unable to clothe themselves through hard work. Eventually it grew 
cold, but still they visited, their pride and vanity forcing them to prove they were as virtuous as they had claimed, until one day 
they did not appear, and their bodies were found under a snowdrift during a spring thaw.  
 Thus it is that industry, though it does not have the shine or simplicity of witchcraft, is rewarded, while laziness and 
vanity are punished slowly.  
 
 
 
 "Sirs? Sirs?" 
 Jack shook himself back to reality and found that he was sitting on the floor of the loom chamber, arms around 
his knees, listening raptly to Graveworthy's story. Miranda had appeared at the top of the stairs, her arms full of cloth. 
 "Mr. Parsons, I have samples for you," she said, though her eyes said So like boys to sit in a weaving room and tell stories. 
" Mrs. Parsons sends word that if you aren't finished, she is happy to be fitted for more dresses." 
 Graveworthy laughed. "We'd better go. I've bored you long enough." 
 They climbed down the stairs, Jack still shaking tatters of the fairy tale out of his head. He wasn't sure he liked it, 
but it had certainly been told well. Miranda held the door for them as they re-entered the fitting shop, and she 
immediately went to the counter to begin packaging up the samples, with a list of what they were and the price per yard 
(in very small print).  
 "Find anything?" he asked Clare, who looked like she was plotting something. 
 "Oh yes. Just a few things – payment on delivery, naturally. They'll bring them around – this evening?" she said. 
The shopkeeper nodded and handed Jack his bundle. 
 "Put it on the bill for my wife's things," he said. "This was very interesting, thank you." 
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 Creating helium was not as easy as Jack had assumed it would be.  
 You had to be precise with gears, of course, but there were only so many tooth sizes that you could buy a gear in, 
and you could look at a machine before you turned it on and know whether it would work or not. Perhaps not how well 
it would work, or if it would do what you wanted, but at least you knew it would function. With chemicals, precision 
measurements were even more important, and things could go very wrong if you didn't pay attention.  
 Sir William, understanding Jack's hunger for knowledge, took all three of them into his laboratory that afternoon 
and demonstrated his work with gases with the innocence of a scientist among colleagues, which Jack knew 
Graveworthy found almost disconcerting. It was more distressing to Jack that he blew up three tests and suffered one 
minor burn on his hand before he managed to even create helium gas, let alone entrap it in anything.  
 Clare grew bored with the repetition and wandered around the laboratory, while Graveworthy sat nearby and 
wrote in a notebook, looking up occasionally when something exploded. After Jack managed the chemical reaction 
successfully for a second time, Sir William declared that he could use refreshment, and suggested that they break for tea.  
 "I'm intrigued by your interest in creating a gas which seems to be useful primarily for entertaining children," Sir 
William said, as he poured the tea and sat down. "Do you have the idea of using it in some engineering application?" 
 "I don't know yet," Jack said. "Would it be possible to make a lot of helium at once?" 
 "Well, I suppose, as long as you had enough cleveite and a solid method of distributing the sulfuric acid. You'd 
have to run all of it through the extraction process, though, so you'd need a large, very precise setup. Enlarging any 
operation, as I'm certain you're aware, increases the likelihood that small variations, negligible at this stage, will become 
much more dangerous. I thought you merely wanted to experiment with lift," he added. 
 "Right now, yes. Who knows where experiments lead?" Jack said. "Do you have any idea how long it would take a 
larger mass to dissipate?" 
 "Well, it diffuses through the organic matter, that's why it doesn't last long. It becomes part of the air, you know." 
Sir William stirred his drink thoughtfully. "Now, something less elastic or perhaps less permeable – I wonder. A metal 
cylinder, or a glass bottle…" 
 He stood and set his tea down next to the experiment tray, picking up a glass bottle and stopper. There was a 
small spigot at the end of the extraction apparatus where the gas was released; he held the jar over it for a few seconds 
before stoppering the jar. Jack joined him, watching as he filled a second. Then Sir William took a small paper sack, of 
the kind chemists used to transport substances that would be dangerous if a Created sack didn't hold for long enough, 
and held it over the first jar, opening the lid. 
 There was a soft noise, like a sigh, and the bag began to float, drifting upwards. All eyes in the room watched as it 
rose, slipping out of Sir William's hands and eventually bumping itself on the ceiling. The impact seemed to imbalance 
something; the bag tilted sideways and tumbled slowly to the ground. 
 Jack picked up the other bottle and carried it back to his seat, thoughtfully. He held it in both hands, looking down 
at the miracle trapped there. 
 "Mr. Graveworthy," he said softly, while Sir William retrieved the bag, "here's your airship in a bottle." 
 Graveworthy smiled at him over the edge of his notebook. "Excellent, Jack. Well ahead of schedule, but not a 
moment too soon. Will you build it for me, now?" 
 Jack basked in the praise for a moment, but when the words sank in, he realized how far he had to go now that he 
knew what to build. He set the bottle on the table and took a sip of tea to stop his hands from shaking. 
 "Sir William, if I hired you to produce helium for me, how much could you make and how fast?" he asked. Sir 
William looked up from behind a row of metal pipes in one corner of the table.  
 "It takes about an hour to fill a half dozen bladders," he said thoughtfully. "Working full-tilt, with plenty of 
supplies and a few of the students helping, I suppose we could make quite a lot in a few days. Storage is a problem, but 
I do have some compressed-air canisters that we could put it in." 
 "You're on payroll," Jack said, beaming and holding out his hand. Sir William laughed as he shook it. "I've got to 
run off, but I'll come again tomorrow morning to make the arrangements." 
 "But why do you want so much helium?" Sir William asked, as Jack pulled his coat on. Clare, anticipating as 
always, was already buttoned up; Graveworthy was only delayed by having to stow away his notebook and cap his pen. 
 "There are some things it's better not to know," Graveworthy said to him, as Jack fitted the glass bottle into his 
pocket. "Jack will provide you with his research notes, of course, once his experiments are concluded." 
 Outside, Graveworthy hailed a cab and helped them into it. As soon as they were moving, Jack held out his hand. 
"Can I use your notebook?" 
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 "Certainly. Ignore the scribbling," Graveworthy said, handing it over. 
 "So, there's the weight of boat, steam engine, propeller, infrastructure – fuel for the engine, and water – food 
supplies, two men…does it have to be two?" he asked, taking a pencil from behind his ear (he'd have to return that to 
Sir William) and writing furiously. 
 "Absolutely, at minimum." 
 "All right. Then I'll need to know mass and lifting power of the helium. Damn, plus helium jars. I'll have to 
calculate dissipation so we know how many it'll take to get to Australia, which means distance and approximate speed 
of the finished ship. I need to build a prototype and some test bladders and add in some allowance for wind. Once I 
know lift, weight, and speed I can figure out how big the bladder will have to be." 
 A sudden tension in Clare's shoulder, pressed against his, made him pause and look up; Graveworthy's expression 
was one of amused tolerance, but Jack couldn't think of anything he'd said that was incorrect. He went back to writing 
formulas. 
 "Let I be Infrastructure and F be fuel plus water for the boiler," he said, sketching out a line of letters. "H plus S 
for weight of the human element and food and water and such, added to I and F, producing W. Divide by lift power of 
one unit of helium, call it B, equals amount of units needed for lift, or L. F is variable based on distance and speed. 
Damn. Well, take L and factor for dissipation, that will affect the helium canisters, which will affect weight…" 
 He rubbed the back of his head. "I'll have to guess and then rework it. But look, it'll be like this." 
 With the notebook flat on his lap, he sketched out the boat he'd been building, piling imaginary boxes and 
canisters in the bow. Over the boat he drew an oblong silk bladder, lashed to hooks by rope and held rigid by thin 
filaments of wire. In the center of the boat he drew a boiler with a vent under it for extra lift, and attached two 
propellers mounted to the back of the boat.  
 Graveworthy took the book back from him and studied the drawing for a while. Jack fidgeted with his pencil.  
 "Better sign it," he said, passing it back.  
 Jack signed hesitantly in his best drafting script, and then added an inscription below it. Clare, leaning over to read, 
hugged him around the neck and smiled. 
 
 
 

Excerpt of Lecture Transcript 
Social History of the Industrial Revolution (HUM HIST I) 

 
Baker University for Engineering, Sheffield, England 
Lecture IV 
 
 …in this diagram is clearly seen not only the technical drafting skill and elegant aesthetics – I'm looking at you, Miss 
Hodges – of the airship, but also the generosity of spirit often ascribed to Sir Jack Baker in his private life.  
 Note the difference in script. Here, we see a professional Engineer's drafting hand as signature, as well as the date and 
location, very correct; below it we have something much more interesting. Commission of E. Graveworthy; that's credit where 
due for the bankroll. Underneath, scientific credits; Made possible by the discovery of helium by Sir William Grove and the 
educational contributions of the London Shipyards. 
 What have I left off?  
 That's correct, Mr. Fordham. In rather larger letters, below credits given, we have the title of the ship. Airship I, The 
H.M.A. Clare Fields. Named for Sir Jack's close companion, of course, as she was then known.  
 Now there is a shipping tradition of naming seagoing vessels for women and referring to them in the feminine; whether 
intended or otherwise, he carried this tradition over into the airships we know today, and you may see examples of this in the 
USAS Amelia Earhart, the HMA Victoria Gloriana and HMA Annie Masters, and the ANAS Altjira. It is also seen in many 
examples of early airship figureheads in fin-de-siècle air transport – now now, we're all adults here, surely you can see a 
wooden woman with bare breasts without laughing. 
 Here we have the realization of the sketch, and you can see that very little has been modified, typical of Sir Jack's habit of 
formulating a final sketch and carrying through only after extensive research. Crude and hand-built and not without its 
problems, of course, but not bad for a first attempt.  
 In this next slide you will see an example of a German prototype built slightly later, using information on the project 
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obtained through espionage. Who can spot what a nineteen-year-old Engineering student from America caught that the finest 
minds in Germany missed? Everyone? Well, that's heartening. The structure to stabilize the balloon is entirely missing, and the 
Germans have added heavy rudders to try and control the propellers, rather than simply using power flow to the propellers 
themselves to steer. Similar attempts in France and America, after Germany's interests became known, met with similar lack of 
success. In a way this is not their fault; they were attempting to copy a model and not innovate themselves, which can lead to 
dangerous errors. Not until the original notes were published in full… 
 
 
 
 When they arrived back at their home-from-home in London, Jack tore his calculations out of Graveworthy's 
notebook and went to work. He had not excelled at mathematics at Harvard, but he could work through the formulas if 
he was given long enough. Soon the table in the sitting-room was covered in paper, much of it discarded as he rewrote 
and refined his work, the jar of helium sitting at his elbow.  
 He lifted his head as the bell at the door rang noisily; he was there even before Clare, who had been keeping an eye 
out for her new clothes. Graveworthy tossed him a pouch of money as he passed, and he paid hurriedly, tipped the 
delivery-man, and tore into the packages there on in the foyer. 
 "Jack, you're such a savage," Clare said, taking the package out of his hands. "These are mine – here's yours," she 
added, handing him the precious packet of silk samples. 
 "Needle and thread," he said. 
 "There's some decorative sewing basket or other in the sitting-room," Graveworthy told him. "Hold on…" 
 He grabbed Jack by the shoulder and stopped him from running off. Jack really wished he would stop doing that.  
 "Your silks will wait. Be a gentleman; Clare has new dresses, which I paid for, and I'm sure she'd like to show 
them off." 
 Clare's smile, as Jack turned, was wicked.  
 Graveworthy did let him seek out the sewing equipment and begin assembly on a piece of stout gray silk while 
they were waiting for Clare to change, but he made Jack put it down as Clare prepared to enter.  
 "Blue silk!" she called, and Jack looked up just as she appeared in the doorway. 
 "That's not a dress," he said. Clare rolled her eyes.  
 "It doesn't have to be," Graveworthy answered, and Jack glanced over to him to see him watching Clare with 
more than objective observation merited, in his opinion. He didn't see what the big deal was; Clare used to wear 
trousers and shirts all the time as a kid.  
 "The dresses will take longer to alter," she said, straightening the sleeves of the white silk shirt and the deep blue 
waistcoat over it. "I like this stuff better anyway. The trousers are heavy knit. Good for winter, I thought. And!" she 
vanished again. 
 "Tell her she looks nice," Graveworthy murmured. 
 "She knows that." 
 "People like to hear it." 
 Clare reappeared just as Jack finished the first seam. "Now, these are Jack's trousers – " 
 "Clare!" Jack said. 
 "But they go with the green waistcoat and the brown shirt, don't they?" she asked, tying her hair back and placing 
a newsboy's hat on her head. 
 "You look nice," Jack told her. She beamed at him. 
 "They sent a note that the other waistcoats will be delivered in a few days, and they had shirts ready-made that just 
needed to be tucked here," she added, lifting one of the waistcoats to study the needlework where shirt met trousers.  
 "Certainly not money wasted," Graveworthy said. "You might set a new fad, Miss Fields." 
 "I've seen women in trousers in England," she said. 
 "Yes, but those are working women. The women of your class generally prefer dresses. I doubt it's occurred to 
many of them to wear fine men's clothing." 
 Clare flopped on the sofa near Jack and put her feet up on the low table in front of them. "Want some help?" 
 "You can't sew," he said, amused. "And they really are nice, Clare." 
 "You're sweet, but you're like a train. One track, no stopping. It's all right," she added. "What about building a 
little ship to hang under it?" 
 "I need to test with weights first. Tonight I'm just going to make some test bladders." 
 "You'll have to call them something a little less scatological, if you want to be taken seriously," Graveworthy 
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remarked. "Pocket, maybe." 
 "Wrong way up," Jack said. 
 "Fine, what about a – well, not a ball," Graveworthy said, chuckling. "Take a page from the French. Call it a 
balloon." 
 
 
 

EIGHT 
 
 The next morning, Clare elected to stay home while Jack and Graveworthy visited Sir William again; she didn't 
mind learning about chemicals and gases and things, but the previous day had been tedious and she wanted to spend 
the time packing for the return trip to Cambridge that evening and checking Jack's math.  
 There wasn't much to check yet, but his formula seemed all right, at least what she understood of it. She gave up 
when he got into dissipation and variables, leaving her notes for Jack, and took a book from the not-inconsiderable 
library of the townhouse, curling up with it in the sitting-room. 
 She heard the doorbell ring about an hour later and assumed the men had forgotten their keys before going out; 
serve them right if one of the servants had to let them in. She heard a male voice in the foyer, not Jack or Graveworthy, 
and she set down her book, interested.  
 "Miss Fields," said a servant, stepping into the room and closing the door, "There is a visitor for you. Are you in?" 
 Clare blinked. "Yes, obviously." 
 "Ah. Miss Fields, I should advise – you may be in without being 'in', if you prefer," he said, offering her a tray. 
There was a calling card on it: Arthur Conan Doyle, Edinburgh. 
 "Oh, it's Mr. Conan Doyle! We met at the dinner. No, show him in," she said, standing, and the servant nodded 
hesitantly before disappearing again.  
 "Miss Fields," Conan Doyle said when he entered, beaming. "So good to see you again." 
 "Likewise, Mr. Conan Doyle." 
 He ducked his head. "Very few people get the name right. Thank you." 
 "Jack and I have to be pretty particular about manners over here. We're not used to the kind of company Mr. 
Graveworthy keeps. Not that Jack pays any attention, but I try," she said, taking his hand. "I'm afraid if you've come to 
see Mr. Graveworthy, he's out for the morning." 
 "Indeed not – well, I never avoid his company, but I was hoping you'd be in," he said. "I've interrupted your 
reading, I see." 
 Clare picked up the book, closing it, and shook her head. "Not really. Mr. Graveworthy's first try, I was going to 
tease him about it. Have you read it?" 
 "Of course. Not for a while, though. I don't get to read as much as I should anymore." 
 "Busy writing?" 
 "Sometimes. Mostly occupied with my medical studies, though," he said. He fidgeted with his hands, looking 
nervous. "I wonder if you'd like to go for a walk. Have you seen much of London?" 
 "Hardly any. I'd love to. I'll get my coat," she said, and he hurried to do it for her, helping her into it.   
 There was a little park not far from the townhouse, and they ended up strolling there, Clare listening while Conan 
Doyle pointed out the people around them and made the most outrageous statements about who they were and what 
they were up to. 
 "My teacher, Dr. Bell, says observation is the start, and it all continues from there," he said, as she laughed at his 
latest conclusion. "I've made a great study of it since. I've been thinking of writing a story about deduction; something 
in the lines of Poe, you know. Dark mysteries and foreign adventures. I was going to set some of it in the American 
West, after reading Ellis's essays about his travels."  
 "Speaking of, we should turn back," she said. "He'll probably be annoyed if he and Jack come back for lunch and 
I'm not there." 
 "Bit of a hen with two chicks?" 
 "Something like that. I know why he does it, but…" She shrugged.  
 "Well, then I'll escort you back." 
 "Either way, you should stay for lunch," she said.  
 "I can't, regretfully. Back on the train to Edinburgh this afternoon. Medicine is an impatient wife."  
 "Well, we'll be sorry to see you go." 
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 "I'm very sorry to go, myself," he said, with an odd look at her. Clare took his arm again, and they started back for 
the townhouse in comfortable silence. 
 
 
 
 Ellis was about to summon the servants and interrogate them as to Clare's whereabouts – she wasn't anywhere in 
the house, and he was beginning to worry – when he heard footsteps in the front hall, and leaned out to look at who 
was arriving. 
 "There she is," he said to Jack, who was helping himself to some fruit in the kitchen. 
 "Told you," Jack replied, tossing the fruit down and bursting into the hallway with his usual ebullience. "Hey, 
Clare! Ellis was about to mount a search party, and I wanted to see if you were done checking my math – " 
 Ellis watched in amusement as he stopped dead. Arthur was in the middle of helping Clare off with her coat, 
bending to speak in her ear.  
 "Mr. Baker, isn't it?" Arthur said cheerfully. "And Ellis! Miss Fields was worried you'd fret." 
 "I wouldn't say worried," Clare replied. 
 "Well, here we are, anyway," Arthur continued. Ellis nudged Jack out of the way and shook Arthur's hand. "I 
thought Clare might like to see some of London. We've been walking." 
 "That was good of you – perhaps next time Clare could leave a note," he added, with a significant look in her 
direction, "but good of you all the same. Jack, your manners." 
 "Oh!" Jack looked stricken. "Sorry! Hello, Mr. Conan Doyle. Clare, do you want some fruit? Did you finish the 
math? I didn't know you were going to look at it but I think you found something I missed…" 
 Their voices faded as Clare, with an amused look at the other men, followed Jack into the kitchen.  
 "I have to apologize for Jack, he's a mad professor type," Ellis said. "Won't you stay to lunch, Arthur?" 
 "Can't – train," Arthur said. He was looking past Ellis, down the hallway, and then he smiled and turned to him. "I 
don't stand a chance with him around, do I?" 
 "Better men have probably tried and failed," Ellis said, laughing. "They're not sweethearts, at least as far as I can 
tell, so a persistent man might make some headway. But Clare knows her own mind very well, so even persistence isn't 
enough, I expect, unless she takes a shine to you." 
 "That's certainly part of her charm." Arthur shrugged. "No harm in trying, I suppose. How long will you be in 
London?" 
 "Not long, but you're welcome in Cambridge anytime. Good to see you again," Ellis said. "Faint heart never won 
fair maid, and all that." 
 "Right then. I'll write next time I'm free?" 
 "Very good. Off you go," Ellis said, patting him on the shoulder, and went into the kitchen to see what his 
wayward charges were up to. Jack was talking around a mouthful of food when he entered, Clare listening with faint 
amusement. 
 " – calculate the size of the balloon," he said, as Ellis stepped in.  
 "Experiments go well?" Clare asked Ellis, who nodded. 
 "I'll work out the math on the train," Jack continued. "Sir William says he''' make as many canisters as I need, and 
as soon as I get the boiler I can start installing that while we find someone to make the balloon. Are you sure this isn't 
too expensive?" he said, turning to Ellis again. 
 "These things cost," Ellis said carelessly. "We have the money." 
 "Well, that's good. So what was up with you and slinky back there?" Jack asked Clare. "He looked like we were 
interrupting something." 
 "I think you were," Clare replied. "I don't mind. Mr. Conan Doyle's nice. Very clever, reminds me of you." 
 "Aw," Jack said, looking pleased. "Then I'll tolerate him for your sake." 
 "That's big of you, Jack," Clare drawled, and Jack laughed. Ellis sat down and listened to them dissect their 
respective days, Jack flinging chemistry and math around, Clare recounting some of Arthur's funnier observations from 
the morning. Arthur was a nice young man, Ellis knew, very driven and quite smart, but he couldn't see Clare treating 
him as anything much more than an entertaining friend.  
 He remembered being nineteen, and the emotional urges that went with it, but Clare had a level head, and Jack 
seemed uninterested in romance. Or – not exactly uninterested, but for all Clare's joking about Jack's passion for 
machines, Ellis suspected that Jack had turned the usual energy of youth into creative energy, and had probably barely 
even kissed a girl.  
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 Clare seemed like the kind of woman who would have suitors, and probably had fallen in love a time or two. Ellis 
wondered why Jack hadn't. After all, you could be a genius and still notice a pretty woman. Or, he supposed, an 
attractive man. Perhaps that was why, though he hadn't noticed Jack paying any more attention to men than to women 
if said people weren't scientists or engineers.  
 If Jack's design worked, and he had no doubt it could, Ellis wouldn't have that much more time to study the 
children. Once the ship was away, the danger to the pair of them would lessen considerably; they could spend the rest 
of the year in Cambridge, and return to Boston in January. He'd have to find someone trustworthy to look after them. 
Anderson was coming with him; Nicholas, as excellent as he was, had too many duties already. Perhaps Annie would 
take them under her wing. She was something of a civilian, compared to himself and Anderson, but she knew enough 
of intrigue to understand what was needed and she was clever enough to keep them safe.  
 He discovered, to his surprise, that he was likely to miss Jack and Clare. 
 
 
 
 Four days later, back home from London, Clare sat on the bank of the Cam and picked idly at the remains of 
lunch. They were picnicking, ostensibly, just below the university where the river widened enough to satisfy Jack's needs 
and was private enough to satisfy Graveworthy's (perhaps justified) paranoia. She was free from lectures for the day and 
had agreed to meet Jack at the river and keep Graveworthy company while the maiden flight of the Model Airship was 
set to take place; it was the perfect afternoon, though a little cold for sitting outside so long.  
 Jack had carted a large box to the river: a jar of helium Sir William had given him, a model boat weighted to 
simulate the real thing, and a rather larger balloon than his initial experiments had indicated. He'd determined the best 
material for the job through extensive and incredibly boring testing, while she'd been in lectures all week, and poured all 
his thoughts out at the dinner table every night. He'd sent for more silk from London and stitched a large, oblong 
balloon, then knotted a makeshift net over it and ran the strings down to the boat.  
 His only regret, she thought, was that he had no steam engine or propellers small enough to fix to the ship and 
test the propulsion speed. He was calculating propulsion based on a complicated adaptation of how boats moved in 
water, and had officially left Clare behind mathematically.  
 It was nice to be out of the house, with its burned walls a constant reminder of the threat to their lives. When they 
arrived home they found Jack's room had been all but destroyed, along with the hallway leading up to it, and Clare's was 
covered in smudgy smoke residue. They both slept upstairs now, Jack in the room next to Nicholas and Clare in a 
funny little dormer over the kitchen.  
 "It's rare to have such sunny days so late in the year," Graveworthy said, shaking her out of her thoughts. He was 
leaning against a tree, eating an apple from the picnic pail as they watched Jack fill the balloon using a small spigot 
mechanism he'd concocted.  
 "It's nice, I guess," she said, from where she sat in the grass. "Chilly, though." 
 "Are you cold?" 
 "No, I'm fine. We'll be done soon anyway, I expect." 
 "I expect so." Graveworthy flung his apple core into the water, startling Jack. "Sorry!" 
 "It's almost ready!" Jack called back. 
 "Very exciting all round," Graveworthy said, and then to Claire, "He placed an order for propeller mounts 
yesterday. If it goes well, I think he should have it built by mid-November."  
 She tilted her head. "And then you disappear?" 
 "A traveling holiday across Europe," Graveworthy said. "Anderson, my fellow passenger, is going to be officially 
taking a leave for family reasons and is not to be disturbed." 
 "What about your actual family?" 
 "My mother is quite content in Scotland at the moment and not likely to shift or need me anytime soon; Anderson 
is an expat like yourself, and has no family here in England." 
 "Anderson? Really?" 
 "Yes. He's much more open about it, at least among friends. He left when he was ten. One of the oldest children 
to leave, I think. Late bloomer," Graveworthy said with a grin.  
 "What happens to us?" 
 "You continue on at Cambridge until the year's end. Dally with Arthur if you like, he's utterly taken with you." 
 "I got a letter from him yesterday. He's not very subtle, but I guess he writes well." 
 "He's a nice boy." 
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 Clare rolled her eyes. 
 "I'm obligated to talk him up, he's a friend. At any rate, dalliance or no, once the term ends you ought to be safe, 
and off you go home again. Unless you decide you like it here; arrangements could always be made." 
 "How long will you be gone?" she asked.  
 "I don't know. I can't really tell you more than I have. Probably some time. Shall I write when I return?" 
 "I suppose so. We'd like to know you're safe in England again." 
 Jack had finished inflating the balloon and checking all the tie-points; he waved at them for their attention, then 
pulled a ripcord attached to the buckles holding the ship in place, giving the ship itself a shove at the same time. It leapt 
into the air and sailed forward, rising slowly and gracefully, drifting out over the river. The light caught the little balloon 
and made it seem almost transparent, cloudlike.  
 "Bravo!" Graveworthy shouted, applauding, just as the ship snapped backwards, reaching the end of a tie-line Jack 
held in his hand. For a moment it teetered almost on end, and then with a silky movement, like some sea animal 
shedding its shell, the balloon slipped from under the makeshift net.  
 Clare watched in horror as the ship plummeted into the water and the balloon, freed from its leash, floated 
upwards into the sky. Jack's eyes followed it up, and then he looked down at the string in his hand. Graveworthy had 
his own hand over his mouth. 
 "Bigger net!" Jack called. 
 "I should think so!" Graveworthy shouted back. Just then the boat, which had sunk initially, bobbed to the surface 
and turned over onto one side like a dead fish. Clare began to giggle. Jack hauled it in and carried it to where they 
waited.  
 "It works!" he said, eyes alight. "The gas math was right, which means the balloon size is okay. We can start work 
on the balloon – might want to hire someone to sew it," he said. "And I can tell Sir William how many canisters I need. 
It all slots into place." 
 "Mr. Graveworthy?" 
 Clare saw Jack tuck the boat behind his back and turned; standing behind them was an out-of-breath young man 
she vaguely recognized from one of her classes.  
 "They said you might be walking along the river, sir," the boy said, offering him a letter. Graveworthy looked 
down at the hasty fold of paper, accepted it, and handed the boy a coin in return.  
 "Thank you," he said, as the boy disappeared. He unfolded the paper and studied its contents. 
 "What is it?" Clare asked, seeing his face turn pale. 
 "Anderson's been shot," he replied.  
 
 
 
 Ellis wished he could have said later that he didn't remember going to the train or the long ride to London or 
anything until they reached Anderson, but the truth was that he recalled all of it. He recalled hating himself for stopping 
to think that Anderson's shooting might be designed to separate him from Jack and Clare or from the airship; likewise 
he remembered in detail the interminable wait at home to see that Nicholas had reinforcements should someone try 
anything at the house again, and the excruciating state of his nerves the entire way down from Cambridge with Jack and 
Clare –  the way his hands would not stay warm and the jolting of the train made him feel ill.  
 He tried to keep calm, because Jack and Clare were uneasy and needed to be shown that there was nothing to fear, 
but inside he was certain he would arrive in London to find a corpse awaiting him. The note had not said where 
Anderson was shot, or if he was still alive. 
 His first inkling that they may have escaped the worst came when they alighted in London. Asma's daughter, 
whom Anderson had said was fast becoming his favorite courier, passed him in the station and pressed a second letter 
into his hand with the subtlety and skill of a seasoned pickpocket. Someone, at least, had anticipated his hasty arrival; 
few people other than Anderson himself would have known to send the girl. He waited until they were outside to open 
and read the message. 
 "He's alive," he said, and Clare hugged Jack in relief. "Someone else is writing for him, though. He's at our club – 
Baker, give Clare your cap. Put your hair up," he said, as he shoved them both into a cab.  
 "What?" Clare asked, holding the cap in confusion.  
 "Put your hair under the cap. Thank the Creator you wore trousers today. The club doesn't allow women on 
Fridays. If you think they'd make an exception for an assassination, you don't know the Athenaeum. Do not argue with 
me, Miss Fields." 
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 Clare raised her eyebrow at him, but to his relief she wound up her hair into a tight rope and coiled it at the back 
of her head. She tucked the cap over it and patted away the stray wisps.  
 "When we enter the club, don't speak, don't make eye contact, and don't stray. This is no time to get lost or draw 
attention," he said, tucking his hands into his coat-pockets to keep them from shaking.  
 They were met at the club door by the attendant on duty, who apparently had been warned to expect them.  
 "Graveworthy to see Anderson," Ellis said, and the man nodded. "The young men are with me." 
 "Names?" 
 "Jack and Chris Parsons," Ellis said impatiently. "For God's sake, let us through." 
 "Of course, sir. He's in the North Library." 
 Curious faces looked up as they passed, but Ellis had no time for the usual common decencies of the club; he led 
Jack and Clare up the staircase and through the little lobby to the small library on the north side of the building. There 
were two young men lounging outside the door, but they let him pass without question. 
 "Ellis!" 
 The anxiety drained out of him as he entered the room – Anderson was lying on a chaise, one leg splinted, 
bandaged, and propped on pillows. His right arm was heavily bandaged as well. He looked pale but whole, and not in 
any immediate danger of dying, though there was a quantity of dried blood on the remains of his white shirt.  
 "Gregory," he breathed, relief making him dizzy. 
 "Come in, come in," Anderson said, gesturing him forward. Ellis glanced back at the children and stepped inside, 
pulling a chair alongside the chaise and sitting down with an exterior calm he didn't feel.  
 "Sorry I couldn't write myself," Anderson said, nodding at his arm. 
 "Well, I do blame you," Ellis heard himself say. 
 "As you should. Foolish accident. This is Doctor Ludlow," he added, gesturing with his left hand to the man 
standing nearby, placing medical tools in a small black leather satchel. "He's given me something quite glorious for the 
pain." 
 "You'll be paid well," Ellis replied, and the man gave him a conservative smile. "Well enough that you needn't tell 
anyone about this visit – are we understood?" 
 "I am always confidential," he replied. "I'll return tomorrow to transport Mr. Anderson to his home. He is not to 
be moved until then." 
 "Fine by me," Anderson said cheerily. The doctor snapped the bag shut and gave them a curt nod as he left. "How 
are you, El? Miss Fields, you look darling in that cap." 
 "Shut the door, Baker," Ellis said. He heard Jack close the door from the lobby.  
 "The airship is protected, and you can see the children are with me," Ellis said quietly. "What happened?" 
 "For all the doctor knows, a careless accident with a loaded revolver during some merriment downstairs," 
Anderson said. He didn't look even vaguely unhappy; the drug must have been very good indeed. "A bit of lost blood. 
I'm afraid I won't be walking for a while. The bone's snapped clean through. Hurt like bugger-all when they set it." 
 Ellis ran his hands through his hair. "I'm glad you're alive." 
 "So am I! Dying with all my sins on my head's a terrible way to go." 
 "Who shot you? Did you see him?" 
 Anderson smiled, a little condescendingly. "He's in the writing room. Directly below us." 
 "What?" 
 "Don't worry, he won't go anywhere. A few men from the club are with him." 
 "Gregory. What on earth happened?" 
 Anderson's smile turned lopsided. "Thought he'd catch me going into the club, I imagine. If I hadn't stood aside 
for someone to come out he would have had me straight through the heart, from the back. As it is, he hit my arm first; 
I suppose that blasted his aim, or he would never have got me in the leg with the second shot. He shouldn't have tried a 
second shot; the men coming out as I was going in made it across the street before he could run." 
 "Who is it? A German?" 
 Anderson shook his head. "Ellis, promise me you won't do anything rash." 
 "Who is it?" 
 "Promise me, El. Promise you won't hare out of here as you love to do." 
 Anderson rested his left hand on Ellis' sleeve, fingers plucking at it. It was a little helpless, and it took the 
indignant, furious wind out of Ellis's sails instantly.  
 "I promise," he said. Anderson's eyes darted to the children, who were standing near the door, quietly holding 
hands. He leaned forward a little, as much as he could, and spoke quietly. 
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 "Benneton knew he was second for the mission if one of us couldn't go," he said softly. 
 "He's always our second if one of us is injured," Ellis said, confused. 
 "Well, I suppose this time he wanted to be first." 
 The implication washed over him and it was probably just as well Anderson had made him promise to stay; he 
nearly left his seat anyway. 
 "Benneton shot you?" he asked. 
 "I've told them to…" Anderson coughed, wincing a little. "I've told them to hold him for you. I didn't know who 
else to send for. If we can't trust Benneton, I don't know who we can trust." 
 "You did right. Has he spoken to anyone?" 
 "He'd better not. I said it was over a woman." 
 Ellis smiled a little at this. "Always thinking, Gregory." 
 "These are the times that try men's brains," Anderson answered. "That's Thomas Paine, isn't it?" 
 "Close enough," Ellis assured him.  
 "We'll have matched scars now, anyhow," Anderson said. "Did it burn when you were shot?" 
 "Like the devil." 
 "It's odd…the first thing I wanted to do was sleep," Anderson murmured. 
 "That's normal enough. You probably ought to," Ellis added.  
 "Think I might. There are men on the doors?" 
 "For what they're worth. I think you're safe in the club. I'll leave orders with the attendant not to let anyone in. As 
you say, if we can't trust Benneton…" 
 "Exactly. Are you going to see him?" 
 "I am," Ellis said. "I'll go now. I promise not to do anything rash," he added, when Anderson looked anxious 
again. "I'll leave Jack and Clare here, if you don't mind." 
 "Not in the least. Miss Fields, do come here. I'd like to know where you had your waistcoat tailored." 
 Ellis looked over his shoulder at the pair, who seemed hesitant. He beckoned them forward, vacating his chair for 
Jack. 
 "I have business to attend to downstairs," he said. "Don't leave this room, for any reason, even if he asks you to. 
Don't let anyone else in." 
 Clare nodded solemnly, her eyes huge and worried. Jack's hands formed loose fists. 
 "Good," Ellis said. "I'll be back soon." 
 He stepped through the swinging doors into the lobby and cast an appraising eye over the men standing guard. 
They were large and seemed fairly alert, a good sign. 
 "Please don't let anyone else in," he said. "Anderson is resting." 
 "Right-o, Graveworthy," one of them said with a smile. "Going down to see the defendant?" 
 "Something like that," Ellis said as he descended the stairs. He stopped at the entry to speak to the attendant 
briefly, then continued on, trying to avoid the large rooms where men had gathered to discuss the shooting in hushed 
tones. 
 The Writing Room was more heavily and alertly guarded than Anderson's makeshift sickroom, and the door was 
open; inside Ellis could see three clubmen sitting with Benneton. He had his head in his hands, his posture slouched in 
an attitude of utter defeat.  
 "Have you called the police?" he asked. The men shook their heads. "Just so, and much appreciated. This is a club 
matter, I think you'll agree." 
 "Bad for the club's image," one of the men said. He was high-ranking Creationist clergy of some London temple 
or other, and was probably the one who had put the Consolations of LaRoche at Benneton's elbow.  
 "Could I have a word with Mr. Benneton? Anderson's sent me," he said. "Alone, if you don't mind. We'll 
straighten this all out quickly." 
 The men exchanged uneasy looks, but they didn't question him. As the clergyman left, he placed a revolver in 
Ellis' hand. With a start, he realized it must be the gun that Anderson had been shot with. He shut the door before he 
checked the cylinder. There were four bullets remaining. 
 "Climbing the hierarchy through murder? I'm ashamed of you, Benneton," he said. He felt oddly calm; Benneton 
was a smart man, but he wasn't much of a liar and was something of a coward when it came to confrontation. "You 
could have simply said you wanted more time out of England." 
 Benneton didn't reply. 
 "Anderson's going to live, by the way." 
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 Still no reply. 
 "Look at me when I speak to you," he snapped, and Benneton slowly dropped his hands, raising his head with 
reluctant obedience. He stared at the door, just behind Ellis. 
 "Me, Benneton." 
 Their eyes met. He had been weeping; there were tear-tracks on his face, and his nose dripped.  
 "Why did you shoot Gregory?" 
 Benneton looked away, drawing a hand slowly across his face to wipe away the damp there. 
 "Be a man and answer the question, Benneton." 
 "I'm so sorry, Ellis, I never wanted to – " 
 "I didn't ask if you were sorry, Benneton, and if you weren't I can assure you that you will be when we're finished. 
Why did you shoot Gregory?" 
 "I have debts," Benneton whispered. "My investments – " 
 "I don't give a damn about your debts!" 
 "They offered me money," Benneton said. "Enough to pay off what I owed." 
 "Money to assassinate Anderson?" 
 "It was the only way to be sure you took me instead of him. They told me what you're really doing!" Benneton 
burst out. "You lied to me too!" 
 "I lied to you?" Ellis asked. "I told you all this about our mission, in case you needed to come in, and then I lied 
about why we were going? Does that sound like me, Benneton?" 
 "I don't know – I don't – " 
 "Who was it? The Germans? The Italians?" 
 "I don't know. They used a go-between, I never knew…" 
 "And they told you what – that I was going to broker a treaty between Australia and England? That there'd be 
another war, and you'd be a hero for stopping it?" 
 Benneton nodded wretchedly. 
 "Were you supposed to destroy the airship, or just shoot me once we reached Australia? Were you going to offer 
them a deal from someone else instead?" 
 Benneton shook his head. "They gave me the revolver. They said they'd tell me once Anderson was dead." 
 Ellis looked down at the revolver in his hand. It was Swiss-made, but that didn't signify anything; plenty of 
gentlemen carried foreign arms. 
 "You were bribed to shoot a man, take his place, sabotage a commission from the government, and work as an 
agent of a foreign state…and how much did they pay you, Benneton?" 
 Silence. 
 "How much?" 
 "My debts are paid off," Benneton said. "My family is safe. It doesn't matter." 
 "No, perhaps you're right not to be specific. Money's the least part of the game, until it buys your loyalty." 
 "I'm so sorry, Ellis, tell him I'm sorry!" 
 "I don't think that matters now. Did you speak to the men who were with you?" 
 "Not a word, I swear. Ellis – " 
 "Anderson's put it about that you shot him over a woman. That will stay within the club. No police will be called. 
So, you have two options, I suppose." 
 Benneton looked at him fearfully. Ellis held out the revolver. 
 "You can take our way out, and we'll consider it a misfire. Or you can try to leave London and see how far you get 
before we find you. Maybe you'll make it, who knows; but you won't be safe in England, and you'll be a traitor your 
whole life. It's a jackal's life, defecting. Then again, you seem to fit the bill." 
 Benneton's eyes flicked to the revolver, then back up to Ellis' face. 
 "Go on. Take it. You don't have the courage to shoot me as you face me. If you tried to leave through the front 
door, with or without it, the club would stop you. So…" 
 He tilted his head at the windows, latched against the cold but not locked from the inside. 
 "Go out the window, or just…go out," he said. "It's your choice." 
 He left the room and sent the guards away, shutting the door firmly behind him before he continued on through 
the ground floor and into the coffee room.  
 Easily a dozen men were there, reading and speaking in quiet knots. Most of them looked up when he came in and 
seated himself, accepting half of a newspaper from the man next to him.  
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 Very few flinched or looked surprised when there was the sound of a gunshot from the Writing Room. Ellis 
turned the page of the newspaper before he looked up. 
 "Send for a doctor," he said quietly. "I believe Benneton's had an accident." 
 He folded the paper, set it on the chair, and walked upstairs. When he opened the door, he saw Anderson was 
asleep, but Clare and Jack were facing the door with pale, worried faces.  
 "Did you kill him?" Clare asked, her voice hushed. 
 "No," he said. He watched to be sure she believed him, then came forward. "He's shot himself. He 
was…remorseful." 
 "Why did he do it?" Jack asked. 
 "He was paid. Everyone has a weak spot; his was his debts, just now. He tried to trade Anderson's life for the 
livelihood of his family. He wouldn't be the first." He steepled his fingers and studied Anderson critically. "Fortunately, 
their goal was not to harm either of you – or the airship, I suspect. He was after Gregory alone." 
 Clare sat down next to him. "Are you all right?" she asked. He glanced at her, surprised. 
 "Yes. I think so," he admitted. "Someone ought to stay with Anderson tonight, but three is more than the club will 
tolerate, I expect. We must find somewhere for you to stay, and someone to keep watch. Jack…" 
 He reached into his pocket and took out the paper he'd been given in the train station, tearing off a blank section 
and scribbling on it. "Take this to the attendant, and have him send it by courier. Ask him to hold the cab for us when 
my guest arrives. We'll stay in a hotel tonight." 
 Jack nodded and vanished through the doors. They heard his boots on the ornamental grand staircase. 
 "We know where you're going," Clare said quietly. 
 "Not now, Clare," he answered. 
 "You're going to Australia. That was why Mr. Anderson would never have given up his place. He wants to see his 
family again." 
 Ellis rubbed his eyes, but he also nodded.  
 "The ship will be finished before his leg knits," Clare continued.  
 "Long before. And this can't wait any longer. Changes are afoot in the world."  
 "How do you mean?" 
 "I don't know that in ten years or twenty years Australia will still be a closed continent," Ellis said. "In fifty, it 
almost certainly won't be – through their own force of arms, if nothing else. That's why we were supposed to go now."  
 Clare nodded, apparently lost in thought. They sat that way, in silence, the rasping of Anderson's breath filling the 
room until Jack returned. 
 "Thank you," Ellis said to Jack. "Sit down. When our reinforcements arrive, we'll find some dinner and a place to 
stay. It's just as well, in a way; tomorrow we can return to the warehouse for your silk." 
 Jack smiled hesitantly. "The silk. Yes." 
 Ellis rested a hand on his shoulder, squeezing gently. "Good lad. All right, who's for a round of cards while we 
wait?"  
 
 
 
 The next morning they bought hot pastries from a cookshop near the hotel they had stayed in, bringing them to 
the club and breakfasting with a slightly hung-over and rather wretched-sounding Anderson. Jack noticed that he didn't 
ask what happened to Benneton; presumably all these secret agents knew what happened to men who shot other men 
in the back.  
 They were shooed out when the doctor arrived to take Anderson home and, though they offered, Anderson told 
them he was going to sleep all day and they should amuse themselves instead of standing vigil. Jack was unhappy that 
Anderson had been hurt, of course, and he had a dim inkling that he should feel guilty that his work was causing so 
much fuss, but he couldn't help being just a little glad that they had the morning to themselves. As soon as he felt it was 
appropriate, he suggested that they should go to the silk warehouse.  
 Graveworthy's smile told him he probably hadn't been as suave as he wanted, but he also didn't seem upset, so it 
was all one in the end. They bought a truly mind-numbing amount of silk in the weave that seemed to work best, and 
Miranda thought they were some kind of angels sent from heaven to buy up bolts of cloth that not many people found 
very attractive.  
 "Tell me, can you recommend any good stitchers?" Jack asked, as Miranda was fussing over filling out the bill. "I 
need someone who can sew very tight, very even seams." 
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 "I think we've all figured what you're doing," Miranda said, pausing to smile at him. Jack felt cold.  
 "What…?" he asked hesitantly. 
 "You're making a big-top! Industrialist indeed – you're like those men who run the circuses, aren't you?" she said. 
Jack heard a muffled laugh behind him from Graveworthy. 
  "That's right," Jack said. "I suppose you've caught me." 
 "Reckon you're going to put it on as some kind of curiosity, eh? The only hand-made circus-tent in the world? All 
the others use Creationists, you know." 
 "Mr. Parsons is quite an innovator," Graveworthy said, leaning on the counter. "But he wants to surprise the 
people back in the States – don't tell anyone, eh?" 
 "Silent as the grave, sir," she said, charmed. "Just think. My silks in a circus! In America!" 
 "I can guarantee, your silks will be involved in one of the most unique sights of the age," Graveworthy said. 
Miranda turned pink.  
 "Those stitchers…" Jack said, for once the one to guide the conversation back on track.  
 "Well, my cousin's father-in-law runs a shop that makes umbrellas and dress trains," Miranda said thoughtfully. "I 
could speak to them for you." 
 "Please," Jack said. "Until then just hold the bolts here. If we can't find someone in London we'll have you send 
them on." 
 "Yes, Mr. Parsons. Now don't let any of this near those lions and acrobats!" she said, laughing as she bustled away. 
 "I should have thought of that as an excuse," Graveworthy said. "A circus tent's the same general shape, just a 
little more tucked in. It needs the same long seams." 
 "You sound like an engineer now," Jack said, as they left the shop.  
 "Always learning," Graveworthy replied. "Miss Fields, what were you talking with the shop attendant about in the 
corner?" 
 "He wanted to interest me in ascots. I said no," Clare said loftily.  
 "Quite right." 
 "Should we go see Anderson again?" Jack asked, as Graveworthy checked his pocket-watch. 
 "Indeed; he ought to be settled by now. I hope you don't mind another night in the hotel, but I'd like to remain 
until tomorrow afternoon. And Miss Fields really should attend a service at the London Grand Temple," Graveworthy 
added. "It's quite impressive." 
 "I don't mind," Clare said. Jack shrugged and smiled. 
 "There's not much I can do at the moment anyway, except maybe look in on Sir William," he said. "The steam 
engine and propellers are on order and the coal for the engine can come up with the helium when we're ready for it. 
This is the part I never like," he added, kicking a stone down the dusty street. "When you can't do anything even though 
there's so much to do." 
 "Enjoy it while it lasts," Graveworthy replied. "I'm certain you won't shirk when there is something to be done, 
Mr. Baker. Let us proceed to the house of Anderson and entertain him, shall we?" 
 Anderson welcomed them with the quiet decency of a good host and had delicious food brought up to them in his 
bedroom; he sipped beef broth while Jack and the others ate new potatoes and roasted chicken at a makeshift table 
nearby. He prattled about the doctor and the strange looks from the club until they were finished and the coffee had 
been brought in.  
 "Miss Fields, Mr. Baker, I don't mean to be rude or to be a bad host, but Ellis and I have things to discuss," he 
said finally, sipping weak watered coffee with his left hand. "There's an excellent library downstairs, with a few game 
boards and plenty of books – he says you're fond of reading. If I could ask for half an hour or so…" 
 "You're going to talk about Australia," Clare said. Jack stared at her. Anderson glanced at Ellis. 
 "I didn't tell them," he said. "They figured it out. Baker mentioned it a week ago, and Clare, I think, knows that 
we're going to discuss your successor." 
 "How did you know?" Anderson asked Jack. 
 "It was Clare," Jack said, before she could talk. "Where else would you need to go that you couldn't get to by land 
or boat, and couldn't use anything Created?" 
 "Mr. Graveworthy told us you're carrying supplies and people into dangerous territory. And that others think 
you're going to make a pact, which means you're not, or you wouldn't bother mentioning it," Clare said. 
 "She'd make a good spy," Anderson said to Graveworthy. 
 "She doesn't want to be," Clare said sharply.  
 "Then it isn't any business of yours who we choose, is it?" Graveworthy asked.  
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 "I don't want to be a spy. That doesn't mean I don't want to come with you," she said. Both men looked startled; 
Graveworthy hid it better, Jack thought.  
 "Come with me?" Graveworthy asked. 
 "Jack and I both. You'll need someone to keep the airship up," she continued. "Two men isn't enough to run 
something like that, not for days at a time. With three, we'll be safer. And you could use me – I'm like you, I was 
expatriated because I'm immune," she said to Anderson. "Australia doesn't affect me." 
 Anderson leaned forward a little. "Ellis mentioned that." 
 Clare glared at him. Graveworthy looked unapologetic. 
 "Which means you want to go to Australia for the same shallow, self-serving reason I did," Anderson continued 
with a smile. "You want to see your family. You want to see your home." 
 "It's not shallow – " 
 "Not to you, I suppose, but in the eyes of Her Majesty…well. We serve a higher purpose, Miss Fields, and those 
who stray from that purpose end like Benneton – betraying the ones they love for the things they want. You know, it 
occurs to me," he added, turning to Graveworthy, "that it's possible Benneton did me a favor in keeping me out of this 
affair." 
 Graveworthy tilted his head. "You're grasping at reasons not to mourn, Gregory." 
 "We take what we're given. Miss Fields," Anderson said, turning back to Clare, "I know what you feel, and I've felt 
it a good deal longer than you have. You're hardly grown – and as brilliant as you are, which Graveworthy assures me is 
the case, you and Mr. Baker are still young with bright futures. You should not risk them on this." 
 "There won't be any 'this' unless Jack builds your flying machine – and you know he's the only one who knows 
how it will work." 
 "Hey!" Jack said, turning to Clare. "Don't blackmail them with my ship, Clare." 
 "Your ship," Clare said.  
 "Paid for by my government," Anderson said. "As are the clothes on your back and the crossing to England." 
 "Children," Graveworthy said, and his gaze took in not just the pair of them but Anderson as well. "Miss Fields 
and Mr. Baker are technically under the auspices of our organization. Jack is building our airship, and Miss Fields' 
remarks are not entirely out of line, if ill-timed," he drawled. 
 "You can't be serious, El." 
 "Why not? They've shown themselves to be extraordinary individuals and assets in more ways than simply the 
technical," Graveworthy continued.  
 Anderson pursed his lips. "They'd need to get approval." 
 "I'll arrange for that," Graveworthy said. "At the least, an examination, and that'll settle the matter one way or 
another." 
 "Miss Fields, Mr. Baker, I really do think you might enjoy a game of backgammon," Anderson said, turning away 
from Graveworthy. Jack took Clare's hand and squeezed it, hoping she would keep quiet. 
 "We'll go," he replied, standing and picking up his coffee, leading her away. He held the door for her and shut it 
behind them, but not before he heard Anderson's voice, quiet but not quiet enough.  
 "El, you can't give these children everything they ask for." 
 "They aren't stupid, Gregory, and I've already given Jack what he wants. This isn't about indulging anyone." 
 "Isn't it? Then let's discuss what it is about…" 
 
 
 
 When Ellis came down to the library an hour later, Jack was flicking backgammon checkers across the room like 
tiddly-winks, apparently going for distance. Clare stood at the window, looking out at the dark sky and the moon. They 
were waiting for him, of course, but they looked also like some scene from a book he hadn't written yet – a handsome, 
lazy boy with keen eyes, toying with a children's game while the beautiful woman at the window watched the stars come 
out.  
 Then he pushed the door open fully and the scene broke apart; Clare turned, her face catching the light of the fire, 
and Jack looked up with a red backgammon tile still in his hand. He wasn't certain how he could have come to care so 
much about them in such a short time; perhaps it was the charm of youth, or the fact that they reminded him of his 
own young self. Or perhaps it was just because they were worth the affection, and so few people seemed to be worth it, 
or willing to accept it if they were.  
 "I've spoken with Anderson," he said slowly, pulling out a chair and seating himself at the table with Jack. "Miss 
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Fields, will you sit down?" 
 She came with odd obedience, as if she thought at this late stage she could impress him with her ability to take 
direction.  
 "You're both clever and driven and young enough to believe you're immortal," he said. "Which is the sort of 
person we look for. If it were Jack wanting to go as an Engineer, a pilot, there would be no trouble – " he held up his 
hand to forestall Clare's objection. "Hear me out, please." 
 She closed her mouth and nodded.  
 "Jack has no family – he only has you," he continued. "There is no one to be concerned with his welfare as a 
parent or a wife. Nobody keeps count of him except you." 
 He glanced at Jack, and saw the pain of it written on his face – a surprising amount of pain, in his eyes, in the 
bloodless lips he was biting on to contain some emotion. It was hard to touch a person's truths, Ellis knew that; sooner 
or later you had to, but he hadn't meant to cut that deep, hadn't thought it would.  
 "I know your situation is similar, but there are other concerns as well," he continued, looking back at Clare. 
"Propriety, for one; flying alone with two men to Australia, gone who knows how long…I'm not saying this is right, but 
unlike Jack you do have a reputation to ruin, and this would be a fair start on that. This is not a step you can go back 
from, not in the way he can. And you'll be subject to more scrutiny, because you're not the engineer, because you have 
no direct purpose on the journey. Would your parents want you to throw away other opportunities just for the chance 
to see them again?" 
 Clare's face was pale too. "I don't know," she said. "Because I haven't seen them in sixteen years." 
 "Anderson understands that – as much as I can, so do I," he said. "A second concern is the added weight of a 
third traveler. Food, water, and…" he gestured at her. "Anderson's concerned about whether that will throw off your 
calculations, Jack." 
 Jack pressed his lips together, forehead furrowing, but some of the color was slipping back into his face as the 
challenge distracted him. "Yeah. It will, but I think I can compensate. I was overestimating anyway, to be on the safe 
side. We'll be a little closer to the edge of sustainability but it should work. I'll do the math and make sure." 
 "Is that all?" Clare asked, a hint of ice in her voice. 
 "That depends on how you define all. There's no answer yet, certainly not in the negative, but I feel, and Gregory 
feels also, that this is not something you've thought about as carefully as you ought. You must allow us to guide you in 
this if you want to have your way, Clare, and you must believe that, being older than you, we possess wisdom you 
don't." He drew a deep breath. "You don't have every piece of information that you need to decide this, and that was 
necessary until now." 
 "So tell us," Clare said. 
 "I'm trying to. You aren't aware that this project is the culmination of years of work – months alone spent 
studying star charts for navigation, speaking to other expats to try and gather information. They aren't easy to find. 
They don't want to talk when we do find them." 
 "Why?" Jack asked. They both looked at him, surprised. "Why is it so important to get to Australia secretly? Can't 
you just…send someone to negotiate with the government? Why do you need…?" 
 Ellis sighed. "Reports have been coming in for years, reports of activity in Australia that threatens the strength of 
the Empire and the safety of our colonies and sister governments. Even if we tried to open official channels, we'd be 
cut off. Recently we've had more disturbing communication that tells us there's no more time to waste. We need to 
know what they're building with all that scrap metal they buy – whether it's trains or tools or warships. There are several 
foreign governments who think the Empire wants to ally itself with Australia, but I think they overlook the fundamental 
truth that even if we did, there's no guarantee the Australians would have us." 
 "You're not going as a diplomat," Jack said. 
 "No. I need to see the country, to understand what's going on. Someone has to go and come back, and neither are 
easy. It's impossible to smuggle people in from ships; we've tried. The waters around Australia are prime pickings for 
pirates, and a ship small enough to slip through to the coast would be destroyed before it got close. It has happened. 
Men and women have died." 
 "That's why you needed to get above the water?" 
 "Precisely. Even intelligence sent by those friendly to our interests rarely makes it here – letters can be read by the 
government, and smuggling letters is expensive and inconsistently successful. We don't really even know if it's a 
democracy or a militant state – but the ports are run as if it were the latter. This is dangerous work. You're not trained 
soldiers or spies – you're hardly even adults. You're very smart, and very resourceful, but that's not all you need. It took 
two years to train Anderson out of his Australian accent when he was a boy, and his wasn't that different from an 
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Englishman's. You would stand out like sore thumbs." 
 He saw Clare bow her head. Jack looked down at the tile in his hand.  
 "I…hesitantly believe that these are troubles that can be worked round, and that you would both be a benefit to 
the mission," he continued. "But I want you to make sure this is what you want, because if you don't want this badly 
enough, you certainly won't make it past the people who will have to approve you for the journey. And…" he added, 
lightening his tone, "I think perhaps we'll leave it there for now. The night is fine enough to walk to the hotel. Come 
with me?" 
 Both of them were silent and thoughtful as they walked, and he didn't bother to break it. It had been a hard day, 
running into the night before. They'd all had a shock, after all. 
 When they reached the hotel – a room for him and Jack, one for Clare – he took off his jacket and waistcoat and 
unshouldered his braces, while the children apparently had a hushed conference in the other room. When Jack didn't 
immediately return, he sat down and took out his notebook; just because he was about to take the first ever hand-built 
flying machine to the Dead Isle was no reason to fall behind on his writing. His publisher would expect a novel when 
he returned.  
 If he returned. 
 It was madness, of course, advocating that he bring two students, two Americans, to Australia with him. He 
couldn't quite believe he'd done it, that he'd said to Anderson what he'd said when they discussed it.  
 But after all, Clare was intelligent and level-headed and keen to discover what people didn't want known. Jack, 
even if he were a fool – which he wasn't – would be an asset as a pilot and if anything went wrong he was the only one 
competent to repair it… 
 Ellis laughed a little. It hadn't occurred to him that Jack would finally be a ride-along mechanic, just not in any way 
he could have dreamed of. 
 He bent to his work, trying to shake off the sense of unreality by burying his mind in fiction.  
 When the door opened, some indeterminate amount of time later, he hardly came up for breath from the work; 
everything seemed to intrude too much, so he simply stopped writing for a moment and said, "I can put out the light if 
you're tired," before he began to write again. He expected a sleepy grunt from Jack or perhaps the sound of the 
bedsprings on the cot nearer the door; instead, he heard the quiet rustle of a blanket being taken off the bed, and the 
shuffle of stocking feet. 
 "I'll stay up a little while, if you don't mind," Clare said, and then he did look up. The world in his head receded 
and died away; uncertainty rushed back in its place. 
 "Where's Jack?" he asked. 
 "He fell asleep on my bed. He was tired." She sat down in the chair, tucking the blanket up under her chin. "You 
hurt him today," she added. 
 "I'm aware," he replied. "It was necessary. He had to know that these were the practical considerations on my side. 
This is not a student lark in Boston, Miss Fields. There are lives at stake. He needed to know. You both did." 
 "And now that we know?" she asked. 
 "Now, think carefully about what it is you want. There is time," he said. He closed his notebook and sat back in 
the chair, rubbing his eyes. "Not much, but there's always time. Jack will not drag his heels on the building of the 
airship, however burdened by indecision he may or may not be, but he can only work so many hours a day." 
 Clare yawned, tucking her feet up on the chair. "He isn't indecisive." 
 "Perhaps not. Difficult to know, with him." He tilted his head back. "His parents died only a few years ago?" 
 "When he was seventeen." 
 "How did they die?" he asked, turning to look at her.  
 "That's really something you should ask Jack, if you want to know." 
 "Indulge my cowardice," he said. She sank deeper into the chair. "Tell me a story, Clare." 
 She tilted her head onto her shoulder, sleepily. "His mother was a ride-along mechanic. He didn't see her very 
often – his father used to joke that she stayed away from the engine just long enough to get Jack on solids." 
 "You knew them." 
 "His father more. He raised Jack – after a while, he pretty much raised me as well. I was always over from the 
orphanage to play with Jack. Mr. Baker was a musician – well, a Creationist, but mostly a musician." 
 "A musician," Ellis mused. "That's unexpected. Does Jack play music?" 
 "Not anymore. He wasn't like this, you know, before they died. He was bright, and he loved steam engines, but he 
wasn't so…" She shook her head. "There was a time he would have chosen a pretty girl over an engine any day. Now 
it's like…if he doesn't have a distraction, it's hard. That's why he invents things. At least that's what I think." She rested 
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her cheek on her hand, or perhaps covered her face; it was hard to tell. "His father wanted to go on some ride-along job 
his mother had. She'd ride-along and he'd do a tour. He played the piano…he Created pianos very well." 
 "They say when a musician Creates an instrument it has a little of their soul in it," Ellis said. 
 "The Church would say that's blasphemy." 
 "Perhaps so, but that doesn't make it untrue," Ellis replied. "Go on." 
 "They said Jack and I could look after each other, he was old enough and I'd always been independent. They went 
away on the train. And they just…never came back. There was a derailment near Chicago. They both died." 
 "And Jack doesn't play music anymore," he said. 
 "No," she said softly. 
 "I'm sorry for your loss." 
 "Hardly the first in my life. It was harder on Jack. Much harder on him." 
 He looked down at the desk, at his notebook resting there with the pen on top. He had never thought of 
engineering as a way to escape the world; after all, engineers didn't build stories or other worlds.  
 Or, well, perhaps they did; perhaps, late at night, huddled around the boiler with the driver and the conductor, 
they told their own stories. Famous robberies in the west, derailments, perhaps even ghost trains or passengers long 
dead who still prowled the carriages.  
 Either way, Jack had turned his profession into his escape, which Ellis could respect.  
 "I'll go wake him up if you're not going to write any more tonight," she said. "I think you should tell him you're 
sorry." 
 "I'm not sorry," he answered. 
 "People like to hear it," she said, and left the blanket on the bed as she passed. In a few minutes the door opened 
again and Jack stumbled in, sleepily crawling under the rumpled blanket with most of his clothing still on. Ellis stayed at 
the desk, looking up at the room's single light. 
 "I never meant to upset you, Jack," he said. The fair mop of hair moved slightly. "I know this hasn't always been 
easy for either of you." 
 "It doesn't matter," Jack said, voice muffled by the blanket. 
 "It's easy to say that." 
 "I'd like to sleep." 
 "Perhaps that's best." Ellis doused the light, unbuttoning his shirt and hanging it carefully on the chair. He felt stiff 
as he turned down the covers on the bed and climbed in; not entirely comfortable, he rolled his shoulders and turned 
onto his side, watching Jack's regular breathing in the bed across from him.  
 "Do Engineers have stories, Jack?" he asked.  
 "What?" Jack said, without moving. 
 "Stories. Myths. Things to keep the boredom out on a long shift." 
 "I think they play cards, mostly," Jack answered. It was a lie, but he told it with surprising deftness; not a waver in 
his voice or a hesitation in his words. Only the tightening of his shoulders told Ellis he was lying. 
 Before he could think of another question to ask, Jack was asleep, snoring, a low and unvarying noise. It was a 
sound he'd become accustomed to on the passage to England, and he paid it no mind as the world darkened and he slid 
down into sleep himself. 
 
 
 

NINE 
 
 The London Grand Temple of the Church of Creation was a crowning glory of the great city's architecture, 
standing on the south bank of the Thames between Waterloo and Blackfriars Bridge. The white stone of the temple hall 
gleamed and the glass spires rose high in the air, catching the sunlight and funneling its heat down into the building. 
Although its construction had relied heavily on Created tools to raise it, it was a permanent structure, unlike the early 
Temples in Europe. Those had been Created the night before a meeting and stood only as long as the Creationist's skill 
could sustain it; sometimes through until Monday, sometimes only as long as it took to hold a service and scatter.  
 Jack, his hair brushed and his clothing at least marginally pressed, walked next to Clare, Graveworthy on her other 
side, clothing neater but creased with the outline of a notebook in his waistcoat pocket. The streets were crowded with 
Christians making their way to St. Martin's across the river or Westminster down the road, Creationists traveling to the 
London Grand Temple, and gawkers who merely wanted to see the wealthy and devout on their way to prayer. It all 
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seemed very far from the hushed meetings of the night before, and Clare's heart lifted when she saw the Temple come 
into view.  
 She was proud to be walking with the pair of them to Temple; she couldn't recall the last time Jack had been to a 
service, probably not since they'd left lower school. And she couldn't help be a little pleased that all around them, when 
Graveworthy passed, people stopped to look and whisper about the famous novelist.  
 Inside, Graveworthy guided them through the press of people standing and talking or greeting each other. There 
was just enough room for them if they squeezed, but before they could be seated a man in red vestments hailed them 
from the very front, near the giant drums that stood next to the candles.  
 "Ellis! Graveworthy, old man!" 
 Clare glanced at Graveworthy and saw that his face had lit up; he beckoned them to follow him as he hurried up 
the wide center aisle. 
 "Divine Father," he said, taking the man's hand and bending to accept a kiss on the forehead. The Divine Father 
of the Temple was an older man, with an upright bearing and a kind face framed by receding grey hair; he wore an 
expensive-looking suit, and his red overtunic was embroidered with a pattern of wheels picked out in gold, their spokes 
shining. She noticed he wore a wooden wheel at his neck, a strange thing for such a high-ranking man, and her hand 
flew briefly to her own wheel, resting on its simple cord between her collarbones.  
 "Ellis, how very good to see you," the Divine Father said, beaming. "How long has it been? What brings you to 
the Temple today?"  
 "Squiring some visitors. This is Miss Clare Fields, she's the reason we've come today…" 
 "Divine Father," Clare said, overawed. She shook the offered hand without her usual forthrightness, and bowed 
her head to accept a kiss.  
 "Miss Fields is a Creationist student at Cambridge, formerly of the Trade Schools in Boston." 
 "Delighted, Miss Fields. Always pleased to welcome a member of our American family. It's all right, I don't bite," 
he added, lifting her chin gently with one hand. "So many Creationists are secular these days. How long have you been 
in the Church?" 
 "I was raised in it, Divine Father," she said. 
 "Better still. And this young man?" 
 "Jack Baker, also lately of America," Graveworthy supplied. 
 "Protestant, sir," Jack said. He had to stoop, as Graveworthy had, to accept the kiss.  
 "A Creationist student also?" the Divine Father asked. 
 "Ah, no sir, Nonpracticing," Jack replied. "I'm at Harvard. Was at Harvard." 
 "Well, well. Mr. Ellis Graveworthy, heretic, brings me two beloved children of the Creator, a Creationist and an 
Engineer. Will wonders never cease?" the Divine Father said, winking at Graveworthy as he spoke. "I knew Ellis when 
he was a rather obstreperous young man at Cambridge. He takes Heretic as a term of endearment." 
 "I try to live up to it," Graveworthy replied.  
 "You do well. Please, do sit down. Splendid to see you again, Ellis." 
 "And you, Divine Father." 
 Clare, still feeling stunned, followed them back to the seats, which had been held for them by a middle-aged 
woman who had seen them called up to speak with the head of the Great Temple. Jack slid in next to the woman, then 
promptly turned to lean across Clare.  
 "Do you know everyone in London?" he asked Graveworthy. 
 "Only the interesting people," Graveworthy answered with a laugh.  
 "He seems…nice," Clare said, feeling silly for making such an inane observation. Graveworthy nudged her 
affectionately with his shoulder. 
 "He is nice. He's popular here." 
 Jack took a copy of the Consolations out of the back of the pew and began thumbing through it; he'd always been 
fidgety in Temple. It wasn't exactly that Jack disliked Creationism, but he felt that people should know how the things 
they made worked, and Creationists, well, didn't. Clare knew it tended to annoy him if he listened too closely to the 
Lecture.  
 The woman at the drums gave them a warning rattle and the rest of the congregation began to find their seats. 
They fell silent as the Divine Father took his place at the lectern and greeted them, opening the service.  
 It was different from what she'd come to expect, attending in America; the subtle variations in the wording and 
the transposing of the reading and the second chant threw her off, but that hardly mattered. The wide glass rose-
window behind the candles and the crowds of Creationists, the Lecturer at the lectern, all served to put her at ease. 
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Besides, it would have been the height of rudeness to make a stranger in the Temple feel unwelcome.  
 When the Divine Father cleared his throat and began to speak on The Final Rest, she smiled even more. Next to 
her, Graveworthy was paying strict attention; even Jack, when the words finally began to sink into his restless mind, 
settled down and listened.  
 Clare leaned to the side and turned her head just slightly, speaking in the barest of whispers. "Do you believe in 
signs, Mr. Graveworthy?"  
 Graveworthy didn't move, but he did smile. 
 
 
 

Excerpt of "The Final Rest"  
From The Consolations Of Father LaRoche 

By Vilhelm (called William) LaRoche, 1672 - 1790 
First Professor, Founding Overseer, "The Eternal Fire" 

 
This passage is among the most popular in Creationist youth movements since the founding of the Church. Those visiting the Great Temple 
at Cape Finisterre may find this passage, preserved under glass in the lower schoolroom. 
 
 When I was a young man it was called hubris for me to declare that the Creator had chosen my voice, among all others, to 
speak the truth of my brothers and sisters to the monarchies, to the bishops of the Christians and the scholars of the Jews, and to 
send my friends and colleagues among the poor and stir unrest. Who was this German, people asked, to contradict the known 
wisdom of the age, that Creationism was witchcraft and that it was wicked to strive for communion with the Creator of us all 
through emulation? 
 I believe it was hubris, in fact, but perhaps the Creator has given us proud men and women who over-reach their bounds 
that we may be shown the limitations age places on our souls. Because we cannot do a thing, we believe they cannot either; I 
have seen this many times as I have grown old. 
 I have been given the gift of life for far longer than I foresaw or perhaps deserve, and in my age I have tried to remember 
the arrogance of youth and accept that I have become like a king bound to a throne. I have tried to use wisdom, always, as my 
guide, and to allow that perhaps there is wisdom given to those born when I was already an old man.  
 When I returned to England after forty years over the sea, not as some ragged mad prophet but as a respected theologian 
and scholar, I was greeted by the children of my companions who had remained behind to fight for us in Europe. Some of my 
brothers and sisters had been murdered, some dead from long life, some great philosophers and professors in their own right. I 
saw their children and their little grandchildren too, infants waving their arms in their baskets, toddlers chasing after each other 
in the alleys and roads of London, youth on the verge of their first hesitant forays into the world. I saw these children Creating 
in the open air, on the very steps of institutions which would have condemned and killed them at the time I left for America. I 
saw the revolution already come to pass, as I traveled throughout Europe.  
 In France, a young Jew told me of a candle-holder, a menorah, that he had Created and which had lasted eight days, 
proving his devout faith; in Germany, in the very village where I was born, the grand-daughter of the judge who imprisoned me 
as a witch begged me to come and see the wind-chimes she Created each morning to delight her infant sister. Her house lay next 
to a Temple, where she studied in the evenings, and two doors from the church where she worshiped on Sunday.  
 It is easy to dwell on how many brilliant minds may have been sacrificed before now to fear and jealousy, but as I traveled 
all I could feel was the righteous pride of a man who has raised his children to glory. Why should we think of those who died 
before, when there are so many living now to bring us joy?  
 I have five children, twelve grand-children, and sixteen great-grandchildren. If I see the next spring I will be Creating 
rattles with which to amuse my first great-great-grandchild*. Perhaps they are not all so happy as I could wish, but they are 
alive in the world and in the spirit of the Creator because a low-born German itinerant refused to be silenced or be hanged. We 
cannot control the lives of our children; we can only make sure that the world in which they live is a good world. And if it is not, 
we must instill in them the responsibility to make it so.  
 
* Reference to Bella Engel, noted scholar of law. Father LaRoche did indeed live to see his great-great granddaughter born, though he died soon 
after. 
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 Men and women have called me father, and some would call me Divine Father, but I leave that to those who come after. 
Among my friends, among those who love justice, in the land of my youth from heads of state to the granddaughter of the 
judge, I am Vilhelm – only a boy who could not be made to keep silent when others cried out for mercy.  
 If that is hubris, I am a proud man. Our Creator does not judge, but our children do. I do not think my children will find 
me wanting when I pass from this life.  
 
 
 
 When they returned home after Temple, there was a letter from Miranda, the silk-merchant, waiting for them. She 
assured Jack that her cousin's father-in-law could supply as many stitchers as he needed to complete his circus tent, if he 
would send them a pattern. Jack sat down at once in the hotel room and began eagerly laying out a plan for stitching.  
 "I'm going to split the balloon in half," he said, as he sketched. "If I turn each half on end it'll look like two small 
tents. Hopefully they won't ask too many questions." 
 "At this price, they had better not," Graveworthy said, studying the letter. "Are you hungry?" 
 "No," Jack said, fumbling in his pocket for the locking wrench, unfolding it to use as a ruler. "Go out if you want, 
though, this'll take a while. I want it to be done by the time we leave London. You should check in on Anderson, too." 
 "We'll see him before we depart. For now, I'd like a hot meal. Miss Fields?" 
 "Starving," Clare said, still amused by the morning's Lecture. Yes, the importance of youth in world affairs was 
definitely a relevant message in these uncertain times. 
 "There's a cafe nearby, they ought to have soup and cocoa. Jack, are you certain I can't bring you some soup?" 
 Jack waved a hand dismissively, scribbling with his other hand. Clare watched as Graveworthy leaned over him, 
fingers touching his shoulder.  
 "Food?" he asked. Jack looked up, frowned, and leaned back, away from the pattern-sketch. 
 "Yes," he said. "Soup would be fine." 
 Clare glanced up at Graveworthy. "I'll stay here, if that's all right?" 
 Graveworthy nodded, cast Clare a look she couldn't interpret, and left the room. She drifted over to the desk, 
resting her hands on his shoulders and leaning on him like she used to do as a child. 
 "Still want to go?" she asked. He ducked his head. 
 "We went to school so soon after it all happened," he said, after a while. "I keep thinking I'll go home for summer 
and maybe they'll be there. The airship needs a pilot, but if I go – that means he's right. If I go that means there's 
nobody for me. Nobody but you." 
 "Jack…you know that will be true whether you go or not." 
 "But that will make it feel true." He sighed. "Not that it matters, I guess. I suppose I should go, shouldn't I? Are 
you?" 
 "Yes, I am." 
 "Good. We three, then. And if that's the case I really have to finish this pattern…" He pulled the paper towards 
him again. Clare laughed and let him go.  
 "And you will have me, always," she said, arranging the table so that two chairs could sit on either side and 
someone could sit on the bed.  
 "God help the man who wants to marry you," Jack said, as he drew. 
 "The man who wants to marry me! What about the woman who wants to marry you? Between me and your 
machines you'll never have time to kiss her good morning." 
 Jack raised his voice a few octaves and adopted a mincing feminine accent. "Well, then I shall die an old maid!" 
 Clare giggled. Jack chuckled, then burst into a full-fledged laugh as he leaned back, running a hand over his face.  
 "You always wanted to see the world," she said, as Jack slouched down in the chair. "Why wait?" 
 "Well, there are reasons," Jack said. "Most of them cowardly, though. Aren't you frightened?" 
 "Not especially. Probably later I will be." She smiled. "In the meantime you can worry for both of us." 
 "I suppose so." He pulled his chair over to the table, falling into more easy chatter. They were still there, talking 
quietly about nothing in particular, when Graveworthy returned with a bag of food. He cocked an eyebrow at them, but 
laid out lunch on the table without a word, and it wasn't until they were done eating and Jack was absorbed in his work 
again that he leaned over and said, "Well done," in her ear.  
 "Don't look at me," she replied. "Jack is his own best medicine sometimes." 
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 The weeks that followed Anderson's shooting were busy ones at the house in Cambridge. Builders were re-
constructing the burned rooms, and strange men delivered strange devices at all hours. As much as they angled and 
hinted, neither Clare's new acquaintances at the school nor Jack's colleagues in the engineering shops could get an invite 
to dinner or tea.  
 Long letters arrived every few days from Edinburgh for Clare, but her replies were usually hasty things written 
after dinner, or in a few stolen moments between lectures. Jack was tempted to stop attending school entirely, except 
that would have caused suspicion and he did need access to the workshop at times.  
 Slowly, the airship began to take shape. First the light ship sprouted hooks and fixtures for the net that would hold 
the balloon; next, a steam engine began to spring up in its center, constructed of the lightest material Jack could 
approve of while still keeping it durable enough to power the propellers. Then, of course, portions of the boat had to 
be cut away to accommodate the propellers and their housings, followed by a reconstruction and a full tarring of the 
rear half of the ship.  
 Nicholas and Graveworthy began to stockpile food beyond the limits of the kitchen's generous larder, and then to 
order coal in small amounts from various suppliers, never enough to arouse suspicion. One gala day, shortly after the 
tarring was completed, an entire cartload of helium canisters arrived with Sir William's compliments and an unexpected 
honor guard: Anderson, hobbling around with a crutch and complaining about his splinted leg.  
 "I'll be damned," he said, when Jack took him carefully down to the garden house to see the strange ship he was 
building. "It seems like it's shaping well. It's smaller than I thought it'd be, somehow." 
 "Pretty big, once you get inside it," Jack said, vaulting easily from the step-ladder into the belly of the boat. "I'm 
counterweighting the coal and canisters in the back with the supplies in the front." 
 "Still planning on going into the lion's den?" Anderson inquired. Jack's head appeared above the rail. 
 "Hm?" 
 "You're going along?" 
 "Oh! Dunno yet. We want to, but Graveworthy hasn't said yes," Jack said, tossing a handful of tools over the edge.  
 "It's not entirely his to say. He's been speaking to people in London, though. Perhaps soon he'll have an answer." 
 "Not my concern, I guess," Jack replied. "Anyway, once I put the steering in for the rudders, it's all down to the 
balloon. Got to stitch the last seam myself, and put in some kind of tie-off that I can get into to add more helium if I 
need." 
 "Ingenious thing." 
 "Just engineering, really. More pressure inside than out, better have a way to stop it leaking through." Jack climbed 
back out and tumbled to the ground, catching himself on the stepladder. Anderson was inspecting the props holding it 
steady. 
 "How are you going to get it in the air?" he asked.  
 "It'll go straight up. We can launch from the garden," Jack said.  
 "In plain sight?" 
 "Well, unless I can invent a steam-driven engine for making things invisible, we're going to be seen sooner or 
later." 
 "Can't anything be done?" 
 Jack smiled. "Graveworthy says we should depend on the fact that people rarely believe their own eyes to protect 
us." 
 "Yes, that sounds like him." 
 "We'll be pretty far up, over water for most of it," Jack said. "Even if we're seen, what're they going to do? Flap 
their arms and fly along?" 
 Anderson grinned. "Where did Ellis find you, again?" 
 "Harvard," Jack replied proudly.  
 
 
 
 It was two weeks after Anderson brought the tanks to Cambridge before Jack felt the ship was airworthy. Since 
the helium had arrived, Anderson had gone to London twice more – once to pick up the silks and once to get a part 
Jack had asked a metalsmith to cast for him. Inbetween times he'd stayed in Cambridge, resting, playing cards with 
Clare and teasing Graveworthy, occasionally keeping Jack company as he worked. Jack was glad of his presence; things 
between Graveworthy and Clare could get tense at times, and Anderson was always good at defusing situations Jack 
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could only stare at in bafflement.  
 The night was fine, if not particularly warm, when they strolled down to the garden house after dinner to test the 
airship. The procession looked even to Jack's unromantic eyes like a gothic engraving – two fair-haired youths, pale in 
the moonlight, followed by a tall man in a long coat carrying a lantern and a rather shorter man, limping on crutches, all 
of them incredibly solemn. Jack wasn't sure if it was the night or the respect for his accomplishment or just exhaustion, 
but he enjoyed the quiet.   
 When they reached the garden house, Jack put his shoulder to the wooden door and pushed, Clare pushing the 
other. They slid open slowly and Graveworthy lifted the lantern, illuminating the prow of the airship. Neatly folded on 
top of the awning covering the boiler was a pile of grey silk, cris-crossed with white netting.  
 Jack pushed a modified wheelbarrow, now more of a platform with wheels, out of the corner. Graveworthy put 
his shoulder to the prow and hoisted, straining to get it off the ground far enough for Jack to slide the wheels under it 
and lock the boat to the platform with a series of hooks.  
 He picked up a hammer and began knocking away the wooden braces keeping the boat upright, then wheeled 
another platform to the stern. This time he joined Graveworthy in lifting, while Clare maneuvered the platform under 
and locked it in place. The rest of the braces fell away and the boat creaked slightly as it settled. 
 "Will it hold?" Anderson asked. 
 "Jack built it. It'll hold," Clare answered. Jack went around to the front and fixed two pull-ropes, wrapping them 
around his hands. 
 "Baker, you have two other people – " Graveworthy began, but the wheels squeaked a little and the boat rolled 
forward with almost no effort. All three watched, eyes wide, as Jack threw his weight backwards and pulled the HMA 
Clare Fields out onto the flat, wide expanse of dying winter grass.  
 "I feel like there should be a fanfare," Anderson whispered.  
 Jack grinned and began throwing ropes over the boat, staking them into the ground with large iron screws. When 
it was securely in place, he undid the hooks on the wheel-trolleys and had Clare hoist him inside. 
 "Think I should put a ladder on it somewhere?" he asked. 
 "Added weight," Clare reminded him. 
 "All right." Jack affixed the thick rubber helium hose to the spigot sewn into the balloon and the other end to the 
spout on the canister. When he turned the little screw on the canister with his wrench, there was a soft hiss, and then 
slowly the balloon began to inflate. 
 "Good lord," Anderson said, as the balloon started to rise. The net slipped down and Jack tugged on a pulley to 
correct it, re-knotting the rope. The canister squealed. Jack unplugged it, stopping the hose with his thumb while he 
pulled the next canister upright. 
 "Won't take this much when it's finally up – a can every few days ought to do it," he called.  
 "It's like some kind of…creature," Graveworthy said, staring as the last of the balloon left the awning and it 
floated free under the net.  
 "Coal's stoked," Jack called. He'd lit the fire earlier in the day, and now he added a new shovelful and checked the 
pressure gauge. "Ready?" 
 "Jack?" Clare called. 
 "What?" he called back. 
 "The boat's off the ground!" 
 Jack raised both hands in the air in the universal gesture of triumph. He took one of Graveworthy's notebooks out 
of his pocket and carefully, in his best script, wrote, "HMA Clare Fields, Test Voyage. Time of Liftoff: 11:30 pm. 
Cambridge, England." 
 He tucked the notebook away and climbed on top of the small cabin at the back of the boat, seating himself in the 
control chair. It wasn't much, actually, just a chair he'd stolen from the house and bolted down, but when he sat and 
reached out for the rudder yoke, it was like… 
 It was like coming home. All this restrained power, all this pressure – steam pressure, helium pressure…all waiting 
for his touch to set it free.  
 He checked the gauges on his left and took a deep breath. 
 "PULL THE STAKES!" he shouted, and watched as the ropes holding the airship down were flung across, one 
after the other. The wood creaked and strained and then, when the last one was pulled, the ship jumped into the air.  
 Jack felt his breath leave his body and strained to inhale again as the world rushed away from him and his stomach 
seemed to drop into his boots. He gasped, heaved, and closed his eyes against the sharp wind. He groped for the 
propeller lever and found it on the second try, pushing the safety snug against the shaft and tugging. With an almighty 
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roar, the propellers sprung to life.  
 He forced himself to open his eyes and found that the world was suddenly empty. The roar of the propellers filled 
his ears and the wind froze his face, but when he flexed his fingers on the yoke and turned, the boat tipped slightly and 
the compass bolted to the railing showed that he was turning south.  
 He locked the levers in place and leaped out of the chair, and only then realized that he had jumped four feet from 
chair to deck with no safety and no guarantee that he wouldn't simply sail over the rail and into a long, hard fall. He 
gripped the wood for a second, adrenaline pumping through him, and then very carefully walked across the wooden 
planking to where the helium release lay. If he got much higher he wasn't sure he could land… 
 "Note to self," he muttered, rueful. "Helium controls in the chair." 
 He pulled the hose off the canister and held it away from him as gas rushed out; slowly, the airship began to level 
off, then to descend. As soon as it dropped he plugged the hose back into the canister and shut the valve. He climbed 
carefully back into the control seat and adjusted the steam lever, cutting the power on the propellers to half.  
 The airship began to drift leisurely forward, and when he pulled the yoke again the compass swung east. Jack 
leaned back in the chair, drew a deep breath, and laughed.  
 It worked. It all worked, and so far nothing had exploded. 
 He took the notebook out and ran down a checklist on the next page, making a thin mark next to each item. The 
propellers were fully functional, the engine was working well, and the balloon didn't appear to be leaking or faulty in any 
way.  
 Which meant that the test was over, and now it was time to have some fun. 
 He pulled the yoke tightly and the airship skewed around. Jack leaned over the edge and saw the gaslights of 
Cambridge below… 
 And then the dark, restless expanse of water.  
 That wasn't Cambridge. 
 He was gripped by a moment of panic; in the short time it had taken him to adjust the helium and run through his 
checklist he had gone far and away, out towards open water. He pulled hard on the yoke and turned the ship northwest, 
his best estimate of home. There were two burning clusters of light below, one Cambridge and the other probably – 
 No. Beyond the two small towns was a larger town, and he could almost see the shape of the university buildings. 
He aimed for that, guiding the airship slowly, learning how hard a grip the yoke would need for steering. He could 
almost recognize the layout of the streets… 
 He slithered down to the deck and removed the hose again, pulling his wrench out of his pocket. He fixed it 
tightly, allowing only a small gap for the helium to escape through, and began to plan for his descent.  
 There was the road from school to the house; there was the wide drive up to the house, and there –  
 The boat skimmed past the roof of Graveworthy's house with bare clearance, and Jack realized he'd better cut the 
engine as he descended. He shut the propellers down and the airship jerked slightly. A small yellow dot below was 
Graveworthy, holding the lantern high and shouting something that sounded like "Trees…" 
 Jack pulled hard on the yoke just in time and felt the whole ship turn sideways. The momentum was going to carry 
him into the trees unless… 
 He fired the propellers in a short burst and spurted past the grove, headed towards open land. Below, the lantern 
bobbed as the others gave chase. Jack turned the ship, fired once more to stop his momentum, and felt the airship 
begin to sink.  
 It took a good five minutes to touch down, during which time he wiped his sweating face and braced himself for 
landing. There was a bone-jarring thump that threw him out of the chair, knocking his head against the steam levers, 
but as he pushed himself to his elbows he heard joyful whooping and saw two shadowy figures bearing down on the 
ship. 
 "JACK!" Clare called.  
 "I'M OKAY!" he shouted, flopping back down.  
 "JACK, RUN AWAY!" 
 "Run awa – " Jack discovered what she meant just in time. The balloon was still deflating and the airship was 
teetering dangerously; he scrambled up and threw himself over the rail, plugging the hose. 
 "NOT THAT DIRECTION!" Clare shouted again, but Jack slid down to where the canister sat and plugged it in, 
filling the balloon just enough to keep the airship upright. 
 "IT'S OKAY!" he shouted, as Graveworthy overtook Clare. "EVERYTHING IS UNDER CONTROL!" 
 Graveworthy was over the railing before he could say anything else, and he found himself gripped tightly by the 
shoulders. 
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 "Are you all right?" Graveworthy asked, shaking him. 
 "Yeah! Leggo!" Jack insisted. Instead Graveworthy hauled him into a hug, laughing, and then released him. 
 "You did it, Jack!" he cried, as Clare hauled herself over the rim. Far behind them, Anderson was crutching along 
as fast as he could. Clare flung herself at him next, and Jack was beginning to feel a little sore from his landing, but he 
let her hang on as long as she pleased.  
 "You went – you went up and then – whoosh, and you got really small and – " she babbled, against his chest.  
 "No, YOU got really small!" he laughed. "I made it out to the coast!" 
 "SON OF A BITCH, WILL SOMEONE PLEASE COME HELP THE CRIPPLE?" Anderson shouted. 
Graveworthy slid over the side and ran back, still laughing.  
 "Clare, we've got to strap it," Jack said, casting about for some rope to tie the ship down with.  
 "Not here – we'll never get it over the hill," she said, pointing in the direction of the garden house.  
 "Well, we can't haul it back!" Jack said. 
 "Jack…it flies," she said pointedly. 
 He looked at the ship, barely staying upright, and blinked. 
 "All right. Here," he said, showing her the helium canister. "Put just enough into the balloon to get us airborne. I'll 
tell you when to stop." 
 "What're you going to do?" 
 "Pilot," he said, and climbed into the control seat. "Open the wheel!" 
 Clare turned the wheel and the gas hissed out.  
 "Ready?" he asked, as the ship left the ground. "Close the gas!" 
 "It's closed!" she said.  
 "Here we go…" 
 He closed the safety and pulled the lever slowly. The propellers began to turn, and as he moved the yoke the 
balloon began to move.  
 "GANGWAY!" Clare called, as the boat headed for the hill. Graveworthy looked at the airship and then at 
Anderson; on instinct he grabbed the other man and pulled him to the ground as the airship sailed over them. Jack cut 
the engine and let the ship coast; as they approached the garden house he turned the ship sideways and fired once, 
blowing a flurry of dead leaves off the nearby trees.  
 "Pull the hose off!" Jack said, jumping out of the seat and leaping to the ground. Clare obediently pulled off the 
hose, then winced and pointed it away from her as it began to vent gas. Jack ran for the props he'd knocked away in the 
garden house and shoved them up against each side of the stern. He ran back for more and propped the bow just as the 
balloon began to drop down over the airship. It collapsed over the left railing, piling up in slippery heaps on the ground.  
 He was pounding the last prop into place as Clare disembarked and fell to her knees, gasping with laughter. He 
toppled over, joining her.  
 "That was amazing," she said. "Are you all right?" 
 Jack wanted to answer her, but he couldn't quite find the strength; the world was closing in to a tight tunnel 
surrounded by black, and the darkness was oddly comforting against the pain in his ribs and knees.  
 
 
 
 When Ellis arrived back at the garden house, one shoulder under Anderson's arm for support, Clare was crouched 
over Jack, who didn't appear to be conscious. He helped Anderson to the ground and ran over, kneeling next to her. 
 "Did he fall?" he asked, listening to Jack's chest. "Still breathing, good heartbeat." 
 "He got out of the ship and just collapsed," she said, a note of panic rising in her voice. 
 "Probably overwhelmed. I'm nearly there myself," he said. "Run and tell Nicholas to fetch a doctor. I'll bring him 
up to the house. Anderson!" 
 "I'm all right!" Anderson said.  
 "Stay there. I'm taking Jack. If anyone comes near, fire a warning." 
 "Oh, thank you very much!" Anderson grumbled, but Ellis saw him take his revolver out of his pocket.  
 Ellis got a hand under Jack's arms and tried to lift, but the boy was surprisingly heavy. Jack's head lolled against his 
shoulder. 
 "Got him?" Clare said, as he heaved a second time. 
 "Yes, I think so. Go on, I'll follow." 
 The walk back to the house was slow and agonizing; by the time he set Jack down on a couch in the parlor his 
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arms were on fire, and he collapsed in a chair nearby.  
 "I'm too old for this kind of thing, and you're too heavy," he said to the unconscious Jack. "CLARE!" 
 "COMING!" Clare called, appearing on the stairs. "Nicholas left to get the doctor. How is he?" 
 "His color's all right. We have to get that airship under cover and Anderson's going to shoot me if I don't go back. 
Can you stay here?" 
 Clare settled on the couch and rested a hand on Jack's shoulder. "Try to make me leave." 
 "Excellent." Before he'd thought about it, he'd bent to kiss her on the cheek. Her startled expression sent him 
hurrying from the room. 
 He took another lantern – the first had been lost somewhere in the scuffle – and held it up so that Anderson could 
see it was him as he approached the airship. The other man was leaning on one of the props holding the ship up, trying 
with shaking hands to Create enough fire to light his cigarette. Ellis took his hands away and cupped his fingers. The 
cigarette burst into life. Anderson stared at him. 
 "I thought you swore off all that," he said. 
 "Desperate times, Gregory," he replied, smiling. "Stay here – I have to get the balloon folded and put this thing 
back on wheels." 
 Folding the balloon and lifting the ship back onto the wheeled carts took nearly an hour and a half, a nervous 
ninety minutes where he expected at any moment that someone could come out to see what all the fuss was. When 
they'd finally managed to shove it back inside and shut the doors, Anderson mainly providing moral support, Ellis 
leaned against the door and heaved a sigh of relief. 
 "It was tremendous, wasn't it?" Anderson asked, smiling at him. "It really flew, El. It flew like any old thing." 
 "It landed like every old thing," Ellis replied, and they both grinned. "Come on, invalid, let me help you up to the 
house." 
 They reached the living room just as the doctor was packing her bag to leave; Jack was sitting on the sofa, shirtless, 
hands laced behind his neck, elbows resting on his knees. A snifter of brandy sat in front of him. 
 "Ellis Graveworthy," Ellis said, holding out his hand to the doctor. She shook it. "How is he?" 
 "Well, it was a bad fall, but he seems all right; his head's not bruised, but he's going to have some shiners in the 
morning. Nothing broken." 
 "I told Jack not to climb trees in the dark," Clare said, giving him a significant look. "He said he was sure he saw a 
whoop-owl." 
 "I've advised that in the future Mr. Baker should confine his birding to the daylight hours," the doctor continued. 
"I'm leaving some powders for the pain; he's going to be quite stiff. Miss Fields may require some attention as well. She 
seems very shaken," she added in a low voice. "I recommend a hot drink before bed, and a large breakfast in the 
morning." 
 "I'm sure that can be arranged. And that you'd like to get back to your home and your bed – Nicholas will show 
you out and drive you home. You can give him the bill." 
 "My pleasure, Mr. Graveworthy. Look after yourself, Mr. Baker." 
 Jack acknowledged the advice with a wave of his fingers, not looking up as she left. 
 "Birding? At midnight?" Ellis asked, amused. 
 "What should I have said? Airship test pilot?" she retorted.  
 "May I have my shirt?" Jack asked, sounding embarrassed. Clare threw the shirt around his shoulders, rubbing his 
back gently.  
 "Job well done, Baker," Anderson said, seating himself and stretching out his splinted leg. "I feel very privileged to 
have seen that." 
 "I'll have to go check in the morning and see if it took any damage," Jack said. "I need to relocate the canister so 
that the pilot can adjust it – " 
 "Why don't we put you to bed, and see how you feel in the morning," Ellis said. Jack nodded and pushed himself 
up stiffly. Clare ducked under his arm and supported him up the stairs. They heard his door close, then hers.  
 "I wish I was going with you," Anderson said. "I'd love to get in the air in that rig." 
 "I just hope we survive the next landing," Ellis replied.  
 
 
 
 Jack slept through breakfast the next morning and nearly slept through lunch, too; when he heard a rap on his 
door he did his best to get up, but his muscles ached and even when he lifted his arms to rub his eyes he had to let them 
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fall again.  
 "Sore?" asked a sympathetic voice from the doorway, and he turned his head to see Graveworthy leaning against 
the doorjamb.  
 "I can't move," Jack moaned.  
 "Then don't." 
 "I should," Jack said, trying to get up again. "I have to inspect the – " 
 "No you don't," Graveworthy said, cutting him off. "Stay there. I'll bring you some of the powder the doctor left 
for the pain." 
 He disappeared, but it was Clare who returned with a glass of cloudy liquid and a plate of food. She set them 
down on the nightstand in the small room and helped him sit up, holding the glass to his lips. 
 "Doctor said you'd be sore today," Clare observed, as Jack drank the peppermint-tasting medicine. "You slept the 
morning away, at least." 
 "I feel like I'll fall apart if I move," he said.  
 "You got thrown around a few times. Do you remember?" 
 Jack did remember. He remembered flying, and the sensation when he wheeled the airship and pointed it home 
again. Even with the bumpy landing (perhaps he could affix some kind of belt to the pilot's seat to hold him in?) and 
the shock to his soul at having accomplished what he'd worked so long for, what he remembered most was the power. 
 Clare offered him the plate, which had small chunks of buttered scone on it. He picked one up and chewed 
gingerly. 
 "Rest for a few days," she said. "Graveworthy says there's work he needs to do before we can leave anyway." 
 "I should look at some…things," he said, his head feeling fuzzy.  
 "I went over it this morning after breakfast," she told him, offering him another piece of scone. "I know I'm not 
an engineer, but it looks okay. I checked the silk and the wood." 
 "Good. Thanks," he said, cautiously stretching his shoulders.  
 "Graveworthy's over the moon," she said, stroking Jack's hair out of his eyes. He smiled at her and kept chewing 
on his scone. "He's so proud of you, Jack. We all are." 
 "I just built it," Jack said with a gentle, still-painful shrug. "Sir William – and the shipbuilders…" 
 "Yes, but you built it," she said. "Let yourself be proud for a little while, won't you?" 
 He nodded, swallowing. "All right." 
 They sat in silence, Jack eating slowly and Clare watching, until finally she spoke again. 
 "What was it like, Jack?" she asked. "Flying. Was it like when you dream about flying?" 
 "I don't dream about flying," Jack said.  
 "You don't? Not ever?" 
 "Not that I remember," he said. "But it's…when you're going up, you feel like you're leaving part of yourself 
behind, until it catches up. And then it's like wind and cold and speed. It's like being in a steam train but there aren't any 
tracks, it's – freedom. It's freedom." 
 A thought struck him, attached to the memory of the wind in his face and the all-but-blindness it brought with it. 
 "Can you bring me something?" he asked. "Promise I won't get out of bed." 
 "You're not five, Jack, I'm not going to bribe you to stay in bed." 
 "But will you bring me something?" 
 "What do you want?" she asked.  
 "The notebook I was keeping notes in. I just want to make a list. It'll help me rest better, I swear." 
 Clare looked suspicious, but she walked to where his coat lay on the chair and took the notebook out of the 
pocket, bringing it to him along with a well-chewed pencil.  
 "If you're sure you won't get up, I'm going to go tell the others that you're resting," she said.  
 "I won't," he promised, putting MOVE THE HELIUM CANISTER at the top of the list.  
 He wrote and annotated until he felt drowsy, which meant the powder the doctor had left was beginning to work. 
He laid the pencil and notebook on the pillow and hunkered down in the blankets, dozing off. 
 He heard Clare come in at some point, and knew it was Clare because she laughed when she saw the notebook. 
There was a rustle as she picked it up and a clatter as the pencil fell to the floor, but Jack didn't feel like opening his eyes 
– and when he finally did, it was oddly sunny. He couldn't have dozed off for more than a few minutes… 
 He didn't seem to hurt as much; at any rate, opening his eyes wasn't the lengthy process it had been, and when he 
sat up he felt a twinge, as if he'd been working particularly hard the day before. Something lay next to him on his pillow; 
the notebook, with a line drawn through one item, and the item itself sitting on top.  
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 He picked up the pair of leather-and-brass safety goggles, the sort Engineers wore when working in dangerous 
areas, and laughed a little.  
 He eased his way out of bed and hobbled to the washstand, scrubbing as well as he could before rummaging in the 
closet for clean clothing. As he eased himself down the stairs he heard the sound of silverware on plates from the 
kitchen. When he ducked in the doorway he saw breakfast was being served – Anderson with his leg propped on a stool 
next to the kitchen table, Clare and Graveworthy on a nearby bench. There were sausages, and some kind of pastry. 
Jack's stomach growled.  
 "Jack!" Clare said, nearly knocking the bench over in her haste to stand. She stopped herself close enough that the 
hem of the dress she wore brushed his feet; she didn't hug him, but her smile was bright enough to blind. "How do you 
feel? Are you sure you should be up?" 
 "I'm all right," he said. "Just stiff. I want food." 
 "Take a chair, there's more than we can eat," Anderson said, inching his leg over so that Jack could sit on the 
bench across from Clare. "Pair of walking wounded, we are. Well, sitting wounded anyway." 
 "Did I sleep all day yesterday?" Jack asked, helping himself carefully to two sausages. Nicholas appeared at his 
elbow and flipped a fried egg from a pan onto his plate.  
 "Pretty much," Clare said. "We thought we probably should just let you. Good to see you up though." 
 "Gommip," Jack said, then swallowed. "Good to be up, I mean." 
 "Another egg?" Nicholas asked, watching Jack demolish the one on his plate. 
 "Toast?" Jack asked in reply. Nicholas hastened away to oblige. "By the way, is this your doing?" he asked, taking 
the pair of goggles out of his pocket and setting them on the table. 
 "The Engineering boys all love me," Clare said with an impish look. "Three pairs of goggles? No problem." 
 "I look a complete fool in them," Graveworthy muttered. 
 "You'll thank her when we lift off," Jack replied. "Speaking of – " 
 "Not for two days at least, so there's plenty of time to take care of your repairs list. And eat several meals. Try to 
chew your food, Baker." 
 Jack slowed down slightly, but he didn't stop eating. Nicholas laid a rack of toast at his elbow.  
 "Why the delay?" he asked. Graveworthy and Anderson exchanged a look. 
 "There are one or two details to take care of. Besides, we need to stock the supplies onto the ship." 
 "And move the helium canister," Jack said, consulting his notebook. "And rig up a ladder for the rails and a belt 
for the pilot's seat, and a variable-pressure valve for the hose – and we need rope, lots more rope. Can't have too much 
rope." 
 "Well, give me a list," Graveworthy said, taking a piece of toast out of the rack. "I'll get what you need. Miss Fields 
can do any lifting or crawling or whatnot. And Gregory is very good at supervision," he added, with a smile at 
Anderson. 
 "We're really going, Jack," Clare said.  
 "We really are," Graveworthy said solemnly. 
 
 
 

Undated Letter 
Clare Fields to Arthur Conan Doyle 

 
Archived as part of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's papers and letters, British Museum. 
 
Dear C.D., 
 
 It was good to have your last letter, and to know that you're well and not slacking on your studies. All's well here, and I 
suspect we're having much nicer weather than you are. Mr. Graveworthy sends his regards, and I'm sure Jack would if he could 
be torn away from his work.  
 I'm afraid I have to tell you that you may not have another letter from me for a while. Mr. Graveworthy's invited Jack and 
me to join him on a research trip he's doing for his new book, and we're going to be in some pretty remote places. I probably 
won't be able to send a letter, and I definitely won't be able to receive any. I do promise when I come back I'll have some 
adventure stories to tell you. I hope you'll have some new ones for us?  
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 I hope you don't worry about us, either. Mr. Graveworthy will be keeping a sharp eye out and Jack and I are both pretty 
good at looking after ourselves.  
 Anyway, if you don't hear from me, don't fret. I'll send a letter as soon as we're home again.  
 
 Yrs. Sincerely 
  Clare A. Fields 
 
 
 

TEN 
 
 The airship didn't seem to have sustained any damage from its rough landing – not as much as Jack felt he himself 
had, anyway. Clare didn't let him so much as lift a wrench that day, but they did manage to get a brace installed for the 
helium canister, which they mounted right next to the pilot's seat with the pressure dial and wheel in full view.  
 Even with Clare doing the work, by the time they were done moving the canister Jack was tired and ready to go 
back to the house. He spent most of the day in the sitting-room, curled up under a blanket on a couch, sketching in his 
notebook while Clare read her latest appropriation from Graveworthy's library and Anderson worked on a thick sheaf 
of papers with official-looking government seals on them. 
 "Are those about the airship?" Jack finally asked, when he'd run out of things to draw. 
 "Good lord no. That kind of thing doesn't go down on paper," Anderson said, without looking up. He signed one 
document, laid it aside, and folded the one under it, tucking it into his pocket. "This is the work of the government in a 
strictly public sense. It's what I do when I'm not running about getting shot. Calms my nerves." 
 "Are you nervous?" Clare asked curiously. Anderson shuffled some papers together. 
 "Well, you know. Just, in general, it's very soothing," he said evasively. "And they must be done and sent to 
London soon, at any rate." 
 "Will you go back to London when we leave?" Clare asked. 
 "Not immediately; I'll stay in Cambridge for a few weeks. I could do with a holiday. Why?" 
 "Just curious," Clare said.  
 "Hal-lo?" called a voice from the foyer. "Anderson?" 
 "In here," Anderson called. Graveworthy appeared in the doorway, but he wasn't alone; there was a woman with 
him, short and official-looking, in a fine black cloak with the hood half-obscuring her face. "Forgive me for not 
standing, ma'am." 
 "It's quite all right, Mr. Anderson," the woman said, easing the hood back onto her shoulders. Jack looked from 
Graveworthy to Anderson, confused. "Lovely to see you again." 
 "This is Helena Christian," Graveworthy said, as she came forward. Jack eased himself off the couch and offered 
his hand. She seemed amused, but she shook with a firm grip. "This is Jack Baker, our resident Engineer. And this is 
Clare Fields, who keeps us honest," he added, as Clare came forward to shake as well. 
 "Quite a feat, I'm sure," Mrs. Christian said. "Mr. Graveworthy has told me much about both of you." 
  "Mrs. Christian is by way of being my superior," Graveworthy continued, "And she has come up from London to 
see the airship and speak with both of you. Would you prefer…?" 
 "Oh, by all means, the airship first," she said. "Mr. Baker, would you accompany me?" 
 "Um," Jack said, looking anxiously from Graveworthy to Anderson and back again. "Sure…this way…" 
 He led her into the hallway and through the kitchen, offering her his elbow when they left the kitchen and stepped 
out onto the path to the garden house. She took it with a smile and held it loosely, serenely silent. Jack wasn't certain if 
the others were following, but he sure as hell hoped so.  
 "In there," he said, as they crested the hill that looked down on the old building.  
 "A clever place to keep it," she observed. "Mr. Graveworthy tells me you designed and built the ship yourself." 
 "Well, I built it, but Clare helped with that, and something like this is never just one man's idea," he said. He heard 
Anderson's crutch behind them and felt a small surge of relief. "Sir William Grove – " 
 "Yes, I heard you two had met. What do you think of Sir William?" 
 "He's a great scientist," Jack said, confused. "He's been very helpful." 
 "Was he at all curious what you were doing with all this – what's it called, helium?" 
 Jack had the suspicion this woman was acting dumber than she was.  
 "Yes, helium," he said. "He must have been, but he didn't ask. We gave the impression it was an experiment. 
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Which isn't untrue," he added. 
 "A great experiment. A great journey, too. Aren't you nervous?" 
 "Nervous?" Jack asked. "I built it. I know it won't fall apart." 
 "I meant about your destination," she said.  
 "Oh. Well, it's not like I'll be alone. Besides, I'm just the pilot. Graveworthy'll do all the heavy lifting once we 
arrive, the way I see it." 
 "You seem to be very sure of your place in the world, and in this… voyage." 
 Jack pulled away from her gently, reaching for the ring on the enormous sliding door.  
 "Jack," Clare called from halfway down the hill. "Don't you dare!" 
 "I'm not allowed to do anything strenuous," he said apologetically.  
 "Well, then you shan't," Mrs. Christian said, taking hold of the ring. Before Jack could stop her, she'd pulled the 
door open and was pushing the other when Clare and Graveworthy arrived, Anderson just behind them. She stepped 
back, dusting her hands, and rested them on her hips.  
 "My goodness, it certainly looks regal, doesn't it?" she said.  
 Jack hung back as the others lit the gas lamps, watching Mrs. Christian run her hand over the smooth-sanded 
outer hull and the polished metal of the propeller housings. She stopped to gaze up at the edge of the engine, barely 
visible over the rail, and then gestured at the floor, drawing her palms upwards. A Created ladder appeared, solidifying 
after a moment, and she climbed it energetically, dropping down into the airship without so much as a heavy breath. 
 "It seems very solid," she said, and he heard her shoes thumping on the deck. "Does it really leave the ground?" 
 "I've seen it with my own eyes, ma'am," Anderson called. "It leaves the ground very…enthusiastically." 
 "Splendid. Where on Earth will you sleep?" 
 "Erm – " Jack said, glancing at Graveworthy, who nodded. "The coal housing astern has two bunks built in, when 
I thought only two people were going. Mr. Graveworthy and I will sleep there. I'll be constructing a separate sleeping 
room for Miss Fields, of course." 
 "Very right and proper. Will it add undue weight?" 
 "No, we'll have crates and sacks for food and supplies, and I can build it out of those." 
 "Sounds rather snug." 
 "Clare's not very big," Jack said. Clare elbowed him, grinning. Mrs. Christian's head and shoulders appeared above 
the rail, and she climbed back down the ladder, nodding. 
 "I approve. I approve wholeheartedly of this device," she said. "Which leaves only my approval of your young 
charges, Mr. Graveworthy." 
 "Why don't we have dinner," Graveworthy said, with what Jack thought was a slightly strained look. "Nicholas is 
cooking lamb tonight; it ought to be just about ready for serving." 
 
 
 
 Clare was never more grateful for Jack's single-mindedness than during dinner that night. It began quite awkwardly 
– everyone was nervous, even Graveworthy – but once Mrs. Christian asked Jack about the construction of the ship, he 
held forth on flight theory and engine technology in an informative and unintentionally hilarious fashion for almost the 
entire meal. His description of their trip to the silk warehouse brought the discussion around to London fashion, which 
Mrs. Christian informed them currently favored ruffles, and eventually to Clare's waistcoats and shirts.  
 "I would very much like to see them, if I might," Mrs. Christian said, as Nicholas carried away the last of the 
plates. "I understand you sleep over the kitchen, since the unfortunate fire." 
 "That's right," Clare said warily.  
 "Why don't we go look at your finery, and leave the men to take brandy in the parlor," she said, rising. Clare 
reluctantly stood as well and led the way up the stairs, pausing at the top for Mrs. Christian to catch up. 
 "I understand it was your idea that you and Mr. Baker should accompany Mr. Graveworthy on his journey," she 
said, as they walked along the hallway. 
 "Jack and I decided together," Clare said. 
 "After Mr. Anderson was injured?" 
 "I thought we should go even before, but we can't take too much weight. It's Jack's airship – he's the only one 
who really knows how it works, so he should always have been a choice to go." 
 "Surely he could teach Mr. Graveworthy how to pilot it?" 
 "Anyone can pilot it," Clare said scornfully. "Not everyone can fix it if there's an accident, or one of the propellers 
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clogs, or something goes wrong with the balloon." 
 "And you?" Mrs. Christian asked, as Clare pushed open the door to her small room. 
 "Me what?" Clare asked. She didn't even pretend to open the closet and take out her waistcoats. 
 "What purpose do you serve on the mission?" Mrs. Christian asked. 
 "I'm smart and strong. I'm useful," Clare retorted. 
 "Miss Fields, as I'm sure you're aware, Mr. Anderson is expatriated from Australia. Now, I am certain of Mr. 
Anderson's loyalty to the Crown, and I know that even were he to find his family, he would not forget his place as an 
agent of Her Majesty's government. You, however, are an American. You have no loyalty to my country. I am entirely 
unconcerned with Mr. Baker; his loyalty is to the airship, and the airship is controlled by Mr. Graveworthy." 
 "But you think I'm a spy," Clare said. 
 "You're a very blunt young woman," Mrs. Christian replied. "I think it's suspicious that a woman with no stake in 
the relations between the Empire and Australia is so dedicated to traveling to the Dead Isle." 
 Clare studied her face, wondering if she knew. Mrs. Christian's look wasn't entirely innocent, but she didn't seem 
to be baiting her.  
 "I'm a Creationist," Clare said. "I want to learn. Where Jack goes, I go. And I have no more loyalty to Australia or 
America than I do to the Empire. Less. The Empire paid for the airship." 
 "You are also an idealist. I must be certain that no matter what you see or understand in Australia, you will not 
impede Mr. Graveworthy in the execution of his duties." 
 Clare smiled. "If there's one thing living with him for all this time has taught me, Mrs. Christian, it's that nobody 
impedes Mr. Graveworthy when he doesn't want to be impeded." 
 Mrs. Christian's smile was slow to begin, but it was genuine.  
 "I can see why my men tell me you would excel in my employ, Miss Fields. Very well. Let us see what the 
gentlemen are up to." 
 Clare followed her, perplexed, trying to decide if she'd passed whatever unspoken test the woman was giving her. 
In the parlor they found Graveworthy and Anderson with brandy, Jack with another glass of cloudy water. 
 "Doctor's orders," Anderson said, indicating Jack's drink.  
 "Are you okay, Jack?" Clare asked, concerned. Jack always masked it well, but there were faint smudges under his 
eyes. He smiled at her. 
 "I'll go to bed early," he said.  
 "Not quite yet," Mrs. Christian said, settling herself into a chair comfortably. "How soon can the airship be ready 
for flight, Mr. Baker?" 
 Jack bit his lip. "I'd like to check a few more things, but once it's loaded it can leave any time." 
 "And how long would it take to load it?" 
 "About four hours," Graveworthy answered. "The supplies are packed; it's merely a matter of putting them on the 
ship." 
 "Are you prepared to fly, Mr. Baker?" 
 Jack rubbed the back of his neck. "Sure. I feel all right." 
 "Excellent. Stand, if you please – here, in front of me. You too, Miss Fields. Is Jack your real name, or a 
diminutive?" she asked. 
 "It's my name," Jack said.  
 "Mr. Baker, Miss Fields, answer truthfully." 
 Clare glanced at Jack, who looked pale and nervous.  
 "Do you avow that you hold no covert allegiance to the government of any country save that of Her Majesty the 
Queen?" 
 "Yes," Jack said.  
 "Yes," Clare echoed. 
 "Do you swear to defend the Empire and to protect the subjects under its care?" 
 "Yes," they said in unison. 
 "Say, I so swear." 
 "I so swear," Clare said. Jack swallowed.  
 "I so swear," he managed. 
 "Do you accept the gravity of the duties to which you are entrusted?" 
 "Yes," they chorused. 
 "Do you, Jack Baker, in the execution of those duties, accept Ellis Graveworthy as your superior and sponsor?" 
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 "Yes," Jack said. 
 "Do you, Clare Fields, in the execution of those duties, accept Ellis Graveworthy as your superior and sponsor?" 
 Clare looked past Mrs. Christian, to where Graveworthy stood behind her. He winked at her.  
 "Yes," she said, beginning to become annoyed. 
 "With the blessing of Her Majesty, you are now chosen as agents of her service and defenders of her Crown." Mrs. 
Christian smiled faintly at them. "You depart for Australia tomorrow evening; that will give you some cover until you 
reach open water. I suggest you both get a very good night's sleep." 
 She picked up the cloak while Clare and Jack were both still staring at her in shock, swirled it over her shoulders, 
and walked to the door. 
 "No need, Mr. Graveworthy; I'll show myself out," she said, closing the parlor door behind her. Graveworthy put 
a finger to his lips as Anderson limped to the window. 
 "She's walking," Anderson said softly. "Past the steps, down the drive…all right. She's through the gates." 
 Graveworthy collapsed against the door, sliding down until he was sitting on the floor. Clare had never seen him 
so undignified. He covered his face and let out a sigh of relief. 
 "Very exciting. I've never seen anyone other than myself inducted before," Anderson said, seating himself. "Takes 
me back. Eh, Graveworthy?" 
 "Thank God she didn't want to stay the night," Graveworthy said, through his hands. "My nerves couldn't take it." 
 "She seemed pretty unnecessary to me," Clare said, still annoyed. "All that pomp and process." 
 "Clare," Jack said. "While you were upstairs they told me – " 
 "Let me tell her," Graveworthy said, running his hands through his hair. "Miss Fields, that was not simply pomp." 
 "No, there was a little snide in there too," Clare said. "You should have heard what she said to me upstairs." 
 "You weren't rude, were you?" 
 "I am never rude. I'm direct," Clare retorted. Anderson burst out laughing. 
 "Well, Miss Fields," Graveworthy said, pushing himself up and dusting off his trousers. "You were just direct to 
Her Royal Highness Princess Christian of Schleswig-Holstein." 
 Clare stared at him. 
 "She's the daughter of the Queen, Miss Fields," Anderson said. "Helena Augusta Victoria when she's at home. 
You know…in Buckingham Palace." 
 "Oh no," Clare said, covering her mouth. "Oh. No." 
 "I'm sure she was very amused by it," Graveworthy said. "And she's given you her official approval; not many 
players of this game join under the auspices of a royal personage." 
 "Welcome to the family, Brother Fields," Anderson added, saluting her.  
 Graveworthy shot Anderson a look, but rested his hands on Jack's shoulders and nodded at him respectfully. A 
second later, Clare found herself gently embraced.  
 "Congratulations," Graveworthy said, stepping back. "You are officially spies." 
 "Great," Jack said wearily. "Can I go to bed now?" 
 
 
 
 Clare didn't sleep well that night, and she suspected Graveworthy didn't either. Jack was probably asleep as soon as 
his head hit the pillow, a combination of the drugs and an inhuman immunity to anxiety he'd developed in order to 
survive first-year Engineering exams.  
 She woke early and was already dressing when there was a knock at the door; she double-checked her clothing and 
looked in the mirror quickly to make sure everything was in place before she answered it. Anderson stood on the other 
side of the door, propped on his crutch, looking as if he hadn't slept any better than she had. 
 "Miss Fields," he said softly. "May I come in?" 
 She stepped back and gestured him inside.  
 "I'm sorry to bother you at such an early hour, but there's much to be done today and when I heard you moving 
about I thought I might try my luck," he said, shutting the door behind him. "I'd like to ask you a favor." 
 "Of course," she said, sitting on the edge of the bed. "You've done a lot for us, Mr. Anderson. I know Mr. 
Graveworthy's grateful." 
 Anderson smiled. "I owe Ellis a great deal. And it is my job, in a sense. Besides, who wouldn't want to be a part of 
this?" 
 "I can think of a few people. Me, a few months ago," Clare said with a matching smile. "What can I do for you, 
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Mr. Anderson?" 
 Anderson leaned on his crutch and looked away, hesitantly. "You know that I'm an expat like you." 
 "I assumed some of the reason you wanted to go was to see your family again, if you could. Mrs. Christian – the 
Princess – told me as much. It must be hard for you to know you can't go now." 
 "Well, we must accept life as we find it," he said. "I won't say I'm precisely philosophical about it, but I wouldn't 
endanger all this work by being a liability when we land. It's just that it's hard to get mail through, and…" He reached in 
his pocket and took out a thick, well-sealed envelope.  
 Clare smiled and held out her hand, studying the names written on it when he put it into her palm. 
 "If you can," he said. "My father and sister were still alive, last I heard. Their last address was in Brisbane – " 
 "I'll find them for you," she said.  
 "I'm grateful, Miss Fields." 
 She saw it for what it was: whether by nature or training, the more important something was to Anderson or 
Graveworthy, the less they wanted to fuss over it. She tucked the letter in her pocket and smoothed it, and then a 
thought occurred to her. 
 "You could do me a favor too," she said, sliding her fingers under the cord that held her student Creationist's 
wheel, lifting it over her head. "I can't wear this to Australia, I guess." 
 "No, probably not wise," he agreed, his voice dry. 
 "Would you keep it for me until we get back? I mean, I could get another one, but I've had this one a while," she 
said, offering it to him. 
 "My pleasure," he agreed, accepting it and wrapping it carefully in a handkerchief from his pocket. "I suppose 
that's a good trade." 
 "I think so. You'll see us off tonight?" she asked.  
 "I wouldn't miss it. Besides, Mrs. Christian will be returning to watch the launch, and I suspect she'll want a 
shoulder to lean on when it goes up." 
 "Shall we go downstairs, then?" she said, offering him her arm. He took it solemnly. 
 "Miss Fields, and I say this without ego or ambition, I believe you are a tremendous woman," he said, as they 
walked down the hallway. "Jack Baker is a dreamer and Ellis can be when he isn't careful; I'm quite glad you're going 
with them." 
 "Me too," Clare said, feeling the letter pressed against her ribcage. "Let's have some breakfast." 
 
 
 
 Jack was hard at work all day, making final additions to the ship and provisioning it for the journey. They wheeled 
it out of the garden house and readied the balloon for inflation; Nicholas, Clare, and Graveworthy packed supplies into 
sacks and crates, making two high walls in the bow which left a small, cozy room for Clare's pallet. Jack worked on a 
harness for the pilot and a knotted ladder for easy entry over the side while Nicholas, on a stepladder, heaved sacks of 
coal and canisters of helium up to Graveworthy and Clare, who stowed them next to the narrow bunks in the stern. Jars 
of drinking water barricaded the food in place, with more barrels of it belowdecks, and Clare affixed a curtain across the 
front for privacy. She also brought down a bucket from the scullery, which caused some confusion and mirth amongst 
the men.  
 "What do you want a bucket for?" Jack asked, honestly ignorant of its purpose. 
 "It's a chamber-pot," Clare replied haughtily. Graveworthy had covered his mouth and was trying not to grin in 
the background. 
 "A chamber pot? It's going to add weight – " 
 "Well, you two might be content to piss out a porthole, but some of us are civilized humans," she retorted. 
Anderson roared with laughter. 
 "Piss out a porthole!" he said, collapsing back in the chair Nicholas had brought down for him. Clare threw the 
bucket onboard, climbed up, and stowed it with excessive dignity near the coal.  
 As darkness descended, Jack started the coals under the steam engine and tested the new spigot for the helium 
canisters. The new slow-release dial, easily reached from the pilot's seat, worked like a charm. He opened the wheel on 
the canister and the balloon began to fill.  
 Clare and Graveworthy leaned against the hull while the balloon inflated, talking quietly; Jack heard perhaps one 
word in three as he walked along the ship's railing, testing the rig of the ropes. He had just reached the bow when he 
saw Nicholas hurrying down the hill, followed by a familiar figure in a black cloak.  
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 "Good evening, Mrs. Christian," Graveworthy called. Jack secured the last rope and started to climb down, but she 
waved a hand to stop him. She took an odd object from Nicholas, a square wooden box with three long legs extending 
from it which splayed out and supported the box when she set it down. 
 "Stay where you are!" she cried.   
 "Is that a camera?" Jack asked, intrigued.  
 "Indeed, Mr. Baker. Stay right there," she said, and ducked behind it. Jack held himself in place, though he was 
eager to investigate it; the camera wasn't uncommon in Europe but they hadn't really caught on in Boston yet.  
 "That's it! Hold quite still, please!" she said, and pressed a button on the side of the box. Something clicked and 
whirred; Jack waited patiently until she'd thrown the cloth over the box again and handed it to Nicholas, who carried it 
back to the house. Jack stopped himself from chasing Nicholas down and retrieving it; opportunity lost for now.  
 "You will be careful with that, ma'am," Graveworthy said. 
 "Of course. For my personal collection," she replied. "What a gorgeous machine. Is everything completed?" 
 "Pretty much," Jack said. Even as he spoke, the last of the winter sun faded completely beyond the horizon. The 
eastern sky was already turning purple-black, and suddenly it looked very forbidding.  
 "Prepared to fly, Mr. Baker?" Graveworthy asked, watching as Jack strapped himself into the pilot's chair. 
 "Ready, I think," Jack said, though he didn't, in fact, think he was ready at all. "All aboard who're coming aboard. 
Find something to hold onto. The lift is…intense." 
 Clare stood against the rail near the stern and held tightly to one of the balloon-ropes, most of her hair covered by 
a knotted scarf. Graveworthy took hold of another rope, further up near the bow, and set his feet wide for balance.  
 "Scared?" Jack heard her ask. 
 "Nonsense. Don't you trust Jack?" 
 "I do. Didn't know if you would," she said, grinning. Jack did a final check, a little warmed by Clare's faith in him. 
 "Fly well!" Anderson called up. "Try not to knock anyone over, Baker!" 
 Jack saluted sardonically and lowered his goggles. It felt strange, almost anticlimactic, to raise his hand and signal 
Nicholas to release the mooring ropes. They came loose slowly from bow to stern, and with a groan of straining wood 
Her Majesty's Airship the Clare Fields leapt aloft. 
 Graveworthy let out a startled yelp and clung to the rope with white knuckles as they sped upwards; Clare was 
whooping with excitement, the wind blasting loose strands of hair into her face. Jack tried not to think about the 
stomach-dropping sensation that meant the world was falling away. 
  When Cambridge was nothing more than a pretty cluster of lights in a wide stretch of darkness, Jack reached over 
and adjusted the helium feed to level out the ship. The night was cold but still and the airship hung steadily in the sky, 
barely moving. 
 "Don't let go yet!" Jack called, easing power to the propellers. The ship jerked once and a handful of unsecured 
coal rattled across the deck. Clare, one hand still knotted up in a rope, snatched a lump and hurled it into the air, 
watching to see if she could tell where it fell. Jack checked the pressure dials one by one, locked the lever safeties in 
place, and examined the compass.  
 "I'm heading southeast," he said, turning the steering yoke slightly.  
 "If you would be so kind as to keep an eye out for my equilibrium, I seem to have misplaced it," Graveworthy 
answered. Jack leaned back in the pilot's chair and laughed. Slowly, Clare let go of the rope. 
 "It's better than a sailboat," she said. "Seems pretty steady to me. You can let go of the rope, you know," she 
added to Graveworthy. 
 "I like the rope," he answered, but his hands relaxed slightly. To his credit he didn't shy away, leaning out over the 
dark countryside below. Jack was momentarily worried that this would be even more frightening, but slowly 
Graveworthy's shoulders eased and his hands moved from rope to railing.  
 "It's amazing," he breathed. Jack couldn't hear him over the low hum of the propellers, but he saw his lips form 
the words. Clare joined him near the bow, leaning over as well. Jack, feeling oddly like a veteran, smiled as they 
marveled at the view. Clare looked up from the railing, caught him watching, and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, 
matching his grin.  
 She walked cautiously back towards him, pulling on her own pair of goggles over the scarf tied around her head. 
Jack wished he could take her picture with the camera, as blackmail material. 
 "Try to sleep a little," he said. "I'll pilot the first shift, wake you in a few hours, and show you how to pilot. We'll 
all trade off." 
 "I'll check the maps before sunrise and set you a course," Graveworthy said, joining Clare below the pilot's seat. 
"Jack, this is…" 
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 "I know," Jack said, resting his wrists on the steering yoke. "Hope you're good at navigating by the stars." 
 "I've had some practice," Graveworthy answered. He walked cautiously across the wooden deck and eased himself 
into the storage cubby where the beds were. It sounded as though he'd taken the top bunk; the lamplight shining 
through the boards beneath Jack's feet meant he was probably writing. Clare lingered for a while, fascinated by the 
spectacle of the cities and fields below, but eventually she too found her bed and hopefully slept. He'd have to wake her 
in a few hours to teach her the steering and pressure control; maybe they'd be sailing along the coast of France by then. 
 
 
 They flew over Ipswich and Felixstowe that night, crossing open water and approaching France as morning 
dawned. They lost a little speed while Clare was learning the controls, but by the time Ellis woke with the sunrise to set 
a course, they could barely see Dover's white chalk cliffs behind them in the distance.  
 Ellis gave orders to stay back from the French coast but follow it south at steady speed, avoiding crossing land 
even if it meant traveling longer. They had no way to confirm the speed Jack was calculating, but Ellis had no reason to 
doubt it. Even skirting Europe, they would arrive within Jack's generous travel estimation. After all, it wasn't as though 
someone was expecting them on the far end on any particular day.  
 Ellis slept a little more that day, not interested very much in eating or watching the coast unroll to their port side. 
When it was his turn to take lessons in airship piloting he made very certain to belt himself to the chair before he would 
listen to Jack's lecture. 
 Steering the thing wasn't particularly difficult, once he got the hang of it. As long as he remembered to check the 
pressure gauges and the compass every quarter of an hour he could spend the rest of the time writing while Jack slept 
and Clare spent hour on hour watching the coast scroll past.  
 "Come here!" Clare called, towards the end of Ellis's shift, when he was counting the minutes until he was 
finished. "We're passing Cape Finisterre! Lock the controls and come down!" 
 "It'll hold for a few minutes," Jack said, shading his eyes. "Use the straps." 
 Ellis found a set of leather straps behind the control levers and carefully buckled all the levers in place; when that 
was done he released the belts on the chair and climbed down carefully, stretching his legs.  
 "How can you tell what it is?" he asked.  
 "See the temple?" Clare said, pointing to a complex of gleaming sand-colored buildings crouched like a giant crab 
on the cliffs of the western coast. He leaned over her shoulder, watching the tiny, antlike people who moved in and 
around the Temple of Cape Finisterre, the Point of Leave. From the cliffs a few miles to the west, William LaRoche had 
fled to England in the middle of the night in a craft that should never have stayed afloat, let alone carried him all the 
way to Great Britain.  
 The greatest holy route in the world fed pilgrims of two faiths into Santiago de Compostela, where the Creationist 
LaRoche had a vision of the Creation of the Stars and the Christian Saint James the Great preached and died. From 
there the route wound down to Cape Finisterre, where travelers were blessed and where the faithful from across the 
world could be found at prayer. 
 "Have you ever been?" Clare asked, turning her head to speak in his ear over the roar of wind and the boiler.  
 "Many years ago," he answered, without taking his eyes from the Temple. "I was there in the employ of Her 
Majesty, and I was not in a position to appreciate the beauty of the city." 
 "Well, this is a pretty good position, as they go," she said just as Jack, boylike, spat into the water below. 
 "Better get back to the chair," he said. "We'll start to drift soon." 
 "Punishment for my sins," Ellis observed in Clare's ear.  
 "Well-deserved, I'm sure," she said. 
 "I certainly did enjoy them to their fullest at the time – " 
 "Hey, are you coming?" Jack asked impatiently. 
 "All right, slave driver," Ellis said, turning back to the pilot's chair. Clare, he noticed, watched until the Temple 
faded from view.  
 
 
 In the days that followed, Clare grew to enjoy the midafternoon break as the best part of the day. Their piloting 
schedule meant that Jack's dinner, Graveworthy's breakfast, and her shift's end fell around tea-time, a rare moment 
when all three were awake at once. Jack would heat water over the steam-engine and usually have a pan of cured 
sausages or pickles – she anticipated becoming very tired of pickles – to present to her as a snack. Graveworthy, 
yawning and stretching, took a cup of tea gratefully and usually sat on the narrow steps leading to the pilot's chair until 
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he was properly awake. Clare and Jack could always find something to talk about, or Jack and Graveworthy would 
engage in the perilous process of refilling the water in the steam engine, and Graveworthy would give them lessons in 
Australian dialect.  
 What made the brief afternoon tea best, though, was Graveworthy's habit of telling stories to pass the time until 
his shift began. When piloting, he sat with a notebook propped on his knee and spent most of his energy on writing; 
when his shift was done he would check over the ship, re-stowing badly packed bags or charting out the course for the 
rest of the day. When he was just waking, however, all he seemed to want was hot tea and an audience. 
 Most of the stories he told were fairy tales that Clare and Jack had known since they could remember, but he told 
them with a charisma that kept them rapt, Clare leaning down from the pilot's chair and Jack seated on the deck below 
with his arms around his knees. He told stories that might or might not be true; he asked them questions about their 
lives and made Jack share the ancient lore of Harvard's year-end pranks. Even Clare, bereft of an idea for an actual 
story, was coaxed into an encore of some poetry recitation she'd learned in school.  
 Meanwhile, the airship carried them onwards. It was sturdy and fast, and gave so little trouble that Jack began to 
worry about it visibly. The steam-engine steamed, the propellers propelled, and the balloon took on regular doses of 
helium. Jack was suspicious of such good behavior, and made his maintenance checks with religious scrupulousness. He 
didn't sleep as much as either Clare or Graveworthy would like, but then Jack had never kept very regular hours. Clare 
was more familiar with the engineering widow's lament than Graveworthy: if an engineer hasn't got anything to worry 
about, he'll search hard until he finds something.  
 Claire stood at the rail for a long time the day they flew over the pyramids, drinking in the sight of Egypt beneath 
them. She loved to watch the world pass below as they skimmed the northern coast of Africa and, if he were awake and 
not piloting, Graveworthy often joined her.  
 Jack was piloting that day, and Graveworthy was washing himself in sea-water hauled up from the Mediterranean 
by rope-and-bucket. Both he and Jack had given up on the formalities of dress they'd be required to wear on a city 
street; Clare hadn't even packed any dresses, sticking to trousers and the shirts she'd had made for her in London. None 
of them bothered with shoes or socks.  
 Graveworthy appeared at the railing next to her, hair dripping, slightly salt-crusted, pulling on his overshirt; when 
he saw where they were finally passing, he rested both hands on the rail and forgot to button his collar.  
 "I never thought this was how I'd see them," he breathed. "Have you ever seen the pyramids?" 
 "Only in drawings in books," she answered. "I never thought I'd see them at all." 
 "No wanderlust?" he asked. 
 "No, just…all this never seemed real, all this travel. The furthest I ever went from Boston was New York." 
 "But it was your idea to come here, wasn't it? With me, I mean, in the airship." 
 "I wasn't thinking about the journey. I was thinking about my family. Besides, I knew you'd never get it off the 
ground without Jack, and – " 
 "Where one goes, so goes the other," he said, leaning more casually on the rail. "I'm glad you came along, Clare." 
 "So am I. Do you suppose we'll see the seven wonders of the world? We've seen the pyramids and the Point of 
Leave and maybe we'll see the Great Barrier Reef…" she trailed off, confused. 
 "The what?" he asked. 
 "The – it's – " she squinted into the sun. "It's something…I saw when I was little, out in the ocean on a ship…" 
 "In Australia?" 
 "I don't know." She frowned. "I remember someone saying it to me. And they laughed because I called it the 
Great Belly Reef. I thought it was something to do with sharks." 
 "Well, we'll have to keep a lookout for it," he said, turning back to the scenery. He seemed to brood a little, 
watching the pyramids. 
 "Did I upset you?" she asked. 
 "Not you," he said. "Look there, do you see that? Shining in the desert, just north of the pyramids." 
 "Is it a lake?" she asked. "No, it can't be, there's the Nile way beyond." 
 "Not a lake, no. Come up, we'll see better from the stern." 
 He climbed the steps and sat on the top one, not far from where Jack was regulating the helium. Clare followed in 
time to hear Jack say something about heat; he'd been studying what he called "Thermoaeronautics" as he went, 
learning how to deal with updrafts of warm air and the way the helium reacted to the cold that increased the further 
they rose.  
 "Turn a few degrees south," Graveworthy said. "You don't want to fly over that. It's glass; it'll reflect the sunlight 
and who knows what'll happen." 
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 Jack adjusted the steering yoke and increased the power to the propellers slightly. "That's a lot of glass – oh," he 
said, and Clare realized what it meant about the same time. "Oh, no." 
 "You wanted to see the Seven Wonders," Graveworthy said to Clare, as she leaned out over empty space to stare 
at the glittering glass crater in the distance. She heard his voice settle into the tone that meant he was telling a story, but 
he also seemed slightly distant, as if he didn't want to hear it himself.  
 "Napoleon Bonaparte marched on Egypt two years from the turn of the century, eight years after the death of 
LaRoche," he said, as Clare settled down on the step below him. "He sailed for Egypt and took Malta and Alexandria 
like a charming man takes a lover – little resistance and easily overcome. The British tried to chase him around the coast 
but they met nasty weather, and Egypt lay before him as a gateway to the east. He planned to dine in Cairo by August. 
A little further south, Jack," he added. 
 "It'll take us off course." 
 "I'll steer us down the Red Sea tonight; it won't take any more fuel than traveling straight on," Graveworthy said, 
and continued after Jack adjusted course again. "The Mamluks gathered to defend Cairo, with Murad Bey's army 
twenty-one-thousand strong, fifteen thousand of it good cavalry, on the west bank of the Nile. Murad's fellow general, 
Ibrahim Bey, lay on the east bank with reinforcements, but Bonaparte's forces defended against a crossing. Imagine the 
cannon-blasts and the charge of horses, the rattling swords and the musket-fire, all very nearly in the shadow of the 
great pyramids. Through the smoke both Cairo and the pyramids were visible. The Mamluk cavalry, the pride of Egypt 
for thousands of years, could not halt the progress of the French troops into their homeland. Imagine the screams of 
the horses as they were shot to pieces, and the men and women groaning bloody on the sand. 
 "In the late afternoon the cavalry threw itself on the French artillery and began to die in earnest. France had 
overrun the village of Embabeh and begun to butcher the Egyptians there. It seemed that Bonaparte would triumph. 
Their homes would be looted and destroyed by foreign soldiers who had come into their land unprovoked, for no other 
reason than that the French wanted their best military mind far away from any chance for political power. 
 "Now, the Egyptians had not had much intercourse with Germany or Britain, beyond the odd visitor, and they 
had not heard except briefly of the teachings of LaRoche. The only Creationists among the French were medics, 
because no member of the Church would raise a hand against another. These were grandchildren of the first Church 
members, and they had been educated very well in the sanctity of human life. They were there only to heal. The 
Egyptians had held their own honor code against Creationists taking life for thousands of years, far longer than the 
Europeans; legends in Africa from before the written word speak of Creationist kings and wizards, but most of them 
are morality stories against murder – they'd learned early of the madness that follows the taking of human life." 
 "But that's been disproven," Clare said. "Creationists don't go mad when they take life. Well, not as a rule. That's 
just an old superstition." 
 "Perhaps so – but Creationists still can't be soldiers. It's too deep in the blood by now, especially when the Church 
took in so many North Africans fifty years ago. The point is that there were Creationist soldiers in the Mamluk cavalry, 
but they would never have used that power in battle. The legends among the Egyptians were strong, strong enough to 
suggest to them that to take a life by Creation was to end one's own." 
 As he spoke they began to pass the nearest of the pyramids, veering well to the south. Jack had eased his grip on 
the yoke and was listening wholeheartedly. 
 "When they saw that these French soldiers would rape Cairo before sundown, however, the Mamluks rallied. They 
fell back around Murad Bey, who, according to the few survivors, shouted that he would die before he saw Cairo fall. 
He said something to his troops – nobody knows what – and as Ibrahim began the suicidal crossing of the Nile to 
attack from there, the surviving Mamluk cavalry on the west bank charged forward and met the French like a bolt from 
heaven. Creation was unleashed. Fire began to rain down on both armies and the pyramids turned black in the shadow 
of the storm. The Mamluks broke through, blasting French soldiers to pieces and charring their remains, and now the 
screams of the French filled the air.  
 "In the very midst of the battle Murad Bey came face-to-face with Napoleon Bonaparte, blood flying around them 
in ribbons, steam rising from the melted cannons of the French, and as Bonaparte drew his sword Murad Created a 
flaming spike of white-hot iron in his hand and thrust it straight through Bonaparte's chest." 
 Jack jerked slightly, as if he'd been stabbed himself. 
 "Bonaparte cried out, and as his heart was burned in his chest he sliced open Murad's belly with his sword, spilling 
his guts onto the sand. Murad screamed one final scream of defiance and for twenty-five thousand French and thirty-
thousand Mamluk, the world ceased to be – in a blast of fire so bright it turned the very sand beneath their feet to 
glass." 
 Graveworthy paused and looked out over the pyramids; they were nearing the second of the three. Due north 
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stood a crater, nearly two miles at its widest, glittering where it wasn't covered over with sand and debris. 
 "Of the Battle of the Pyramids, eighty Frenchmen and a hundred and twelve Mamluks survived. Only fifteen of 
the French made it to safety, fleeing to the north, starving and hiding in caves until they could make their way over the 
sea to tell the story. The surviving Mamluks went home, told their story to their wives and children, drew lots for who 
would survive to keep telling it, and then killed themselves. The French – well, all Europeans – call the crater the 
Battleground of the Pyramids. The Egyptians call it the Sea of Shame." 
 He closed his eyes and breathed deeply. A hard silence settled over the craft, broken only by the whirring of the 
propellers. 
 "What you see – where you can't see the glass reflecting sunlight – is not sand. They send people to sweep it out, 
and apparently it burns their soles right through their boots. What you see are the bodies of those who weren't entirely 
destroyed by the blast, French and Mamluk alike, and the bodies of the Mamluks' descendants for two generations. A 
few years after the blast, the English came begging to open trade routes through Egypt, and Cairo surrendered before 
they knew they weren't being invaded. They said they broke the law. No standing native army exists in Cairo to this day. 
The French won't go near the African continent at all." 
 Clare didn't want to break the mood, but when she took a breath he looked at her inquiringly, so she forged ahead. 
 "If everyone near Murad was destroyed so completely, how do they know what happened?" she asked. "How do 
they know he ever even saw Bonaparte or that they killed each other?" 
 "They don't," Graveworthy said. "But it's a better story if they meet face to face. And who's to say they didn't? 
Either way, fifty-five thousand soldiers died in a single day, most in a single instant. Since then, no Creationist who has 
ever heard of the Battle of the Pyramids has found it in themselves to enter into a war as a soldier. Records show that 
on the day of the battle Creationists as far away as Ireland screamed and wept without knowing why." 
 "Bonaparte invaded without provocation," Jack said. "Served him right, I'd say." 
 "But they broke the law," Clare replied. "They violated the rules of war." 
 "Why should there be rules in war? The only rules I follow are the rules of physics, and I didn't make those up for 
fun," Jack replied. "War isn't supposed to be a game. The goal is to destroy whoever's hurting you, to make sure they 
never do it again." 
 "If that were true," Clare said, a little annoyed at Jack, "then we'd all be wiped out in a few short months." 
 "Yeah, and the ones who followed the rules would go first." 
 "Now, now," Graveworthy murmured. Clare turned to him. 
 "Well, whose side would you be on?" she asked.  
 "I'm always on the side of Embabeh," Graveworthy said. "The little village the French overran. It was utterly 
destroyed, first by the French gunfire and then by the blast that flattened its buildings and burned its people alive. They 
never did anything to deserve that." 
 Clare felt a little ashamed, which was stupid; his answer was a complete excuse not to choose a side, but she 
couldn't quite summon up the gall to argue with him. 
 "When we studied it in school I asked why a loving Creator would allow such a thing to happen," he continued. 
"I'm sure I wasn't the first or the last, but nobody wanted to interpret the will of God as regards the Battle of the 
Pyramids. The man you met at the Temple, the Divine Father, was the only one who ever really gave me a satisfying 
answer." 
 "What did he say?" Jack said.  
 "He said that it had to happen once, so that it would never happen again. Still…the battle was nearly a hundred 
years ago, and people are growing impatient. Greedy for land and wealth – which, in the end, add up to power. 
Someday – maybe in our lifetimes – some upstart will begin training a Creationist army in secret, and word will get out, 
and every other country will follow, and perhaps jump ahead a little just to be sure they aren't attacked first. And when 
that day comes, if nobody shows any restraint, we'll all meet the Creator rather sooner than we expected." 
 "How do we stop it?" Jack asked, ever practical.  
 "We don't, at least not directly. It's a matter for the schools and the Church." 
 "To teach self-control?" Clare asked. 
 "No. There are two kinds of war – wars of need and wars of greed. Wars of need are solved with a little 
compassion, with rational thought; wars of greed are harder. The Church has to teach that violence is abhorrent. The 
schools teach…well, good manners, and mercy. And they nourish the great thinkers of our age, so that they can solve 
the problem of how to prevent stupid people from getting the upper hand." 
 "And the writers slip it into their stories?" Clare asked. He smiled. 
 "Yes, that too. And," he added, "I believe it's your shift, which means I am for bed. Turn southeast when you see 
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water again; follow the coast and wake me before we pass out into open water. From there we're bound for India." 
 Jack unbuckled himself from the pilot's seat and changed places with her, disappearing to the bow to dig out some 
food and do his usual check of the ship. Clare buckled the harness around her body and looked at the dials; it took her a 
few minutes of blank staring to force the numbers to make sense again. Below her, Graveworthy slept in his bunk, 
probably entirely untouched by the story he'd told. 
 
 

Excerpt from undated letter 
Ellis Graveworthy to Gregory Anderson 

 
This undated letter is cautiously attributed to Graveworthy's youth; posted from Italy, it bears a more flourishing hand than his later, more 
economical script. The original may be found in the collected letters of Gregory Anderson, British Library. 
 
 As you are aware, Gregory, the texts that make these claims are not generally associated with orthodox Creationist 
doctrine but they are interesting nonetheless. Imagine, please, and try not to feel as though the heretic is corrupting your 
innocent purity, the idea that William LaRoche was not only a preacher of skill, a savvy tactician, and a wise legislator, but also 
that rarest of beings, even among Creationists, known as a Stormpirate. I suppose in his case it would more properly be called a 
Stormpreacher. 
 How you can be so almighty ignorant of history is beyond me, but I suppose you got some pretty young thing to write 
your history papers for you. Listen, then, my lad, to the story of the man to whom you owe so much. In the days before 
LaRoche, Creationists were drowned at birth or hanged as witches, and as it seems to pass from parent to child you can imagine 
that there were far fewer of them back then. Naturally, if you were to discover your skill when you were old enough to know to 
hide it, you might take to the sea.  
 Sailors must be broad-minded folk, having a large experience of the world. I've been speaking with many of them, here 
and in Greece. I get lonely in the evenings, but it's really only then, and I've found that if I seek out a few friendly tars and share 
some tobacco they're very obliging with their stories. I don't suppose you've heard much about Stormpirates, but I've heard an 
earful. 
 LaRoche himself said that to Create something living is to cause its eventual death, which is a sin. He doesn't say textually 
whether he considers clouds and wind to be alive, but I don't think it matters much as not many people have the skill of 
Creating a storm cloud or calling a wind up out of the unmoving air. What if he couldn't really speak to it, couldn't be seen to 
pay too much attention to it, because he could do it? He was a seafaring sort of man and he did make it north from Spain and 
then west to the New World with more speed than you'd expect in those days.  
 By the very definition, a Stormpirate is someone who Creates a storm and sails right into the heart of it to take advantage 
of helpless ships. I've spoken with sailors who swear that they've fallen prey to them; they say that seeing a stormhead bear 
down on you in becalmed waters is a sight you don't forget, and the thunder mingling with the cannon-fire gives a man reason 
to wake sweating in the middle of the night. There are stories of children who show some affinity for storm Creation being 
abducted by pirates and made to serve them, little better than prisoners because they happen to have a rare skill.   
 People have written, and in more than one account, that when William LaRoche spoke it was like the wrath and beauty of 
a storm at sea. What if they meant it literally? Can't you picture this wild-haired young man at the bow of a ship, idly sending 
clouds scudding off in the distance with his fingertips? That night he left Cape Finisterre, did he make sure the wind blew up 
behind him to beach the rest of the men giving chase, so that only his leaky little dinghy would make it across? And if he did, 
was he too ashamed of being associated with the Stormpirates to write of it? 
 The Italians have a charming saying that translates rather well; "If it isn't true, then it's still a good story". I think perhaps 
when I'm more seasoned I shall write a novel about a Stormpirate. It's a meditative sort of idea, the one I have, and it won't do 
for me now. When I'm aged and sedate and feel as if tackling the Creationist doctrines would be seen as some harmless old 
man's nattering, I'll turn up my sleeves and give it a go.  
 I'm afraid I've burned a lot of oil just to fill your eyes with nothing of importance, but I remain in Italy a while longer and 
will hopefully have more interesting events to report before the year is out. Much of it makes me uneasy, but I shan't abandon 
ship just yet. I miss your company; write and tell me how you're faring in your own particular predicament.  
 
 Sincerely, 
  E. Graveworthy 
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ELEVEN 

 
 From the start, Jack had been against going across open water if it could be avoided; they had rarely lost sight of 
some coast or other until they left Ethiopia behind and struck out for India. If they clung to the coast at that point 
they'd be backtracking, and sooner or later they'd have to cross coastless water to get to Australia. So, though he fought 
against it at first, in the end he reluctantly agreed that flying from the African coast to the southern tip of India would 
be good practice.  
 Nothing mechanical had yet gone wrong, aside from the occasional stall on the propellers, easily fixed by closing 
them off from the engine and restarting after a few minutes. Jack thought it was probably a lubrication issue, and 
managed to distract himself for nearly an entire afternoon, designing a controlled-flow lubrication delivery system to 
solve the problem. They had already sighted the dim coast of India in the distance when the trouble finally hit, and it 
was not at all what he expected. 
 Jack took the early-morning shifts most of the time, so that Clare could navigate in the daylight and Graveworthy 
could set a course by the stars when he piloted at night. Jack suspected that his own vaguely inept directional sense 
would have put them badly off-course if Graveworthy hadn't gently corrected them night by night. Jack had little head 
for navigation. After all, trains ran on rails.  
 At any rate, Jack felt most able to sleep when he knew Graveworthy was piloting, because he knew they wouldn't 
stray off course. Which was why, when he felt Graveworthy shake him awake long before dawn, he didn't immediately 
realize anything was wrong. 
 "Why aren't you piloting?" he asked, propping himself on his elbows and looking around blearily for his shirt. 
 "There's a storm," Graveworthy said. His pale, frightened face combined with the urgency in his voice woke Jack 
far more sharply than the shaking had. 
 "Can we go around it?" he asked. "What's the time?" 
 "I make it near midnight. You'd better come and see." 
 Jack stumbled out, following the older man to the rail. Clare, buckling the belt on her trousers, appeared from the 
bow. 
 "What's going on? I thought I heard thunder," she said sleepily. Graveworthy pointed, and both followed his gaze. 
Jack swore when he saw it; Clare gasped and clapped her hands to her mouth.  
 Before them lay the edge of a stormhead, illuminated with lightning and shifting tumultuously with the furious 
winds, moving east. Even following the storm as they were, Jack felt the temperature dropping. Below, however, it was 
worse; a large sailing ship was adrift and all but unmasted in the storm, battered by the waves. And bearing down on it 
was –  
 Jack stared at the wooden three-master that was approaching the other ship, slicing through the water as if it were 
impervious to the tempest around it, every plank and rope alight with ghastly green flame that flickered across the 
rigging and danced in the sails.  
 "Stormpirates," he breathed. "Look how the storm runs on either side of them. They're completely untouched." 
 "They aren't," Clare said, nodding at the crippled target of the eerie pirate ship. "Nor are they," she added, pointing 
suddenly in another direction. A big man'o'war, flying British colors, was turning into the storm, but their progress was 
slow – the winds buffeted them the wrong way, and even riding low in the water from the weight of their cannons 
wasn't helping them keep on a steady course.  
 "They'll never make it in time," Graveworthy murmured, eyes darting back and forth between the battered ship 
and the man'o'war.  
 "Can't we help them?" Clare asked. Graveworthy's fingers clenched the wooden rail.  
 "I don't know what we would do," he muttered, as a burst of cannon-fire informed the pirates that their prey was 
not yet defeated entirely. "It's not as if we have cannons, and…" He laughed mirthlessly. "A boarding party is right 
out." 
 "Well, technically, cannons…" Jack said slowly, turning to look at the steam engine. His mind still felt fuzzy from 
sleep, but he had the beginnings of an idea. "It's not gunpowder, but the steam vents on either side of the hull could be 
loaded." 
 Graveworthy and Clare both turned slowly to look at him. 
 "If we load the vents and close them we could get a lot of pressure going. Open the vents and whatever's inside 
would grapeshot the target. And," Jack continued, considering the matter as if it were a theoretical question from a 
university course, "since we're overhead, we can hit them from above. Won't do any damage really, but it should scare 
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the hell out of them. Might buy the other ship some time." 
 "One bullet and the balloon fails," Graveworthy said. "I can't risk the airship – " 
 "I wouldn't worry. Our range is infinite. Theirs isn't very high." 
 "What's that supposed to mean?" Clare asked, following him as he began to hurl coal into the boiler. 
 "Gravity's on our side," Jack said with a wicked grin. "You'd better pilot. Take us as close as you can but keep the 
balloon level with the bottom of the clouds. Graveworthy!" 
 "Jack, I really don't think we should – " 
 "If that were true you wouldn't have woken me. That's a British ship they're attacking, isn't it?" Jack asked. He 
offered Graveworthy the shovel. 
 Graveworthy looked at the ships, now nearly locked side by side, and then back at Jack. Far below, the Union Jack 
fluttered on the one remaining mast of the damaged ship. 
 He took the shovel. Jack grinned. 
 "Steady, Clare!" he shouted, fetching the chamber pot from the bow. As always, Clare was fastidious; she'd 
scrubbed it clean, for which he was more than a little grateful. 
 "Get some of the hot coal in here," he said to Graveworthy. 
 "What are you doing?" 
 "Loading the cannons!" Jack replied, tying a length of rope around his chest. He left enough to tie the bucket to 
and threw the other end over the railing, letting it hang free. He grabbed a plate left over from dinner for a scoop, and 
as an afterthought the fragmented wooden remains of a former food crate. 
 "Jack, what are you – JACK!" Graveworthy called, as Jack steadied the rope and went over the rail with the 
bucket, lowering himself down carefully.  
 When he was level with the open steam vent he hooked the loose rope around his arm to free his hands and began 
stuffing wood into the vent chamber, glad now that he'd fitted locking covers on the vents. The heat made him dizzy, 
both the coals and the steam, but not as dizzy as the height at which he hung over open water. He scooped a healthy 
portion of coal in behind the wood, closed the cover, locked it, and tied a piece of twine to the bolt. He twisted to look 
below, unable to resist, and saw with the clarity of adrenaline that the pirate ship flew a large black flag with a white 
skull on it, grinning above two vivid green swords. He hurried to pull himself up again.  
 "Don't just stand there," he ordered as reached the rail. "More coal!" 
 Graveworthy gaped at him. "What – " 
 "I'm going over the other side too. Clare, when we're in range, pull our port to their starboard and yank hard on 
this," he said, throwing her the twine. She caught it and saluted, not even flinching as he re-hung the rope on the other 
rail and began lowering himself. He saw her turn off the steam safety valves before the side of the ship filled his vision. 
He began to load and scoop again, tightening the rope around his arm when it threatened to fall free.  
 He was almost done when the airship veered sharply and began to drop. He shut the vent and edged away, 
waiting. Below him, the green flames were frighteningly close.  
 "UP!" he shouted. He noted with irony that several faces below, on the deck of the pirate ship, looked up. Then 
the airship jerked again and Jack saw a horrifying ball of flying, flaming wood and coals gout forth onto the decks from 
the other side of the airship. 
 He looked at the latch nearby. It was beginning to glow with heat. Very carefully, edging away as far as he could, 
he reached out with one last stick of wood and raised the bolt. 
 Debris spewed out and one of the glowing sails below caught fire, orange fire this time, real fire. Jack found it 
oddly easy to pull himself up again, much easier than last time –  
 Until he got over the rail and found himself trapped there, pinned by some weight on the loose end of the rope 
dangling below. 
 "The storm's clearing!" Clare shouted, frantically opening the helium valve and raising them at an alarming rate. 
"They're opening their sail – " 
 "Reinforcements are arriving," Graveworthy called, pointing to the warship, now bearing down at high speed. 
"Clare!" 
 "Doing my best!" Clare said, giving the propellers full throttle and steering them south down the coast, away from 
the ships in the dark.  
 Jack, worried, leaned over the railing he was trapped against. Far below, something was tangled in the rope. No, 
not something; someone, clinging to the end for dear life. 
 "Boarding party," he said, trying hard not to laugh hysterically.  
 "What?" Clare asked. 
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 "Someone's on the rope," Jack said stupidly. Below, a white flicker glittered in the darkness. Whoever it was must 
have jumped to the rope from the rigging of the ship. "I think it's a pirate." 
 "PULL UP!" the dark figure yelled. The voice was young and female, and not a little bit panicked. "I 
SURRENDER! PULL UP!" 
 Graveworthy's hands grasped the rope still tied to Jack's chest and he began to pull, Jack confusedly taking up the 
slack behind him. The rope creaked over the wood until a brown, callused hand appeared and groped for purchase. Jack 
grabbed the hand and leaned back; over the rail came a woman with a white handkerchief clenched between her teeth. 
She tumbled to the ground, picked herself up, took the handkerchief out of her mouth, and braced herself against the 
railing.  
 Jack heard a click. To his left, Graveworthy was holding a revolver at arm's length. He didn't even know a revolver 
had been brought on board. First buckets, now guns… 
 "Ellis! Put that down!" Clare said, leaping down from the pilot's chair. She strode purposefully between the gun 
and the woman, putting her hands on her hips.  
 "Clare – " Jack started to pull her away, but she shook him off. 
 "Who the hell do you think you are?" she demanded. 
 "An agent of Her Majesty's government, authorized to defend the crown and its protectorates," Ellis retorted. 
"She's not a guest, Clare, she's a captive." 
 "I surrender!" the woman repeated.  
 "She's a person, and you're a bully," Clare said. "Put the gun away!" 
 "Hey!" Jack said, and all three of them looked at him. "Nobody's piloting. Give me the gun and go pilot, 
Graveworthy. Clare, tie her up." 
 "Listen to him," the woman said, and he heard a trace of an unidentifiable accent in her voice. "I am the 
surrendered captive! You cannot shoot me! Captain says cannot!" 
 She pointed to Jack, which shocked him as much as anyone. There was a tense moment of silence, and then 
Graveworthy leaned the hammer forward and held the revolver out butt-first to Jack. With an odd look at Clare, he 
brushed past them and took the pilot's seat. The woman offered her wrists placidly to Clare, who looked annoyed.  
 "Sit," she said, pointing to an upturned crate. The woman sat. Clare sat next to her and picked up a nearby plate, 
offering her half a sausage left over from dinner. She took it cautiously and chewed.  
 She didn't look any older than they were, he thought. She wore heavy brown trousers and a dark, rough 
workman's shirt under a thick striped vest, all of it just a little too large for her body. Her skin was deep brown and her 
forearms, visible beneath the rolled sleeves of the shirt, were marred here and there by small dark scars. She had a gold 
stud in one ear, and thick black hair tied back with a strip of red cloth. Her large brown eyes watched them with keen, 
wary intelligence.  
 Jack couldn't think of anything to say, so he said the first thing that came to mind. "Sorry about the flaming coals." 
 Clare shot him an annoyed look and shook her head. "What's your name?" she asked. 
 "Purva," she said. "Purva De La Fitte, second-mate aboard the Queen Jacqueline. You are American?" 
 "Yes – I'm Clare Fields, this is Jack Baker," Clare said.  
 "Ah. Captain Baker. Your rank, please?" she asked, turning to Clare. 
 "We don't really have ranks," Clare said. 
 "But he – " she pointed up at Graveworthy, in the pilot's chair, "is the pilot…you are his wife?" 
 Jack snorted. "Not hardly, Miss Fitte." 
 "De la Fitte, Captain, sir," she corrected.   
 "I'm not the Captain!"  
 "The man piloting is Mr. Graveworthy," Clare said. "How old are you?" 
 De La Fitte frowned. "I do not know in English well. Ten and ten and – one or two? What sort of ship is this? I 
have never seen its belike." 
 "It's an Airship," Jack said proudly. "The only one of its kind in the world." 
 "And the cannons? The crew is below? You have a steam engine?" she asked. "I have seen this on the big ships, 
but that is not plunder for ships with masts." 
 "We don't really have cannons," Jack said, feeling a little foolish now. "What you see is what there is. We're not a 
warship." 
 De la Fitte seemed to be considering this. 
 "I thought you were pirates also," she said. "You fly no flag…" 
 "Pirates!" Clare said. "We're…explorers." 
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 "Poor pickings, explorer ships. Just dried animals and the scientists," de la Fitte said with a sniff. "My mother – 
she was captain – she said, we must not attack explorers or the immigrant ships, they are too poor." 
 "Your ship's probably been taken by now," Jack said. He felt an odd remorse; when the pirates were attacking, he 
had only seen a shipful of people who ought to be stopped. With a man'o'war nearby, however, it meant that the pirates 
would be in custody – and sentenced. 
 "Yes," de la Fitte said, as if she were reading his thoughts. "Captain probably be hanged." 
 "But you said that's your mother!" 
 "Oh! No, my mother died – some time ago. I do not like the new captain; we never ran a storm before him. Makes 
easy, too easy. No fighting chance. No, he will be hanged or shot and also the rest, mm, prison. They may spare our 
storm-maker. He was very young." 
 Jack looked past the seated women to see Graveworthy descending from the pilot's chair, the steering yoke 
strapped in place and the propellers at half-power. De la Fitte turned and stared insolently at him. 
 "Course is set; we're south-southeast until we pass into the Indian Ocean," he said. "Baker, you are going to be the 
death of me." 
 "Me? What'd I do?" Jack asked, annoyed. 
 "Oh, I don't know, you led the charge against a pirate vessel and took a prisoner that we now have to feed or 
throw overboard or something," Graveworthy replied.  
 "Does he always talk to the Captain that way?" Jack heard de la Fitte whisper to Clare. "He should be whipped!" 
 "We have enough food to spare and we'd have had to take on provisions for the return journey when we landed 
anyway," Jack said. "What did you want me to do, let her dangle there till she dropped? You're the one who pulled her 
up." 
 "We can't very well take her with us," Graveworthy said. "We'll have to – we'll have to land somewhere and let her 
off." 
 "Where are you bound?" de la Fitte asked. 
 "That's not important," Graveworthy replied. "What's your name?" 
 "Purva de la Fitte, second mate, Queen Jacqueline," she replied with a sullen look. 
 "Does the Queen Jacqueline sail alone?" 
 "Yes. We fly Baratarian colors." 
 "Bara – but that's in America!" Clare said. "What are you doing in the Arabian Sea?" 
 "What are you doing in the Arabian sky?" de la Fitte asked. "Ships are for sailing. Not flying. We sail the Indian 
Ocean. I have been round the Cape!" 
 "Baratarian ships have a code," Graveworthy said. His voice was icy and hard; Jack hadn't encountered it before. 
"I'm not familiar with the details, but I believe prisoners are entitled rights and given restrictions." 
 "Is in French," de la Fitte said. 
 "Oui, je le parle," Graveworthy retorted, and she blinked.  
 They spoke back and forth in French for a few minutes; Jack didn't follow, but he saw that Clare caught a stray 
word here and there. It seemed to be a sort of negotiation, but the prisoner was the one laying out terms. Finally, 
Graveworthy nodded. The woman rose quietly and walked to the bow, ducking behind the curtain Clare had rigged for 
her sleeping quarters.  
 "That's my bed!" Clare said. 
 "It's only for one night. Come to the pilot's chair, where she can't listen." 
 "Are you going to shoot her?" Jack asked, holding up the revolver. 
 "Not anymore." 
 Jack passed the gun back to him, and watched as he stowed it between coat and shirt. Graveworthy climbed the 
steps and eased himself back into the pilot's chair, buckling the harness out of habit while Jack and Clare sat on the 
steps.  
 "Baratarian code isn't well-known to sailors in any waters, let alone this far from America," Graveworthy said, 
checking the dials. "They aren't required to explain it unless asked; it gives them a loophole for all kinds of nasty 
business, but I think Miss de la Fitte and I have reached an understanding. She's clever, and someone's educated her 
well enough." 
 "What kind of code?" Jack asked. 
 "Prisoners are entitled to adequate food, water, and bedding. If these aren't provided, they consider themselves 
hostile captives. Destruction of ship's property, murder, mutiny, looting, rape – all permissible as hostile captives under 
the code," Graveworthy said. Clare glanced at the bow of the ship; Jack put an arm around her shoulders. "However, if 
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they're treated with civility they're required to answer any questions not pertaining to fellow ships or comrades, and 
while they are permitted to attempt escape it must not be violent. So in this at least we're protected; she won't blow up 
the boiler or shoot any of us in our sleep. You might think she's defenseless, Jack, but I promise you she wouldn't think 
twice about putting a bullet in your head if she thought it would get her back to her crew." 
 "Her crew's probably in irons on an English ship," Clare pointed out. 
 "Yes, and probably being maltreated, by their lights, enough to justify armed uprising if they can manage it." 
 "What do we do with her?" Jack asked. 
 "Well, we won't leave Indian waters until tomorrow or the day after. We might put down somewhere over land 
and let her off, or there are a few islands near Australia that might do. We can't land unless we're sure we can lift off 
again, and we can't be seen. I intend to sleep on the matter, once my shift is done." 
 "Where am I supposed to sleep?" Clare asked.  
 "You're not, Miss Fields. When I go off shift you can wake her; you and I will sleep and Jack will pilot. She can 
entertain herself, I've no doubt. Jack, you had better snatch what sleep you can." 
 Jack glanced at Clare questioningly, but she shrugged and nodded. He didn't hear either of them speak much as he 
stripped off his shirt and prepared for bed below the pilot's platform; even though he lay awake a while, trying to calm 
his mind, he only heard the whirr of the propellers, the hiss of steam from the engine, and the creaking of the ship as it 
sailed through the air. 
 
 
 
 "Do you know what I can't believe?" Clare asked. 
 Ellis viewed this as an incredibly dangerous question.  
 It was not a question that was ever asked in innocence, and it usually meant that whoever was asking it was going 
to make a point. Probably a very sharp point. And it was another two or three hours before he could pass the pilot's 
chair off to Jack and go to bed, so he was trapped.  
 "What's that?" he asked. 
 "I can't believe you almost shot de la Fitte and then gave her my bed. I mean, one or the other I could understand, 
but both seems to indicate some kind of mental instability on your part." 
 "Miss Fields, we're flying through the air in a boat with an engineer asleep below my feet and a pirate asleep 
amongst the food supplies. If, in the face of these facts, what you find unbelievable is something so utterly banal as a 
change of heart, I'm not certain I'm the mentally unstable one." 
 "I don't think it was a change of heart at all," Clare said, leaning back on her elbows on the top step.  
 "Well, you're right. If I didn't give her a bed for the night she'd have got up to all sorts of mischief. Tomorrow 
we'll lay down a pallet for her near the steam engine, once we find something decent to use as a mattress. I haven't ruled 
out the idea of landing and leaving her somewhere remote." 
 "We're so close to Australia, though. Seems a shame to waste half a day going inland to find someplace where 
nobody's going to notice that a flying boat is landing. What are we going to do when we land in Australia, anyway?" 
 He frowned, sitting back. "I have certain orders and a little intelligence on the matter. There are plenty of coves 
around Port Darwin where we can put the ship down. I'm to investigate the situation at Darwin, and from there I 
thought probably sneak aboard a train for Brisbane. In Brisbane I'll have business to attend to, but you and Jack are free 
to go hunting for your family if you like." 
 "Without you?" she asked. 
 "Indeed, if you manage to pass for Australian well enough. You're doing all right with the dialect, so it shouldn't 
be a problem. You sound like quite the native already." 
 "I am a native," she said, as if Ellis ever forgot it. 
 "With an American accent. Will you be all right?" he asked. "Speaking that way again, hearing that accent again?" 
 "Of course," she said scornfully. "I didn't come this far to let that scare me away." 
 They were silent for a while, until she spoke again. 
 "When you came to Jack with this idea that had already nearly gotten him killed, I didn't like you much," she said. 
"But I still respected your abilities. You're a different kind of person than anyone Jack or I ever knew." 
 "Thank you, I think." 
 "I hope you remember that not everyone can think like you or be like you, that's all," she said.  
 "I never forget it," he replied, with a bitterness he hadn't meant to show. 
 "I just mean that not everyone's cut out for your job. Jack wants to please you, but he's not a spy or a…" 
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 "Liar?" he asked lightly. 
 "Maybe. I mean, he's definitely not. Whether you are, I couldn't say." 
 He adjusted the power to the propellers slightly before he spoke again. "Well, of course I am a liar in the general 
sense. I lie for my living. Both my livings. Are you that worried about Jack?" 
 "No," she said reluctantly. "I'm that worried about me." 
 He smiled. "I doubt you need worry. You're smarter than Jack when it comes to people, and you never forget 
yourself. Well, nearly never." 
 She turned to look at him again, an odd worry in her face.  
 "You called me Ellis tonight," he said, carefully studying the dials. "I'm not certain the last time a woman under 
the age of thirty called me by my first name. I know you never have." 
 "Did you mind?" 
 "I think we needn't stand on formality in our little craft. I just found it…peculiar, that's all. Given the 
circumstances, it wasn't unnatural."  
 "You mean me scolding like a fishwife," she said with a smile.  
 "Oh, that was far better than your average fishwife." 
 Clare laughed, which was what he'd been angling for. They flew on in comfortable silence, the coast of India 
passing slowly, the water below calm.  
 "Would you mind if I called you Ellis?" she asked. 
 "It's less of a mouthful." 
 "Well, I mean. Will you call me Clare, in that case?" 
 "If you like."  
 "You're a Creationist, aren't you?" she asked.  
 The observation brushed him back, and he hesitated before speaking. Her eyes were still amused, but her face was 
serious. 
 "How did you know?" he asked. 
 "You know too much about the theology to be a casual observer. And I was thinking, someone said you did go to 
Cambridge but you left without a degree. Mr. Anderson told me, I think." 
 "I trained as a Creator, for a while. I never took my license." 
 "Why not?" 
 "An easy question, a complicated answer."  
 "That's not an answer at all." 
 He fussed with the helium tank for a moment, to give himself time to think. He didn't want to confess his entire 
youth to this young woman, someone who'd left her Trade School and her own life to come with him to Australia. 
 "No doubt you've studied the Mystical Writings," he said. "How well do you remember the passages on the Cycle 
of Everlasting Imperfection?" 
 "Men and women exist and die because they are born in mortal conception," Clare recited. "We cannot create but we fail, to teach us 
humility and grace. What we create dies inevitably, but the world continues because That which made the world whispered a secret word to 
hold the center forever. The world is unending for ever and ever – " 
 "And mortal men die," he chimed in. "The natural world exists as proof of the Creator's divinity, because it is 
unending. And men are reborn because they cannot hold their center, but the Creator decrees that Its creations shall never end. I used to 
make up stories about a man who could remember being reborn. I understand the laws against Creating living things, 
but when I write I do make things live. The people in my stories are alive to me. I felt that I couldn't reconcile my own 
form of Creationism with the Creationism I was taught in school." 
 "I've never seen you Create anything," Clare said. 
 "No, and you probably never will. I stopped, years ago; I can hardly make anything anymore. When we land in 
Australia, I imagine that'll be the end of it for good." 
 "You're not worried it might kill you?" 
 "Are you worried it might kill Jack?" he asked. She pressed her lips together tightly. "Jack can't even make fire 
anymore, can he? Don't worry about the two of us. From the stories, those Creationists who died perished from the 
shock of losing something very precious to them. Those who survived did so because Creation wasn't their whole 
identity. It might not be pleasant, but I don't think I'll be hurt, nor Jack." He cocked his head at her. "And you're 
immune, naturally. One of the reasons Anderson was tapped – one of many – was that he would be useful to me as a 
Creationist." 
 "Will I?" 
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 "You mean will I make use of you?" Ellis shrugged. "That's up to you, in part. I won't ask you to do anything you 
wouldn't want to. I can survive without it." 
 Clare stood up from the step and walked to the edge of the ship, behind the pilot's seat. After a while, she 
returned to stand near the steam levers, one hand resting on the locked left-propeller control.  
 "Why would you go to Australia? There must be other people they could send," she said. "You don't have family 
there or any connection with it, except through Anderson, and you don't seem like the kind of man to follow when you 
could lead." 
 He smiled without looking at her. "For the same reason Baker took up the challenge, Clare. Because it's an 
adventure." 
 
 
 
 The next day, at a decent hour sometime not long after noon, they convened a council to decide what was to be 
done with Purva de la Fitte: pirate, stowaway, and boarding party of one. The coast of India still spooled away to their 
left, but the course was steady enough that Clare could set it, strap up the yoke, and come down to the midships deck to 
take part in the discussion. She hadn't slept well; with only Jack and de la Fitte awake, she'd been anxious about Jack 
being attacked no matter what Graveworthy – Ellis – said of the Baratarian code of ethics.  
 "I suppose we shall have to discover how loyal she is to Barataria," Ellis mused. Nearby, de la Fitte stood on the 
rail and held onto one of the guide-ropes, ship-spotting at distance with a spyglass.  
 "Why?" Jack asked. 
 "Well, our options are limited, aren't they? We've either got to sail inland before we leave India and set her down 
in some field somewhere, or we've got to take her with us. If she's loyal to Barataria, which has strong connections to 
France and America, she's a risk in Australia. She's a risk anyway, but I'm disinclined to abandon her." 
 "Can't we ask her?" Clare asked. "She might want to come along." 
 "What she wants is immaterial. I've already risked the airship once. I can't endanger the mission just to satisfy the 
curiosity of a pirate." 
 "I spoke a bit with her last night," Jack said. "Her English isn't great but she knows a little about wind currents and 
she catches on quick to the mechanical side." 
 Clare looked at Jack. She saw Ellis doing the same; he was probably thinking – well, a more profane version of her 
own thoughts, which were that Jack needed to stop assuming that everyone he met either wanted to know or ought to 
know how to operate a steam engine. 
 "What?" Jack asked, looking confused. "I think we could use her, if for nothing else than to help us navigate. She 
knows the southern hemisphere, and she hasn't got anything to go back to really. Especially now that her ship's been 
taken." 
 "It'd save us a trip inland," Clare ventured. Ellis watched de la Fitte on the rail, swaying with the natural motion of 
the airship.  
 "De la Fitte!" he called. She turned, dropping lightly to the deck. "Come here, if you please." 
 "I do not report to pilots," she said, thrusting her nose in the air. 
 "She thinks I'm Captain, and Clare's first-mate," Jack said under his breath. "De la Fitte, you heard Graveworthy." 
 De la Fitte approached but didn't sit, hovering just to the left and forcing Ellis to turn his head and tilt his body to 
address her.  
 "While it may not be obvious at first," he said, turning slightly, "we sail under English colors. We are not a raiding 
ship or a vessel of leisure. Our mission is one of diplomacy, in which there is little room for…eccentricity. It is our 
decision whether to put you off before we leave India or bring you along as navigator." 
 "Where do you travel?" 
 "Never mind for now. What I – what the Captain requests," Ellis said carefully, and Clare grinned, "is that you 
answer me honestly." 
 De la Fitte glanced at Jack, who nodded. She returned her attention to Ellis. 
 "You say your mother was captain of the Queen Jacqueline. She's dead now?" 
 "Oui. First mate took the ship. I do not like him so well. She is dead maybe a half year?" 
 "And your father?" 
 "He was a Hindu," she answered. "This is what I am told. My mother came from Barataria to here to make her 
fortune." 
 "Why?" Ellis asked.  
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 "Oh, Grandfather had so many children. America is not so rich. My mother and also an uncle and also another 
uncle came East to leave America to the others." 
 "So you were born on a pirate ship?" Clare asked. 
 "Oui," Purva said complacently. "My grandfather, he was King of Barataria." 
 "De la Fitte," Graveworthy muttered. "De Lafitte. Your grandfather is Jean Lafitte?" 
 "The Jean Lafitte?" Jack asked. De la Fitte smiled a superior little smile. Clare looked at Ellis, who seemed to be 
calculating something rapidly in his head. 
 "Plenty of women claim to be daughters of Jean Lafitte," he said suddenly. "Prove it." 
 "You question me?" de la Fitte demanded. 
 "It's a wise child who knows her own parents," Ellis said. Clare knit her brows. He might sometimes try to shoot 
people but he was rarely rude. 
 "You insult my mother, you – you pilot!" de la Fitte said angrily.  
 "Lafitte had a lot of women but he only married one," Ellis continued.  
 "Oui, my grand-mère!" 
 "I guess you'd have to cling to the idea that you're Lafitte's grand-daughter, not knowing who your father was – " 
 "My papers were left! You fired on my ship!" she said.  
 "That wouldn't stop Lafitte's grandspawn from proving it," Ellis said calmly.  
 De la Fitte started forward, turning sharply around and putting herself between Ellis and Jack. She opened her 
mouth to say something else and Clare caught a glimpse of pure, unbridled fierceness – this was not a child or a student 
like themselves. This was some strange woman, someone who had spent her entire life on board a ship and made her 
living from piracy. For a second Clare found herself oddly jealous of the static in the air between Ellis and this slim, 
French-speaking spitfire.  
 Then de la Fitte shut her mouth almost audibly. Her hand, which had been hooked in her waistband, moved as if 
of its own accord, falling to her side and forcibly relaxing. Clare could see the bulge of some object in her pocket, a 
squarish thing a little larger than a wallet. 
 "Is that a letter of marque you were reaching for?" Ellis asked.  
 "It is hereditary," she said.  
 "But not for the eyes of outsiders?" 
 "What do you give me in return?" 
 Ellis held out his hand and looked to Jack to back him up. Jack rubbed the back of his neck anxiously, but 
gestured for her to produce the letter. She handed it over reluctantly – a thin, worn leather case with a single sheet of 
paper inside. 
 "Hereditary Baratarian letter of marque," Ellis said. "Issued to the – aha, issue of Jean Lafitte. Doesn't do us much 
good, but I imagine the captain will miss it. Not that it would have stopped him being hanged." 
 "Mine by right," de la Fitte said.  
 "What does it mean?" Clare asked. 
 "The American government legitimized eight pirates as privateers from the Kingdom of Barataria," Ellis replied. 
"The children of Jean Lafitte, the man who helped them win the battle of New Orleans. Lafitte's offspring don't prey 
on American ships, and in return America doesn't bother the Kingdom. As historical documents, the letters of marque 
the eight privateers carry are invaluable. Only five remain intact; the others have been burned or presumed lost with the 
pirates who carried them. Imagine a half-Hindu grand-daughter of Jean Lafitte stormpirating around India," he 
breathed, sounding impressed. "Are your uncles still alive?" he asked de la Fitte. 
 "God knows," she answered indifferently. "Give me back the letter." 
 "Of course," Ellis said, passing it back. "Does God also know whether you or your uncles have ever got as far 
south as Singapore?" 
 "I have." 
 "What about Australia?" 
 De la Fitte spat. "I have sighted shore. No good. Too many guns." 
 "At Port Darwin?" Clare asked. 
 "Whatever port," de la Fitte said carelessly. "Many ships, lately. Cheap metal. We prefer gold." 
 "Here's what I'll give you in return, for your services as a navigator and for a look at that letter of marque. You will 
be the first Baratarian pirate to set foot in Australia. And if you'll do a bit of work for me, there's a pardon from the 
Queen and possibly a treaty with the Empire to be had for your country." 
 "I have never seen Barataria," she said, almost wistfully. 
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 "It's not far in an airship," Ellis replied. Clare saw the temptation dangling, and almost wanted to warn de la Fitte 
what it meant. "But it means accepting naval commission from the Queen." 
 "Under command of the English!" De la Fitte snorted dismissively.  
 "Think of it as hireling work while you're searching for a new berth," Ellis advised.  
 "Is this the wish of the Captain?" she demanded. 
 "More so than myself, Miss de la Fitte," Ellis said, gesturing at Jack. Jack nodded and smiled hesitantly. "You can 
be useful. Are you a Creationist?" 
 "I have not the skill. The curse of Lafittes. But – it is called the Dead Isle, is it not? Creationism – " 
 "Doesn't work there," Jack interrupted. "But that's why we have to know. You can get hurt if you land there as a 
Creationist." 
 Clare glanced sidelong at Ellis, but his face was carefully blank. 
 "Well, I am not," de la Fitte said. "So, it is decisioned. For navigation, land-privateerage, and able-handed 
assistance," she said, pronouncing assistance with a French lilt, "I am pardoned by Her Majesty Queen Victoria and 
promised parlay with English Empire and furthermore two shares of all lootage and plunder." 
 "We don't intend to do much plundering," Jack said drily. 
 "Two shares!" 
 "One share," Ellis said. "You aren't captain, de la Fitte." 
 "One and three quarters." 
 "One and a quarter." 
 "Done," she said triumphantly, teeth flashing white in a sharp grin.  
 "She earned less than that on her ship," Ellis said to Clare. "And, Miss de la Fitte, we must find you a place to 
bunk; you've had the first mate's cabin, but that can't continue. What do you say to a pallet amidships?" 
 "Non," she replied. "I will arrange. Have we rope and sacking?" 
 
 
 
 A few hours later, with dark settling on them, Jack stood on the deck and admired not only the industry and 
inventiveness of Purva de la Fitte, but her utter fearlessness as well. 
 "I should have thought of it," he said. "We could have saved at least twenty pounds of weight, using hammocks." 
 "You could not put me into one of those things for love or money," Graveworthy replied, gazing upwards at the 
hammock rigged and dangling from the belly of the balloon. It was just aft of the steam engine, and would catch all the 
heat without any of the unpleasant vapors.  
 "It's only a hammock," Jack said. "I'd do it for free." 
 "It's hanging off a silk balloon on an airship hundreds of feet in the air. I'd roll over and fall to my death," 
Graveworthy replied. 
 "You'd just hit the deck. Unless we swerved sharply, I guess," Jack mused. "It looks comfortable to me." 
 "Well, if you're going to swagger about it," Graveworthy said, and Jack saw his lips quirk. They'd learned to 
entertain each other in the long days aloft, and bets were one of the few pleasures that hadn't worn out yet. "Shall we 
lay something on it?" 
 "It'd just be taking your cash," Jack replied. "It's nothing but a short climb up a rope ladder." 
 "Then put up, Baker," Graveworthy taunted. 
 "Don't think I won't! What's the bet?" 
 "Two shifts steering." 
 "That's not safe," Jack said.  
 "Fine – loser foregoes sausages for a week. We're running low anyway," Graveworthy replied.  
 "Only because you practically live on them." 
 "Now you'd better go up or I'll have to thrash you." 
 "Children," Clare drawled, carrying a shovelful of coal past them for a fire. "Play nicely or Mama will throw you 
both overboard." 
 "Gentleman's bet, then," Graveworthy offered his hand. "Honor and glory." 
 "And sausages," Jack replied, shaking it and reaching for the rope ladder. "Miss de la Fitte!" 
 "Aye, Captain?" de la Fitte answered from the bow. 
 "Permission to inspect bedding?" 
 "Granted, Captain!" 
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 Jack gave Graveworthy a look that he hoped implied a captain's utter disdain, and began to climb. It hadn't looked 
like it was very high up when de la Fitte was hanging the rope-and-sacking hammock, but the rope seemed longer while 
he was climbing it. The ladder itself was better than Jack's attempt, though it galled him a little that a common pirate 
had managed more skillfully than a Harvard-educated engineer.  
 Truth be told, he felt less like an engineer and more like…well, like an air-man each day.  
 He reached about the midpoint of the rope ladder, and suddenly the rest of the climb seemed more precarious 
than he'd previously imagined. He swayed in the air, indecisive. 
 "Ready to come down?" Graveworthy called. "I'm going to enjoy your share of the sausages!" 
 "Never say die!" Jack called back, and began to climb again. The further up he got, the less steady the airship felt; it 
should be the reverse, but he swayed and seemed to tip precariously close to the edge.  
 "There's no dishonor in failure – oh wait! Yes there is!"  
 "Oh, Jack," Clare sighed, standing below him. "I thought you, at least, were an adult." 
 "He – what?" Graveworthy asked. "I happen to be twice your age, Clare." 
 "Fourteen years older. You're shy by six." 
 "Fifteen, you're shy of twenty." 
 "I'm not the one wagering breakfast on whether or not Jack has the guts to get into de la Fitte's hammock." 
 Jack wrapped one arm around the rope rung he held to, gazing down at the crew of his little craft. After all, why 
should this be frightening? A day or two before he'd been hanging off the edge of the ship in far less safety, loading coal 
into a steam vent. Then, though, anything had seemed possible; probably the situation. Certain death was far more 
motivation than certain lack of sausage.  
 He turned resolutely back to the ladder and began to climb again, carefully focusing not on the deck below or the 
looming horizon but on the multicolored hammock over his head. It tip-tilted a little as he tumbled into it, but once 
inside he could see the appeal; the fabric was raised up over his head, and all he could see was the belly of his helium 
balloon, which was as familiar to him as his own body. 
 "I FEEL LIKE HAVING A SAUSAGE," he shouted. "GRAVEWORTHY, CARE TO BRING ONE UP TO 
ME?" 
 Then the world spun crazily and he found himself clinging to one edge for dear life as he nearly fell over the side 
of the hammock that was being pulled this way and that by Graveworthy, who had the bottom of the rope-ladder. He 
swore and flipped over the edge, hooking his feet in the rungs and easing himself down once more. 
 "You," Jack said, dusting himself off, "are a bastard, Graveworthy." 
 "It's only that I've got to know you now, so I'm no longer on best behavior," Graveworthy replied, grinning.  
 "I'd hate to think what you're like when you really want to cause trouble," Clare said. 
 Jack, triumphantly anticipating Graveworthy's share of the sausages, smiled on the little band of air-travelers – 
Clare teasing Graveworthy, Graveworthy lounging against the rail, and de la Fitte seated on the steps watching them 
with a look of faint disapproval for the lowly pilot joking with the Captain and First Mate.  
 The next day they would leave India behind and strike across the open water for Australia, a point of no return. It 
wouldn't be a long voyage from there, not more than a few days, but the Dead Isle lay heavy on their minds like a 
shadow on the water, far below. 
 
 
 

TWELVE 
 
 The easy communal spirit of the airship was not what a seagoing woman was used to, which Jack came to 
understand quickly after de la Fitte arrived on board. Apparently a pirate ship was a sort of democratic dictatorship 
based upon skill: on the water, with the sword, and in politics. De la Fitte's first impression of them – Jack giving 
orders, Clare giving slightly less impressive orders, and Graveworthy being ordered about – established a hierarchy 
firmly in her mind. She fitted herself in just below Clare and above Graveworthy, which rankled the man who was 
patron of, and oldest crewman on, the airship. 
 Jack was put in the unfamiliar position of having to intercede between them and anticipate Graveworthy's requests 
so that he could give the command without de la Fitte harassing Graveworthy about it. He didn't mind, precisely, but he 
wasn't sure he did a very good job of it. 
 To distract them both, he began teaching de la Fitte how to pilot and, when she demanded to know, how the 
propellers and steam engine worked in more detail. He found her an apt pupil, though her spirit failed somewhat when 
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it came to the balloon. Without a lab to show her how it was made, Jack had difficulty explaining the concept of gases, 
and she seemed to prefer to believe it was an unfathomable mystery. Jack was baffled by such acceptance in the face of 
the unknown, but it was not his first experience with complacency and he contained it well. 
 They were aft at the pilot's chair that evening, Jack calibrating the helium dial (it tended to stick, harmless but 
annoying) and de la Fitte engaged in her favorite pastime of scanning the water below, when she spotted the ship on 
their starboard side. 
 "Do we steer away?" she asked, pointing it out. 
 "Probably not. What make is it?" he replied. 
 "Merchantman, armed, several cannon," she said, clinging to a rope with her elbow while she gazed through her 
spyglass, holding it steady with both hands. "More than I wish to raid. Cheap metal, bound for Dead Isle." 
 "You said that before. Why's so much metal going to Australia?" 
 "Midden dump?" she suggested. There was a cough from below, where Graveworthy was preparing to sleep.  
 "It sells dear for midden-fill," he said, emerging from their little bunk-house. "Australians pay better for scrap than 
any sensible person ought. Cheap scrap goes in and gold comes out, in small but very pure bricks." 
 "Shall we pass her?" de la Fitte asked. 
 "We will, rate we're going," Jack said. "Hang on," he added to Graveworthy. "Why would Australia pay so much 
for scrap?" 
 "It's less noticeable," Graveworthy answered. "It takes longer to track than an order of fresh, newly-made steel." 
 "But – " 
 "Why the need for so much metal?" He gave Jack a look. "Ponder it." 
 "Building – warships? Cannon?" Jack asked, horrified.  
 "Warships fitted with all the new technology they've developed to accommodate the fact that they don't have 
Creation," Graveworthy continued. "That's what the Empire thinks. The backfire, my dear boy, of exiling the cleverest 
criminals of the nation to one place and requiring them to use their ingenuity is that they will – and you can't control 
what they do with it. Why do you think the self-appointed local government finally closed its gates to new prisoners? 
Too much bloody competition. It was a masterstroke coup at the time." 
 "Is he speaking sense?" de la Fitte asked. "You talk too fast, pilot." 
 "Mostly," Jack said. He turned to Graveworthy. "Do you know about the Australian Local Government?" 
 "Quite a bit, gathered from here and there. Have you had any education about it?" 
 "Nothing more than what you pick up, I guess," Jack said.  
 "I suspect you pick up more, knowing Clare, than the average young man," Graveworthy answered.  
 "They be anti-pirate," de la Fitte said, still studying the ship below, watching the comings and goings of the sailors 
with her spyglass. "No letters of marque. Steamships only." 
 "Yes…lots of steamships," Graveworthy agreed. Jack watched de la Fitte cling precariously to the ropes. "From 
tomorrow on, I think we should increase the accent lessons. You're still a little rusty, Jack." 
 "It's not something I'm used to." 
 "I know. At any rate, Clare's doing well; she seems to  – " 
 " – remember things," Jack said, nodding. 
 "Indeed. As for Miss de la Fitte…well, we'll see what can be done." 
 De la Fitte gave him a look of pure disdain. He returned it, much to Jack's amusement.  
 "And for me, bed," Graveworthy concluded, returning to the bunkhouse. De la Fitte closed her spyglass and 
wandered along the rail until she reached the rail behind the pilot's chair.  
 "We travel very fast," she said to Jack. "Faster than a steamship." 
 "Well, we don't have to pass through the water," he replied. "And we can go over land just as easily. Someday – 
well, I think someday – the sky will be full of airships. They'll replace passenger ships at any rate." 
 "Non, I think not," she said, coming around the other side of the chair and leaning against the rail next to the 
steam controls. 
 "Oh?" 
 "Too many people afraid. If a ship sinks, there are boats. If an airship sinks…" She shrugged elegantly.  
 "But you're not afraid. You sleep in the hammock way up there." 
 "Is the best place. A life half-lived, not so much a life. I have read many books, and all say this is so." She looked 
wistfully up at the underbelly of the balloon. "We had a library on Queen Jacqueline. My mother, she said I must know 
things about the world." 
 "She must have been an extraordinary woman." 
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 "Our race – Baratarians, pirates – we make strong women. I think extraordinary is…" She pursed her lips. "I do 
not know how to say." 
 "Do you understand extraordinary?" Jack asked. She sniffed. 
 "Different. Not the same." 
 "Well, yes, sort of." 
 "It is like women," she said, "Who – we board a ship, oui? There are passengers, maybe guns, money, provisions." 
 "All right," Jack said, leaning back.  
 "Some women on these ships wear nice things, silks, gemstones, gold, silver. They cling to their men. Sometimes 
there are women not like this, but many are. The men, little better, they fear a sharp blade. Him," she said, tilting her 
head downward towards where Graveworthy (hopefully) slept. "He speaks like them but keeps a gun. You and First 
Mate, you are not like them. Your mother was a pirate, oui?" 
 Jack smiled. "Not that I know of. She was an engineer." 
 "Steam engines? She lived on the sea?" 
 "No. Trains – ever seen a steam train?" 
 "In books. Very plain. They always go straight ahead, straight ahead." She made the unmistakable shape of two 
railway tracks with her hands, pushing them forward. 
 "They have to, otherwise they'd crash," Jack said, striving to ignore the fallacy that trains couldn't go in curves. "I 
worked on trains, before…" Before Graveworthy. "…before I built this." 
 "Well, I do not like railings like trains. This does not need railings." 
 "No, that's true. You'll likely see trains in Australia, you know. Probably even ride a few." 
 "A great adventure." 
 "I guess so." He adjusted the helium slightly and tapped the gauge. "You must live a very free life." 
 "Me?" she laughed. "I am not who swoops out of the sky to rain fire on pirates!" 
 "Yeah, but before this I never did much. I mean I did a lot, but…I lived in a room at a university, and my whole 
world was in that little room. There was this world inside my head." 
 De la Fitte studied his head as if she could see through his skull to a little globe inside it somewhere.  
 "Then I came to England and I met some people who sort of seemed to…live in the same world I did – " 
 "The world in your head," she said skeptically. 
 "But out here, seeing all the countries and the people, seeing pirates and things I only ever saw in books or 
paintings or something, that's amazing. Don't you think it's amazing?" 
 "Extraordinary?" de la Fitte suggested. 
 "Yeah," Jack agreed.  
 "What was it like, where you lived?" 
 "I lived in Boston, until I went to university." 
 "Port Boston?" 
 Jack hesitated. "I guess you could call it that. On the American coast. Have you been there?" 
 "No. We had a bo'sun who was of Boston. Good man. And you build trains?" 
 "Repaired, mostly. That's what engineers do. In America, anyway." 
 "Not ships?" 
 "No, not ships. I was a student…" Jack checked the compass and adjusted his direction slightly. The coast seemed 
to be dwindling away to port, and he wanted to make sure he followed it. "I'd be doing my examinations now, if I 
weren't here.  Getting up in front of the class and answering questions. Instead I built an airship. I can't complain." 
 "And when examinations is done, you are an engineer?" 
 "No, I'd have another year before that'd happen. That's way more fun than examinations. Third year there's a lot 
of stuff you learn that's not about engines so much. There are initiations into clubs and secret rites and stuff." 
 De la Fitte's eyes widened slightly. "L'carbonari!" 
 "Huh?" Jack asked. 
 "Secret societies. A very bad business." 
 "Oh! No, it's not like that. They're harmless. They're just meant to, sort of, they pass on information. Being an 
engineer is special," he said. "It means you've earned something, you have an understanding that most people don't 
have. It's a way of being special." 
 "You make yourself special," she said, in a tone that was not entirely complimentary. 
 "Maybe, but it's not like you can buy yourself a degree. People have to earn it. You wouldn't let just anyone sail on 
your ship." He grinned. "You'd make a hell of an engineer, though." 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

119 

 "Trains," she sniffed. 
 "Trains are beautiful. They take people to places they've never been, faster than they could ever go themselves.  
Everyone who works on trains knows they have personalities, they're like people. They have their own mysteries." He 
leaned forward, resting his hands on the strapped-down steering yoke. "Like – what would you do if a train suddenly 
just disappeared from its track? One minute it's there and you know where it's going and how it's going to get there, and 
the next minute it's all fog and emptiness?" 
 De la Fitte leaned against the railing. "What mystery is this?" 
 "It's an old engineer's story," Jack said, somewhat pleased to have a captive audience. How hard could it be, after 
all?  Graveworthy did it all the time. 
 He didn't hear the slight creak under his feet, and the gaps in the wood were too narrow to show movement in the 
darkened cabin below.  
 
 
 

Author's afterword to The Ghost Engine 
Retold by Ellis Graveworthy 

Drawn from an account by Sir Jack Baker 
 
 I overheard this story – eavesdropped on it, really – one night off the coast of India. I was lying in the dark, preparing to 
sleep, and noted down the elements of the story without benefit of light to write by or very much ink in my pen. It was being 
told by an engineering student in the hushed sort of whisper that good ghost stories always inspire. Convincing him to allow 
me to publish it took ages, and I don't know that it ever sat right with the older generation of engineers, the fact that I had 
intruded into the Mysteries and committed one of them to paper. Still, I told the story with respect. And, after all, I only heard it 
in the first place because my young charge was trying to impress a woman with it. 
 It is brilliant in its simplicity, tumbled and smoothed by decades of telling; at heart it is nothing more than a perplexing 
puzzle over a train gone missing, disappeared off its tracks one foggy night in the middle of empty country. The pleasure is in 
the build and the epilogue – the mysterious goings-on beforehand, the ill engineer who would eventually disappear with the 
train, the engine troubles, the peculiar cargo, the unease of the conductor and driver. The frantic search, and the reports long 
after of drivers who would see a train coming towards them and brace for a collision only to find there is no other engine. The 
odd pieces of rusted iron discovered years later and quite too far from the track to mark a derailment.  
 I have perhaps embroidered on it here and there, but one can only adorn a masterwork so much. The credit for this gothic 
tale is owed not to me half so much as to the generations of men and women who conceived of it and perpetuated it – and, if it 
actually exists, to the original Train Ninety-Nine. It is perhaps a dream: to disappear with one's engine one night, and to go 
roving across the country without rails, the only restriction the engineer ever feels. It is a Flying Dutchman for the landbound. 
 I once asked Sir Jack, early in our acquaintance, if engineers had stories. He declined to answer at the time but I am sure 
that, if this harrowing little tale is any indication, there is a rich oral tradition rooted firmly in the minds of the outwardly 
sensible tribe who are dedicated to the life of the engine and the rail. 
 
 
 
 When India finally disappeared aft the next day, they celebrated the beginning of their journey over open water – 
which in the minds of the land-born trio was a great adventure. De la Fitte was less impressed; she'd spent her entire life 
in open water and had little fear of it, especially considering that they were, after all, in a boat.  
 Over the next few days, as the airship drifted towards Australia with no bearings but the stars to follow, Jack 
began to understand why Graveworthy had told so many stories and encouraged them to reciprocate in kind. Since 
leaving England they'd been studying the Australian accent, or at least what approximated it as provided by Anderson 
and a few other expats. Now, Graveworthy corrected them each time they slipped into their own dialect, including 
Purva; her English might not be the best, but he insisted that was no reason for her not to follow along. Jack found 
himself appealed to more than once for intervention, but he preferred to let them fight it out (so long as they were 
fighting it out in the proper accent).  
 It was difficult to apply the broad, lyrical Australian accent all the time; once it was decreed that they would speak 
nothing but dialect, he found it hard to remember when he was caught up in the moment or impatient with something 
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or someone. It was a new sensation, to fail at something that couldn't be fixed with a wrench, and it didn't sit well with 
him. 
 Clare, of course, took to it as if she were slipping back into old familiar clothing, and de la Fitte, insult on injury, 
learned quickly as well. Her turns of phrase were still a little peculiar and sometimes the more complex words eluded 
proper use, but she could have passed for a confused Australian where Jack would still have been arrested for a spy.  
 After a frustrating evening where he had been impatient with the speed (or rather lack) at which Graveworthy 
fixed dinner, he retreated to the extreme end of the bow, one of the few places in the little ship that anyone could gain 
any privacy now that they had a fourth passenger on board. Even then he could see Graveworthy steering and de la 
Fitte hanging off the ropes, elbow crooked around one in order to hold her steady as she scanned the horizon. The only 
perils they had to contend with now were the occasional shipping frigate and far-venturing fishermen, but she kept a 
scrupulous watch for both.  
 Jack spat into the water far below, losing sight of it long before it hit the waves. He was quite aware that his ill 
temper had to do with too much time cooped up on the airship without a workshop, combined with his anxiety about 
the landing in Australia. He simply didn't know what to do about it. Ignore it, he supposed, until they landed. Then 
there would no doubt be more than enough excitement to satisfy him. 
 And since when, he wondered, had excitement been what an engineering student buried in his studies on the 
closed Harvard campus craved?  
 De la Fitte skidded a little on the rail and tightened her arm against her body, securing her position. He saw 
Graveworthy glance at her to be sure she was okay and then turn back to his star-navigation. Perhaps he could rig some 
kind of rope harness that would let her stand hands-free on the rail, though if she slipped she'd overbalance that side of 
the balloon, and no harness he could make with rope would keep her really secure. It would be better if she could keep 
both hands firmly on the ropes. She couldn't hold a spyglass if she was holding the ropes, though.  
 He plucked idly at a metal strap holding one of the crates together. A strap on a spyglass would be inelegant, but 
maybe if you rebuilt the spyglass itself, you could make it a bit nicer to look at. 
 Jack glanced down at the bit of metal he was toying with, tugged on it gently, and then looked speculatively at de la 
Fitte. Well, the sign of a good ride-along was ingenuity, after all… 
 
 
 Jack had found something to occupy him, which was just as well, Ellis thought. He worked at it while they did 
their dialect lessons and seemed to absorb the accent better when his hands and conscious mind were otherwise 
occupied. Clare warned them not to ask what he was making, and he suspected Jack wouldn't have had much of a 
coherent answer anyway. To Ellis, it looked like nothing more than a confused jumble of metal rings with slots in them.  
 "Tell me what you know of Australia – the history of it," he said to the assembled company, one afternoon while 
Jack was piloting, Clare and de la Fitte sitting together on the steps below. 
 "James Cook," Jack said promptly. 
 "Coxson and Wright," Clare said at the same time. 
 "You see," Ellis said, addressing himself to de la Fitte, "the fundamental difference between the arts and sciences. 
Science recalls the facts, in order of importance; art tells the stories. Coxson and Wright were the first two men to die 
from the Dead Isle, when the East India Company's ship the Trial was wrecked off the western coast. And how do we 
know they were Creationists, Clare? This was fifty years before Father LaRoche was even born." 
 "It's not like people didn't know Creationism existed," Clare said, watching him as he paced the deck like any 
Cambridge don would. "They just called them witches instead of Creationists. Most ships brought a few witches on 
board, legally or not. Sailors thought it was good luck." 
 "Very good. So, on a voyage past the western coast of Australia, the Trial founders and breaks. The Captain strikes 
for land, where his witches – Creationists – are the first of several to die. All of these deaths are attributed to cholera, at 
first. Very well; who comes next?" 
 "Dampier," Clare said. 
 "When William LaRoche is only sixteen, and being imprisoned for blasphemy and heresy in Germany, Dampier's 
witch, Elizabeth – a servant, I believe, who also waited at table – dies when they go ashore from the beached Cygnet on 
the Northwest coast of Australia. Two years later the Roebuck founders near the coast and eight crewmen, including two 
Creationists, perish. A third Creationist survives – with terrible injuries and a permanent loss." 
 "His Creativity," Clare murmured. 
 "And one eye. Dampier's a clever sort; he looks over his notes when he gets back home and determines that the 
Dead Isle kills the witches it doesn't cripple. And now we come to Cook – tell us what you know, Jack." 
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 Jack looked like a rabbit pinned by a dog. "Um…James Cook," he said. De la Fitte giggled. 
 "Profound," Ellis drawled. "Step back a few years, in fact. All these discoveries are of little interest to the world – 
just some sailors and a few eccentric scientists. How do we ordinary people know of the Dead Isle?" 
 The others exchanged blank looks. Finally, de la Fitte hesitantly put up a hand. 
 "Yes?" 
 "There is a book," she said. "I read it, called that. The Dead Isle." 
 "Published in 1705 – Anderson owns a first-printing," Ellis said. "Take a point, de la Fitte!" 
 "Hm?" she said, curiously. 
 "It means you did well," Jack said. 
 "Of course I did." 
 "This book parodied LaRoche's journey to the Americas with his followers. It was part satire, part horror; 
LaRoche sails the wrong way and lands on the Dead Isle, after which most of his people lose their abilities." 
 "They turn cannibal, at the end," de la Fitte put in. 
 Clare looked annoyed at de la Fitte, probably because she was being shown up. Ellis smiled and continued. 
 "It sold out several runs and fired public imagination. When communication came back that LaRoche was not 
only still alive in America but that the colony thrived where the pilgrim Puritans had not, decades before – well, the 
book fell from favor. People started to flock to the Americas. Public opinion for Creationism turned. Though that's a 
lesson for some other time," he added. "People lost interest in Australia. Until," he held up a finger, "The Empire got 
restless and Cook was commissioned to do some exploring. New lands to conquer!" 
 "Cook saw Creationism, though, at least he said so," Clare put in. 
 "Dismissed as sensationalism for attention's sake, but take a point anyway," Ellis replied. "You'd better think hard, 
Jack, the women are beating you handily." 
 "Bet they can't fix a steam piston," Jack retorted. 
 "All right. So Cook lands, claims Australia for George the Third, fires public imagination over it once more, and 
then?" 
 "Transportation," Jack said eagerly. 
 "No." 
 "Damn it, Graveworthy!" 
 "Language, Mr. Baker! Next, William LaRoche returns to England and begins touring Europe." 
 "Like King Arthur," de la Fitte said unexpectedly. 
 "Yes, I suppose so. He's treated like a king, or – say a pope. He brought about a revolution that has meant safety 
for Creationists for decades. Peasants and children adore him, men and women of power compete to host him, kings 
and politicians ask his advice. What a thing it must have been to see him," Ellis said, sidetracked from the lesson. "A 
hundred years old, a lean small man in buckskin leggings and rough cotton shirts, no waistcoat, nothing at all to show 
his wealth and power, and the Lords of Parliament stood when he entered. It must have been absolutely extraordinary." 
 "I've got it!" Jack said, breaking the spell. "The Matra Proposition! They asked LaRoche what to do with 
Creationist criminals and he told them that – " 
 "New worlds build a man into a giant," Ellis quoted. "All right, Jack, have your point. LaRoche recommended 
transportation to the Dead Isle where imprisoned Creationists could learn how they'd misused their gifts." 
 "Can't have made him popular with the prisoners," Jack murmured. 
 "Well, therein lies the rub, my lad," Ellis said. "Prisoners don't have a representative in Parliament. Sooner than 
you could turn around – now we come to Transportation." 
 "About time." 
 "Drugged with opium and bound, seven hundred and eighty Creationists, many of them from the riots in Scotland 
and Southern England, land on the east coast of Australia." 
 "The Incorrigible Riots? In America they call it a war," Clare said. "And the anti-Creationists started it." 
 "Technically, the mad Creationist who killed and dismembered ten people started it. Fear is a powerful motivator 
and the Church was in its infancy. An attack was inevitable – indiscriminate, violent persecution of the Creationists – 
and of course Creationists were going to fight back. The point is, these Creationists were deemed to be criminals for the 
way in which they used their abilities. They were sentenced and shipped to Australia's fair shores. And," he added, 
checking the location of the sun against his pocket-watch, "I think we shall take up the continued history tomorrow. 
Come down, Jack; you've been on long enough. I'll take the seat for a bit." 
 "Welcome to it," Jack said, unbuckling himself. "Should be on course, you can probably leave the yoke strapped 
for now." 
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 Ellis took his place and rummaged in his pocket for a notebook, settling in for a comfortable, hopefully 
productive shift in the pilot's chair. Below, Jack continued to fiddle with his project while Clare prepared to sleep and 
de la Fitte wandered from bow to stern, checking to be certain all was, as it were, ship-shape. 
 He'd been writing for nearly an hour when he detected the hovering presence of de la Fitte near the pilot's chair. 
She was probably bored; Jack was fiddling with his toy still, and Clare was by now fast asleep. 
 "What be you doing?" de la Fitte asked, as if she knew he'd detected her presence. Ellis held up a finger. "Fine. 
What are you doing?" 
 He finished his sentence and looked up. She must be bored, to strike up a conversation with him. 
 "Writing," he said.  
 "Not a logbook?" 
 "No. Writing stories. It's what I do, when I'm not a pilot on an airship," he said with a smile. "You must have had 
novels in that library of yours. I write novels." 
 "You must have sold your soul to the devil," she replied. He capped his pen and rested his hands on his notebook. 
 "Why do you say that?" he asked. 
 "It is an old myth. To tell stories the way you tell, see? Like your story of that father." 
 "Father LaRoche, in Europe?" 
 "Yes. It is unnatural. Orpheus, he sold his soul for music. He was a great musician. But the devil comes to collect, 
he says no, he is not ready to die. So the devil, he took his wife's soul instead. A very sad story." 
 "And not entirely accurate as per the ancients, but interesting. You say great artists sell their souls for their art?" 
 "Maybe," she ventured. 
 "That's true, I suppose. If you're doing it right, anyway. I've probably sold mine. Jack's certainly sold his. And you, 
I imagine." 
 "I have not!" she said, anger showing clear in her eyes.  
 "Not literally," he said hastily. "But we give up being a person to be an artist, don't we?" 
 She sulked. Not even Clare could sulk like Purva de la Fitte. "I did not sell my soul." 
 "Perhaps it was sold for you – don't shout at me, if you please. What I mean to say is…" He set his notebook 
aside. "There are millions of people in this world who get up and go to work, meet their friends, come home for dinner, 
play with their children, go to bed – they live in the world as a part of it. That's what being human is, being part of a 
tribe." 
 "No-one I know ever has done that." 
 "No, they haven't. Because some of us give it up. We give up knowing what ordinary people know, having friends 
and dinner at seven and children. All but the most understanding don't understand at all. You sacrifice who you could 
have been, to make something for all those people. Jack's sold his soul to build this…beautiful machine, left behind 
everything he knew, everything he was, to come on this journey. I've sold mine many times over to be the great mind, 
the literary genius, a man who married his books instead of a wife. You've never even known a life like Clare gave up 
when she came along. We aren't people, not the way most people are. We're just…carriers. Little boats bringing goods 
from foreign lands." He shut his notebook. "You don't live for yourself, de la Fitte. You never have. You've lived for 
your crew and maybe for this library your mother kept, but your life is the most strange and adventurous imaginable. 
You sold your soul for your freedom." 
 She looked at him, and he wasn't sure if she understood, or even if she wanted to try. 
 "Devil," she said, pointing at him. "Someday, you tell me what he looks like, yes?" 
 He nodded, smiling. "Someday maybe, de la Fitte." 
 "Purva! Purva!" 
 They both looked up as Jack approached, running across the deck and bounding up the stairs with little regard for 
the long drop if he slipped. He skidded to a stop next to them and held out his hand. 
 "Can I have your spyglass?" he asked.  
 "My spyglass?" she asked, apparently taken aback by the windblown engineer. It was like watching a Labrador 
retriever confront the Queen. Jack shifted his weight, uneasy and excited. 
 "I just need to see it. Give it back tomorrow, I promise," he said, flushing. "It's for – I'm working on something 
and I need to see it. Please?" 
 She glanced at Ellis with a long-suffering but indulgent expression, reached into her pocket, and produced the 
collapsed spyglass, placing it in Jack's outstretched hand. 
 "Thanks! You won't be sorry!" Jack said, bounding down the stairs as his accent dropped from Australian into a 
sort of bastard Cockney. Ellis despaired. 
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 "He sold his brain," de la Fitte said absently. "Replaced it with clockwork." 
 Ellis laughed. "A clockwork brain! What a mind you have sometimes." 
 "At least I still have mine. I go; goodnight, Pilot." 
 "Goodnight, de la Fitte." 
 
 
 
 Purva de la Fitte was a patient woman and she understood the chain of command. Jack Baker was the captain of 
the Clare Fields and she had no complaints, though she felt he tolerated rather more insolence from their Pilot than she 
would have. She accepted his authority, however, and so she said nothing when the Captain assembled them to listen to 
Graveworthy's purposeless but entertaining nattering. And she continued to say nothing even when she became aware 
that behind her that day, in the pilot's chair, Jack was disassembling her spyglass completely. The English were 
unfathomable, and in Purva's mind the world was divided into two people: Us and The English. 
 "Where did we leave off yesterday? Transportation?" Graveworthy asked. Purva listened as Jack unscrewed the 
metal bands on her spyglass. The screws squeaked. 
 "Yes," Clare said. 
 "Very well. The first fleet arrives; non-Creationist soldiers are sent along, because Australia won't affect them, and 
someone's got to mind the prisoners. Good thing, too, at least the Crown would say so – first thing these fine prisoners 
did when they were taken off the opium was riot again. Led by some young buck you three would get on well with – a 
seventeen-year-old boy who very nearly took the garrison and might have stolen the ships they arrived on if the soldiers 
hadn't lit them on fire. The tide only turns against the fiery Thomas Barrett when his prisoner forces fall ill. At this 
point only one company of soldiers is left, but they – yes, Clare?" 
 Purva turned to look at Clare, who had one hand hesitantly raised. 
 "What about the natives?" she asked. 
 Purva had the pleasure of seeing Graveworthy at a loss. "What about them?" 
 "Well, whether you think it's politics or not, Cook says he saw natives of Australia doing Creating. And I – there 
was some – museum or a diorama or – I remember, the prisoners made a deal with them. Didn't they?" 
 Purva had spent her life in small, politically charged communities and she knew how to watch people. The Pilot 
should not have been as surprised by Fields as he was. 
 "There are rumors," he said slowly. "I think it something of a disservice to the people of Australia to assume – " 
 "Well, it's better than leaving them out entirely!" 
 "I am not teaching you history for your health. We're not likely to encounter many native people and this 
information is more – " 
 "You're not teaching history at all," Clare said hotly. Even Purva had to admit, if only to herself, that this seemed to 
be an over-reaction. 
 "Not the entire bloody history of the continent, no. I am teaching you what you'll need to know to survive if you 
want to be taken for an Australian." 
 "I am an Australian," she replied. 
 "Clare, you were a child when you left!" 
 She stood without speaking, gave him a sharp, angry scowl, and brushed past him towards the bow. Purva, startled 
by the news, could only watch as the Pilot and the Captain seemed to speak back and forth with silent looks. 
 "I'll talk to her," Jack said. 
 "What've I done now?" Graveworthy asked. 
 "Never mind. De la Fitte, take the chair," Jack said. Graveworthy joined her astern as she settled in and Jack 
disappeared around the engine to speak with Clare. There wasn't a breath of wind and the yoke was strapped up neat 
with no need of adjustment. She sat back and watched Graveworthy shove his hands in his pockets sullenly. 
 "Lovers?" she asked, for something to do. 
 "Jack and Clare?" he asked, and she wondered if he'd deliberately misunderstood her. "Good God no. They're 
practically siblings." 
 "You and she," she said bluntly. The English could be thick at times. 
 "What, Clare and – certainly not. I'm far too old for her. Whatever put the idea in your head, de la Fitte?" 
 She smiled, wondering more what had put the idea in his head. He'd clearly considered it; only a man already 
considering a sin was so ready with reasons it would be impossible. 
 "My mother took a lover," she began. 
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 "Good luck to him – " 
 "Can you allow no one but yourself to be heard?" she demanded. He closed his mouth quickly. "My mother took a 
lover. They fought, always fighting, what should be done, which course to set, shall we take the smaller ship or large as 
prey, all these things, fighting. But, very good love." 
 "Doesn't sound like it. How did it end?" 
 "He grew tiresome. We left him ashore." 
 He laughed. It wasn't unpleasant, but too free a laugh in the presence of his superior. 
 "That hardly bodes well for me and Mistress Clare, does it? I don't chase after young women, and if I did I 
wouldn't have the aim of being put ashore without a passage home." 
 "She makes a passing pirate, I think." 
 "That she does. Wish she wouldn't threaten, board, and raid my history lessons, that's all." 
 
 
 
 Jack found Clare sitting on a crate, once full of food and now stuffed with empty sacking, just outside the hut he'd 
built for her from other packing materials. 
 When they were little, he could have sat next to her and been small enough to butt his head on her shoulder; now 
he was tall enough to knock his nose against the crown of her head if he tried. Instead he perched on the edge of the 
crate and nudged her with his elbow affectionately. 
 "Quite rude, Fields," he said. 
 "Don't scold me," she answered, ducking her head. 
 "I won't, promise. But it's not his fault either, Clare. He doesn't know anything more about Australia than any of 
us, not really. He just knows it in better order. And I bet he knows less than you." 
 "But he's still the one giving the lessons." 
 "Well, he's the reason we're here. Maybe you ought to try giving a lesson." 
 "Huh. As if he'd deign to learn anything from me." 
 "Sulky," Jack said, putting an arm around her shoulders and holding her head against his neck. "You know he 
would." 
 "Maybe." 
 "And I'd knock him over if he refused," Jack added. Clare smiled a little, he could feel it. "I remember the head of 
the children's' home telling you that you'd come to no good end if you spent all your time with me." 
 "I was the one who made you climb trees and chase horses," she said. 
 "Yeah, but I got my revenge. I made you come along on this disaster of an adventure, with a popular novelist and 
a pirate." 
 "The pirate is all your fault," she agreed. "But I think I'm the one who suggested we should go along." 
 "I blame Mr. Anderson for being shot," he said. She giggled. "In another few days we'll be in Australia. When we 
get there – you can find out anything you want." 
 "Until then I just put up?" 
 "Well, it'd be easier if you'd been an engineer. We're used to it at Harvard." He leaned back and kissed her 
forehead. "Come on, I have something to break the mood up." 
 He stood and led her to the engine amidships, digging in a haphazard jumble of tools and parts for two small 
cloth-wrapped bundles. 
 "Purva, Graveworthy, come down for a minute," he called. He heard footsteps on the stairs and held out one 
bundle to Graveworthy as they approached, offering the other to Clare. "Early landing gifts," he said. "I've only just 
finished Purva's. Clare first!" 
 Between piloting, cooking, and maintenance, he hadn't had much time for inventing, but Jack wasn't unskilled as a 
metalsmith and he was rather proud of the bracelet he'd made for Clare, stamped with her initials (blunt nail, hammer, 
lots of painstaking work). It had come from a supply-crate, so it was something like carrying a piece of the airship with 
her. She threw her arms around his neck and made him buckle it onto her wrist as Graveworthy carefully picked his 
bundle open to find a hinged metal pen-case, fashioned with screws and beaten out of two ultra-light spare piston 
shafts. 
 "And," he said, as Graveworthy solemnly packed his pens into it, "For Purva, to replace your spyglass." 
 The contraption he took from his pocket was a thin loop of leather, a belt in a previous life, attached at either end 
to a series of collapsed metal circles with the lenses from the glass placed inside. She looked at it perplexedly for a 
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moment, then smiled and eased the loop over her head, tightening it and sliding the spyglass over one eye. 
 "So you don't have to hold it anymore," Jack said, as Clare fell down laughing at Purva's one giant magnified eye. 
He grasped the outer ring and tugged, expanding it out to show her how it telescoped. She twisted the ring, focusing, 
and then pulled curiously on the little tab at the end of the ring. The lens which had once inhabited her spyglass gave a 
little resistance, then popped out. 
 "The glass comes out so you can wear it collapsed and still see," Jack said, gently pushing the telescoping rings 
back into place. She adjusted the strap to sit slightly askew, like an eye-patch, and smiled at him. Jack became vaguely 
aware that he should probably feel guilty, having made the other gifts as an excuse to give de la Fitte this one, but he 
brushed it away. He'd made plenty of toys for Clare over the years, and built that moveable-type scribe for 
Graveworthy. 
 Purva jumped up to the rail, holding the rope with one hand and extending the spyglass with the other. Then, 
carefully, she released it and took hold of another rope. 
 "Work all right?" Jack asked. 
 "Yes, Captain." 
 "See anything?" Graveworthy inquired. 
 "Yes," Purva said, pointing. "Land." 
 
 
 
 History was forgotten. Stories and inventions and squabbles were all forgotten too, as they prepared for arrival. 
The cook-pots were washed and neatly stacked, the empty supply crates and sacks and jugs were packed. Clothing was 
washed and hung on lines strung between the ropes to dry. Ellis packed his notebooks carefully into a single crate and 
nailed it shut, stowing it in the back corner of the nearly-empty coal shed. Jack polished the engine and the brass control 
dials and the steam pipes. 
 The land Purva had seen was invisible to the naked eye until night fell. At sunrise it was hardly closer, but the dim 
yellow blur was definitely a thin slice of land on the horizon. De la Fitte stared at it unceasingly, and Clare had to be 
reminded twice that it was her turn to pilot. There was a sudden hunger on the airship, leaping from Clare to Ellis to 
Purva. Jack, preparing for the second landing ever of his masterpiece, was too preoccupied to feel it. Perhaps that was 
just as well. 
 "How far do you make it?" Jack asked him that afternoon, as the distant cliffs drew ever closer. 
 "Perhaps half a day out?" Ellis replied, shading his eyes. "Very near. By sunset tomorrow, we'll be ashore." 
 "And you'll have lost your Creation." Jack added. Ellis frowned. "Clare told me." 
 "Are you worried?" Ellis asked. 
 "Nah. I lost mine ages ago. What I'm worried about is the fact that we may reach the coast in the middle of the 
night." 
 "Perhaps we ought to throttle the propellers back a trifle," Ellis suggested.  
 "And take longer to get there?" Jack asked. 
 "Better than crashing into a hill we don't see coming. We'll see Port Darwin tonight, I've no doubt. We can set 
course from there and land early in the morning. How are we fixed for a rapid descent?" 
 "Pretty well. Have a little faith in me, Graveworthy." 
 "All the faith in the world, Jack," Ellis said, resting a hand on Jack's shoulder. "This is your doing. I never forget 
that." 
 Jack was silent for a moment, and then he looked over at Ellis.  
 "I can't go back to Harvard after all this," he blurted. "I'm not sure if I should thank you for that." 
 "If you don't thank me now, you will when you're an old man. I hope I shall be alive to see what else you do in 
this life. Come along – let's cut those propellers." 
 
 
 
 When night fell, Port Darwin blazed with light like fire in dry timber, brighter than any of the cities they'd seen in 
their journey. Far below, a single merchant ship was a tiny dot, but Darwin was an entire constellation. Drifting slow as 
they were, there was little need for a pilot; all four of them sat at the railing, watching as the bright port drew almost 
imperceptibly closer and Graveworthy told them one last story. 
 "For years, the Incorrigibles, Creationist criminals, poured into Australia – or rather were shipped in, from 
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England and India and the European mainland. America, too. America has always produced strong Creationists, and 
strength can breed arrogance," Graveworthy said.  
 "What's your excuse?" Clare asked. He gave her a small smile. 
 "These prisoners come to Australia and have to find a new place for themselves, but the population is growing. 
Soon, even with the prisoners, the number of children born to Incorrigibles outnumbers the new arrivals. The country 
is finding its own ways of living and governing. The military governors no longer come from England, and the new 
generation begins to resent being a dumping-ground, a prison state. But prisoners still arrive. Some who aren't 
prisoners, who've served their sentence or were merely born to an Incorrigible, even leave. The prison becomes a 
country. Fewer prison ships are allowed, and those must transfer their occupants to real prisons, rather than 
encampments. Australia begins to impose trade tariffs and immigration sanctions. Fewer people are allowed to leave – 
and one of those who does seems to carry the curse with him. Three Creationists who come into contact with him in 
England are crippled, one dies." He took a breath. "Creationist children, those who were immune, had always been sent 
to other countries for schooling, but now when they arrive they're quarantined." 
 Jack glanced at Clare, but her face was unreadable in the darkness.  
 "Finally, paranoia overcomes diplomatic sense," Graveworthy continued. "England turns away a ship carrying a 
native-born Australian, not even a Creationist. And that is all Australia needs." 
 "The Free Government," Clare whispered. Jack gripped her hand tightly. It was freezing. "The ports closed." 
 "No-one in, no-one but the Expats out." 
 Jack saw Graveworthy put a hand out as if to touch her, then pull it back. Purva was still watching Port Darwin 
through her spyglass. 
 "Goods came in, goods for gold from the Australian mines or exotic fruits, though mostly gold. Children who 
could Create were forcibly expatriated by the government, most too young to carry many memories with them. Ships 
attempting to invade were repelled with gunfire or cannon fire. The only port open to the outside world anymore is 
Darwin. The others take only Australian ships. Aside from myths about abandoned sailors, we will be the first 
foreigners to come to Australia in decades." 
 Jack could not see the coast except where the port illuminated the land. Tomorrow they would be on land again. 
Strangers, in fact, with no money and not half enough knowledge. At the same time, somewhere on the dark island, 
Clare's parents were perhaps living, and maybe Anderson's.  
 And Graveworthy was with them. Graveworthy could talk a man into killing himself, and he'd gotten them this 
far. 
 That evening, while Purva piloted alone, Jack lay down and tried to sleep, taking odd comfort in the sound of 
Graveworthy's soft, even breathing in the other bunk. 
 
 
 
 They skirted the coast that night and passed Port Darwin, sitting at the inner curl of a peninsula like a barb on a 
hook, brilliant in the darkness. Jack slept with reasonable confidence that Purva would awaken him at sunrise to begin 
the final descent to land, and that he could do so without too much fuss. 
 Instead, he found himself woken by Clare, her eyes wide and scared, wet hair straggling in her face. Water dripped 
off the eaves of the coal room; through the wide doorway he could see flashes of light in the sky. 
 "Jack, it's a storm," she said. He heard Graveworthy snort awake. "Purva says we can't go above it or around it, 
not if we want to land properly." 
 "Purva's at the yoke?" he asked, sliding off the bunk as she nodded.  
 Above him, in the other bunk, Graveworthy pushed himself up on his elbows. "Storm, Jack?" 
 "I'll take the chair," Jack answered, shrugging into his coat and reaching for a proper pair of trousers to slide on 
over his pajamas. "Might as well get up; we'll have some rough work getting to land." 
 "I await orders," Graveworthy said, fumbling for a shirt. Jack ventured out from the scant protection of the coal 
shed and into the steadily pouring rain. The deck was slick, puddles reflecting fire whenever lightning split the clouds. 
Port Darwin was a blurred dot aft of them as he climbed the steps to take over piloting from Purva. She looked like she 
was enjoying herself; she gave up the seat reluctantly. 
 "Winter in Great Britain is summer in Australia," Graveworthy called from the deck below. "This is a summer 
storm, lad!" 
 "Better than a winter one!" Jack said, checking the pressure on the balloon by the light of the flickering lantern 
affixed nearby, giving the release valve another quarter-turn. "Find somewhere to hang on if we hit any bumps. Purva, 
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on the rail, I need a place to put down. Clare, stand by on the gas, I can't steer and do that at the same time. 
Graveworthy – " 
 A rough gust of wind hit the airship, jolting Jack sideways in the chair. In the illumination from a flash of 
lightning, he saw Graveworthy stumble and skid across the deck, crashing into Clare and sending them both sprawling. 
 "Graveworthy, try to keep your feet," Jack called. 
 "Sod you, Baker!" Graveworthy retorted, and Jack could hear him helping Clare up as another blast of humid air 
rocked the ship. Jack pulled the control lever for the steam, following the coast and the direction of the wind. 
 "De la Fitte!" 
 "Ahead starboard, a stretch of beach," she said from the nearby rail, clinging with both hands, the leather strap of 
the spyglass tight over her hair.  
 Jack wrestled with the yoke, almost losing his grip as he tried to turn. If he inched it along he could get the ship 
closer to shore, but he suspected they'd run out of shore before he could land properly in this wind. 
 "Graveworthy, the boiler," he ordered, and heard the crunch and clank as the older man began to pile coal into the 
steam engine. He could barely see the deck below, between the darkness and the storm, except for when the door 
opened and Graveworthy's shadow shoved the coal inside. The beach was a white stripe in the gloom, nothing more. 
 "Cut the helium," he said to Clare, still trying to get the boat over the sand.  
 Clare threw her weight against the wheel and reached for the small brass spigot that would begin draining the gas 
directly from the balloon.  
 "Coming fast! Cut engines!" Purva shouted. 
 "I can't! We'll be blown back out!" Jack said, as the sandy beach began to grow larger at an alarming rate. "Maybe 
we should ride it out!" 
 "Too late. Come on, Jack!" Clare answered.  
 "I can't reverse the propellers," Jack grunted, as the airship slid directly over land. Even as he said it, however, he 
realized that he could. 
 "Oh God," he said. "Everyone on deck, get into the coal shed. Brace against something. Now! Ellis, grab Purva!" 
 Graveworthy caught the pirate by the waist and dragged her, protesting, into the shed after Clare. Jack felt a single 
solid thump against the boards beneath his feet and hoped it was a signal they were ready. 
 "Hold on!" he shouted, and opened wide on the port-side propeller, throttling back on the starboard one. The 
Clare Fields groaned and creaked, but it began to pivot, turning into the wind, still falling slowly towards the beach. Jack 
gritted his teeth, grateful for the straps holding him in, until the ship was perpendicular to the current of the wind. 
When it was just past the ninety-degree point he throttled back on the port propeller and fired the starboard briefly, 
turning them backwards, the prow now facing towards Port Darwin. He opened both propellers wide, the engine 
rattling with the effort, the props straining against the storm.  
 With both propellers working against the wind the ship slowed slightly, though the sand still raced past below 
them at an alarming rate. Now the waves were on his right and the treeline on his left; every time he tried to steer he 
had to do it backwards, fighting the wind all the way. He shut his eyes and fired one last blast to slow them as the 
treeline leveled with his vision and the airship touched down. 
 There was a crunch and a jerk like a hand shoving him backwards in the seat, the straps momentarily loose on his 
chest even as the pressure of the landing restricting his breathing. He was just beginning to see sparks dancing on the 
edge of his vision when the roaring noise stopped and he heaved forward, sucking in a chestful of air. The sudden 
stillness of the windswept landscape felt strange and silent after so many days moving with the motion of the airship. 
 Ever so slowly, a fold of silk billowed past his head, lightly brushing his hair, and the giant balloon that was the 
pride of the Clare Fields began to collapse on the sand next to the ship. 
 "Clare?" Jack called, hands shaking as he unbuckled himself. Rain was still pouring down, but they seemed to be 
below the worst of the wind now. "Purva? Graveworthy? Anyone hurt?" 
 "All fine," came a strangled reply from Clare. Jack stood and made for the stairs, but the sight from the top of the 
pilot's deck stopped him. Ahead of the bow, pointing back towards Darwin, was a trench of displaced sand easily half a 
mile long where the ship had skidded before stopping. He looked down and found that the sand had built up around 
the stern as they went, holding it up now that it was on dry land, effectively locking it in place. 
 Then there were footsteps on the deck and Clare appeared at the railing, leaning over just in time to be sick on the 
sand below. She was followed more slowly by Purva, eyes big as saucers, and Graveworthy, holding a wet and bloody 
handkerchief to his head. 
 "Very well done," he said faintly, turning to look up at Jack before approaching Clare at the railing. "All right, 
Clare?" 
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 "Fine now," she answered sheepishly, as Jack came down the stairs. She hugged him so tight he almost suffocated 
again. "We're not dead!" 
 "Praise Creation," Graveworthy said drily, wincing as he dabbed the handkerchief along a stream of blood running 
down his forehead, past his nose. "Well done, Jack." 
 Purva pulled herself over the railing and dropped to the sand below, stumbling down the drift.  
 "I will make fast the balloon," she shouted at them.  
 "You'll never manage on your own," Jack shouted back. "I'll come down! You, stay there," he said to 
Graveworthy, who was getting one leg over the railing. "Clare, make him stay until he stops bleeding. What did you do 
to yourself?" 
 "Fell on a helium tank," Graveworthy muttered, looking mortified. "I'm fine, Jack." 
 "You'll bleed on the balloon. Purva and I can do it. Get inside in the dry and don't give me any backtalk," Jack said 
sharply. Graveworthy grinned. 
 "Yes, Captain," he said, ducking into the coal shed and collapsing onto a bunk. Clare followed, pulling up a box to 
sit on and taking the handkerchief from him to help clean the wound above his ear.  
 The wind and the driving rain didn't do them any favors as they tried to spread and weigh down the enormous 
folds of silk, Jack shouting that it had to be dried before it could be stowed. There were plenty of stones to hold down 
the ropes but spreading it out took effort and by the time they were finished he was sweating, even with Clare 
eventually joining the work.  
 He was tying the last knot to the last stone when Graveworthy dropped to the sand. He was pale and there was a 
wide red slash on his left temple, but it didn't look deep and he walked as steadily as the rest of them. 
 "The storm's passing on," he said, looking up at the sky. "Sunrise on its way, too." 
 "Good; dries the silk," Purva observed. 
 Jack hadn't even noticed the line of pale light on the eastern horizon, or the fact that it was a lot easier to see than 
it had been when they'd landed. The rain had disappeared, and the air was warm. He rested one fist against the hull of 
his airship, watching the sunrise grow brighter, and felt a hand on his shoulder. 
 "You did it," Graveworthy said, looking into the sunrise. "You built the ship and got it in the air and flew it to 
Australia, Jack. I can't say how proud I am of you." 
 "Wasn't just me," Jack said. 
 "That doesn't make me an ounce less proud," Graveworthy replied. He shook Jack's shoulder lightly before 
releasing it. "Come along. I'm dying for a proper bath." 
 Jack stripped off his shirt as they walked towards the water's edge, shedding trousers and pajamas but keeping his 
underthings on, unwilling to undress further in front of the women. He dove into the surf gleefully, rinsing off the sand 
and sweat from the landing. Graveworthy eased himself in more slowly, keeping his head well above water except for a 
brief wetting which left him wincing, the cut opening again. When Clare called out to demand a turn, they emerged 
regretfully. 
 "Give me a hand back up, won't you?" Graveworthy asked Jack, pointing at the ship.  
 "Wait, let me try something!" Clare called from the railing, spreading her hands across the wood. A ladder, 
Created, extended down to the shore. Graveworthy raised his eyebrows. 
 "Try not to show off," he said, and Clare just grinned as he scrambled up the ladder. 
 "Sorry," she said. "I had to test it out. Make sure, you know." 
 "Hm, perhaps, but don't get in the habit," he replied, bending to stoke the boiler. "Go on, I'll make breakfast, you 
two have your turn in the sea." 
 The women splashed and shrieked happily in the water, while Jack tried to elbow Graveworthy away from the 
boiler; making breakfast was an experience in compromised between Jack (never the greatest cook) and Graveworthy 
(wounded in the head and in Jack's opinion better served by sitting quietly). By the time the women came ashore, the 
men were nearly dry, and at least some form of edible food was available.  
 "D'you think we're safe here?" Jack asked, casting a look around. "It seems pretty remote, but ships coming from 
the east might see." 
 "Probably assume we're a shipwreck," Graveworthy answered. "I wouldn't leave any family heirlooms lying around 
in case some two-legged scavengers do show up, but nobody's going to be able to shift the ship. We're pretty far up the 
beach, too; it'll blend in well with the trees." 
 "What about your notebooks?" Clare asked.  
 "They're reasonably safe. Who's going to steal a load of filled-up notebooks? I can't haul them about with me." 
 "But if they do get stolen…" 
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 "I can write it all again," Graveworthy shrugged. "They're far less incriminating where they are." 
 "Do we walk to Darwin today?" Jack asked. 
 "If you're up to it, once we've dried a bit more and stowed the silk. From here I make it perhaps two days, 
actually." He looked around him, from the deep blue water to the tangle of underbrush at the treeline. "Quite amazing, 
all this. Untouched wilderness. It's not so different from your American west, actually. Philosophically, I mean." 
 "Here he goes," Clare said, smiling at him.  
 "I mean it. Aside from the old coastal cities, which in Australia are still very young themselves, what you have is a 
vast stretch of wilderness, with all the horror that nature brings to the table when she dines." 
 "Well, some people seem to have survived all right in the wilderness," Clare said, somewhat sharply.  
 "That doesn't make it less dangerous; it merely makes them adaptable," Graveworthy replied. Clare gave him an 
annoyed look, but kept silent. "At any rate, we ourselves are adaptable enough to make it to Port Darwin, I think. From 
there we probably won't have to struggle with anything more lethal than a train carriage. My point is that this is a young 
country in an old land. And those who don't walk with respect in the wilderness do have a tendency to get eaten." 
 "I am not afraid," Purva declared. 
 "That's what worries me," Jack heard Graveworthy mutter. 
 
 
 
 They left the beach where they'd landed just after mid-day, Ellis with an embarrassing bandage tied round his head 
and everyone packing food and other essentials out of the airship. Jack had camouflaged it as best he could with the 
light, flexible greenstick branches he found at the treeline after he'd finished stowing the dried silk.  
 Jack wasn't concerned with what was in the ship but rather the ship's engines and fittings; Ellis supposed an 
itinerant engineer might be tempted to scavenge for parts, but he didn't think it very likely. All of the intelligence he and 
Anderson had gathered said that Darwin was a military town, far-off from any major habitation, and not a place where 
tramps and wanderers tended to travel. 
 The air on the coast was humid, but there was a breeze blowing along the beach which kept them reasonably 
refreshed until the afternoon, when another storm dropped down on them from nowhere and soaked them all for 
hours. Eventually Jack, who had been walking with Purva, caught up with Ellis. 
 "This isn't the adventure I signed on for, Graveworthy," he said, amused. 
 "Well, you won't melt," Ellis replied. "How are Clare and Purva?" 
 "Purva's got waterproof skin, I swear. She doesn't seem like she feels it at all. Clare's glad she brought trousers." 
 "Can't really picture them picking their way along in dresses, can you?" Ellis asked. 
 "Well, I can, but I can't tell them that," Jack grinned, slicking wet hair back from his face. "What happens when we 
reach town?" 
 "Port Darwin's a military garrison; my job is to find out how the shipments are sorted and distributed, and what 
the weak points are. How many are stationed there, that sort of thing. Basic information, but difficult to acquire without 
drawing attention. From there, we'll take a shipment train to Brisbane, which will probably be unpleasant but not 
unbearable." 
 "And what do you do in Brisbane?" Jack asked. Ellis smiled. 
 "That's my own business, I'm afraid. I'll want de la Fitte with me, but I think Clare will need you more than I." 
 "To help find her parents." 
 "There's a lot she'll want to learn in a short amount of time, I imagine. I shall have to speak with her about it 
before we part ways." 
 "About what?" 
 "Well, she isn't supposed to be here, any more than you or I or de la Fitte. What would she say to them? What will 
they do? I can't have her jeopardizing my work, Jack, you must see that." 
 "You want to bring her this far and not even…" Jack looked at him, outrage in his face. Ellis sighed. 
 "You can't know how her parents will treat her. From what we've heard…" Ellis glanced away from Jack, 
remembering the stories. Anderson had been the one to collect those, mainly, and sometimes he came back to London 
from his interviews with dark, hard eyes and a set jaw. "Some families had to have their children ripped from their arms. 
Others wouldn't go near a child who'd shown they could Create. Perhaps one or two hid the ability and there are 
Creationists out there, but they aren't trained and they probably live in fear. It's more likely that her parents would 
welcome her, but if they repudiate her they're also going to wonder why she's here. We have to be ready to bolt 
northwards again if we're uncovered." 
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 Jack was silent; Ellis inhaled, trying to make his point clearly. "Clare's a sensible woman; she'll understand what's at 
stake, but sometimes the heart overrides the mind." 
 "Maybe once in a while it should," Jack murmured rebelliously. "Sometimes I think you think too much, 
Graveworthy." 
 "I think too much? Jack, have you heard yourself talk about machines?" 
 "That's machines," Jack said placidly. "Machines always have a yes-or-no answer. If you study a machine long 
enough you can always find out what you need to know." 
 "Aha," Ellis said. "Whereas if you study a person long enough…" 
 "No guarantees," Jack said. 
 "That's what makes them so interesting," Ellis said, and forestalled any reply Jack may have made by stopping and 
turning, waiting for Clare and Purva to join them. "This is as far as we go tonight. There's some reasonable shelter in 
the trees. We'll press on to Port Darwin tomorrow." 
 "Ships are better," Purva announced, slinging her pack down under a dense-woven canopy of branches that 
dripped but at least didn't drench. "Walking is for peasants." 
 "We've had good skies pretty much the whole way from England," Clare said, sitting down across from her at the 
base of a tree trunk. Jack flopped down between them; Ellis leaned against the tree and listened. "We can't really 
complain too much now." 
 "Speak for yourself. I can complain a lot," Jack said. "Not a very hospitable place so far, don't you think?" 
 "You'll feel better for a fire and some hot food," Ellis said, kicking at the green twigs underfoot.  
 "Which you are not making," Clare said, tugging on his sleeve until he sat next to her. "We're younger than you 
and none of us cut our heads open today. Jack?" 
 "You're lucky I like you," Jack said, pushing himself up and wandering around the small, damp patch of ground, 
looking for burnable wood. He picked at a strip of bark hanging off one of the trees and found it cracked away; Ellis 
watched as he stripped the bark down and broke it into chips, tossing them into a pile. Purva gathered a handful of 
sticks and threw them on as well. 
 "Clare, if you would," Ellis said, gesturing at the growing pile of kindling. She leaned forward, her lips open slightly 
in concentration, and held her hands over the would-be fire. It steamed and smoked, but didn't light. After a while she 
sat back. 
 "It's pretty wet," she said. "It might take a while." 
 "Here," Ellis offered, leaning forward and plucking up one of the bark-chips, absently picturing it alight. "Try just 
lighting one – " he broke off as the tip of the bark flared to life.  
 Clare looked at him through the flame. He frowned. "Did you do that?" 
 "No," she said. "Did you?" 
 Jack, still gathering sticks, was frozen a few feet away. Purva watched both of them intently. Ellis tossed the bark 
onto the sticks, where it smoldered, and picked up another piece. He frowned, concentrating, and saw flame flicker up 
on it. 
 "Are you immune?" Clare asked, taking the bark from him before the fire burned his fingers. Purva lit a twig with 
it and began poking it into the kindling. 
 "The odds against it are very high," Ellis said. "There are records of the loss sometimes taking a while – the first 
prisoners took days to lose their abilities. That's probably it," he said, disliking how uncertain he sounded.  
 "Who cares?" Purva asked pragmatically. Jack carefully placed a few more handfuls of fuel on the tinder and sat 
down, elbows-on-knees, to watch it crackle to life. Clare, following Graveworthy's example, lit a few more chips and 
added them to the fire.  
 "Must be decent hunting around here," Ellis offered, after a few moments of silence. "Shame we haven't got any 
fresh meat. I'm getting tired of – " 
 " – dried everything?" Clare asked with a half-smile. 
 "Something like that. I'm not a bad shot, when sufficiently motivated, but I imagine the fire will scare everything 
off." Ellis looked up into the trees as Jack rummaged in his pack and began removing food to heat over the burgeoning 
flame. It was nights like these on the airship that had provided him with the best stories from the others; there was such 
a vastness of space that it made a person lonely, and lonely people wanted to talk. 
 "Tell us a story," Clare said, as if she'd read his mind. 
 "Tell me one," he answered. 
 "I haven't got any." 
 "Oh, well then, let me see. Something cheerful, I think; take our minds off the damp, eh?" 
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 He spoke long into the evening, watching as first Purva and then Jack dropped off to sleep under makeshift 
blankets made of clothing, heads pillowed on their packs. He talked until he was practically asleep himself, mouth still 
moving but the sound drifting away from his ears, Clare's small movements proof that she hadn't yet succumbed. He 
could feel the dark creeping up on him, but he wasn't sure when he stopped speaking. Or even if he did. The world had 
gone strange and dim, and he was vaguely conscious he felt both tired and restless at once. He was never sure, after, 
whether he slipped into sleep or the fever first.  
 
 
 
 There are apple trees here, which Ellis never realised there would be; an orchard full of life, the fruits of wisdom, here 
where there is no time.  
 Makes sense. This world is nothing if not vibrantly, thoroughly alive, and Ellis is the one who made it so. 
 He shouldn't be afraid, because it is sunny and the trees smell good and the grass is so green it almost hurts his eyes, but 
he is. This is alive but not real, tangible but not proveable. This is the world inside his head, the place the stories come from. Not 
all of Ellis's stories are kind or pretty or safe.  
 Even as he thinks this the grass melts away, green pooling into the earth, and he is standing on barren land, a field of a 
battle he caused to exist. Looking right or left he will see demons, so he stares straight ahead, which is not much better. His 
throat is parched and the smoke from the scorched soil works its way through him, into his lungs and heart and head. Hissing 
fills his ears. A snake in the burnt-out apple orchard? How common. Even with eyes watering from the smoke and panic rising 
in his chest, Ellis can be amused. 
 But the panic chokes him, worrying at him because he has done such horrible things to the children he created, has used 
them as puppets to prove to the real world (maybe this is real, oh please Creator don't let this be real I never wanted it to be real) to 
prove to men and women the result of their actions.  
 He has treated his creations so casually, wounded them so easily. 
 And then the horror fills his mouth and chokes off his breathing completely because  
 no I didn't create him he exists he's real you can't bring him here he's REAL – 
 Jack is standing in the middle of the battle, uninjured, untouched, staring at him. He mouths something Ellis can't hear, 
makes a gesture that Ellis can't see clearly, and then Ellis lurches forward as someone shoves his shoulder sharply. Looking 
behind him he sees Anderson, much younger than he has been in years. A small rational part of his mind scrambles against the 
delirium, wondering if Anderson is dead.  
 "You look younger," he says, and Anderson grips his head roughly by the hair and spins him around and shoves him into 
Jack and the world shatters and –  
 
 
 

THIRTEEN 
 
 Ellis woke, gasping desperately, the acrid taste of smoke still in his mouth. The air was damp and filled with the 
smell of growing things, but it clogged his throat at first and when he finally got his bearings he found himself lying on 
a blanket in the dirt, head propped on a rough lumpy pack. Jack was nearby, sprawled on his back and looking stunned. 
It occurred to him that he'd pushed him away in his struggle to wake, but it was all hazed in uncertainty.  
 "Are you real?" Ellis asked. Jack stared at him. "Jack! Is this real?" 
 Jack crawled forward slowly and pressed a hand against Ellis's forehead. It was wonderful, cool and callused, 
soothing the confusion in his mind. 
 "Your fever's broken," Jack said, settling back on his heels. "You know where you are?" 
 "Australia," Ellis rasped.  
 Jack grinned, threw his arms around Ellis's head – ow – and buried his face in his damp hair.  
 "Thank God," Jack said. "You scared me." 
 Ellis tried to support himself on his hands and found them steady if somewhat weak; he disentangled himself from 
Jack and sat up, pulling his knees up. Jack backed away, but he was still smiling.  
 The little camp they'd made – what, a few hours before? – looked quite lived-in now; there was a blanket on 
branches stretched over his head, and the fire was a shallow dip filled with ash. He looked at Jack questioningly.  
 "Where's Clare?" he asked. "Where's de la Fitte?" 
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 Jack looked suspiciously as if he were about to cry. "They've gone on." 
 "Gone on? Where?" 
 "To Port Darwin. They were going to steal something – " Jack's face, he noticed, was drawn, almost gaunt, with 
deep hollows under his eyes. "Something to help you." 
 "To help me – oh," Ellis said. "I've been sick." 
 "Fever," Jack swallowed. "It's been three days." 
 "Three days?" Ellis demanded. 
 "Clare and Purva left yesterday because Purva said – " Jack hesitated, seemed to get hold of himself, and 
continued. "Purva said if we didn't do something you were probably going to die and someone had to stay here, so I 
did. They, uh. They'll be back soon." 
 Ellis reached out and grasped Jack by the back of the neck reassuringly. 
 "You did exactly right." 
 "You scared us," Jack whispered.  
 "I'm sorry, Jack." 
 "You called me Anderson." 
 Ellis' eyes widened. "I talked?" 
 Jack nodded. "Not much sense." 
 "And you've been alone here since yesterday? Have you slept?" 
 "A bit," Jack said. "I had to keep watch. You look better now, though." 
 "I feel better. Have we got any water?" 
 Jack scrambled up and fetched him a cup of water, holding it to his lips. Ellis smiled, stopped him, and took the 
cup himself, sipping slowly.  
 "When did you eat last?" he asked. Jack glanced around as if the concept of eating was something strange and 
foreign. Ellis smiled a little and asked an easier question. "What time is it?" 
 "I had breakfast," Jack muttered. "I think it's about two. Early afternoon anyhow. Clare took your pocket-watch." 
 "Smart girl," Ellis said, cradling the cup between his hands. "Jack." 
 "Yes?" Jack looked at him warily. 
 "Eat some food. I'm all right." He smiled reassuringly. "It was probably the – the Dead Isle. Taking away my 
ability." 
 Jack shook his head. "Purva said it was infection from your cut. She put something on it to help but the fever 
wouldn't go away." 
 "Could have been both." Ellis explored the cut on his head gingerly. It felt raw and fresh, as if scabs had not yet 
formed. Jack began to rummage through one of their packs, and then to Ellis's surprise dug up a small mound of wet 
soil near the tree. 
 "Eggs!" Ellis said, when he saw what Jack had dug up. "Good lord. Where did you get those?" 
 "Clare went birding," Jack said, wrapping three of the eggs in bark and placing them in the red embers of the fire. 
"She found them. God knows what kinds of birds they have here but eggs are eggs. They'll take a while to cook." 
 "I can wait," Ellis said. "Three days, Jack? Really?" 
 "Today's the fourth. I – " Jack looked at him. "I really wasn't looking forward to burying you on my own." 
 Ellis smiled. "I wasn't looking forward to being buried." 
 "Jack?" a voice called from the trees, and Ellis saw Jack jerk his head up. Oh good – he wasn't hearing things. 
"Jack, it's us." 
 "Clare!" Jack called, cupping his hands around his mouth. Ellis winced. "It's all right! He's awake!" 
 "Awake?" Purva called. "All of this and that for nothing! Merde!" 
 There were shadows in the trees, which reminded him un-comfortably of fever dreams for a moment, and then 
Clare and Purva appeared through the brush, Clare running with a pack over her shoulder and an unfamiliar bag in one 
hand. Ellis stood up to greet them and she rocketed into him, laughing with relief as they hugged. She had to catch him 
when he stumbled, pulling him upright by his waistcoat.  
 "He woke up about ten minutes ago," Jack said, digging up another two eggs and putting them next to the first 
three. "I didn't think you'd be back so soon." 
 "It's not as far as we thought, not if you cut across the peninsula," Clare said. "Two hours, maybe." 
 Ellis became aware that Clare still had her arms around his chest. She seemed to notice too and stepped back 
hastily, straightening her shirt.  
 "I go in, I steal medicine, I spend an hour under a train, I smell like grease, I come out, I walk back, he is better," 
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Purva complained, sitting down next to Jack. "Life is very unfair." 
 Jack grinned sidelong at her. "What'd you steal, then?" 
 "All sorts of potions," Purva replied, as Clare unslung both bags from her shoulders and, with another appraising 
look at Graveworthy, joined them near the fire. Purva took the unfamiliar bag and began to unpack it, while Clare 
pulled out one of Ellis's own pens and his last blank notebook. 
 "I took notes," she said, offering it to him. He took it, fingers tracing the creases in the leather binding. "Seemed 
like the least we could do. Are you really all right?" 
 "I think so," he said. "You?" 
 She wouldn't quite meet his eyes, which told him more than he needed to know. Jack might blurt out his fears and 
insecurities; Clare preferred to pretend hers didn't exist.  
 "How was Darwin?" he asked. "How'd you get in?" 
 "I didn't, I watched from the trees. Purva went inside," Clare said. Jack pulled out a glass jar and held it up.  
 "Chloroform!" 
 "Not the most useful thing for a fever," Ellis drawled.  
 "And – " Jack unpacked a bundle wrapped in fabric. "Ooooh." 
 "Are those bananas?" Ellis asked, blinking. 
 "They grow them," Purva said. "Beyond Port Darwin. I went into the kitchens. Many they call Tribals there, dark 
skin. Quarter-blood, maybe? I fit in," she added with a sharklike grin. "They grow bananas and mangos, some corn, 
some pineapples and lychees." 
 "What's a lychee?" Jack asked. Purva tossed him a small reddish fruit. "Oh!" 
 Jack passed the banana he'd been holding to Ellis, who peeled it and broke off chunks, eating so fast he choked 
before forcing himself to slow down. It was almost too sweet. 
 "So they're a plantation as well as a garrison?" he asked, around a mouthful of banana. 
 "Not quite," Clare said. "There are plantations around it, but I don't think the government owns them. The food 
goes to the garrison, but I saw mangoes being sent south in one of the trains. Almost everyone's in uniform inside, but 
the farmers come and go to load supplies. It looks like a train leaves twice a day. Or did while we were there, anyway." 
 "Tell me everything," he said, turning to her. She took the book back from him and opened it, reading from her 
notes while Jack and Purva examined their stolen treasures.  
 "It's a complicated process but – you should see some of the machines they have, Jack," she said. "They have a lot 
of things for unloading and loading the train cars. And the engines look different, somehow." 
 "Ohrly?" Jack asked, mouth full of mango. Clare rolled her eyes at him. 
 "They bring in the train and you can see there's this – man, he has a ledger, he goes from car to car and makes 
notes before anything's unloaded. Then he goes off to the second track and watches them load those cars and makes 
notes." 
 "What comes in?" Ellis asked. 
 "Yesterday, big lockboxes. This morning it was cattle." 
 "Cattle!" 
 Clare shrugged. "Soldiers need to eat, I guess." 
 "But – that means they're loading and unloading at the same time." 
 Clare grinned at him. "Yes." 
 "And how many soldiers would you say that took?" 
 She held up the book, pointing to one of the pages where a neat column of numbers told him the story. 
"Garrison's fortified. They have some scary cannons, but there aren't that many soldiers. When the trains arrive they 
leave about ten men on guard duty and another handful at the port. Probably in case a ship comes in. Purva says even 
the cook-staff goes out to help unload. That's how she got in, unloading." 
 "Stole everything this morning, when the train came in and they left to unload," Purva said. She held up a loaf of 
bread enticingly. "Ran away after. Close call." 
 "And the cook-staff are – " Ellis asked.  
 "They call them Tribal," Purva said. 
 "Aboriginal?" Ellis asked. 
 "Maybe?" 
 "The garrison practically empties for about half an hour, twice a day," Clare said. "Everyone's out in the train yard. 
Purva got in through the train yard too, the brick's really old and not very well-made. There are some good-sized holes 
in the wall."  
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 "And the," Purva paused, mouth pursing as she tried to come up with the word, "the book thing." 
 "Ledger," Clare said. 
 "That. Locked in a desk. Easy to pick. I think you want to steal that," she said to Ellis. 
 "Probably so. Could be useful. They'll know it's gone, though, and that does rather give up the game." 
 "We could set fire," Purva suggested. 
 "Drastic but effective; I'll consider it," he said, smiling at her.  
 Jack yawned in the middle of trying to eat another piece of mango, and Clare laughed.  
 "Go to bed, Jack," Ellis said. "You look like you could use it." 
 "What about you?" Jack asked. 
 "What about me? I have Clare and de la Fitte to look after me if I suddenly fall to pieces again." Ellis smiled at 
Clare. "I'm going for a bath and to stretch my legs a bit." 
 "But – " 
 "Jack, you are not chief engineer of me," Ellis said firmly. Jack's lips quirked. "Go, get some sleep." 
 "I'll show you a good place to bathe," Clare said, standing and offering him a hand up, which he was embarrassed 
he rather needed. "There's a river nearby." 
 He gathered a spare shirt and trousers, glanced at Jack with a silent order to obey, and followed her into the brush. 
 
 
 
 Ellis walked well enough, his long legs still outdistancing Clare's even though he didn't move as quickly as usual. 
He was quiet as they passed through the trees, following a line of trampled plants and broken twigs that Jack had made 
the first day Ellis was sick. Jack had said he thought he heard a stream and hunted down the source so that there would 
be fresh drinking water for Ellis, who had mumbled and burned and twitched on his makeshift bed.  
 "We came down here to wash, day before yesterday, and there was this – enormous lizard swimming through the 
water," Clare said, as Ellis leaned on her shoulder to step over a fallen log. "Jack was all for shooting and eating it, but it 
didn't stick around." 
 "Are you certain we should bathe here?" he asked, easing sideways down the shallow slope.  
 "I'll keep a lookout," she said. He glanced at her. "What?" 
 "I – assumed you'd go back," he said.  
 "Ellis, modesty aside, we've lived on a boat together and I'm not entirely innocent. And I'm sure I'm not the first 
woman to – " 
 "All right, all right, bluntness has a place and time," he muttered, flushing red. She turned to look upriver, seating 
herself on a dry patch of soil, and virtuously did not peek as he undressed. She heard soft splashes as he waded into the 
water, and glanced his way just in time to see his head disappear beneath the surface of the river. He came up again with 
a snort, and she glanced away quickly.   
 "That feels brilliant," he said. "So. Tell me about Port Darwin." 
 "What do you want to know? I gave you the timetable." 
 "What it's like, I suppose. Are the soldiers happy? The servants? This man with the ledger, you don't sound like 
you fancy him overmuch." 
 "I can't really judge," Clare said. "He just looks like a rat, that's all. They seem happy, I suppose. There aren't any 
women among the soldiers. Some as servants." 
 "Is it a cleared settlement? Trees and grass?" 
 "It's totally clear in the train yard, just dirt and rails," Clare said. "There's an inner courtyard in the garrison that has 
some trees." 
 "How does the port connect?" 
 "It's just a port. The walls go up to the rock over the water, then there's a drop to the bay. All the cargo has to 
come up a cliff. They have machines for it." 
 Ellis hummed to himself, thoughtful. She risked a glance at him and found him hip-deep in the water, looking the 
other way. She could see the barest remains of the scar on the side of his throat where he'd been cut, and a brown mark 
on his shoulder that must be the exit wound from the shooting he'd suffered in Wyoming. There were other scars, too: 
a few low ridges of white skin around his ribcage and two long, shallow furrows on his back. Eventually he splashed 
some water on his face, ran wet hands through his hair, and turned back to her. She looked away quickly. 
 "Well, it's a start," he said. "Now, eyes shut, if you please. You might have wooed some young Creationist boy at 
the Trade Schools but I have my dignity to maintain." 
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 Clare laughed and obediently shut her eyes as he dressed. "He wasn't a Creationist!" 
 "Oh no?" 
 "He was a shop boy. He sold shoes. Very nice, not very bright." 
 "I'm not surprised." 
 Clare frowned, eyes still closed. "Why?" 
 "Because, when we want a sweet we don't eat what's good for us. When we want substance, we don't go looking 
for it in the sweetshop," he replied, and she felt damp fingers tweak her nose. She opened her eyes to find him leaning 
over her, looking mischievous and buttoning his waistcoat. 
 "Who says I wanted a sweet?" she asked.  
 "You are young and overly bright. Of course you wanted a sweet." 
 "We might have been great lovers," she said, as he pulled on his shoes. He looked at her sharply. "My shoe-selling 
boy and I. He might have been run over by horses and I still mourn him. You don't know." 
 His smile was uneasy. "And?" 
 "And what?" 
 "What is the true story of the end of you and the shoe boy?" 
 She puffed out her cheeks and sighed. "I got bored, and he got jealous of Jack." 
 "Better men would. Jack owns a part of you no lover ever will." 
 "You seem awfully interested in my boyfriends," she grinned, offering him her arm. He took it, water still dripping 
down his collar from his hair.  
 "Maybe I'll write a book," he replied.  
 "You and books. We're in the middle of the forest on an island closed to trespassers and I just spent two days in a 
tree spying on the Australian military, and you want to write a book!" 
 "Maybe it'll be about you," he said. Clare felt his hand squeeze her arm gently. "Once I suss you out. Which may, I 
admit, take some time. Come along," he added, increasing his pace slightly. "Jack's going to think one of your giant 
lizards ate me." 
 Clare followed, but she also watched him closely as he returned to camp and sat down with Jack to pick the shell 
off his egg and eat stolen bread and jam. He was hiding it well, but she could tell he was exhausted – pale, quiet when 
he thought nobody was looking, and speaking less with his hands than usual to hide the fact that they shook.  
 She wasn't afraid of the Great Ellis Graveworthy, but if he was making a study of her he could shove right off. She 
wasn't a pet or a plant or an essay, and he should see to himself before anyone else right now. 
 He caught her watching as dark was beginning to fall and gave her a solemn, mocking look, but he didn't ask 
questions or seem to be paying any more attention to her than to Jack and Purva. He didn't object when she 
disappeared into the shadows to sleep a little more privately and, while she listened, she didn't hear him asking Jack 
about her shoe-shop boy. Not that Jack could have told him a whole lot – Jack had displayed his disapproval of the 
shoe-shop boy by learning as little about him as possible, a sin and crime in his world of intellectual exploration. 
 When we want substance, we don't go looking for it in the sweetshop, she heard in her head, as she fell asleep.  
 
 
 
 Purva lay on her back, stretched in the rough grass at the edge of the tree-line with her head tilted up, looking at 
Port Darwin upside-down. It couldn't be more absurd upside-down than right-side up, after all. All these little people 
with their little land-locked ways. Soldiers! She understood why Graveworthy wanted to study this place; she'd read 
about espionage and intrigue. But land, on the whole, was for people without the imagination necessary to go to sea. 
 Still, they were on land now, and had to abide by the rules of it. Now, Graveworthy was Captain, and she would 
have to get used to taking orders from him, instead. He wasn't so bad, really. He just wasn't Jack.  
 Next to her, Jack was flopped on his stomach, arms folded, chin resting on his wrists, eyes never leaving the train 
yard. He muttered to himself as he watched one of the great, hulking metal beasts being backed into position for 
loading. It was an education in itself, listening to Jack Baker talk about machines.  
 On her other side, Clare was taking notes from Graveworthy, who sat next to her with Purva's spyglass held to his 
eye. She resented the fact that he had her spyglass, given to her by Jack, and wasn't even using the headstrap. Still, she 
bided.  
 Until Jack stiffened, suddenly, and spoke in a voice just barely above his whispered murmurings. 
 "Oh," he said. Purva turned to look at him. "Oh. It's automated." 
 She frowned. "What is this automated?" she asked softly. On the other side, Graveworthy was still speaking to 
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Clare, who was interrupting to tell him to slow down. 
 "Auto-mata. Self-driven," he said. "Look, you see the locomotive on the side with the housing off?" 
 Purva followed his gesture. "Yes." 
 "It's a belt-fed – oh, clever, clever." Jack whispered. "There's a gear on the engine. Get it moving and the gear 
turns the belt which scoops coal up and feeds it into the boiler." 
 Purva didn't know all the words, but she could work out enough. There was a broken-down engine, off to one 
side; a long strip of metal, attached to one of its wheels, was secured at the other end to a smaller wheel which, when 
turned, would drive a strip of leather with scoops on it. Those scoops, she reflected, could be used to move coal from 
the coal-bin to the boiler, the thing that drove the wheels. As long as the train was moving and had coal, it would keep 
moving. She supposed this was clever. 
 "Found something, Jack?" Graveworthy asked. 
 "The engines are automatic. If you get one rolling it'll go till it runs out of fuel. I can't believe I didn't come up 
with that!" Jack sounded frustrated. "It's – it's art." 
 Purva saw Graveworthy crane his neck. "What happens if someone's on the tracks?" 
 "Dead someone," Jack said, holding out his hand for the spyglass. Graveworthy passed it over. "No brakes. They 
must run express all the way to Brisbane. One way in, one way out. It's fast, I'll give you that." 
 "Mm. Cargo like that still can't travel unmanned," Graveworthy mused. "Clare, did you see soldiers on the train 
when it arrived?" 
 Purva scowled. "You ask her?" 
 "Fine, did you?" 
 "I did! Two a car. They almost stepped on me when I was under." 
 "Makes our lives harder. If there are guards in every car, we'll never sneak on there. Is there room in the engine?" 
he asked Jack, who focused the spyglass and frowned.  
 "Looks like. Hot, though." 
 "Might send you lot ahead. Safer that way – if one of us gets caught, the rest will be all right." 
 "Or we'll all get caught separately," Clare said. Purva liked Clare but she did stomp on adventures. 
 "Still – " Graveworthy lapsed into silence. "I may need to go in myself. I want that ledger. And I want to see 
what's inside." 
 "I can go," Purva said. "Been there." 
 "Can you map it?" Graveworthy asked. 
 "I know where the kitchens are. Food for the journey." 
 Jack's stomach rumbled. "I'd kill for a steak," he muttered.  
 "No need to go that far," Graveworthy answered.  
 And then there was a click. 
 It was a very loud click.  
 Purva, who knew the sound, froze. At the edge of her vision she saw Graveworthy sit upright, back suddenly 
ramrod straight. Purva put out a hand and touched the back of Jack's head in warning.  
 "Anyone move," said a thickly accented voice, "I shoot the lot of you. I got two guns. You just heard one of 
them." 
 Graveworthy lifted one hand slowly, then the other.  
 "We're unarmed," he said. "They're just kids." 
 "I'm not going to shoot you 'less I have to. They're just kids, tell 'em not to do anything dumb." 
 "Don't move," Graveworthy whispered, then in a louder voice, "Hey – will you let me stand up and face a fellow?" 
 There was a second click. "Sure. Don't care to shoot a bloke in the back." 
 Graveworthy got to his feet fluidly, and Purva could just barely see him turn around.  
 "What you want down Port way?" the voice asked. 
 "Just out of our place," Graveworthy answered. "Lookin' for a cheap meal and a ride out, that's all." 
 The voice laughed. "Ain't what you'll get at the garrison." 
 "Ain't your concern," Graveworthy replied. Purva waited for the shot that would accompany such insolence on 
many pirate ships. "Just trying to feed the kids." 
 "Your kids." Another bark of laughter. "Tell another one." 
 Purva saw, on the edge of vision, Jack's hand slowly inching towards the untouched mango sitting by her cheek. 
 "You going to rob Port? You aren't coming out alive," the voice continued.  
 "Aren't going in alive, if you keep that gun where it is," Graveworthy answered. 
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 "I'm giving you a warning. Don't go near Port." 
 Purva could feel the shift in Graveworthy from defensive to interested. "You work down the Port?" he asked. 
 "I look like a soldier to you?" 
 "You farm for them?" 
 Jack's hand closed around the mango. Purva huffed a breath of air, trying to warn him not to do it. 
 "Never mind what I do. You and the kids get up, you walk away. You keep walking till you get back where you 
came from." 
 "Don't shoot. All right? Charity, dear, stand up slowly." 
 Purva saw Clare stand without turning around. 
 "And your hired help," the man added. 
 Purva's fingers twitched. Now she hoped Jack was going to ignore her warning. 
 "You heard him," Graveworthy said. "Up you come. Slowly." 
 Purva sat up, pushing herself to her feet. She swayed a little, to block Jack's hand from view, and got her first look 
at their captor. 
 He was short and wiry, wearing dust-colored clothing that didn't look so different from theirs: trousers, 
suspenders, shirt, an odd tip-tilted hat…and a revolver in either hand. His skin was darker than hers, the darkest she'd 
seen since they arrived.  
 She could see Graveworthy opening his mouth to summon Jack, but before he could Jack had turned and fired the 
mango, his arm whipping around so fast she barely saw it. The man with the guns didn't see it at all. 
 The fruit hit his left hand, knocking it into his right, and both guns went off well wide of any of them. Purva 
turned and saw faces down below, turning to look in their direction; when she turned back Graveworthy had lunged 
forward, tumbling down with their captor. They were wrestling, hand to wrist, trying to keep his guns away from him. 
 "Ellis, they're coming," Clare called, grabbing Purva by the arm and pulling her away from the treeline. "Jack!" 
 Purva saw only that Graveworthy's grip on one wrist was slipping, and she surged forward, stealing the pistol 
neatly out of his hand. She had no idea how to cock this sort of pistol, but the cold tip of it against their captor's temple 
seemed like a good idea. 
 He stopped moving after that. 
 There was a moment of silence in which they could hear the shouts from the Port. Purva steadied her hand as 
Graveworthy hauled the man up by the collar and shook him like a dog. He didn't look like a man whose fever had just 
broken a day before.  
 "Where's your farm?" he hissed. The man gasped for breath. "The soldiers are coming. Where's your farm?" 
 A hand extended to the south.  
 "Take us there." 
 
 
 
 They moved as silently and as quickly as they could through the trees, Graveworthy with one hand on the collar of 
the man who'd threatened them, his other holding one of the man's own pistols against his back. There was a trail of 
sorts, and evidence that the farmers around the Port must use it fairly frequently. 
 South of the Port, the tangle of undergrowth fell away to farmland, crop orchards growing in orderly rows. Off to 
the east Jack saw a field of vineyards; ahead were mango trees, and the irony that Jack might have assaulted the man 
with his own produce made him smile grimly. 
 "Is there anyone in the house?" Graveworthy asked, tilting his head at a small, single-level dwelling outside the 
orchard. 
 "Not this time of day," the man replied. To his credit, he was still walking proudly, not begging or threatening. He 
turned his head slightly. "Soldiers're coming. We're nearest to Port. No hedging bets now; blow away in the wind or 
come inside and save your skin." 
 "You're awfully helpful for a man who just threatened to shoot me," Graveworthy said. 
 "Tried to give you friendly warning." 
 "Those don't normally come with guns attached." 
 The man shrugged, and Jack saw him flash a grin at Graveworthy. "We don't trust wanderers round these parts. 
You want to be target practice, you go 'head be my guest." 
 Graveworthy shoved him forward, firm but not rough. Jack followed with Clare and Purva, twitching at the 
sounds of soldiers approaching in the distance. The man pushed the door open and Jack waited for both him and 
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Graveworthy to enter fully before he ducked inside. 
 "Under the stairs," the man said, gesturing to a second doorway covered only by a fabric curtain. Jack brushed past 
the curtain and found himself in a narrow hall, with a staircase on one side and two doorless frames on the other.  
 He crowded into the well beneath the stairs with Clare and Purva, Graveworthy backing in, pistol still sighted 
through a crack between fabric and wood. Jack could hear Graveworthy's breath rasping a little as he fought to keep it 
quiet. The front door banged open again. 
 "Captain," said the man, standing at the door with his hands clasped behind his back. "What can I do for you?" 
 "You hear gunshots?" the captain asked. The man nodded. 
 "My boys gone hunting roo up the hill," he said. "Figured that was it." 
 "Your boys poach too close to Port," the man barked. 
 "Isn't poaching if it's unstaked land," he replied. "Send you up some steaks, they catch anything. You call out a 
whole Port for a couple of bangs? You jumpy, Captain?" 
 "Port's a target. You want the goddamn ferals setting your farm on fire, you be my guest." 
 Jack couldn't see the man smile, but he could hear the amusement in his voice. "They don't bother me up here, 
Captain." 
 "Don't think I haven't noticed." 
 "Well, I can't paint myself white and hope it sticks. G'day, Captain." 
 "G'day, Plater." 
 The man called Plater closed the door and turned, leaning against it, holding a finger to his lips. Jack looked to 
Graveworthy, who hadn't moved a muscle. After a tense few seconds, Plater nodded as if to himself and gestured for 
them to come out.  
 Graveworthy led, holding out his hand silently to Purva for the second pistol. He laid both of them on the wide, 
clean table that filled the central room, eyes never leaving the other man's face. When Plater didn't reach for the guns, 
Graveworthy drew his revolver out of the holster under his coat and set it next to them. 
 "Now," he said. "Nobody's getting shot today, are they, Mr. Plater?" 
 Plater gave him a sharklike grin. "Depends on you. Hey, yellow-hair. Like to pour you a drink if you care. Never 
seen anyone throw like that." 
 Jack realized Plater was speaking to him, and glanced at Graveworthy. 
 "Accept the man's hospitality, John," Graveworthy said.  
 "Sure. That'd be fine," Jack said, trying to keep his accent from slipping. This was not how he had expected a 
surprise attack in the forest to end. Plater nodded and went to the long workbench on one side of the room, pouring 
something pale yellow from a glass bottle. Jack accepted and sipped a bare mouthful of burning alcohol, hoping that 
would satisfy the bizarre civility that was descending on the room. 
 "Why didn't you turn us in?" Graveworthy asked. Plater sat down and kicked out another chair, gesturing at it. 
Graveworthy sat.  
 "Nobody likes Port less than me," he said. "And God knows it's not a safe place for strange women. As for me, 
you never know what kind of rangers are out there – a friendly warning around these parts is as liable to get my throat 
slit as it is to help anyone. Man has to take precautions. Bet you understand that, Mr. – ?" 
 "Eric," Graveworthy said. 
 "Not Mister." 
 "No. Just Eric." 
 "And Just John, and Just Charity?" he asked. "What's your help's name?" 
 "Lafayette," Graveworthy answered.  
 "You off the Res?" Plater asked Purva. She frowned. "You speak any English?" 
 "Enough," she retorted. 
 "Bet you do," he said, turning back to Graveworthy. "I'm no fool. You aren't a bush ranger any more than I'm a 
white man. You square with me about what you want in Port and I'll square with you about whether you're likely to die 
getting it. We understand each other?" 
 Jack saw Graveworthy smile. It was a smile he'd seen a few times before, and usually it meant someone was about 
to be tricked.  
 "You tell me, Plater," he said, "why you don't get on with Port. Then we'll see. Or should I guess?" He held up a 
hand, ticking off points on his fingers. "Port buys cheap, and doesn't like to buy from your farm because you're a little 
closer to earth tone than they are." 
 Jack felt Clare's fingers tangle in his as they listened. 
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 "Port ships to Brisbane, but they don't ship cheap, and you haven't got a choice about using the rail to get your 
goods there in good time." 
 "You a lawyer?" Plater asked. 
 "Not precisely. Why, do you need one?" 
 "We been begging to get some relief up here," Plater said. "Can't get anything done because it's a territory. No 
proper governor except the military governor at Port. They're bleeding us dry." 
 "But they bleed the black men a little dryer than the white, don't they?" Graveworthy asked. Plater eyed him 
speculatively. "We're just passing through. Don't mean any harm to the farmers. We can get what we came for and 
move on to Brisbane." 
 Plater laughed. "On the train?" 
 "My lad's an engineer. He has ways," Graveworthy said. "Managed to get past you all right." 
 "What do you want from Port Darwin?" Plater insisted. 
 "Information." Graveworthy rested his hands on the table. "I want the port's ledger-book." 
 "You won't get it." 
 "You leave that to us." 
 "What I wouldn't give to see Byre come to grief," Plater said thoughtfully. 
 "He the man with the ledger?" 
 "That one. Tight-fisted bugger. Runs the company interests at Port." 
 "And what are the company interests?" Graveworthy asked, a light glinting in his eye. Plater frowned. 
 "I told you I wasn't a fool. We all know what the company wants. Steel! Ships! Cannon! Cogs in the machine." 
 Graveworthy nodded, as if he were thinking. 
 "Plater," he said, "If you want to put the screw to this Byre, you get me and my hired girl into the garrison, and get 
my boy and his wife on a train." 
 "Revenge doesn't put food on my table," Plater said.  
 "What about publicity?" 
 "What?" 
 "We're on our way to Brisbane. I have friends there," Graveworthy said. Jack, as always, was amazed at his 
abilities; Jack couldn't tell that he was lying even though he knew he was. "Get your voice heard." 
 "No goddamn southerner's going to listen to a settled Tribal in the Northern Territory," Plater replied. 
 "No goddamn southerner needs to know, do they?" 
 Plater took a pocket-watch out and checked it. "You don't get me killed, you might do some good. Evening train's 
in at seven. Outbound leaves at seven-forty-five. How fast are you, Eric?" 
 "Fast enough," Graveworthy answered, and Jack realized that there was a lot of danger in his very immediate 
future. 
 
 
 
 They spent the time between arriving at Plater's farmstead and departing for the port in re-packing the bags they 
carried, reducing the number from four to two so that Jack and Clare could get them on the train without much trouble. 
Plater seemed intrigued by the assortment they carried: Jack's wrench, Purva's spyglass, the lack of skirts or dresses for 
either Clare or the Hired Help. As Ellis helped sort out the remaining food they could take from the food they would 
have to leave, Plater spoke again. 
 "You can come in with me," he said. "We'll say you're looking for a plot to settle. You'll have to meet with Byre 
about shipment contracts, and he likes to take his time making that pitch. My work ends there; the rest is between you 
and him." 
 "You won't be sorry, Plater," Ellis said. 
 "Probably will. Port's my livelihood, Eric." 
 "Why did you come all the way up here to farm?" Ellis asked curiously. "Surely there's richer places." 
 "I was born in the Lower Territory. Didn't want to go Res after the borders closed. Land up here was cheap and 
everyone kept saying as how we'd need a lot of farmers. It's fertile; be better if the train service south didn't bleed us dry 
for shipping, but we make do. They might not like the Tribals much but you know how it is down south." 
 Ellis nodded, though he didn't know at all. He could work out enough from context to know Plater was probably 
better off here, and knew it. "What about the children?" 
 "They'll have to get on while everyone's loading the carriages for shipping. Nobody looks twice, couple of farmers' 
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kids helping out. You'll have to join them by departure." 
 Ellis grinned. "Leave that to them. If there's one thing my boy's good at, it's making a distraction." 
 Plater glanced across the room at Jack, who was inspecting the windows, toying with a locking device on one edge. 
"I can imagine," he said drily. "Any rate, my own boys won't be home tonight – went up prospecting. Gold all over this 
island, so they say, but you have to dig deep to get it. Waste of time in my opinion but in the off-harvest there's not 
much more to be done. Patrols, but we're pretty slack on those just now." 
 "You get raids often?" Ellis asked. 
 "The others sometimes. The landless Tribals don't bother us. We let 'em steal some fruit, sometimes they get lucky 
and a few head of cattle get loose off the train." Plater tilted his head at Purva. "You pick her up off the Res?" 
 Ellis grinned. "My boy picked her up." 
 "Quiet one. Looks like a spitfire though." 
 "Little bit of both. Kids're sweet on her," Ellis said. 
 "You seem young to have a son his age." 
 "Clean living." 
 Plater laughed. "Says the thief." 
 "I think I like the Northern Territory," Ellis said. "Land of hospitality and mangoes." 
 "Mostly mangoes," Plater replied solemnly. 
 
 
 
 Clare had to admit that they blended pretty well as they joined the small gathering of farmers and soldiers at the 
gates of the big train yard outside the Port. Most of the farmers were dusty but well-dressed men, either older than Ellis 
or somewhere around Clare's age. Ellis did have to hold Jack firmly by the elbow, though, to prevent him from 
excitedly inspecting the mechanized cart a few of the farmers were using to haul goods around with. 
 "First and second generations," Ellis said in Clare's ear as she took in the farmers. "The port must have lured them 
up here around the time the borders closed. Makes you wonder how long it was planned." 
 "Writing another book?" she asked.  
 "Perhaps nonfiction this time. When de la Fitte and I get inside, stick with Jack and get yourself hidden. Don't wait 
for us if we don't show up." 
 "Does anyone ever actually obey when you say that?" she asked, and felt pressure on her shoulder. 
 "Once, Anderson didn't wait for me. If he had, he would be dead now. Don't mistake caution for sentiment, Clare. 
Trust me." 
 The doors swung open then, and Clare shouldered her pack; a few of the farmers were lifting sacks or hauling 
crates off carts and she went more or less unnoticed as they trudged into the rail yard, despite the fact that her pulse was 
loud and fast in her ears and it was almost difficult to keep up with Jack.  
 They wove in and out of the soldiers and farmers, avoiding the noisy carts and the lines of men standing to 
attention by the newly-arrived train. As the ratty little man called Byre walked down the cars, making notes and 
stopping occasionally to investigate a shipment, the cars he'd already cleared began to unload. Jack took her pack, hiding 
it behind a carriage wheel and glancing over his shoulder at the second engine, primed and waiting to leave as soon as 
the cars had been loaded.  
 "Might as well pitch in," he whispered, joining the human chain snaking back to the carts. Clare fell in behind him 
and both of them watched Byre work his way down to the end of the line, followed by his soldiers. 
 "There really are no brakes on these engines," Jack murmured to her as they worked. "Did you see that incline 
outside the gates? You get the train rolling, head it down the slope, and the auto-feeder keeps it going. All the way to 
Brisbane. Probably an upslope at Brisbane to stop it. All that's holding them in place right now is those big pig-iron 
blocks under the wheels." 
 He nodded at two large metal bars, propped against the engine's front wheels.  
 "They look like they wouldn't be that hard to move," Clare said thoughtfully. 
 "No, not particularly. Just heavy," Jack agreed. "That kind of thing would definitely cause a commotion. Might 
even get Byre out of his office. And nobody'd notice us while everyone was trying to stop the train." 
 "Well, give Ellis some time," she said. "And Byre's got to put the ledger away first." 
 "You know what I love about you, Clare?" he said. 
 "My sparkling wit and divine beauty?" 
 "That you never think any of my bad ideas are bad ideas." 
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 Clare laughed. "I've learned it never does any good, Jack." 
 Plater clapped Jack on the back then, leaning over him as if inspecting a bundle. "You're in luck. Sealed shipment 
going out to Brisbane. No guards on that car. Get over to the third car down, help load the trunks in, get behind the 
trunks once they're loaded. You'll be sealed in." 
 "What about the others?" 
 Plater tilted his head. Jack cut his eyes sideways. Graveworthy was speaking to Byre, one hand touching his arm, 
gesturing inside, and Byre was nodding, his posture radiating subservience and avarice.  
 "They may have to wait for the next train." 
 "I have an idea," Jack told him. "Those pig-blocks are the only brakes. As soon as we're settled in this one, knock 
the blocks out on that one. The train'll start to move." 
 "Well," Plater said. "Something like that, take everyone by surprise. Soldiers'd have to chase it. Byre'd have to 
come see what the fuss was." 
 "Tell the others if you see them that we'll meet them on the east side of the Brisbane station." Jack picked up his 
bag and tossed Clare hers. "We'll go help load." 
 Plater, hand still on Jack's back, gripped his shoulder sudden and tight. 
 "You aren't from around here, are you?" he asked softly.  
 Jack looked up at him, considering whether to trust him. He wondered if this was how Graveworthy felt all the 
time. 
 "Go up the coast a day and a half's walk," he said. "You'll find our ship. We'd be obliged if you'd keep an eye on 
her for us." 
 Plater grinned. "What makes you think I won't steal it?" 
 "The fact that you stopped to warn us before you fired," Jack said. He took Clare's hand and pulled out of Plater's 
grip. "We won't forget this, Plater." 
 
 
 
 When the shouting started, Ellis mistakenly blamed Clare for a moment. It made sense; she was the more 
mischievous of the pair, at least intentionally. On the other hand, Jack was by far more likely to cause explosions and 
kidnap pirates. Really, it was a toss-up.  
 Byre's office was richly appointed, with a large desk and a locking drawer for his precious ledger, which he placed 
carefully on the soft fabric lining and left open, as if it were a jewel on display. He'd given Ellis a printed handbill on 
cheap rough paper and launched into a speech about the richness of the soil around Port Darwin and the amenities that 
the fort could offer, from regular military patrols to shipping services, even loans for newly-begun farmers. The rates on 
loans, which were not printed on the handbill, were outrageous.  
 Ellis half-listened and nodded when appropriate, keeping an eye on Purva, who was inspecting every aspect of the 
room with care and subtlety. Cataloguing the exits, studying the layout of the furniture, figuring out what it would take 
to get to the ledger. It was heartening, and one less thing he had to do himself. She could rival Anderson as a right-hand 
man, with a little training. As it was, he trusted her to find them a way out if everything went to hell. 
 And then everything did go to hell, but not for them.  
 "Are you certain you don't need to see to that?" he said, interrupting the smooth flow of Byre's pitch. The 
shouting outside had gotten louder, and there were clanging noises.  
 "My men are fully competent," Byre replied. "It is vital to trust one's subordinates, don't you think?" 
 "Absolutely," Ellis replied. "Military discipline and all that. Do you often have trouble with your soldiers?" 
 "Very rarely, and we police our own," Byre said tightly. Footsteps – boots on stone – rang up the hallway outside 
the door.  
 "Excellent to hear," Ellis said serenely, as a fist pounded on the door and it opened without preamble. A young 
soldier halted inside and skidded to something approaching military attention. 
 "Runaway train, sir," he said. "Slipped her braces. The fort's turning out to catch her but she's full up with coal and 
not fully unloaded yet." 
 Ellis watched as Byre glanced at him, a glance full of profane thoughts. Then, hastily, he shut the drawer the ledger 
was in, locked it, and turned back to the soldier. 
 "Leave ten on harbor patrol and call the rest to the yard," he said. "Mr. Grimes – " 
 "By all means. We are patient folk, farmers," Ellis said. "We'll await your return with great interest." 
 As soon as he was gone, Purva was across the desk and shaking the drawer gently. Ellis rose and quietly shut the 
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door.  
 "A very cheap lock," she said, grasping a narrow stiletto letter-opener from the blotter on the desk and poking it 
into the lock. Ellis leaned against the desk with his back to her, casually blocking the view should anyone come in. 
 "This is very much fun," Purva continued, jerking the drawer back and forth slightly. "Though, too much 
walking." 
 "I couldn't agree more. Any joy with that lock?" 
 "What is it you say: do not rush genius?" 
 Ellis laughed. "A runaway train smacks of Jack Baker, don't you think?" 
 "Joy!" Purva cried, as the drawer popped open. She pulled out the ledger, slammed the drawer shut, shoved the 
book into the bag Ellis held out, and grinned.  
 "Now we walk out, quietly, and look for the others," he said. "Stay close to me." 
 The halls and the rooms they passed were all empty as they left. Even the train yard was nearly bare, though a dust 
cloud in the distance spoke of many running people, and perhaps a few of the motor-driven carts, chasing after a train.  
 He eyed the guards still standing around the remaining train. Most were lounging up against the cars, smoking or 
sharing food, spitting fruit pips into the dust. A hand grasped his arm before he was fully out the door. Plater pulled 
him back inside, a warning finger on his lips. 
 "They're in the third car from the front, the sealed one," he said. "You'll never get another chance like this one. 
Can you crawl?" 
 "Crawl?" Ellis asked, eyebrows quirking. Plater pointed to the unguarded rear car, and the track running beneath it. 
Ellis glanced at Purva, who nodded. "We can crawl." 
 It was filthy, painful work to crawl across the ties between the narrow iron rails, huge wheels rising up on either 
side of them. Purva squirmed forward like she'd been built for it but Ellis, broader-shouldered and with less head 
clearance, made a mess of his elbows and knees. He tried not to even breathe too loud, lest the guards should hear. It 
seemed a long, slow journey and any minute the train might return and their theft be uncovered.  
 When she reached the third car, Purva looked over her shoulder with a what now? expression on her face. Twenty 
feet back, Ellis shrugged and kept coming. She rolled over and began to poke at the floor of the car, until suddenly Jack 
emerged from nowhere, reached down, and pulled her upwards without a sound.  
 Ellis blinked sweat from his eyes, wondering if he'd actually just seen that. But Purva was gone, and now Clare's 
head was dangling from the undercarriage, upside-down, grinning at him.  
 He finally reached where Purva had been and realized it was a trap-door, the kind built into most rail cars for easy 
maintenance access. Jack and Clare each dropped a hand down and hauled him up by his shoulders, forcing him to bow 
his back or risk hitting his hips on the underside of the car. He braced his boots on the corners of the trap, pushed, and 
rolled over onto dusty wooden boards. Clare put a hand over his mouth. 
 "We're in a sealed car," she said softly. "No guards." 
 "Not very sealed," Jack added in a whisper, with a sniff. "Boards over the doors, plates over the windows, and a 
completely unlocked lower trap. Not to mention the ceiling hatches are latched shut with ridiculous little hooks." 
 "Did you get the ledger?" Clare asked, taking her hand off his mouth. He sat up, nodding. "Wasn't our diversion 
good? It was Jack's idea." 
 "Brilliant," he whispered. Jack looked pleased.  
 The car itself was piled high with wooden crates and white fabric bags, the bags stamped TERRITORIAL MAIL 
in large, blurry letters. The crates formed a barrier in front of the doors on both sides, and Jack and Clare had obviously 
done a little subtle rearrangement to make a small, empty space in the middle. It would be tight sleeping quarters for as 
long as it took to get to Brisbane, and probably unbearably stuffy and hot, but it would get them there in safety. Ellis 
sighed with relief.  
 Purva had taken the ledger out and was poring over it, finger running down the numbers. There was a whistle in 
the distance and the sound of raised voices; Ellis imagined they'd caught their runaway train. He heard the other 
carriages rattling as the guards climbed into them. After an interminable silence, a second whistle and the jerk of 
movement told them they were underway. Ellis had the sensation of picking up speed as the train started its journey 
down the low, shallow slope. 
 He tipped his head back and closed his eyes. He knew enough to rest when he was safe, and he'd been operating 
more or less on sheer audacity since Plater had put a gun to his head. Now he was reminded that he was still recovering 
from the fever, and not as young as his companions, either.  
 "Aha," Jack said, exploring their carriage as the train began to move. "Clare, nice for you, I found a bucket. The 
decencies will be maintained." 
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 Ellis smiled as Clare laughed and, from the sound of it, threw something at him.  
 "It'll reek in here by the time we reach Brisbane," she said. "Ellis, you smell foul already." 
 "I was crawling over train tracks," he said, reminded that his arms were beginning to hurt. He opened his eyes and 
tried to study his own elbow, with limited success. 
 "You're cut up," Clare said, touching his arm gently. She undid the cuff and rolled the sleeve up, taking a 
handkerchief out of his waistcoat pocket. "Purva, is there any alcohol?" 
 "Yes, I am sure," Purva said, digging carelessly through the mail bags. "Aha!" 
 The burn of the scrounged alcohol in his cuts made him grit his teeth and clench his fists tightly. Clare tapped his 
wrist. "You're making it bleed worse." 
 "Sorry," he said, trying to relax. Blood ran down his elbow to his wrist. Clare sighed, wiped it off, and wrapped a 
torn strip of his shirt quickly around the injuries.  
 "You're falling apart, Graveworthy," she said, rubbing gently at the healing scab on his head. "Next you know, 
your legs will develop arthritis and your nose will fall off." 
 "Can't have that," he murmured tiredly. She deftly cleaned and wrapped the other arm, then sat back on her heels.  
 "Anything else that needs seeing to?" she asked. 
 "No, thank you. I think I'll sleep a little. Wake me if anything interesting happens." 
 She nodded and slid aside so that he could lie on his side, back to her and Purva, arms carefully stretched out to 
keep them from bumping the floor. He thought he felt Clare's fingers smoothing his hair down as he dropped into 
sleep, but it was probably just an illusion, the motion of the train car or his own tired brain playing tricks on him.  
 
 
 
 

FOURTEEN 
 
 The journey to Brisbane was long. It would have been unbearably stuffy in a fully sealed carriage, and what little 
air circulated up from the trap was dusty and warm, insufficient relief from the heat. By the first afternoon, Ellis had 
decided that clothing as a concept was overrated, though he did no more than cuff his sleeves; Jack had stripped to his 
undershirt, and the girls had both rolled up their trouser legs.  
 Night, on the other hand, brought ferocious cold. Clare burrowed deep into an insulating pile of mail sacks, while 
Purva hoarded their bags and Jack curled up with his back against Ellis for what mutual body-heat they could grab 
under the thin blankets they'd brought along.  
 During the day they occasionally heard voices, and sometimes there were footsteps on the roof as guards paced 
back and forth. One evening it seemed like the whole of the Darwin garrison camped out on their roof and ate dinner, 
while below the stowaways sweltered in absolute unmoving silence. Jack, estimating speed, reckoned on one more day 
and perhaps one more evening before they reached Brisbane. They rationed accordingly, particularly their canteens of 
water. 
 "Are the girls asleep, do you think?" Jack whispered, late that night when the guards had packed it back inside, 
probably to warm themselves in the car nearest the engine.  
 "I think Clare is," Ellis replied, pushing himself against one wall of the train car to sit upright, aware he probably 
wasn't going to sleep. Over the constant clack of the wheels and the distant whirr of the automated engine, he could 
just about make out heavy, even breaths from the pile of bags and clothing that Purva had curled up in. "Sounds like 
your pirate is, too." 
 Jack pressed his head against Ellis' hip, apparently seeking warmth. "She's been pretty useful." 
 "Extremely so. I've no doubt we'd have found a way without her, but it probably wouldn't have been as 
convenient. I suppose we'll owe her when all this is done, though. I did promise her a chance to negotiate on behalf of 
Barataria." 
 "She'll do well. She has a tongue on her," Jack yawned. Ellis chuckled at the understatement. 
 "She does, at that. Perhaps she'd like to work for the Empire eventually. Always looking for new blood, us." 
 "You think she'd stay on land?" 
 "She's on land now." 
 "For good, I mean." 
 Ellis shook his head. "I doubt you could get a sea-going woman like her to settle down, even if we redefine the 
word settle to an unhealthy degree. Can you imagine Purva in a town-house in London?" 
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 Jack chuckled. "No. But – a ship's just a home that moves, really. I can imagine her treating a house like a ship. 
For a while, anyway." 
 Ellis smiled. "Purva stimulates your imagination, does she?" 
 "I just wonder, that's all." 
 "Do you?" 
 "Well. I like Purva. In the kind of way where I want to…" He could barely see Jack sketching shapes in the air 
with one hand, meaningless whirls and lines. "I want to build things for her." 
 Ellis tried to stifle his laughter. "Oh, Jack. True love among the engineers. Poor boy." 
 "Nothing poor about it. At least I can, you know. I have something to offer a woman. And that's not funny," he 
added earnestly. "I'm nearly twenty. I have to start thinking of these things sooner or later." 
 "Yes, or wind up a bachelor like me," Ellis replied. 
 "I didn't mean that." 
 "It's all right, Jack, I don't mind. But I'd tread carefully with Purva. She loves the sea. Rather like you love 
engines."  
 "But don't you think that would be all right?" Jack asked, sounding oddly hopeful. "She could go off to sea and I'd 
stay behind with my engines and we'd both be happy, and then when she came back we'd have…we'd have something 
really special. And when we got tired of each other she could go away for a bit again. It'd be like – " 
 "Like your parents?" Ellis asked. Jack was quiet for a while. 
 "It worked all right for them," he said. "It's like some of the old stories, you know. Like with selkies? You can't go 
with them, you have to let them go. When Dad tried to go with her…" 
 Ellis found himself reaching out before he'd thought about it, smoothing Jack's hair down in an affectionate 
gesture. 
 "I hate to be the voice of reason in the face of true love," he said quietly, "but there's one other problem, you 
know. You've no idea if she feels the same." 
 "No, but I'm devising experiments for that," Jack said. Ellis stopped, lifted his hand, and stifled his laughter again.  
 "You can't quantify the human heart, Baker!" he said. "It doesn't put out consistent rates of energy." 
 "There are ways to measure things," Jack insisted. "How do you feel when you're in love?" 
 Ellis fell silent, thoughtfully. "It's been rather a long time." 
 "Well, I've read a bit about it." 
 "Oh, have you!" 
 "Yeah, in your books, so shut it," Jack sounded amused. "Your heart beats faster, and because it's beating faster 
you can't breathe as well so you get dizzy, that's the lack of air to the brain, and you say stupid things. So I've been 
monitoring her heartbeat and her breathing. And someone in love smiles more when the other person's around, so I 
keep track of how much she smiles at everyone." 
 Ellis couldn't help himself. "Any solid results yet?" 
 "Well, she smiles at you and me more than Clare, but Clare smiles at you more than she does at Purva, so I think 
maybe that's just a girl thing." 
 "She does?" Ellis asked, curious.  
 "Yep. And Purva doesn't breathe as deeply around me as she does around you, either. So I'm pretty confident 
she's at least forty-five percent in love with me," Jack continued.  
 "The mathematics of romance," Ellis murmured. "Excellent title for a novel. I may steal you and put you in a 
book, Jack." 
 "Clare said you would." 
 "She's wise." 
 Jack yawned again. "But it's all pretty uncertain. I wish I had a plan." 
 "You miss building things." 
 "Yeah." 
 "Perhaps when we get to Brisbane. There's bound to be things for you to play with there." 
 Jack nodded, huddling deeper in the blanket. Ellis put out a hand to try and Create a thicker blanket for him; he 
was certain his lapsed skills still extended that far, but when he tried there was no answering tingle from the air, and no 
blanket appeared.  
 He turned over his hand, palm up, and tried to call up fire, one of the most basic and primitive Creations there 
was. Nothing; not a spark, not even a moment of heat.  
 Ellis tilted his head back and sighed as Jack drew his legs up and shut his eyes.  
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 That was the end of it, then.  
 
 
 
 Jack noticed first that they were slowing, late the following afternoon. More accustomed to the rhythm of an 
engine than any of the others, he swore he could hear a difference in the clacks of the wheels. 
 "Listen," he said. "It was a different key before. It's flat now." 
 He saw Graveworthy raise an eyebrow at Clare, but neither of them scoffed, just cocked their heads to listen. 
Purva scooted to the edge of the open trap door, studying the dirt and wooden ties as they sped past underneath.  
 "Perhaps?" Purva ventured.  
 "I bet we're in Brisbane by sundown," Jack said. "Maybe sooner." 
 "Well, we'd best decide the wisest route out of this stuffy death-box," Graveworthy replied. "We have a few 
options. We can break the exterior seals and jump out while it's still moving along at a fair clip – my elbows would 
appreciate if we didn't – or we can try dropping through the trap once it's stopped. Or I suppose," he added, "We could 
pretend we were just unloading. It has the appeal of brashness." 
 "Brisbane's a big city, though," Clare said. "I doubt they have farmers unloading on this end." 
 "No – probably fruit-sellers and day hires," Graveworthy replied. "Perhaps the trap is best." 
 "Another long crawl?" Clare asked, and Jack noticed that she glanced at the ragged bandages around 
Graveworthy's elbows where his sleeves were rolled up.  
 "We could pack Clare and Purva up in mail bags and let someone load them out," Jack said, to lighten the mood.  
 "Manhandled in a mail bag! No thank you," Clare said. 
 "Been in worse," was all Purva said, still watching through the trap, seemingly hypnotized by the railroad ties 
flicking past.  
 "I do think the trap is best. It'll give us a chance to see where we are." Graveworthy said. "Purva, any trouble going 
first?" 
 "No," she said with a wicked grin.  
 They sat in silence as Jack listened to the wheels slowing, and eventually the others began to discern it as well. The 
ride got rougher and the floor rocked beneath them; it made it difficult to tidy and rid the car of the evidence of their 
passage, but they managed. Jack helped Graveworthy pad and re-bandage his elbows, while Clare and Purva tore strips 
out of a discarded sack to pad their own.  
 It had been dim in the car the entire time they traveled, with the kind of oppressive heavy darkness that comes 
with enclosed heat. As the car slowed even further, however, the thin shafts of sunlight disappeared.  
 "I think we're in a station," Graveworthy murmured, and Jack nodded. "Useful. There'll be crowds we can lose 
ourselves in. Long as we don't lose each other." 
 Jack was about to reply when the train stopped suddenly, jerking to a halt and making odd crunching noises as the 
hitches slammed together between cars. Clare tumbled backwards, grasping for a handhold, and Purva rocked against 
the crate she was leaning on, almost falling on Graveworthy.  
 There was the sound of slamming doors and raised voices; Graveworthy jerked his head at Purva, who dropped 
through the trap and down into the outside world silently and stealthily. Jack watched, putting his head through as she 
crawled towards the engine. He could make out little more than a cool gloom. There were footsteps echoing around, 
but from what little movement he could see they seemed to be making for the rear of the train. 
 Purva, squirming along in the other direction, looked over her shoulder at him and grinned. Jack grinned back, 
trying to ask a question without asking. She tilted her shoulders, one arm lifting across her chest and up to beckon him 
on.  
 "Purva wants us to come down," he whispered. Graveworthy was strapping one of the bags, tight and flat as 
possible, to Clare's back.  
 "I can't carry one of these, I'll never fit," Graveworthy said. Jack pulled himself up and Clare took his place below, 
following Purva. The pack was unceremoniously slung over his shoulders and tied so tight in front he could hardly 
breathe.  
 "If we get separated – " 
 "We won't," Jack said. "Come on." 
 The front of the train wasn't as far a crawl as Graveworthy and Purva must have suffered when they snuck on in 
Port Darwin, but it still felt long, and it was hellishly hot under the big boiler of the engine. Eventually Purva tucked her 
arms against her body and rolled out between two of the engine's wheels and Jack followed gratefully, gasping in the 
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suddenly cool air.  
 "This way," Purva whispered, taking his hand. "I see the door." 
 He followed almost blindly, his hand fumbling for and finding Clare's behind his. After a second, Graveworthy's 
hand landed heavily on his shoulder, and he turned to see his face pale in the gloom, eyes remarkably sharp and keen.  
 Purva stopped outside a wide slash of light that slowly reformed itself into a door, peering through.  
 "What do you see?" Jack asked, leaning around her.  
 "C'est beau," she breathed, and pushed the door open. 
 Light flooded over Jack, blinding him briefly; Graveworthy pushed him firmly through the doorway and followed, 
and Jack heard the click of the door shutting behind them, but it was the last sound that registered for some time. 
 They were in a large open oblong chamber, full of people, enormous and sunny – a train station, but not one like 
Jack had ever encountered. He looked up to find that the roof was made of panes of glass, arching over them in 
patterns of shrinking rectangles and inlaid triangles, occasionally fading away into swirls of metal where they ended. The 
walls were stone to about six feet and then they too were made up of enormous panes of glass, many of them tilted 
inwards to let a breeze through. Fans, turned by some force he couldn't see, blew air lazily across the room as 
passengers ran to their trains or bought tickets or checked the schedule board for the daily travel times.  
 The sky through the glass was a dazzling blue, almost unreal to eyes that had been in the dark for three days. Huge 
doors with decorative, abstract sunbursts of inlaid yellow stone edged the nearest wall, apparently an exit out to the 
street. Across from them, row on row of high gates led to platforms decorated with wrought-iron arches in clean, sharp 
lines. Jack could feel his fingers go lax and drop Clare's hand as he stared around him.  
 "Have you ever seen anything like it?" Graveworthy asked in a hushed voice. 
 "Have you?" Jack asked.  
 "The Sistine Chapel comes close…" 
 "Houses made of glass," Purva mumbled. "I have never seen such a thing." 
 "Look at the pattern they make…" Jack lifted a hand and sketched his fingers through the air, along the lines of 
the ceiling.  
 "We're making ourselves conspicuous," Graveworthy said, grasping his wrist and lowering his hand. "Come along, 
Jack. The sooner we get out of here, the safer we'll be." 
 Jack followed without really looking, his head still upturned to gawp at the glittering glass above their heads. A 
dark figure was crawling along the roof with a rag and a pail, scrubbing it from the outside. People bumped and jostled 
past, but Jack didn't really look down or pay attention to his surroundings until he almost collided with a well-dressed 
woman, who glanced at him and sniffed as she passed. 
 There was no doubt they were drawing attention; all four of them were dusty and rumpled, and Jack was sure that 
his new habit of gaping upwards wasn't helping, but it was difficult not to.  
 "We need money and a place to rest and wash," Graveworthy was saying, as he led them through one of the 
sunburst doorways and out into the city. "I think I – " 
 Once again they were struck silent. They had emerged onto a wooden walkway running parallel to a cobbled street, 
but the cobbles were smooth and nearly seamless. Prowling along the street was a machine with no hitches or rails or 
even a boiler large enough to power it; Jack watched as the long, sleek hooded cart passed them, all shiny metal and 
purring power.  
 "Welcome to Brisbane," Clare said, giggling a little hysterically.  
 "Oh god," Jack managed, as a similar cart, smaller and noisier, passed in the other direction.  
 "Heel, Jack," Graveworthy said, grasping him lightly by the collar of his shirt. "Now's not the time." 
 A million questions filled Jack's mind. He could see small pipelike vents between the rear wheels of the carts, and 
grilles on the front that looked like they should be vents but apparently weren't. Where were the boilers? Where was the 
smoke from the heat source? 
 He felt Graveworthy give him a light shake. Clare sidled up and grasped his arm, anchoring him; when he looked 
at Purva she was staring upwards at the incredibly tall building across the road. He followed her gaze, counting windows 
vertically. 
 "Fifteen stories," Graveworthy muttered.  
 "How – " Jack started, and Graveworthy shook him again warningly.  
 "It's a hotel," Clare said, leaning around Jack to face Graveworthy. "We could use a hotel right now." 
 "Not that one. Look at us – we'd be utterly conspicuous," Graveworthy answered. Jack counted the windows 
again just to be sure. "Come on. There's bound to be something cheap and ugly. We look like we've come off a cattle 
drive. Probably smell like it too. Besides, we haven't the money yet." 
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 "We haven't any money," Clare said. Jack looked to Graveworthy; this was his mission after all, and he must have 
had some kind of plan. 
 Graveworthy smiled, a feral smile in a dust-smudged face. He held up his left hand and shifted his thumb across 
his palm; a fan of thin, narrow metal sheets shot out from between his fingers. 
 "Hard currency," he said, twisting his hand and reshuffling the strips of metal into a pile. "Not exactly bank notes, 
but they'll work – Anderson told me what to look for. This ought to be enough to see us through tomorrow, anyway."  
 "Where'd you get those?" Clare demanded. 
 "Ask me no questions," Graveworthy said. "Come along. We're back in civilization! Let's find somewhere with a 
bathtub."  
 
 
 
 It was good to walk on hard land again, without having to account for the swaying and bumping of the rail car. 
They followed the road east, away from the enormous buildings and the beautiful train station, walking for some time 
before they found a shabby hotel that suited Ellis properly. Clare felt that perhaps they could have risked a little 
conspicuousness to find somewhere closer, but inside there were half a dozen men and women, as dusty and hard-
bitten as their little crew must look, and she had to admit that nobody batted an eye when Ellis asked for two rooms 
and laid down a pair of the metal strips in payment.  
 It had been so long since they'd lived anywhere with proper doors that she almost forgot to close it behind her 
when she stepped into the small, dimly-lit room that she would share with Purva. Next door she could hear Jack and 
Ellis talking faintly through the wall. There was a bath, in a little closet off the main room, and even hot running water.  
 "You go first," she said to Purva, who nodded agreeably and turned on the taps, stripping unconcernedly and 
shaking her hair out of its matted ponytail. Clare slipped out into the hallway once Purva was locked in the little room, 
knocked perfunctorily on the door next to theirs, and entered without waiting for permission.  
 Jack was struggling out of his shirt, and she could see an amusing inverted triangle of sun-browned skin just above 
his collarbones where his shirt normally gapped. His hands and arms were dark too, but she'd forgotten how ungodly 
pale the rest of him was. He hardly looked like a studious Harvard engineer anymore, with shaggy hair hanging past his 
ears, three days' worth of stubble, and blue eyes bright in his deeply tanned face.  
 "Clare!" he said, when he'd pulled the shirt all the way off. "Do you mind?" 
 She rolled her eyes. Ellis, seated on the bed, chuckled.  
 "Go on, Jack, the bath's got to be nearly full," he said. "Clare, come over here and be distracted while Jack 
disrobes. Minister to my wounds, won't you?" 
 She sat on the bed next to him, putting her back to Jack, who snorted in annoyance but apparently decided not to 
fight further. She could hear him close the door and splash into the water as she worked at the knots on the bandages 
binding up Ellis's scrapes. He hissed as his wounds began to bleed again when the fabric was pulled away.  
 "You should have gone first," she said. "These should be washed." 
 "I'm afraid I'm for nothing more than clean clothes and a quick splash with a rag," he replied. "Just to scrub off 
the worst of the smell." 
 "Why on earth? I'm sure there's enough hot water to go around." 
 "That cash won't last us long. I need to get some more, quickly, and that's most easily done if people think I'm a 
dim country boy." 
 "Where'd it come from?" she asked again. He held a scrap of rag against his bleeding arm while she worked on the 
other.  
 "Picked a pocket." 
 "Ellis!" 
 "What?" he asked. "We needed money." 
 "That's just outright theft," she scolded.  
 "You see, this is why I told you not to ask." 
 "Ignorance is better than disapproval, then?" 
 "Well, of course," he said. "Let me put it to you this way. If you were absolutely convinced that giving me your 
money would save a war with the Empire, you'd give me your money. And if you weren't willing to, then you're not the 
sort of person that deserves to have it in the first place." 
 She looked at him for a while. He gazed back, unperturbed. 
 "There's something wrong with your ethical code," she said. 
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 "Perhaps, but you're about to reap the benefits of it." 
 "And that's what you're going to do today? Go steal more wallets off innocent people?" 
 "That's hardly efficient." 
 There was a quiet, satisfied groan from the bathroom. 
 "Don't drown," Ellis called. 
 "I'm never moving again!" Jack's muffled voice echoed through the wall.  
 "How will you get money? Stick up a bank?" she asked, unwilling to be distracted.  
 "Do give me some credit, Clare." He studied the less-serious scrapes on the other arm, nodding approvingly. "I'm 
going to find a card game, join it, lose once or twice, and then clean them out." 
 Clare frowned. "That doesn't sound safe." 
 "I'm subtle. Worry not," he said, as if he could read her mind. "Tomorrow I will install you in a fine hotel far more 
suited to the status in life you ought to possess, and – what day is it?" 
 Clare realized she wasn't entirely sure. Probably a Wednesday? "I don't know." 
 "Well, whenever Friday is, by then I will have amassed enough reasonable wealth that we may proceed. All this 
urgency about the safety of the country is well and good, but tired people make mistakes." 
 "Like picking pockets," Clare said, but she knew he could hear the amusement in her voice.  
 "We do what we must. We also stole a train," he reminded her. He eased the rag off his arm; the blood had begun 
to clot, dark and vivid on his skin. "Thank you." 
 "Thief," she said. 
 "Hijacker." 
 "Gambler." 
 He held up a finger. "Ah ah. Not when I play cards." 
 "Cheat!" 
 "No, just very good at what I do." 
 She laughed and ruffled his hair, dust cascading out of it and down to his shoulders. It was something she would 
have done to Jack, and she didn't realize it was at all strange until he met her eyes again, a question in his face. Perhaps 
she'd taken too much of a liberty; she'd seen him shirtless, injured, hungry, sick, and tired, but in a way those had been 
liberties too.  
 Before she could stammer out an apology she heard Jack climbing out of the bathtub. She stood quickly, making 
for the door. 
 "I'll leave money with Jack to buy you all dinner," he called after her. "I'll be back later tonight." 
 She raised a hand to show she'd heard him, and the door shut behind her just as Jack yelped in outrage at the 
breeze from the corridor.  
 When she came back to her own room, Purva was drying her hair, threading her fingers through it to comb it into 
some semblance of order and attempting to braid the loose tendrils with minimal success. Her clothing hung wetly on 
the windowsill and a blanket from the bed was wrapped around her body. The bathtub had a puddle of mud in the 
bottom, but Clare sluiced it out with water in her cupped hands and filled the tub again.  
 She followed Purva's example, washing her clothes after she'd soaked away at least two layers of dirt. A light 
breeze filtered through the window, drying the clothes reasonably quickly, though they had to send Jack away the first 
time he banged on the door and demanded they come with him to eat before he expired of anticipation. Apparently 
Graveworthy had already left, and Jack was restless and bored now that he was clean.  
 "Come ON!" he called a second time, half an hour later. "Clare, there are steaks. There are potatoes. There's bread 
and fresh butter and chicken and beer! And you are preventing me from eating ALL OF IT!" 
 Purva rolled her eyes as she buttoned her shirt. "The beer will not vanish, Jack Baker!" 
 "IT MIGHT!" 
 "You'd think he'd find the hot water taps more fascinating," Clare said conversationally. 
 "I CAN HEAR YOU!" 
 Clare sighed and opened the door. Jack's clothes, which obviously hadn't been washed, gave off the faint acrid 
odor of train that they'd all had to breathe for three days straight. She and Purva shared a look of mutual scorn for his 
state of dress.  
 "Come on, come on," he urged, already walking down the hallway. "While you two were…whatever it is you were 
doing, I found a place to eat." 
 The place Jack had found was a pub not far from the hotel, shabby but clean, with wide shutters that opened onto 
the street. Jack held the door for them both, following them inside, and led them to the nearest table, pulling out chairs 
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for them as if it might make them hurry more and the food come faster.  
 Clare was just settling into her seat and noticing the strange lamps on the walls – entirely enclosed, and not 
powered by any source that she could see – when a middle-aged man put a hand on Jack's shoulder.  
 "We don't serve Tribals in here," he said, looking pointedly at Purva. She lifted her chin imperiously. 
 "She's with us," Jack replied, shrugging the man's hand off. 
 "That's as may be, but we don't serve Tribals," the man repeated, pointing to a sign near the entrance. NO DOGS, 
NO TRIBALS.  
 Clare felt her breath catch angrily in her throat.  
 "What the hell kind of stupid rule is that?" Jack asked, and his accent slipped so badly that Clare stood abruptly 
and shot him a warning look.  
 "Fucking northerners," the man muttered. "We don't want no trouble, but we don't serve Tribals." 
 "Well, if she can't eat here, neither can we," Clare said sharply. "Surely you don't want to lose three very hungry 
people." 
 "There's a room round back for her kind," the man replied, just as sharply. "Puts people off their food, eatin' with 
Tribals." 
 "She's not – " Jack began, and Clare elbowed him. Purva's chin lifted another notch. 
 "We will eat in the back," she said firmly. "I do not want to see this man's face while I eat." 
 The man looked as if he couldn't believe what he was hearing and Clare was sure she saw him start to pull back to 
hit Purva, but Purva was already brushing past him, her considerable glare landing on anyone who happened to be 
looking in her direction. Clare grabbed Jack and all but hauled him along, following Purva as she rounded the corner of 
the building and thumped her fist against the wall. 
 "I see idiocy is alive and well in Australia," Jack murmured.  
 "Is always the way with the English," Purva snarled. Jack put out a hand to touch her shoulder and she shrugged it 
off. "English ships are good prey. They always think we are savages. Why not prove it? They are pigs. They are putains!" 
 Clare's heart ached for her, and her own fury was making her half-blind; if Ellis's casual and unintended ignorance 
had annoyed her, this was like a slap in the face. 
 No Dogs, No Tribals. 
 Jack tried again, this time succeeding in wrapping an arm around Purva's shoulders.  
 "We can go somewhere else," he said. 
 "I am hungry," Purva replied. "I will not be driven away. Besides, you want steak." 
 "It'll be the same everywhere, Jack," Clare said softly. "And we can't make ourselves conspicuous, you know that." 
 Jack glanced at her then, and she saw that he'd only been thinking of Purva when they were inside; now he was 
thinking of her, too. 
 "Are you sure?" he asked.  
 "Let's just eat," she said tiredly, not wanting to talk about it. "We'll eat and sleep and tomorrow we'll figure it all 
out." 
 Jack nodded, releasing Purva and following her as she strode imperially to a battered back door. 
 This room was dimmer and dingier, a little stuffy, without the odd enclosed lamps of the main room; instead, 
kerosene lanterns hung from hooks, few and far between. To Clare's surprise, there were more than Tribals inside – 
white men and women were scattered around, eating with Tribals in groups or sitting at small tables. Hardly anyone 
bothered more than a glance as they entered; Jack led them to a table, his face set angrily, and accosted a woman 
emerging from the kitchen. Clare heard him demanding food in a low, furious voice she'd rarely heard Jack use. The 
woman looked at him wide-eyed but didn't give him any trouble, and he dropped into his chair across from them still 
looking angry.  
 "Ridiculous," he muttered. "Don't see why we should give this place any of our money." 
 They lapsed into hungry silence until the food was brought out; Jack ate with the single-minded intensity of 
someone who didn't want to talk or think. Clare had thought that this place would kill her appetite, but… 
 Well. There was fresh meat, warm bread, cheese, things she hadn't seen or eaten in weeks, or had only gotten a 
few mouthfuls of from Darwin. She glanced sidelong and saw that Purva was obviously feeling the same, torn between 
eating as fast as possible and savoring the treat.  
 "We should get some food for Ellis," she said, breaking the silence once the edge had gone from her hunger. Jack 
grunted, shoveling another heaping forkful of vegetables into his mouth. "Did he say when he'd be back?" 
 Jack shook his head, swallowing. "Tonight was all he said. He has a key. He'll probably eat…somewhere." 
 Clare leaned back a little and looked around the room, trying not to seem as if she was. "That man called us 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

150 

Northerners. You think maybe things are different in the North?" 
 "Plater had his own farm," Jack replied. "I bet they get a lot of northerners bringing their stock down. The 
northerners didn't seem too fond of the south, either." 
 "But I know…" Clare trailed off. "It can't be this way everywhere. I mean, it looks like some of the men are 
married to Tribals, doesn't it?" 
 She nodded slightly at a pair of diners across the room, a white man and a Tribal woman, eating in the kind of 
comfortable companionship that comes from close quarters.  
 "Not allowed," Purva said. Clare glanced at her. "I think. Like between castes in India. Outlawed." 
 "Well, maybe not married, but you know. Close-as," Clare said. She wanted to think and was too tired to think; she 
felt vaguely that they should have refused their business to people who rated any kind of human on the same level as 
dogs, but she didn't have any energy to spare anymore. She wanted to know where Ellis was, and she wanted to go back 
to her room with the bed in it and burrow under the blankets and sleep for a week.  
 Jack waved at her from across the table. She looked up at him and caught his smile.  
 "We'll be okay," he said. "We'll sort it out in the morning, remember?" 
 "Okay," she echoed. 
 "And are you going to eat that potato?" 
 
 
 
 Graveworthy returned to them late that night. The door latch woke Jack, and he sat up in bed to watch as the 
older man took off a hat he hadn't owned that morning and shed his shirt, carefully unwrapping the new bandages on 
his elbows.  
 "Hello," he said to Jack, when he saw he was awake.  
 "How'd it go?" Jack asked. Graveworthy gave him a tired grin and tossed the hat on Jack's bed.  
 "Check the inside," he said, and Jack pulled a handful of metal strips, copper and silver and gold, out of the band. 
Jack hefted the metal, a thoughtful grin on his face. 
 "I was perplexed when Anderson said Australian coinage is made of precious metal taken at face value, but I begin 
to understand its use," Graveworthy said, taking off his shirt. "The North has to be a barter economy, for the most 
part, so precious metals do well there, and of course all external trade is paid for that way. The things men will tell you 
at a poker table – you wouldn't believe," he added, turning on the taps in the small bath-cupboard.  
 "Do they really play poker?" 
 "Well, some variant. There are only so many ways to play cards." 
 "Have you eaten?" 
 "Oh yes. How was dinner?" 
 Jack frowned, tucking the metal strips back into the hat's inner band. "Unpleasant." 
 "Oh?" 
 "They wouldn't let Purva eat with us unless we ate in the back." 
 "Mm, yes, I saw some signs about that. Separate entrances for Tribals, separate dining rooms." Graveworthy 
shook his head.  
 "Do you think it's like this everywhere?" Jack asked. 
 "We won't know until we've seen more of the country. Tomorrow we'll find somewhere a bit…" He looked 
around, sniffed, shook his head. "At any rate, I have a feeling we'll be parting ways soon. Surely Clare will want to go 
looking for her family, and I have business here in Brisbane." 
 Jack nodded and looked away as Graveworthy stripped down for a bath, listening to the taps turn off, the 
splashing and eventual silence. After a few minutes he tucked the hat up against the pillow of the second bed and rolled 
over, going back to sleep.  
 When he woke again the sun was well up in the sky. He tumbled out of bed, his back and legs protesting, and 
glanced over to see Graveworthy propped on the other bed's pillows, a bowl of hot oatmeal in his hands. He looked 
blissful.  
 "Life," Graveworthy said, when he saw Jack was awake and staring at him, "is a series of desperate gambles and 
boxing matches for the wits, bookended on the one side by events in which one is shot at, and on the other end by 
mornings like this." 
 "Uh," Jack said sleepily.  
 "Well, my life is," Graveworthy added.  
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 "Bath," Jack said. Graveworthy grinned and tilted his head.  
 "Go on." 
 He emerged, dressing, to find Clare and Purva had joined Graveworthy and were enjoying a shared platter of toast 
and eggs.  
 "Oh god, breakfast," he said, and Purva smiled at him and offered him a triangle of toasted bread, dipped in runny 
fried-egg yolk. There was the promise of a clean, spacious hotel in his future, and Clare and Purva both looked happy to 
be awake and alive and well-fed. 
 Life was distinctly looking up. 
 Graveworthy herded them out once they were done, paying for their rooms and shouldering one of the bags, 
tossing the other one to Purva. He guided them through backstreets, apparently a route he'd mapped the night before, 
and brought them out into a sunny stone-lined plaza, the cobbles making pretty geometric shapes around squares of 
cultivated grass and trees. Jack had mostly been concentrating on not getting separated from the others, but now he 
stopped and looked upwards at the impossibly tall buildings.  
 "Keep up, Baker," Graveworthy called, sounding amused, but Jack hardly heard him. Along the side of one of the 
buildings was a narrow shaft, like a giant chimney, topped with a pulley whose thick cable-ropes ran down to some kind 
of engine inside a metal cage. As he watched, the engine leapt to life and the pulley squealed as the ropes were wound 
through it. "Jack, come along." 
 "Where did they get it all?" he asked, tearing his eyes away from the pulley only to fixate on another one of the 
power-driven carts as it passed the plaza. "I mean. Where did they come up with it? You can't build things that tall in – 
" 
 "Jack!" Graveworthy hissed, and Jack winced. "Do try not to get us arrested on our second day in town, would 
you please?" 
 "Sorry, sorry," Jack said, refocusing. "Where are we?" 
 "Near the city center. We'll take rooms here," Graveworthy said, indicating a huge white-stone building on the 
southern side of the plaza. "And this afternoon, I think perhaps purchase some clothing. My shirts are unanimously 
unwearable, and none of us are blending in terribly well." 
 Jack felt a jerk at the back of his neck and turned to find Graveworthy's fingers firmly wrapped around his collar; 
he hadn't realized he'd been wandering over to inspect an odd-looking lamp on the street corner.    
 "You, troublemaker – am I going to have to tie you to de la Fitte?" he asked. "Hotel first, clothing second, and 
then if you promise to keep your mouth shut I'll show you a surprise." 
 "A surprise? Am I five?" Jack asked. 
 "You're acting like it." Graveworthy gave him a shake by his collar. "I mean it, Jack. I know you're fascinated, but 
you need to keep your mind on us right now. If I didn't know better I'd say you were more excited to be here than 
Clare." 
 "What makes you think he isn't?" Clare asked, as they passed through the hotel lobby. Graveworthy gave her a 
small, knowing smile, and turned to the desk.  
 
 
 
 It was worth all the scolding and chiding and watching over Jack that he'd had to do, first checking into the hotel 
and then shopping for clothes, to see his face when Ellis took him by the sleeve of his new shirt (a strange cut, looser at 
the throat, tighter at the wrists) and led him into the garage.  
 Jack's mouth went small and round in surprise, his eyes widening as he took in row upon row of the engine-driven 
carts, gleaming and silent. He'd already nearly killed himself trying to disassemble one of the strange filament-lights in 
their rooms, and Ellis was a little uncertain of his mental state, but he had promised a surprise. Jack had at least made 
every attempt to behave himself while they were in public.  
 "They're beautiful," Jack breathed. Ten "automobiles" – according to an attendant, who had looked a little 
bemused by Graveworthy's earlier questioning – stood in a neat row, each different from the others. 
 "They belong to guests of the hotel," Graveworthy said. "You can't disassemble them." 
 Jack looked mildly disappointed, but he stepped forward and crouched in front of the first one, which had a long 
narrow body and only two seats, one with a large, ungainly-looking wheel in front of it. Jack peered through the metal 
grille, studying what he could see of the interior.  
 "They can't possibly be steam-powered," he said, nose brushing the metal. "Some new kind of propulsion system. 
This is…enormous. This is leaps and bounds forward in mechanical engineering. I was on the wrong track entirely…" 
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 "What track was that?" Ellis asked.  
 "Well, I was thinking clockwork horses. Not necessarily shaped like a horse but the same general idea – using 
clockwork to drive an engine that would propel a cart. You couldn't do it with steam – you could, actually, but it'd be 
awkward. There were just too many variables for me to even start on…oh," he interrupted, falling to the ground and 
flipping over onto his back, using his heels to shove himself under the automobile.  
 "Well," he said after a moment. "That's…huh." 
 "What?" Ellis asked. 
 "Nothing, just – " 
 "Jack! You are not allowed to take apart the automobile!" 
 "I'm not!" Jack said defensively, in the tone of voice that meant he'd been about to do just that. "It's just, I think I 
see how they steer it!" 
 He rolled out from under the machine and stood up, studying the grease on his hands. 
 "I don't think you realize the magnitude of this," he said to Ellis, his voice and face suddenly serious, much older 
than his years. "I really don't think anyone here can possibly know. This – what did you call it?" 
 "Automobile." 
 "This automobile uses a completely different engine from anything I've ever seen. It's just…it's beautiful, 
Graveworthy. This is a total reconfiguration of everything they teach at Harvard. An engine like this, even just the 
schematics for one, could completely rewrite the rest of the world." 
 "Well, our time has not been wasted then," Ellis said practically. Jack looked at him, blue eyes slightly glazed.  
 "Why here?" he asked. "They have fewer resources, fewer people, no real trading partners. Why here, 
Graveworthy?" 
 "No Creationists," came Clare's voice, as she and Purva appeared in the doorway to the garage. Purva was still 
wearing trousers and some kind of durable dark-colored shirt, but Clare had found a light, pretty red dress that was 
rather shorter than the usual American low hems. "They said we'd find you here. Jack, you're already getting grease on 
your shirt!" 
 "It'd get there sooner or later," Jack brushed this off, annoyed. "What do you mean, no Creationists?" 
 "No Creationists. No magic solutions," Clare said. "Everything here has to be made to last. Besides," she added 
smugly, "Only the really clever prisoners were sent to Australia. Stands to reason they'd all be inventive." 
 "Which explains the lights and the automobiles and the – wow," Jack said, looking stunned. "Wow." 
 "Breathe," Graveworthy ordered. Jack swallowed and inhaled. "We're all in a little bit of shock, because we just 
spent a lot of time in a very small place with not actually a lot to do, and now we're here. You need to listen to me, Jack. 
The pair of you as well," he added, and Purva lifted her chin as if awaiting orders.  
 "We are going to rest and eat, because we haven't done enough of either recently. Tomorrow we'll concern 
ourselves with what to do next – I think, Jack, you might like to visit a library, and I'll need to anyway." 
 Jack was about to object to the delay, and Graveworthy couldn't honestly blame him. He was tempted to let him, 
even, just to see how good Jack's arguments were, when de la Fitte stepped around him and offered Jack a rag from her 
pocket to wipe his hands on.  
 And just like that, Jack closed his mouth and cleaned off his hands and followed them away.  
 Young love. You couldn't beat it, really. 
 
 
 

FIFTEEN 
 
 The rooms Ellis took for them were sumptuous: a suite with a dining room and sitting room, two bedrooms 
adjoining and a small servant's room. Purva, rolling her eyes, claimed the servant's quarters. Clare took the smaller of 
the bedrooms for herself, leaving the men to bunk together. Jack camped on the lounge so that Ellis, the taller of the 
two, could take the big master bed.  
 They had food brought up to the room and ate at an ornately-carved table near a big bank of windows, enjoying 
the sunset. Afterwards, Clare listened to Jack talk about the inferences he was drawing from the automobiles while 
Purva watched people pass below and Graveworthy made notes for himself on hotel stationery.  
 One of the few things Clare had clung to all through the journey was the thick letter, tucked in an inside pocket, 
from Anderson to his father. It wasn't that she thought about it often – it was just there, a reassuring reminder that 
Anderson had faith they would make it. Before she tried to find her own parents, before anything else, she had a duty to 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

153 

take Anderson's letter to his father if he were still alive. She wanted to go with Jack to find a library, and she wanted to 
see as much of the city as she could, and she wanted to go to Melbourne where she'd been born and try to find her own 
family, but this had waited long enough.  
 It was a strange sensation, knowing that this was what she'd been sent away from as a child: the warm sun, the 
different food and clothing, the high buildings. Well, not these buildings, perhaps, but this was all a part of her – the 
forest and cities and the dry, parched landscape they'd come through to get here.  
 Her sleep that night was filled with dreams of automobiles driving through a desert, kicking dust into the air until 
it formed a column against the blue sky.  
 When she woke, Purva was already dressed and braiding her hair, comfortable in the short trousers, light shirt, and 
plain waistcoat that the shopman had recommended for the servant of a gentleman like Ellis. From the sound of voices 
in the big bedroom, Jack was haranguing Ellis about something, probably about sleeping late. Clare smiled as she 
washed and put on a new, clean dress – she'd have preferred trousers herself, but the shop attendant had seemed a little 
scandalized when she asked, so she'd settled for light dresses and made a note to steal some of Jack's trousers later.  
 They took breakfast in the hotel's enormous dining room, surrounded by wealthy travelers and businessmen. It 
was very different from their first meal in the city, though not in some respects; Purva was relegated to the kitchen, 
where she went with obvious ill-humor, and Clare didn't blame her.  
 Jack, annoyed but hungry, shoveled eggs and some kind of heavy rye-bread toast into his mouth until a complex 
network of glances, raised eyebrows, and rolled eyes between him and Ellis made him stop mid-chew, set his food 
down, and start actually cutting his egg into bits before eating it.  
 "I went out last night," Ellis said, clearing his throat, "to make trouble and learn interesting things. I've found you 
a library, Jack, if you'd care to visit this morning." 
 "Really?" Jack asked, looking pleased. "When can we leave?" 
 "Breakfast first," Ellis said, because Jack looked like he was getting ready to cram the rest of the toast in his mouth 
and bolt. "Clare, will you come along? I'm sure you'll find it interesting." 
 Clare shifted uncomfortably. "I…have an errand," she said. "Something Mr. Anderson asked me to do." 
 Ellis raised his eyebrows. "Anderson? He didn't mention anything." 
 "It's not official," she said. "And before you start badgering me, it's also harmless. I'm just carrying a letter for 
him."  
 Ellis chewed thoughtfully. "If it were anyone but Anderson I'd be demanding to read it," he said. "And I'm not 
certain I like the idea of you wandering round Brisbane on your own – yes, all right," he added hastily, as she opened 
her mouth to protest. She shut it, surprised. "I'd say the same thing about Jack here, no need to fight." 
 "You've done almost nothing but wander around Brisbane on your own," Jack pointed out. "Also, why me and not 
Purva?" 
 "Purva knows how to take care of herself," Ellis said. "And I carry a gun and have had many years of experience 
wandering around on my own. Still, I can't imagine there are too many threats you're not familiar with from Boston. Do 
mind the automobiles, Clare." 
 "I could come with you," Jack offered, looking as if the effort of turning down the library would strangle him.  
 "That's all right, Jack," she said. "I don't want you to miss out. Besides, someone's got to keep an eye on Ellis." 
 Ellis chuckled and continued eating, while Jack cautiously and with great delicacy investigated the bowl of fruit, 
casually shoving some in his pocket for Purva.  
 Clare waved them off at the door of the hotel and ran up to her room to fetch her long coat, the envelope tucked 
securely in an inner pocket. She found a handful of the small metal money-strips in her pocket and smiled a little – Ellis 
Graveworthy was taking liberties, sharing his ill-gotten gains.  
 She had very little idea of how to find Anderson's father, other than a name and an old address scrawled on the 
envelope, but she was nothing if not resourceful. At the hotel desk downstairs she asked where the nearest post office 
was and allowed the young man behind the counter to draw her a map, kindly ignoring his blushing and stammering. 
Boys were pretty much the same the world over, she decided.  
 It was wonderful to have a few minutes' freedom, to walk down the street without having to worry about carrying 
a pack or where they were going to put their heads down when night fell. It was almost like being back in Boston, 
except for…well, except for everything really, the accents and clothing, the strange things in the shop windows, the 
automobiles purring along in the streets. But while the shops might sell unfamiliar fruits and strange devices it was still 
an ordinary city, full of people hurrying to work or doing the day's shopping.  
 It was also a very…casual city. 
 "Hello beautiful, what can I do for you?" said the man at the post office window, leaning forward and grinning, his 
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accent almost as broad as his smile.  
 "I'm looking for someone who may have moved away," she said, taking out the envelope, holding it up so he 
could see but couldn't reach around the bars on the window to take it from her. "Can you tell me if he lives there 
anymore?" 
 The man pursed his lips, narrowed his eyes, and then disappeared into a back room. She watched the rest of the 
post-office patrons while she waited for him to return. The majority of them looked – what should she say, Tribal? – 
and most had parcels to send.  
 Her informant returned and slapped down a scrap of paper, scribbling on it in pencil. 
 "Here's the office you're looking for," he said. "Man there'll have his route." 
 "Do you have a map?" she asked. "I'm not from around here." 
 "S'fair distance. Might want a cab." 
 "Oh," she said. "Yes, I suppose." 
 There were still plenty of horses on the road, despite the auto-mobiles; farmers' carts, mostly, but also what must 
be horse-cabs, their drivers wearing brightly colored badges. She stepped outside and put out her hand to try and halt 
one, and was startled when an automobile dove across the road and pulled to a stop directly in front of her. 
 "Well, get in," said the man behind the wheel, through the open window. 
 "I'm sorry?" Clare asked. 
 "Did you want a cab?" 
 "I – " She hesitated, then smiled. Of course; they were just like any other cart. "Yes, I did." 
 "So, get in." 
 She pulled open the rear door of the cab and settled herself on the seat, fingers digging into the plush as they 
began to move. It was smoother than a horse-cab. 
 "Where you headed?"  
 Clare was no amateur at this; tourists in Boston were ritually cheated by cab drivers, if they let them get away with 
it. She gave the address without looking at the scrap of paper, leaned back, and began counting turns just in case her 
driver wanted to take the long way around.  
 Jack was going to be beside himself with envy. 
 The cab let Clare off in front of another post office, nearly identical to the first but deep in a suburb, surrounded 
by large houses with tidy lawns. She paid hesitantly and then probably over-tipped the driver, who smiled at her and 
motored off with a satisfied look.  
 This post office had no barred windows, and the man behind the counter lounged indolently, only straightening a 
little when he saw her.  
 "Help you, miss?" he asked. 
 "Yes, actually. I'm looking for someone who may have moved away. Downtown they said someone here would 
have his route," she said, showing the letter, again without giving him any opportunity to take it.  
 "Oh aye, that's our district. Bartholomew!" 
 Another, rather older man looked up from where he was sorting letters into bins. "Yes?" 
 "Girl here wants you." 
 Bartholomew grinned and set the letters down, ambling over. "Help you?" he asked.  
 "Wants to find this bloke," the first one said, and Clare held up the letter again. Bartholomew squinted at it. 
 "Oh, yes. Well. I know the name. Dun't live there anymore, but his daughter does. Old man still gets a letter to 
that 'un now and again," he said.  
 "Could you do me a map?" she asked.  
 "Leavin' on my route in a few minutes, could take you there myself if you like." 
 Bartholomew's route turned out to be long and – of course – full of stops; they walked as if they hadn't any reason 
to hurry, which was as well considering how hot it was outside. Bartholomew was full of stories of the people on his 
route, their servants, their jobs and their mail; she listened and followed, fighting the urge to hurry. When they finally 
reached the street scrawled on the envelope, he gave her a grin.  
 "You've been patient with me, Miss; here's the post for that address," he said, passing it over casually. "Run it 
down like a good lass, and good luck to you." 
 "Thank you," she said, and carefully shuffled the letters so that her own was on top. Heart in her throat, she 
walked the half-block down to a tall, dark red house with wide windows and knocked.  
 The woman who answered the door was Tribal, she supposed, though lighter-skinned than most others she'd 
seen. She was also very young, not older than Clare, with a cheerful face and her hair pulled tightly back into a knot at 
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the nape of her neck.  
 "Can I help you, miss?" she asked, drying her hands on an apron over her dress. 
 "I'm here to see James Anderson," Clare said. "I have a letter for him." 
 "I'm afraid you've come late," the woman replied, frowning sadly. "Mr. Anderson's been dead two years." 
 Clare's heart fell. 
 "You can speak to his daughter if you like," she offered. "Mrs. Jackson. Or I can take the letter to her if you'd 
prefer." 
 "I'd like to speak to her myself, if that's all right," Clare said, and the woman stepped aside to show her in.  
 "I'm Clare," she said, by way of introduction. "What's your name?" 
 "Miranda, miss," the woman replied, giving her an odd look, and didn't offer anything more.  
 She was led through an elegant hallway and a screened-in porch at the back of the house, out to a garden where a 
woman was engaged in what appeared to be a game of tag with two small girls. She looked up when Clare and Miranda 
appeared on the grass, then released the little girl she was holding, who shrieked and ran away laughing.  
 "Young woman to see you, Mrs. Jackson," Miranda said. "She says she has a message for Mr. Anderson." 
 Mrs. Jackson was a short, slightly plump woman with lighter hair than her brother's, but there was some 
resemblance in the face, Clare thought. The other woman straightened and shook out the folds of her dress, coming 
forward to offer her hand.  
 "Elizabeth Jackson," she said. "James Anderson was my father." 
 "Clare Fields," she answered, shaking it. "I'm sorry to hear of your loss." 
 "Thank you. That's all, Miranda, you may go," she said, and the servant disappeared into the house. "You had a 
message for my father?" 
 "Mrs. Jackson, I have a letter here from England," she said, sifting out the rest of the mail and setting it to one side 
on an ornate white garden table. She held out Anderson's letter. "It's from your brother, Gregory." 
 The change was immediate and almost frightening; all the color left Elizabeth Jackson's face, and her fingers 
curled into her hands.  
 "Gregory?" she said. "Really? Has he – did he hear of father's death?" 
 "I don't think so, no," Clare replied. "I'm sure he would have written to you instead, if he knew his father had 
died." 
 "Please, may I?" she asked, holding out her hand for the letter. Clare hesitated. "Please, Miss Fields." 
 "I'm sorry, it's only – it was meant for your father, and I don't know what it says." 
 "You know of Gregory, though? You know that he was sent away?" 
 "Yes, I know," she said.  
 "How did the letter come into your possession?" 
 "I…" She looked at Mrs. Jackson again; she wondered when she'd grown so suspicious, but of course – that was 
Ellis's caution in her head.  
 "If you're worried, believe me – we're no Isolationists, not in this household," Jackson said. "Whoever brought the 
letter to you won't be reported for smuggling, I swear it." 
 Clare thought of Anderson, and the way he'd looked lying on the couch with a sling on his arm.  
 "Mrs. Jackson – " 
 "Elizabeth, please." 
 "Elizabeth, your brother gave me this letter himself. I've brought it here from England." 
 The woman's eyes widened, and she turned to look at her daughters, chasing each other around the garden. 
 "Girls! Inside at once," she said, and they both turned to her, looking annoyed. "Inside, girls, and go to the 
kitchen. Tell Miranda to lay an extra place for lunch." 
 They continued to look annoyed, but they filed inside without any further complaint. Elizabeth moved away from 
the porch, tilting her head for Clare to follow.  
 "How did you make it inside?" she asked, in a low voice, once they were well away from the house. 
 "I'm not certain I should tell you that," Clare replied. "I have other business in Australia. Mr. Anderson was 
supposed to come himself, but he was injured – I've come in his place, at his request." 
 "Well, you're safe here. I have no interest in reporting anything, not when you've brought me this. My God, a 
letter from Gregory. I'm sorry, but this is…I was barely eight when he was sent away, and it nearly killed our father. 
The last letter we had was ten years ago. This is like seeing a ghost – and he's due some of our inheritance, but – " 
 "I don't really think he'd care much about that," she replied. "He's done well for himself in England – works for 
the government." 
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 "Is he married? Children?" 
 "No. It's not easy to be an Expat. It's a secret people carry." 
 "Yes…here too," Elizabeth said thoughtfully. "Creationism, I mean. I don't know if you know – he tried to hide it. 
We all tried to hide him. That's how it took them so long to come for him. Do you mind very much…?" she asked, 
gesturing to the letter.  
 "I can go back to the house, if you like," Clare said, passing it over.  
 "No! You've brought it all this way. Just…allow me to read it?" 
 Clare nodded, and Elizabeth slit the envelope neatly. Inside, pages of close-written script bore testament to all that 
Anderson had wanted to say to his family, and Clare felt her heart clench. He should be here.  
 And…somewhere in Melbourne, perhaps her own family was waiting for her, for a message like the one in 
Elizabeth Jackson's hands.  
 "He sounds like a good man," Elizabeth murmured, sinking onto a bench as she read. 
 "He is." 
 "I'm glad of it. Thank you for bringing it all this way," she said, folding it up and tucking it into a pocket of her 
dress. "I'll finish it later – no need to keep you waiting. Are – will you be returning to England? Can you carry letters 
back for us?" 
 She smiled. "I'll be in Australia for some time, I think. I'd be happy to take anything back you'd like." 
 "That's good, that's wonderful. Thank you," Elizabeth repeated, and looked as if she wanted to hug her. Instead 
she stood, smoothing her dress, and gestured for Clare to precede her inside. "Thank you so much." 
 Clare felt a little embarrassed by her gratitude; after all, she would have gone to Australia whether Anderson asked 
her to carry a letter or not. 
 "You'll stay for lunch, won't you? My husband will be home, he should meet you, and it's the least we can do – 
feeding you, I mean." 
 "Of course," she said, and warmed to the idea that they had found a friend and ally. Clever, clever Gregory 
Anderson. 
 
 
 
 "So, a library," Purva said, as they left the hotel, Graveworthy looking regretfully behind him in the direction Clare 
had gone. "Whose will it be? Some teacher's?"  
 "Hm? No," Jack said, studying a street sign. "A public library, I imagine. Graveworthy?" 
 Graveworthy nodded. "Ever seen one, Purva?" he asked. She gave him a blank look, and he smiled. "It's a 
collection of books that anyone can read. You can sit in the library and read them there, or borrow the books for a few 
weeks." 
 Purva considered this. "They must be robbed often." 
 "Not as often as you'd think. You had a library on ship, didn't you?" he asked. She was opening her mouth to 
answer when Jack suddenly grabbed her hand, pulling her sideways; she barely had time to regain her balance when a 
contraption of metal piping and wheels and levers careened past them with a clatter, a man in a little seat in the middle 
of it all yelling "Make way!"  
 Jack leaned around Purva to watch it retreat, but he didn't let go of her hand.  
 "What was that?" Graveworthy asked, rejoining them – he'd ducked the other direction, into the street, and looked 
like he'd had a narrow miss with an automobile.  
 "Some sort of wheeled man-powered machine," Jack replied, still staring after it. "Looks like a pedal-driven belt on 
the wheels. Wow." 
 "Library," Purva reminded them gently.  
 "Yeah, yeah," Jack said, moving again. She held onto his hand and followed, amused as always by Jack's catlike 
brain – intently focused and clever, and yet easily distracted by something wholly insignificant and ridiculous, like a 
feather or a bit of dust. He'd be able to build a pretty good sailing ship but he'd last about two minutes as a pirate.  
 And, much like a cat, Jack was best handled without sudden moves. 
 They were still holding hands when Graveworthy touched her shoulder, pointing out a large building with a short 
flight of stairs in the front. Jack didn't let go, in fact, until they'd climbed the stairs and let themselves through the heavy 
wooden doors labeled "LIBRARY" and "OPEN". They passed through a narrow hallway that smelled of dust, and then 
stepped out into the library itself.  
 Purva tilted her head back, looking up and around; they were in a wide domed room with shelves radiating 
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outward and filling the balconies above – three levels of balconies before the dome tapered in on itself. She could see 
doorways into other rooms, and in the corner a staircase going not only up to the balconies but also down into the 
ground. This room itself was easily the size of a small sloop; there were more books than she'd seen in one place in her 
entire life.  
 "Oh," she said softly, wonderingly.  
 "Well, I guess it'll do," Jack said drily. His voice, even hushed, echoed strangely against the dome. Purva watched 
as Jack made his way to a desk at one edge of the shelves, where a handful of people were sorting books and stacking 
them in bins.  
 "Excuse me," Jack said. Purva glanced at Graveworthy, and was surprised to find he'd crept off without her 
noticing; he was settled into an alcove at the far end with a stack of newspapers already.  
 "I was wondering if you have any books on engineering," Jack was saying, as Purva hurried to catch up with him, a 
little overwhelmed at the idea of being alone in this tall, book-filled building.  
 "Theoretical, functional, history of, ethics of, or how-to?" the man asked, in a bored tone of voice. Purva glanced 
at Jack, who looked like he might be experiencing some kind of brain overload. 
 "History of, please," he said meekly. The man consulted a series of cards in a rack on his desk.  
 "Engineering Library, shelves nine and ten." 
 "Engineering…library?" Jack asked. 
 "Through the nine o'clock door, turn right," the man sighed.  
 Jack looked around briefly, orienting himself, and jerked his head for her to follow. He led them between a row of 
shelves that Purva reached out to, brushing them with covetous fingers as they passed.  
 "The whole library's laid out in circles," he whispered as they walked. "Twelve o'clock is due north, which is that 
way – " a hand darted out to indicate somewhere off to their left, " – so nine o'clock should be this way. It's…elegant," 
he added. "Mathematically beautiful." 
 "It's a lot of books," she whispered back. He laughed.  
 "Through here, turn right – " Jack stopped just inside the doorway of a smaller room, round like the central room 
but with a ceiling that didn't allow her to see if the roof of this one was domed as well.  
 There were perhaps forty bookshelves, still more in this tiny room than Purva would know what to do with; each 
shelf had a number hung on it and a label beneath with two larger numbers on it. She watched Jack make his way to the 
one marked 9 and ran his hands over the first row of books at eye level.  
 He turned around, so that he was facing a shelf marked 8, and took down one of the books there, flipping through 
it.  
 "Principles of propulsion," he murmured.  
 "Interesting?" Purva asked. He looked up at her.  
 "Yeah, it – yeah," he said, putting the book back and turning again. He began to move along the shelf, studying 
the titles on the spines. "This whole room is nothing but books about engineering. Even the library at Harvard hasn't 
got this many."  
 Purva smiled at him. "Should I leave?" 
 "What – no! I mean, you can, if you're bored, but, if you want to look at the books, or – or I could come with 
you," Jack stammered. "Just, uh. Just let me get two or three books and then we can go find – what do you like to – " 
 Purva put a hand on his mouth to stop him talking. It really was the most effective method.  
 "Take what books you please," she said, and waited for him to nod before she took her hand away. "I will be…" 
She waved at the room. "I will look, and see what I like. When you're ready, we will find somewhere to read, yes?"  
 "Sure," he said, smiling widely at her. "Okay." 
 She found the books on maritime engineering with relative ease, and lost herself in those shelves for a while. She'd 
assumed Jack would pile his arms up with books, which she was nobly fighting the urge to do herself, but when he 
found her half an hour later he had only three, and two of those were quite slim. 
 "This is amazing," he kept muttering, as they searched for a place to sit and read. "The things they've done – what 
it all means…I'm so far behind. It's going to take me months to catch up." 
 "Shall I steal the books?" she asked, grinning to show she was teasing.  
 "If we leave Australia before I'm done, I'll steal them myself," he said, and his grin was not quite as facetious as 
hers had been. She opened a book and hid her amusement behind the cover.  
 Jack soon became too absorbed in the books to even talk to himself under his breath the way he often did. After a 
while, Purva felt her muscles cramping; they sat a lot more, and worked a lot less, than she would have onboard her 
mother's ship. When the stillness became intolerable she set the book down quietly and slipped away, mapping in her 
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mind where the desk was so that she could come back to it.  
 She retreated to the central dome, where the bored man from before was still sitting. 
 "Excuse me," she said. He looked up at her. 
 "Hey, does that guy know you wandered off?" he asked. She raised an eyebrow. "What, like you'd be let in here 
without him?" 
 "Books on Australia, please," she answered, gritting her teeth.  
 "History, geography, geology, society – " 
 "Cities of Australia." 
 He narrowed his eyes as if she'd challenged him instead of interrupting him in order to save time.  
 "Twelve o'clock doorway, on the left, upper level," he sneered, and turned away in dismissal. It was a real 
challenge, she decided, not to slit his throat. He was in the perfect pose for it.  
 Instead she let herself fade back into the rows of shelves, drifting towards the door at the far end and the stairway 
beyond. On the second floor she browsed until she understood that the books were arranged alphabetically by city 
(which seemed inefficient, since down in the Engineering library they were numbered; consistency is an important part 
of a sailor's life).  
 She took down a thin, lightweight book on Brisbane, "A Guide For Touring Gentlemen" with a sketchy map in 
the back. After skimming it for a moment she closed it again and tucked it into her trousers, snug in the small of her 
back, under her shirt. Well, if fools were going to insult her and then expect her to behave around their books, clearly 
they didn't deserve them.  
 Jack was still buried in a book when she returned. She smiled indulgently, settled into the chair, and resumed her 
reading. 
 
 
 
 Mr. Jackson, when he arrived home for lunch, turned out to be a slim man, no taller than his wife, an accountant 
who worked for a large manufacturing company. He appeared to be far more concerned about Anderson's potential to 
contest the inheritance than how the letter had reached them.  
 "You'll have to forgive him," Elizabeth said with a fond look, as he peppered Clare with questions. "He squanders 
all his intelligence on business." 
 "All I'm saying is, we invested the money your father left and built it into something – something I meant to make 
secure for us and the children. After all, we must pay for good schools for the girls. There will be all kinds of legal 
difficulties if – " 
 "Mr. Jackson," Clare said, giving him her warmest diplomatic smile. "Mr. Anderson wouldn't dream of disturbing a 
family's finances out of petty spite. I'm sure he'd want his nieces to have the best possible education." 
 "Well," Mr. Jackson said, looking only partly mollified, "I shall have to make him the offer, at any rate." 
 "I'll make sure he understands your concerns," Clare replied, smile widening into a grin.  
 "How did you come to be in a position such as this, if I can ask? You're hardly out of school yourself, surely," 
Elizabeth said.  
 "Well, I…" Clare considered it. She wasn't actually sure. Between Jack's life being threatened and a boat trip to 
England and the airship and a three-day train ride, she'd had the time but not the motivation for introspection.  
 But really, the answer was easy – she'd come because her family was here, she hoped, and because Ellis couldn't 
have gone alone.  
 "I suppose I fell into it," she said thoughtfully.  
 "Fell into it," Elizabeth echoed, lifting her eyebrows. "I shouldn't like to think what you could do if you acted with 
intent." 
 Clare laughed. "I intend a lot, actually. Depending on my friends' business in Brisbane, I'm bound for Melbourne 
within a few days." 
 "A lovely city," Mr. Jackson said approvingly. "We do a lot of shipping to Melbourne. Will you be traveling by 
steamer or rail?" 
 "I hadn't thought," Clare said. "Rail, I suppose." 
 "I have a map of Melbourne somewhere, I believe," Mr. Jackson said. "Are you finished eating? You must see the 
garden properly – " 
 " – while he has a search around for the map," Elizabeth finished. "Do let him, there's nothing he likes better than 
rummaging. You have business in Melbourne?" she continued, leading Clare back out into the garden. The two girls – 
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Anderson's nieces, a strange but not unwelcome thought – ran ahead of them, down to the fence where flowers ran 
more riot than the sedate and orderly roses that hedged the lawn. "Or is it pleasure?" 
 "I'm looking for someone," Clare said. 
 "More letters to deliver?" 
 "In a way." 
 "To come so far, just to carry letters…I can't imagine," Elizabeth said. "You must be an adventurer." 
 Clare looked around at the garden, the children playing, the happy life it all indicated, and Elizabeth, with her faint 
resemblance to Gregory Anderson. It was far away from the weeks in England, half the time dodging bullets, it seemed 
like, not to mention the time on the airship, firing on pirates and crash-landing on a beach two days' walk from Port 
Darwin.  
 "I had to come," she said, and found that it was true.  
 Mr. Jackson returned then, carrying a leather map case with a series of maps inside – and also a small framed 
painting, carefully preserved.  
 "Oh, that's me," Elizabeth said, smiling delightedly at her husband, sitting down to show Clare the portrait. "I'm 
the baby there – that's our father holding me, and mother with Gregory on her lap."  
 Clare studied the portrait – Anderson Senior looked like a stern man, but he held the infant Elizabeth delicately, 
and their round-faced, smiling mother had a toddler cuddled against her, the boy who would grow up to be the man 
they'd left in England.  
 "I wasn't very old when he was taken," Elizabeth said, fingers tracing over the painting. "This is really the 
strongest memory I have of him, and it's not even so much a memory." 
 "He's grown since then," Clare said, trying to lighten the mood, and Elizabeth laughed a little. 
 "I imagine so." 
 "Thank you for the maps," Clare added. "I should be going – my friends will wonder where I am."  
 "Of course. When you leave Brisbane, do forward us an address where you can be reached, if it's convenient, and 
stop in straightaway when you return." 
 "If we can provide you any help, please don't hesitate to ask," Mr. Jackson added.  
 It was earnest and innocent, and bizarre as well – to find Anderson's family, the family of a spy, so helpful and 
domestic. She'd forgotten that this was the way most people lived their lives.  
 "Thank you," she said. "I'll write to you when I can." 
 "Very well, then," Elizabeth stood up and Clare politely ignored it when she wiped her eyes with one hand. "Go in 
good health and stay safe." 
 "I plan to," Clare said. 
 
 
 
 Jack and Purva, thankfully, wandered off on their own almost as soon as they arrived at the library, leaving Ellis to 
matters of state.  
 He didn't particularly enjoy lying, especially to his friends, but he was rather good at it. He'd always felt that not 
using the dubious gift he'd been given would at the very least be a waste of talent. At any rate, it protected them, and in 
some sense protected him. They didn't know about the letter.  
 Ellis had never been told the name of the person who originally received the letter – The Letter, as Anderson had 
jokingly called it – and by the time its contents filtered down to him, most of the personal information had been 
stripped away. It wasn't anything he needed to know, or at least that was what the higher-ups said, so he wasn't told.  
 What he had been told, back when this journey was theoretical, back before he'd found Jack, was that someone in 
Australia had news for the Empire. They'd dropped names, even, the name of a man who'd come to Australia as a 
prisoner and the name of a woman who had been sent to Australia as a spy, both dead; they'd said that plague and war 
were coming, not yet but not too long from now, not more than five years away. They'd said they would leave a way to 
contact them at the library in Brisbane. That was nearly a year ago, now, but the letter had been very specific, had 
named a certain book on a certain shelf –  
 And there was the book, unless he was mistaken, a large red volume of biological studies on native Australian 
fauna. He took it out and flicked through it, but didn't see anything tucked in the pages; no writing on the margins, no 
folded pages, and nothing he could see in the cover or spine. Perhaps the letter-writer had given up hope, or perhaps 
someone else had come along to steal it.  
 He set the book aside and investigated the shelf, first the books on either side and then the back, pushing to see if 
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there was a false panel. When that gained him nothing, he felt around behind the other books, then on the bottom of 
the shelf above, which was recessed slightly –  
 There. Just above the gap where the book sat, someone had gummed a key to the wood. He pried it off the wood, 
then replaced the book and walked casually away, the key in his pocket, the gum making it stick to the fabric.  
 He found a quiet, secluded alcove and took the key out, rubbing the gum away with his fingers, peeling it back 
from the flat metal. There was a bit of paper under the gum, up against the head of the key, and Ellis unfolded it 
curiously, an old thrill running through him for all this silly secret-message fuss.  
 Ask the librarian, it said.  
 Well. Nothing ventured, Ellis supposed. When he approached the desk, the bored-looking man barely 
acknowledged him; Ellis set the key on the counter and gave him an expectant eyebrow-raise. 
 It worked, or at least he thought it did; the man disappeared with the key into a little room beyond the desk, and 
came back with a leather documents case stamped SECURE COLLECTION - PRIVATE. He set the key on top of it, 
passed it to Ellis, and went back to looking bored.  
 "As safe as any bank box," Ellis murmured, carrying the case away with him. He settled into a chair – back to the 
wall, facing the doorway – and opened the case. Inside was a sealed letter with no name on it, sitting on top of a pile of 
papers. He set the letter aside for the moment and began flicking through the papers: page after page of scrawled notes 
and diagrams, what seemed to be medical histories. At the back was a proposal in what he recognized as a bastard form 
of the way military plans were drafted in Great Britain. 
 He caught his breath softly when he read the opening lines. Then, hurriedly and with clumsy hands, he settled the 
paperwork back together and opened the letter instead.  
 
 
 
 When Clare returned to the hotel, giddy from triumph and a second ride in an automobile, she found Purva and 
Jack in the sitting room. Purva looked storm-faced as she paged through some book she'd acquired; Jack was at the 
desk near the window, working on sketches. 
 "Guess what I did," she said, leaning on the desk next to Jack. 
 "Mm? Oh! Welcome back, hello." 
 "Hi," she replied, ruffling his hair. "How was the library?"  
 "Oh, fine," Jack said, still sketching. When he got like that, not much could distract him. Clare glanced at Purva. 
 "Not certain," Purva replied. "Good for the Captain there." 
 "I enjoyed it!" Jack agreed, not looking up. 
 "But they were rude," Purva continued. 
 "Rude to you?" Clare asked.  
 "So very rude. I tire of being a servant, is all rudeness, all the time." 
 "Jack." Clare poked him in the head, just above his ear. "Did you let them be rude to Purva?" 
 "Of course not," he murmured absently, then sat up. "Wait, no, what did you say? Purva, who was rude to you?" 
 "The man at the library. No matter." 
 "No, it does matter," Jack protested. "When? I would have – " 
 "Must not," Purva said. "You must not put a stop when it happens, you must not draw attention. I know these 
things, I know all this. It's only…" 
 She gestured helplessly. Clare gave her a sympathetic look. 
 "It'll be better soon," she said. "Ellis will have better work for you, surely." 
 Purva scowled. "That one. I don't know. Go see him. Not much for talking, coming back." 
 Clare pushed away from the desk, patting Purva on the shoulder reassuringly as she passed, and knocked on the 
door to the bedroom.  
 "Yes," Ellis called, when she knocked. 
 "It's me," she called back.  
 "Come in!" 
 Purva was right – it was difficult to tell, as she entered, but when he looked up from the window there was 
something clearly wrong. His face had the drawn, pinched look of a man working away at a problem, and his dark eyes 
were tired.  
 "Welcome back," he said, nodding at the door, and she took the hint to close it. "Sorry, there's – " he began 
clearing paperwork off the bed and the dresser, piling it neatly, " – things, I found some documents in the library…" 
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 "Purva says there's some problem?" she prompted. 
 "What? No, not a problem. Just new information." He ran a hand over his face. "I'm glad to see you back. 
Anderson's letter get delivered?"  
 "Sort of," she said warily. "His father's dead." 
 "Dead?" Ellis asked, throwing himself into a chair.  
 "Two years ago." 
 "Poor Gregory. He'll be upset," Ellis sighed. "And the letter?" 
 "I gave it to his sister – she still lives at the same address." 
 "Was that wise, do you think?" Ellis asked, closing his eyes. Clare cocked her head at him, considered whether she 
wanted to fight this battle at this moment, and sighed. 
 "Yes, I think it was. They seemed trustworthy – his sister and her husband. They've asked if I'll carry a letter back, 
when the time comes." 
 "You told them?" Ellis demanded, eyes snapping open. 
 "Yes." 
 "Clare, of all the stupid – " 
 "Is it all right if we just don't have this fight?" Clare asked. "You're tired, and shouting at me won't change 
anything. They offered to help. They're not going to turn us in, even if they knew about you – which they don't, by the 
way – or where I was staying, which they also don't know. I made a decision, and I don't think it was the wrong one, so 
you can stuff your superior nonsense, Ellis, the job's done now." 
 His mouth was open, mid-rant no doubt, but he snapped it shut after a second, frowning. 
 "I've heard people in this job ten years speak with less self-assurance than you do," he said, tightly, and turned 
away towards the window near the desk.  
 "It's a gift," she retorted. 
 "No doubt. You think they're trustworthy?" 
 "I do." 
 "What makes you qualified to decide that?" 
 "Good sense and a distinct lack of paranoia," Clare said. It earned her an unexpected laugh. "They could be allies, 
if things go wrong here." 
 "We won't be in Brisbane much longer. Purva and I, at least, must leave for Canberra soon – this new information 
demands it. Events are already moving very quickly." 
 "What's happened?" 
 His lips twitched. "Australia's planning to take over the world. It's quite unpleasant."  
 "The whole world?" Clare asked.  
 "Any bit of it they can reach, I should think." 
 "How English of them." 
 "Clare," he said with a weary sigh.  
 "Ellis, I'm teasing you." 
 "Yes, well, in this place, I am England," he said. "I am the British Empire. And now it is my job to at least try to 
slow them down."  
 "What are they doing? What did you learn at the library?" 
 He looked like he was on the verge of telling her, but instead he shook his head. She waited patiently for him to 
speak. 
 "We aren't the first that were sent, you know," he said quietly. "Two other agents ahead of us went, one almost a 
year ago, one six months ago. We know one died; the other one probably did. Neither made it further than the northern 
coast." 
 "Well, they didn't have an airship." 
 "No, they did not," Ellis replied. "But that doesn't change the fact that this is dangerous work. I'm not certain the 
three of you should know all that I do. It puts you in peril." 
 "We tend to figure these things out," she said drily. "Remember who sussed out where you were going?" 
 Ellis nodded. "I know that too. You must understand my position, Clare – you're clever, but you're all very young, 
and I'm not accustomed to…well, when I was young I accepted the danger, so did we all, but now it's hard for me to 
watch others do it." 
 Clare gave him a smile. "So you're wrestling with your hypocrisy, is that it?" 
 "I suppose so." He ran a hand through his hair. "Are you sure you want to know?" 
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 "I am. Purva will too, and you know Jack." 
 "Sometimes I wonder," he murmured. "Very well. I'll send down for some dinner, and we'll discuss it."  
 
 
 
 When the food arrived, steaming under its metal covers, Clare dragged Jack away from his drawings and settled 
him at the table, while Ellis poured wine from the bottle that had come up with their meal.  
 "Sometimes I think," Purva said, delicately sipping from her glass, "this is a bad business." 
 "It's a necessary one," Ellis replied. He wasn't quite sure how to discuss this – possibly dinner hadn't been the best 
idea, either. Still, Jack was eating hungrily and Clare at least had something to do with her hands. "It's going to get worse 
before it gets better, I imagine." 
 "Is this about that thing you got from the library?" Jack asked with his mouth full. "How'd you even get a card?" 
 "I don't think one is required, not for this," Ellis said. "They didn't ask for one, anyway. And yes, it is about that." 
 "What's in those papers?" Clare said, tilting her head at the bedroom. 
 Ellis sighed. "The Australian government – which, by the way, appears to be – " 
 "Incredibly restrictive and totalitarian?" Clare suggested. 
 " – I see you've been keeping an ear to the ground, yes. They've been…studying the biology of Creationism, I 
suppose you could say." He glanced at Jack. "Chew properly, the food's not going anywhere." 
 "Sorry," Jack said sheepishly. 
 "The documents are – presumably – copies of research work on Creationism being done in Canberra, funded by 
the government. They seem to think it's in a bit of our brains," Ellis continued, tapping his temple. "There's a lot in the 
notes about why Creationism exists, and why it doesn't exist here – whether it's to do with soil or food or the air, the 
water…but what they've mostly found is that this bit of the brain is much bigger in Creationists." 
 "How would they know?" Purva asked. 
 "Autopsies." 
 "On Creationists?" Clare said, alarmed. "How did they even find bodies to autopsy?" 
 "Apparently there have been…incidents where parents of children showing the ability would rather they die. I 
can't say I didn't consider this might be the case," Ellis said. Clare narrowed her eyes and he shifted uncomfortably. 
"They killed their children, Clare, rather than see them sent away. Five in the past decade at least, five that are in the 
notes." 
 Jack had stopped chewing. All three of them looked sick. 
 "And there have been accidents – maybe accidents…" Ellis trailed off. "The medical college at Canberra acquired 
the bodies." 
 "This is sick," Clare said, pressing her knuckles to her lips. 
 "I'm sorry. It's – in its own way it's groundbreaking work. Nobody's ever done a systematic study of the brain in 
terms of Creation before, at least not that I've ever heard of," Ellis said. "I mean. One doesn't poke the machine if the 
machine works." 
 "Says you," Jack replied.  
 "Can we put a stop to it?" Clare asked. 
 "The damage is done, Clare, and it's not the end of the story. They also studied Tribal anatomy. In Tribals, the 
scale of these portions of the brain were relatively large even when they couldn't Create, which if the science is right 
means there's an actual, natural tendency amongst Tribals towards Creationism. Something stunts or blocks it early in 
life, at least that's their theory," Ellis continued. "They think…that is, they're planning to isolate what they think is a 
disease, some disease that attacks the ability to Create. It would make sense, I suppose. It's borne out by the shipping 
manifest we stole from Port Darwin, oddly enough – there's a lot of medical apparatus coming in, along with all the 
scrap." 
 "That didn't alarm anyone?" Clare asked.  
 Ellis shrugged. "People get sick. Now it makes more sense, though. Think about this – Australia is more than a 
match, technologically, for any country we're aware of. We could fight them, perhaps even beat them, but not without 
Creation." 
 "Creationists don't fight in wars." 
 "They don't have to. Especially in America, they're the backbone of production for any number of industries. 
Imagine if every Creationist suddenly couldn't Create," Ellis said, and saw Jack turn pale. Jack above any of them knew 
how much heavy industry relied on Creationism. "They could destroy a country, any country, just unleashing this 
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disease. And there's nothing to say it would stop at the border. It's plague, plain and simple. They can't be far from 
isolating it."  
 "It would cripple every country with a standing military," Jack said hoarsely. "Creationists are used in the factories 
and shipyards. They're used in farming, in communication, even sometimes in train garages. Steel production. 
Everything." 
 "And it may kill. If it were virulent enough, if it killed enough people, whole civilizations would topple," Ellis said.  
 "You're talking about an apocalypse," Clare said. "With Australia at the helm." 
 "Yes. And a world governed by the politics we've already seen." 
 "Mon dieu," Purva said softly. "What must we do?" 
 "I don't know yet. There was a letter with the documents, urging me to come to Canberra. I might send the three 
of you back to the airship." 
 "What!" Purva demanded. "Why?"  
 "We may need to get a message back through to Anderson. He'll know who to tell about this. But – well, this is 
about to be no place for – " 
 "Ellis, I swear to the Creator if you end that sentence with either women or children I will kick you," Clare said. 
 Jack snorted a laugh. Purva snickered. Ellis rubbed his forehead.  
 "You can't really think we should go back," Jack added.  
 "Jack, I don't know what to think. I'm not keen to be stranded here, and the journey back to Port Darwin isn't 
something you undertake on a whim. They'll know we stole the ledger; they'll be looking for us, eventually."  
 "Well, then we'll settle that idea for you," Clare said. "When do we leave for Canberra?" 
 "There's a train tomorrow afternoon – I shouldn't dawdle. But you'll be going to find your family, won't you? 
Where are they?" 
 "Melbourne," she said. "But – " 
 "Well, I can get you a ticket there. More than one, if Jack wants to go with you. Purva – " 
 "Not Melbourne," Purva said. "I am on hire, not here for pleasure." 
 "What will you do when you get there?" Jack asked. 
 "Make contact with whoever left me these documents. They left a few clues as to where I can find them." 
 "And what then?" Clare said softly. Ellis looked down at his hands, fingers curled on either side of his plate.  
 "There are only so many ways this can end," he said. 
 "War," Purva nodded. Ellis gave her a sharp look. 
 "Possibly. If there's any kind of antidote, we must get it back to England; if there isn't, we must find a way to at 
least warn the world. Possibly the Empire must attack to prevent Australia attacking first." He sighed. "It's possible, if I 
could get someone – get anyone's ear, in this government, I could negotiate a truce. Maybe a trade agreement of some 
kind, but I don't think Australia is fighting a war of need. I think this is a nationalistic war of conquest." 
 "Publish," Clare said. "If those notes get out there'd be riots in the streets, I bet." 
 "If they're believed. It's preferable to war, but not by much. There's a reason whoever acquired these hasn't 
published them already." 
 "And if there is an antidote," Clare continued, "and if Australians could take the antidote…" 
 "Australia would be a land of Creationists without any understanding of the ethics of this power – none of the 
cultural taboos we learned in our own countries. It would tear itself to shreds," Ellis finished. "I don't know, Clare, I 
really don't." 
 Ellis noticed Jack watching them with a solemn, unhappy look.  
 "I don't think we can go to Melbourne, knowing what we know," Clare said.  
 "You ought to. You ought to find your parents before…" Ellis gestured, and saw that she understood: before the 
trouble starts.  
 "Maybe I ought to," she agreed. "But this is my country, Ellis. I have to do what I can. Whatever's going to 
happen is going to happen there, and if Australia's going to fall apart around me there's no point in burying my head in 
the sand in Melbourne and pretending I didn't help cause it." 
 "I'm sorry, Clare. Just consider it for a while before you decide, bearing in mind I have many years of experience 
to your few." 
 Clare rolled her eyes, but she'd probably listen to him. He let the silence settle – in itself it was comfortable, but he 
knew also there was a chill to it. He didn't think anyone could truly comprehend the magnitude of a plague of this kind, 
but inasmuch as they could understand, they understood as well as he did what was at stake.  
 He should never have brought them here.  
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 Clare was quiet through the rest of dinner, but she didn't think Ellis took it for sulking. Jack was lost in a little 
horror-show of his own, she was sure, picturing what would happen if Creationism were removed completely from 
industry. He might want to industrialize, but it was one thing to do it oneself, over time, and another to have a vital part 
of the production process ripped away. Purva seemed thoughtful as well. 
 "It will matter little, to sailors," she said eventually, when Jack was back at the writing-desk and Ellis ensconced in 
the sofa, reading. Clare looked up from the newspaper she was hiding behind.  
 "Well, that's a very universal way of looking at it," Ellis drawled. Purva shot him a smile.  
 "We ride light; heavy ships could not catch us. We use little Creationism. Stormpirates…eh, better if those were 
put to an end anyway, I think," she said. "So, I will not worry. Canberra will be new, at least." 
 "There is that," Ellis said quietly, more to himself than to them, turning a page in his book.  
 "Can I ask you something?" Clare said, because Purva's last remark had surprised her. "Why us?" 
 "Why you what?" Ellis asked.  
 "Why us? Why do we have to be the ones to fix this?" 
 Ellis blinked. "Because it's what I do, Clare." 
 "Topple governments?" 
 "If necessary, yes. Admittedly it'd be a first, even for me, but I swore to protect the interests of the Empire. So did 
you, though I'll allow that was expediency over patriotism. Why you're doing this – well, only you can answer that." 
 "The Empire's not so great, sometimes," Clare said.  
 He laughed. "Well, no. But I can work to improve it, with faith that the work is good. And I made a promise. I'll 
defend it with my life, if I must. Do you think what you've seen of Australia is evidence that it would be an 
improvement?" 
 Clare shook her head. "But I don't think destroying Australia will help." 
 "Lord, I'm not going to destroy Australia." 
 "I don't see any other outcome for this, if you let Creationist countries turn on it." 
 "I'll look for a treaty first, but this country is the aggressor, not mine," Ellis said sharply.  
 "You've told me that you are Great Britain in this country. Well, in this room I'm Australia," Clare replied, just as 
sharply. "You expect me to just sit here and listen to you make plans to cause a war?" 
 "What in the bloody hell do you think Australia's doing?" Ellis shot back.  
 "And who made Australia!" 
 They were interrupted by the slap of a hand on a table; both of them looked at Jack in shock. He was glaring at 
them, eyes bright in his face.  
 "It doesn't matter," Jack said. "We have limited levers; there's no point in picking which one to pull until you know 
what the machine does, and to know that you have to go. There's no point to any of this fighting. Clare, stop being an 
ass; right now you're no more Australia than I am. Graveworthy, stop treating it like some kind of school debate." 
 He pushed away from the desk in disgust and stood up. "We could sit here and argue about it for days or we can 
go to Canberra and get the truth. Until then it's all theory. People make me so tired sometimes!" 
 All three of them stared at the door, slamming behind him on his way out.  
 "What…" Ellis said blankly. He looked at Clare. "What was that?" 
 "I don't know," Clare said. "That's not like him." 
 "I can – " Purva began. 
 "No, I'll go," Clare interrupted. She was at the door, but she turned in the doorway and looked at Ellis. "He's right; 
we won't know what to do until we have more information. No point staying here fighting about it." 
 She hurried down to the hotel lobby and out into the street. From there he wasn't that hard to find; he was lurking 
in the plaza outside the hotel, pacing angrily between the trees. When he saw her coming he wheeled on her and 
snarled, shocking her.  
 "I don't need to be petted, Clare!"  
 She stopped, and then scowled. "I wasn't going to," she snarled back. "I was considering punching you for that 
stupid remark about Australia, though." 
 "Stupid, was it? So I'm just some dumb American with no stake in this?" 
 The remark rocked her back on her heels. "What?" 
 "I know why you came, Clare! I know you want to find your parents – " 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

165 

 "Jack, stop yelling," she said, leaning forward. "This isn't the place." 
 "I know you want to find them," Jack said, but he lowered his voice to an urgent whisper. "The thing is, my 
parents are dead. They're never coming back." 
 "Is that what you think this is about?" 
 "No, but it's not helping," he retorted, running his fingers through his shaggy pale hair. "This is my fault – I built – 
" 
 "Shh!" 
 "Okay, okay! But I did. I built what brought us here. I came because we needed a pilot, and I wanted to come 
because it meant you could come and find your family, you could find out where you came from. But – that means we 
had to become a part of what he's doing in there. That's the trade, Clare, and you're trying to get something for 
nothing." 
 "Do you want Australia to go to war?" 
 "No! Of course not, I don't want anyone to go to war! But I can't help the inevitable and – you don't understand 
what I mean. We're standing on the brink of history." 
 "You've never cared a damn for history." 
 Jack brushed it aside. "Whatever we do, whatever decision we make. Four people in a hotel room in Brisbane. 
We're going to make history, but all anyone seems to care about is – politics. Pointless politics!" He slammed his fist 
against a tree, but he kept his voice low. "Do you comprehend what this place is, Clare? I don't want to see it destroyed 
either. Automobiles. Mechanized elevators. Electric lights. The machine age is here, Clare, it's right here, the revolution 
is here. It's not theory anymore. I see quantifiable value and I'm frightened, because if there is a war all of this becomes – 
blood. Britain fires on Australia and all of this is destroyed, but if it doesn't half the world might die. These things are 
more important than whether or not what Graveworthy does is right. I listen to you argue with him and all I can see is 
this city on fire. It's about so much more than you it isn't even funny." 
 Clare touched his arm gently, and he pulled it away from the tree trunk where it rested. His fist was bleeding.  
 "Everything I've worked for, it's all for nothing because they've already done it. That's hard, but it's okay," he said, 
quieter now. "I don't care. I can learn what they've done, I can study and catch up and be part of this. I want to. And 
they're so close to destroying themselves because a hundred years ago Father LaRoche told Parliament they should ship 
their criminals to Australia. Look what they've done to the people here. It's so brilliant and so awful. Look at what 
they're going to do to themselves and tell me you're any part of Australia." 
 "I can't help that," she said softly. "It's not a matter of philosophy, Jack, it's a matter of blood. I was born here. My 
mother and father were born here." 
 "And I wonder how well it's done by them," he said bitterly. She caught her lip in her teeth. He glanced up at her, 
sighing. "It doesn't matter; all that matters is we have to go to Canberra. From there…we pick which lever to pull." 
 "Come back," she said, turning his hand over to study the scrape where he'd hit the tree. "Ellis will fret. And you 
need to wash this." 
 Jack laughed, but it was brittle. "Yeah. I'm sorry, Fields." 
 "Don't, Baker," she pulled him close by the wrist she still held, kissed his cheek. "Shows you're still human." 
 "Sometimes I wonder." 
 "Come on." 
 He followed, twining his hand around hers so that she was holding onto his palm, rather than his wrist.  
 "When I said I wanted to travel, I didn't think it would do this to me," Jack said quietly, as they walked. 
 "I'm so sorry, Jack. I shouldn't have – " 
 "No. This is the way the world is. I had to see it. I've been buried in Harvard for too long." He sighed. "The 
library today…it was a lot to take in. And all this stupid stuff about Tribals, like how Purva can't eat in public with us 
and…would I still care? If…" 
 "I know you, Jack. You'd care." 
 "Maybe we can fix it," he said, shoulders slumping.  
 "That's my Jack," Clare smiled. "Come inside, I'll tell you about the automobile I got to ride in today." 
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SIXTEEN 
 
 Graveworthy went out that evening, once he'd exchanged a few words with Jack to settle him. Jack felt awkward 
and uneasy, the way he always did after he'd had to discipline one of the First Years at Harvard or on the very rare 
occasions that he lost his temper. It was a relief, really, when Graveworthy disappeared and Jack could sit with Clare on 
the sofa and listen to her talk about her trips in the automobile cabs.   
 "I come bearing gifts!" Graveworthy boomed on his return, standing in the doorway. "Lafayette, come help with 
these." 
 Purva took the cue smoothly, unfolding from the chair where she'd been reading to them from the Guide For 
Touring Gentlemen she'd stolen from the library, a semi-successful attempt to lighten the mood with the more amusing 
extracts. He stepped inside, and Jack saw two Tribal porters behind him, pulling heavy trunks into the room. "New 
luggage, and tickets for Canberra." 
 "Oh, wonderful, these are lovely," Clare said, in a slightly over-the-top imitation of a spoiled young woman. Jack 
smiled at her, then frowned when Purva rolled her eyes, helping the porter to pull one of the trunks into the room.  
 "The big one in there, for John and Charity, and the other in there for me, you can leave the small one inside the 
door," Graveworthy said, as the porters and Purva settled them where he pointed. "Thank you," he added, tipping the 
porters. "Please tell the desk we'll be checking out in the morning. Come, infants, time to pack." 
 When the door was shut, Purva flopped down onto one of the trunks. "I am not moving this again," she declared. 
"You get the porters to do it." 
 "Sorry, I had to put on a show," Graveworthy replied. "It'll only get worse in Canberra, I imagine." 
 "I speak four languages, you know," Purva said, sitting up. "I am the grand-child of Jean Lafitte. I am daughter of 
a captain." 
 "And you bear it proudly," Graveworthy replied, with all seriousness. Clare went to sit next to Purva on the trunk, 
while Graveworthy tugged his own into the room, lifting it so he could start packing.  
 "Well, naturally," Purva said.  
 "It wasn't always this way, I think," Clare sighed, and Jack resisted the urge to sit on Purva's other side and wrap 
his arm around her. He didn't think she wanted sympathy. "I remember…it seems like when I lived here, it was 
different. Maybe they weren't…respected as much, but Tribals could marry whites, eat in the same restaurants…" 
 "I think, not so," Purva said. "Men do not respect others and then turn around and make them servants. They 
only pretend to respect. If that."  
 "It's a complicated situation," Graveworthy said from the other room. "It has a lot to do with tensions between 
the settled south and the northern territories." 
 "Not that complicated," Clare muttered. 
 "Well, no, sorry…" Graveworthy ducked out, leaning against the doorway. "But the reasons for it aren't as simple 
as everyone up and deciding one day that Tribals had no rights. I've been reading the papers, picking things up. Looks 
like the southern cities started pushing Tribals onto reservations when they began expanding. After the borders closed, 
they needed better food production, especially since there was a population boom. They had to open up farmland, and 
the white colonists – well, the descendants of white prisoners – used leverage already in place in government to get 
farmland for themselves. It seems as if it's spiraled from there; these things have a way of eroding slowly until it crashes 
down. You appear to have barely missed that crash," he said to Clare. "In the north, they haven't finished pushing the 
Tribals out yet – not settled enough, I suppose, no big cities – which is why men like Plater can still own land." 
 "You're awfully well-read on this, suddenly," Jack observed.  
 "It wasn't exactly sketched out for me, but I've paid attention," Graveworthy said. "Besides, I'm used to gauging 
political climates." 
 "It doesn't mean it's right," Clare said. Jack could see the tension lines in her face. 
 "It's not an excuse, Clare," Graveworthy replied, returning to his packing. "It's just an explanation. At any rate, 
cross-racial mixing might be acceptable in the north, but anywhere south of Brisbane the social rules are too firmly in 
place." 
 Jack shot a glance at Clare, who was tight-lipped and angry, but at least keeping it under control for now. He 
suspected his outburst had reminded her that, if nothing else, they were all on the same side in this mess. Graveworthy 
leaned out of his bedroom again, saw her expression, and sighed. 
 "We're all tired, and anxious about tomorrow," he said. "Pack your things, and get a good night's sleep."  
 Purva stood up to get her trunk, smaller than the others and still sitting by the door; Jack got to his feet and 
hurried over before she could, lifting it by the cheap handle on the side.  
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 "Where would you like me to put it?" he asked.  
 She paused, looked at him, and smiled.  
 
 
 
 In the morning, everything did seem brighter; Jack was whistling as he packed the last of his things into the trunk, 
and when Ellis walked out into the sitting room he found Clare at the window, brushing her hair in the morning light. 
Purva, eating some strange Australian fruit he couldn't put a name to, tossed him half from the breakfast table; when he 
bit into it, it was fresh and sweet.  
 And when Jack realized they were riding in an automobile cab to the train station, he couldn't get any of them out 
the door fast enough.  
 Ellis smiled and let himself be herded, though he gave Jack a warning look when they actually got into the cab and 
the younger man leaned forward to study all the dials and wheels in front of the driver. Jack didn't stop his intense 
scrutiny until Clare pulled him out of the automobile at the train station.  
 The trip to Canberra was much different than their stuffy, secret ride from Port Darwin. For one thing, while the 
distance was only a third of that from Darwin to Brisbane, the train did not run express; it would take them almost two 
days to reach the capital city of Australia.  
 On the other hand, they were certainly traveling in style. Ellis had acquired first-class tickets for all of them, even 
Purva, whose ticket was tagged with a large red S to mark her as the servant of 'Eric Grimes'. The servants sat (and 
presumably slept) on benches at the rear of the first-class sleeper carriage, which annoyed Purva until Ellis whispered a 
few words in her ear as they boarded.  
 "What did you tell her?" Jack asked, settling himself into one of the plush private-compartment day-ride seats and 
propping his feet up on the opposite one. Clare stepped over his legs and sat down at the window. Jack made an 
apologetic face and drew them back so that Ellis could take the seat opposite her.  
 "I asked her to gossip with the servants, gather information," Ellis said, all but falling into the seat as the train 
jerked into motion. "She's never so happy as when she has secret work to do." 
 "I can't go sit with them, can I?" Jack asked resignedly. 
 "Indeed not. A white man sitting with the domestics? They'd think you were after something," Ellis answered, but 
a thought struck him. "You could go ask to see the engine, though." 
 "I had a look at it when we were waiting to board," Jack answered, grinning. "The dining car might be interesting. 
They usually are. How long until lunch?" 
 "Three hours," Ellis said, consulting a small card posted on the door of the compartment that listed the times and 
contents of the meals.  
 "Well, they should be just heating up the ovens, then." 
 "Go on," Ellis told him indulgently, but Jack looked to Clare before he stood. She gave him a small nod. He slid 
open the door just as a trolley blocked his exit; a dark-skinned man peered around the door and then hastily retreated. 
 "Sorry, sir," he mumbled. 
 "No, my fault," Jack said, sliding out past him into the corridor. "Can you point me at the dining car?"  
 The man pointed over his shoulder, and Jack took off without a backwards look. Ellis glanced at Clare, who was 
smiling.  
 "Coffee, sir, ma'am?" the man asked. "Newspapers or sweets?"  
 "No, thank you," Clare said.  
 "Newspaper, please," Ellis said. "Have you any Canberra papers?" 
 "Only yesterday's," the man said apologetically. 
 "That's fine." 
 "Oh, any from Melbourne?" Clare asked.  
 "Sorry, miss, not on the train. Station'll maybe have some," he said.  
 "Not to worry. Here you are. Thank you," Ellis said, paying for the Canberra paper and settling back in the seat as 
the door closed. Clare leaned back as well, looking out at the city passing by.  
 "You could still buy a ticket to Melbourne when we reach Canberra, you know," Ellis said, eyes skimming the 
paper. "You should know your parents. They should know you." 
 "I can write to the records office from Canberra," she replied. "I'd just as soon go to Canberra. I have to keep an 
eye on you," she added, and he smiled.  
 "Do you have an address for them?" he asked.  
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 "Not anymore. I tried to get letters through, when I was younger, but I never got any answer, and finally I…" She 
shrugged. "I had to let it go." 
 "Never thought you'd be here, I imagine." 
 "No." She turned back to the window. "I'm sure there's a birth record for me in Melbourne. When we're done in 
Canberra, I'll find them. If I can." 
 "I didn't mean this to happen, Clare," he said. "I didn't come here with the intent of upsetting an entire society." 
 "Let's not talk about it," she replied. "Purva got a pamphlet about Canberra from the hotel, you know." 
 "Oh?"  
 "It didn't exist when the borders closed. It was built specifically to be the central city of the country." 
 "Bound to be an interesting place, then." 
 "The pamphlet calls it a planned city. They laid out all the streets ahead of time and designed where everything was 
going to be before they started building." 
 "Makes you wonder how long they were planning to build a capital city," he said. "Do you remember much from 
your childhood?"  
 "Bits and pieces," she replied, sounding as if she was hedging. "A lot can change in sixteen years. Maybe it was 
changing even then, if what you say is true, but I – " She hesitated, then forged ahead. "I remember Tribals who were 
married to whites, who had children. I wonder…we saw northern whites married to Tribals, even in Brisbane. I wonder 
how they do it when they travel in the south." 
 "Probably they don't, much," Ellis said. "When they do, likely they go the same way we are; the Tribal poses as a 
servant, or they travel third-class where the races aren't tightly segregated." 
 "That must keep the southerners happy." 
 Ellis chuckled. "Now you're thinking like me."  
 "I do that, sometimes. Think more like you," Clare said. "I think things like…it seems as though closing the 
borders only made things difficult for the government. I wonder why they really did it. And why everyone let them." 
 "The Conservatives have been in power a long time. Isolationism has its appeal." Ellis turned a page of the paper. 
"And now they're realizing what it really meant." 
 "Some of us already know," she said. "What it really meant to close the borders and kick out the Creationists." 
 Ellis stayed silent. After another few minutes he hesitantly held out a section of the paper.  
 "Cryptogram puzzle?" he offered. She looked down at the puzzle blotchily printed on the newspaper page and 
smiled. 
 "All right," she said, and took the pen he offered.  
 
 
 
 Considering recent events, Ellis couldn't really say that the next morning brought with it the shock of his life, but 
it did certainly present one of the more unpleasant surprises he'd ever had from a newspaper. Generally he knew the 
news before it became news.  
 The three of them had slept the night before in bunkrooms on the train, curtained cubicles with beds just barely 
long enough to fit his lanky frame and not much clearance to sit up in. Purva, as he understood it, had spent a perfectly 
peaceful night on a bench, head pillowed on her pack.  
 Jack woke them both at an indecent hour, but he was long used to that by now. After washing at a basin in one 
corner of the long carriage, he stumbled his way to the dining car where food, courtesy of Jack's industrious morning 
personality, was already laid out for them at one of the little tables. At the door, the man who'd brought him a 
newspaper the day before stopped him and said that they had picked up morning editions during an overnight stop, and 
would he like one? 
 SPY IMMIGRANTS AT DARWIN PORT screamed the headline. Ellis stared down at it. 
 "Yes, I would like one very much, thank you," he said, and sat down to read, ignoring the food.  
 "What is it?" Jack asked around a mouthful of toast. 
 "Ssh," Ellis replied, scanning the article. If they'd been reported, life was about to become infinitely harder.  
 Authorities at Port Darwin relate that on Monday 16th January, two men were halted attempting to enter the country illegally for the 
purpose of international espionage. 
 "Honestly," Clare said, pulling the paper down to look at it as he slouched with relief. "What – oh, no – " 
 "It's all right, it's not us," he said in a voice hardly above a whisper, turning the paper around and pointing to the 
date. "It's much too late, and it's only two men." 
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 "Are they on our side?" she asked quietly. "Coming after us?" 
 "Maybe, but not likely. Go on, Charity, read it aloud," he added, in a louder voice. Clare cleared her throat, the 
picture of a young upper-class Australian woman reading interesting news to her male relatives.  
 "Authorities at Port Darwin relate that on Monday the 16th of January, two men were halted attempting to enter 
the country illegally for the purpose of international espionage. Soldiers at the troubled port, recently the victim of a 
major theft of government property, captured the men as they attempted to scale the sheer rock face which fronts onto 
the northern ocean coast.  
 "The men are assumed to have booked passage as sailors on a shipping liner and stolen a lifeboat, which they then 
used to draw close to the cliff under cover of night. Attempting to climb the cliff in darkness, the men were overheard 
conversing and were arrested when they had completed their ascent. The men refused to provide their name and the 
soldiers who took custody insisted they had heard them speaking in different dialects than English previous to their 
discovery. They have been imprisoned at the Port Darwin garrison and will be transferred to Canberra to stand trial at 
the next Assizes." 
 "Quite right too," said a clear, somewhat commanding voice from a nearby table, and Ellis glanced up. A middle-
aged woman was seated at the table next to theirs, presiding over a large platter of fruit and sausages. "The audacity of 
foreigners," she added with a sniff. "Probably come to scout out the gold mines and oil fields. I wouldn't be surprised at 
all if they were the precursors to an invasion." 
 "Good we're building such a stalwart civil defense force, isn't it?" Ellis said carefully. She beamed. 
 "Isn't it wonderful! I remember when the shipyards could barely assemble a dinghy without a delay. Do you work 
for the civil defense?" 
 "Me?" Ellis laughed, and formulated a quick lie. "No, I'm in land. Eric Grimes," he added, offering his hand. "May 
I introduce my daughter Charity and her husband, Mr. John Parsons." 
 "How d'you do," the woman said formally, a little stiffly. "Mrs. Richard Bell." 
 "Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Bell. Are you traveling alone?" 
 "Mr. Grimes, I really – " 
 "Seeing as we have a spare place at our table, and the dining car is likely to fill soon…" 
 Her whole face changed; she smiled at him, then held up a hand to signal the sole waiter lounging at the back of 
the carriage. He came forward, lifted her plate and juice glass, and shifted them deftly to Ellis's table as she moved.   
 "Bell, I'm sure I've heard that name before," Ellis continued, dropping a wink, unseen by their new table-guest, in 
Clare's direction.  
 "My husband is MP Richard Bell," Mrs. Bell announced. "Are you not local to Canberra, Mr. Grimes?"  
 Ellis felt a thrill run through him. This was very good fortune, the kind of lucky stroke he lived to take advantage 
of. The wife of an Australian politician was just the sort of source he could use – and she would get them into society.  
 "I've been up north for about two years, investigating farm land and mining stakes," he said. "I'm afraid I'm not 
current on the news, but even so, I've certainly heard of your husband." 
 "Ah," she said knowingly. "Well, he was elected only recently, but of course he has some popular acclaim. He 
stands in Commons for the third district, South Australia." 
 "Certainly congratulations are in order, if belated," Ellis said, warming to the discussion. "I only hope he can do 
some good; they're having dreadful troubles with the Tribal population in the north." 
 He caught Jack giving him sharp-eyed looks and saw Clare biting her tongue several times as he encouraged Mrs. 
Bell to air her views. She had strong opinions on Tribals, the Northern Situation, the state of the country's youth, the 
amenities to be found in Canberra, and the dreadful conditions on the holiday journey she'd taken earlier in the year to 
Van Diemen's Land. It was reasonably clear that MP Bell was a Conservative, and probably a powerful man in the 
party.  
 By the time they got round to what Ellis's business in Canberra was, Jack and Clare had finished their breakfast 
and gone off to smuggle the remains of it to Purva.  
 "I'm going to Canberra for politics myself," Ellis told Mrs. Bell, with his most charming smile. "My son-in-law is 
an engineer, and we're attempting to confirm some suspicions that have come his way." 
 "Suspicions!" she said, leaning close. "Such as?" 
 "Well, don't spread it about, but it's rumored they've discovered diamond mines on the west coast," he said. 
"John's been asked to assess the possibility of automated locomotives crossing the outback. New well-tapping and 
irrigation methods might even let us put up some towns on the way. Dreary little things, but I imagine they'll mostly be 
populated by Tribals." 
 "I haven't heard anything about this," she said, sounding delighted.  
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 "It's been very hush. You know how these things are, once in a while industry gets a bit ahead of government," he 
whispered back. "I'm going up to the administrative offices to see that they open that land for sale and don't pass any 
purchase limits on it." 
 "Will that overextend your grasp at all?" she asked, and Ellis grinned inwardly. Nothing like a land deal to really get 
people interested in you. He'd used that trick in America as well, out west, occasionally suggesting he was surveying land 
for a second transcontinental line. People were strange about land; somehow it made them greedy and foolish in a way 
most schemes never did.  
 "I might have to drum up a few investors. It's not hard to find people willing to invest in such a sure thing, but 
they must be discreet," he said. "And of course it's all dependent upon the Land Office." He gave it just the right 
amount of time before continuing. "I don't suppose your husband could provide any assistance in that regard?" 
 She leaned back and gave him a thoughtful smile. "It will be late when we arrive in Canberra tonight, Mr. Grimes. 
Why don't you and your daughter and son-in-law come to dinner with my husband and myself?" 
 He matched her smile. "It would be our pleasure. And, now, if you'll excuse me…" 
 "Of course. I imagine I'll see you on the platform at Canberra; if not, our auto is a green-and-gold Harrison, don't 
hesitate to come find us." 
 "Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Bell." 
 "Likewise, Mr. Grimes." 
 He didn't know what a Harrison automobile looked like, but he wasn't likely to let Mrs. Bell and her politician 
husband out of his grip; he'd send Purva ahead to track her if necessary.  
 He found Jack and Clare in their day compartment with Purva, who was hungrily eating cold scrambled eggs and 
some toast Jack had filched from the dining car. 
 "Other people were calling their servants," Jack said, when Ellis raised his eyebrow at her presence. "The man 
across the hall has his reading the paper to him." 
 Ellis cocked his head and yes – there was a deep voice, a word audible every so often as the servant read aloud. 
Shrugging, he shut the door and settled in next to Clare. 
 "Were you playing with that woman, or did you have some kind of purpose in mind?" Clare asked. Ellis reflected 
that he couldn't fault her straightforwardness.  
 "She's going to be very useful to me," he replied, and outlined the conversation they'd had after Clare and Jack left 
– the conversation about lucrative land deals and back-door politics and dinner with the MP for the third district, South 
Australia.   
 "You," Clare said, when he was finished, "are the most accomplished liar I've ever met." 
 Ellis gave her a dry look. "You sound so shocked," he said. "All I want you to do is play at being Jack's wife for a 
night and pretend to be dim. Jack, feel free to be as thorough about engineering and trains as you want as long as you 
go along with the idea that you're going to be put in charge of building a transcontinental railroad." 
 "I wish I was," Jack said.  
 "Do you really?" Ellis asked, and Jack considered it. 
 "No. I've been redesigning the airship," he replied. Clare put her face in her hands. Ellis laughed. 
 "Of course you have." 
 "He is reading about electricity," Purva said, rolling the strange new word around in her mouth, giving it at once 
an Australian and a French inflection.  
 "Sir William was playing around with it when we met, do you remember?" Jack said to Clare. "He was storing 
charges in boxes." 
 "I remember he was blowing things up," Clare replied. 
 "Six of one…" Jack grinned. "Nobody really knows how it works, but down here it powers most of the lights in 
the big cities and parts of the automobiles. And the stoves in the train kitchen, so apparently it powers some domestic 
stoves as well. You can store the power in blocks, then hook the blocks up to anything you might otherwise run on a 
boiler. It's cooler, and the blocks last longer than coal. I think I can reproduce it all when we get home, if I can take 
enough schematics with me." 
 "He is going to kill himself," Purva said, but her tone was casual, not overly worried. 
 "I'm not going to kill myself," Jack answered, equally casual. "Just because it can cause your heart to stop doesn't 
mean it always does." 
 "Do try not to die until we're out of Canberra, Jack. It'd be very inconvenient," Ellis remarked.  
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 When they arrived in Canberra that evening they parted ways with Purva at the train station – they to dine with the 
Bells, Purva to make her way to a hotel Mrs. Bell had recommended and book them a suite. Purva didn't seem to mind, 
at least, and after two hours listening to Ellis fence verbally with the Bells, Clare had an idea of why.  
 She had expected that Richard Bell, MP for the third district of South Australia, would be as dull and single-
minded as his wife, but he was a lean and energetic man, no less conservative but much more well-versed in rhetoric, 
and capable of doing more than simply complain about everything. He even seemed to enjoy rising to the gentle 
conversational baits Ellis laid for him. Jack, looking a little bereft, commented on engineering when his opinion was 
sought and wisely kept silent the rest of the time.  
 Clare kept silent all the time. After all, as Ellis had reminded her, her job was to look ornamental on Jack's arm. 
 This would never have happened in Boston, but it seemed more common here, the idea that women were simply 
assumed to be the home-keepers, the pretty baubles. She'd read about old European ideas of female domesticity, but all 
that had gone out after Father LaRoche, and certainly when he founded his colony in the Americas it was with the 
understanding that the Creator had made them equal in spirit if not always in strength, and the spirit's call was to be 
obeyed. 
 She wondered if LaRoche's writings were even known here. Surely someone must have smuggled a few copies in.  
 Once dinner was over Mr. Bell suggested brandy in the drawing-room. Clare politely begged off for herself and 
Jack, claiming a headache, and Ellis gave her an approving nod as they left. Outside, in the balmy Canberra evening, 
they found Purva loitering near the green-and-gold "Harrison" auto they'd come in. She gave them a wicked grin when 
she saw Ellis wasn't with them. 
 "Still stalking his prey?" she asked, following a step behind them. "I thought you would never come out, but he 
will come out even later, yes?" 
 "Probably," Clare answered. "He's got a lot of fast-talking to do." 
 "I have boughten hotel rooms," Purva said. "A nice place. I took this for you," she added, pressing a book into 
Jack's hands. "From a man with many, many automobiles."  
 "A Guide to Automobiles," Jack read from the cover, beaming. "Look, it lists the different kinds they sell – with 
technical engravings! And parts lists…" 
 Clare, arm still linked in his, grinned back. "Well, nice to have some evening reading. Come on. Purva, have you 
had dinner yet?" 
 "Yes, Graveworthy gave me money." 
 "AHA!" Jack said, startling them both. He glanced up, sheepish. 
 "Let's get you off the street," Clare sighed, guiding him along behind Purva, making sure he didn't walk into any 
lamp-poles while he was buried in the book. 
 
 
 
 Ellis was just as glad that Jack and Clare were well out of the house by the time he was installed in Richard Bell's 
library, drinking his brandy. He had some utterly contemptible things he was going to have to say, and it was well that 
Clare in particular wasn't around to hear them. 
 "I wonder if I could indulge in a spate of curiosity," Bell said, as Ellis settled into the leather chair comfortably. 
"These rumored diamond mines – you've not seen them yourself, then?" 
 "No, no. But their existence is hardly the point, I feel." 
 "Oh? How so?" 
 "They're just the impetus for the transcontinental. My profit isn't made in mining or mineral speculation. I 
purchase plots of land and sell them just when they will be most useful, which of course means selling when they are 
most valuable. It's brokerage, more than anything; easier for the government – for any buyer – to buy a large plot from 
me than a dozen small plots from a dozen owners. I turn a profit, life is made easier for those around me…everyone is 
satisfied." 
 "And you're in a very good position to know what to buy." 
 "Well, perhaps. I'm urging John to move from trains into bridge designs and roads soon. For now, however…" 
 "Quite. Lucky you have a daughter who married such an industrious young man." 
 "Lucky for me, I have a daughter who knows how important such things are to her father. As does John, in the 
end. Although they of course stand to benefit greatly as well. I'm not a greedy man, Mr. Bell. I'm more than willing to 
share the wealth of our nation." 
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 "Well, I'm certain I could introduce a generous man like yourself to influential friends," Bell replied. 
 "Good," Ellis said with a grin. "Now, tell me, as I've been out of the South for a long time. Is it me, or have 
Tribals got more restless lately? There certainly seem to be stricter controls on them now than when I was here last. 
And of course the North is quite lax." 
 "Yes – I was a soldier in the North at one time. One enjoys the laxity, that far from civilization, but…" Bell 
gestured towards the hallway that led to the kitchen. "One wants order in one's own home." 
 "Indeed." 
 "I believe Mrs. Bell mentioned you have a Tribal valet yourself." 
 "Lafayette. John took a shine to her. She's well-mannered enough." 
 "Ah – yes, I understand that situation well." 
 It dawned on Ellis that Richard Bell thought Purva was Jack's mistress. He sighed, inwardly.  
 "Now," Bell said, leaning forward. "Tell me what you need." 
 A much stronger drink, Ellis thought, but that was a consideration for later; his morals had never been so thorough 
that they interfered with his goals, and he hadn't got where he was by telling the truth, after all.  
 He leaned forward and began outlining an ambitious plan to Bell – one that would require access to sensitive 
survey maps and a count of the military land forces. The ease with which Bell seemed to think he'd be able to get this 
was staggering, but then he supposed there were few fears of spies when the borders were so thoroughly secure – when 
most sensible men stayed the hell away from Australia to begin with.  
 "Now," he said, when he had laid the groundwork carefully, "there's one other issue." 
 Bell gave him a level look. "The Tribals themselves." 
 "It'll need to be addressed." 
 "Oh?" Bell leaned back, drink cradled in his fingers. "Are we speaking of controls, or of labor? They go a little wild 
on the reservations, you know. Mrs. Bell won't have any in the house; town-bred Tribals only. Much less fuss and they 
already know how to move about in a city." 
 "They're so very domesticated, though. They tend to know the price of things, and the cost of things," Ellis said, 
gesturing to indicate the slight but vital difference. "A Tribal domestic wouldn't take kindly to finding themselves in a 
railway town in the middle of the continent. Reservation Tribals already know how to survive all that; they're hardy 
souls." 
 Bell snorted. "Have you been on a reservation recently, Grimes?" 
 "Why, have you?" 
 "Good lord no, but I read all the pamphlets and things. It all comes across our desks; mostly it's from liberal 
money-brides down from the north to marry a rich southerner. You know the sort; not quite high class enough to be 
society women, but a bit too wealthy to keep busy." 
 "Petit bourgeoisie." 
 "Eh?" Bell asked. "Is that a Tribal dialect?" 
 Ellis winced inwardly. "Sorry – slang I picked up in the north." 
 "But you're aware of the sort I mean. They take day-trips – oh, it's all very civilized, visiting the savages with a 
picnic lunch and writing about how poor their lives are afterwards. They make trouble from time to time, but who's 
going to riot over Tribals anymore?" 
 "What was that last riot?" Ellis asked, sidetracked for a moment and perhaps a little glad to be so. "I only heard 
inklings." 
 "Really? Should think you'd have been in the thick of it. The miner's strike at Cloncurry? That was the last real 
one. We've not had any in Canberra for years. Adelaide, now, they have their little pockets of unrest as well, but then 
they're so close to the wild country." 
 "Of course. I was far from Cloncurry but I did hear something…" 
 "The usual – the government pays what they think is low for the ores, taxation in a territory, Tribal scabs taking 
their jobs. You'd think the miners would be glad; the government keeps the taxes steady for the territories. They always 
know how much of a cut we'll take." 
 "Taxation without representation," Ellis said lightly.  
 "A terrible, inaccurate rallying cry. Why shouldn't the government look after their interests? We stand the most to 
lose if any ore field goes under. But we were discussing Northern Tribals," Bell said cautiously, sounding him out – 
anxious to impress. 
 "I'm sure that will work itself out, once the land is purchased and everything's contracted. But that's the point, isn't 
it? The land must be purchased. Of course John must negotiate contracts, too. It's fortuitous we met. If you can give 
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my name to even a handful of people – " 
 "Nonsense, man," Bell replied, and for a second Ellis froze. He forced himself to relax, and was rewarded a 
second later when Bell continued. "We'll have a do. Invite our kind of people round to meet you face to face, and once 
they know you, you can pitch 'em over dinner. It all happens much faster when there's a bit of wine and a nibble 
involved." 
 "Depends on who one's nibbling," Ellis replied. Bell roared with laughter. 
 "Very good. Very good! We're hosting a dinner in two days anyway, so my wife can show off her newfound 
knowledge of Tasmania. We'll make you guest of honor, and you can choose who to bite with this little plot of yours. 
All I ask is the opportunity to make a purchase, eventually." 
 "I can guarantee the first purchase will be yours," Ellis said gravely. 
 
 
 
 When Jack woke the following morning, he slipped out of bed and found Graveworthy in the room Jack and Clare 
were supposedly sharing as husband-and-wife. He was leaning over Clare at the small writing-desk as Jack walked in, 
buttoning up his waistcoat. Australian clothing still felt odd; waistcoats too short, trousers slightly too high at the hip.  
 "Morning," he called, rubbing sleep out of his eyes. 
 "Good morning, Jack. Sleep well? Ah, de la Fitte," Graveworthy added, as Purva brushed past Jack into the room, 
carrying a tea service. "I'm so sorry," he said, taking it from her and setting it on the table.  
 "No matter," Purva answered indifferently. "Many interesting people to meet in the servants' rooms. Lots of talk." 
 "You are the best spy," Graveworthy told her politely, and offered her a cup of tea.  
 "Yes, I know." She sat on the bed. Jack took up Graveworthy's place next to Clare, hitching his hip against the 
desk. 
 "I'm to meet with Bell this morning," Graveworthy said. "You should probably tag along. I think you'll find it 
interesting, and it'll keep up appearances." 
 "What's so interesting about him?" Jack asked. 
 "Oh, everything. This has been a remarkable stroke of luck for me. He's taking me to the government archives, to 
have a look at some survey maps." 
 "Well, I don't mind," Jack said. "What about Purva and Clare?" 
 "No, I think not. They seem keen on the idea of men's business." Graveworthy glanced at Clare. "Bell's throwing 
dinner for us day after tomorrow, by the way." 
 "More ornamentalism?" Clare asked, sighing. 
 "Perhaps, but at least there'll be more people to talk to. And you never know – people gossip obscenely at these 
things."  
 "All right, but I don't – " 
 She was interrupted by a rap on the door of the suite; all four of them looked up, and then Purva hastily set her tea 
down and went to answer it. Clare went to her closet, busying herself with her clothes, and Graveworthy dragged Jack 
into the sitting room just as Purva opened the door.  
 "For Mrs. Parsons," said a voice, and they watched carefully as Purva took the envelope. After the door closed, 
Clare came out into the sitting room as well, accepting it from Purva with a quizzical look.  
 "Making friends already?" Graveworthy asked. She opened it, studied the paper inside, and then laughed. 
 "That's exactly what it is," she replied. "Mrs. Bell has asked me to have lunch with her. She says she wants to show 
me the fashions in Canberra." 
 "That means she wants to woo you and dress you up for the dinner," Graveworthy said. "Pick your brains about 
Jack, maybe." 
 "Shall I tell her I couldn't possibly understand all this complicated engineering?" Clare asked, amused. "And that my 
father handles all the land dealings?" 
 "If you would be so good, Mrs. Parsons." 
 "Oh naturally, Mr. Grimes." 
 Jack, sensing there was something going on over his head, butted in. "Well, then that's the day planned out, isn't it? 
We'll go talk business, Clare can do her research and buy a dress and take Purva along." 
 "Right you are, young Mr. Parsons. Breakfast with Bell for us, then; Clare, charge anything you buy to John 
Parsons at the hotel. Purva, look sharp, and if anyone gives you trouble, try to knife them in a dark corner where you 
won't be seen." Graveworthy lifted his jacket from the chair behind Clare, shrugging it on. "You know there are times 
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when I do believe that the four of us could rule Australia, given the proper incentive." 
 Jack wondered, as he settled in to an enormous breakfast with Graveworthy and Bell, if this was how Clare had 
felt the night before. It was all politics between the two, no chance of discussing trains or automobiles, and he found it 
incredibly boring. It wasn't until Bell drove them to the government Archives building – an enormous column-fronted 
monster smelling of dust and paper – that Jack began to sit up and take an interest. The very first room they entered 
was filled floor-to-ceiling with racks of maps, apparently minded by a young Tribal in a set of gold-rimmed glasses, 
sitting at a high desk near the door.  
 "You," Bell said, snapping his fingers as they passed the clerk. "Continental maps, survey and government, the 
most recent you have." 
 "Yes, sir," the young man said, scurrying around the room and then ducking out of it, presumably to try some 
other portion of the archives.  
 "You let Tribals work in the archives?" Graveworthy asked, as Jack drifted around the room, inspecting but not 
disturbing the rolled maps. "Is there any issue of security there?" 
 "Not particularly. Most of 'em are practically illiterate. Besides, what would they do with the information?" Bell 
asked. "Though there's been agitation recently for the Fair Work act – a job like this really should be in the hands of a 
man who'll spend it in Canberra, not send it to the Reservation." 
 The young clerk was back in time to catch the tail end of it, but if he heard, he didn't react.  
 "Anything else, sir?" he asked, as Bell sifted through the maps.  
 "Not just now. I'll call if I need you," Bell said, spreading one of the maps out, weighting each corner with small 
metal blocks. Graveworthy leaned over it studiously, a small smile on his face. Jack did too, looking for familiar points 
of reference, and his eyes landed finally on Port Darwin, up in the north.  
 There, that was where they'd landed. All the way down to the south, there was Canberra. Jack stepped closer, 
tracing the route with his eyes. 
 "It's beautiful country," Graveworthy said softly. "Just waiting for someone to harness it. Shame you're not in 
irrigation, Parsons; can you imagine transforming all that desert into farmland?" 
 "You'd never manage it," Jack said absently, moving to stand in front of Bell. He heard a snort of amusement but 
didn't pay the slightest attention; he was studying the shape of the coastline. "Even if you could run rivers from the 
north, it'd take years to dig them. It'd be the biggest earthworks project in history. Something to see, I suppose." 
 "I like a man with ambition," Bell said. "But good sense is useful too." 
 "Parsons has both in spades, and I have a little of the latter to share. Here, now, look at this. From what we've 
heard, the mines are here," Graveworthy said, running his finger up the southwest coast. Jack couldn't tell how he was 
choosing a spot, but maybe he was just making it up as he went. "There's a Tribal settlement nearby, isn't there?" 
 "I think so. You know how they wander." 
 "Just so. Now – " 
 "Do you have a topographic map?" Jack interrupted. They both looked at him. "It'll be easier to show you the 
track if I can see the valleys," he added apologetically. 
 "I don't know that anyone's mapped out that far. Boy?" Bell called, and the clerk appeared on the other side of the 
table again. "Topography. Continental center. Anything?" 
 "No official government surveys, sir," the man replied.  
 "Well, what about unofficial ones?" 
 "No sir. But there are…that is to say, some explorers have done sketchbooks. Shall I look for you, sir?" 
 "Go on then. I suppose you'll be sinking wells for the train stopovers?" Bell asked, turning back to Jack. "And 
you'll have to run construction goods out. It's not exactly a small project in itself, Mr. Parsons." 
 "Subcontract," Jack replied promptly, digging in his brain for the courses he'd had in tracklaying logistics at 
Harvard. "Supply trains follow the tracks as far and as fast as they can until they're depleted. Temporary camps for 
labor, and evenly-spaced stopovers based on estimated fuel loads and frequency. It's all down to tracks; you have to 
have tracks first." 
 "Isn't he good?" Graveworthy remarked.  
 "Although I suppose if you built some really big autos…" Jack pursed his lips. "If you fitted, say, a train car onto 
an automobile engine…but you'd have to account for sway…" 
 "Sirs?" the clerk was back, with two books under one arm and a roll of rough-looking paper under the other. 
"These may be of assistance – " 
 "Very good, you may go." 
 " – if I may, sir," the man said, lowering his eyes. "They require some explanation." 
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 Jack glanced up just in time to see Graveworthy and Bell cocking eyebrows at each other.  
 "Up to you, Parsons," Bell said. Jack hesitated.  
 "Oh, let him," Graveworthy said carelessly.  
 Jack nodded, and the man set the books on the table, unrolling the new map on top of the old. The paper was 
strange, fibrous and discolored, but once it was unrolled that hardly mattered. Jack sucked in a breath admiringly.  
 "This is amazing," he murmured, spreading his hands over the map, not touching it. The coast boundaries were 
nothing more than rough squiggles, but the entire interior of the continent was covered with figures, human and animal, 
along with patterns of dots and lines and splashes of color. In one corner was a detailed drawing of some kind of fish. 
Near the center of the map, a bright green snake wound around the base of a jutting rocky outcrop. Port Darwin was a 
series of squares outlined in black, surrounded in fine, even-spaced yellow dots. There was an uneven blot of bright 
grey that must be Brisbane. Canberra was blank, but he thought the large white square, like a ship's sail, might be 
Melbourne. Gentle red slashes seemed to indicate mountains.  
 "What the hell is this?" Bell demanded.  
 "It's a topographical map in the Tribal style, sir," the clerk answered.  
 "Tribal!" 
 There was a large word stamped in red over the area that would probably be just northwest of Canberra: 
CONFISCATED. 
 "Confiscated from who?" Jack asked, pointing at it. 
 "The last Tribal reservation uprising," the clerk answered, his voice carefully neutral. "Several maps were found." 
 "Is it useful?" Graveworthy asked carefully.  
 "I think so," Jack said, tilting his head. "Color marks cities, right?" he asked the clerk, who nodded briefly. "What's 
this snake?" 
 "Ayers Rock, sir. It's a Tribal landmark." 
 "Oh, spare me these fancies," Bell snapped.  
 "And this is water?" Jack asked, pointing to several carefully drawn shapes, outlined in blue dots. "That's a starting 
point. Look here, Bell. This is what I needed. From Brisbane following the natural valleys…" 
 He ran a finger along from right to left, tracing an imaginary train track. It would be beautiful, if it were ever to 
exist.  
 "Yes, well, you can't exactly take some Tribal paint daubings to Parliament." 
 "Let me worry about surveys," Graveworthy said amiably. "We're only speaking in generalities, Bell, no need to 
fret. As a matter of fact, step out into the hall with me – I've had a thought, and I believe it requires a cigarette to 
ponder. No point in getting ash on the maps." 
 Bell followed Graveworthy, grumbling, and Jack looked up to find the clerk still standing there, one hand resting 
on the books he'd brought. 
 "It's a beautiful piece of work," he said. "Why would they take it away? They can't find much use in it." 
 "It was confiscated under the ban on instruments likely to aid in aggression against the Australian state," the clerk 
answered, still in that same flat tone.  
 "It's illegal to have maps?" Jack asked.  
 "Yes, sir." The man gave him an odd look, sliding the books forward. "These are sketchbooks and accounts of 
travels in the interior, sir. There are some hand-drawn maps here as well, though none so large in scope. There's quite a 
good one of the Lake Cowal reservation." 
 "Are you from the reservation?" 
 "Me? No sir. Born and raised in Wagga Wagga. My father came to Canberra with the first load of library books 
and myself," the man added, with a dry smile.  
 "What's your name?" Jack asked. 
 "Sir?" the man looked confused. "William, sir." 
 William, Jack realized, couldn't be any older than he was himself. There was a self-containment about him that 
Jack envied, for a moment.  
 "If I can take the liberty…" William waited until Jack nodded to continue. "It's a wise man who knows who his 
friends are, Mr. Parsons. MP Bell is no good for liberals." 
 Jack felt his eyes widen slightly, but William was already gliding away and Bell and Graveworthy were returning. 
 "Find anything else in these chicken scratches?" Bell asked, clapping Jack on the shoulder. 
 "A few things," Jack murmured.  
 "Well, it's useful for something, then. Now, Mr. Grimes has just suggested to me the idea of a subscription 
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corporation for land purchases, and I'll need some industrial information before we present it to interested parties. This 
way…" 
 Jack followed Bell out the door; Graveworthy paused at the desk where William sat. "Just a moment, Bell?" 
 "Of course," Bell said.  
 "I have a friend who used to work in the Archives office, I've no idea if he's still here," Graveworthy said to 
William. "I believe he was in office thirty-two. Could you carry a message for me?" 
 "Of course, sir," William replied, offering him a slip of paper and his pen. Jack watched with interest as 
Graveworthy scribbled a few lines, signed it, folded it, and handed it to him.  
 "Tell him he can find me at the Canberra Republican Hotel, at his leisure," Graveworthy said. Jack cast a look 
back as they left the building and saw William hurrying down a hallway, the note in one hand.  
 "What was that about?" he asked in an undertone, while they waited for Bell's car to be brought around. 
 "Tell you later," Graveworthy answered. "Ah, Bell, I think the land grant office next?" 
 
 
 
 "It's so nice to be back in civilization again," Clare said, as Mrs. Bell laid three soft red dresses over her arms.  
 Admittedly, she was having a little trouble making polite conversation. Mrs. Bell had arrived at the suite at ten on 
the dot and swept Clare into a cab, Purva trailing unacknowledged after, and had the driver take them into a shopping 
district filled with tailors and dressmakers and milliners. In the cab they'd mostly been subject to Mrs. Bell's complaints 
about Mr. Bell taking the car to drive Jack and Ellis around in, but at least it was educational; Clare was informed that 
they would have two automobiles, but the Harrison company could barely keep up with demand and even a Minister of 
Parliament, it appeared, had to bow to James Harrison's speed of production.  
 Once they were out of the cab, however, all the attention was on Clare, which was a little unsettling. Mrs. Bell 
dragged her to shop after shop, and the store clerks eyed the wealthy older woman and her quiet young charge with 
obvious greed.  
 "I can only imagine, my dear," Mrs. Bell said, studying a fourth red dress thoughtfully. "Do you care for dropped 
waistlines?" 
 "No, not particularly," Clare said, wondering what a dropped waistline was. She wasn't ignorant of fashion, but 
things had different names here, and certainly some of the styles she'd seen were not what she was accustomed to in 
Boston or England.  
 She felt very cosmopolitan that she could compare the fashions of three countries, but Mrs. Bell seemed 
determined to wear that sensation down.  
 "Spending all that time in the outback, in the bush, my dear, it's a wonder you didn't go feral," Mrs. Bell continued. 
Over her shoulder, Purva subtly made a face, then grinned and mouthed Feral! 
 "I feel as if I nearly did. It's beautiful country, of course, but pretty rough," Clare replied. She wondered how much 
she ought to play up the wilting daisy act.  
 "I can't imagine what your father and husband were thinking, dragging you around like that. And you a 
newlywed!" 
 "Well, it's for John's job. It's important to help him advance," Clare said. "And we're back now, at any rate." 
 "I thought you might be a Southern girl," Mrs. Bell said approvingly. "In you go and try these on," she added, 
passing the dresses to Clare and pushing her gently into a booth to change in. "They can be altered, of course, but I 
don't know about the color." 
 "I do prefer blue," Clare called, as she shed her dress and began the complicated process of climbing into the new 
one.  
 "It suits you. You did say you were from the South, didn't you?" 
 "Yes – Melbourne," Clare replied.  
 "Lovely town. How did you come to meet your husband? His accent places him quite firmly. I suppose he's new 
money?" 
 Clare laughed, avoiding the first question deftly. "You might say that, yes. Though I suppose we're all new money 
if you go more than a few generations back." 
 "A fact which many might prefer to forget," Mrs. Bell said, only a trifle sourly. "Do you need help, my dear?" 
 "A little, I think," Clare admitted. 
 "You, girl, go help her," she heard Mrs. Bell say, and Purva pushed into the cubicle. "Mrs. Parsons, I've just seen a 
friend I simply must talk to – I'll invite her to lunch, you'll adore her. I'll be back in just a moment." 
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 "This woman is terrible," Purva said in Clare's ear, helping her with the complicated sleeves on the dress. "She 
should have been a pirate." 
 Clare laughed. "I don't know. Do you think she has the stomach for it?" 
 "Not so easy to tell. But," Purva admitted, stepping back to look at the dress, "taste, perhaps – yes, it is a nice 
dress. Impractical, but so are many things." 
 Clare smoothed the front of it. "I don't know, it's a little flash. You should try it on, it'd look brilliant on you." 
 "Me!" Purva laughed. "No dresses, thank you." 
 "Well, it's nice to look pretty, dress up sometimes," Clare said.  
 "I can look pretty in trousers," Purva lifted her chin haughtily.  
 "Suit yourself, I suppose," Clare said. "I like a nice dress once in a while." 
 "It does not look ugly," Purva allowed. Clare laughed.  
 "Thank you!" 
 "I am not the judge of these things." Purva said.  
 "Do you think I'm silly for liking them?" Clare asked hesitantly. 
 "No. You are not like some other women who wear these dresses." 
 "You're not like any woman I've ever met," Clare replied, grinning.  
 Purva grinned back. "Good."  
 "Mrs. Parsons! Do let me see," Mrs. Bell called, returning, and Clare and Purva exchanged a glance of annoyed 
resignation.  
 Purva stepped out of the dressing room ahead of her, announcing "Mrs. Parsons prefers the blue." 
 "Insolent girl," Mrs. Bell murmured, as Clare emerged. "You really ought to do something about her," she added. 
 "I would, but the boys are fond," Clare sighed, and dropped a wink at Purva. "It's lovely, I do like the cut. I 
haven't any shoes to match it, though." 
 "Hm, yes, and it does rather scream scarlet," Mrs. Bell agreed. "Well. We shall see what we can do. Oh, and we 
must get you a few white summer dresses. Or do you have any?" 
 "No, not that still fit," Clare said. "I'm bound to shock John and Father when we return with all these clothes…" 
 "Oh, I imagine they'll take it in stride. They're discussing matters of much higher economic state with my 
husband." 
 "What do you think of it all?" 
 Mrs. Bell fixed her with a look that – well, it wasn't cold, indeed it was rather kind, but it sent a chill through Clare. 
"I'm not paid the salary to think that my husband and yours are, child. Much better if we leave it to the men who have 
all the information to hand."  
 "Of course," Clare agreed. Purva made a throat-slitting gesture behind Mrs. Bell, careful not to let the shop 
attendants see. "After lunch, may we look at the milliners? I'm desperately in need of a straw hat." 
 Mrs. Bell patted her hand. "That's a good girl." 
 
 
 
 Jack and Ellis didn't have a moment alone together until well after lunch. Ellis had hoped to go find office thirty-
two in the archive building himself but, barring that, at least he'd got a message through. He tried to ignore the 
nervousness in the back of his mind, but it was difficult not to be impatient. Bell showed them accounting records and 
land ordinances, introduced them to lawyers who were already working on opening land in the interior for purchase, 
and never left them alone.  
 Still, Ellis knew how to be subtle, and it beat running for his life through Paris sewers or hiding in a Calcutta 
bordello with the fate of half a country in his waistcoat pocket. He'd done both, in his time.  
 Finally, finally Bell gave his driver directions to take them back to the hotel, and left them in front of it with a clap 
on the shoulder and a huge grin.  
 "Tomorrow night, dinner – I'll send the auto. You'll be the diamond of the ball, Mr. Parsons. Until then," Bell 
said, and then to the Tribal behind the steering wheel, "Drive on." 
 Ellis stood with his hand implacably holding Jack's shoulder, making sure he didn't speak, until the car turned the 
corner.  
 "Come in off the street," Ellis said, steering him into the hotel.  
 Up in their suite – empty, which meant Clare and Purva must still be out – Jack collapsed across the sofa and 
watched as Ellis went to the window, looking down. 
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 "Diamond of the ball indeed," he said. "Bell's a deft flatterer, I'll give him that much." 
 "So?" Jack prompted. "That business with your friend in the Archives?" 
 "The records we picked up in Brisbane came with a letter," Ellis said. "It asked me to go to the Archive building 
and contact the occupant of Office 32. I was hoping I could go alone, but Bell latched on like a leech." 
 "I noticed that," Jack said, sounding almost surprised about it.  
 "Is that all that was making you nervous?" 
 Jack rubbed his hair, making it stick up. "Well, the clerk at the Archives…we really have to be careful what we say, 
don't we?" 
 "As I've been trying to tell you. What happened?" 
 "He just said something – that Bell wasn't any friend to Liberals. He pegged us." 
 Ellis smiled. "Perhaps so, but he's not likely to spread that very far, if he said it to you instead of to Bell."  
 "Maybe." Jack sat up, rubbing his face. "And you really enjoy all this, don't you?" 
 "Spywork? Yes, I suppose I do." 
 "How'd you get into it?" Jack asked.  
 "I met a woman who saw some potential in a young man with very few prospects," Ellis replied. "I hadn't yet 
published – I was quite poor. But I knew London well, so she used to ask me to carry messages for her. It was all very 
exciting and interesting then. Not that it isn't still, but…things are more complicated now." 
 "It's not like you can quit in the middle of this job, I suppose," Jack said, laughing. 
 "No, certainly not. How are you finding it?" 
 "Difficult. But it won't be forever." 
 "The Crown could use an inventor, you know. You could make your fortune in England, working for us." 
 "As a spy!" Jack laughed harder. 
 "Spies need tools. Moreover, the government needs clever men for many purposes. Think about it," Ellis 
suggested, as someone knocked on the door. He went to answer it, wondering if the women had forgotten their keys, 
and was surprised to find a young Tribal woman standing on the other side of the door.  
 "For you, from your friend at the Archive, sir," she said, offering him a small envelope. 
 "Thank you. Were you asked to wait on a reply?" 
 "No, sir," she said, looking anxious that he might make her wait. 
 "Fine then, go on with you," Ellis said, closing the door and walking to the writing desk for a letter-opener. He 
cracked the seal with the blade, noting the stamp of the Australian Archives Office in the wax, and unfolded the paper. 
 "What is it?" Jack asked, watching him keenly from the couch. 
 "An invitation," Ellis replied, skimming the brief letter, which bore no address and no signature. "To the archives, 
this evening, presumably for the purpose of meeting the person who summoned me here." 
 "How do they know who you are?" 
 "The note I sent. I said I picked up their package in Brisbane. Well, this is exciting; it means they presumably still 
have interest in helping me. I suppose it might be a sting, but if that were the case, they'd have sent the police, not a 
Tribal servant." 
 "Unless they want to find out what you know," Jack pointed out. 
 "Well, yes. Don't think I won't be prepared for that. But that way of thinking leads slowly to paranoia that has 
ruined many a good agent of the Crown. Best to keep one's spirits up." 
 Jack laughed. "Honestly?" 
 "Indeed. Sometimes one must trust. And sometimes one shouldn't ask questions you know you probably won't 
like the answers for." 
 "What's that supposed to mean?" 
 "It means that I have done, and will do, what is required to protect the mission. Now," he added, leaning forward, 
"Archives aside, we have a busy afternoon ahead of us. Particularly for you." 
 "Me?" Jack asked, looking startled. 
 "Of course. You are now the driving force behind a transcontinental rail installation. You must be prepared to 
answer some questions, and not to answer others. You're not good at deflecting curiosity, Jack; you have too much of 
your own. We need to prepare for tomorrow night." 
 Jack looked up at him. "This isn't going to go well for me, is it?" 
 Ellis sighed. "No, probably not." 
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 Purva spent the afternoon torn between wanting to laugh at Jack and wanting to stab Ellis Graveworthy.  
 It was undoubtedly true that Jack was something of a boy, for all he had been captain of the airship. He was 
impulsive and he wasn't used to fighting people. If there was a machine to be repaired, to be reworked, Jack would 
know where to put the wrench. With people he was not so certain, and it made him sulky.  
 He reminded her of the child brought onboard the Queen Jacqueline after her mother's death, the one who could 
call up storms. He was valuable to the pirates because he was a storm-maker, of course – petted and well-fed and so he 
cared little for fairness or honor, things Purva had held very dear. In a contest of arms, the shrewdest and strongest 
won. Keeping a child to do your fighting for you…well, that smacked of blunt underhandedness. Purva was 
underhanded enough for all three of her current traveling companions, but at least she did her own fighting.  
 Weeks ago, if Jack had come onto her ship rather than the reverse, she might have taken him as a lover and 
eventually discarded him (the next time they made port she had meant to raid the Queen Jacqueline's library and vanish 
anyway, or kill the captain and take the ship herself). On his ship she had hung back, unwilling to be a captain's 
concubine. Perhaps wise to have done so. She would not have then been so fascinated by him. 
 "All right," Graveworthy said tiredly. "One more time."  
 "I'm trying, you know. It's easy for you, you earn your living lying!" Jack said, clearly at the end of his patience. 
 "And you earn yours building. Do you want to see Europe in the hands of small-minded men like Bell? Men who 
think the only reason to build a rail line is to make a profit? They're staging a war, Jack. I have to get information on 
their war machines back to Great Britain. In order for me to do that, you have to be prepared. I don't like it either, but 
it's the way things shook out!" 
 "Your shouting," Purva said delicately, "is very impressive, but perhaps will draw attention." 
 "I can't say I disagree," Clare said, stepping out into the living room. Purva saw Graveworthy summon a smile for 
her. 
 "New dresses all settled in?" he asked.  
 "I've admired every one of them and put them away. I'm going to miss trousers, but they're very pretty," Clare 
replied. "Jack, don't be a pain." 
 Purva returned to her after-dinner book, while Jack and Graveworthy went back to work. Jack might not realize 
what a master his navigator was at the subtle art of levering a human being, but every lesson Graveworthy gave him that 
afternoon had some purpose: to deflect a question, to refract curiosity back on the questioner, to charm in the slick way 
Graveworthy charmed and not the innocent, fuzzy-headed way Jack charmed. To charm with intent, rather than with 
intellect.  
 "All right," Graveworthy said. "Try it this way. Mr. Parsons," he said, inclining his head. "So good to finally meet 
you!" 
 "The pleasure's all mine, sir," Jack answered tiredly. "I'm sorry, I've been introduced to so many people tonight…" 
 "Ellis Graveworthy," Graveworthy said, extending his hand.  
 "Ah…" Jack answered uncertainly, shaking it. 
 "And there you lost it. Remember – you know everyone, you've heard of everyone." 
 Jack scrubbed at his face with his hands. "Again." 
 "Ellis Graveworthy." 
 "Of course! I've heard so much about you. How's business?" 
 "Very good – now you've set the tone, I'm talking about myself. It's grand, Mr. Parsons, never better." 
 "I'm so glad to hear it. I'd heard rumors of a downswing." 
 "In drilling? Oh, never! Why, just this year we expanded to oil as well as water." 
 "Dangerous mixture," Jack replied, and Graveworthy gave a false, hearty laugh.  
 "So my clerks tell me, but it certainly brings in the money. Now I hear you're going to have call for wells in the 
future." 
 "And I'll certainly remember your name when the topic arises. Excuse me – I believe someone's trying to get my 
attention. We'll talk later?" 
 "Oh, assuredly, Mr. Parsons. And, clap me on the arm, shake my hand, firm eye contact, and away. Very good, 
Jack. Now you're getting it. We can try – " 
 "Ellis," Clare said quietly. "He's tired. It's enough for one day; you'll have tomorrow to polish him up." 
 Graveworthy seemed indecisive, but finally shrugged and gave in.  
 "Fair enough. Sleep on it, lad," he said, with a certain degree of kindness. Jack smiled at him, apparently pleased 
with finally having won his approval, and flopped sideways on the couch, head landing near Clare's thigh. She tapped 
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him on the head with a pamphlet on Australia's Woman Today! and smiled. They were so strange, those two. 
 "I think perhaps it's time for me to meet our mysterious friend in office thirty-two," Graveworthy added, and Jack 
sat up again. 
 "I'll come with y – " 
 "No, I think not. Clare's right; you should rest. I'll bring Purva; we'll be fine." 
 "Are you sure?" Jack asked. 
 "Obviously he doesn't mean us outright harm," Graveworthy said, and clapped Purva on the shoulder. "Come 
along; this is a business for professionals." 
 Purva grinned.  
 
 
 

SEVENTEEN 
 
 Canberra, at least as much as Ellis had experienced it, was an odd place: he could see the underlying grid of the 
planned city, but there were little alleys here and there where buildings didn't quite fit, odd twisting roads where blocks 
of offices and shops shouldered up against each other. The Archives building was freestanding, but it was also the 
victim of some of this haphazard construction: it had a narrow gap on one side, too narrow for a man to fit through, 
and a shadowed alley on the other.  
 The streetlamps that lined Canberra's byways made stealth difficult, so Ellis simply strode along as if he had every 
purpose in the world. When he reached the alley he walked through the streetlamp's pool of light, then turned sharply 
and ducked along the wall, Purva following after. 
 There were doors set into the wall that faced the alley, most of them obviously not in frequent use; outside the 
third door were two Tribal men in what seemed to be a sort of uniform for clerks: dark trousers, white shirts, and 
brown waistcoats, their shirtsleeves pinned up at the elbows by garters. They were talking, laughing even, but when they 
heard footfalls they glanced around and darted inside quickly. Ellis walked up to the door they'd left open a crack and 
knocked.  
 It opened enough for a young woman to peer through, and Ellis smiled when he saw it was the woman who'd 
carried his message earlier.  
 "I'm looking for the man in office thirty-two," he said. "Regarding the package I retrieved in Brisbane." 
 Her eyes flicked over him, then to Purva. She gave a sharp nod and opened the door fully.  
 The room on the other side was a sort of dingy common room, lined with bookshelves that held not only 
damaged-looking books in the process of repair but also odd boxes and the occasional trinket or strange device. There 
was a long table, also covered with books and papers, surrounded by chairs. A dim lamp – one of the odd electric 
models – hung over the table, around which five or six men and women worked. They all looked up when he stepped 
inside.  
 The clerk from earlier – notable in his thin-rimmed glasses – stood and made a slight gesture for the others to 
remain where they were. The woman who'd opened the door for them retired to a corner, where a battered wing-chair 
was illuminated by another lamp.  
 "Welcome, Mr. Grimes," he said, coming around the table to offer his hand. Ellis hesitated only slightly before 
accepting it. He gave Purva a delicate look. "And your friend…?" 
 "Lafayette," Ellis said, and Purva came forward to shake as well.   
 "A confederate?" 
 Purva grinned.  
 "Something like that," Ellis replied. "And you are…?" 
 "My name is William Libris." 
 "A fitting name for your vocation." 
 "My father took it when he came to the archive; he had no surname. Please, sit down," he said, gesturing to the 
table. "Your note said you found a package left in Brisbane?" 
 Ellis cocked his head. "I'd like to see office thirty-two, if you don't mind." 
 "There is no office thirty-two," Libris said. The others exchanged looks. 
 "Then the person in charge." 
 "You do see him, Mr. Grimes."  
 There was a long silence – perilous, but not outright dangerous – as Ellis studied the slim young man.  
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 "There was a letter sent to England," Ellis said finally.  
 "You mean the letter to the Crown," Libris replied. "With the seal in the corner…?" 
 Ellis rested a hand on the table. "I believe I'll sit down now," he said. He looked at Libris, and at the faces around 
the table – all Tribal, all composed, and all relatively young. Purva perched on the table next to him, feet resting on a 
chair.  
 "We thought it would be one of our own," Ellis murmured.  
 There were smiles at this, from Libris, from the others. 
 "A white man, eh?" Libris asked. 
 "No – an Englishman," Ellis replied. "There were a few of us sent here or came here, before the borders closed – 
but I wasn't told who had sent the letter, only what it said." 
 "Well, if you're expecting me to repeat it, I'm afraid that's not on," Libris replied. "At least until I – we – fully 
understand your purpose in coming here this evening." 
 "I should think that would be evident, Mr. Libris," Ellis replied, straightening, and was rewarded with a look of 
surprise on Libris' face. "You asked for aid. I'm sent by the government of Great Britain to investigate the need."  
 "And to provide it?" Libris asked, catching that little detail. 
 "That remains to be seen." Ellis spread his hands. "But I am here now. You may as well explain yourselves." 
 Libris seemed to check with the others, some of whom nodded slightly when his eyes fell on them. "Very well. Mr. 
Grimes, this is Barker – Simm – Neil – Andrea – and you've met Anne when she brought the note. You understand our 
reticence," he added, eyes flicking over Purva again.  
 "She's safe. She's one of us," Ellis assured him. 
 "Not one of us," Anne said. "White men might not notice, but the color of your skin isn't all there is to see about 
you, Miss Lafayette." 
 Purva smiled. "My skin is the least of me," she said politely.  
 "I'll vouch for her," Ellis insisted. 
 "And who vouches for you?" Andrea asked, but Libris put up a hand to silence her.  
 "I suspect Mr. Grimes was about to say," he said, smiling slightly, "that if no-one trusts anyone this discussion will 
be hard going." 
 "You're six to our two; you may as well speak," Ellis said.  
 "Mr. Grimes, I think before we speak further I must know something," Libris said. "Are you Gregory Anderson?" 
 Ellis stared at him for a second, and then couldn't help a quick laugh. 
 "Good lord, no," he said, controlling himself. "I'm sorry, I don't intend to mock."  
 They all looked disappointed, Andrea especially. She scowled. "You fit the age – he can't be the boy you were with 
today, the boy was too young – " 
 "And how do you know that?" Ellis inquired. 
 "He's on the list," Anne answered. 
 "List?" Ellis asked. 
 "A government list, of those deported for immunity," Libris said. "He was old to be deported. This…" He slid a 
paper out of a shelf, returning to offer it to Ellis, "is his expatriation certificate. They're kept here in the Archives." 
 "Handy." 
 "Well, information is a weapon too." 
 "Is that who you wrote to?" Ellis asked, curiously. "I was never told." 
 "We have certain contacts, in certain places," Libris replied. "We were told this expatriate had power in the 
government. That he could help us. Did he send you?" 
 "Therein lies a long story, perhaps for another time. All you need to know, for now, is that he's a friend, and that I 
was sent." 
 "And you travel under the name Grimes, with a son and a daughter, and a servant," Anne pointed out. "An odd 
family to be spies." 
 "That depends on your point of view," Ellis said politely. "One would say this is an odd assortment of petitioners 
to the Crown." 
 "We are archivists of many things," Libris said. "Men and women come and go, their servants come with them." 
 "Servants hear things," Purva agreed.  
 "Things like medical tests on the bodies of Creationists," Ellis added, prompting gently.  
 "We have friends who work in hospitals," Libris said.  
 "You have a lot of friends, Mr. Libris." 
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 "Not so many as I could wish for, Mr. Grimes." Libris gave him one of his swift smiles.   
 Ellis looked him in the eye. "You're an underground. That's how you knew about the existence of the Tribal maps 
you showed us today?" 
 "Simm helped to draw them," Libris replied. "Andrea's father was killed for possessing them." 
 "Killed?" 
 "The government does not take Tribal insurrection lightly," Andrea said stiffly.  
 Ellis looked around the room. "I was summoned here with the threat of war and plague. I've seen evidence for 
both, and I'll do what I can to stop that – or at least to warn the world. You took a risk in all of this, and I appreciate 
that. But I'm not here because you were worried about the power Australia's building, am I?" 
 "Would you have come for anything less?" Libris asked. 
 "That's not my decision. I just go where I'm told."  
 "Across Europe, Africa, and an ocean?" 
 Ellis felt his lips twitch. "Well, I had some help on the journey. That's not important. I suppose I'm here to 
negotiate, aren't I? To see what else you can tell me, if you can help me stop this war that's coming, and to find out 
what you want in return." 
 "We don't know how to stop the war," Libris said. "We wouldn't know where to begin. But – " 
 He hesitated. Ellis saw Andrea sigh. 
 "You might as well tell him, William," she said.  
 "I'll tell him what's necessary, Andrea, thank you," Libris replied crisply.  
 "Oh, just so," she drawled. 
 "Our concern is our people," Libris said to Ellis. "You've seen the conditions here. You must have. Every day the 
reservations are pushed further back. We lose our rights, a little at a time. We've already lost what little respect we might 
ever have had. My father remembered a time when it wasn't like this, and the more we see…" 
 He gestured helplessly around him.  
 "We're young, Mr. Grimes, but we know how things used to be. It can't go on." 
 "Are you planning a revolt?" Ellis asked. 
 "Not as such, not yet. How can we? We'd be slaughtered where we stood." Libris drew a breath. "We sought out 
Anderson because we knew he was immune. What we need are Expats, Creationists. We need them desperately." 
 "For what?" 
 Another grim silence. 
 "Thus far the reigning families, the people in power, haven't discovered how useful a Creationist could be; they 
prefer to send them away. They're afraid of them," Libris said. "But we know how to use them." 
 "Creationists don't make weapons, you know that, don't you?" 
 "Typical," one of the others sniffed. 
 "Typical?" Ellis asked, lifting an eyebrow. 
 "White men only ever think about guns," Andrea said. "You never think about any other – " 
 "Andrea!" Libris said sharply. She subsided. "You have ways of crossing the border. You could bring Creationists 
here. Even just one would help. We could offer you – " Libris swallowed. "If Australia were under Tribal control again 
we would dismantle the war machines. We could offer you peace treaties, open the borders. You must know about the 
mineral resources this country has." 
 Ellis leaned back. "And what, Mr. Libris, do you need Creationists for, if not to build you weapons?" 
 "Why do you need to know?" 
 "I've seen what is done to Creationists in Australia. Those that aren't shipped away are dissected – and I got that 
from records you gave me. I'm very interested in Creationism in Australia." 
 "So are we." 
 "Yes, but I know my reasons. I don't know yours. And I won't be party to wholesale slaughter of any race. It 
doesn't sound like you want the same rights as white men, Mr. Libris; it sounds as though you want dominion, which is 
rarely won by anything other than blood." 
 Libris glanced at Anne. "I'm not allowed to tell you any more." 
 "You aren't the leader of this…conglomeration, then?" 
 Libris shook his head. "Just its mouthpiece. I can ask…or I can take you to them, but I need a good-faith gesture 
first. If we've been trapped, we're expendable; others aren't." His glance slid to Purva. "A hostage. Or information." 
 "No hostages," Purva said, shaking her head. Ellis glanced at her, amused. If they tried, they'd find far more 
trouble than they bargained for. "I don't trust landbound hostage takers. You do not know the code." 
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 "Land-bound?" Libris asked. 
 "My companion is something of a…well, I think one could say a pirate, couldn't they?" Ellis said. Purva gave the 
room at large a smug look. "Trust me, you don't want her as a hostage." 
 "The young man we saw this afternoon, then. Or his wife." 
 Ellis shook his head. "Not a good opening gambit, Mr. Libris, and it will be at least two days before we can meet 
again. I have need of my people, too. Perhaps…information. Have you heard rumors of a new rail line being built?" 
 "One or two," Libris replied. "Highest members of Parliament only." 
 "The rail line is a lie," Ellis said flatly. "It's my lie. You already know that if one of your people chose to research 
me, they would find I didn't exist, and nor do John and Charity Parsons. If they provided this information to any 
member of Parliament, my life would be worth nothing. So you see us here in a deadlock, now – I could have you 
hanged as traitors, and you could have me shot as a spy." 
 Libris smiled. "Your point is well made. Have you ever seen a Tribal reservation, Mr. Grimes?" 
 "I can't say I have." 
 "You will. In a few days. We'll be in touch." 
 Ellis knew when he was being dismissed. "Until then, Mr. Libris." 
 "Oh, Mr. Grimes," Libris called, as Ellis put his hand on the doorknob. "One more question. Tell us your real 
names." 
 Ellis turned around. "This is Purva de la Fitte, privateer, lately of the Indian Ocean. I am Ellis Graveworthy, a 
writer of some note in Europe and a spy for Her Majesty the Queen." 
 Libris nodded. "Walk carefully, Mr. Graveworthy. Miss de la Fitte." 
 Outside, Purva huffed a breath of air through pursed lips and glanced at him. "Very exciting." 
 "Exciting," Ellis agreed. "And interesting. I have found – and this lesson may serve you well, Purva – that if I am 
patient and alert rather than sharp and violent, nine times in ten I am better off for it." 
 "Yes. I am beginning to understand," she said, with a slight smile that he found deeply unnerving.  
 
 
 
 The day of Bell's social dawned bright and warm. Ellis and Purva had returned the night before with thoughtful 
looks, and they'd sat up late discussing what they'd said and seen with Clare and Jack. Clare knew she asked more 
questions than was probably wise, but it fascinated her, this conspiracy of Tribals who had summoned help from across 
the world and actually received an answer. It was late enough when they went to bed that she woke the next morning 
well after she should have. A note from Mrs. Bell, delivered with her breakfast, requested that Clare wear the white 
linen sun-dress she'd bought, since the weather was bound to stay fair for the party that night.  
 "I know it's a southern island, but it's very far south," Clare said, fiddling with her sleeves that evening while Jack 
and Ellis dressed in their newly-bought finest – Jack buttoning his waistcoat, Ellis tying a complicated knot in his 
necktie. "Seems like it'd be colder this close to Antarctica. It's not supposed to be this warm in January, I don't care 
where we are." 
 "Why is it, do you think?" Jack asked.  
 "Oh, it is the way," Purva answered, batting Jack's hands away and rebuttoning his waistcoat properly. She tugged 
on it to smooth it and grinned at him; Clare saw Jack's chin lift just that much extra, and smiled to herself.  
 "The way?" Jack repeated.  
 "Yes. The world, see, she tilts," Purva continued, offering Jack his tie. "Below some lines of latitude, seasons 
change. In England it snows, in Australia, summer. Many times we have sailed south to catch warm winds. All sailors 
know this." 
 "That's you told," Ellis said to Jack with a smile, before turning to Clare. "You look lovely, Mrs. Parsons." 
 "Thank you. Just remind me not to eat anything that drips," she said, smoothing the front of the crisp white dress. 
She envied Purva, who was in breeches and a plain shirt with a dun waistcoat, useful utilitarian clothing. "So. Shall we?" 
she said, offering Jack her arm.  
 The Bells had sent their auto and a driver, who held a rear door for Jack and Clare and Ellis, then popped the 
front door and left it half-open for Purva. Clare caught her giving the driver a vicious look, and wondered just how well 
Purva was coping under the heavy hand of servitude in this divided Canberra.   
 She busied herself watching Jack, the way he subtly explored everything about the auto, from the door 
mechanisms to the seat upholstery. Two months ago he wouldn't have bothered with subtlety, but then two months 
was a lifetime past. Ellis was molding them all – Purva most obviously, but Jack as well. And her; she no longer saw bad 
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and good, just shades of grey that grew blurrier all the time.  
 "Thinking deep thoughts, Charity," Ellis remarked, catching her eye. 
 "Just…feeling nostalgic," she replied with a smile.  
 "Glad to be back in a proper city again?" 
 "Yes, I suppose." 
 Clare expected, given the parties she'd been to in London and Cambridge, that they would be shown into a stuffy, 
smoky room full of people when they arrived. Instead, when they got out of the auto (the driver once more holding the 
door), the front of the house was dark. Distant music drifted out to them. 
 "Purva, to the servant's entrance," Ellis said in an undertone, as they climbed the steps to the Bells' townhouse. 
Purva nodded and darted away. "Ready?" 
 "Ready," Jack said, looking determined. Ellis knocked on the door. 
 A servant answered and led them into a quiet, dimly-lit hall. Clare felt apprehension twist her insides as she 
followed Ellis through the corridor, past dark rooms and the distant clinking of an active kitchen. There didn't seem to 
be anyone else here. If the Bells had found out –  
 And then the servant turned to a pair of French doors at the back of the house and swung them wide, and Clare 
let out a small gasp. Next to her, Jack made a soft choking noise.  
 The back of the house let out onto a large, manicured lawn bordered by hedges and filled with small tables 
covered in crisp white cloths. Strung along the hedges and across the sky over their heads were thousands of tiny, 
brilliant lights, like tea candles except they didn't flicker in the wind. A band was playing at the far end of the garden, 
and a long table along one hedge held drinks and food piled high on serving platters. Men in dark suits and women in – 
she laughed a little – white sundresses were standing in knots and speaking to one another. A handful of couples were 
dancing on the grass.  
 "Well," Ellis said. "My goodness, but the Bells know how to do a dinner properly." 
 Jack drifted past him, through the door and out onto the porch where the strings of lights began. He held a hand 
over them, fascinated, and then looked up quickly when Ellis touched his arm. Clare followed, trying to take it all in at 
once. Mrs. Bell appeared, coming up the steps to take her hands, beaming. 
 "Don't you look lovely, Mrs. Parsons. Welcome, Mr. Parsons, Mr. Grimes. Come along! Don't stand staring," she 
said with a smile.  
 "You'll have to excuse the children," Ellis said as he descended the steps, beckoning Jack to follow. "It's been so 
long since we were in civilized company. Charity's positively overwhelmed. John, get her something to drink, there's a 
lad." 
 "Well, it's easy to see who runs this household," Bell said with a grin, joining them. "Mr. Grimes, not a moment 
too soon. There are a couple of gentlemen who are eager to meet you, and a whole contingent of engineers to entertain 
Mr. Parsons. When he's done seeing to the women, of course," he added with a grin.  
 Clare watched as Ellis was swept into a circle of middle-aged men, most of them with drinks or cigars in their 
hands. She lost track of Jack for a moment, but decided not to panic. Mrs. Bell was leading her to a table and settling 
her next to another young woman, who gave her the hard, brilliant kind of smile Clare had seen on one too many 
mischief-makers in Boston.  
 "You must be Mrs. Parsons," she said, extending a hand. "Sylvia Bell." 
 "This is Richard's niece," Mrs. Bell said, settling on her other side. Other women began to drift over as well. "She's 
heard so much about you. She's bored with my adventures in Tasmania, aren't you, Sylvia?" 
 "Nonsense, Aunt," Sylvia said. "But I am so eager to hear about Mrs. Parson's adventures in the north. My uncle 
says you and your father and husband lived quite wild." 
 "Not so wild as all that," Clare said with a forced laugh.  
 "Charity," Jack called, appearing from behind a group of women nearby. "There you are. Drink, as requested," he 
said with a smile, setting a glass of pinkish liquid in front of her. "Mrs. Bell," he added, with a nod.  
 "Mr. Parsons! I was just introducing your wife to my niece, Sylvia." 
 "Pleased to meet you," Jack said, resting a hand on Clare's shoulder. "Can I fetch anything for you?" 
 "No, thank you, Mr. Parsons. Charmed," Sylvia replied.  
 "Run along and play, John," Clare said firmly. "I suspect my father wants a word." 
 "Right! Ladies," he gave another nod – Ellis had been going over those manners with him all morning – and 
disappeared again. Sylvia laughed.  
 "You have got him trained," she said. "I don't suppose Mr. Parsons has a brother? Mother's sent me up to Uncle 
and Aunt to find me a husband, but all the pretty ones seem to be taken." 
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 "Nonsense," Mrs. Bell replied. "There are plenty of lovely men at the party." 
 "Mm, yes, all talking with each other, I notice," Sylvia sighed. "Business. By the way, Mrs. Parsons, Uncle says he 
thinks you might settle in Canberra, once all this…very secret discussing lets up and your father will have a permanent 
need to be here. Is that true?" 
 "I suppose father will want to stay, yes," Clare said slowly. "John and I may set up housekeeping at some point." 
 "Well, we must see what houses there are!" Sylvia said brightly, and launched into a discussion with her aunt on 
appropriately stylish addresses, then moved on to tableware and furnishings as other women drifted over. Clare sat and 
nodded where appropriate, and watched Jack and Ellis talking and laughing with the men. She felt…oddly helpless, 
swept along, as if she no longer mattered. To judge from the way the other women spoke, not so much what they said 
as how frantically they said it, this wasn't an uncommon sentiment in the male-dominated circles of power in Canberra.  
 Her thoughts were interrupted by a sharp movement out of the corner of her eye, and she looked over in time to 
see a Tribal servant stumble over a hedge-root near the food table, staggering and falling when she couldn't keep her 
balance. She had a jug of punch in one hand, which went wide and rolled, gurgling its contents onto the ground. Her 
other hand held a plate of sandwiches, which scattered on the dirt. There were startled gasps from the people nearby, 
but nobody went to help her –  
 And then she saw Jack dart nimbly around the table and drop to one knee in front of the woman, catching her 
arm as she pushed herself up, reaching out with his other hand to right the punch-jug. She saw him mouth Are you all 
right?  and saw the woman nod and pull back, shocked at his behavior. Ellis looked despairing, but didn't move towards 
either of them. He just turned back to the men he was speaking with, said something in a low voice, and chewed the 
corner of his lip while they laughed.  
 Oh, Jack was in for a world of trouble if they got out of this one. He'd stopped to help a servant up; they'd know 
he wasn't Their Sort…. 
 Sylvia made a tsking noise behind her, and Clare turned in her seat. One of the other women laid a hand on her 
shoulder, which was odd. Mrs. Bell shook her head. 
 "I see your Mr. Parsons is like my Richard; he dotes on our servants, too," she said. There was a strange, sad note 
in her voice.  
 "Well, what's the harm in letting a man look?" Sylvia said philosophically. "You're so pretty, Mrs. Parsons. I can't 
imagine he'd want anything more." 
 "I'm not sure I hold with liberal views like that," Mrs. Bell said, and only then did Clare realize what they were 
talking about – that Jack's display of common courtesy meant he had a roving eye for servants. She shivered inside.  
 "Well," she said, holding her voice steady against the disgust, "John's so chivalrous, you know. I'm sure it's only his 
good nature coming to the forefront." 
 "Oh, that's a good way to look at it!" Sylvia smiled. "Mrs. Parsons, I wonder if you'd care to come up to the house 
for a moment? Get away from the music and these mozzies, you know." 
 "Of course," Clare said, not at all sure she wanted to be out of eyeshot of either Ellis or Jack. Mostly Jack.  
 She followed Sylvia across the grass, smiling and nodding as they passed various people Sylvia must know. Inside, 
Sylvia led her past the kitchen into a sort of liquor-pantry, well-stocked. She set two glasses down on a little table and 
poured out what looked like two neat whiskeys, though Clare didn't catch the label on the bottle. 
 "I thought you might want to escape all the snickering biddies," Sylvia said. Clare smiled. "Go on, drink up, it's the 
only way to cope with parties like this." 
 Clare sipped, swallowing against the burn of the alcohol.  
 "Not to say a word against your husband, but if I were you I'd slap him sharply," Sylvia continued. "It's a crime the 
way the men around here act." 
 "I suspect they act like that everywhere in the country," Clare murmured, casting around for some way of getting 
rid of the rest of her drink. 
 "Yes, well. I have nothing against marriage on principle but I'll tell you, there's a lot of women in Australia who 
will have nothing to do with it. If we end up a country of spinsters and bachelors it won't be our fault." 
 "A lot of women?" Clare asked. 
 "Well, yes. Do you think I actually came to Canberra to find a husband? Have you seen the sorts they produce? Mr. 
Parsons might appreciate your servants more than you'd like but he looks like he at least has some character. And your 
father's delightful, by all accounts. Don't tell me they're Canberra-bred. You could cut your husband's Northern accent 
with a knife." Sylvia finished her drink.  
 "No, he's…unique," Clare agreed. "If women in the southern cities want a bit more freedom, why don't they say 
so?" 
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 "We'd all get stomped on by uncles like mine," Sylvia sighed. Clare stopped herself, but only just, from telling her 
Then you should stomp back. "And the aunties too. Going to finish?" Sylvia continued. 
 "I think I oughtn't; I've had some punch already," Clare gave her a convincing smile. "John's a good man, really, 
Sylvia." 
 "They're all good men under a streetlamp," Sylvia replied, but she offered Clare her elbow to lead her back out to 
the garden. 
 
 
 
 Jack could tell Clare was fuming. He couldn't decide what she was fuming about: his faux pas when the servant 
tripped, his overpoliteness to the women who constantly surrounded her, or his terrible dancing when he was obliged 
to ask his wife for at least one dance. Possibly all three. 
 Graveworthy didn't look at all perturbed as they rode back to the hotel in a cab, but then Graveworthy could be 
plotting to kill them all and not look perturbed, so that was no comfort. He chattered about the party cheerfully enough 
until they were inside with the door locked.  
 As soon as the door shut, Jack turned around. "I'm sorry, Graveworthy, I know I – " 
 Graveworthy held up a finger. "It's fine, Jack. We're all tired; take a seat. Purva, how was it?" 
 "I am enjoying all this, now," Purva declared. "Before, not so much. But I have learned a great deal. I think these 
people, not so much aware of how much power they give their servants, yes?" 
 "I thought you might come round," Graveworthy agreed.  
 "It must be properly applied; soon, I think. Now, I will bring tea." 
 "I promise someday I will reward you handsomely. Go on," Graveworthy said, and Jack gave her a grateful smile 
as she passed. There was silence for a moment, until Clare drew breath. 
 "Those…people," she said, unbuttoning the cuffs of her dress. "Those ignorant, foolish people. Do you know!" she 
said, and Graveworthy made a hushing noise. "Do you know," she continued in a low voice, as she loosened the dress's 
high collar, "what they said to me when Jack went to help that woman?" 
 "I know what I was forced to say to the men about Jack's tastes," Graveworthy said, scowling slightly. 
 "I'm sorry, it just happened!" Jack said.  
 "Mrs. Bell said Mr. Bell fancies the servants too, and the other women felt sorry for me, and Bell's niece poured 
me a drink and told me all men are evil. What is wrong with my country?" she demanded. "It wasn't like this, it can't 
have been like this when I was born." 
 "Twenty years can change a lot," Graveworthy said.  
 "They thought Jack was chasing the servants and I was just supposed to sit there and watch my husband flirt with 
them!" Clare burst out. 
 Jack felt some straightening-out was in order. "Clare, we're not actually – " 
 "Yes, I know that," she snapped. "That's not the point, Jack! The point is, that's what women are supposed to do 
in Australia. Those women, anyway. Sylvia said there are women all over Canberra who don't want to get married, but 
they're afraid to step out and say so. What kind of place did I come from?" 
 "You," Graveworthy said, taking her chin in his hand and lifting it up so their eyes met, "did not come from here, 
Clare, not entirely. Don't forget that. You were raised in Boston. You were taught to be your own woman. I know it 
rankles, but it's what we have to do. The sooner we charm the Bells, the sooner we'll all be out of this." 
 "And how soon is that?" Jack couldn't help but ask.  
 "I don't know. These things take time, but Bell knows where to push. I have plans, but they're dangerous and I'm 
not willing to share them until I know they'll work. In the meantime, we're all tired and fractious. We'll have a cup of tea 
and go to bed." 
 Clare sat on the couch heavily, rubbing her eyes with one hand.  
 "Ellis, are we going to change Australia?" she asked. 
 "I should think so, yes. Ordinarily I wouldn't meddle, not without reinforcements, but in this case I don't really see 
how it can be avoided." 
 "Good," she replied. 
 "You say that now," Graveworthy said, as Purva kicked gently at the door and Jack let her inside. "Very few 
people would agree with you." 
 "Very few people agree with me anyway," Clare pointed out. "Even you don't, most of the time." 
 "Yes, but I quite enjoy the battle," Graveworthy answered.  
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 They were quiet as they poured and drank, with the sort of exhausted calm that comes after a long evening. 
Graveworthy sat next to Clare on the couch, his eyes on his teacup but his mind, obviously enough to Jack, going a mile 
a minute even now. Jack sat in a chair and watched Purva drift aimlessly around the room, plucking at discarded 
waistcoats and the thick sheaf of paper on the desk.  
 "It seems like a long time since we left England," Clare said finally.  
 "It has been," Graveworthy replied.  
 "Do you remember flying over Africa? Telling stories at breakfast?" 
 "It was dinner for me," Graveworthy reminded her. "Yes, I do." 
 "He is a very good liar," Purva put in. 
 "Thank you, Purva," Graveworthy said, with pleasure in his voice.  
 "Tell us a story, then," Jack said, leaning forward and resting his elbows on his knees. Graveworthy raised an 
eyebrow at him. "You must have been stockpiling them. I haven't seen you write much since we left the airship 
behind." 
 "Too dangerous." 
 "But you could tell us one." 
 "Yes, I suppose I could," Graveworthy said, and finally looked up from his cup. "Very well." 
 
 
 

Excerpt from the memoirs of Sir Jack Baker 
 
Original typescript property of Baker University for Engineering, Sheffield, England. 
 
 I remember very vividly the night that we met Canberra society, at the house of an unlikeable man named Bell. I guess, 
considering what I've already confessed to, that it's not much of a crime to say that none of us thought he was worth much 
except as a cog in Ellis's plans, which weren't themselves clear to me at all at the time. Besides, I think Bell is probably dead by 
now.  
 What stands out for me about that evening isn't the event itself, though I do have some memories. It was the first time we 
saw fairy lights, and I know I thought that they must have been incredibly time-consuming to make. Now, of course, with 
automation, they're practically disposable.  
 I had committed some social faux-pas – I don't even remember what now – and I thought that Clare and Ellis were going 
to kill me together. It can't have been too serious, though, or I'd recall what it was. Whatever I did, it wasn't something I was 
sorry for, anyway, I remember that. 
 I know that Clare was angry at the way Australian women were treated – which was pretty awful at the time – and Ellis 
said that we were all tired and unhappy. I certainly was. I wasn't used to playing social games, and I had to do that a lot in those 
days. I'm certain I was the one who asked Ellis to tell us a story, because my nerves were frayed and the silence was closing in a 
little.  
 I'm not a storyteller so I wouldn't be any good at trying to replicate it here. Besides, it's in one of his anthologies. Knowing 
Ellis, he probably wrote it out that night after we'd gone to bed. I couldn't count the number of nights I've fallen asleep to the 
sound of a pen on paper and the glow of a well-shaded lamp.  
 It probably wasn't very original as an idea. It was a sort of mixture of horror and fairytale, about a man who got 
accidentally built into a train (Ellis knew nothing about trains, mind you) and how his ghost haunted the engine for years. I 
think the ghost was finally set free when a driver started speeding to get to a station on time or something. Actually it was 
probably better than that. That's not the point.  
 The point is, about halfway through, I realized it was a story about me. It was a kind of praise, because you have to be 
pretty special to make Ellis Graveworthy write a story about you, but I don't know that it was a good story to be part of.  
 When I was a boy I lost my way. I lost my parents, and the hurt cut so deeply I never wanted to lose anyone again. I didn't 
think I needed anyone except Clare, or anything except my machines. I was smart and so I was sent up to Harvard, which was a 
good education but didn't do me any social favors. They taught me a lot and I'm grateful, but they kept me penned in, put me in 
charge of my peers, and drove me to do more and do it faster. They didn't feed my soul. Normally I don't suppose that would 
matter except that I was hurt and I wanted to lock myself away from the world, and they let me. I wasn't interested in the 
outside world, and I was convinced it wasn't interested in me. I was built into the machines, and I didn't have any way out.  
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 Clare must have been the most understanding person in the world, to stay my friend and try to do what she could for me. 
I wasn't unhappy. I just wasn't really a person. 
 I was a boy when I met Ellis Graveworthy and I was a boy and a fool when I agreed to build him a flying ship, but I did it 
because I knew it could be done. I was a boy when we landed in Australia, even though I was twenty and strong for my age. I 
was a frightened boy.  
 As difficult as Australia was, and as terrible as some of the things that have happened to her since I first went there have 
been, Australia made me a man. Not because it made me hard or able to do the things we did, but because in Australia I learned 
to live like a human being, among humans again. Some of them were terrible people, but that's humanity for you.  
 I've never forgotten that evening, because Ellis made me understand what I'd done, and he made me want something 
more. It was the night I stopped being an extension of a machine and started being a person again. I like to think that being the 
man Ellis intended me to be, the man Clare prepared me to be, has served me more than adequately.  
 It's good I had my revelation when I did. The next morning was our first visit to the Lake Cowal Reservation outside of 
Canberra, one of the biggest in Australia, definitely the biggest in the southern part of the country. That wasn't the visit that 
touched off the spark of revolution, but it put a series of events into motion that forever changed the country – starting one hot, 
dusty day on the Res, near the banks of Lake Cowal.  
 Sparks, as any engineer knows, aren't an origin but a result: flint against steel, a chemical reaction, friction. All the 
beautiful things that make the spark are a working in themselves.  
 So the first visit was still the beginning. 
 
 
 

EIGHTEEN 
 
 The morning after the dinner party, Ellis woke from groggy sleep to a persistent knocking on the front door of the 
suite. He pulled a dressing-gown around himself and stumbled into the front room, opening the door to find Anne on 
the other side again. She was different from the proud young woman he'd seen the previous night – eyes down, 
shoulders slumped, the picture of a subservient Tribal.  
 "Your friend sent a message," she said, and he could see despite everything a little upward tilt to her lips. "He asks 
that you and any companions you wish to bring get dressed and meet him at the train station." 
 "Thank you; what time did he give?" 
 "The train departs at ten, sir," she replied, and gave a half-bow before walking away. Ellis checked his pocket-
watch on the desk and found it was half past eight. He shook Jack awake and sent him to wake up Clare and Purva, 
then rang for breakfast and ducked into the bath for a quick wash.  
 When they reached the train station at quarter to ten, William Libris was waiting for them at the ticket-counter. He 
had two third-class tickets in his hand, and kept his voice low as he told Ellis to buy three first-class tickets for Cowal 
Station.  
 "What's at Cowal Station?" Ellis asked, while Jack and Clare loitered nearby and Purva toyed with the cloth 
covering on a lunch pail that Libris had handed to her. 
 "It's the last station on the line, servicing the Res," Libris answered. "I've spoken with – well, call them my 
superiors. They live on the Res; they'd like to meet you. Apparently you're famous." 
 "Oh?" Ellis asked, amused. 
 "Not many of the Res-born read English, but the Wiradjuri are educated in schools the government runs for our 
kind," Libris said. "The Wiradjuri are the predominant tribe on the Res; they've absorbed most of the others. Anyway, 
one of the Elders has read one of your books. He liked it, apparently." 
 "Did he say which one?" 
 Libris' lips quirked. "He said it was about a dog. Ring any bells?" 
 "A few," Ellis said, and stepped up to the window. "Three for Cowal Station, please, first class." 
 The ticket attendant, a Tribal man, passed three tickets under the bars of the window and took a strip of currency 
in return.  
 "Can you attend us on the train?" Ellis asked, tucking the tickets away. "I'd like to hear more about the Wiradjuri 
and the schools for 'your kind'," he said.  
 "It would draw too much attention. When we reach Cowal Station, you shouldn't talk to us. There'll be other 
whites there; stick with them." 
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 "Why are they going to the Res?" Ellis inquired. The other man's face hardened. 
 "Tourism," he said.  
 "I see." 
 "I'll fetch you once you're there. It'll be safer then," Libris assured him. He walked off towards Purva, taking her 
elbow as if he'd known her all his life and leading her to the rear of the train. Ellis watched him go, then turned to Jack 
and Clare, who were waiting patiently by the engine.  
 "This is more interesting by the second," he said, handing them their tickets. "As far as anyone knows, we're 
traveling to the Lake Cowal reservation as tourists. Follow my lead." 
 Jack nodded absently, eyes on the great hulking engine at the front of the train. Clare pressed her lips together and 
looked resolute.  
 The first-class carriages were not quite as well-appointed as the ones from Brisbane to Canberra, but then Ellis 
supposed it had no reason to be. The Brisbane-Canberra run was obviously popular with politicians and their families, 
as well as wealthy men and women traveling to the seat of Australian power.  
 Jack and Clare were both quiet, still tired from the night before. Ellis hid behind a newspaper and didn't bother 
them overmuch, except to offer Clare the cryptogram. The green landscape of New South Wales rolled past them mile 
on mile, turning drier and scrubbier as they moved inland in a northwestern arc. The train ran express, passing through 
towns with names like Binalong, Wombat, Morangarell, Wyalong. He chuckled to himself as they passed the station for 
the town of Bland, which looked like it was little more than a supply-stop for local farmers. White farmers, he was sure; 
it was illegal for Tribals to own land this far south.  
 When the train finally chugged to a stop at a small stone platform lined with large automobiles on the far side, 
Clare unbent from where she'd curled up against Jack and smoothed out her dress. Ellis herded them off the train, 
following the other first-class passengers to a little booth at the end of the platform. People were passing cash across 
and following Tribals, dressed in a casual kind of livery, to the automobiles. Up close, the booth had a sign on it: 
TRIBAL CULTURAL TOURS. 
 "Oh, hell," he heard Clare say under her breath. A little beyond the automobiles, Tribals were climbing onto 
horse-drawn carts or piling into one large, beat-up automobile.  
 "Chin up; we'll give them the slip when we get there," Ellis murmured, and felt Clare grip his hand briefly before 
he was asked to present payment for the tour. The Tribal who led them to an automobile was short and slim, not quite 
filling out his uniform.  
 "Jolly exciting, isn't it?" Ellis asked, as they piled into the spacious back-seat of the automobile. Clare sat facing 
forward; Ellis and Jack took seats back-to-back with the driver, divided from the front compartment by a screen of 
mosquito netting. "You there, boy, who runs these tours?" 
 The man at the wheel didn't turn around. "Government, sir." 
 "Well! Are these government cars? They're not owned by Tribals, surely." 
 "Yes, sir, owned by the government, sir." 
 "And what is there to see when we do reach this Cowal place?" 
 "We have a variety of cultural exhibitions and wares for sale," the man said, almost audibly gritting his teeth.  
 "What if we wanted to tour the settlement?" Clare asked, and Ellis gave her a sharp look. She might tip their hand. 
He didn't care how passionate she was about the rights of Tribals; he didn't need her cocking up his one chance to 
actually do something about them. 
 "Why on earth would you want to tour the settlement, Charity?" he asked.  
 "Curiosity, Papa," she answered, giving him a wicked look.  
 "You'd have to ask the organizing agents," the driver said. "They'll greet you when you arrive." 
 "Much better stick to the safe parts, my dear," Ellis informed her.  
 "What's the horsepower on your engine?" Jack asked. Both of them looked at him. The driver hesitated. 
 "Sir?" 
 "Well, we're obviously not on city streets," Jack continued. "What's your engine horsepower? This is a powerful 
automobile." 
 "About thirty, sir." 
 "Well above standard for city use. Are they only used for tours?" 
 "Parsons, don't pester the driver," Ellis said, secretly rather impressed with how quickly Jack had absorbed the 
technical specs for this new form of engine.  
 "Tours mainly, sir," the driver answered. 
 "Garaged on the Res?" 
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 "Nosir. Station has a locking garage." 
 "Shame. These'd be useful out here, wouldn't they?" Jack said.  
 "I suppose so, sir." 
 The scrubby green trees and bushes began to give way to long stretches of empty, dusty land, dotted here and 
there with rocky outcrops. They were at the tail-end of the procession of cars, and Ellis watched the swaying, rather 
slow progress of the one Tribal-filled automobile behind them. The horse-carts would probably take twice as long, 
arriving in the late afternoon. He hoped Purva and William Libris were in the car.  
 Eventually they passed through a simple gateway marking the beginning of the Reservation; two limbless tree 
trunks driven deep into the dry soil, secured with ropes and stakes. Rough fences made of dry wood stretched away to 
either side. The cars stopped only long enough to let their passengers out into a little shaded hutch just inside the fence 
before pulling into an empty, dusty field, presumably to wait until the tourists were ready to go home. Ellis grasped 
Jack's wrist as he went to enter the hutch, pulling him back to hover near the entryway. Clare was already edging behind 
the door.  
 A darkly-tanned, rough-dressed white man stood at the front of the room, a rifle slung over his shoulder. He was 
speaking, but near the back it was hard to make out more than a few words, none of them encouraging. Some kind of 
welcome speech, and an outline of the schedule of entertainment, perhaps. Ellis raked the crowd with his eyes, saw 
nobody he recognized from Bell's party, and worked at seeming as inconspicuous as possible. When he felt a gentle tug 
on his elbow, he made sure the man giving the speech wasn't looking at them before he shoved Jack backwards and 
ducked around the frame of the door.  
 Purva and Libris were standing in the dust, looking gritty and hot. Libris jerked his head and led them away from 
the door, down past the autos, where the land dipped enough to hide them from view.  
 "Quite a production," Ellis said, as they dropped into a narrow gully that looked like it might hold water in the 
rainy season. The temperature was significantly cooler between the smooth, streaky walls of the creek bed. 
"Entertainment and wares for sale, eh?" 
 "We make our money how we can," Libris answered without turning around. "Not everyone's lucky enough to be 
educated and get off the Res. Besides, some would rather live here than in the city." 
 "Why?" Jack asked, looking genuinely puzzled. 
 "The land is their home." 
 "But not yours?" Ellis inquired.  
 "I serve better by serving in a city. I have nothing against cities. I like the Archives. If I were paid what I'm worth 
and allowed my say in government, I wouldn't have many objections left. If Tribals were given the vote, we'd haul down 
the current Parliament pretty quickly anyway." 
 "Are there that many?" Clare asked.  
 "Nobody knows how many there are, precisely. But I think if we were to vote we would vote with one purpose. A 
united front – " 
 " – would terrify the lives out of the white Parliament," Ellis finished for him. 
 "Perhaps Parliament could do with a little fear," Libris said. He reached a small switchback set into the creek bed 
and clambered up it, reaching down to help Purva and Clare, one hand each. Purva bent and offered her hand to Jack, 
who took it with a grin, while Ellis allowed Clare and Libris to pull him to the surface.  
 "Do you know what a Songline is, Mr. Graveworthy?" Libris asked. Ellis shook his head. "It's a series of songs as a 
means of communicating culture. They tell how Australia was created in the time before history. It tells us how to travel 
to navigate the country – or at least, it tells some of us, those who still understand the songs. Not all of them are even in 
the same language – there used to be hundreds of tribes, before the prison ships came. If I sent messengers along the 
Songlines today, every Tribal could be on the Cowal Res within a week, or at least bound towards it." 
 "Well," Ellis said, uncertain as to where this was going. "That being the case, you'd at least know what your 
population is." 
 Libris gave him a small smile. "Sooner or later there will come a change, Mr. Graveworthy." 
 Above the shade of the creek bed and around the curve of the hill on which the Res rested, there were short trees 
and bushes once more. They were scattered across the landscape with increasing frequency as they approached a small, 
brackish-looking lake. He could just about make out a building of some kind, pressed up against a ridge of earth on one 
side and bordering the lake on the other. As they approached, several Tribals emerged, two of them with antiquated 
rifles on their shoulders.  
 "It's William Libris," Libris called. "I have guests." 
 "How many?" one of them asked.  
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 "Six," Libris said. Ellis gave him a sharp look. The two armed Tribals lowered their rifles, and the woman who'd 
called out the question gestured them forward. 
 "There's only four of us, plus you," Clare said to Libris. "They can see us." 
 "Yes, I know. It's a code – if I'd given them an accurate count, they'd know I was bringing you here against my 
will. Don't tell me you've never had reason for subterfuge yourself," he added, leading them forward.  
 Aside from Libris, there were six men and three women – mainly young, none even as old as Ellis, except for a 
pair of elderly men at the rear. All of them were dressed in durable, hardwearing workmen's clothes.  
 "These are the people for whom I speak," Libris said. "They are the Elders of the Wiradjuri, who lead the 
consolidated Kooris of the south and represent the interests of the northern Kooris as well." 
 "Kooris?" Ellis asked. 
 "We don't call ourselves Tribal," William said. "Koori is our term. The northerners use it too, but it belonged to us 
first." 
 "And the city…Kooris?" Ellis asked. "Do you represent them?" 
 "Many of them. Those who still remember who they are," said one of the older men, in an accent much thicker 
than any they'd heard. He had one of the most marvelous mustaches Ellis had seen in some time, and a wrinkled, care-
worn face with dark, sharp eyes. "I am Warrandy." 
 "Ellis Graveworthy," Ellis replied, offering his hand.  
 "So we hear. I was eager to meet you," Warrandy answered, accepting the handshake gravely. "I've read your 
books. Well, one."  
 "The pleasure is mine," Ellis replied. "These are my associates – Purva de la Fitte, Jack Baker, and Clare Fields." 
 "I see. And what tribe do you come from originally?" Warrandy asked, a hint of amusement in his eyes. 
 "I represent the government of Her Majesty, Queen Victoria," Ellis said. "We were sent after receiving…your?" he 
glanced at Libris, who made a complicated face. "Perhaps a letter concerning the prevention of a war. I suppose more 
properly I should say an invasion." 
 "We have already been invaded once," Warrandy replied.  
 "Oh, not an invasion of Australia," Ellis answered. "An invasion by it. Of – well, with the firepower they're 
stockpiling, I should think just about everyone. Allow me to be plain," he added, before they could speak again. "I 
didn't come here with the intent of assisting anyone in liberating themselves from virtual enslavement. But I believe that 
this can be accomplished alongside with my own goals, and I'm prepared to negotiate with the Wiradjuri as an 
independent nation." 
 "This is a lot of talk, and a lot to talk about," Warrandy said. He glanced at the others, who nodded. "Come inside, 
if you're going to play the diplomat." 
 Ellis looked to Purva, who nodded slightly. He led the way into the shack at the edge of the lake, and Purva 
followed last to be certain that Jack and Clare – particularly Clare, perhaps more valuable than anyone knew, the 
Creationist the Kooris wanted – were safe. 
 
 
 
 The Elders left guards outside the shack, but even with only twelve people the small building was crowded and 
hot, and much darker than Clare was comfortable with. There were a few mismatched chairs, a pair of broken benches, 
and a row of crates along one wall; it was tidy and clean, but still oppressively close quarters. 
 She caught the women watching her, and some of the men as well, but not with any hostility – more like curiosity. 
Similar glances were thrown Jack's way, but if he noticed them (doubtful) he ignored them. Almost everyone's attention 
was on Ellis, dominating the room in one of the larger chairs, a head taller than any of the Elders, expansive as always 
when he was playing a role. Today it was diplomat, and in earnest, but still a role.  
 By now –she wasn't certain what it said about her that in Boston she wouldn't have noticed – she could tell that 
there were elaborate rituals of trust being performed during this meeting. Ellis was fighting for control of the 
conversation with the Elders, and also trying to lead them into trusting him. Purva probably helped, in that regard, 
because while they were obviously aware that she wasn't a Koori, she was still treated like one by white Australians – 
and yet she was treated by Ellis as an equal.  
 Warrandy was deft with the conversational gambit – he opened not with politics but with a critical comment on 
Ellis's writing. Gauging his temper, Clare decided, watching how he would react, if he was willing to listen to a 
stranger's opinion on something as precious to him as his art. Ellis seemed unperturbed, but then Warrandy was kinder 
to his "story about a dog" than Clare had been to some of his other work. 
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 Jack, without anything mechanical to distract him, seemed to be studying people, though she couldn't make out 
what conclusions he drew. His eyes skipped from face to face with unusual acuity, taking them in. Purva was serene, 
watchful but not tense, taking her cues from Ellis.  
 Which left Clare, listening to the delicate conversational dance, unable to satisfy even the mildest of her curiosity 
and unwilling to move too much lest she distract the others from their negotiations.  
 "I don't know how much history you've had of the outside world," Ellis was saying, "but Purva's a Baratarian by 
parentage. She'll vouch for the truth of what I'm saying. Independent countries within the bounds of a larger territory 
aren't unheard-of. America ceded land to Barataria after they helped defend the south coast. Technically, the Crown 
never relinquished its claim on Australia; Great Britain can grant you land." 
 "But would never come to enforce it," Warrandy pointed out. 
 "That hardly matters, actually. The point is that any land grant, no matter the size, can be considered the homeland 
of a nation independent from Australia. That gives the Wiradjuri a collective identity, makes them a bargaining power. 
It allows me to make deals with you – to offer trade agreements in return for open ports, that sort of thing." 
 "And what is the nature of your offering?" 
 "That depends on your level of cooperation, I suppose," Ellis said. "Not to mention your resources, and the 
success of our gamble." 
 "You offer us a gamble?" Warrandy frowned. 
 "In this game, everything's a gamble; luck and skill are all that keep one alive. I'm not interested in throwing 
Tribals – excuse me, Kooris – at Canberra's guns until we overwhelm them, but there is an element of risk involved in 
what I do plan. On the other hand, your people are used to taking chances. It's not a little risk, conquering Canberra." 
 "Why Canberra?" one of the women asked. 
 "Canberra is the seat of power. Not just Parliament, but the banks as well. Hold Canberra and you hold Australia 
in the palm of your hand. If Canberra falls, the odds are good that the port cities will fall soon after. Merchants depend 
on banks. If the merchants fail, this country falls into chaos." 
 "I don't wish chaos for my country," Warrandy said. "Do you hope to rebuild Australia after you destroy it?" 
 "Destruction's a strong term for it. Rebuild, yes, but I can leave anytime I like. I'm not here to design the country 
in my own image," Ellis answered. "I have no aversion to plunging Australia into chaos with your hands to guide it back 
to order. Seems only fair, after all." 
 "And you ensure that Australia is vulnerable to British rule." 
 "I ensure that Australia is no threat to the Empire," Ellis said, and then seemed to think for a while. Clare saw Jack 
on alert, like a dog at point, and Purva's hand very near the dagger hidden at her hip. "But there is information I need, 
and eventual collusion." 
 "What information?" Warrandy asked. 
 "I need to know more about the research they've been doing into Creationism, and whether they're really 
developing a plague. If they are, I need to know if there's a way to stop it before they unleash it anywhere." 
 The Tribals murmured to each other. The man sitting next to Clare said Saturday in an odd tone of voice.  
 "We know something about this," Libris said guardedly. "There are Kooris working in the hospital where they're 
studying Creationism. And there are Kooris who – " 
 "William," Warrandy said sharply. Libris closed his mouth. Clare watched as Ellis turned slowly back to him, lifting 
his eyebrows expectantly. 
 "Sometimes the spokesman says too much?" he asked, after a brief silence.  
 "You will be missed soon, if you don't return," Warrandy said, ignoring him. "Do you mind sending your people 
away for a moment?" 
 "It's really more whether they mind," Ellis replied. Clare shook her head. Jack glanced at Purva, who shook hers as 
well, and then smiled and shrugged.  
 Outside, the air was still warm but a breeze off the lake cooled them a little. Jack turned to the lake and stood with 
his hands shoved in his pockets, staring out at the water. Purva bumped him with her shoulder. Clare smiled, but she 
drifted away from them, over to where the two guards were standing.  
 "Am I allowed to speak with you?" she asked. They gave her confused looks. "You haven't been told not to speak 
to me, have you?" 
 "No, ma'am," one of them said. 
 "I'm Clare – you can call me Clare, I mean," she said. They nodded. "Um. What are your names?" 
 "James," said the one who'd just spoken. "And this is Isaac." 
 "Those aren't very…Koori names, are they?" 
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 Isaac shrugged. "They name us in the mission hospitals when we're born. If you're born in a hospital, anyway." 
 "Were you raised on the Res?" 
 "Yes," James said. "Isaac went to the school for a while, but he didn't like it." 
 "They said we were degenerates," Isaac added.  
 "Makes sense you'd be part of this…" she searched for a word, "…underground?" 
 "We don't really give it a name. It's too easy to talk about things if you name them," Isaac said severely. 
 "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to offend." 
 "With respect, you're a foreigner. It's difficult not to, here," James said stiffly. 
 "But – " Clare opened her mouth to protest, but protesting would mean explaining that she was Australian, and 
that would mean explaining she'd been sent away…and Ellis must have a reason for not revealing to them that she was 
an immune expat Creationist. "I'm sorry. I'm curious." 
 "So're they," Isaac said, nodding off into the distance – indicating the gates of the Res, she realized, and the people 
who'd come to the Res to see native dances or whatnot.  
 "We want to help you," she pointed out. 
 "Good; we want help," James answered. 
 "Well, then we're in agreement," she said. They still didn't smile. "It wasn't like this always, was it? I've heard that 
whites could marry Kooris, once." 
 "Once," James agreed.  
 "What happened?" 
 "The ports closed. They were told the marriages were invalid. The half-breeds were sent up to the reservations with 
their Koori parents." 
 "What about the white parents?" 
 Isaac shrugged again. "Who cares?" 
 "I'd like to know." 
 "Nobody else ever did. But you don't see many whites living up the Res with the Kooris they promised to love 
forever, do you?" 
 "I wouldn't know. This is the first time I've seen a reservation." 
 "How lucky for you," James drawled. 
 Clare was saved from further awkwardness when Ellis emerged from the shack, beckoning her over to him and 
calling out to Jack and Purva. 
 "Mr. Libris will take us back," he said. "This has been productive, I think. Come along; time we left the Res." 
 As Libris led them away, Clare glanced longingly back at the little shack, and the knot of Elders deep in conference 
in the front of it. Warrandy was watching them. 
 
 
 
 "What did they want to talk to you about?" Jack asked Graveworthy, when they were bound back towards 
Canberra on the train. The older man leaned back and looked out the window, thoughtful. 
 "They've extended a tentative invitation to return, to meet more of their people," he answered. "They need to ask 
permission first." 
 "Lot of permission being asked," Clare said. 
 "Well, that's the way these things work. I think the Wiradjuri know more than they're telling, but I don't suspect 
them of having ulterior motives. I can't think what any would be, at any rate. In the meantime, there's plenty I can 
attend to in Canberra." 
 "How long do you suppose it will all take?" Jack asked. 
 "Tomorrow I'm meeting with some bank officers and some of Bell's parliamentary crowd to work on opening the 
interior. We had discussed incorporation but that's rather more public than I like. I think I shall suggest acting as a land 
agent for all interested parties. I should really set up an office." 
 "Did you mean what you said about the banks failing?" Jack asked. 
 "I didn't think you were paying attention," Graveworthy said, looking surprised. "But – yes. It certainly could 
happen. It needs a delicate touch. And there's no point in simply crushing Australia's banks unless there's something to 
follow. What a young country it is," he added, still staring out the window. "Even though the land is very old. As a 
political body, it's hardly out of childhood. One of the men at the party was telling me he's coined a term for the 
settlement of Australia – Manifest Destiny." 
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 "Sounds ominous," Clare said. 
 "It is. His idea is that the Tribals are a civilization at the end of their time, like the imperial Romans. At any rate, he 
believes it is the destiny of the immigrant white population to conquer and revitalize Australia, which of course means 
that one can do as one likes to the native people." 
 Jack stared at him in horror. "As one likes?" 
 "I don't believe these men are bloodthirsty enough to kill them all in cold blood, but pushing the Res out further 
and stopping supply trains and income would amount to the same thing. These men believe Australia's vast barrens are 
a sign of bad custody by the Tribals." 
 "It isn't as though Europeans haven't been here for generations," Clare said angrily. 
 "And I know that, Clare, I'm not defending this idea. For a start, it's unscientific; poor land management isn't 
responsible for the Sahara, either. But it has a shine to it. Manifest Destiny. The white man bestriding Australia like a 
conqueror, stripping the hidden riches from her, planting the barrens, irrigating a continent. It's bewitching, if you don't 
look at it too closely." 
 "Or think Kooris are people," Jack added.  
 "At least we know the airship is safe," Graveworthy said thoughtfully. "If all this goes south, we may need to leave 
in a hurry." 
 "How far south do you think it might go?" Clare asked. 
 "Well, there are any number of things that can go wrong. Really the least of the problems is if we're caught; I'm 
uncertain whether we'd be charged with fraud or treason. Perhaps both. I've never been one to turn and run, but I have 
the three of you to consider, especially if something goes wrong and Australia really does fall into chaos." 
 "We're not going to turn and run either," Jack pointed out. 
 "You are in my care, Jack," Graveworthy replied. "A civil war fuelled by fear and anger is no place for any of you. 
Which reminds me – if I am arrested or imprisoned, you are to make for the airship as fast as possible. Whatever 
happens, the crown must know – it's not self-sacrifice, it's a matter of the Empire's safety. Purva will know this too, and 
I trust that if you decide to be stupid or heroic she will knock you cold and drag you behind her, Clare." 
 "Oh, I'm sure she'd carry her at least," Jack said. Clare glanced at him and burst out laughing. "And why do you 
think I won't be stupid and heroic?" 
 "Because you'll follow Purva, and Purva is no fool," Graveworthy answered with a grin. 
 
 
 
 Jack didn't see much of Graveworthy in the following days, and when he did it was usually in the company of Bell 
and his friends, where they couldn't talk openly. Graveworthy had much to do and the silent, invisible presence of the 
warships in the coastal shipyards gave urgency to his work. Once in a while they ate a meal together, but usually when 
they did he was weary and silent. He was almost always up before Jack woke, and if he returned before they were in 
bed, he went straight to bed himself. The effort of being cheerful land speculator Eric Grimes was wearing on him, Jack 
supposed.  
 The day after their visit to the Res, Jack invited Clare and Purva to come back to the Archive building with him, 
but he realized his mistake when they arrived. He'd only ever seen men in the map room, and they received odd looks 
as John Parsons climbed out of the cab with his young bride and his female servant following him. He stopped and 
turned to Clare, who was glancing around, obviously noticing the stares as well. 
 "Side door?" Purva asked politely. "I can show the way." 
 "Definitely," Jack answered.  
 William Libris had welcomed them, hadn't said a word about the Res, and had brought maps and books into the 
clerks' common room where apparently nobody but Tribal clerks ever went. Clare seemed to like him, which pleased 
Jack. There was no doubting that Clare as a woman and Purva as a Tribal had it much harder than he and Graveworthy 
did. It startled him to even think about Australia this way – before all he'd seen really were the machines, the beautiful 
shining machines that still tempted him but now were dulled slightly by the newly-rediscovered shine of people, all 
around him.  
 Especially Purva. 
 When they returned home that night, Graveworthy smiled tiredly and ate slowly – and was called away from the 
meal when a hotel attendant told him that a pair of men from United Territories Bank were looking for him. Clare 
looked worried as she watched him leave.  
 "I know he knows what he's doing," she said, "but it worries me." 
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 "He'll be fine," Jack replied. "You know Graveworthy." 
 She glanced back at him and nodded, and Jack felt a jolt of recognition pass through him.  
 Ever since the night of Bell's dinner, he'd felt an odd awareness, a sense that the people around him every day 
were more real than before. Somehow their former inscrutability had evaporated, and he found he understood things he 
hadn't in his previous life, the far-off existence at the school in Boston. 
 He had rather thought William Libris was fond of Clare, as little as he knew of her, and that Clare returned the 
sentiment – but now, startlingly, he understood that Clare's feelings on romance were much, much more complicated.  
 He kept her close to him after that, at least when he could – when he wasn't wanted to play Brilliant Young 
Engineer for the land deal that was developing, and they could idle around town like wealthy young newlyweds. Jack 
visited oily shops on the edge of the city where automobiles were sold or repaired, Clare sighing the way any bored 
young woman would, Purva lurking in the background and occasionally joining Jack to peer into an engine. He squired 
Clare to lunches with Sylvia Bell, doodling machines in a notebook while they talked, and took walks in the evening 
with Purva, hating that they couldn't hold hands or talk openly.  
 He was sitting on the terrace of the hotel's restaurant one evening with Clare, enjoying the warm night, when he 
saw Graveworthy vault the rail lightly and waved him over. "Grimes!" 
 "Parsons," Graveworthy answered, a grin splitting his face. "Have you ordered yet?"  
 "Just now. What's got you so cheerful?" Clare asked.  
 "Land sales are opening for the interior," he said, triumphant and smug. Clare and Jack exchanged a look. "Two 
days from now the land office in Canberra will begin selling parcels northwest of the city and all along the route to the 
west. They haven't sent surveyors out yet, but they've got a great big map to scale. Selling sight-unseen." Graveworthy 
let out a low whistle. "They are eager little boys." 
 "So…that's good, yes?" Jack asked uncertainly. 
 "It's fantastic. Almost every wealthy man in Canberra and a few in Melbourne have taken out loans with the 
banks. Huge loans. Once the surveying's begun, I'm supposed to start transferring money to the land office in chunks, 
with a percentage held for myself as the sales agent." 
 "Then what?" Clare asked. Graveworthy held up a hand as a waiter approached, ordered a steak and a bottle of 
beer, and waited until he'd left before continuing. 
 "Not here," he said softly, leaning over the table. "Too many ears around. I need to speak with Libris tonight, find 
out what he's been up to. I'd like to see the Res again tomorrow if we can. At any rate, there's also a lot of investment 
going into mining companies. Right now, we celebrate. Well. Eric Grimes and the Parsons family celebrate. That's what 
they expect." 
 "Suits me," Jack said. 
 "Would you like to go dancing tonight? Fancy drinks, good music?" Graveworthy asked. "Seems fitting. We're 
celebrating too, though there's much work to be done." 
 Jack glanced at Clare, who was watching Graveworthy with a mixture of amusement and concern. 
 "Yes," he said. "Clare?" 
 "Oh – yes," Clare agreed absently. 
 
 
 
 Ellis felt easier now that he had a plan in place: a decisive move to block the government, at least temporarily, 
from starting a war with the rest of the world. No warships would leave port if the banks of Australia failed. More than 
that, it was a bargaining chip; he wouldn't actually have to destroy the country's economy if he didn't want to. The 
threat was enough. Bell and his ilk, as odious as they were, would understand it very clearly.  
 He allowed himself to relax enough, that evening, to enjoy their night out, the drinks and dancing at the little 
music hall near the hotel. He'd been to see William Libris, who assured him that the Tribals – "Don't say Kooris off the 
Res, don't even think it," – would welcome him back the following day and that they had heartening information for 
him. Jack seemed to be thriving, Clare seemed worried but confident, and Purva was at least not evidently miserable.  
 He thought about it as he watched Jack and Clare bickering about whether Jack had to dance with her. Clare 
seemed to like dancing, but Jack – brilliant young Jack who could do anything if he had a wrench in his hand – was not 
exactly the most graceful partner.  
 "Charity," Ellis said, pushing away from the wall he'd been leaning on. "Is John refusing to dance?" 
 "It's just I don't want to knock anyone over," Jack protested.  
 "I'm sure you won't knock over more than two or three," Clare said, a teasing light in her eyes. "Or would you 
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rather be taking one of the electric lamps apart?" 
 "You mock me now – " Jack began, but Ellis laid a hand on Clare's shoulder, and he shut his mouth. 
 "Come dance with me, then," he said, and Clare glanced up at him. "I'm more graceful than John." 
 "All right – just to annoy him," she agreed, and let him draw her out into the crowded clear space where people 
were waltzing sedately.  
 "I didn't think you were one for dancing," she said, following his movements just a little stiffly. 
 "Oh yes. Mark of a gentleman, some people say," he answered. "Besides, it's charming, and I must be as charming 
as I possibly can, as often as I can." 
 "That must be tiring." 
 He laughed. "I enjoy it in the natural course of things, you must know that by now." 
 "You like it when people like you." 
 "Don't you?" he asked, not bothering to deny it. "I have a natural gift for making people like me." 
 "Ha!" 
 "The fact that you didn't is no indication of the reactions of others. At any rate, I wasn't trying to charm you." 
 "Oh no?" Clare asked, grinning. 
 "Not in the least. I was trying to challenge you. The young respond better to challenges. They mistrust charm; it 
seems too much like condescension." 
 "Well, I think I have good reason now to mistrust charm the rest of my life," Clare replied. 
 "There's something in that, but I wouldn't make it an ironclad rule. Sometimes," he said, deftly avoiding one of the 
other dancers by shifting her sideways, "people really just want you to like them." 
 "You have a way of turning my words back on me that is beginning to try my patience," she said.  
 "Only just now? That's heartening, really, all things considered. On the other hand, I don't count under my breath 
while dancing." 
 Clare glanced at Jack, who was watching the dancing idly. He didn't look unhappy, but he did look…solitary. 
 "Do you think he wishes Purva were here?" she whispered. 
 "I think he wishes he were someplace where she could be," he answered. "Even if she were here, all she could do 
would be to fetch him a drink." 
 "I'm surprised she hasn't quit us already." 
 "She and I made a deal. Which I intend to enhance suitably, when the time and place are right." 
 "Oh?" Clare asked, looking intrigued.  
 "I appreciate her on a professional level, as well as considering her a friend, by now. Whatever happens, I'm bound 
to take her to Barataria; it ought to be a holiday after all this." 
 "I've never been." 
 "Neither have I, but I'm told the citizens are friendly if you don't cross them. And then, when our business there is 
completed, I intend to offer her a job." 
 "Really? As what?" 
 "Oh, whatever she pleases; we have no end of uses for clever young women. If nothing else, she's bound to live a 
very informative life." 
 "Would you offer me a job, if I asked?" 
 He considered it as he studied her face.  
 "I would advise you not to ask. This is dangerous work, and not always meant for those with families to care about 
them." 
 "You mean if I find my parents here." 
 "Well, I meant Jack in particular, but that too. Have you written to Melbourne yet?" 
 "No," she said, and looked away. 
 "Why not?" 
 "I'm afraid to," she admitted. 
 "Afraid to? Why on earth? Are you frightened they won't want to see you?" 
 "I have my reasons," she said, a little more sharply than he would have expected. After a moment, she added, 
"Would you offer Jack a job?" 
 "Not in my line – not the one I'd offer Purva. His future lies elsewhere. My business is the human interior, but his 
is the great wide world. I will tell you this, however: I intend to keep him as a friend as long as I can. And you, as well." 
 "A friend?" she asked, as the music stopped. He let her go and bowed, giving her what he hoped was a paternal-
seeming smile.  
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 "Indeed. I have many acquaintances, but I am short of people who understand me and my work properly. When I 
find them, I keep them close. So you will have to get used to me, I'm afraid." 
 "What a chore," she replied, offering him her arm so that he could escort her back to Jack. "By the way – as 
irritating and coldblooded as you are, I wouldn't leave you alone if you asked me to. So you'll have to get used to me, 
too." 
 He searched for a reply to that, something lighthearted and charming and possibly irritating, but before he could 
find his words she'd rejoined Jack and was asking him politely if he could fetch her something to drink.  
 Jack, just behind her, gave him a grin over her head. Ellis felt that perhaps he'd missed something important. He'd 
have to ask Jack about it later. 
 Good lord, he was going to Jack for social advice. The world was indeed stood on its head.  
 
 
 
 The next morning William Libris appeared on their doorstep, carrying a bundle of books that he pointedly, in the 
hallway, told Jack that Mr. Grimes had asked for. Jack let him in without comment and offered him tea as Graveworthy 
emerged from the bath. 
 "Two trips to the Res so relatively close together might inspire suspicion," Libris said, nodding a greeting at the 
older man. "I've made alternate arrangements to the train; an automobile should be here in about half an hour to meet 
you. Not Miss de la Fitte, of course – she and I will travel the old-fashioned way." 
 "Are you losing wages at the Archives because of this?" Jack asked. Graveworthy gave him a surprised look. 
 "I've told them I have a sick relative." 
 "But you're losing pay?" Jack repeated. 
 "All in the service," Libris said smoothly. 
 "We'll make sure you're paid for your time," Graveworthy said, which made Jack smile.  
 The automobile that came to pick them up was driven by a Tribal woman, elegant and anonymous in a set of 
semi-ridiculous livery, white gloves on her hands. She held the door for them without comment, and drove silently until 
they were well out of Canberra, when her professional demeanor dropped slightly and she looked up at them in the 
mirror mounted on the windscreen. 
 "Which one of you's the engineer?" she asked, smiling.  
 Jack held up his hand. "Uh, that's me." 
 "William says you're interested in autos. Care to take the wheel?" 
 "Really?" Jack asked. Clare giggled. 
 "Sure. It's not hard," the woman replied, pulling over. Jack was out in a flash, sliding into the driver's seat as she 
scooted across to the passenger's.  
 He'd been reading about how to drive, how to work the pedals and understand the dials, but it took them about 
twenty minutes of trial-and-error under the instruction of the driver, Mary, before they were underway again. When 
they hit thirty miles an hour, Jack let out a whoop of pure joy.  
 "I reckon more Tribals know how to drive than whites do," Mary said, as Jack bumped along the road cheerfully. 
"It's a bit low-class, driving one yourself."   
 "I'm all for low-class, then," Jack said, edging the needle towards thirty-five. He checked the back seat and saw 
Graveworthy's fingers clenched tightly in the upholstery. He caught Clare's eye, grinned, and turned back to Mary. 
 "How fast will it go?" he asked. "Before the stress on the engine's too great?" 
 "Well, I got it up to sixty-five once," Mary replied with a conspiratorial grin. "But your friend back there looks like 
he might pass out if you try." 
 "He'll be fine. You should see some of the things I've already pulled around him," Jack said. 
 The countryside scrolled out past them as Jack inched the speed upwards, though he settled in at forty when it 
became evident any faster made the automobile tremble uncomfortably. The smooth, even road eventually gave way, 
after the last of the suburbs ringing Canberra, to gravel and then dirt, and they bumped along for a few miles before 
Mary directed him into a narrow turn-off that led to the Res. They stopped just out of view of the hut where tourists 
from Canberra came to see the shows. 
 "Thank you," Jack said to Mary, as they climbed out. "That was wonderful." 
 "You're welcome. Don't dally, you have places to be," she said, and tilted her head at the other end of the dusty 
field, where people were appearing over the ridge. He recognized Warrandy by his mustache, but with him was a 
woman he didn't think he'd seen before – tall, dark-skinned like Warrandy, wearing plain rough workman's clothes with 
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her hair pulled back into severe braids. 
 "Mr. Graveworthy," Warrandy said, as they approached. "I hope your trip wasn't too bad." 
 "It was extremely fast," Graveworthy replied. "Good to see you again." 
 "And you," Warrandy answered. "This is Saturday. She's our Reservation doctor."  
 "My pleasure," Graveworthy said, offering his hand. She looked him over with narrow eyes, then swept Jack and 
Clare with the same tight focus before shaking his hand.  
 "Come along," she said, turning to leave. "You have only the day, and I have a lot to show you." 
 
 
 

NINETEEN 
 
 "Saturday," Ellis said, as they walked through the dusty landscape, up towards a small cluster of low buildings in 
the distance. "That's a unique name." 
 "I was named for my grandfather," she answered in a clipped tone, leading them not towards the lake's edge where 
they'd gone before, but directly towards the village. "He fought in the Bathurst Wars." 
 "I'm afraid I'm not familiar with those." 
 "Yes, they said you were foreigners," she replied. "The white settlers were attempting to drive the Kooris back, 
when they first arrived here. The Kooris retaliated, with some limited success; the Bathurst Wars were the foundation 
for a treaty that allowed Kooris to own property and do business, once. Property other than this, at any rate," she added 
with a bitter smile, one hand sweeping the Res.  
 "And you're a doctor?" Clare asked curiously, coming up beside them. "You're a woman." 
 "Well, nice to meet someone who objects to my gender instead of my skin," Saturday answered.  
 "I don't object to either," Clare replied. "But it's obvious neither are in your favor." 
 "My mother was a doctor's assistant before the ports closed," Saturday continued. "I was a servant in his 
household, after. Granted, I don't hold a degree, but then Tribals can't, can they? Libris' father was stripped of his." 
 "I see," Ellis murmured. "I wasn't aware his father was university-educated." 
 "What do you know, Mr. Graveworthy?" 
 Ellis grinned. "A little of this, a little of that." He sobered. "I know how dangerous this game is that you're 
playing." 
 "Life is dangerous," Saturday replied. "Especially for Kooris. How much do we have to lose?" 
 "Your lives," Ellis replied seriously. "That's a fairly significant loss. Your freedom." 
 "What little we have? When you only have a little money it's easier to bet it all, don't you think?" 
 "Yes, I believe you're right. But then again I only play when the odds are stacked in my favor." 
 "Well," Saturday said, as they passed down an alley between two mud-and-straw houses, "let's see what I can do 
about that for you." 
 They emerged into a street of sorts, pounded dirt rutted deeply with wheel-tracks. It was mainly empty, but a few 
children were playing a game in the dust, watched over by a pair of elderly men. Saturday led them to a building which 
proclaimed itself a general store.  
 The interior of the shop was a strange mixture of store and cafe; on one side, the shelves had been cleared away 
and several long tables crammed in, perpendicular to an open kitchen at the end. A handful of Wiradjuri were scattered 
along the tables, eating or talking. They looked up when the newcomers entered, then pointedly returned to their meals. 
 "Is everyone on the Res aware of us?" Ellis asked, concerned. 
 "Aware, or approving?" Saturday replied, walking up to the small table that separated kitchen from dining-room. 
"Four of the stew, please, and a loaf of bread." 
 "Either. If Bell heard of this, especially from a servant – " 
 "We have rules about these things, on the Res," Saturday answered. Jack had circled around the kitchen and was 
watching the cook spoon out stew. "Those who aren't involved don't notice those who are. We trust each other. There 
are informers amongst the servant population, but they tend to be found quickly and – " 
 "Dealt with?" Ellis asked. 
 "In one way or another." 
 "I was under the impression I might be meeting with the Elders again today." 
 She smiled. "The Elders have no more need of you. Their only reason for speaking with you at all was to 
understand your intentions, which I think you've made plain. Now they trust you to my hands." 
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 "And why is that, Dr. Saturday?" 
 Her head turned sharply, as if she were startled by the honorific; he let her examine his face for any sign of guile or 
mockery, then smiled when she relaxed slightly. 
 "What I have to tell you is one of our greater secrets, and if you were able to bring a trained Creationist here it 
would be a significant weapon in any uprising." 
 Ellis tilted his head. "You speak very easily of armed rebellion." 
 "You speak very easily of economic crisis, so I'm told," she answered, as four bowls and a plate with a small, sad-
looking loaf of bread were placed on the table. "Thank you," she said to the cook, and offered Ellis a bowl. He passed it 
to Clare, and then one to Jack before taking the last one and following her to a table. 
 "What sort of stew is this?" Clare asked, settling in next to Saturday. "It smells good." 
 "Henry grows rabbits, but he also adds this and that. Kangaroo, bush dog, various birds," Saturday answered. Ellis 
watched in amusement as Clare deftly hid a grimace. Jack was turning over pieces of meat and root-vegetable as if he 
could identify them if he got a good look at all sides. Ellis took a healthy portion on the rough wooden spoon provided 
and ate a huge bite. Saturday looked approving.  
 "I wanted to wait until William and your other companion could join us, before I showed you our clinic," she said, 
dipping a piece of bread into the stew. "It shouldn't be long; the Tribal train runs a little faster than the white engineers 
go." 
 "They allow them to run a train?" Ellis asked, surprised. 
 "When only Tribals travel, it isn't as great a concern. They're only taught forward and reverse – no repairs, no 
engine theory, but they're not fools. After the trains began to break down regularly, the ones that could read studied up, 
and now they teach the others. We don't get the nice trains, but these days they run as well as any." 
 "Nobody noticed the decrease in breakdowns?" 
 "No. Sometimes we still can't fix it ourselves, if there's a major breakage," she said. "The white men come out in 
an automobile, swear a bit, fix them, charge us money – " 
 "But you don't own the trains." 
 Saturday chewed on a piece of meat. "That hardly matters. They know that they can take a collection from the 
paid servants going to see their relatives. You may not be interested in freeing the Koori people so much as you are in 
beating your little bullies, Mr. Graveworthy, but I think there was enough outrage in that question to confirm your 
loyalty to our cause." 
 "Yes, well," he said. "I'm not interested in putting up a Koori government either." 
 "We shall see," she said. "Miss Fields, how do you find your stew?" 
 Clare glanced up from where she and Jack were in a quiet conference, smiling. "It's good. Is a bush dog an actual 
dog?" 
 Ellis grinned at her. 
 
 
 
 
 Purva and Libris arrived while Ellis and Saturday were deep in discussion over their empty bowls of stew. Clare 
had drifted away to examine the wares sold in the tiny shop, most of them obviously well below the standard of quality 
that one could get in the shopping district of Canberra. Jack was chatting with the cook, who had been reluctant at first 
but was now proudly showing off something obscure and mechanical in the back of the stove.  
 When Libris and Purva walked in, talking freely, Jack's head lifted and he hurried across the shop to greet them. 
Clare dawdled back to Ellis, giving Libris and Saturday a little time to speak together in low voices before Libris turned 
to the rest of them in greeting.  
 "Come," he said. "We'll find somewhere more private to talk." 
 The town on the Res wasn't large, and it didn't take long for them to reach one of the better-looking buildings at 
the heart of it, on the northern side of a rough central square, next to a church which was identifiable only by the cross 
on the front gable. 
 "The missionaries use it when they can be bothered," Saturday said, noticing Clare's gaze as they approached the 
clinic. "Sometimes they help in the clinic, but most of the time they stay away," she added, lifting a small latch and 
swinging the wooden door open. Inside there was a small room filled with mismatched chairs, with two large doors on 
either side of the far wall. She led them past the chairs, through one of the doors and into a smaller back-room with a 
handful of beds in it, some of them occupied.  
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 They crossed quickly through another door and down a short hallway that seemed to lead to the back of the clinic. 
Saturday stopped and pressed against one of the wood panels on the wall, while simultaneously putting all her weight 
on one of the rough mud bricks of the floor. The panel swung inwards, leading to a small room.  
 "We have some clever craftsmen among us," she said, when Ellis cocked his head at the secret-door mechanism.  
 Clare stepped into the room, which was illuminated mainly by a skylight. Ellis followed, crowding against her, and 
Purva and Libris after them. Purva grabbed Jack as he stopped to study the hinges on the panel, dragging him inside, 
and the panel swung shut.  
 The room was crammed with work tables but no chairs; there would hardly have been room for them. Every 
surface was covered with small fireproof trays, retorts, glass bottles, and medical equipment. Clare watched as Saturday 
picked up a small glass tube filled with what looked suspiciously like blood. 
 "Are you aware of the race to discover the origin of the Dead Island's curse?" she asked, looking at each of them 
in turn. 
 "I wasn't aware it was a race," Ellis said. "Between Kooris and whites?" 
 "More or less. I'm not certain they're aware either, but we know they're looking for it. We suspect they know that 
we're studying something out here on the Res; people have been caught smuggling in medical supplies before. Still, 
they've never found anything, so they can't prove it. The major research laboratory is located in Canberra, which is 
convenient for my work, at least." 
 "Researching Creationism?" Clare asked.  
 "As much as one can. Creationism isn't entirely dead – you know that, you've met expatriates. Nor is every child 
with the power to Create expatriated. We've had some children on the Res who have proved immune, but of course to 
keep themselves safe they're forced to hide it, and it's difficult to learn how to use a skill such as that when you have no 
teachers." 
 "LaRoche wrote about that," Clare said eagerly.  
 "I'd like to keep preachers out of this, if we could," Saturday replied sharply. Clare felt Ellis rest a hand on her 
shoulder, light but warning. 
 "And what have you found, Dr. Saturday?" he asked. "Or rather – what have you been looking for?" 
 "My mother had a theory it was a disease; she was trying to isolate the cause when she died. She thought it was 
something people ate, maybe, or something in the water. A deficiency in this or that food, something we can't get in 
Australia, might cause most people to lose the ability. But the Kooris did Create, before white settlers came." 
 "We have no hard proof," Libris added. "But we have oral tradition that makes it plain. Our great-grandparents 
remembered. The first explorers dismissed it as mythical nonsense." 
 "The first explorers to your island kept Creationists as pet witches," Ellis said.  
 "You make my point for me," Libris smiled at him.  
 "I'm sorry, can we all please remember who is the doctor in this room?" Saturday remarked.  
 "My apologies, Saturday," Libris said. 
 "Thank you. My mother was searching for something in our surroundings that could have caused it, or some 
disease the white settlers brought with them – but that makes no sense either. On the other hand, the fact that 
expatriates don't carry any contagion beyond Australia seems to indicate that it is something unique to our land. When 
she died, I studied her research notes and then decided to ignore all but the most relevant information." She cocked her 
head to one side. "Mr. Graveworthy, you look as if you're startled to find a well-spoken Tribal." 
 "No, that's not it at all," Ellis said, and his voice was rich with dry irony. "The contrast between the two cultures is 
striking, that's all. You're searching for…a cure for the condition, aren't you?" 
 "I am." 
 "The government of Australia seems to be searching for a way to spread it. They want to use it as a weapon." 
 "So do we," Libris said. 
 "William – " 
 "No, Saturday, you can't really deny it. We want to arm our people with Creationism. If we had powerful 
Creationists, we could defend ourselves against anything, we could take back control of our land. If a white man raised 
his hand to a Creationist Koori, he'd soon regret it." 
 Clare stared at him in horror. "But – Creationists can't attack people. It's one of the most basic laws – " 
 "This is Australia, Miss Fields. There are no such laws here," Libris said grimly. 
 "Well, there should be! If you can Create and they can't, what makes you any better than someone who wants to 
destroy Creationism entirely?" 
 "Clare," Ellis said. "Let the doctor speak. I suspect there's more to this story." 
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 "Thank you, Mr. Graveworthy, there is," Saturday said. "Regardless of how it were to be used, the point is that no 
cure can be developed, and I suspect no plague either." 
 "Why?" Ellis asked. 
 "I've read a lot of history. The white explorers had accidents, and their Creationists lost their powers. They got 
sick sometimes, sometimes they were hurt. From what I understand, the story spread from there. When Creationists 
were sent here, they believed that they were being sentenced to a life without Creationism," Saturday said. Clare felt a 
new kind of horror dawning. Next to her, Jack stiffened. Ellis had gone pale.  
 "Are you saying," Ellis said slowly, "that this disease is Created?" 
 Saturday nodded. "It doesn't follow natural laws, not in the way we understand disease. It doesn't spread beyond 
Australia because they thought it couldn't. It kills Creationists who fight it. Immunity seems especially random. None of 
that is natural, and this is the only explanation that makes sense. This is why it is so vital that you bring a Creationist to 
us, Mr. Graveworthy. If the plague can be Created, so can the cure." 
 "But you said you had Creationists – " Ellis began. She cut him off impatiently.  
 "They can make fire, they can sometimes make little trinkets, toys, nothing very complicated. We need someone 
trained. Believe me," Saturday said, crossing her arms, "it galls to have to crawl to foreigners for our salvation, but we 
have no choice. If you can bring us a trained Creationist, I'm confident they could, with some medical understanding, 
Create a cure. It's likely the only way one could ever exist." 
 "Yes, well," Ellis answered, "I should like to restore to you what is yours, but I think we must return to Miss 
Fields' objections. In the rest of the world, Creationists act under enforced pacifism. I might want to bring down the 
government but I won't put another tyranny in its place." 
 "When they first met white explorers, my ancestors thought their guns were magic," Saturday pointed out. 
 "Yes, and look how well those guns have served your people," Ellis retorted.  
 "The important thing is that you provide us with a Creationist. I know it will be difficult to bring someone here, 
but that gives us time to come to an agreement on our next step," Saturday insisted.  
 "What if you had a Creationist to negotiate with directly?" Clare asked. Ellis nearly bruised her shoulder in an 
effort to make her be silent, but she shrugged off his hand. "What if the Creationist we brought you had conditions of 
their own?" 
 "A white man's conditions?" Saturday said. 
 "What if the Creationist wasn't a white man?" 
 "White man, white woman, not much difference." 
 "Clare," Jack said, concerned.  
 "All right, Jack, I know," she replied, annoyed, before turning back to Saturday. "What if we had access to a 
Creationist who supported your cause out of something more than Mr. Graveworthy's political expediency? Would 
your Elders listen to someone who genuinely had the interests of the Kooris at heart?" 
 "How could they prove that?" Saturday asked.  
 "Libris," Clare said, turning to him, the blood pounding in her ears. "You said if you sent messengers you could 
have Kooris come from everywhere." 
 "Sooner or later. Most of the westerners will have to walk," Libris answered, a guarded expression on his face. 
 "Do you trust me enough to send for them now?" 
 "Clare, what are you doing?" Ellis hissed. She turned to him.  
 "There's something you should see," she said. "But there are more important things at the moment than your 
curiosity. Libris, send for them." 
 Libris looked at Ellis. "You trust her?" 
 "Of course," Ellis said immediately. "But Clare, I need to know – " 
 "Please, send for them," Clare said. Libris glanced at Saturday; she hesitated, then gave him a nod. He brushed past 
Ellis and Jack, out through the secret door.  
 "Dr. Saturday," she continued, turning back to the other woman. "Are the Wiradjuri Elders nearby?" 
 "Yes," Saturday said slowly. 
 "Take us to them." 
 Saturday shrugged and pushed through them, opening the panel door and holding it for them once she was out.  
 "What are you doing?" Purva asked, as they walked down the hallway. "You are not Captain here!" 
 "I am now," Clare replied.  
 "You have a secret?" 
 Clare looked at her, then at Jack, who was holding Purva's hand as they walked. 
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 "Something like that," she said.  
 "Are you sure?" Jack asked, jostling around Purva, falling into step between the two women and neatly blocking 
Ellis from getting too close.  
 "What else am I supposed to do, Jack?" Clare asked, in a whisper.  
 "Well, I don't know," Jack answered, voice equally low. "But it seems like maybe not the best idea and 
Graveworthy's going to be really angry when he finds out." 
 "I don't live my life to please Ellis Graveworthy," Clare retorted. There was a cough from behind them. "Ellis, 
you're out of your depth right now, be quiet." 
 "When have you ever known me to be quiet when I'm out of my depth?" Ellis asked from behind her.  
 "It's just, there's a time and place," Jack hissed.  
 "And this is it," she replied. She turned to the Elders, speaking perhaps more loudly than she needed to. "My name 
is Clare Fields. I am the daughter of a white woman named Miranda Fields and a man named Christopher Fields, who 
lived in Melbourne twenty years ago." 
 "There are plenty of men named Christopher," said one of the men. "What does that matter to us?" 
 "He was a Koori," she said.  
 The Elders laughed, looking at each other in amusement, and before Clare could speak, Jack shouted, "Don't 
laugh at her!" 
 They fell silent, warily, but one of them shook his head. "You're not a Koori, girl."  
 "Aren't I?" Clare asked, and she dropped her glamour.  
 It was a relief, as it always was, like stepping out of clothing just slightly too tight. Over the years she'd grown used 
to the constriction, but it still felt as though now she could stretch again, could move more freely without the 
constriction of the glamour. She looked down at her arms and hands as her skin darkened, turning from pale pink to 
deep rich brown. Her straight blonde hair, framing her face, darkened and curled lightly, brushing her cheeks. She 
stretched her shoulders, rolling them, reveling in the freedom.  
 The Wiradjuri Elders stared at her, some with mouths agape. She heard a choking noise behind her; when she 
turned, Ellis was standing next to Jack, his expression a mixture of surprise and revelation. 
 "I'm sorry, Ellis," she said quietly, and then turned back to the Elders. "So you see…now I've come home." 
 
 
 
 

Excerpt of letter dated May 12, 1889  
Ellis Graveworthy to Annie Masters 

 
Original may be found in the archive of the Museum of Indigenous History, Canberra. 
 
 And now, Annie, since you asked so nicely, I thought I ought to share the story with you. I know I've always been a little 
coy about it, but it wasn't really something I could tell publicly, not the details anyway.  
 You remarked to me once – during that weekend Jack kept pestering you about your textbook, I think – that there was a 
certain resemblance between Jack and Clare. I knew they weren't related, since Clare Fields was an expat, but it was observed 
by more than just me that they were striking together. That pale hair and those blue eyes they both possessed, and of course 
they were close friends.  
 What I hadn't heard in full, back then, was the story of Clare's expatriation. At the time, Britain had struck some kind of 
political deal with the United States to take some of the expatriate children; a sort of experiment, I believe, which failed fairly 
quickly. Still, Clare was put a'shipboard in Australia and taken to America, where she was quarantined in an orphanage for six 
months. It must have been dreadful, to be so small – she was only three or four – and to be trapped away from the world with 
only a nurse and some cast-off books for company. 
 Jack's parents were still alive then, and the Baker family lived quite close to the orphanage. Jack – as you well know – has 
always been inquisitive. I believe they met a few months into Clare's quarantine, when Jack broke the lock on her window and 
introduced himself.  
 It must have been quite a meeting. 
 Now, come forward some fifteen years and let me set the rest of the scene for you properly. We were on the reservation at 
the time, and Clare had not only taken over my negotiations but demanded to see the Elders of the Wiradjuri, who lived on the 
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Res. It was a hot day and very dusty, and I was still personally quite shaken by the revelations we'd heard about Creation. To 
think that the plague which not only tempered the Australian convicts but raced through the Kooris and managed to kill quite a 
lot of them – to think that it was nothing more than an enduring, self-replicating Creation – well, Creating something permanent 
is blasphemy in the church's eyes. I wonder if one single convict Created it inadvertently, or if it was some kind of mass effort. I 
suppose we shall never know.  
 Dr. Saturday, of whom you've heard so much, took us down this dry and unpaved street to a sort of lean-to built up 
against a wash-house, a communal laundry with one of the few functioning water-pumps in the village. It smelled like soap and 
wet fabric, good clean things. There were a handful of Elders there, most of whom I'd met before, holding some sort of 
discussion with a group of young men and women; politics, perhaps, or the state of the land.  
 Clare was twenty years old and, as you recall, extremely beautiful. She was wearing one of those inconvenient dresses that 
were the style in Australia at the time, but she wore it well. She marched right through this crowd of young Kooris, up to where 
the old men were seated, so of course we had to follow. We were quite surrounded by Wiradjuri tribesmen. I imagine any white 
Australian would have feared for his life, though quite wrongly. They were never violent. 
 She explained who she was, not that they didn't know, and she told them she was a Koori. You could have shoved me and 
I'd have fallen over, Annie, I really would have. There wasn't a hint of it in Clare from her blonde hair to her white feet. There 
was a bit of an argument, because the Elders clearly didn't take her seriously and Jack was angry, but it all stopped quite quickly 
when she showed her true face.  
 It was the most amazing thing I've ever seen, Annie. Even an old heretic like me knew that glamours were mostly a myth, 
and not a very important one at that. It was supposed to be extraordinarily difficult. If a Creationist could easily Create 
themselves up another face, another appearance, it would have been outlawed regardless because Father LaRoche was a great 
proponent of not telling lies. Yet here was this woman standing before me and a crowd of Wiradjuri, and suddenly there she 
was: a lovely young Koori woman in an elegant Australian dress, curled hair framing her face, eyes so dark they were almost 
black.  
 Later, Jack told me that Clare had come to America without a glamour; when she'd met him, in America, she'd wanted to 
look like him, sandy haired and snub nosed, not like the little brown girl people had stared at on the journey. My heart breaks 
for her when I think of it – that she told her quarantine nurse she shouldn't look like herself, and the wretched woman 
encouraged it. It may have made life easier for the poor child not to be so different, but it undoubtedly took its toll.  
 At any rate, it is what it is: she Created a face for herself that looked like Jack's. She picked a blond blue-eyed boy, and hid 
away those beautiful dark eyes for her entire young life.  
 Can you imagine? Hiding like that all throughout school, learning to be a Creationist despite so much of her talent already 
going towards the glamour? She kept the secret through the trip to England, the flight in the airship and our wild days in North 
Australia, even when I was practically dying of a fever in the bush. She listened to me go on about Tribals as if I knew a thing I 
was saying, and all the while she was hiding that she was a Koori herself. 
 I understand why she might have done it, why she might have felt forced to do it, but I wish she could have felt she could 
show herself – if not in public, then at least to me. I wish I hadn't found out the way I had.  
 When she finally turned to me – and in my mind it was the first thing she did, though I could be mistaken – she said, "I'm 
sorry, Ellis." 
 Annie, I tried as hard as I could not to fall in love with her. I really did. She aggravated me well before we even arrived in 
Australia. She questioned my art, she treated my work for the Crown like some light adventure, she was pompous about my 
admittedly loose morals, and besides all that she was so young. Of course I thought she was beautiful, and she lost none of her 
beauty in the change, but it wasn't like I hadn't been with beautiful women before.  
 She was nothing I thought I wanted, and then she turned around and I knew. I was angry with her, but that wasn't new 
and anyway it wasn't that at all. Everything about her suddenly fell into place, but it wasn't that either. 
 I was jealous. How absurd, I know, but I was. I was jealous of Jack because he obviously had known for some time, and 
jealous of the Wiradjuri because it was blatantly clear that she belonged to them, no matter that she'd been raised and educated 
as a white woman in America. I was angry and jealous and there are only a few people who can raise that combination of 
feeling in me, and all of them have been people I loved with a depth of affection that I could scarcely afford for Clare bloody 
Fields. 
 People always want to think it was politics. They want to ask me what it meant for Kooris, what it meant for Australia, 
how a Koori woman raised far from home changed the course of history. I could go on for books and books about the meaning 
of that moment, but I haven't, and now you know why.  
 We weren't political machines. We were people. I can't separate the political importance from the personal. Clare always 
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got through my defenses somehow. 
 Of course right then and there was hardly the place to drop to my knees and profess true and undying love, so I didn't. I 
had a job to do. And I daresay the Kooris were quite as stunned by this turn of events as I was. 
 
 
 
 When Clare dropped her glamour, Jack heard Graveworthy inhale sharply. Purva clenched his hand so hard his 
bones nearly broke. 
 "What is this?" she asked in a hissing whisper. 
 "It's a glamour," Jack replied softly. "She's showing her true face." 
 "She is Tribal!" 
 "Koori, yes." 
 "And you knew?" 
 "Yeah," Jack admitted. "Purva, keep your knife handy." 
 "Ah, oui," Purva's hand went to her belt. A few paces away, one of the Wiradjuri was standing. Nobody was 
looking at anybody but Clare.  
 "May I?" the old man asked, holding out a hand. Clare nodded and braced herself as he lifted it and touched her 
cheekbone, ran fingers through her hair, picked up one of her hands and studied it. 
 Jack hadn't seen Clare stripped of her glamour in years, not since before his parents had died. He didn't think of 
her as the Koori woman who was allowing the Elder to prod her ribs and study her face; he just thought of her as Clare. 
When he looked for her in a crowd, it was for yellow hair, hair like his.  
 He dared a quick look at Graveworthy, and saw that all the color had drained from his face. When he looked back 
at Clare, the Elder had finished his examination.  
 "Well," Libris said drily, breaking the tension, "this is a surprise." 
 "You are a Koori and a Creationist," Saturday observed. 
 "Yes," Clare answered, turning to her. "And that makes my loyalties obvious, wouldn't you say?" 
 "Your loyalties lie with the Crown, Miss Fields, no matter the color of your skin," Graveworthy said sharply.  
 "I think I remember you saying something about the Crown offering help to these people," Clare snapped back. 
"Or was that all talk, Ellis?" 
 "You infuriating woman," Graveworthy retorted helplessly. 
 "I won't be your bargaining chip. Be quiet and let me talk with them," Clare commanded. Ellis started forward and 
the rest of the Kooris tensed, but Jack lunged and caught his elbow before he got very far.  
 "Easy," Jack said, tugging him backwards. He was surprised at how little effort it took; Ellis was tall and imposing 
but not actually very well-muscled. "Not the time, Graveworthy," he whispered.  
 "The point is," Clare said to the Elders, "that you need a Creationist to give you power, and we need an army to 
unseat Parliament. Not to conquer and slaughter the whites, not to destroy the Australia that they've built. Some of it is 
beautiful and most of it is useful." 
 "I'm with her," Jack heard himself say, still holding tightly to Graveworthy's elbow.  
 "I think this can be a bloodless coup, if you're willing to listen to me and to Ellis, once he's calmed down." 
 "Once I've – !" Graveworthy repeated, outraged. Clare shot him a quelling look. Jack would have paid large sums 
of money he didn't have for a picture of that look; it was priceless.  
 "Maybe we don't want a bloodless coup," one of the younger women in the group said. 
 "Then you don't get one at all," Clare retorted. "You'll listen to me or you won't have me." 
 "But you need us," a young man pointed out. "For your plan. And besides, why couldn't we just take you prisoner 
and force you?" 
 There was a click. Jack blinked, surprised. He hadn't even felt Ellis move, but the arm Jack wasn't restraining was 
now holding the revolver Ellis carried, and it was aimed at the boy's head.  
 "I have six bullets," Ellis said. "And Purva has a knife and an aggressive nature. We probably wouldn't get out alive 
but I bet we could take all of you down with us, so you go near her at your peril." 
 "Ellis, don't be an idiot," Clare said.  
 "No, he's correct," one of the Elders said. "We have no reason to jail her, Mr. Graveworthy. Put the gun away. 
You will not come to harm on Koori land. Will she?" he asked loudly. The boy who'd threatened her looked ashamed 
of himself. "But this is something to think on. William?" 
 "Sir," Libris said.  
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 "You know them best. What do you think?" 
 Libris cocked his head at Clare. "These people seem offended by the way we're treated. Before he had good reason 
to be kind to me, Mr. Baker treated me with respect. Miss de la Fitte understands what it is to be a Koori, perhaps 
better than Miss Fields. Mr. Graveworthy's intentions aren't pure, but I suspect they never are, and he's been honest 
about them. I don't think this is a secret Miss Fields shares lightly." 
 The Elder who'd asked him nodded. "Very well. Saturday?" 
 "I," Saturday said, and then paused. "I don't actually know how to ask this. You're a trained Creationist?" 
 "Yes," Clare said. "I'm not licensed though." 
 Jack fought down a laugh. Neither of them had graduated school yet… 
 "I'd like to ask you questions. We've only had theory until now. If you could – well, if you could stay," Saturday 
glanced apologetically at Graveworthy, as if she thought he might threaten to shoot her, too.  
 "I need to be back in town tonight," Graveworthy said, frowning. "I can't make excuses for my daughter and her 
husband disappearing the night before thousands of pounds pass into my hands." 
 "Are you certain you simply don't want to leave her with a bunch of rebellious Tribals?" Libris said sardonically. 
 "Thousands of pounds," Graveworthy repeated. "And a very key moment in our strategy. I'll need you too, 
Libris." 
 "Me?" Libris asked, surprised.  
 "Yes. This is falling into place very fast." Graveworthy turned to the Elders. "I will help you, but I need today and 
tomorrow to put everything in place. I can give you Parliament, but you have to trust me and you have to let me take 
her back with me. I'll bring her again in two days, I swear." 
 "How will you do this?" one of the few female Elders asked. Jack glanced at Graveworthy, wondering the same 
thing.  
 "Purva," Graveworthy said, "Why don't you take Jack and Clare back to the auto. Stay there until I come down, 
won't you?" 
 "Ellis – " Clare started, but he shook his head sharply. 
 "I won't be long. You'll be back in two days. This is my business with – your Elders," he said, stumbling a little 
over your. "Go on, Clare." 
 Jack looked back and forth between them, wary, until finally Clare sighed and stepped back. She took Jack's hand 
and nodded at Purva.  
 As they walked away, he glanced over his shoulder. Graveworthy was crouched in the dust, gesturing as he spoke. 
The Wiradjuri had gathered around him and were listening intently as he plucked stones out of the dirt and arranged 
them. Jack had no idea what it all meant, but he suspected when he found out he wouldn't like it. 
 "Are you okay?" he asked, turning back to Clare. 
 "I feel a little naked," she said.  
 "You want to put your glamour back on?" 
 "Yes," she said. "Can you…" 
 "Of course." He let go of her hand. "Purva, stop a minute." 
 Purva trotted back towards them, eyes following Clare as she ducked between two low, shabby mud-brick houses 
for some privacy.  
 "She is dressing," Purva said. 
 "Good way to put it," Jack replied, surprised when Purva slid her hand down his arm and squeezed his fingers.  
 "You have known, I think, a long time," she said. 
 "Since we were kids." 
 "You keep secrets well." 
 Jack shrugged.  
 "Do you love her, very much?" 
 He gave her a small grin. "Jealous, Purva?" 
 Purva smiled and kissed him – quick, efficient, nothing more than a press of the lips before she drew back.  
 "No, I think not," she said smugly, as he stared at her. 
 "All right," Clare said, emerging from between the houses, pale and blonde and blue-eyed once more. "Come on 
then, let's go." 
 Jack reflected, as he followed the women down the hill, that this was not at all what he had anticipated when he 
signed on to build Ellis Graveworthy a flying machine.  
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 They waited with Mary at the auto for perhaps half an hour before Ellis showed up, trailed by Libris. Clare had 
expected Saturday to come down to see her again, but Libris shook his head. 
 "She has preparations to make," he said. "She's never encountered a Creationist with any skill before." 
 "She's trying not to crack up, isn't she," Jack said knowingly. Clare glanced at him sharply. 
 "Perhaps, a little," Libris admitted. "But such is the case with all of us. We weren't expecting a Koori woman to 
return home and bring salvation with her, Miss Fields." 
 "Salvation hasn't come yet," Ellis replied, leaning on the automobile. "There is work still to do." 
 "Well, there's hope, now, which is sometimes as good," Libris said. "I've sent messengers along the Songlines – 
which reminds me. Did your father have a surname, Miss Fields?" 
 "If it wasn't Fields, then I didn't know it," Clare answered. "Why?" 
 "I assume you'd like to find him. Do you know his tribe?" 
 "I would, yes – but I don't know what tribe he was, I'm sorry."  
 "There are a fair few of us who married white men and women," he said. "Did you have another name before you 
were Clare Fields?" 
 Clare shook her head.  
 "Very well. I'll make some inquiries. Mr. Graveworthy, we'll meet again tomorrow? And I'm sure I will see you 
again soon, Miss Fields. Miss de la Fitte?" he added, offering her his arm to lead her back to the Res and presumably the 
train station. Clare watched them even after Mary started the automobile and they began to pull away.  
 It was difficult to talk as they bounced down the dirt road, and Ellis didn't seem inclined to it anyway. She and 
Jack had made their peace with her glamour a long time ago; the man she needed to speak with about it was Ellis, and 
he seemed distracted, unwilling to engage.  
 Australia was so beautiful, even the scrubby brown fields of yellow dirt, pitted with crude roads and marked here 
and there by small farms. This was dry, desperate country, but there was a severity about it that appealed to her. She 
could see why Kooris would choose to move to the lush, humid northern territories where they had more freedom and 
there were green growing things, but the desert was beautiful too.  
 None of them spoke until they were back on city streets, rolling through the Canberra suburbs. Ellis looked 
exhausted when he did speak.  
 "Libris and Purva will be arriving this evening, probably around eight," he said, as they made their way towards the 
haze of electric light that signaled central Canberra at dusk. "I'll have work to do then. Tomorrow is an important day, 
but I don't expect to sleep much tonight. I'm bound for the land office in the morning and then there's a luncheon for 
my clients. We have that concert Bell invited us to in the evening, and the day after that you and Jack are supposed to 
be looking for houses in Canberra." 
 "That's why we have to wait to go back to the Res?" Clare asked. 
 "We can't flinch, not now," he said, and gave her a look she couldn't interpret. "Are you certain you can do what 
Dr. Saturday requires?" 
 "How do you mean?" 
 "Well. If she believes that this curse is something Created, that's fairly powerful, wouldn't you say? To be self-
perpetuating the way it is. Are you certain you can Create a cure? How would you go about starting?" 
 "I don't know. Some maybe depends on how much Saturday can help me. I suppose it's possible, but anything is 
possible." 
 "As we have had proof today," he said, and Clare looked away, out the window. They didn't speak of it again.  
 
 
 
 At dinner that night, Ellis cleared off a portion of the table's center, crowding wineglasses and forks and napkins 
to one side. He set out two saltcellars, a saucer, and a tiny dessert spoon. 
 "I want you to understand this," he said to them, indicating the assorted tableware. "You don't need to 
comprehend everything that's happening here, but in case I'm absent for some reason, this will be important to know." 
 "Why would you be absent?" Clare asked. 
 "Well, it wouldn't be voluntary. That's not important. This is how the land deal functions," Ellis continued, 
indicating the salt-cellars. "These are the various banks of Australia, where the rich and mighty do their work. The men 
involved in the land deal agree to borrow money from the assorted banks, so as not to put undue pressure on any one 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

207 

bank, should the loans go into default. They agree to pay these banks back month-by-month, year-by-year, but the bank 
puts all the money up front." 
 "All right," Jack said, looking bored. "So?" 
 "The full amount of each loan is loaded in cash into a bank box and transferred from the individual banks to one 
specific bank in Canberra. They note down that it belongs in my account," Ellis continued, spooning salt from the 
cellars onto the saucer. "The idea being that I'll take ten percent of it out, put it down in good-faith payment for the 
land, and transfer the rest to the government once the land has been surveyed properly and the deeds passed over. The 
government is paid lucratively for the land and title is transferred to private hands, who will then sell the land back to 
the men planning the transcontinental railroad at – presumably – a much higher cost." 
 He laced his fingers together, forming a fist, and rested his chin on them, regarding Jack. "Now, what happens if 
it's discovered that there is no company building a transcontinental railroad?" 
 Clare watched Jack frown, considering it. "The land isn't valuable, and everyone who owns it takes a loss, right?" 
 "And?" 
 "And…some of that money is gone from the banks and won't be repaid, because people will default." 
 "And the banks fail. The degree of severity in their failure is dependent upon how many people know this is 
coming and attempt to get cash from the bank – " he tapped the salt-cellars, " – cash the bank doesn't have, having sent 
it all down to me here in the saucer." 
 "But if they find out you're a fraud, can't they just seize the money and give it back?" Clare asked.  
 "Not if it isn't there," Ellis said, grinning and placing a hand over the saucer to conceal it.  
 "Why wouldn't it be…" Jack trailed off. Clare watched realization pass over his face; she'd known what Ellis 
meant to do almost as soon as he said it, but Jack always wore his emotions on his sleeve (along with engine grease, and 
sometimes a few misplaced food crumbs). "Are you seriously going to steal it?" he hissed in a low voice. 
 "It shouldn't be hard. I opened an account with a very specific bank, chosen for its good reputation but rather lax 
security."  
 "How do the Kooris fit in?" Clare asked.  
 "My hope is that we won't have to actually force the banks to fail. The fear of it should be enough to cause panic 
in the streets. Enter the Kooris, able to protect themselves and sustain industry with Creationism, not to mention 
they're the ones in control of the gold that ought to be in the banks, and the white population becomes dependent on 
the Kooris. They hold all the power. They'd be inclined, I think, to listen to reason – to listen to me. The Australian 
warships are scrapped or repurposed, the balance of power shifts, the ports open because the Dead Isle is no longer 
dead…and we go home." 
 He smiled faintly on the last few words, eyes drifting away from them, out over the crowded dining room.  
 "So, no pressure," Clare said. He snorted. 
 "No, none at all." 
 Jack went still beside her, then, and Clare followed his gaze; Purva was lurking in the kitchen doorway, returned 
from the Res. She gave a small wave, then disappeared.  
 "I think I'll go up to the suite," Jack said. 
 "Subtle," Clare murmured. Jack gave her a smile as he signed their bill with a flourish, John Parsons, and stood. 
 "Coming up?" 
 She saw Ellis open his mouth to agree, but she spoke before he could. 
 "No, I think we'll take a walk," she said, resting a hand on Ellis's arm. "It's a nice night." 
 "Ah," Ellis answered. "Yes. Go on ahead, Jack, we won't be too long." 
 
 
 
 They left the restaurant unhurriedly, strolling out into the night; Ellis shoved his hands in his pockets, looking up 
at the dark sky. 
 "Have you noticed how invisible the stars are?" he asked, as they strolled. "They're not even as bright as in Boston 
or Cambridge, and not nearly so bright as the countryside."  
 He kept his posture relaxed, shoulders down; he wasn't looking forward to this, not to any of it, but he supposed it 
had to be done.  
 "The next few weeks won't be easy, will they?" she asked.  
 "No more for you than for me," he observed. "More than difficult, they'll be dangerous. I'd keep you out of them 
if I could, but that's no longer an option."  
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 She nodded, turning them gently into the park near the hotel. It was quieter here, less crowded – a private place to 
talk.  
 "Not that I have a large sample to draw from," she said finally, "but mostly when people find out the first thing 
they ask to do is touch me. Like the Elder did on the Res today." 
 Ellis stopped, pretending to be fascinated with the low-hanging branches of a native tree. "How many people 
know?" he asked.  
 "Not many. My nurse at the orphanage, when I first arrived. Jack, obviously. The school doctor in Boston. One of 
my teachers – that was a slip, but she promised she wouldn't tell anyone. That's all really." 
 "Not the Head?" 
 "No. I didn't see why he should know." 
 He nodded. "You know you could have told me." 
 "There are any number of people I could have told, Ellis," she said. "That doesn't mean I should have." 
 "Are you ashamed of it?" 
 "Being a Koori, or lying?" 
 "Being a Koori." 
 "I used to be. Some of the children at the orphanage would come and stare at me. I don't know what they thought 
happened when I started…hiding myself, but nobody seemed to question it." She shrugged. "Maybe they thought 
Kooris turned white when they left Australia, I don't know. I just didn't want to stand out, not for that. It was hard 
enough being an expat without being a Tribal expat too. Now, it's second nature." 
 "It can't have been easy." 
 "Easier than the alternative. Maybe." She seemed to pull inwards on herself a little. "My teachers always said I 
could do so much more if I applied myself. And it was hard, if there was a boy I liked…thinking of telling him, thinking 
of how he'd react. I ended up…very independent." 
 "You had Jack, at least." 
 "Yes, for a while." Clare glanced at him. "After his parents died, nobody really had Jack. He'd look after me, he 
cares about me, but…" 
 "Yes, I've seen." 
 "He seems better now. More like he was when we were children." 
 "Clare, I have to confess, at the moment I don't care about Jack," he said, turning to walk backwards, facing her. 
"I don't want you to think I pity you, but imagining what it must have been like – what it must be like now – I feel as if 
I should apologize. I'm not even certain for what." 
 "It doesn't matter. I mean it, you know. At this point it's…it is what it is. It has nothing to do with shame or pride. 
Well." She tilted her head a little. "I'm ashamed because of the way the Wiradjuri have to live, but I'm not ashamed of 
them. Being one of them." 
 Ellis came to a stop, and Clare stopped too, very close.  
 "What about the Edicts?" he asked, his voice low. "Glamours are a lie." 
 "I don't think Father LaRoche intended his laws to cause us pain," she said. "Creationism is a religion of truth, but 
little lies are necessary." 
 "This is hardly a little lie." 
 "Nobody was hurt by it." 
 "Except you." 
 "You don't get to tell me when I have and haven't been hurt. Besides, you're a fine one to talk. You're proud of all 
the lies you tell." 
 "I'm not scolding you. I don't think I've the right," he said. "I just want to understand." 
 "What is there to understand? Nothing I've said or done would have been different," Clare said, clearly a little 
stung. 
 "No, but some of what's happened is certainly clearer now." He took a deep breath, let it out slowly. "I wish I had 
known." 
 "And now you do. And now I'm your weapon, isn't that right?" 
 Ellis shook his head. "No more than Purva and Jack. No more than I am myself. That is what it means to be in 
Her Majesty's service. We are all weapons of the Empire. We strive to be…forces for good, but in the end someone is 
always going to be hurt." 
 "This is my country. I want to do the right thing." 
 "I believe you are. Don't you?" 
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 "I don't know."  
 Ellis studied her, eyes skating over her face, her hair. She ducked a little, the long blonde strands falling around her 
in a screen.  
 "How does it work?" he asked, resisting the urge to touch it, to sift the strands against each other. "Does it cover 
you, or…?" 
 "I don't know." 
 "But you knew how to do it." 
 "With lots of practice." 
 He could see, in this face, the remnants of her true face, the one he'd seen for only a few minutes on the Res – 
something about the structure of her nose and brow still lingered. Without thinking he brushed a thumb over her 
cheekbone, let his fingers slide up her temple into her hair. She closed her eyes, and he dropped his hand as quickly as 
he could.  
 "I don't think anyone around here would say it's nice – my real face, I mean," she said, looking away. He touched 
her chin, but only to tip her face up again. 
 "Whether it's nice or not doesn't really matter, although for the record you are a fine example of beauty either 
way," he said. She blinked slowly. "It will always be your choice, but when this is over I must say I hope you keep your 
own face. For one thing, given your skills as a Creator, imagine what you could do if you weren't holding the mask up 
all the time." 
 "I do quite well as I am, thanks," she replied.  
 "So you do. And the choice, of course, is yours." He let go of her chin and stepped back, forcing himself to put 
both hands in his pockets again. "We should go in. Who knows what Jack and Purva will get up to if left alone." 
 Clare laughed. "I don't think we need to worry." 
 "I'm not concerned about any moral issues; I've just been listening with half an ear for an explosion."   
 They walked back in silence, at least until they reached the suite; he dug in a pocket for his key, but she rested a 
hand on the knob, eyes scanning the corridor carefully.  
 "How angry are you?" she asked. She held a strange half-defiant, half-afraid pose, one he'd seen before – when she 
confronted him in Boston, when she was angry with him on the airship. 
 "I haven't any right to be angry," he said. 
 "Yes," she smiled. "But how angry are you?" 
 He considered the question. "Not very," he said finally. "And it will pass." 
 "Good. I've never been happy before, that someone knew. Besides," she added, "did you see the looks on their 
faces when I showed them who I was?" 
 He smiled, gently reaching past her to unlock the door, holding it for her. "It won't be the last time you surprise 
Australia, I suspect." 
 
 
 

TWENTY 
 
 Early the next morning, a series of square bank boxes, ironclad and locked, began arriving at the Central Bank of 
Canberra from all over the settled south. One after another they flowed into the bank and were opened, checked, 
locked and stored.  
 At eight-thirty precisely, Mr. Eric Grimes appeared in the bank's narrow lobby and was ushered into the storage 
vault, where he re-checked each bank-box and gave orders for ten percent of the gold sheets to be counted. When that 
had been done and the counted sheets set aside, he stacked those boxes neatly and had his son-in-law and his Tribal 
servant load them into a waiting car. The car, escorted by local police, trundled innocently towards a grand 
administration building which, among other things, housed the Land Sales Office.  
 Mrs. Parsons, apparently bored by matters of finance, met them at the office at nine and lounged about, drinking 
an iced lemonade while Mr. Parsons approved the rough survey map that laid out the land purchase and Mr. Grimes 
accepted a sheaf of title deeds and contract papers from the clerk behind the counter. The ten-percent down payment 
was counted again and locked in the office vault.  
 Next door, an excitable group of lawyers and rich men had gathered in the private back room of a restaurant, and 
for the next several hours the contracts were vetted, the map examined, and the parcels doled out. A courier arrived to 
notify them that the full amount of cash had been received and counted by the bank, and to bring them a series of 
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mortgage papers.  
 At noon, the fountain pens came out and the signing and witnessing began. Mrs. Parsons and the Tribal, Lafayette, 
were called away to see to some last-minute substitution in the luncheon menu while the lawyers were still shuffling 
papers. The businessmen lit cigars.  
 At two o'clock that afternoon the lawyers took their leave and the rest of the gentlemen went into the restaurant to 
meet their wives for a late lunch. Mr. Grimes carried the thick packet of papers next door to the Land Sales Office and 
returned with a map, bound in red ribbon, which he placed next to his plate as he treated them all to a luxurious, highly 
alcoholic meal. The toasts were frequent but quiet, so as not to alert the other patrons to their purpose there, and 
afterwards most of them stumbled off home to sleep out the worst of the afternoon heat.  
 It was noted, though not remarked upon significantly, that Mr. Parsons was perhaps more attentive than necessary 
when thanking the family servant for her assistance. Poor Mrs. Parsons pretended not to see.  
 That evening the young couple and Mr. Grimes were seen attending a concert of the newest music from a slightly 
unorthodox composer who used Tribal drum rhythms and folk ballads, carefully collected from old musicians who 
could remember learning them as children in Great Britain. The result was interesting, all agreed, but hardly the sort of 
thing to take hold in any big way, the infectious beat notwithstanding. 
 The next morning, Mr. and Mrs. Parsons began looking for a house in Canberra, which they specified must have 
spacious quarters for servants, a workshop space for Mr. Parsons, and a suite of rooms for Mr. Grimes. Mr. Parsons 
was clearly a fine catch for a young woman – intelligent, well-placed in the burgeoning engineering industry, clever and 
charming. Inquiries, both subtle and unsubtle, were beginning to circulate about where his family must hail from (such a 
peculiar accent he had) and whether there were any more ambitious young Parsons men at home.  
 In the end, Ellis reflected later, it was his own training of Jack in the subtle art of charm and conversational 
deflection that nearly ruined everything. He simply drew too much attention.  
 
 
 
 
 "This being wealthy is exhausting," Jack said, lounging back in a chair in the garden gazebo of the hotel, waiting 
for an early dinner to be brought to them. "I didn't know there were so many things I had to care about when I was 
buying a house." 
 "Nor did I when I was your age," Ellis said. He was working on a ledger of accounts, Purva checking his numbers 
as he went, though in his mind he was going over the plans for that evening's assault on the bank. Everything had to be 
timed right, and luck had to be on their side, and Ellis never liked plans that depended on luck. "You're young to be 
considering such things." 
 "Jack was going to live in railman barracks all his life," Clare said affectionately. 
 "Nothing wrong with barracks, they're cheap and clean," Jack replied. "Anyway, I think being a ride-along 
mechanic isn't really where I want to work anymore." 
 "If you mean you needn't ride someone else's train when you have your own airship, I quite agree," Ellis said. 
"Clare, what did you tell the estate agent?" 
 "That we'd be deciding in the next few days," Clare said. "I told him we might go to Melbourne tomorrow to see 
about a holiday cottage." 
 "Fine. You two and Purva can drive out to the Res with Libris in the morning – " 
 "Actually, I need to stay here," Jack said, surprising them.  
 "Why?" Clare asked, sitting up a little.  
 "I'm meeting with the Advancement Council of the Rail Workers' Union tomorrow, early. They want to start 
negotiations for pay. It'll be interesting; you don't get labor-contract law at Harvard until you're a third year." 
 "Will you be all right?" Ellis asked.  
 "I think so, I'm going to listen and nod my head a lot." 
 "Good lad. I'm sure you'll keep out of trouble," Ellis remarked.  
 And everything did seem to go smoothly, particularly the robbery that night. The bank boxes were where Ellis, 
who had asked the bank to show him its vaults, expected they would be. The locks were easy enough for Purva to pick, 
and Libris showed up right on time with a truckload of bricks and three clerks from the Archives to help. It wasn't easy 
work – listening with one ear for anyone who might surprise them, carrying bricks into the bank and gold plates out as 
Purva picked the bankbox locks one by one – but it was satisfying, in a way. A job well done was something to be 
proud of.  
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 "We'll see you at the Res tomorrow morning," Libris said, as Andrea climbed into the driver's seat of the truck and 
Ellis into the passenger's. "This is a hell of a game, Graveworthy." 
 "The best always are," Ellis answered.  
 
 
 
 
 Purva didn't get much sleep the night of the robbery; there was a lot to be done, and the danger kept her awake 
and alert. She crawled into bed near sun-up and was woken a scant few hours later by William Libris, knocking on the 
door to the suite and looking just as tired as she felt.  
 Jack and Clare were already awake and dressing; Purva nodded approvingly at Clare's selection, a pair of trousers 
from Jack and a boyish shirt of Purva's that wouldn't look too out of place on the Res, though it was certainly more 
expensive-looking than most Koori clothing. When they went down to the lobby, Jack ducked into the restaurant and 
came back with a basket, the top tied shut. Purva had seen people carrying them as packed lunches, purchased from the 
hotel kitchen. 
 "I wanted to say, go safely today," he said, looking shy.  
 "Of course," Purva answered.  
 "We'll be back tomorrow at the latest," Clare added, turning to Jack. "Sure you can fend for yourself?" 
 "I think I can manage," he said drily. "Anyway, Clare, you and Libris go on ahead, I just need a word with Purva." 
 Clare lifted an eyebrow at him, but led Libris away. Jack offered Purva the basket hesitantly. 
 "I thought you should take something to eat," he said. "And this way you can say you're carrying it for Clare." 
 "Merci," she said softly. "We will enjoy it." 
 "Well, yes, but I did it for you, is the point," he said. "I mean. You know. I'd kiss you if I could, but…" 
 "You must not," she added, and gave him a mock-stoic look, holding it until he cracked a slight smile. "There will 
be time. Now you must go to your union labor railroad people." 
 "Right. Isn't good to be seen whispering with the servant," Jack sighed. "Look after yourself." 
 "I have, I will." 
 
 
 
 
 Jack had been nervous and occasionally sullen about having to charm rich men on Ellis's command, but for all his 
inexperience with labor law he wasn't nearly as worried about meeting with representatives from the Rail Workers' 
Union. After all, railmen were more or less the same the world over; the grubby, callused men who'd approached him 
about the negotiations were easy to talk to once they'd decided he was one of their own, and they seemed pleased that 
Jack treated them with respect. If he felt bad at all, it was only about telling the workers there would be new business 
for them when nobody had any actual intention of running a transcontinental rail line. 
 It was nice to dream, though. He thought about it as he walked along Canberra's streets, heading for the union hall 
where he'd agreed to meet the Advancement Council. He'd read about the building of the transcontinental line in the 
US, about the problems they'd encountered and the final, dramatic meeting of the engines from east and west in Utah 
when it was complete. The great undertaking had opened the western coast of the country to easy trade and travel; 
more than that, it had opened Mexico, Japan, and China to rapid trade with the whole of the country. Australia's 
settlements seemed to cling to the coasts, but if Jack could open the interior, the western coast could trade easily with 
India and Africa.  
 What a ride it would be, across that big flat open plain, past the great weathered hill the Kooris called Uluru. He'd 
seen sketches of it since the first day in the map room, and he wanted to see if it really looked that way up close; 
perhaps, when this was all over, he could convince the others to take the airship southwest with him and see Uluru for 
themselves. Or perhaps he could simply fly west with Purva, over Uluru and Africa and the ocean, until they reached 
Barataria. 
 He was caught up in daydreams, but if he were being honest with himself he wasn't a spy and probably wouldn't 
have noticed the men following him anyway. He almost didn't notice the police officer nearby until he was at the steps 
of the union hall. 
 He did stop when he saw the officer, and a faint frown of worry crossed his face. There had been labor riots in 
America's recent past, and strikes that turned bloody when the police were involved. Not many since Jack had been 
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born though, and never to do with the railmen's union. Still, this was a different country –  
 He felt other men step up behind him, and when he turned he saw they were in suits, cheap suits, and they were 
watching him. 
 "Mr. John Parsons?" the police officer called. Jack whirled again. Heads began to pop out of the ground-floor 
windows of the union hall.  
 "Yes?" he said uncertainly. "I'm here for the labor meeting." 
 "You'll need to come with us, sir," the policeman replied. One of the men in suits put a hand on his arm and Jack 
jerked away. 
 "Why?" he asked.  
 "Hey! You there!" one of the men at the windows called. "What's going on?" 
 "Mr. John Parsons, you are under arrest – " 
 "Bloody well he is not!" someone yelled. "It's a peaceful assembly for business – " 
 " – on several counts of treason, fraud, and attempted fraud," the policeman finished. Men were pouring out of 
the door to the labor hall now, surrounding the little tableau. Jack saw sticks being picked up casually, the glint of brass 
knuckles coming out. This could get very ugly, very fast.  
 "Are you interferin' with the union?" a man demanded of the police officer. "We have a right to assemble!" 
 "Nobody's under arrest if Mr. Parsons comes quietly," the officer answered. One of the men tried to grab Jack 
again and he dodged out of his grip.  
 "He's here to meet with the union!" another man insisted. There were calls of agreement from the gathering 
crowd. "About the transcontinental job!" 
 "There ain't no transcontinental job," the officer yelled. 
 Silence fell. This time, when one of the men laid his hand on Jack's shoulder, Jack didn't resist. He could see the 
faces of the union members: some disbelieving, some betrayed, some confused.  
 "I'd say now's a good time to come with us," the man holding his shoulder said.  
 "Yeah," Jack agreed, and felt himself propelled forward, away from the crowd, even as his arms were dragged 
behind his back so that manacles could be applied.  
 
 
 
 
 When Clare and Purva arrived at the Res, parking in the same distant field as they had last time, Dr. Saturday was 
waiting for them. So were a pair of Elders and, beyond them, what seemed to be curious onlookers.  
 "I have things to attend to," Purva announced to Clare, as they climbed out of the automobile. "I think you will 
too. Are you well, alone?" 
 Clare smiled and turned to her, and Purva watched with delight as her hair darkened, her skin shifted subtly and 
her true face emerged. It was eerie, like the magic that Stormpirates possessed, but Purva was not one to shrink from 
any form of magic. Besides, how many in the world could see something like this?  
 Not many, she imagined. She didn't think glamours were very common, to judge from Graveworthy's reaction to 
it.  
 "I'll be fine," Clare said. "Say hello to Ellis for me. How long will it take?" 
 "Some little time. I will see you at lunch, dinner maybe." 
 "Clare," Dr. Saturday called, coming forward. Clare shot Purva a smile and turned. 
 "Dr. Saturday," she replied. "I'm glad you're here." 
 "Thank you for coming," Saturday said. "I need to take you to the lab, and we have a lot to discuss." 
 "I've managed to arrange to stay the night here if I have to – I mean, we won't be missed in Canberra," Clare said, 
as they walked off. Purva waited until they were gone and then set off to the south-east, skirting the boundaries of the 
Res.  
 She made good time, her long stride carrying her through the dry creek bed and up the crudely-cut steps 
efficiently. As soon as her head was above ground she saw it – the high, shadowed profile of the automobile that Libris 
had found them, really more of a haycart with an engine on the front.  
 Ellis was seated on the rear gate of the cart, leaning against one of the wall-poles, pen moving efficiently as he 
wrote in a small notebook of Australian make, the paper smoother than European paper but also more delicate, more 
prone to blotting and rips. She waved at him and he glanced up, lifting a hand in acknowledgement; when she reached 
the cart she jumped onto it next to him and dug in the basket Jack had given her, coming up with a funny-shaped fruit 
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the Australians called a finger-lime, a tough-rinded thing filled with small, juicy seeds like a pomegranate. Without 
speaking, Ellis slit it neatly open with a pocket-knife and presented her with half.  
 "So," she said, when she had swallowed her first bite, "no trouble on the road, oui?" 
 "No trouble at all," Ellis replied, licking his fingers. "Clare and Jack all right?" 
 "He saw us off; she is with le médecin." 
 "Bon. That's the best place for her to be," he said, pulling his long legs up and hooking his heels on the platform-
back of the cart, standing.  
 "She does not mind the theft, does she?" Purva asked. 
 "No, I think not. She didn't object when I told her and Jack about it, but I don't know if they understood fully 
what it meant." Ellis bent and hauled the first fabric-wrapped bundle in the truck towards the edge. "Shame we had to 
leave the lockboxes at the bank." 
 "And what would they say, they come in this morning, the lockboxes, they are gone? No, the lockboxes must stay 
there, good little imposters. This, I like this theft, it is a good theft." 
 "It's a lot of work," Ellis replied. "You start piling the bundles next to the shack. Once we're unloaded I'll take the 
first shift digging. How deep a pit you think we need?" 
 "Do not know – depth of a leg, maybe? You know there are many legends about pirates burying gold, but this is 
the first time I have done it," she added, grunting as she began transporting the heavy bundles of gold – until so 
recently, property of the Central Bank of Canberra – over to the little shack where they'd first met the Wiradjuri Elders.  
 "Sort of poetic, don't you think?" Ellis said, lowering another bundle into her arms. 
 "I don't know," she replied. "Jack will find it funny. I can say to him, this Graveworthy, he thinks like a pirate. I'm 
sorry I called you stupid." 
 "When did you call me stupid?" 
 "Many times on the airship," she said. Ellis raised his eyebrows. "In my mind," she added, and he rolled his eyes, 
dropping another sack into her waiting arms.  
 "Talking of the airship," he added, "do you still want to go to Barataria when this is all over?" 
 "Yes, but I think maybe you do not need to." 
 "Oh?" 
 "Jack will take me." 
 "Is that your clever plan, or his?" 
 Purva looked dry. "Jack does not have clever plans about people, only machines." 
 "Too true, but it might have been his attempt at one. How are you and he getting on?" Ellis asked, dusting his 
hands on his trousers. 
 "Very difficult. Well, no, very easy; he's devoted and I favor him. But I see difficulty. Perhaps too much. Still, why 
worry now? We will go to Barataria. What will you do?" 
 "If we're successful here, I'll probably be appointed to negotiate a treaty between the Crown and Australia, 
whoever's ruling it. Then back to Great Britain, write another book, spend a lot of time sleeping. What exactly will you 
do in Barataria?" 
 "Find my family. There are uncles, aunts, cousins. I carry the letter of marque still," she added, patting the pocket 
of her trousers. "I will demand a ship and a crew as my – what is it? What is owed to me." 
 "Birthright," Ellis said, checking the knot on one of the bundles.  
 "Now I can demand it in two languages." 
 Ellis laughed. "Fair enough. Come on, let's shift this." 
 
 
 
 
 They worked well into the afternoon, first transferring the bundles out of the automobile and then taking turns 
digging up the shack's pounded-dirt floor. By the time Purva had begun loading the bundles into the pit, Ellis was 
feeling the strain in his shoulders and arms, rubbing them to keep the muscles from cramping up.  
 "I am getting too bloody old for this work," he remarked, as Purva laid the last of the bundles in the pit and began 
shoving the displaced dirt over them. He rummaged tiredly in the food-basket, came up with a bread roll, broke it open 
and began to eat it dry. 
 "I think so," Purva agreed. "You should retire, write many books, send me free copies." 
 Ellis laughed. "Is that because you think I'm old or because you like my books?" 
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 "Both! But you are not so old. Just too old for this. Best leave to the young." 
 "Well, as one criminal to another, I thank you for your kind consideration," he said. "Here, let me." 
 He took the shovel from her and finished up the burial of the gold blocks, tamping the earth down as much as 
possible, stomping on it when he felt it was solid enough to bear his weight. Purva got up and came after, sprinkling 
dust and pounding it down with a blunt-ended stick, then adding more dry earth to make it blend into the floor around 
it. Ellis tossed the shovel into a corner and surveyed his work – first the flawless-looking floor, then the sore red marks 
on his hands. 
 "I could murder some of that stew – " he started, breaking off when he saw her peering out the door.  
 Purva held out her hand. "Give me your gun." 
 "Why?" 
 She jerked her head at the doorway. Ellis heard the growling sound of a motor in the distance – an auto, drawing 
closer. Probably just tourists going up to the Res… 
 Purva took the revolver from his hand and pressed herself against the open frame of the door, peering out. 
 "Coming for us," she whispered.  
 "How many in it?" 
 "Hard to see – one, I think? No, two." 
 "All right, don't shoot yet. Make it count." 
 She gave him a scathing look and returned her attention to the car outside. He heard it roll to a stop on the rough 
ground and then the door open and close, and footsteps coming closer –  
 "Don't shoot!" William Libris shouted, as Purva thrust her head and shoulders through the doorway and took aim. 
"It's me, don't shoot!" 
 "Libris?" Ellis asked, as Purva lowered the revolver and stepped outside. He followed her, almost running into 
Libris. The younger man looked terrible – nervous, fidgety, and upset. "What on Earth – ?" 
 "Jack Baker's been arrested for fraud and treason," Libris blurted.  
 "Porquoi?" Purva asked, looking shocked. "I – why?" 
 "Your hotel rooms are being searched," Libris plowed on, ignoring her. "There are warrants issued for both of you 
and for Clare – " 
 "The bank job?" Ellis asked, glancing back to where the gold lay buried. Libris gulped. 
 "No, not the bank – someone's discovered he's not with the railroad. They took him away in shackles – there was 
nothing I could do, I wasn't there!" 
 "You did the right thing coming to tell us. Are you implicated?" 
 "Nosir," Libris said. 
 "Then the Kooris are safe?" 
 "Yes, but Jack – " 
 " – will handle himself well, I've no doubt," Ellis said. "How did you find out?" 
 "Servants at the hotel. The police started searching your rooms as soon as Jack left. A couple of ours went to warn 
him – they were trying to tip him off when they saw the police take him away." 
 "Have you been to the Res yet?" 
 Libris shook his head. 
 "All right. Do you need to take the auto back?" 
 "A friend drove me up. He needs to go back, but I can stay." 
 "Send him home and go up to the Res. We'll follow shortly, once we've hidden the truck. It's all right, Libris," he 
added, kindly. Libris seemed to calm a little. "Listen – don't tell Clare. Don't let anyone else tell her. If they do, stop her 
from going back, because she'll try." 
 Libris nodded. 
 "Right. Go on with you then," he said, and gave Libris a gentle push towards the car. Purva turned to him and 
unleashed a torrent of ungrammatical French that he could barely follow. 
 "Purva – Purva! It's all right. They have him locked up, things could be worse," he said, holding out his hands to 
calm her. "We don't execute without trial on land, Purva, and he's not a pirate. There's no safer place for him right now 
than behind a few stout iron bars."  
 "We must free him," she said, determination apparently allowing her to drop back into some form of English.  
 "I agree, but you must stay calm," Ellis said. "Clare's going to be difficult enough to stop without you joining her in 
the mutiny. You need to do as I say, Purva." 
 She nodded. "So long as you say to do something." 
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 "We need to go up to the Res. Their timing is bad – we're safe here, and they have no idea where to look for us. 
Jack won't tell them. Poor lad," he added. "I'm sure he's terrified, but he knows how important this is. He knows what 
to do." 
 
 
 
LET ME TELL YOU A STORY  
BOUT A MAN NAMED CHARLIE 
IN A TRAGIC AND FATEFUL TIME 
HE PUT TEN CENTS IN HIS POCKET  
KISSED HIS WIFE THAT MORNING 
WENT TO RIDE ON THE CAMBRIDGE LINE! 
 
CHARLIE HANDED IN HIS DIME  
AT THE HARVARD SQUARE STATION 
MEANT TO TAKE IT TO JAMAICA PLAIN 
WHEN HE GOT THERE THE CONDUCTOR TOLD HIM 
ONE - MORE – PENNY! 
CHARLIE COULD NOT GET OFF THAT TRAIN! 
 
 They might have rescued him from a riot of angry rail workers, but Jack had not felt particularly grateful to the 
men who had arrested him, especially not after they threw him carelessly in the back of an armored automobile and 
punched him a few times to keep him quiet. He had no affection either for the jailers who'd taken custody of him at the 
local precinct; he supposed he could have tried to be a model prisoner, but he doubted they'd have treated him much 
better.  
 He wasn't feeling great about being in prison, but there wasn't much he could do about it other than refuse to 
confess to anything and to tell the men who questioned him that Mrs. Parson and Mr. Grimes had taken their servant 
and gone, and good luck finding them.  
 So he decided to do his best to live up to the reputation he imagined Ellis would have had if he'd been imprisoned.  
 He'd already worked his way through several of the dirtier train songs he'd picked up at Harvard, and had moved 
on to political train songs. In his own single-minded way, Jack was a master of psychological warfare. He wasn't sure he 
should risk Charlie On The MTA, but on the other hand the guards seemed to have stopped listening to the lyrics and 
now, to them, it was simply noise.  
 
AND DID HE EVER RETURN? 
NO HE NEVER RETURNED 
AND HIS FAAAAATE IS STILL UNLEAAAARNED 
HE MAY RIDE FOREVER  
CROSS THE BOSTON RIVER 
HE'S THE MAN ON THE CAMBRIDGE LINE! 
 
NOW ALL DAY LONG  
CHARLIE RIDES O'ER THE RIVER 
CRYING WHAT WILL BECOME OF ME? 
HOWEVER WILL I GET  
TO SEE MY SISTER IN CHELSEA 
OR MY COUSIN IN ROXBURY? 
 
 "SHUT UP!" one of the jailers yelled, and Jack made a rude gesture in his direction before belting out the next 
verse.  
 
CHARLIE'S WIFE GOES DOWN  
TO THE HARVARD SQUARE STATION 
EVERY DAY AT A QUARTER PAST TWO 
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AND THROUGH THE OPEN WINDOW 
SHE THROWS CHARLIE HIS SUPPER 
AS THE TRAIN GOES RUMBLIN THROUGH! 
 
BUT WILL HE EVER RETURN –  
 
 "Right, that's enough," the guard who'd shouted at him said, and stood up from his chair. He was enormous – 
taller than Jack, who wasn't by any means short – and built like a barrel. He slammed the barred door of the cell against 
its housing, growling. "You don't shut up, I'mma come in there and show you what happens to – " 
 "OI!" someone else shouted. "You touch him and Bell'll have your stones in a sack!" 
 "But he's – " 
 "Bell's special prisoner," the other man called. "Let him alone, he isn't doing any harm. Ignore him and he'll 
probably stop. They're all nonsense anyway. Ain't no Cambridge line." 
 The man bared his teeth at Jack, but he went back to his chair. Jack waited just long enough for them to relax 
before starting in again.  
 
NOW YOU CITIZENS AND SOLDIERS 
DON'T YOU THINK IT'S A SCANDAL 
IT'S ELEVEN CENTS FROM HARVARD YARD? 
FIGHT THE FARE INCREASE  
LINING THE MAYOR'S POCKETS 
THEN SEND YOUR BOYS AND GIRLS TO HAAAAARVARD! 
 
 "What the hell do you think you're doing, anyway?" the second guard asked, as Jack drew breath for the chorus. 
He let it out, then inhaled again to speak. 
 "Keeping myself amused?" he asked. 
 "You have to shout like that?" 
 "You're funnier than just me singing on my own," Jack retorted.  
 "You do whatever you want, boyo, nobody's listening to you." 
 "Fine," Jack said cheerfully, and started singing at the top of his lungs once more.  
 
ACROSS THE PRAIRIE ON A STREAK OF RUST 
THERE'S SOMETHING MOVING IN A CLOUD OF DUST 
IT CRAWLS INTO THE VALLEY WITH A WHEEZE AND A WHINE 
IT'S THE TWO O'CLOCK FLYER ON THE DUMMY LINE! 
 
 
 
 When Clare and Saturday walked into the Res that morning, they passed not only the line of government-owned 
automobiles but the large hut in which white tourists were assembling. Clare shivered as the eyes of the tourists slid 
over her, lingered curiously for a moment, and then moved on. Tribals didn't interest them unless they were exotic, and 
even in her Canberra-bought clothing she apparently wasn't exotic enough.  
 "It must be strange," Saturday remarked, as they hurried past. "Living in their world." 
 "I don't, though, really," Clare replied. "Any more than I live in yours. In Boston, things are different." 
 Saturday gave her a skeptical look. "So you don't wear your other face in Boston?" 
 "Well – no, that's not true, I did. But if I hadn't…it's not like it is here. Nobody would assume I was a servant just 
because of it." 
 "Are you sure?" 
 Clare fell silent as they climbed the low hill into the village.  
 "No," she said finally. "I'm not sure." 
 "Well, at least you admit it. We find it hard to believe anywhere is perfect. In that respect we're not all that 
different from the prisoners who came here." 
 "Oh?" 
 Saturday shrugged. "We all believe the world is an unforgiving place, just for different reasons. We've suffered 
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enough to know it's true; others are cruel enough that they automatically expect it." 
 "Not everyone," Clare said. 
 "No, just most," Saturday agreed with a sigh.  
 "There was a restaurant in Brisbane," Clare said, uncertain why she was defending Australia. "Tribals had to eat in 
the back, but plenty of white people were there with them." 
 "If everyone who chose to eat in the back of a restaurant with a Koori chose to insist that they be allowed to eat in 
the front, maybe things would change," Saturday said. "As it is…you're the first ray of hope we've seen in a long time." 
 "I don't know how much faith you should have in me," Clare answered. They had reached the first of the 
buildings in the village; she noticed people peering at her from windows and doorways, stopping to watch them walk as 
they passed.  
 "Well, the worst you can do is fail," Saturday said thoughtfully. "It's not like they can slaughter every Koori in 
Australia. Well. Not yet," she added. "Which is why you're so valuable to us." 
 "I hope I can help," Clare said. "I don't know how to fix this, you know."  
 "That's where I come in. I know a few things," Saturday replied, giving her a rare if somewhat humorless smile. 
"Step into my parlor, Miss Fields." 
 "My pleasure, Dr. Saturday." 
 Inside the clinic's secret room, Saturday placed a rickety stool in front of a worktable and gestured carelessly for 
Clare to sit.  
 "How much do you know about how disease works?" Saturday asked, leaning on the other side of the worktable.  
 "Nothing?" Clare ventured. "I haven't had much science. They don't give you much as a Creationist, you're not 
really supposed to think about how things work." 
 "But you do, or you wouldn't be friends with the mad engineer." 
 Clare grinned. "Jack doesn't think about anything else. A little rubs off from time to time." 
 "All right. I always imagine it this way: pretend that before the white explorers came to Australia, a lot of us had 
pet snakes," Saturday said. "And so did the white explorers. Now, when they landed, some wild animal ate their snakes. 
So they assumed that there couldn't be any snakes in Australia, because something was eating them all." 
 "I think I'm following the metaphor," Clare said. 
 "Good. Now imagine a bunch of Creationist prisoners land here, having heard the stories about how there were 
no snakes. Because they think something is eating the snakes, they Create thousands of little monsters that actually do – " 
 "But that's blasphemy!" Clare blurted. "You can't Create a living thing. It's revolting." 
 Saturday hesitated, then leaned a chin on her hand, interested. "Why?" 
 "You just can't. Only the Creator is supposed to Create living things. If you Create something that's alive then 
you're condemning it to eventual death," Clare said, hands clenching on the sides of the worktable. "We're not allowed 
to murder. It's the absolute opposite of everything we do." 
 Saturday tilted her head to the side. "But women still have babies where you come from, right?" 
 "Yes, but that's natural. It's different." 
 "But Creationism is natural too, isn't it? You're born with it." 
 Clare paused. She had a point.  
 "I'm not a theologian," she said finally. 
 "Doesn't seem like you'd need to be," Saturday replied. "Who taught you all this? " 
 "It's in the Consolations." 
 "The what?" 
 "The Consolations," Clare repeated. "It's a book. William LaRoche wrote it." 
 "Ah. The preacher." Saturday looked disdainful.  
 Clare sighed. "See, this is what worries me. You can't just make someone a Creationist. Creating's only a little bit 
of it. The rest is study and discipline and faith. How much Creationist history do you know?" 
 "Only the biology," Saturday said. "I know it's something to do with the brain, and in theory the white prisoners 
Created a disease that destroys that. I mean, you can call it blasphemy all you want, but they did it anyway. Not like 
that's surprising. You know the Empire dumped its scum on us, don't you? Isn't that what LaRoche told them to do?" 
 "They can't have meant to do it," Clare said uneasily. "Creating living things, I mean." 
 "They probably didn't, but if they broke one rule to get sent here, why would they worry too much about breaking 
another? My point is, they did Create something that attacks and destroys Creationism. Maybe not a disease; maybe it 
really is just an idea. But ideas can live and breed and spread too, you know. It leapt from the prisoners to us somehow. 
Wiped out half my people, back before my grandfather was grown. It's living, right now, inside of us. Probably even 
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you." 
 "But I can still Create." 
 "You're immune." 
 "Why?" 
 "Don't know. I've spent years studying Creationism, but I don't get very far very fast. The whites would get 
further, I think, if they were willing to entertain the idea that they did this to themselves. They think it has to be 
something in the air, or the earth. As if they know deep down they shouldn't be here." 
 Clare folded her arms on the worktable and rested her chin on them.  
 "We have some Creationists. We keep them well away from the whites," Saturday continued in a gentler voice. 
"But they have no training, and certainly they're not capable of something like this. You are. I hope." 
 "How?" Clare asked. 
 "That remains to be seen. Think about the snakes and the snake-eaters. Even if you killed something that ate a 
snake, the snake would still be dead. What you need to do is…make a better snake." 
 "Something alive?" Clare asked. "Some…living thing that gives back Creationism." 
 "Maybe. Maybe the strength of a new idea, maybe a biological cure. That's more for you than for me to say, I'm 
afraid." 
 "It's against everything I believe. Making living things." 
 "I haven't got much use for religion," Saturday said evenly. "But I'm pretty sure that any preacher worth listening 
to would rather you make one living thing than condemn your people to a life without their heritage. And if the whites 
at their labs in Canberra do manage to spread the disease across the world, then Creationism will die out because you 
stood on religious principle." 
 Clare chewed on her lip, thinking. 
 "This is all just a theory," she finally said. "It won't matter unless I know I can really do it. So we might as well go 
on as we've started." 
 "And you'll do it?" Saturday asked. 
 "I'll have to decide when the time comes, won't I?"  
 Saturday leaned forward and rested a dark-skinned hand next to Clare's. They were almost the same shade. 
 "They raised you, but you belong to us," she said. "Don't forget that. White law is not Koori law. Or," she said 
thoughtfully, "maybe I should show you." 
 "Show me what?" 
 "What Koori Creationists did," Saturday said, walking to a box in the corner. She carried it back and pried the lid 
off carefully. "Do you know what a lumo is?" 
 Clare shook her head.  
 "It's a chemical process where light is printed onto paper – " She took out a small bundle wrapped in cloth, 
opening it. Inside were thick cards, printed in black and white.  
 "Oh, photographs!" Clare said, realizing what they were. "We have those. Though they do it on glass plates, not 
paper…" 
 "Sounds inefficient," Saturday observed, offering her the bundle. Clare set it down and picked up the first phot – 
the first lumo, holding it carefully by the edges. It looked a little like the drawings that buskers in Boston did on the 
pavement – obviously chalk or charcoal on stone – but it was completely unreal. A graceful, spindly figure with a 
flattened head and upraised arms, surrounded by streaks of color.  
 "This is beautiful," she said. "You said a Creationist did this?" 
 "Maybe, maybe not; nobody knows. The paintings are old," Saturday said, as Clare laid the lumo down and 
examined the second one. This painting was some kind of lizardlike animal, rendered with breathtaking, intricate 
patterns in the scales. "They're all over." 
 "Where did you get these?" Clare asked, holding up an image of dozens of handprints on rock.  
 "Archives, some of them. White men exploring the interior whose Lumeras went mysteriously missing. Things 
find their way to us." 
 "But you said you don't know if Creationists did these." 
 "It's not the paintings; it's what they show." Saturday pointed to the image of the lizard-creature. "Look closely." 
 Clare squinted at it. Up in one corner, near the animal's head, was a handprint – as if someone had pressed their 
hand to the rock and blown pigment over it, leaving a negative image.  
 "I think – William and some of the others agree – that the hand is a symbol for Creation. There are paintings of 
animals, food, weapons, objects…at one of the big rock formations out in the west, Uluru, there's a painting in one of 
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the crevices of the formation, with hands all over it." Saturday picked up the lumos. "Many of the tribes have a legend 
about a dreamtime, when the world was more malleable than it is now." 
 "So the rules don't apply to you, is that it?" 
 Saturday shrugged. "Maybe they had rules too. If my ancestors were blaspheming, Clare Fields, so were yours. The 
only difference is you really believe that. I don't. Your rules are white rules. They don't suit you." 
 "There have to be rules. There has to be discipline," Clare said stubbornly. "Otherwise everything falls apart." 
 "But why theirs?" Saturday asked. "Why not ours? The hands…mean something. I think they're a signature. The 
people who did this Creating took responsibility for what they did. If your hands are on it, leave your hands on it. If 
you're held to account for what you've done, you'll have a care in what you do." 
 Clare rested her head on her arms again. "Father LaRoche founded our way of life in America. He made the world 
safe for people who could Create. He's the reason Creationists were sent to Australia, the one who told Parliament to 
send them here. He just wanted a better life for people. He knew the…political value of removing Creationists who 
wouldn't follow the law." 
 "The real decisions aren't easy, are they?" Saturday asked.  
 "No," Clare said with a sigh. 
 "Do you want to continue?" 
 Clare considered it. "Yes. For now." 
 "Good," Saturday looked approving. "What do you need? More of the science? I can show you lumos of brain 
dissections, but they're not pretty…" 
 "No." Clare shook her head. "I need to know who we are. I need you to show me what being a Koori means. 
Outside of what I've seen in Canberra and Brisbane." 
 Saturday smiled. "Come walking with me." 
 
 
 
 Purva felt like the walk back to the Res took forever. She felt jumpy, anticipatory, like she always had before a raid 
on a ship. So much could go wrong, so many bad things could happen, and she couldn't control any of it. Most of the 
time she was at peace with it, accepted her lack of control and embraced it, but this was not a raid that would happen 
and be done with. This was a game, and there was still a long way to go before the end.  
 "Let me speak to Clare," Graveworthy said, as they passed onto the Res well away from the hut where the tourists 
were. "She's not going to like hearing it." 
 "You think she'll try to leave?" 
 "I don't know. She understands the need to stop and think first better than most people do, but that isn't saying 
much." 
 "Not like me." 
 "Well," Graveworthy grinned at her. "You're not used to it, are you? On a ship, if you stop to think you might be 
dead. You're a woman of action." 
 "And you're not?" 
 "I never was. Even when I was younger. I can act, when needed, but I prefer to think." He stopped to hold the 
door of the clinic for her, but a shout in the distance made him turn his head.  
 It was Clare – Clare with her dark skin and curling black hair, almost unfamiliar except for the clothing she wore. 
Running up to them with Dr. Saturday, dusty and smiling. 
 "I was hoping you'd be here by now!" she said cheerfully. "Saturday's been showing me the Res. It's not an easy 
place to live, but the land is beautiful and we sat and talked with one old woman who told us stories and sang us part of 
a Songline – " 
 "There has been news from Canberra," Purva interrupted, because Graveworthy obviously wasn't going to. "You 
must stop and think." 
 "Stop and think about what?" Clare asked, turning to Graveworthy.  
 "Libris came up from town to tell us. Bell's found out Jack isn't really with the railroad and I'm not really a land 
speculator. There are warrants out for our arrest. Jack's already been captured." 
 "Captured?" Clare repeated, her voice rising. 
 "Imprisoned," Purva said, trying to make it stick without scaring her.  
 "When?" 
 "This morning. They can't have missed us by much," Graveworthy said.  



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

220 

 "And he's in prison?" 
 Graveworthy shook his head. "I don't know any details. Libris knows more." 
 "What do we do?" Clare asked. Purva glanced at Graveworthy.  
 "We stay here," he said. "He's safe, relatively speaking. They'll put him on trial, but they can't do that for a few 
days at least, until they build a case. They're looking for us. We must stay here on the Res." 
 "I could go," Clare said. "They wouldn't recognize me like this." 
 "Libris can go just as easily, and he's better equipped." 
 "We can't do nothing, Ellis." 
 "I didn't say we should do nothing. You have work to do. If the message William sent has gone far enough, people 
should be arriving here soon." 
 "Probably already are," Saturday put in. "Some of the women went to the west end of the Res today, putting up 
signposts for them – first one's'll likely be from out Girral way. Some up northwest might get the train from Alice 
Springs if they can." 
 "What about the city Kooris – east and south?" Graveworthy asked. 
 "Different message – if they all start leaving at once to come to Canberra there'll be trouble. William has them 
sitting tight, unless you want something else from them." 
 "How quickly can you…" Graveworthy looked to Clare. "Can you fix it? And how fast?" 
 "I don't know," she said.  
 "You had better find out. Jack's freedom might rest on it." 
 "I could free him, if ordered," Purva offered.  
 "Not just yet, thank you," Graveworthy replied. Purva gave him a sulky look. "Begin the work as soon as you can, 
Clare," he added.  
 "You assume I think I should," she said. 
 "Don't you?" 
 "Another thing I don't know." 
 Graveworthy gave her a strange little nod. "Find out. Dr. Saturday, we'll need somewhere to stay…" 
 "William can help. He's probably with the Elders, up the street by the laundry. Clare and I have work to do." 
 "Go," Graveworthy said, and smiled reassuringly at them. Saturday laid her hand on Clare's arm, pulling her away.  
 "Well," Purva said. "This is all very." 
 "Very what?" 
 "I do not know. But it is very." 
 Graveworthy nodded. "Perhaps so. Come along, let's find somewhere to put our heads tonight." 
 
 
 
 The first wave of travelers arrived at twilight that day, footsore but cheerful, exchanging formal embraces with the 
Wiradjuri Elders and greeting the rest of the people on the Res politely. They gave news that they'd seen messengers 
returning from Broken Hill, Wudinna, Charleville in the north, and as far away as Mintabie to the northwest. They 
hadn't seen any other traveling parties, but the messengers assured them that many of the northern tribes that had no 
Res were on the move through the outback, not bothering with roads.  
 Ellis, sitting around a communal fire in the village square, whistled a tune softly. Clare smiled a little when she 
heard it. Up the coast to Adelaide, heave away, haul away! Through the Bight to Fowler's Bay… 
 "It's not quite right though," she said to him, as people began to light their own fires and prepare food. "That's a 
sailing song. They're all coming overland." 
 "You find a rhyme for Wudinna, then," he said. "How are you?" 
 "Tired. Worried about Jack." 
 "I can imagine. Any progress in the work?" 
 "I…I don't know," she said. "Saturday's shown me what she thinks is causing it, but when I try to Create 
something like it…it's hard. I fail." 
 "As long as you're looking." 
 "Now I know how Jack must have felt." 
 "How do you mean?" he asked, intrigued. 
 "Well, neither of us are certified," she said. "I wasn't even best in my class. You told him to build you a flying ship, 
and he did. Now you want me to Create something nobody's ever Created on purpose before." 
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 "Because it was outlawed, or because it can't be done?" 
 "I think it can be done," she said, huddling closer to let a handful of children pass by. They poked at the fire with 
sticks, watching the sparks fly up. "I don't think there's any reason it couldn't be done, if what Saturday says is right. It's 
like learning anything new…you just have to twist a little to get to the key." 
 "The core of things." 
 "Yes, that's it. But I'm working against everything I've been taught." She sighed. "I think maybe I know I shouldn't 
do it." 
 The children had passed but she was still leaning against him, her dark hair pooling a little on his shoulder. He 
rested his chin on the crown of her head.  
 "I'm so sorry about all of this," he said. "I never should have let the pair of you come." 
 "If you hadn't – " 
 "If I hadn't, and if I'd survived arrival, I'd be back in England by now. Probably preparing for war." 
 "Is that any better?" 
 "Well, you would be safe." 
 "Until the war came to us. Or the government figured out how to spread the disease. Saturday calls it the Snake 
Eater. Snakes are sacred to some tribes." 
 "Wouldn't matter, you're immune." 
 "Lots of other people aren't. It isn't just war, Ellis, you have to know that." 
 He nodded. "Yes. I do. It's the collapse of civilization. Europe, perhaps, not quite so much as America – America 
was built by Creationists, it depends on it. You're being watched, by the way," he added. Across the fire, several of the 
new arrivals were staring at her – or rather, staring at the both of them, curled up together. "It might not do to seem so 
friendly with a white man just now." 
 "What should I do, Ellis? Pretend I didn't spend sixteen years of my life in Boston?" she asked. "I don't know 
these people. I don't know how they live, not really, not from a few days' experience." She sighed at his expression – an 
attempt not to look wounded. "It's just frustrating. I miss Jack. I'm worried about him." 
 "I'd like you to think about Jack, and then about his relationship to the world, as a whole, and his likely reaction to 
imprisonment," Ellis said. Clare was silent for a minute. Finally, she snorted. 
 "He's either disassembling the prison as we speak, or he's really annoying the guards," she said. 
 "My guess is the latter. Jack's world will always be full of wonder; he doesn't need his freedom for that, though I'm 
sure he'd disagree." 
 "Anyone but you would be leading an armed assault on the prison, you know." 
 "Lucky I'm here then, isn't it? It may yet come to assault, but I think not. I think in another few days, whether you 
succeed or fail, we will have enough people amassed to march on Canberra." 
 "What then?" she asked, against the sleeve of his shirt. 
 "Then we open diplomatic relations – armed, if necessary." He shifted, gently dislodging her. "You should get 
some rest." 
 "I'm supposed to be staying with Saturday." 
 "On with you, then." 
 She stood and turned, offering her hand as if he needed the help up. He shook his head and cut his eyes to the 
side, to those watching. She let her hand fall. 
 "I'll see you in the morning," she said, and disappeared into the darkness outside the circle of firelight. William 
Libris, passing by, gave Ellis a smile and a warning tip of his head. Ellis nodded back, soberly.  
 
 
 
 Jack's store of songs about trains ran out around dinnertime, and his less encyclopedic memory for the kind of 
lewd songs that students always sing ran out a few hours later. It was disappointing, really. He was sure that Purva 
would have known at least a few dozen sailing songs. When he escaped, and he would escape, he'd have to make her 
teach him.  
 He hadn't really bothered exploring his cell much when he was first thrown into it, beyond ascertaining that the 
cell door was on lipped iron tracks that wouldn't bend. There was no window, at least none on his side of the bars. As 
with most of their inventions, Australians poured equal amounts of common sense and technological skill into prison-
building.  
 The guards apparently found his silence…unsettling.  
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 "What're you up to?" one of them asked, standing in the corridor between cells. Jack, flat on his back with his 
head pressed against the bars, looked up at him. 
 "Exploring methods of escape," he replied. "No joy so far. Who built this place?" 
 "Dunno," the guard said, nudging him in the head with the toe of his boot. Jack sat up and turned around, pulling 
his knees up and hugging them to his chest. 
 "I don't guess you could find out? Bring me a book on it or something?" 
 "Who do you think you are?" the guard asked. "Prisoners don't get books." 
 "Well obviously," Jack said, waving a hand at the nonexistent bookshelves in his cell. "But you could bring me 
one." He stood up, stepping onto his bed and pressing his fingers against the stone. "Good tight mortar work. This is a 
paragon of the prison maker's art. And you're not going to let me out if I fake being sick or anything, huh." 
 "We aren't now," the guard replied.  
 "Shame. When am I due to get out of here, anyway?" 
 "That's for Bell to decide." 
 "Did you know he sleeps with his servants? Not that he told me," Jack added over his shoulder, walking his fingers 
up and down the stones. "Or anyone else, at least in so many words. But he definitely does." 
 The guards exchanged uneasy looks. 
 "Though I don't think that'll matter much longer," Jack said thoughtfully.  
 "Why's that?" one of the guards asked. 
 "Oh well. My family doesn't like it when I'm mistreated. They think I'm kind of fragile. But working on engines 
makes you strong – I've got a punch like a horse-kick. Wouldn't think to look at me, would you? Anyway, they're very 
protective of me. They'll probably come get me soon. When they do, I want you to know that I'm sorry, and I'll make 
sure nobody desecrates the corpses." 
 "You talk loads of shit," the other guard said, joining the first at the bars. Jack lay down again on the floor and 
looked along the row of mortared-in bars.  
 "You just never know," he said, squinting.  
 "He's just trying to scare us," one of them said. 
 "Absolutely. You should be really scared," Jack replied.  
 "Oh yeah? What're they going to do, talk us to death like you?" 
 Jack stood up. The guards were quite close together, and quite close to the bars of the cell. It would be the work 
of a moment to grab their lapels and pull them against the iron rods, knocking them silly and giving him enough time to 
get one of the thick batons hanging on their belts. Dangerous, though, and without the keys to his cell, hanging on a 
distant wall, there was no real point. 
 "I can't say for sure, but I can tell you this," he said, leaning his face against the iron. "It won't be pretty. All this," 
he waved his hand around his cell, "is just a good excuse for what they were planning to do anyway. And I guess you're 
just doing your jobs, like I was, so I'll give you a tip for free. When the shouting starts, get your heads down. Nobody 
likes to shoot someone just because they're in the way." 
 The men looked like they wanted to be more skeptical than they were. Jack beamed at them and lay down on his 
bunk. 
 "From the top, gentlemen," he announced. He grinned, inhaled, and began to sing again. 
 
 
 

TWENTY-ONE 
 
 When Ellis woke the next morning, the small two-room building he'd been sent to for the night was empty. Sara 
and Thomas, the young married couple who had agreed to take him in, had probably gone to work: Thomas made 
'indigenous art' for sale to white tourists, and Sara kept a small patch of vegetables and whatever grains would grow in 
the harsh Lake Cowal soil. They seemed to live together with an equality that he hadn't witnessed since they'd arrived in 
Australia. He was formulating a theory, ragged at best, that women had been scarce when the first Creationist prison 
ships came to Australia, and thus had been prized and protected. A little more than they liked, probably. 
 He washed in a basin of water set by the door – he'd liked to have shaved, but didn't want to waste the water, or 
shave with a knife – and straightened his clothes before stepping out into the bustle of the Res.  
 The small town was crowded and noisy, noisier than he'd seen it previously. Most of the newcomers had slept 
crammed in houses or outside on the ground, and they were gathering in the central square for breakfast – talking, 
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cooking, shaking out bedrolls, laughing. Libris was moving among them, stopping every once in a while to have a word 
with someone at a cookpot or offer sweets to the children.  
 And more were coming – even as Ellis watched, leaning in the sad shade of a gnarled and stunted tree, dusty 
travelers arrived and slung their bags down.  
 "Good morning, Graveworthy," Libris called, trotting over to join him under the tree. "How'd you sleep?" 
 "Gratefully," Ellis answered with a smile. "How many people do you expect the town will hold before we 
overflow?" 
 "I hope we do overflow. That will be monumental. There hasn't been a caribberie this large since the last war with 
the whites." 
 "A caribberie?" 
 "A gathering," Libris said, looking out across the crowds. "It meant more, once – there were traditions, 
preparations. Performances, gift-giving, diplomacy…now it's just what we call it when we gather. Even that's mainly 
illegal now." He shrugged. "Still, good to see so many people. Rumor's on the fly that there's a goddess among the 
Wiradjuri." 
 "Clare won't be pleased to hear that," Ellis murmured with a smile. 
 "I don't think you understand what her work means to us. We've barely survived, Graveworthy. Those of us who 
live best live in practical slavery in the cities. This is the breaking point." 
 "I don't like the sound of that." 
 "You don't have to. Kooris from other reservations, those without reservations, tribes from the north – they're all 
coming to Lake Cowal. This is where we stand or die. People have made a decision." 
 "Oh yes?" 
 "Freedom or death. If a goddess can't save them, nobody can. It doesn't matter who she is, see – she's a rallying 
point. I think even if she can't give Creationism back to us, we'll still march. We can't live like this anymore." 
 "Where is Clare, anyway?" Ellis asked, a little unsettled. 
 "She's gone out with Saturday, early this morning. She wants to see some of our sacred places, I think." Libris 
shoved his hands in his pockets. "How much faith do you have in her?" 
 "All the faith in the world," Ellis answered. "I don't believe there's anything she can't do if she wants to. But there 
are things she won't do." 
 "Saturday mentioned that. I've seen copies of the Consolations. Never read them." 
 "Libris, if I wanted to evangelize you I could, but I don't think you'd appreciate it. They're just…one more holy 
book." 
 "You should remind her of that." 
 "If there is one thing I've learned about Clare, it's that she has to come to things in her own time." He sighed. 
"And we don't have much time, I know. It's just…we were indoctrinated as children into these beliefs, and they go 
bone-deep. I often think Father LaRoche was a sort of mental Creationist in his own right. He instilled things in 
people." 
 "We?" Libris asked delicately. "Are you a Creationist too?" 
 "I was." 
 "Ah. Not immune." 
 "No, but it doesn't matter much. I left off a long time ago. I had different things I wanted to make, in different 
ways. But you're right, I should speak with Clare again." 
 "I'll find out where she went," Libris said. "And I think I have a guide you should take with you."  
 
 
 
 The Res, Clare was slowly coming to realize, was a sort of labyrinth, even as flat and barren as the outskirts 
sometimes were. There were hidden landmarks her eyes weren't yet trained to see, signifiers she didn't know the 
meaning of, and the roads and paths all curved around and across each other, until she wasn't even certain which way 
north was unless she checked it by the sun.  
 Saturday led her, blithely confident, along three different roads before they left the town. Clare supposed Saturday 
would be just as lost in the knotwork maze of Boston's downtown district, but it wasn't much comfort if she ever 
wanted to explore the Res alone.  
 At least the land was relatively flat once you topped the ridge northeast of town. Once there, only smoke from 
cook-fires could be seen; the land stretched out in all directions, flat and dusty, except where a few low hills and a 
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scattering of odd rock outcroppings broke the line of the horizon.  
 Their journey took them to one of the outcroppings, a cluster of long, pockmarked fingers of sand-scoured stone 
that reached into the sky at almost perfect right-angles to the ground. Some had broken and were leaning crookedly on 
others; some were low enough to sit on, or to climb on.  
 "The old legends – what are left of them – say that our ancestors made these," Saturday said, getting a solid 
toehold on a low, broken-off stump of stone and climbing up deftly. "Not just the Wiradjuri legends, either. There's 
that huge one out west I showed you in the lumo – Uluru? It belongs to the Anangu – the Jara tribes." 
 "They have two names?" 
 "We have many names. We're all Koori – we're all Koori now, anyway – but there are clans within tribes, and 
sometimes families within clans. There were a couple…the Pitjantjatjara, the Yankunytjatjara, the Ngaanyatjarra. But 
after the wars they came together as the Jara, and became part of the Anangu." 
 "All these names," Clare murmured, as Saturday offered her a hand up. She was glad she'd worn trousers; climbing 
this in a dress would have been a feat.  
 "Beautiful, aren't they?" Saturday asked. "Did you have a Koori name?" 
 "If I did, I never knew it." 
 "Maybe we'll find out." Saturday hooked a hand into a pocket in the rock and climbed higher. Clare followed 
clumsily, until they were nearly to the highest ridge of stone. Saturday was already at the top, surveying the landscape, 
but Clare stopped abruptly when she saw the painting. 
 It was in a little cavelike hollow in the side of the stone that Saturday was standing on. The hollow itself was man-
height and smooth, as if it were the hull of a fruit and someone had scraped the pulp away. Inside was a single painting 
– no, not a painting so much as a stencil.  
 She put out a hand and fitted it into the space left by the pigment on the wall. Not a handprint but the negative of 
one, a signal of presence and absence at once. It was much larger than hers. She had to spread her hand wide just to fit 
her fingers into the absent fingers in the stone. 
 The stone itself was warm, and almost seemed to thrum with life. 
 I Created this, the handprint announced. I Created this eternal. 
 It wasn't eternal, of course. The wind and dust were wearing it away. But it had obviously stood here for centuries, 
longer than the most skilled Creationist back in Boston could have achieved. Longer than even Jack's devices would 
last.  
 She glanced up and saw Saturday gazing down at her.  
 "Come up, Clare," she said, offering her own hand to help.  
 From the top of the formation the land was visible for miles around, the Res an uncertain haze in the distance and 
Lake Cowal a greenish shimmer beyond that. The cloudless sky seemed endless, bright blue above them and yellow on 
the horizon.  
 "How did they do it?" Clare asked, as Saturday uncorked a water jug she'd been carrying on a strap and took a sip. 
She passed it over and Clare drank as well. 
 "Nobody knows," Saturday said. "But if they could do it, so can we." 
 Clare passed the water back and held one hand out in front of her, palm-up. A rock appeared in it, smooth like 
what they stood on, but without the weathered pocks. She studied it carefully, remembering the first time she'd 
consciously Created something. There had always been that little hint of surprise that what she made was so heavy, so 
real.  
 "I'll never get tired of seeing that," Saturday said idly, tipping her head at the stone in Clare's hand. "Don't see it 
very often." 
 Clare offered her the stone and she took it, turning it over in her fingers, then leaned back and let it fly, hurling it 
out into the dust.  
 "How long will it last?" Saturday asked.  
 "Usually only an hour or two, unless I work at it. Some Creationists back ho…back in America, in England, can 
make things that will last a little longer than a day. That's all. There's an injunction against making food, because even if 
you eat it, when it disappears it'll disappear right out of your stomach. It won't nourish you. And money, for obvious 
reasons." 
 "Our ancestors must have had a lot of power, eh?" Saturday asked with a grin. 
 "Maybe. Or their Creation was metaphorical. The hands could just as easily mark ownership." 
 "But you don't think they do." 
 Clare eased down, sitting on the warm stone and pulling her knees up to her chest. "I think this was Created. 
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Which means…I don't know. It's so permanent. Maybe in Europe they forgot how to do that. Or didn't know they 
could." 
 "Like our metaphorical snakes. They didn't know they could…so they couldn't." 
 "I've learned a lot since coming here. Even before Australia. Things I didn't know I could do." 
 "I don't suppose you could put a handprint on a disease," Saturday said.  
 "Not a real one. But when I make this, if I make it, I think it'll be mine," Clare answered. "I think I know what it 
needs." She pressed her cheek against her knees. Loneliness washed over her, not for Boston (home-not-home) or for 
Ellis's beautiful mansion in Cambridge or for Jack or Ellis or Purva or the hotel in Canberra or even for the home in 
Melbourne that she nearly didn't remember and the parents whose faces she couldn't see. It was an unidentifiable place 
– she longed for safety and knowledge and someone to make this terrible decision for her.  
 "I wish Father LaRoche were here," she said softly. "I wish I could ask him." 
 "Tell me about him?" Saturday settled next to her. "All I know is what the whites say – that he was a preacher, and 
he's the reason they're here." 
 "He was a German peasant, oh, two hundred years ago now. He was a Creationist when they didn't really exist – 
people used to think they were witches. He had a religious revelation where the Creator told him that it was a duty to 
Create, it was a gift God the Creator gave us. He started preaching and got thrown in prison a few times, got kicked out 
of Europe and came to Great Britain, started holding prayer meetings there and when they chased him out, he came to 
America and founded a colony." 
 "Sounds like what happened in Australia," Saturday said. 
 "But it wasn't, it wasn't like it is here. They went to America of their own free will. He didn't think we were better 
because we could Create or were white or whatever. He just thought people shouldn't hurt other people. He thought 
arguing over who was right about God was stupid. That's why he always ran away instead of fighting, until he became 
strong enough that he didn't have to fight to be heard. You can be a Creationist without being able to Create, you 
know, or training in it. It's a faith. Jack's a Creationist." 
 "No, I didn't know." 
 "LaRoche said, build the country on the Church but not inside the Church. He thought people should be allowed 
to believe in any religion, but nobody should be turned away from ours. That's how America is. It's not perfect, but we 
try. He said you should always try." She sniffed and wiped her cheeks with the back of her hand, only then noticing 
she'd been crying. "But when he came back to Europe he sent all the Creationists who wouldn't follow the rules here 
and they did this. It's terrible." 
 "Doesn't sound like he had a choice. Well – he should have sent them somewhere people weren't already happily 
living, but it's not like islands where you can't Create are exactly common," Saturday observed. 
 "I don't know what he would have thought, if he'd understood. He said you shouldn't Create living things, because 
that was the right of the Creator – we're like him, but we're not him, because we're not perfect." 
 "Well, that's his right to say, I guess. But you know we haven't got just one god, not around these parts." 
 Clare looked surprised. "How many do y – do we have?" 
 "All the tribes together? Hundreds, I should think." 
 "Hundreds!" 
 "More is better, eh? But I don't know why it should matter. It sounds like you don't believe in gods, either."  
 Clare looked up at her sharply. "Don't say that." 
 "Why not? Just now you didn't wish for some Creator to come down and give you divine assistance. You wished 
your priest was here. Sounds to me like you believe in LaRoche." 
 "I believe in the Creator!" 
 "But when you're sad or scared you want people, not gods. It's not so bad, you know." Saturday leaned back on 
her elbows, perfectly relaxed. "Believing in people. It means you don't want to fight about gods either, not really. You 
want to fight for people." 
 "I don't want to fight at all." 
 "Times change. You can't carry us all away to some other country to live in idyllic peace. For one, we'd never go. 
You can save us like he saved his people, but you can't do it the way he did it." Saturday turned to her, watching 
intently. "I bet he didn't know what he was doing when he was your age, either, but he did it anyway. So, maybe he was 
wrong sometimes too. You can be wrong, that's allowed."  
 "But you have to try." 
 "Yes." Saturday turned away from her suddenly, head raising. "Someone's coming." 
 Clare shaded her eyes. Sure enough, two black dots in the red dust were slowly lengthening into people, one of 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

226 

them unmistakably Ellis's tall, slouching silhouette.  
 "That's Ellis – maybe he has news about Jack," she said, scrambling up and waving at them. Ellis waved back. 
 "He's got Dina with him," Saturday answered, standing as well and walking back to where she'd climbed up in the 
first place. "Come on, the rock's still throwing some shade, we can meet them there. I'll bet he sunburns easily." 
 Ellis did look a little burnt when they finally arrived, his cheeks and nose reddened and his hat tipped low over his 
eyes. He was holding the hand of a girl, not more than about eight years old, with skin darker than hers or Saturday's. 
As soon as the girl saw them, she ran to Saturday, hiding behind her leg and gazing up at Clare curiously. 
 "I've brought lunch," Ellis said, unslinging a pack from his shoulder. He glanced up at the rock. "Is it all right to 
eat here?" 
 "Why wouldn't it be?" Saturday asked, accepting a half-loaf of bread from him. 
 "I don't know; if this is one of your holy places, maybe we aren't supposed to." 
 Saturday glanced up at the rock. "Well, once maybe. Now nobody knows, do they? Sit, eat." 
 Clare propped herself on a low stone in the shade and took the bread she was handed, along with a slice of soft 
pulpy fruit. The little girl still clung to Saturday, who gave her a gentle shove so that they could sit down.  
 "I should make introductions," Ellis said. "Clare, this is Dina; Dina, Clare Fields. Dina brought me out to where 
you were. I'd have got lost and died in the sun if it weren't for her." 
 "Dina's one of our Creationists," Saturday said, pulling the girl around and wrapping an arm over her shoulders so 
she couldn't hide. "She's fairly talented, considering her age." 
 "Is that so?" Clare smiled at the girl. She nodded slightly. "Care to show me what you can Create?" 
 Dina shook her head. 
 "She's a little in awe just now," Ellis explained, leaning against the rock next to Clare.  
 "Of me?" Clare asked, amused. "You don't have to be," she told Dina. "Nobody else is." 
 "Not quite true, but we can discuss that later. Libris thought you'd like to meet her," Ellis said. "Maybe teach her a 
few things. Go on, show her something." 
 Clare pinched her thumb and forefinger together, leaving only a fraction of space between them. A plate appeared 
in her grasp. Dina stared at it. Clare offered it to Saturday, then Created another one and passed it to Ellis. 
 "Thank you, Miss Fields," he said, inclining his head. 
 "My pleasure, Mr. Graveworthy. Dina?" Clare asked. "Want one?" 
 The girl nodded, so Clare held her fingers together again. This plate was smaller, and had a pattern of red birds 
around the edge. Dina accepted it as if it were made of gold and delicately placed her chunk of bread on it. She gave 
Clare a shy smile.  
 They ate quietly, Dina still wary of the strangers, Clare off in her own world, Saturday concentrating on her food. 
Ellis looked like there were things he wanted to say, but he wasn't sure how; more than once she caught him studying 
her dark curling hair, watching her hands as they pulled the bread into pieces or lifted fruit to her mouth. She thought 
she would mind, but she found she didn't; Ellis had always made something of a study of her.  
 "Mr. Graveworthy," Saturday said, when they were done eating. "Why don't I show you the top of the rock? You 
can see for miles from there."  
 "Of course," Ellis said smoothly. "Lead the way." 
 That left Clare and Dina alone, with two plates and a few crusts of bread between them. Clare suspected this was 
what both Ellis and Saturday intended.  
 "Pretty neat, isn't it?" Clare asked, twiddling Ellis's plate between her fingers. Dina nodded. "Do you talk at all?" 
 "Yes'm," Dina said.  
 "Want to see some more?" Clare asked. Another nod. "All right, come over here then." 
 The girl obediently left her plate and scooted over next to her. Clare rubbed her palms together and produced, 
from between them, a lump of clay. She offered half democratically to Dina.  
 "Where I come from, nothing we Create lasts very long," Clare said, working the clay between her fingers. "What 
about you?" 
 Dina gave her a shy look. "Dunno. Sometimes things disappear." 
 "Only sometimes?" Clare asked, pinching out a sort of flattened star shape.  
 "First time I try, usually," Dina said. 
 "But sometimes things you Create last a long time, right? What kinds of things do you make?"  
 "Stuff," Dina said evasively. 
 "Oh yes? What kind of stuff?"  
 "Fire," Dina said.  
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 "Lots of Creationists make fire first. What else?" 
 "Shiny things. I made a mirror for my mum." 
 "Did it last?" 
 "Yep," Dina said. "Till Rex broke it." 
 "Who's Rex?" 
 "My brother," Dina said sulkily. "He threw a ball at it." 
 Clare smiled, pinching the arms of the star out into little limbs. Dina was molding hers into a crude cup of sorts. 
"How do you know how to make something permanent?" she asked. 
 "It just does. Can't you? Everyone says you're the best Creationist ever," Dina added, apparently feeling a little less 
awed now.  
 "Not nearly!" Clare said, laughing. "I'm not better at it than you are, I've just had more education. And I'm 
definitely not the best. What do you think?" she asked, holding up the small clay figure for Dina's inspection. Dina tilted 
her head at it, then took it from her and used a thumbnail to draw a little pattern on its chest. Clare studied it. 
 "What's that for?" she asked. 
 "Now it'll stay," Dina answered. She took the doll from Clare, along with her own warped and bent-edged cup, 
and put them in the sun.  
 "Stay forever, you mean?" 
 Dina nodded. Clare waggled her fingers over Dina's hands and water dripped off of them, washing them clean. 
Dina squeaked delightedly and tried to imitate the motion.  
 "Sit here," Clare said, turning so that she sat cross-legged on the rock, facing Dina. She offered her fingers. "Take 
my hand. This is how we learn Creationism in Boston when we're young."  
 "Are you going to teach me?" Dina asked.  
 "No," Clare said with a grin. "You're going to teach me, Dina. Teach me how to make things that stay." 
 
 
 
 Minister of Parliament Bell came to visit Jack just after lunch that day, smelling like rich food and cigar smoke.  
 Before the visit, Jack had given up singing and was lying on his back on his bunk, calculating the stress points of 
the iron bars on his cell and trying to decide the best place to put a lever in order to snap them, if he had an 
indestructible lever and unlimited torque for it. He was doing the calculations out loud, which was really starting to 
make his guards nervous. His first hint that anything was happening was the guards jumping to their feet in the room 
beyond his cell. He glanced over and watched as Bell approached.  
 "Mr. Parsons," Bell said. He had his hands in his pockets and looked almost unbearably smug. "Not so cocky now, 
are we?" 
 "I didn't think I was very cocky before," Jack replied, turning to look at the ceiling again.  
 "Oh? Parading around your affair with your servant, showing off your knowledge – tell me, do you even have a 
degree in engineering?" 
 Jack was insulted. Being accused of arrogance was one thing, but the implication that anyone could fake being an 
engineer was not to be borne by a Harvard boy in good standing. All right, at this point he probably wasn't in good 
standing, and he didn't actually have his degree, but he still couldn't let a challenge to his education go unanswered.   
 "If you were fooled by someone without one, that'd be pretty sad for you, wouldn't it?" he retorted. 
 "Be as insolent as you like. We'll catch your partners in crime soon." 
 "How'd you find out about us, anyway?" Jack asked. He was genuinely curious.  
 "Inquiries were made into your background. As it turns out, no engineering school in the country has John 
Parsons listed as student or graduate. Naturally that led us to inquire about the so-called diamond mines and the 
transcontinental railroad. We were shocked to discover the one didn't exist and the other was not planned." 
 "I can imagine," Jack said gravely.  
 "You've stepped in it now, my lad. You've defrauded some very important people. You'll prove to be a good 
object lesson when you're tried in Parliament." 
 "Tried in where?" Jack asked, propping himself on one elbow. Bell chuckled.  
 "Traitors don't get a trial by jury," he said. "You'll be questioned in front of Parliament and they'll render their 
decision directly. You're lucky – your Tribal mistress won't even get that. Tribals accused of treason aren't worth 
Parliament's time. The local MP gives judgment on them. That would be me, in this case." 
 "Are you sure you want me to tell all of Parliament how we made a fool out of you?" Jack asked. 
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 "You mean, when you approached me fraudulently and made a blatantly false offer, and I played along to ensnare 
you? I don't mind." Bell looked annoyingly smug. "You're charged with high treason, capital fraud, and conspiracy. 
You're due to stand in front of Parliament two days from now. They've called a special session to inquire into this 
business and decide your fate." 
 "Angry men want their money back," Jack murmured to himself. "I guess right now it's evidence." 
 "And a lure, to see if your comrades care to try for it," Bell said.  
 "I'm bigger bait, huh?" 
 "Something like that." 
 "And if they don't show up to try to rescue me?" 
 "The trial will go forward regardless, of course, and you'll probably be hanged." Now Bell looked positively 
gleeful. "It's what we do to traitors." 
 "Am I expected to prepare my own defense?" Jack asked. 
 "You will have an advocate, if one can be found who will take the job." 
 "If one isn't?" 
 "Mr. Parsons, this is hardly a matter of legal argument. We know what you did, and you knew it was illegal when 
you did it. Why should we bother with a drawn-out trial?" 
 Jack shrugged, then grinned. "Doesn't matter. They'll come for me eventually. Then you'll see." 
 In his heart, he hoped it was true. He'd sort of expected Purva would have come for him already.  
 
 
 
 They left the rock formation on the plains an hour or so after lunch was over; Saturday did have a clinic to run, 
after all, and there would be footsore people who'd need her attention. Clare might be their key to survival, but in the 
grander scheme of things she was only one woman and Ellis had the sense that Saturday thought she was a bit spoiled. 
Compared to the way they lived on the Res, she was, but she had slept on the ground like the rest of them and done her 
turns in the pilot's chair in the airship without complaint.  
 Dina ran ahead and Saturday chased after her, capturing her before she ever went too far and warning her about 
dingos (whatever those were) that liked to eat little girls. Ellis walked behind with Clare, at a more sedate pace. Clare 
had a small clay creature of some kind in one hand, hard-baked in the merciless noon sun.  
 "I don't suppose Libris sent you all the way out here to bring Dina to me," Clare said. "You must have had other 
work you could be doing." 
 "Not especially," he replied, idling along. "Most of the work in the village is finding places for the newcomers to 
stay, making sure they're all settled. It's good work for Libris – he's a tidy soul and a natural leader. But I did come out 
to see you." 
 "Just to see me?" she teased, smiling at him.  
 "Libris and I spoke this morning about the Consolations." 
 "So did Saturday and I. She has some interesting views on religion." 
 "We have a few of those ourselves, I think. You remember what the Divine Father in London said about me." 
 Clare seemed to think. "Something about being an obstreperous heretic, wasn't it?" 
 "Something like that." 
 "Feels like a different life." 
 "You get used to the sensation. When we're back in England, you'll be amazed at how new everything seems," he 
replied.  
 "Do you think we'll make it back to England?" 
 "One always has to hope, Clare. And at the moment it's rather dependent on you." 
 "What I'm going to do could get me prosecuted in England. Used to be that would have gotten me shipped right 
back here," she said. "Little ironic, don't you think?" 
 "Clare, I will personally see to it that your services to the Crown – " he began, but she stopped him. 
 "I know, Ellis. What I do here I do for the Crown. Supposedly." 
 "What you do here, I think, you do for mankind." 
 "That's what Saturday said. Sort of." 
 "Do you agree?" he asked. 
 "Well, that's the question, isn't it?" she said, as the first buildings of the village came into view. Saturday and Dina, 
up ahead, disappeared down an alley, headed for the main street. "This afternoon alone – do you know how long ago I 
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Created this?" she added, holding up the little doll. "Right after you left. Dina did this," she added, pointing to a little 
pattern, "and put it in the sun to dry. I've never Created anything that lasted this long without constant concentration. 
And…" She fitted two fingers into a shallow ridge in the doll's hip, thumb against its spine, fingers curling around its 
chest. "My hand is on it. So it's not really whether it's right or wrong; it's whether I'm brave enough to own what I do." 
 "And are you?" he asked, enthralled. 
 "Yes, I think I am," she said. She turned as they walked, moving in front of him and putting a hand on his chest to 
stop him. He opened his mouth to ask her what she was doing and she kissed his lips, fingers curling against the rough 
fabric of his shirt. 
 It startled him immobile. His first thought was that he ought to bend down, since Clare was shorter than he was. 
His second instinct was to wrap an arm around her waist and brace her so that he wouldn't have to crane his neck so 
much. Instead of doing either, he grasped her shoulder with one hand and held on tightly, trying not to think about 
anything. 
 When she leaned back, she took hold of his wrist and lifted it off her shoulder, turning it over.  
 "Make fire, Ellis," she said softly. He looked down at her, bewildered. "Go on. Try." 
 He twitched his fingers, trying to access the part of him that Created – he'd always thought of it as a door with the 
key in the lock –  
 Flame flickered up from his fingertips, almost singing her hair. He snapped his fingers shut.  
 "No turning back now," she said, and rubbed her cheek against his closed fist. "I own what I do." 
 "Clare, what – " 
 "Come on," she said, tugging him forward, towards the village buildings. "We'll miss dinner!" 
 He followed, still recovering from the shock, willing to let her lead. He'd have followed her into hell if she'd asked 
him to.  
 
 
 

TWENTY-TWO 
 
 Ellis spent the vast majority of the evening very confused.  
 He wasn't certain if Clare had kissed him because that was a way to transmit Creationism back to him, or if she 
actually did want to kiss him. And, if so, what he ought to do about it. Which was ridiculous, because he'd been 
seducing and occasionally been seduced – he did a quick count in his head – as long as she'd been alive. Longer. Sixteen 
year old Ellis Graveworthy, confused and conflicted, trying to feel the shape of the people he created in his head and 
decide whether that was better or worse than Creating with his hands…lost, but still charming and not hard on the eyes. 
And there had been a girl working alongside him in the print shop…  
 Even if Clare had meant it as something more than a token, she was clearly too young to know her own heart. He 
was older than her and wiser, which meant it was his responsibility. Clare would slap him for thinking it, but it was true. 
He had a moral imperative to prevent anything from…happening. Not that he'd spent a lot of his life following moral 
imperatives, but still.  
 He wondered if he even could prevent it, if she really wanted it. Clare was beautiful and powerful, and as brilliant 
in her mind as she was with her hands. Perhaps a woman as stubborn and smart as Clare Fields did know her own 
heart. Hell, she might know it better than he knew his. 
 If she had meant it, he should tell her it would be wrong; if she hadn't, it would insult her if he were to say such a 
thing.  
 Clare, on the other hand, seemed to have no cares at all that evening. She sat with him at dinner and talked 
cheerfully of the day, of the new arrivals and how Libris had gone back to Canberra to see what he could find out about 
Jack. She left him and went off to play a game with the children, and then for a conference with Saturday, their dark 
heads bent together and the firelight playing across their faces.  
 "You are quiet," Purva said, dropping down next to him on the rough weathered log he'd claimed as a bench near 
the fire. "Not like you." 
 "It's been a long day," he replied. "Too much sun, maybe." 
 "Is that it?" she asked. "Sun?" 
 "Perhaps." 
 "Perhaps not, I think." 
 He sighed. "Purva, as practical as you are, there are some things you are too practical for. Hearing me pour my 
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heart out is one of them." 
 "Maybe you need practical. Or is it that too many are listening?" 
 "A little of both." 
 "Well, speak French then," she said. "Maybe I will be more poetic in French." 
 "Purva, I don't think you can be poetic about love," Ellis said. "You and Jack are too level-headed. You were made 
for each other, really." 
 "I know everything about love," Purva protested.  
 Ellis laughed. "Go on, Purva. I'm a grown man, I'll sort it for myself." 
 Purva glanced sidelong at Clare and Saturday, still speaking quietly. 
 "Something about the air in Australia," she said. "Must be." 
 "Mm. Must be," Ellis agreed. "How are you holding up? Jack in prison and all." 
 "I don't worry. We will save him, you said so." 
 "I did, at that," Ellis replied.  
 "Soon?" 
 "Yes," he said. "Soon." 
 
 
 
 News came up from Canberra at breakfast the next morning, along with William Libris and a handful of city 
Kooris who had heard that a Creationist was on the reservation and wanted to see for themselves.  
 "Jack's trial is set," Libris said to Ellis, as they walked through the Res towards Saturday's clinic. "Tomorrow, he'll 
be interrogated before Parliament," he continued.  
 "Parliament, eh?" Ellis asked. "That can't be normal." 
 "Who's going to stop them? These men wield absolute power in Australia. They control the banks and the 
military." 
 "Not anymore," Ellis said with a small grin. "How long do you suppose his trial will last?" 
 "Not long at all, knowing them. Perhaps a day. Long enough to humiliate him," Libris said.  
 "Then what?" 
 "Another day to deliberate on sentencing. Likely hanging, unless he can grovel his way down to life 
imprisonment." 
 "I'd prefer hanging, if it were me." 
 "I think they'll plan to put off the execution as long as possible." 
 "Waiting to catch us?" 
 "They want to flush you out. That must be why the trial's so soon. They think you'll try to rescue him," Libris said.  
 "No rescue until we absolutely must. If we have the power to march on Parliament, we'll do it during the trial. 
Otherwise, we'll wait until we do," Ellis said.  
 "Precisely my thoughts." 
 "That's because you're a sensible man, William Libris. They come up with you?" Ellis asked, nodding to a group of 
well-dressed Kooris standing in a knot near the store, waiting for it to open.  
 "Yes. City folk, trustworthy." 
 "You know all of them?" 
 "Most, and they'll vouch for the rest. I do worry, though," Libris added. "This information is being shared very 
freely. Sooner or later someone's going to tell the wrong person."  
 "Depends on whether the wrong people are likely to believe it or not," Ellis replied. "Or whether they link the 
mysterious Lake Cowal Creationist with the pretty wife of the man they have in lockup for fraud."  
 Libris snorted. "Not likely." 
 "I never take anything for granted." 
 "Ellis!" called a voice, and Clare appeared in the doorway of Saturday's clinic. She ran across the road and stopped 
in front of them, beaming. "Good morning, Ellis, William." 
 "Morning," Libris said. "How goes the work?" 
 "Very well," she said. "Show him, Ellis." 
 Ellis held up his palm and concentrated. Flame danced above his skin for a minute, then winked out when he 
closed his fingers around it. When he opened them again, a small copper pen-nib lay on his palm. Libris stared at it. 
 "I've done it," Clare said, smiling at his amazed expression. "I might be damned for it but I've done it. And I don't 
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think I will be, because – " 
 "How soon can you spread it?" he interrupted.  
 "Not quite yet," she answered, shaking her head. "I still need to – there's something about it that still needs to be 
done." 
 "It's just – " Libris glanced at Ellis, who nodded. "Jack goes on trial tomorrow, Clare." 
 The smile dropped off her face. "Tomorrow? So quickly?" 
 "It's not a proper trial. He'll be questioned in front of Parliament and then they'll decide his punishment. There's 
no real defense involved," Libris said. "And you made fools of some very powerful people." 
 "Well, I'll just have to…" Clare frowned, lost in thought. "I can do it," she said confidently. "Can you get everyone 
together tonight? Somewhere they can hear you if you speak? I can Create something that will make you sound louder." 
 "Of course," Libris said. "But there are still people on the move." 
 "We can't wait past tomorrow morning," Clare said. "I'll be ready tonight. Ellis – I need your help." 
 "Of course," Ellis answered. "I stand and wait, you know that." 
 She gave him a warm look, the sort of look that only confused him further, but then frowned as her gaze drifted 
over his shoulder.  
 "What?" he asked, turning. 
 "Do you see that?" she said, pointing past him, into the morning sky. There was a small black dot in the blue 
expanse, growing steadily larger. 
 "A bird?" Libris shaded his eyes. "No, it's much too large – " 
 "Oh – oh, it's not a bird – " Clare said. 
 "What?" Ellis asked, shading his eyes too. "Holy Father, is that…?" 
 "It's the airship," Clare breathed. "Ellis, it's the airship!" 
 In the distance, the unmistakable shape of a ship's prow was outlined against the sky. Even as they spoke it was 
gaining speed, enlarging until he could see the ship and the balloon above it as separate shapes in the blue.  
 "The airship?" Libris asked, confused, but Clare was already running.  
 "Come on!" she shouted as she whipped through the central square of the village. "Everyone, come see!" 
 "What is she talking about?" Libris persisted, keeping pace with Ellis as he followed Clare at a run.  
 "Jack's brainchild!" Ellis said. Others were beginning to run as well, pointing up and shouting. "The ship he built 
to fly us here. CLARE!" 
 "IT'S COMING!" she shouted in reply.  
 "CAN YOU SEE WHERE IT'LL LAND?" 
 "OVER HERE!"  
 On the western edge of the village they could see the airship more clearly, as well as a line of figures making their 
way across the flatlands – more travelers arriving. Clare skidded to a stop on the flats and Ellis almost bowled her over 
as he caught up. Around them, the Kooris who'd followed were slowing as well, faces turning skyward.  
 It was big enough now to be clearly visible, to make out the boiler and the pilot's seat and the propellers. If he 
squinted, Ellis could see a slim, dark-skinned man at the controls, but that was hardly the most surprising thing.  
 Crowded on the deck, standing at the rails, holding to ropes, waving and laughing, were Kooris. At least thirty 
men and women, clinging tightly and whooping. A small child was standing on the rail, steadied by parental hands, 
leaning out over empty space to look down on the spectators below. 
 "Plater," Ellis said. "It has to be Plater." 
 "Who's Plater?" Libris demanded. 
 "He's a farmer from Port Darwin, helped us get into Australia. He said his sons would look after the airship," Ellis 
said, then cupped his hands around his mouth. "PLATER!" 
 "AYE, SIR!" a voice drifted down. "GANGWAY, WE NEVER LANDED THIS THING BEFORE!" 
 The landbound Kooris scattered as the ship's hull loomed. Dust and grit blew everywhere, and then the engines 
cut out and the ship landed with a loud thump, skidding slightly in the dirt. The ship tilted dangerously to one side and 
people poured off of it, rushing around with tree branches and what looked like old metal piping, propping it up. As 
they finished they turned away from the ship, stopping suddenly when they saw the crowd surrounding them.  
 There was a moment of silence that made the hairs on the back of Ellis's neck stand on end. Then the southerners 
surged forward, all around them, flowing past him and Clare and Libris to call greetings and touch the smooth wooden 
hull of the ship. Others began pulling on the ropes, helping to ease the deflating balloon to the ground as if they'd done 
it all their lives. The young pilot stood up and shouted orders, but nothing was audible over the cheers and laughter.  
 The pilot jumped to the ground and was immediately mobbed, but an older man pushed his way through and 
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began towing the pilot forward, up to where Ellis and Clare stood gaping. 
 "Plater, you cunning bastard," Ellis said, and offered his hand. Plater shook it vigorously and then shoved the pilot 
forward. 
 "My son!" he shouted, and there were cheers in the background. "We heard your summons on the Songlines. The 
northern tribes are on the move. We took as many as we could. The rest are traveling as fast as they can. Some by train 
– should be here soon." 
 "How on earth did you know what to do?" Ellis asked Plater, who jabbed his son in the ribs. 
 "This is Ike," he said. "He's a handy boy with machines." 
 "It isn't that hard once you figure it out," the young man said shyly. "Used the last of your coal getting here, 
though." 
 Ellis laughed. "We'll get more. How many are coming?" 
 "All of them," Plater replied. "You should hear the stories. They say a goddess is here at Lake Cowal." 
 Ellis glanced down at Clare and grinned. "A goddess, eh?" 
 "They say there's going to be a revolution in Canberra. We saw trails of Kooris coming from the west as well," Ike 
said. "Hundreds of 'em. I reckon every man and woman in the bush'll be here inside of a week. Most of 'em by tonight. 
They started running when they saw us." 
 "Everyone?" Clare asked.  
 "Most every one that can walk," Ike said proudly. "Hey, we brought food, too, if you'll help unload – near cleaned 
out Dad's farm, couple of others." 
 "Where the hell are we going to put them all?" Libris asked, dazed.  
 "Well, the landless up north're used to sleeping on the ground, and the farmers don't mind over much," Plater 
grinned. "Who're you?" 
 "William Libris," Ellis said. "He's the leader here on the Res." 
 "I'm not – " Libris said, but Plater wasn't listening.  
 "Fine to meet you. Soon as my boys are done unpacking we'll have a full count for you. Just you, or you got some 
Elders around this place?" 
 "They're the ones in charge," Libris said.  
 "Excuse me! Excuse me," came another voice, and a young boy pushed through the crowd, shoving other people 
out of his way. He couldn't have been more than fifteen, and not well-grown at that. "Where are the Elders? I have to 
speak with the Elders." 
 "I can take you to them," Libris said. "What's wrong?" 
 "We heard there was an expat at the Res, looking for her family," the boy said. Ellis felt Clare grip his sleeve 
tightly. "Christopher Fields' daughter." 
 "That's me," Clare said, stepping forward. The boy gave her a look of naked shock.  
 "You're Clare Fields?" he asked.  
 "Do you know my father?" 
 "I – I'm so sorry," he said. "I came to find you. He's dead. He died with a fever, three years ago." 
 Ellis looked at Clare. Her face had closed down, head bowed, dark hair falling over her shoulders. She was still 
clinging to his sleeve. 
 "Do you know about my mother?" she asked. 
 "Dead many years. She – " the boy looked anguished. "Are you really Clare?" 
 Clare's head lifted. "I am. Why?" 
 "You don't know me," he said. "But I'm your brother." 
 "What?" Clare asked. 
 "Our mother died when I was born – father tried to get a message through but we never – I'm sorry, my name's 
Mem," he said. "Memory. Memory Fields." 
 "You're my brother?" Clare asked. He gave her an uncertain smile.  
 "I was born after you were taken," he said. "So my father told me." 
 Ellis gave Clare a gentle nudge and she stepped forward, wrapping her arms around the boy's thin shoulders. He 
barely came up to her chin; after a stunned second he returned the hug, both of them trembling. Others were beginning 
to approach, forming a loose, crowded circle around the little tableau – Ellis and Libris standing aside, Clare and Mem 
Fields shaking in each other's arms.  
 "I didn't know," Clare said, pulling back. She was crying. "I didn't know if they were alive, I didn't know I had a 
brother." 
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 "It was hard to get word through, especially after she died," Mem answered, hesitantly reaching out a hand to wipe 
the tears off her cheeks. "We only ever got one letter, from the ship's captain – he said you were safe in America. Dad 
kept it his whole life." 
 Clare smiled a little and hugged him again, then let go.  
 "Mem, this is the man who helped me get here," she said, gesturing to Ellis. "Ellis Graveworthy. Ellis, this is 
Memory Fields, my brother." 
 "A pleasure, young man," Ellis said, offering his hand. Mem shook it with a strong grip and a level look. "I'm glad 
you could join us." 
 "There's so much I have to ask you," Clare said.  
 "I'm sorry…" Libris interrupted. "I need to ask – what tribe was your father?" 
 "Gunai," Memory answered.  
 "Brayakuloong?" 
 "No, Krauatungalung." 
 "I thought the Krauatungalung had died out," Libris said. 
 "We have, mostly – most were shot in the uprising when they tried to send us to the reservation near Melbourne. 
My father and mother went north to buy land," Mem said.  
 "The Gunai weren't on good terms with the Wiradjuri," Libris said quietly. 
 "Doesn't matter to me, if you don't care," Mem said. "It's not like anyone remembers. What does that – " 
 "It's important that you have a tribe," Libris interrupted again. "We need to claim you both. Otherwise there will 
be infighting – most of the Kooris here put more stock in family names than northerners do. You need to become 
Wiradjuri." 
 "Sounds painful," Ellis said, to break the tension. 
 "Not the time, Mr. Graveworthy," Libris answered, without turning to him. "If anyone asks either one of you, 
you're family of the Wiradjuri. Do you have any other names?" 
 "Just Fields," Clare said. "Unless…?" she glanced at Mem, who shook his head. 
 "Come with me. Quickly. ALL OF YOU," William added, turning to the rest of the crowd. "There's an assembly 
in the center of town. We'll explain everything there, and find places for you all." 
 "Come on, come on," Clare said, pulling Mem along by the hand. "Come on! This is my brother!" she shouted, 
and those who could hear her laughed and waved. "My brother's here! From the north! I have so much to say to you," 
she said, trying to press quickly through the crowds and failing. Ellis took hold of her shoulder to be sure he stayed with 
her in the tight crush of bodies pouring back into the village.  
 "How are you even here?" Mem shouted over the noise.  
 "We came from America! My friend Jack – you have to meet him! Well, he's in prison right now," she added, 
almost apologetic. "He built the airship you flew on. Ellis made him, didn't you, Ellis?" 
 "Something like that," Ellis said with a grin. "How old are you, Mr. Fields?" 
 "Fifteen," Mem answered. "You brought Clare here?" 
 "She brought herself here! I couldn't stop her." 
 "You never tried very hard," Clare replied, laughing.  
 "They say there's a goddess on the Res," Mem said, as Clare dragged them onward. "Do you know about it? Have 
you seen her?" 
 Ellis glanced at him and shook his head. "There's no goddess, Mr. Fields." 
 "Then why are we here?" 
 "For your sister," Ellis said, and Clare beamed at him and took off running again.  
 
 
 
 The morning before his trial, Jack found himself cuffed by one hand to a chair in a small, hot room near his jail 
cell, sitting at a table and waiting.  
 It wasn't really that hard, waiting. The room might be four bare, boring walls but it was at least a change from his 
cell. He didn't know why he was there, but obviously they wanted him whole and alive for the trial, so he probably 
wasn't in danger of death just yet.  
 He felt as if he were thinking clearly for the first time in years. Not about machines – the clarity and purpose of 
machines was what drew him to them – but about people. He felt like he could see life without a cloud for the first time 
since his parents died. Every detail, every nuance of conversation or expression. All laid out like a machine.  
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 Still, he wished Graveworthy were around. Graveworthy would have a plan or at least a dry, gallows-humor quip 
to lighten things. 
 When the door opened to admit a pale, nervous-looking man with paper and a pen-set, he brightened 
considerably. Nothing could be that awful if paper was involved. The man didn't introduce himself, just set out the 
paraphernalia – a pen-stand, one of the fancy automatic pens that were common in Australia, and a blotter.  
 "Hi," Jack tried, and the man glanced at him quickly before looking away. "Can I use that pen?" 
 "You're going to, Mr. Parsons," said an all-too-familiar voice, and MP Bell stepped into the room. He was trailed 
by a burly man in shirtsleeves, carrying a small case. The man in the shirtsleeves was enough to counterbalance Jack's 
optimism over the pen and paper. "Believe me." 
 "I do," Jack answered. "What am I going to use it for?" 
 The nervous man spread out the papers, printed in rich black ink. Expensive paper, too. Jack fingered one of the 
sheets. 
 "This is a confession," he said.  
 "That one is," Bell agreed. "The other one is an agreement of testimony." 
 "A what?" Jack asked, picking it up.  
 "You have two options, Mr. Parsons. Really it's all ceremonial, since we'll get the truth out of you one way or 
another. Either you sign a full confession that will be read at your hearing tomorrow, or you can sign an agreement to 
testify against your companions when they're caught, and avoid this messy trial business." 
 "Still haven't got 'em, huh?" Jack asked.  
 "There's plenty of time," Bell replied. "The rest of your natural life – if you're lucky." 
 "And if I refuse to sign either one?" 
 Bell gave him a nasty look. The large man with the small case loomed.  
 "You'll sign," Bell said confidently. A twisty little corkscrew of a knife appeared in the large man's hand. "Amazing 
how many marks you can make on a body where it won't show under clothing." 
 "Ah. It's like that," Jack replied. The large man leaned over his shoulder, arms on either side of his body, the knife 
held away from him so he couldn't grab for it. Smart.  
 Not quite smart enough, though.  
 Jack picked up the pen. 
 "Wise," Bell remarked. "Consider which you'd like to commit to, Mr. Parsons." 
 "Oh, I am," Jack said thoughtfully. "I'm just thinking about engineering, too. You know a human body's not all 
that different from a machine." 
 "As you will have proof, if you don't sign." 
 "Easy, I'm getting there. Every part works in tandem with every other part. You can throw one little speck of grit 
or a shard of metal into a machine and it can bring the whole thing down." 
 Jack tapped the pen on the testimony contract, then bent a little as if to sign. He felt the moment the man behind 
him relaxed, and a split second later he swung his arm up in a graceful arc across his body, twisting as he did so.  
 Building and maintaining the airship had given him new muscles, and he'd been the victor of a few schoolyard 
scuffles in his time. Not to mention he'd read all those old reproductions of Leonardo Da Vinci's work, which had 
given him a keen appreciation of anatomy, in particular the sensitive area just below the outer flare of the clavicle.  
 The pen went in deep, at least an inch – it wouldn't draw much blood, but when Jack twisted it downwards the 
large man screamed. The man brought the knife up, not to Jack's throat but almost to his own, reflexively clawing for 
the pen jammed into his chest. Jack calmly stood up, shoving his chair into the man as hard as he could, and heard a 
gratifying crash. The other man, the nervous one, bolted from the room.  
 "Don't try to scare me," Jack snarled, planting his foot on the big man's chest, gathering up the knife the man had 
dropped. There was a second shriek when he pulled out the pen, and he knew that would probably haunt him for the 
rest of his life – Clare would be so ashamed of him if she knew he'd done this – but he wanted to make a point. 
 He held the pen up in front of Bell's wide, terrified eyes, put it to the confession, and signed in the blood of the 
man writhing on the floor. 
 Then he leaned over and signed the testimony contract. That one smeared a little, the blood already getting tacky.  
 When he was finished, he straightened and tossed the pen and knife at Bell's feet. 
 "When the book's already written, words don't mean much," he said.  
 The two guards who'd been watching his cell stormed in at that point, and Jack hefted the chair shackled to his left 
wrist.  
 "Easy or hard?" he said.  
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 "Hold on there, boy," one of the guards said.  
 "What's hard?" the other one asked. 
 "Hard is, you try to hurt me and I beat you with a chair," Jack informed him. "Easy is, I put the chair down and go 
back to my cell and nobody loses any teeth." 
 The guards glanced at Bell, who was apparently no help at all, and then nodded. 
 "Easy," one of them said. Jack let the chair drop. Immediately the guards surged forward, and Jack braced for a 
beating; they grabbed him and pinned him to a wall, chair dragging after him.   
 "Don't touch him," Bell barked sharply. The guards paused, then let go of his wrists. "He can't be injured before 
the trial." 
 "We can do it where it doesn't show," one of them said. 
 "Uninjured," Bell repeated. "Put him back in his cell." 
 The other guard warily unlocked Jack's shackle from the wall, and Jack offered his wrist. The other one pulled him 
roughly forward.  
 As they led him past Bell, he nodded politely. 
 "Mr. Bell," he said. "See you tomorrow." 
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 With the arrival of new guests by foot and by air, the central square of the Res was nearly filled by evening. What 
struck Ellis wasn't the mass of the crowd but its serenity: they weren't shouting, they weren't shoving or fighting. The 
Wiradjuri were greeting the outlying tribes, sharing water, talking in small groups, welcoming newcomers as they 
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arrived; everyone else was going about the business of feeding and sheltering themselves. Clare had spent most of the 
day talking with Mem or walking around with Dr. Saturday, seeing to the injured and weary; Ellis had stuck to the 
fringes, offering a hand where he could but mostly just watching.  
 "It's more than a little frightening, to be honest," Libris said, joining Ellis on the edge of the crowd. "It's peaceful 
enough now, but when people get tired of sleeping on the ground and sharing with tribes they used to go to war 
with…" 
 "Surely that's a long time past, though," Ellis answered. 
 "We have long memories," Libris answered with a grim smile. "Plenty of these people know – or at least think they 
know – exactly who killed their great-grandfather and in what war. Anyway, between the people here, more coming in, 
and your poor Engineer standing trial, we'd better move fast." 
 "What does Clare say?" 
 "Clare says she's ready," Clare's voice intruded, and both men turned sharply. She was standing behind them, 
hands on her hips. She smiled. "William, are you?" 
 Ellis watched as he looked back at the gathering in the square. He set his jaw and straightened his shoulders. 
 "Yes," he said. "I think it's time." 
 "I think you're right. Ellis, are you coming?" Clare added, turning to him.  
 "You know I've always admired the fearless," he said, following them as they began moving through the crowd. 
"This does feel rather like jumping off a cliff, though. Sure you want me to be the one waiting to catch you?" 
 "Trust me," she said, patting his arm. 
 "Always," he answered, and felt her hand slide down to grip his briefly before she let go.  
 They made their way slowly to the center of the square, Libris stopping here and there to greet people briefly. 
There was a well at the center, with a low wall around it; when they reached it, Libris hoisted himself deftly onto the 
wall and began shouting for attention. Slowly the noise of the crowd died away. Ellis noticed that the Elders moved 
closer, adding their gravitas to the lone figure above the others.  
 "PLEASE!" Libris shouted, as the last of the talking died away. "Thank you. Can everyone hear me?" 
 There were shouts from the back that seemed to indicate he wasn't quite audible. Clare grabbed Ellis, startling 
him, and used his shoulder as leverage to hoist herself up next to Libris. She lifted Libris's hand and pressed it together 
with hers over the base of his throat; when she removed hers, he was holding a small, curved object to his skin. He 
glanced at her, but after an encouraging nod he spoke again. 
 "Welcome to – " his voice boomed around the square, and he flinched in surprise. 
 "Go on," Clare whispered.  
 "Welcome to the Lake Cowal Reservation, home of the Wiradjuri," he said, echoes coming back to them off the 
walls of the distant houses. Other than his voice, the windswept square was deathly silent. "My name is William Libris. 
On behalf of our Elders, I welcome you. There are many things to say to you," he added, with a broad smile for the 
assembly. "There are many stories to tell. Many of you wonder why you're even here – why a young man like myself 
sent a summons out to every tribe in the west and in the north." 
 There was a cheer from one of the western contingents. Clare laughed.  
 "Not long ago, four strangers came to the Res from outside of Australia, bringing with them a hope that we 
thought we'd lost," he continued. "You may have heard rumors of a goddess, but there is no goddess among the 
Wiradjuri. What was brought to us was Creationism – the birthright of our ancestors!" 
 More cheering. Ellis cocked an eyebrow at Libris, who glanced down at him and mirrored the expression briefly 
before looking up again.  
 "Many of you have had children taken from you because they could Create, children who were sent away from 
Australia. One of those has returned to us. The woman who stands with me here is not a goddess," he said, his hand 
fumbling for Clare's. "She is the daughter of a Koori. She went to America and she has learned Creationism, and she 
returned to help set us free." 
 "Brace yourself," Ellis murmured to Clare. 
 "Why?" she asked, still looking straight ahead. 
 "He's about to pull something, I can tell." 
 "The Wiradjuri have embraced her, and she is under our protection, just as we embrace all of you who have come 
to the Res. No Koori coming in peace will be turned away. What we have is yours – though that's not much," he added, 
and there was a ripple of rueful laughter. "So we are grateful for what you've brought, too. Rest assured, we'll find a 
place for all of you tonight, and food for you and your children." 
 He took a deep breath. "But that's not why you've come. You've come because of this woman. To help us in many 
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things – our own defense, our freedom, our desire for equality and for the rights our ancestors were born to – she 
traveled a long way to reach us. She is not always familiar with our ways, but she is one of us. This is Murra Fields." 
 He held up his hand, with Clare's clenched in it, and beamed at her as the cheers began to deafen.  
 "What kind of a name is that?" Clare hissed. 
 "Murra," Libris announced, ignoring her, "means hands in our language. She will be our hands – pulling us up, 
helping us to find our place again. She is Wiradjuri," he announced. "A part of our tribe. You are all welcomed by the 
Wiradjuri. You are of our people – you are Kooris!"  
 Whoops and applause filled the air as Clare – Murra? – stared at Libris in disbelief.  
 "Murra," he continued, as the crowd settled, "has an American brother, not by blood but by friendship, like our 
united tribes today. He's been imprisoned by the authorities in Canberra for his hand in what's to come. Tomorrow he'll 
be brought before Parliament on charges of high treason, because he wished to forward the cause of Koori rights." 
 "He's good," Ellis murmured. Clare – he couldn't even ask if she wanted to be Murra, not with all eyes on them – 
nodded slightly. 
 "Tomorrow, therefore, it is hoped that we may march as one on Parliament, to peacefully demand his freedom 
and our rights. We have the rare opportunity to rally at a single point of history in our country, and to make our 
grievances known. We are not here," William continued, "for bloodshed and slaughter. We all know the cost of battle. 
No," he added, as a few shrill objections rose from the assembly. "That's not what we want. If we are to find a place it 
will not be the place we had, but a new place, born out of the old. The cities of Australia have enough to offer all of us. 
We are not here to fight." 
 "Then why are we here?" a man near the front shouted. "I came here for a fight!" 
 "We are here to take our rights. We don't need to fight. We have power of our own. Once our ancestors thought 
that we could live together with the white colonists – " 
 "Until they attacked us!" a woman yelled. 
 "Listen to me," Libris yelled back, and everyone fell silent. "If we attack in return we won't accomplish anything. 
Do you want to see blood shed, or do you want what is yours returned to you?" 
 "Both," someone said. 
 "Well, you can't have both, can you?" Libris asked, a hint of anger showing through. "We're owed many things – 
our dignity, the wealth of the land that was ours, the strength and pride of our tribes. But we can't have that if we 
dishonor the tribes. We will have what is ours – and we will receive it with pride, not with blood on our hands." 
 Clare leaned over and whispered something in Libris' ear. He gave her a questioning look, but she smiled 
encouragingly and he nodded.  
 "This is a question for the Elders to discuss," he said, calmer now. "As you know, we are not all at peace with each 
other. Some of us have feuds in the recent past. I ask you all, whatever you feel about what will come tomorrow, be 
calm and patient. Remember that you are now on Wiradjuri land. We will not brook violence here. What has been done 
to us has united us out of necessity – now stand united with us out of choice. We will share what we have with you, but 
you must share what you have with each other. Elders, you are invited to the table of the Wiradjuri Elders, to discuss 
the care and shelter of your people and the march we'll make tomorrow. If you have no Elders, come to me. The 
Wiradjuri will look after you." 
 "I have a question!" someone shouted.  
 "Questions – " 
 "How is she going to protect all of us?" the voice in the crowd asked. A tall, rangy man in dusty clothes was 
pushing through to the front. "She's one girl. She's not even very old. If we walk into Canberra they'll shoot us down 
like animals." 
 Libris opened his mouth to answer, but Clare squeezed his hand.  
 "Wait," she said. Libris glanced at her, then offered her the little loud-talking device. She took it and gave him a 
gentle nudge; he let go of her hand and slid off the wall, into the crowd. She took a deep breath, holding the little box 
to her own throat. 
 "William is a wise man," she said, her voice clear and loud in the expectant silence. "He's right; we can't attack 
Canberra. I can't protect you, not on my own. They'd kill us. I won't have deaths on my hands." 
 "Then how?" the man asked, close enough now to speak normally. 
 "Let me show you something," she said with a smile, and crouched on the wall, reaching out for Ellis's hand. He 
took it, surprised.  
 "Do you remember when you told us the story of the Battle of the Pyramids?" she asked him, holding the box 
away from her throat. 
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 "On the airship? Of course," he answered, confused.  
 "Think of it now," she said. "Tell the story in your mind. Napoleon and Murad Bey, do you remember?" 
 He nodded, thinking of the day they'd flown past the smooth expanse of glass in the Egyptian desert. The way 
they'd hung on his words – Napoleon's army marching on Egypt and Murad Bey's last desperate defense of Cairo, the 
gateway to a conquest of Africa. A blast so bright and hot it melted the sand to glass and destroyed both armies, a grief 
so powerful that it overwhelmed Creationists thousands of miles away. Clare's hand tightened in his until it ached. 
 "Clare – " 
 "Murra," she corrected, eyes closed. "William was right. I have to be Murra." 
 "Murra," he said, low and hoarse, and heard in his voice the betrayal of everything he'd kept secret, everything he 
hadn't wanted her to know, even as he tried to concentrate on the story.  
 Creation was unleashed. Fire began to rain down on both armies and the pyramids turned black in the shadow of the storm. The world 
ceased to be in a blast of fire so bright it turned the very sand beneath their feet to glass. The French call it the Battle of the Pyramids. The 
Egyptians call it the Sea of Shame. 
 A shock leapt from her to him, and he released her hand on instinct; she stood up, her right hand cupped in the 
air. Inside it was a small ball of golden light.  
 "Take what was yours," she said, closing her hand. "And what is mine." 
 She moved so quickly that nobody had time to react. In a swift movement she dropped down from the well and 
her hand shot forward, catching the shoulder of the man who'd objected, holding it firmly in her grip. His arms splayed 
wide but in the tight crowd there was nowhere to move. His body collided with others, and they howled in pain. Ellis 
watched, stunned, as Libris reached out to touch Murra's arm. His eyes closed, and an odd grief crossing his face.  
 Whatever it was, it spread through the massed Kooris quickly, hand to skin, anywhere they touched. Some began 
to tremble, others to weep; a few he saw pulling back in fear, but then they surged forward again. Libris clung to 
Murra's arm, then staggered back into Ellis. He caught him, helped him up, and looked him in the eye.  
 Libris lifted his hand, wonderingly, and his fingers twitched. Fire danced across the lines of his palm. There were 
tear tracks on his face.  
 "Murra, what have you done?" Ellis asked, looking beyond to where she stood. She released the man whose 
shoulder she'd been holding. Libris pulled away, leaning heavily on the wall. 
 "I made sure," she said, as Ellis wrapped an arm around her, drawing her in. "I made sure nobody would die." 
 "You told them the story," he said.  
 "I gave them back Creation," she replied, voice muffled by his shirt. "But it's my hand on it, Ellis. I couldn't put 
my hand to it without…" 
 Around them people were trembling, holding onto each other just to stay upright, and he realized why they were 
weeping – they were seeing the Battle of the Pyramids, the tens of thousands who'd died when Creation was used for 
war.  
 "Without giving them a reason to use it wisely?" he asked gently. She nodded against his chest. "Oh – you are well 
named, Murra," he said, and held tightly to her.  
 "ELLIS GRAVEWORTHY," someone shouted, and he looked up to see Purva shoving her way through the 
crowd, an intent look in her eye. He watched, still holding Murra, as she stood before him and put her hands on her 
hips.  
 "Purva," he said weakly. 
 "I go out," she snarled, "I go out for a walk! I think, oh, I will explore, I get a little lost – NOT A LOT," she 
insisted, when he opened his mouth. "I get a little lost, I find my way, I think Lake Cowal, she is so pretty today. I come 
back, and there is weeping and gnashing of teeth and things that are very – not dignified! I think I blame you, oui? What 
on Earth?" 
 Murra sniffled and pulled away from him a little, though her hand ran down his arm and traced across his fingers 
before she stepped back.  
 "It's not his fault," she said, wiping her face. "Sorry, Purva." 
 "Well, this is a fine mess," Purva retorted. "A big crew needs a strong captain. You!" she added, pointing to Libris, 
who was wiping his own eyes and smiling at her. "You will restore order, Mr. I Know Everything. Go! No, wait, I'll 
come with you. Come, come," she said, dragging him through the crowd. People were beginning to pull themselves 
together, the odd sense of grief already fading, replaced with something like wonder. Some were studying their hands as 
if they'd never seen them before. A few of the children had begun Creating little objects to play with and were happily 
ignoring their stunned elders.  
 Memory staggered up and threw his arms around Murra, brushing past Purva. Purva turned a little, pulling Libris 
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away.  
 "You're wrong, you know," Mem said, and Ellis stepped back a little to give them their moment. "I think you are a 
goddess, just a little." 
 "You're just easily impressed," she answered, holding him by the shoulders and wiping a smudge of dust off his 
face. "I'm so glad you came. I wish we could speak more, I wish I could teach you…" 
 He glanced around him. "I guess you have things to do, huh." 
 "I'm so sorry. We'll talk later tonight, won't we? Ellis, please," she added, turning to him.  
 "Mr. Fields," Ellis said. "Come with me. I'll look after him, Cl – Murra." 
 She smiled and took his hand, kissing the knuckles gently. He stared at her.  
 "I know," she said. "I'm pretty great." 
 "Well, I would have said glorious, but I'm a writer," he answered faintly.  
 "Stay with my brother, Ellis. I'll see you both when I can," she said. They watched her as she moved through the 
crowd, stopping here and there to speak to people much as Libris was doing. Ellis saw Dina appear from somewhere 
and follow her, until Murra bent to speak to her and sent her running off to help on her own. Once in a while she 
stopped to take someone's hand and show them something, waving her own over it until a little object – a stick, a bit of 
cloth, a stone – appeared in it.  
 "When we go to Canberra tomorrow," Mem said, eyes still following his sister, "what's going to happen?" 
 "I don't know," Ellis answered.  
 "But they'll have guns – and they won't know," Mem insisted. "Not like she made us know." 
 "When Father LaRoche came to America, there were people already living there," Ellis said absently. "When he 
met them for the first time, he made a shield." He glanced at Mem. "Shields are what you'll need. I can show you how 
to do that." 
 "Can you?" Mem asked. 
 "Of course. I'll teach you what I know. Come along, nobody's watching the children. We can do that." 
 He found a knot of small children playing with their new toys – brightly colored balls, small animal figurines, bits 
of paper that vaguely resembled kites, and one older boy with a smooth piece of wood on a string. He swung it around 
his head as the others applauded at the humming roar it made.  
 Ellis settled into the dust, his joints complaining slightly, and Mem sat next to him. A few of the children came to 
curl up in the boy's lap.  
 "Look," one of them said, showing off what looked vaguely like a toy train. "Look what I made!" 
 Ellis took the little toy and ran a hand over it, changing the color from dull grey to bright green. The child 
squealed in joy and held it up to show it to her friends.  
 "The first principle of Creation is imagination," Ellis began, in the cadence of a teacher beginning a lesson, "which 
is a gift that even the smallest child understands how to use…" 
 
 
 
 William found Clare again late that evening, sitting on the roof of one of the low buildings near the central square, 
arms around her knees, watching the crowds as they settled in for the night.  
 "Every home is full," he said, settling next to her, legs dangling off the edge of the roof. "Packed floors, and still 
there are families sleeping out in the square." 
 "Probably cooler," she said shortly. 
 "Probably. I don't know the last time this many tribes came together in one place – at least, not without spiritedly 
trying to kill one another. Some of the tribes represented down there only have a few members. Like your tribe, the 
Gunai." 
 "It's not really mine though, is it?" 
 "Not yet." 
 Clare shot him a sidelong look. "I thought the Wiradjuri claimed me," she said, bitter and sharp.  
 William clutched his chest, wounded. "Are you that angry with me, Murra-Clare?" 
 "I'm not very pleased with you. You didn't even let me choose it." 
 "And for that I'm sorry, but in the moment it was what we needed." He turned back to the view of the square 
below. "I might not have some high and mighty education like the men in power, or even like you – you're an educated 
woman, aren't you?" 
 "Compared to most Koori." 
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 "But I know what people need. I know what they need to hear. It was born in me. When I was fifteen an Elder 
said it was my purpose to speak for them, and I was to be a leader of people who couldn't openly rebel." William 
shrugged. "That's as heavy a burden as a name." 
 "Easy to say, for a man whose father picked his." 
 "Libris is a good name. So is Murra," he said, and his voice was serious. "If I'm the voice, you're the hands. You 
don't have to be Murra forever. But you need to be a Koori right now, even if you don't know what that means. We'll 
show you. Besides, I suspect it's changing anyway." 
 "Doesn't mean I'm not still mad at you." 
 William sighed. "Fair enough. You probably won't be the last; seems like half the job of politics is making people 
angry." 
 "Probably more, if you're doing it right," Clare agreed.  
 "Well, then I'm off to a roaring start." 
 Clare smiled a little. "Murra's a nice name. I sort of like Murra-Clare. I just wish you'd asked first." 
 "Duly noted. I promise to consult you in the future."  
 "You do that," she said, watching the fires in the square burn low. "Tomorrow we march, William?" 
 "Tommorrow we march. Are you ready?" 
 "I don't think anyone ever is."  
 "Well, no point in worrying then, I suppose," he said, and let himself down from the roof. "See you in the 
morning, Murra-Clare." 
 
 
 
 Late in the evening, the same day he'd signed his confession in blood – while he was still waiting for the violent 
repercussions of that – Jack looked up from his bunk to find a new guard standing in front of the bars.  
 "You're not here to take these off me, are you?" Jack asked, holding up his hands. They'd been manacled for hours 
now, and his elbows were a little cramped.  
 "Come on," the man said. "No fucking funny business this time." 
 "No, this isn't funny at all," Jack agreed, as the door opened. The guard prodded him to go first. "Where are we 
going?" 
 "Down the hall, left at the first door," the man said. Jack obeyed, wondering if this was going to be when he got 
the hell kicked out of him for his earlier stunt.  
 Instead of a small room with a table, however, he found himself in a much more spacious room, with desks and 
chairs – the guardhouse, he realized. An imposing man was standing in the center of it, next to a young Koori boy in 
servant's clothes.  
 "Do you know who I am, Mr. Parsons?" the man asked. 
 "No," Jack answered. 
 "My name's Wright. I am the commanding officer of the Canberra police force. I am a very busy man, and I am 
not impressed by political prisoners or traitors to Australia." 
 "And…?" Jack prompted. The man scowled. 
 "And I do not appreciate jumping when MP Bell tells me to. You are causing a fuss, Mr. Parsons." 
 "I do that," Jack said.  
 "Chain him," Wright ordered. Jack watched as they threaded a chain through his shackled wrists, and then his 
arms were wrenched upwards as the chain was thrown over a beam and secured to a bolt in the wall.  
 "Well, I guess you don't want me signing another confession, then," Jack said.  
 "MP Bell was content to let you rot until tomorrow morning, and so was I. But you have," Wright spat, "a visitor." 
 Jack's eyes flicked to the boy.  
 "Traitors who assault my men are not given much leeway in the area of privacy with which to consult their 
visitors," Wright continued. "So, boy, say what you like to the prisoner." 
 The boy cast a sidelong look at both of them.  
 "I'm not going anywhere," Wright said.  
 "It's all right," Jack said. "I'm guessing a mutual friend of ours sent you. What's your name?" 
 "Harry." 
 "Thanks, Harry. This can't be much fun for you." 
 Harry swallowed nervously.  
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 "I'm told to tell you that…" He consulted a slip of paper, "Mr. Grimes and your wife and servant are concerned 
about you but they want you to stay calm." 
 "Well, if they let you out of this building after hearing that, tell my family I am." 
 "Note was given to me, sir," Harry said hastily, to Wright. "I didn't see them myself, sir, it was just given to me, 
sir." 
 "Don't be afraid of him," Jack said. "He's a very busy man, I'm sure he can't be bothered with a Tribal," he added, 
twisting the word sarcastically. Wright didn't appear to be upset by the mockery.  
 "And you're to give this to MP Bell," Harry said, taking a folded sheet of paper from his pocket. Jack glanced up at 
his bound wrists.  
 "If you'd take that for me?" he asked. Wright snatched the letter and opened it. His scowl deepened as he read it. 
 "What is the meaning of this?" he asked Jack. 
 "Dunno. What's it say?" 
 "To the government of Canberra," Wright read aloud. "By the time you read this, messengers will have been 
dispatched to all the major ports and cities of Australia. You cannot stop them and you cannot prevent word from 
spreading of the grievous injustice – injustice! You planned to swindle half of Canberra!" 
 "I think we actually did," Jack put in. 
 " – grievous injustice done to Mr. Parsons and to the people he represents. Who do you represent, Mr. Parsons?" 
 "Engineers?" Jack asked, bewildered, until he realized what the letter implied.  
 "If you do not release Mr. Parsons…" Wright drew a deep breath, and Jack waited for the ultimatum, but it never 
came, "…it will make no difference to the cause he stands for. You can do nothing now. If you wish to retain your 
dignity and what little material wealth is left to you, I suggest you flee the city. Yrs faithfully, Eric Grimes. Parsons, what 
the hell does he mean?" 
 "I'm supposed to be interrogated at Parliament tomorrow," Jack retorted. "Ask me then." 
 "Don't think we won't." 
 "The letter was for MP Bell, not for me. Don't ask me to explain it," Jack said, but his heart was lifting. They were 
coming for him, they would come and save him, and all he had to do was wait. And they weren't coming alone, if Ellis 
was warning the government to abandon the city.  
 Not that they would, but they couldn't say he hadn't warned them.  
 "What is Grimes planning for the city?" Wright demanded. Jack chuckled and rattled his chains, a sharp noise that 
drew a glance from everyone in the room. 
 "How should I know? You've had me locked up. I don't know the first thing about it. I mean, I hope he starts 
with helping me escape, but if my father-in-law is going to descend on Canberra with a plan for vengeance then I think 
an iron-barred cell might be the safest place in the city, to be honest." 
 Wright slapped him, hard. The sting lasted only a few seconds, but then a deep painful burn replaced it.  
 "Take him back to his cell, he doesn't know anything," Wright snapped. "Take the Tribal boy to – " 
 He turned to grab Harry, but Jack had watched Harry slip quietly out of the room through a nearby window at the 
moment the rattling chains had distracted everyone.  
 "Goddammit, what the hell kind of discipline do you call this?" he roared, as Jack was shoved down the hallway, 
back towards his cell. 
 "Chin up, Wright!" he called. "Least you didn't get stabbed with a pen!" 
 They slung him back in the cell and left the shackles on him, which wasn't very nice, but he lay down on the bunk 
with his hands folded on his stomach and enjoyed the warm, comforting feeling the letter had given him. They were 
coming to rescue him. Ellis and Clare and Purva knew where he was and wanted him to stay put so that they could 
rescue him. He'd see Purva again.  
 And, knowing the three of them, the immediate future was like to be extremely exciting.  
 
 
 

"The Canberra Revolt" 
Excerpted from the Memoirs of Ellis Graveworthy 

 
 The morning that the Revolt began, we walked down to the foot of the Res where the cars would park when 
bringing tourists to see the Wiradjuri. The cars, of course, would normally have been in the garage at the train station at 
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that time of day, but William Libris had arranged this all with the masterful forethought which has served him so well in 
later life. There were cars, carts, and the two exhaust-belching buses that the Kooris normally traveled on. The previous 
night, Libris had sent a few of the cars off to other cities, to Brisbane and Melbourne and Adelaide, cars carrying 
messengers for the Kooris in those places and on the nearby Reservations. The rest of us packed into the remaining 
transport, and in very tight quarters we traveled to the train station. We took the station – our first triumph! – with no 
fuss or noise.  
 I remember vividly the train ride from Lake Cowal to Canberra. In every car there was a spirit of jubilation and 
energy that I have never known – even in soldiers going to war or those coming from it. People sang and talked. 
Children ran from car to car heedless of the track speeding past below them. There was a lot of Creation – of shields, of 
toys for children, of pretty, useless trinkets that were there and gone in the flash of an eye just to show what they could 
do.  
 On the train, Murra couldn't sit still and Memory was constantly following her. Their long separation seemed of 
little consequence to them – they knew they were orphans together and they seemed quite dedicated to each other. 
They went from car to car, the same as I was doing, though for very different reasons. I was there in equal parts as one 
of them and as an observer, because I knew I would be writing this, now, much later, if I survived. They, on the other 
hand, had practical matters to attend to.  
 The Kooris, thank goodness, showed no particular reverence for Murra, who was still trying to adjust to being a 
leader, and to her new name – it still sometimes took a few tries for her to answer to it. She was often invited to sit for a 
few minutes, to meet families and talk about the march that was coming, but it was never more than the friendliness 
we'd encountered before on the Res. Sometimes she stayed and talked, but never for very long. She didn't want to be a 
goddess or a savior, and I don't think they truly wanted one. They wanted to save themselves. It is the greatest of 
human urges, to stand on one's own two feet.  
 We came into Canberra quietly, poured out of the crowded train and onto the platform, and those Tribals who 
had come from unsettled outlying areas seemed impressed and a little afraid.  
 "Will they hold?" I asked Libris, who was guiding Murra through the crowd.  
 "They'll hold," he said to me, but I think he doubted it.  
 Our goal was not to invade the city but to pass through it, down to Parliament, where Jack Baker was to be tried 
and executed for treason. To get there, however, we would have to walk a fair distance. The Kooris were well used to 
walking, but they were not used to rebellion, and I think fear began to overtake them. 
 "Ellis," Murra said to me. "You and William behind me." 
 I think Libris would have objected, but he understood the nature of symbols. Murra had led them into this; as the 
saying goes, her hand was on it. Walking first ahead of a peaceful army is not exactly a place of honor – it's a place of 
danger – but it was where she had to be. Her brother joined us in the front as well, I remember.  
 At first there was no resistance to our march, because people were too stunned to react, but as we passed street 
after street word began to run ahead and trouble of a sort began to wait for us.  
 It was an odd thing, that march. Koori servants in Canberra ran out of the houses and shops to join us, though 
some also ran out to try and stop us. People threw rocks, and after the rocks came bullets fired at us by those fearing a 
riot. I'm told two women were shot and killed, not quite fast enough to duck or shield themselves, but I was at the head 
of the march and didn't see. It's never been proven, at any rate; no-one has ever come forward to say they saw the 
women die, just that they had heard it had happened.  
 There are also people who will tell you the Archive building was set on fire by Tribals, at the command of William 
Libris, but that is an actual lie. Libris would never have given the command and the Kooris had no need to destroy the 
Archives. I saw the man who did it, and he was a white man, though he was never caught. I should like him to be 
caught; I would happily lock him away myself and lose the key.  
 Where we walked, when we could, when the people of Canberra came close enough to either look at us or to try 
and stop us, Kooris reached out. Some were injured in the trying, but they quickly became adept at darting out to touch 
someone and darting back into the safety of the crowd. Not everyone they touched was affected in the way they had 
been – that is to say, not everyone touched by a Koori became, as they were, a Creationist. A vast many, though – and 
this has been recorded in firsthand accounts – surely understood what Murra had passed on in her first laying-of-hands. 
Murra hated the injustice she'd seen in Australia and she feared war; a hatred of prejudice and a fear of violence were all 
contagious in Canberra that day, rising like a cleansing flood.  
 The same phenomenon, spurred by the messengers Libris had sent the night before, was occurring across the 
whole of the country. No-one is denying that it was also the cause of the riots and deaths in Brisbane, but those who 
would talk to me of Brisbane would do well to read more history, and those who died there would not wish it to be the 
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cause of more death.  
 As we went, some men and women tried to drive automobiles into the crowd. Fanciful, colorful Created machines 
and barriers stopped them. I saw bright birds soaring up from behind me and mad fantasy animals run past. I couldn't 
know it at the time – I didn't know what the Dreamtime was, then – but they were creatures of the Dreamtime, a 
mystery that had been locked away for decades and was now free.  
 These were people with no fear of Creating life. It was almost more like a parade, in a peculiar sense; when the 
marchers saw that they were in no danger from Canberra, a sort of glee spread among them. They were set firmly on a 
purpose, but they saw no reason to be grim and dour as they went. No doubt some were angry, some were vengeful, 
but not one Koori raised a hand in violence to anyone. Not in Canberra, not in the footsteps of Murra Fields.  
 There were bystanders, more and more as we went. They crowded on the sidewalks and watched us, their faces 
pale and terrified. I think they thought that a day of judgment had come, and most of them knew that what they had 
done would damn them. I don't pretend to be innocent myself – I have done many terrible things in this life – but that 
day I was walking with the tribes of Australia, not standing on the pavement watching. I was happy. I was at the work I 
had been sent to do, and under the protection of a woman I very much loved.  
 When we came to the steps of Parliament there was joy, more joy than I have words for. We had reached a goal 
and inside, we all knew, lay the seat of power. More than that – inside was Murra's American brother Jack, waiting for 
us to lift him out of his shackles, too.  
 But soon after, of course, was when the trouble began.  
 
 
 

TWENTY-THREE 
 
 Jack had almost expected to be rescued the night before his trial. He had decided to sleep while he could, in case 
he had to run at midnight or something ridiculous like that. When he woke in the morning, therefore, at least he had the 
consolation of being well-rested.  
 They let him wash and shave before his trial, though he couldn't do much about his wrinkled, slept-in clothing. 
Once he was presentable, they put the shackles on him again and loaded him into an automobile that was little more 
than a dark cube of metal with an engine and a bench for the driver on the front. He would have complained about the 
aesthetics of it, but there was nobody to hear him.  
 He was brought into the Parliament building when light was still just dawning over Canberra, and he wondered 
why he was so early until he saw the people hurrying about at the front of the room, setting up an apparatus. Then he 
really began to worry. 
 "I see our star has arrived," Bell said, stepping out of a row of chairs and facing Jack, though keeping well back 
from him. "Impressive, isn't it, Mr. Parsons?" 
 Jack looked beyond him and wondered if it was a torture device, or just meant to look like one. 
 "New technology," Bell said smugly. "You claim to be an engineer; you might appreciate it. Do you see that box 
there, on the pole? When you speak into that box, anyone with a receiver within ten miles of us will hear you." 
 Jack blinked at him, and then his brain caught up with him. "Really?" he asked. "How does it work?" 
 "That's not something you need to know," Bell assured him. "Guards?" 
 He stepped aside, turning to leave as Jack was shoved roughly forward. When Jack got to the front of the room he 
leaned over to study the machine with interest, only to have his arms jerked backwards as the chains were strapped to a 
horizontal bar behind him, which was bolted to the floor at either end.  
 "Excuse me," he said to a man fiddling with another metal box near the pole. "Bell says if I talk into this people 
will hear me ten miles away." 
 "S'right," the man said, clearly startled. 
 "Well, how does that work? I mean, the people in the room aren't going to go deaf from the noise, are they?" 
 The man chuckled, relaxing. "Don't work that way. See, your voice goes in here," he pointed to the receiver, "and 
gets turned into a signal, and then it goes down here," he pointed to another box, "and then up to this big tower they 
got, top of the building, and flies through the air and gets picked up again by a bunch of receiver boxes way out there in 
Canberra." 
 "How's it work?" Jack asked.  
 "Well," the man said. "Radio waves." 
 "What?" 
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 "See, there are magnets…" the man started, then stopped. "Dunno if I should tell you," he said suspiciously. 
"You're on trial for treason." 
 Jack laughed. "Well, if I'm guilty I'll be killed, so that won't matter. If I'm not, then I won't be using it for any kind 
of nefarious purpose, will I?" 
 The man frowned.  
 "Come on, I'm an engineer. Satisfy my curiosity." 
 The man looked around furtively, and seemed on the verge of telling him when he saw Bell returning. "Can't. Tell 
you later, if there's time," he said, somewhat regretfully. Jack sighed and stepped back, leaning on the bar he was 
chained to. He watched the "radio" men in silence as they continued to set up and check their equipment, until they left 
and the Members of Parliament began to appear.  
 They took their time coming in and seating themselves, with lots of coughing and rattling of paper, lots of furtive 
looks at him. He smiled at them whenever he caught them doing it. There weren't any women in the assembly, though 
women and men alike were pouring into the audience seating above the main floor. The audience stared more openly at 
him, which only made sense. They weren't deciding his fate.  
 After a lot of fussing and delay, someone called for order and Bell stood up officiously.  
 "We are convened," he said solemnly, "to examine a young gentleman accused of egregious crimes against our 
nation. These crimes are so great that they cannot simply be presented in a courthouse; we believe in good faith that 
they require the collective wisdom of Parliament to provide a solution." 
 There was a loud stomping of feet and lots of cheering. Jack rolled his eyes, which caused a few of the audience 
above the chamber to giggle.  
 It occurred to him that if he had been here with people he trusted less – loved less – he might be worried that 
they'd abandoned him. He'd never considered the possibility that he'd be left to be executed. He didn't now, either, 
though he wasn't sure how he was going to be saved. 
 Still, whether he was going to die or escape, he might as well make it worth the cost of admission.  
 "I will read the charges now," Bell announced. Jack sighed. "Mr. John Parsons, on this day and in an orderly court 
of examination, is charged with several grave offences, to wit: Treason against the nation of Australia; Fraud for the 
purpose of Treasonous acts; deception or attempted deception of government officials for the purpose of criminal gain; 
deception or attempted deception of government officials for the purpose of treason; and several minor offences 
including impersonation of an engineer, theft of goods and services, corruption of government services for personal 
gain, impeding a criminal investigation, and assault on an officer of the peace." 
 Another wave of foot-stamping. Bell turned to him dramatically. 
 "Mr. Parsons, do you have anything you wish to say regarding the charges before we begin the examination?" 
 Jack grinned at him. 
 "Well," he said, dropping into his own, true New England twang, "for a start, you got my name wrong." 
 A slight ripple of noise ran through the room. Bell frowned. 
 "Do you claim that you acted under an alias, sir?" 
 "I claim that I did, sir," Jack answered. 
 "What is your real name?" 
 "My name is Jack Baker," Jack announced, grinning. "I am a student of Engineering and Mechanical Design at 
Harvard University in Cambridge, Massachusetts. That's in America, by the way." 
 This time the ripple was more like a wave. 
 "Mr. – Baker, is it? – We really don't have time for games," Bell said. 
 "Good, I'm not playing any." 
 "You claim to be an American. The accent is very good, but honestly, Mr. Baker, the ports have been closed I 
daresay since before you were born." 
 "Oh, I didn't really bother with the ports," Jack said. He was starting to enjoy his time on the stand.  
 "How do you claim to have arrived, then?" a man shouted from the gallery. 
 "I will have order here!" Bell announced.  
 "I built an airship," Jack called back to him.  
 There was a long silence. 
 "An airship," Bell said finally, sounding skeptical.  
 "Mmhm. It's a ship that flies," Jack said. More laughter.  
 "To what purpose?" Bell demanded. 
 "Well, obviously, to come here," Jack said. He was met with snickers not just from the audience, but now from the 
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floor as well.  
 "And why, Mr. Baker, were you so eager to come to Australia?" Bell asked. 
 Jack smiled, leaned forward, and announced, "I'm a spy." 
 There were a few moments of uproar; the sergeants-at-arms banged their staffs on the floor for order. Bell took 
out a handkerchief and wiped his face. He gave Jack a thoughtful look. 
 "You claim to be a spy for America?" 
 "No, for Great Britain," Jack said. The roar increased, so he shouted, "It's kind of a long story." 
 "This is preposterous," one of the other members yelled.  
 "Hey, don't tell me," Jack said, rattling his chains.  
 "ORDER!" Bell roared, and the sergeants-at-arms stamped again until everyone fell silent. He looked at Jack with 
narrowed eyes. "You cannot expect us to believe this nonsense." 
 "Well, I can't prove any of it, but then you can't disprove much of it either." 
 "And your companion, Mrs. Parsons – should I say, Mrs. Baker – " 
 "Oh, she's not my wife." 
 "Mr. Baker, your scandalous arrangements – " 
 "It's not particularly scandalous," Jack said. "We're not lovers. Kind of a dirty mind you've got, Bell." 
 "I will not be addressed in this fashion!" Bell insisted.  
 "You did ask," Jack said. There were a few quiet 'hear hear!'s from the assemblage. Bell turned and glared. Jack 
decided to grab the advantage of Bell's momentary silence. "Anyway, I don't think it's treason if I'm a foreigner. It's 
espionage, right? Maybe sabotage if you can make the financial end stick. Fraud though, that's good and solid. You 
should probably go with fraud. Do you execute spies?" 
 "Mr. Baker, you will remain silent until spoken to," another man ordered. 
 "What are you going to do, throw me in jail?" Jack asked. "I'm standing handcuffed in front of Parliament on 
capital charges. I don't think contempt of court's really that frightening." 
 "You will be silent, Mr. Baker!" Bell insisted. 
 "Nah," Jack said. "How about I tell Parliament what your wife says about you and the Tribal servants?" 
 "Honestly, Bell, control your prisoner," another man called. Bell's face was bright red.  
 "Or, let's see…oh, let's talk about America!" Jack added brightly. He barreled on through the shocked silence, 
wondering how long it would last. "America, see, it's really big. I don't know when you last heard about us but America 
is huge. We're all the way out to the California coast now. So – Great Britain might be kind of annoyed by you if you 
execute me, because I'm working for them. But I was born in America, and when America finds out that you killed me? 
They're going to be really angry. I wouldn't be surprised if it started a war. We may not be as technologically forward as 
you are, but believe me…" Jack's grin widened a fraction. "We'll catch up quick. And then we'll crush you. Now," he 
said, turning to Bell. "You were going to ask me where my fellow spies were?" 
 Bell was gaping at him, open-mouthed, totally bereft of words. Jack glanced up into the audience and saw that 
people were watching him with grim, pale faces.  
 Which was when they all heard it – shouting outside the building, and a loud booming noise.  
 "Ah," Jack said. "I think that's probably them now."  
 
 
 
 When they reached the steps of Parliament, a cheer rose out of the crowd – not just those who had come from the 
Res, but dozens, maybe hundreds, of people who had joined during the march as well.  
 Murra – she had to think of herself as Murra, had to be Murra – knew that not all of the people following her were 
even Koori anymore. When they'd come down from the Res, Ellis had been the single white man among them. Some 
from the Res and from the outlying areas had been half-Koori like herself, quarter-Koori, some with white blood 
further back, but now in the crowd there were white men and women who'd been pulled into the march, who'd joined 
willingly or been touched and seen…something, some shred of their suffering. She was glad of it.  
 "What do we do now?" Mem asked in her ear, holding her hand tightly. She gave it a reassuring squeeze. 
 "Well, if the doors are open," she said with a smile. 
 "Murra…" Ellis said from behind her, his voice worried. "Let me go ahead. They're less likely to shoot a white 
man." 
 She turned to him and nodded. He was carrying a light, broad shield at his hip, one of many the Kooris were 
carrying, and as he went up the steps he held it across his body. He looked faintly ridiculous, but better absurd than 
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dead – as he no doubt would have observed. He tested one of the ornate doorknobs of the big Parliament doors, then 
the other.  
 "Locked," he called. "Probably barred too." 
 He pounded on the door and everyone within earshot could hear the sound of rifles being cocked inside. Ellis 
backed slowly away. 
 "There's the side-entrance," William offered softly to her. "But – " 
 "Kooris no longer resort to servant entrances," Murra said firmly. "We will come into Parliament through the 
front doors. We'll batter them down if we must." 
 "Give me the loud-talking thing," William said.  
 "Make one yourself," Murra answered with a grin, taking his wrist and moving his hand up to his throat. He smiled 
and closed his eyes; when she let go of his wrist, he held the smooth little loud-talking device in his fingers.  
 "To the Parliament of Colonial Australia!" he said, and she saw Ellis cover his ears, wincing. "The Assembled 
Indigenous Tribes of Australia demand access!"  
 The zip of a bullet whined in her ears and its impact, in the stone stairs in front of them, threw up chips of stone. 
There was a wave of color as shields were raised in the direction the bullet had come from. 
 "Sniper," Ellis said, pointing to a roof. "There." 
 A bird rose out of the crowd, brilliantly colored, and shrieked angrily. It darted through the air, and there was a 
clatter as the sniper's gun tumbled from his fingers, falling from the roof. The bird began circling, and a few others 
joined it.  
 "They must think it's the utter end of the world," Ellis observed. 
 "It's the end of theirs," Murra answered. "People are usually afraid of new worlds, isn't that what you told me?" 
 "You're pretty far beyond my teaching now," Ellis said, "but if you'd like some advice on getting those doors open, 
I have a few thoughts." 
 "Oh?" 
 "Well, they have locks on the outside," he pointed out. "And gaps at the bottom. A little well-placed fire ought to 
get everyone on the other side back for long enough to get a skeleton key in the door." 
 "William, keep talking," she said, and pulled Mem forward with her.  
 "We don't intend to harm you," William continued, as Murra knelt and pressed her fingers against the gap between 
door and stone walkway. "We wish only for proper representation in the houses of Parliament. We have peaceful 
grievances to bring before you. If you do not wish to hear our grievances willingly, however, we will force them upon 
you." 
 "This is the most brilliant thing I've ever done in my whole life," Mem said, keeping the fire going under the gap as 
Murra fashioned a key for herself and began fitting it into the locks.  
 "It's at least in my top three," she agreed. There was a click in one lock, and the door shuddered slightly. Then the 
other lock clicked as well. "Mem, no more fire." 
 "You got it," he said, standing up and stamping out a few stray licks of flame. Murra took a breath, put her hands 
to the doors, and pulled.  
 They swung open easily on well-oiled hinges, and a shield was in her hand almost before she saw, through the 
smoke, the guns aimed at her from the entryway beyond. Mem darted behind her with a yelp, and then Ellis and 
William were there on either side, shields raised as well. 
 "Don't come any closer!" one of the guards snarled, but it was too late; there was a surge of bodies from outside, 
pushing Murra and the others forward. The guards didn't even manage to shoot before they were overwhelmed. One of 
them at least was embraced by a Koori man and burst into tears – Murra saw that much before she was swept through 
another unlocked door, into a narrow hall.  
 "This way," William said, grabbing her hand and pulling her ahead of the crowd, up half a flight of stairs and into a 
larger reception hall. "They'll be in the general assembly." 
 They were ahead of others as he wrenched open a set of double doors and Murra found herself face to face with 
two large men, armed with stout clubs. One swung at her and she dodged back; Mem ducked and then darted nimbly 
between them, laughing as he went. Murra held her shield up to deflect another blow, then shoved forcibly past them, 
letting the rest of the marchers crowd them into submission.  
 She broke away down the central aisle of Parliament alone, Ellis not far behind, and saw Mem dodging through 
Ministers deftly. He leapt up onto the stage when she was still halfway there and gave a whoop of triumph. Murra 
stopped short, breathlessly.  
 "Look at that," Ellis whispered in her ear, as the politicians struggled towards the aisles and were met with the 
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dead, impassive wall of shields forming as Kooris poured into the room. "There they are, Murra. Look at your 
brothers." 
 Mem was bent over Jack's chains, unlocking them, grinning at him as they spoke too quietly for her to hear. Jack 
looked stunned for a second and then his eyes drifted up, scanning the room for her. When he saw her, his face lit up. 
 "TOOK YOU LONG ENOUGH!" he shouted. 
 "STAY THERE!" she shouted back, and started forward again. Mem, seeing her struggle to get through, made a 
tight fist and then blew into something inside it. 
 There was a single moment where everything was suddenly sound – a deep bass roar that shook the dust from the 
rafters and knocked Jack sideways against a rail for a moment. When it was over, the silence in the room was 
overwhelming.  
 In the stunned, dazed quiet, Murra pushed her way to the front, past the long rows of men and women holding 
shields against the exits to the aisle, past a bewildered MP Bell who stood surrounded by them. She reached the stage 
about the same time William did, and Mem bent down to help her up onto it. Jack ran forward and swept her up in his 
arms, holding her so tight it was hard to breathe.  
 She felt herself pulled away and then Purva was throwing herself against Jack, knocking him backwards. He 
staggered and straightened, and Murra heard Ellis snort as they kissed.  
 "Look, see?" Purva said, forehead against Jack's. "We came to save you. All is well." 
 "If you keep this up I'm going to just expect it," Jack said. 
 "Oui – I will always save you." 
 Murra glanced at Mem, who was rolling his eyes. She felt a tug on her arm – William, jerking his head at the front 
of the stage. She nodded and came forward, shield still slung protectively across her body.  
 "I'm sorry for all the fuss," she said, "but we did warn you that if you didn't listen to us willingly you'd listen to us 
anyway." 
 Silence. Not even so much as a request for their demands. The men of Parliament were staring at her in terror, and 
those who had been able, in the upper audience levels, had fled.  
 "We don't intend to hurt you," she continued, "and we hope you won't try to hurt us before you've heard what 
we've come to say." 
 "This is an outrage!" Finally, a reaction – Bell, of course, shoving ineffectively against the shields surrounding him. 
"Some tinpot dictator with a few Tribals – " 
 "Tinpot dictator?" Ellis drawled, interrupting him. "Bit rich coming from you, Bell, don't you think?" 
 "And we have more than a few," Murra added. "Besides, it isn't the numbers. It's what we have, and what we can 
offer to you." 
 "May I?" William asked in her ear. "I speak the language of bureaucrats rather well." 
 She gestured for him to take her place, but Jack came forward. 
 "Here," he said, picking up a box on a stick and offering it to William. "It's a Radio Box. Talk into it and people 
outside the building will be able to hear you." 
 William lifted his eyebrows, amused, but he put the box squarely in front of him.  
 "My name is William Libris," he said. "I stand before you today as a representative of the Assembled Indigenous 
Tribes of Australia, also known as the Koori People. In this room I am the voice for all Kooris – and we have been 
without a voice for too long." 
 Several of the men and women pounded sticks or shields against the ground.  
 "Today we have a voice, and we will not allow it to be silenced. We don't intend to injure anyone, or we would 
have come with guns," he added, even as a man she recognized as a Wiradjuri elder wrestled a pistol from a Member of 
Parliament. "As you are unwilling to hear us, however, we have taken the liberty of securing Parliament for our own 
ends. We have both a presentation of our grievances and a demand of our rights." 
 William had an actual list, which he'd scribbled down on the train that morning, and Murra listened as the 
demands rolled over the silent hall. The right to vote; the right to own a business; the right to equal pay for work; access 
to public spaces, including auditoriums, offices, and dining rooms of restaurants; the right to legal retribution for 
injuries done, and the right to serve on a jury or as a judge; the right to own land, if fairly purchased; the right to 
respect, and the right to legal retribution if denied it; the right to equal scale and opportunity for promotion in the 
military; the right to admission to education in all schools; the right to hold a degree and practice professionally.  
 "These things will all be dealt with," he said, "immediately, and without delay. Some of you will be removed from 
your office – not with due process, not with legal proceedings, but today, and by force if we must. The Wiradjuri have 
appointed Elders of our tribe and of others to replace you. Any military leaders we deem unfit will be replaced by Koori 



Sam Starbuck - The Dead Isle 

248 

soldiers, and those who object to Koori commanding officers are entitled to immediate release from duties. Those who 
object and refuse this release will be dealt with legally as mutineers." 
 "You can't!" one white-haired MP stood up, finally finding his voice. "You'll bring chaos down on us! The people 
won't stand for this, boy!" 
 "I am a man," William said sharply. "My name is William Libris. You may address me as Mr. Libris, sir, or you will 
be the first to be removed." 
 "As to your grievance," Ellis said, and every head in the room turned, "It is – " 
 "Traitor!" the man shrieked. 
 "I'm an Englishman, I can't be a traitor to Australia," Ellis said smoothly.  
 "Traitor to your race!" 
 "Gladly, if this is how my race is expected to behave," Ellis snarled. Murra put her hand out and touched his, and 
he glanced at her before his face settled into more peaceful lines. "Believe me, all of you want to hear what I have to 
say. If the people don't care to accept the conditions of the assembled tribes, there will be chaos. You see, Mr. Baker 
here was on trial for a swindle – a land speculation that would have fallen through. Loans were made from many banks, 
all over the country, and gold poured into Canberra. You may think that gold is secure, but it was brought to the Lake 
Cowal Reservation long before the fraud was discovered. When you open your bank-boxes and find them full of bricks, 
your banks will fail. Your government will fail, and commerce will cease. Your economy will be destroyed." 
 "He's bluffing," Bell shouted. 
 "Am I, Bell? Send for the bank boxes, if you don't believe me, and open them here in front of everyone. The gold 
is in Wiradjuri hands. They don't have any real use for it, considering they're about to be admitted to a much more 
potent form of power, but they can just as easily hold onto it while your banks fail and there are riots in the streets. So 
if I were you I should listen to Mr. Libris. Nobody wants to see Australia destroyed because of a little land deal, I 
promise you that."  
 "You have to forgive Mr. Graveworthy," William continued. "He's a guest in this country, and he forgets a few 
things sometimes. For all the wrongs we've suffered, we're willing to forgive – we want to see the cycle ended, here, 
today, and we don't want to stand at an impasse. Which is why we are also bringing you a gift," he continued, his tone 
gentle and almost paternal. "Creationism has returned to Australia. What you see here is not the result of arms or 
manufacture. Creationism was taken from us and from you, but that is not the land's fault. Now it is given back to us." 
 He held up his hand and a small bird appeared in it, squawking and flapping away after a second. Every eye in the 
room followed its movements until it found a high open window and disappeared through it. Murra grinned and 
stepped forward. William took her hand. 
 "The Assembled Tribes are offering you the power to Create," she said, pleased at how clear her voice sounded in 
the high, echoing chamber. "We can open your borders to outside trade. I was an expatriate when I was sent away from 
Australia, but I came back. Your expatriates can come back, too – they can come home. Your children don't need to be 
taken from you. You can rejoin the world – you can offer the wealth of Australia to any country you choose." 
 "You should listen to her," Jack added eagerly. "They'd pay a pile for automobiles in America." 
 William looked at Jack and chuckled.  
 "Today, you will learn to live as equals with the people who were custodians of this island long before your 
ancestors knew it existed," William said. "In Canberra, as in Sydney and Melbourne and Brisbane and Adelaide, you will 
learn that we don't intend to take what is yours from you – only what is ours by right. We don't want to rule you. We 
want to rule with you." 
 There was a long silence, until a man in the second row of seats stood up. He looked young, much younger than 
most of his colleagues, and very frightened.  
 "Excuse me," he said, carefully. "Mr. Libris." 
 "Yes, MP…?" 
 "Oh, I'm not…" The man winced. "I'm an aide, Mr. Libris. My name's Barton." 
 "Mr. Barton," William said politely. "You have a question?" 
 "Well, it seems to me that this is pretty sudden," Barton said, and a murmur of agreement passed through the seats 
behind him. "But I'm for free trade, Mr. Libris, and your big talk of opening the borders is pretty tempting. And, 
well…nobody else seems like they're going to stand up and talk with you." 
 "Barton," a man hissed nearby. "Sit down!" 
 "Don't think I will, sir," Barton replied, without turning around. "What I want to know, Mr. Libris, is how you 
expect to get anything done now. What I mean is…do we vote to accept your offer, or how is this done? I beg your 
pardon, it's only that I've never been part of a coup before." 
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 "Me neither," William said, and glanced at Murra. She nodded. 
 "Mr. Barton," she said. "Would you like to come up here?" 
 "Why?" Barton asked warily.  
 "Because courage is rewarded," she replied, and crouched at the edge of the stage, offering her hand to the young 
aide. He eased past a row of chairs and desks, stepped onto one near the front, and took her hand for balance as he 
jumped lightly from desk to stage. She patted him on the back when he'd regained his footing, and didn't release his 
hand. 
 "See?" she said to him. "It's easy. You show us respect and we can show you the world, Mr. Barton. What do you 
think?" 
 "I've never shaken hands with a Tribal before," Barton said, glancing down at their hands.  
 "Koori," she corrected gently. 
 "Not everyone's going to agree," Barton said.  
 "Fear fades," William told him, and turned back to Parliament. Murra let go of his hand, still smiling.  
 "Any man or woman who accepts the rights of the Assembled Tribes and agrees to their grievances and demands 
is welcome to come forward," William said. "We are more than happy to greet you as equals." 
 At first there was no movement, and then another young man – another aide, from the look of it – stood up and 
offered his hand to a woman holding a shield nearby. She looked at it, looked at him, and shook it.  
 "This isn't what I expected," William muttered to her, as aides began to stand up all over the hall. Most of them 
were young, some not even fully grown – some had to struggle out of the restraining grips of their elders. One, who 
looked more like an errand boy than an aide, yelled in protest when he was grabbed, and two more young men pulled 
his captors off of him so he could dart down the row of chairs and into the protective embrace of a Wiradjuri woman. 
 "Look," Murra said, pointing, as a trio of MPs pushed past their aides to shake hands first.  
 "It's going to work," William replied, watching. "Murra, it's really going to work." 
 She felt Ellis behind her, close enough to touch, and then his hand twining through hers. He leaned forward, lips 
brushing her ear. 
 "You did it," he said. "You're nineteen years old and you just brought down a government." 
 "They did it," she corrected. "And I didn't bring anything down, Ellis." 
 "We raised them up," William agreed, as another handful of MPs, looking terrified but resolute, shook hands with 
Saturday, who leaned up and kissed one on the cheek.  
 "This is great and all," Jack remarked, "but I'm starving. They didn't give me breakfast and almost being executed 
sort of gives you an appetite." 
 Murra laughed and pulled away from Ellis, meaning to walk over to Jack and hug him, but as she moved two shots 
rang out, and someone screamed.  
 A knot of men had shoved through the barrier surrounding Bell, and two Kooris lay bleeding on the floor. Even 
as she watched, helpless, one of the men raised a revolver and shot a third between the eyes.  
 "Stop!" she shrieked, as they knocked more shields aside. "Stop it, you're hurting them!" 
 "You'll ruin everything!" William bellowed. He charged forward, only to jerk back as a bullet zipped past his head 
and buried itself in the wood behind him.  
 "No!" Murra shouted, when the nearby Kooris began to move forward. They stopped as if they'd hit a wall, 
anguish on their faces. She tried to run towards the bleeding wounded, but found herself stopped as well, the barrel of a 
gun leveled at her head.  
 Not more than fifteen feet separated her from Bell, who was standing free now, looking rumpled and holding a 
revolver. Behind him, three more men had guns aimed at her, or at William or Barton, still frozen on the stage. 
 "You're savages," Bell said. "I'd be within my right to shoot you where you stand. Tell your little army to back 
down." 
 "I won't," Murra retorted, even as cold fear trickled through her.  
 "Please," Ellis said, somewhere behind her. "Put the gun down, Bell, you can't win this." 
 "I can kill you from here," Bell snarled. "Send them away and you might live to stand trial." 
 "You can't stop them if you shoot me," Murra replied. "You can't stop us no matter what." 
 "It's pointless to shoot her, Bell," Jack called. One of the men shifted his aim as Jack edged into the periphery of 
her vision. "All you'll get is a trial." 
 "I will see you stand trial for treason," Bell said. "I will see you hanged!" 
 "Don't!" William snapped, as more Kooris moved to come forward. "Don't let one stupid little man ruin it!" 
 "Murra," Memory's anguished tone was almost enough – she didn't want him to lose his sister. Not when he had 
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lost so much. 
 "I can shoot them from where I stand," Purva said confidently. "Probably all of them. Bell at least." 
 "That won't solve anything, Purva," she said.  
 "It will make me feel much better," Purva offered. "And they will be dead. They've already killed. Law of piracy. 
You kill, you are killed. Simple. Politics begins to tire me." 
 "Put the gun away, Purva," Ellis said.  
 "Tell them to withdraw!" Bell shouted.  
 "NO!" Murra shouted back.  
 At that moment Bell flinched at the force in her voice, and apparently everyone saw their opportunity. Ellis and 
Barton were past her in an instant, running for the small group of rebels. Not fast enough, though – there was the sharp 
bark of gunfire, and she heard Jack and Memory shout denials in unison.  
 She felt a sudden pressure, a jerk against her shoulder, but no pain. And then she was falling. 
 
 
 

Address by the Rt. Hon. William Libris 
To the Third Australian Assembly 

Regarding the Brisbane Memorial Resolution (3AT-445) 
March 9, 1891 

 
 I have been asked many times why I am opposed to this resolution, and I have given the answer many times. As we 
appear to have some among us who no longer see fit to read the newspapers, however, I have asked to address you en masse, 
and I appreciate your attendance today. 
 It must be resolved – it is resolved – that the fallen of Brisbane, Colonist and Koori alike, be remembered. No less the fallen 
of Canberra, among whom I counted friends and Elders of my tribe. Their names are writ in the hearts of all the assembled 
tribes. To understand your grief is to understand our own.  
 But I cannot countenance, nor should you, the erection of jingoistic, vengeful, and brutal reminders of their deaths. On the 
day of the revolts we were not interested in death or revenge, and I speak with the voice of the Assembled Tribes when I say 
that we do not wish for death or revenge now. There are some who would even tell you that there should be repercussions, but 
if there are to be repercussions for those deaths beyond the trials of the murderers – how many more will there be for the 
treatment of Kooris when colonists came to this country? 
 My grandfather was a white man. My grandmother was raped by him. My mother was killed by an automobile and no 
one was ever held to account. My father came to Canberra with a young son and his books, and that was all. But I have chosen – 
I have chosen – to set these things aside because I do not want to see history repeating itself. Ten years ago we were Tribals and 
Whites, and terrible things were done. But I stand here before you today to say that we are all Australians. Our memories are 
too long and our dreams too big for even one generation to capture. We will remember these names, a catechism of loss and 
sacrifice, but we do not need stone or steel to tell us what we have lost. You do not need stone and steel that will become a 
rallying point for a minority of small-minded people who would seek to tear down what we have built, because we have given 
up too much – lives, blood, sweat, and even hate and fear – to build it.  
 I don't want the names of my friends and Elders who died in Brisbane and Canberra engraved on a statue, especially one 
whose sole purpose is to stir up old feuds. Australia is a bigger place than that. I want, for all time, that their names may signify 
and represent the love they had for this land. Love is not something one can carve in stone. Not even a Creationist.  
 As one of you, and as the voice of Kooris in this place, I beg you not to build monuments. We don't need them. We have 
our memories, and memory is the most powerful fuel for our shared dreams for Australia.  
 
 
 
 When Ellis and Barton ran forward, Jack saw Bell's hand tighten on the gun. He moved at the same time Memory 
did, but the other man got there first, shoving Clare – Murra, as she was apparently calling herself? – to the floor. Jack 
found himself in front of an empty space where she had been a second before, and realized too late what that meant.  
 He felt the bullet rip through him, a stab of pain and motion, and only just saw Ellis tackle Bell to the floor before 
his legs decided to give out. His knees hit the ground with a crack that spoke of a lot of future pain as well, but the 
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burning, twisting feeling in his chest was like nothing he'd ever felt and there was little room in his body for more than 
the agony racing up his left side.  
 There were scuffling noises nearby, and throughout the hall he heard cries of pain. He turned his head, struggling 
for breath, and saw that people were watching – some were holding others back, but nobody was fighting. And that 
was…good? Probably good? Hard to think, with the feeling of blood running down his chest and back, and the sluggish 
pulse in his veins.  
 Someone's hands were on his shoulders. A voice in his ear was yelling for Saturday, but he didn't know where she 
was. He tried to gesture, found his arm wouldn't work, and lifted his other arm to see why. When he brought his hand 
up to his eyes, it was streaked in blood.   
 The pain was fading. That was probably just as well. The whole world seemed soft, and the voices were very 
distant –  
 And then he screamed as someone pushed him to the ground and pressed their hands directly over the wound, 
screamed and screamed in pain at the white-hot stab of agony. And fire, too, God, he was burning –  
 "Stop struggling, you stupid bastard!" Memory said. "I've got to cauterize it!" 
 Cauterize meant fire, more fire, and he redoubled his efforts to get whoever it was off his chest so it would stop 
hurting. He screamed again when he felt his skin crackle, smelled the sick odor of burning flesh.  
 "Jack, breathe in," someone else ordered, and Jack almost resolved stubbornly not to until they stopped hurting 
him, but then they held his nose closed and he gasped in a breath instinctively.  
 "Good, the lung's not hit and his heart's fine," the same voice. "Blood's stopped. Murra!" 
 "I…" Jack managed, gasping for air again as the pressure suddenly eased. The pain was still there, but someone 
was holding his head in something soft and at least they'd stopped twisting the knife or whatever it was. No, a bullet; 
he'd been shot, hadn't he?  
 "He's not dead," a voice said, and Jack was able to identify it as Saturday. Well, good; she was a doctor, she ought 
to know.  
 He turned his head slightly and his nose bumped the rough, dusty fabric of Purva's trousers. Oh, Purva; that was 
good too. She said something in French, but he was focusing beyond her – to where Ellis had Bell in a choke-hold, 
pretty impressive actually. Although there was a body beyond them, a horrible body with the top of its head missing. 
 And Clare, taut with rage, face incandescent with it, blood – oh, probably his, sad thought – on her shirt, standing 
face to face with Bell.  
 "You shot my brother!" she raged. Jack smiled, pleased that she thought of him that way.  
 "Then kill me," Bell sneered. 
 "You'd like that!" she shouted. "Don't think I can't. I could reach into your chest and pull your still-beating heart 
out. Any one of us could kill you before you knew you were dead. Don't think we can't." 
 "Murra." That was Ellis, looking worried. Jack would be too if he were that close to Clare – Murra? – when she 
was angry.  
 "But the difference between us is that we choose not to," she said, and for a minute he thought she was going to 
prove herself wrong because she did put out her hand. But instead of ripping his heart out, which would actually have 
been pretty satisfying to Jack, she pressed her palm flat over his chest. "You want to kill? Find out what you've done." 
 Jack watched through narrow eyes, his blood still roaring in his ears, as Bell stiffened and a look of horror crossed 
his face. He started breathing fast, the way Jack felt like breathing, and then sagged down, almost dragging Ellis with 
him.  
 "Feel that?" Murra demanded. "Do you feel my grief? If he dies, believe me, you'll feel more." 
 Bell began to sob. "Make it stop!"  
 You said it, Jack quietly agreed. Every inhale brought with it a jolt of nerve-rending pain.  
 "Clare," he croaked, and she stepped back and left the weeping wreck of Bell to Ellis, who eased him to the 
ground and stood over him. 
 "Hey, Jack," she said, kneeling on the floor – she was going to get more blood on her clothes, he thought wildly. 
"Howya doing?" 
 "I'll live?" he ventured. She gave an almost hysterical laugh. 
 "Yeah, you'll live, I think. Saturday's going to take you to a hospital, okay? Saturday and Ellis. ELLIS!" she called, 
and soon there were hands helping Jack up – oh, that really hurt. 
 "Right," Ellis's voice. "Jack, I have to carry you. Saturday's gone with Mem to find an auto. This is going to hurt, 
trust me, I know." 
 Jack laughed hysterically. "We'll have matching scars." 
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 "Good man. Ready? One, two – " 
 Agony ripped up his body and Jack had only a brief second in which to register his objection to being shot before 
the world went black. 
 
 

Excerpt of Lecture Transcript 
Intro to Lumocomposition in Journalism (ARTS 201) 

 
College of Journalism, University of Canberra 
Lecture by: Dina Wiradjuri, Professor of Lumojournalism 
 
 There were a lot of Lumeras in the city on the day of the Canberra Revolt and many quick-minded people who used them 
to document the beginning of the Revolt. I assume you've all done the reading, so you'll have seen the pictures of the interior of 
the Parliament House and the "Day Of" compilation covering reactions in the city, and you should also be familiar with the 
emotionally shocking images from Brisbane. But I think you all – even our international students – will be intimately familiar, 
from your history textbooks, with the most famous of the Lumos taken that day on the steps of Canberra Parliament House.  
 Now, there are some, and nobody knows this better than I do, who still say that it is ironic or even objectionable that this 
lumo represents the day. A white man, shot in the chest by another white man and being carried by a third, is perhaps an 
inappropriate icon for a day that is celebrated for the triumph of the Assembled Tribes. This is a composition class, however, so 
we're not going to argue about politics here. As with many Wiradjuri of my generation, I was in Parliament that day, and I'm 
not interested in debating whether it should be a picture of me or any other Koori who was there. Art is intimately connected 
with politics, but it's not always appropriate to discuss them together.  
 I want you to study the positioning and the use of contrast and light in the lumo, as well as the inadvertent reference to 
European Christian iconography. Note that we have this figure here, Graveworthy, at the absolute center of the composition 
with a near perfect symmetry of the steps on either side. There's a slight asymmetry here, where one of the doors above is 
positioned only half-open, but if you'll remember our discussion of the Mona Lisa, this background asymmetry can be very 
compelling.  
 Have a look at the shape of the man he's carrying. We have Baker's head cradled on his rescuer's shoulder, with his legs 
interrupting the line of Graveworthy's arm on the other side. Note also the contrast on their chests – two very light white shirts, 
with this chaotic spatter of blood down the arms.  
 We see a parallel to this in our next slide, in Christian imagery of the Madonna, in what is called the Pieta pose. Here you 
see Mary cradling her grown son across her lap, and if we can reverse slide briefly you can see the similarity in the way 
Graveworthy and Baker are captured by the Lumera.  
 The lumo moves from the realm of static imagery to the realm of story when we see also this detail in the corner, here, 
which is occasionally cropped out but I feel vitally important to an understanding of the piece as a whole. There is an uplifted 
hand rising out of the lower right of the frame, quite obviously the hand of a Koori, most likely belonging to Saturday 
Wiradjuri, the doctor who attended Baker at the scene.  
 So we see in this image something more than one man carrying another. This becomes the story of an injured man being 
taken from the place of his attack to a place of safety and healing, illustrated by the hand waiting to receive him. Moreover, the 
fact that it is a Koori hand extended to a white individual expresses an uneasy combination of racial tension and harmony. We 
will see this over and over again in lumos of the era: the significance of Koori hands and Colonial hands outstretched towards 
each other or grasping each other during important moments in the civil rights process.  
 Finally, examine the expressions on their faces. The art of the lumo is equal parts timing, skill, and luck: consider whether 
this piece would be as compelling were it not for Graveworthy's expression of anguish and the contrasting expression of peace 
on the unconscious Baker's face. Especially in the days after the event, when it was uncertain if Baker would survive, this was a 
cathartic image on a number of levels – fear for Baker himself, fear for the future of Colonial Australia's power monopoly, and 
fear for the future of Australia as a whole. This image touched off emotion in the country, which is what brought it so often 
before the public eye, and that in turn has made it a work of extreme historical significance.  
 Now, let's move from this chaotic, disturbing image to a more positive and controlled companion image. This is a portrait 
of Murra-Clare Fields, taken about two months after the Canberra Revolt. As a formal lumo, everything in it is carefully chosen, 
from the masculine Colonial clothing – note the waistcoat, which no middle-class Colonial woman of the day would dream of 
wearing – to the scroll in her left hand. 
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 In the days after they took Parliament, Ellis didn't remember sleeping much. There was too much to do, and 
though he had only a peripheral hand in most of it he was still required to be present. Libris, he knew, was using him; 
using a white foreigner to quell the fears of Koori violence, using a white supporter of the Koori cause to imply a 
certain amount of racial cooperation where it didn't necessarily exist. At least, not voluntarily. Ellis didn't mind; Libris 
needed him, and he'd played worse parts before.  
 Libris himself gave speech after speech, especially during the terrible hot afternoon of the Revolt, when word 
arrived from seemingly every city in Australia that Kooris had taken and held, without violence, the hearts of each: 
banks, merchant halls, meeting-houses, local government seats –  
 Except in Brisbane. In Brisbane, there had been riots.  
 There was fear and tension humming in everyone, Koori and white alike, fear that violence would break out (and 
he knew that one thrown bottle, one punch, was all it would have taken). When the news arrived of the rioting in 
Brisbane, he thought Libris would never hold Canberra. But the white population seemed paralyzed by the strangeness 
of it all, and William Libris was not a man to let go lightly. 
 In different circumstances, the Assembled Tribes might have resorted to violence; non-violence was a choice, even 
after Murra had forced memories of the Battle of the Pyramids on them, and they could have tried to take lives to 
avenge the Wiradjuri dead who lay in state in Parliament. But Jack's defense of Murra on the stage that day, and the 
surprising speed with which he himself and young Barton had reacted to the assault, had made an impression on the 
Kooris present. They were willing to take a chance that words could resolve things faster than weapons.  
 When Ellis could have slept, he wrote instead: page after page, documenting what he felt and saw, what others 
told him. He had never seen a revolution so bloodless, even for the three dead in Canberra and the nineteen in 
Brisbane. When he ran out of words he could have slept, but instead he visited Purva and brought her food as she sat 
by Jack, who lay feverish and unresponsive in a crisp hospital bed. She never once cried, but the one time someone 
tried to take her from Jack's side she almost slit their throat. They left her alone after that.  
 Libris finally spoke himself hoarse days after the revolt, giving up to rest his voice and writing speeches for others 
to deliver – most often Memory, young as he was, who had cachet as Murra's brother and a bellow when he wanted to 
be heard. Libris asked for Murra, at first, but she had no time for speeches, too busy organizing the rest of the world to 
her satisfaction. When Port Darwin's military revolted, she sent Plater north to take control of the Koori soldiers and 
put down the mutiny; when the banks demanded their gold or threatened failure, she set people to work unearthing the 
buried gold and transporting it from the Res back to Canberra. She found empty houses for Koori families who had 
come from outside the city. And half the time, when Ellis slunk in late at night to see Purva and Jack, she was there as 
well.  
 "How are you staying on your feet?" he asked, sitting down next to her in a hospital chair while Purva slept on a 
cot next to Jack's bed and Jack himself slept on, unheeding. It was ten days since the shooting; Jack's fever was only 
recently broken, and evidence of it remained in his sunken cheeks and the pallor of his skin.  
 "I don't know," she answered, leaning against his shoulder. "It has to be done, so we do it. If we don't, it all slips 
away. For that matter," she added, looking up at him, "you look like you're about to fall over yourself." 
 "Well, let's not make it a race," he drawled, and she laughed.  
 "No, I won't race you to exhaustion; you're old and liable to collapse," she teased, threading her fingers through 
his.  
 "Not so old," he answered. "Though I do feel it just now." 
 "No, not so old," she agreed. Her hand tightened briefly. "Not too old, Ellis?" 
 "Too old for what?" he asked. 
 "Well," she said. "Not too old for me." 
 "For you?" The sleep deprivation must be affecting him; he couldn't fathom what she meant. 
 "In another few days," she said, ignoring him, "Parliament's going to reopen. There will be ships leaving Australia's 
ports for the world outside. Letters to expatriates will go out in the first international post in decades. Merchants are 
sending offers of goods for sale. Diplomatic letters will be sent to other governments. I almost think it's too soon." 
 "No, I think not. If we don't change everything now, while people are too confused to understand – you're right, 
it'll slip away from us." 
 "I need to ask you for a favor," she said.  
 "Oh?" 
 "Someone needs to take the news ahead of the ships. It'll take them ages to reach Europe, longer to reach 
America. Someone needs to tell the world. I need to send you home, Ellis." 
 "Home," he said. "England. You need to send me home. On the airship?" 
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 "That's right. Maybe…maybe Jack too, so he can rest, away from all this. But I don't want you to go." 
 "Of course you don't," he said. "I'm splendid, after all." 
 She laughed. "You are, Ellis. It's just…I can't go back. They need me here. And I worry if I send you home, I'll 
never see you again." 
 "Of course you will, Clare. Murra." 
 She smiled. "Murra-Clare on formal occasions." 
 "It's a mouthful. Such an inconvenience, you are," he teased. 
 "Hm, perhaps," she replied, smiling as well. "The point is that you have to go, and I don't want you to go. I love 
you, you know." 
 He had thought, if he ever heard it, that it would be under more appropriate circumstances and it would 
be…earthshattering, life-changing. He'd thought he'd have a clever reply. 
 Instead he just said, "Ah." 
 "Ah?" 
 "Not too old for you," he said. "I see now." 
 "And?" 
 "You're young. And this has all been…exciting. Romantic. Dare I say, sweeping and epic," he said. "But I wonder 
if you know your own heart, or if you simply think – I don't know." 
 "Don't know what?" 
 "I don't know if you love me, or if you love what I've given you," he said. "Which is to say, Australia." 
 She smiled. "I'm pretty sure it wasn't yours to give in the first place, and I don't remember asking your permission. 
I'm currently in the process of leading a revolution, and if I can run a country I would think that I know when I'm in 
love and when I'm infatuated. And the proper response to what I said," she added, leaning back so she could look at 
him, "is either I'm sorry or I love you too." 
 "Well, thank you for that lesson, Madam Fields," he said, leaning forward. "What about this?" 
 As kisses went, he had to admit that the setting was proper: in a hospital ward in the middle of a revolution, late at 
night and aching with tiredness, was precisely how he would have written it. In the moment, however, all he could think 
of was Murra's hand on his cheek, the small noise of surprise she made when he kissed her, the way she kissed back. 
Not the fleeting, confusing kiss on the Res, what seemed like ages ago, but a real and proper one, singing with promise.  
 "And after all that," he said, when she broke the kiss, "you want me to leave you and go back to England." 
 "Well, I don't want you to," she answered. "But you're becoming a little useless to me here." 
 He laughed and kissed her again, and would have kissed her a third time but there was a moan from the bed.  
 "Holy hell," Jack croaked. When Ellis looked over, his eyes were open and bright. "You couldn't find anywhere 
else to court but my deathbed?" 
 "Jack!" Murra shouted, and Jack winced and Purva woke up, knife at the ready, and then she shouted too, and 
after a moment Ellis wisely left him to their relieved fussing and went to find a doctor.  
 
 
 

Letter Dated February, 1892 
Elizabeth Jackson to Gregory Anderson 

 
Original, donated by Gregory Anderson, may be found on permanent exhibit in the Expatriate Collection at the Australian History 
Museum, Canberra. 
 
To my own dear brother Gregory Anderson, London, England, 
 
 Well! Australia has been in an uproar these past weeks thanks to your friend, Miss Fields, and no mistake. I can't even 
begin to tell you the chaos we've seen and the uncertainty we've felt, but fortunately we seem to have pulled through unscathed 
and I wanted to tell you we were safe, before you saw the newspaper reports about what's happened here in Brisbane. I imagine 
you're a fretter – father was.  
 I am so sorry to have to tell you of our father's death. Please don't be sad, though; he lived a long life marred only by 
losing you, and our lives here have been good. I hope that, grief aside, you will be happy to have this letter. I only wish father 
could have seen the letter you wrote to him. 
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 I was so very glad to receive that letter myself, and to know that you're well. You have always been in my thoughts. I 
never hoped to see you again but to have a letter made me nearly cry for joy, and every time I think that I might actually get to 
see my own big brother I start to cry again. It's very upsetting to my husband, Richard. He sends his regards, as do your nieces – 
they are two little girls who would very much love to meet their uncle, and I am enclosing a lumo of them so you'll know what 
they look like.  
 All fuss aside, it is exciting to know that Australia will be taking her place in the world and we quite support all this new 
development, so we are happy to see our country moving forward. I'm sure we feel very patriotic about it, but all I can think of 
when I read about the ships preparing to leave our ports is that you might be allowed to come home. I know you probably think 
England is your home now, but you should know that you have a home here, as well, and our spare room is all prepared should 
you decide to visit. I don't know if you can be spared (Mr. Graveworthy tells me you do very important work for the 
government there) so if you are unable to make the journey we will come to you. It makes no difference to me.  
 Write as soon as possible and tell me if we may expect you or if we ought to buy tickets on the next ship departing for 
England. I know it will be months before I see you either way, but Australia is full of hope and soon I think all our scattered 
children will come home again, even if it is only to visit their sisters who love them. 
 I am sending this letter with your friend Graveworthy, who seems to me the most decent kind of man even if he's 
responsible for a good deal of trial and tribulation just now. Be kind to him; he looks like he could use a little kindness. I am also 
sending a small tin of sweets of the sort you used to like, though who knows if they'll still be any good by the time you get them.  
 
 Your sister, still, 
  Elizabeth Jackson (nee Anderson) 
 
 
 
 Jack decided, on the day they touched down in England, that Graveworthy's butler couldn't possibly be human. 
 It had been a long few weeks, but the HMA Clare Fields (Purva wouldn't let him rename it, saying it was bad luck) 
was still faster than any ship Australia could send, and as soon as he was well enough to travel they set out again for 
England. They left the same day as the first ships leaving port at Sydney and after several ships delivering to Port 
Darwin had already left with news, but he pushed the airship's engine to its limit and – he later found – beat the fastest 
ship to Europe by an entire week.  
 They landed with much less fuss than the last time he'd landed her, and Purva wouldn't even let him help prop the 
ship, not that he could have done much with one arm still in a sling. It was probably just as well, since he still tired 
easily, but his shorter shifts in the pilot's chair meant that Ellis and Purva had to take longer shifts and that took its toll 
too.  
 He followed them up to the house, Ellis's house in Cambridge, unreal and so green after the heat and dust of 
Australia. When Ellis knocked on the door, his servant Nicholas answered. 
 "Mr. Graveworthy," the man said, utterly unsurprised. "Glad to see you home, sir. Shall I draw a bath?" 
 "Three," Ellis answered.  
 "Ah…" Nicholas looked past him to Jack and Purva, standing together on the step. "I hope Miss Fields – " 
 "Oh! Hell. No, she's fine," Ellis said. "We…well, Nicholas, Purva de la Fitte; Purva, this is Nicholas, my butler. 
Miss Fields had other matters to attend to. She won't be joining us. Miss de la Fitte is a guest of Mr. Baker." 
 "Very good, sir. This way, sirs, ma'am." 
 "Don't bother with a message going to London – we won't be here long. Bath and a meal and then – " 
 "Three tickets to London. I'll see to it," Nicholas said. 
 "Has there been anything about Australia in the news?" Ellis asked. 
 "No, sir." 
 "Good – we beat them home, Jack," he said with a grin. 
 "Course we did," Jack said, grinning back. "Someone mentioned a bath, didn't they?" 
 Ten minutes later Jack found himself once more in one of the glorious bathtubs of Ellis's house, soaking carefully 
so that his bandage wouldn't get soggy. Thirty minutes found him in the kitchen, eating, and an hour found them all in 
fresh clothing, waiting at the train station for the ten o'clock to London.  
 "Are you worried about Murra?" Jack asked, as Ellis fidgeted on the platform. 
 "Of course. But we won't have any news for days, I imagine, and if something goes wrong we won't know for 
weeks after," he replied. "I'm a professional; I have news for my country." 
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 "I am not worried," Purva said. "And if you are, you're a fool. She is fine." 
 "Thank you, Purva, for that wholly unencouraging remark," Ellis sighed. 
 "She is strong and fast, and very smart. Fine," Purva repeated. "The danger is over. Now is all…boring," she said, 
making a dismissive gesture. "Talking. I think," she said, turning to Jack, "That we'll go back to Australia, oui, and you 
will see she is fine, and then you will take me to Barataria, like you did promise." 
 "Let's just get to London first," Ellis said, as the train came in to view. There was no more time for talk while the 
train roared in and they began gathering bags that had been packed for them, Ellis's mainly full of notebooks for his 
editor. Purva took Jack's from him and slung it onto the train, then followed it up; Ellis gave Jack a look that clearly said 
he'd asked for life with a pirate, and then followed her.  
 Jack lingered on the platform for a moment, drinking in the sight of it: a big old greasy steaming smoking train, 
pulling paint-chipped, iron-wheeled wooden carriages filled with people. The very first love of his life.  
 He put a hand to the side of the carriage and leaned in close. 
 "Hiya," he said softly. "Just wait till you see what I have for you." 
 Then he gripped the step-rail and climbed aboard, and was still standing in the aisle when the train jerked to life 
and began the rattling journey to London. 
 
 
 

EPILOGUE 
 

Clipped from the Canberra Times, Morning Edition 
 

CEREMONY OF WELCOME 
 
PICTURED: At left, first returning Expatriate Gregory Anderson is greeted by sister Elizabeth Jackson and family as he 
disembarks from the HMS Racecourse in Sydney. At right, returning visitors Mr. Jack Baker and Miss Purva de la Fitte accept 
welcome wreaths from the newly-formed Association for the International Advancement of Engineering and representatives of 
several automobile manufacturers. Center, Murra-Clare Fields, Memory Fields, and William Libris (MP - Canberra), with 
representatives of Colonial and Koori Joint Parliament, ceremonially welcome newly appointed British Ambassador to Australia 
Ellis Graveworthy.  
 
 
 
 That evening, after all the lumos had been taken and the journalists satisfied with quotes, Ellis sank into a deep 
couch, leaned back in relief, and accepted the drink Jack passed him. 
 The Sydney Grand Hotel had offered the new ambassador to Australia a suite for his first week's stay in Australia 
before departing for Canberra, and Ellis was glad now that he'd accepted. Someone else could worry about life's 
incidentals for a few days, while he got his feet under him now that he was back. The reception room was pretty, and 
big enough for both himself and his guests tonight.  
 "How long will you stay in Australia, Mr. Baker?" Anderson's sister asked, from the table where they'd been sitting 
and speaking quietly for the last half hour. Ellis didn't begrudge the man a little time to catch up with his family; 
Elizabeth Jackson and her children had made the journey all the way from Brisbane, after all. Besides, after weeks of 
conferences and politics with Anderson in London and plenty of time spent sharing a stateroom with him on the more 
sedate steamer journey back to Australia, he felt inclined to be generous. 
  "Not too long," Jack said, glancing at Purva, who was studying the bookcase, looking for new reading material. 
She glanced back and smiled. "Purva and I are taking the airship to America, as soon as it's ready. I have to make sure it 
didn't get knocked around on the voyage down here in the hold. And I'd like to refit the propellers with an auto engine, 
but if it doesn't work we can always buy coal." 
 "You have to stay at least a few weeks, Jack," Murra said, settling on the arm of Ellis's chair. He reached up and 
ran his fingers down the small of her back, hidden from view of the others. She twisted, giving him a smile. "Come to 
Canberra, get underfoot a bit, bask in your reputation as a hero." 
 "Well, yeah. If I do refit the airship it'll be at least a month," Jack agreed. "And the AIAE – what a mouthful – 
needs help getting off the ground. But I can't just please you anymore, you know. I have Purva to think of." 
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 "Oh, you usually please me," Purva answered, while Murra laughed. "Mr. Anderson, we can find you an Australian 
bride, I think? Something in the air, I am sure of it." 
 "I shudder to think, de la Fitte," Anderson said with a smile. "Besides, I'm sure you all have much more important 
work to do." 
 "As do you," Ellis reminded him. 
 "Nonsense. You're the Ambassador. I'm just a lowly lieutenant in your office. We're expected to skive off and live 
immorally. You know," Anderson said to his sister, "he's never been my boss before." 
 "I'm sure he'll keep you in line," she answered, and his reply was interrupted by a knock on the door. Anderson's 
nieces ran into the room in their nightdresses, demanding kisses goodnight from Miss Fields and Mama, then begging 
Uncle to put them to bed with a story. 
 "Nothing that breaks the Crown Secrets Act," Ellis called, as Anderson took them by the hands to lead them away.  
 "Mr. Graveworthy's a bore," they heard Anderson say to the girls as they walked down the hallway.  
 Mrs. Jackson stood, smoothing her dress. "I should go make sure they don't pester him. He's a lovely man but he's 
not very used to children, I think…" 
 "We should go too," Jack added, as Purva took a book off the shelf and tucked it under one arm. "The Harrison 
automobile company's holding a reception for me tomorrow, and I was promised a look at their new engine." 
 "Don't sign anything," Ellis said.  
 "Thank you, Ambassador," Jack replied mockingly. Purva took his elbow, shooting Murra a knowing look. 
"Onward to adventure! And Engineering!" he called, as they left.  
 "So," Murra said, as he moved over so she could slip down into the corner of the couch. "I hear you're a diplomat 
now." 
 "Never believe it," he answered. "I'm gathering inspiration for my next novel, that's all." 
 "I suspected as much. You're not a very good writer, you know," she teased. 
 "Well, I'm still practicing," he said, settling an arm around her shoulders. "How are you, Murra?" 
 "Tired. Still settling in, still learning things. Happy to see you," she said softly. "You?" 
 "Eager to hear all the things you've done since I've been away. The trip here was excessively boring. Not a single 
pirate or a crash on a storm-tossed beach."  
 "Probably just as well." She leaned sideways and kissed him, then let her forehead rest against his. He allowed 
himself a rare moment of quiet, of peace; God knew he probably wouldn't have much of either in the near future.  
 Not that he minded – they had so much good work to do, and she was here.  
 "Welcome to Australia, Ambassador," Murra said, and Ellis laughed.   
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AFTERWORD 
 
 It's difficult to put The Dead Isle in the chronology of books I've written. It seems like I've been writing it forever; it 
took me twenty minutes to do the backwards-counting and figure out that I started work on Jack & Ellis – what was to 
become The Dead Isle – in late 2007. It falls into that weird space after I finished Nameless but before I rewrote it, when I 
was still working on developing enough skill as a writer of original fiction to produce something worth reading. Jack 
and Ellis are both drawn from fanfic, in fact, as to some extent is Clare.  
 The Dead Isle has been a very difficult book, not only because of its length and the many, many rewrites I've had to 
do in order to get it up to snuff, but because it deals so intimately with class and race, and with a racial conflict in a far-
off country that I didn't know much about when I started writing it. I've spent a long time studying the history of 
Australia: the convoluted process of its "discovery" by European explorers, the dire decades of Transportation, and the 
experiences of its Indigenous peoples, not only before and during Transportation but during the painful, terrible events 
that created the Stolen Generation. Writing as a member of a traditionally privileged group, from an outside culture, I 
worked hard to try and portray that suffering and that struggle. 
 Five years ago this was probably me biting off more than I could chew. Still, even then I knew that I didn't want to 
write the "monomyth" – the outsider who joins a less-privileged community and rescues it from threat. I wanted this to 
be the story, in part, of a people who raised themselves up, and in so doing elevated society as a whole to something 
better. I have no illusions that there is any quick fix for this sort of problem in real life, but I wanted to use fiction to 
show the power and thrill that could accompany such an event. That's what stories are sometimes for: to show us how 
much better it could be, and to plant the idea that such a task is a difficult but glorious undertaking for anyone involved.  
 Steampunk is, by necessity, a negotiation between the pleasure of creative play and the reality of the culture that 
spawned its aesthetic. There is no getting round the fact that the historical setting Steampunk fetishizes – predominantly 
Victorian-era Europe, with its penny dreadfuls, new industrialism, and artisan craftsmanship trappings – was also a time 
of imperialism and colonialism, racism and classism. The Victorian era is intimately, inseparably tied to British 
imperialism and occupation, the arrogant psuedo-anthropology of African exploration and exploitation, and the 
existence of an industralized and disposable urban underclass. I couldn't write an adventure of engineering and flight 
and fabulous waistcoats without writing a story about colonization, isolationism, and uprising. The more I studied 
history, the more that became vividly evident.  
 Believe it or not, it took me from the publication of Nameless in 2009 until now to realize that all my writing is 
about masking: the social illusions we create, the power of anonymity to protect the voice in the darkness, the way our 
perceptions of people change in different settings, and the courage it takes to show one's face when a higher duty 
demands it. The Dead Isle began as a silly fantasy written to explore a genre, but it became a meditation on truth and 
illusion and how they influence power. 
 Also, there are flying boats.  
 I am supremely proud of this giant chunk of prose, as I am with every book that makes it this far. I've enjoyed 
writing it, and I hope you've enjoyed reading it just as much. I'll see you at the end of my next book, which I hope will 
be as honest and as conscious of its roots as The Dead Isle has been.  
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