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Caricature of the serial killer Jack The
Ripper, penned by an artist unknown.

“Springheel” Jack the
Ripper Captured!
By Kent Whittington
In events befitting this time of year,
this reporter can now confirm beyond
any reasonable doubt that “Springheel”
Jack the Ripper has indeed been captured!
This is not only confirmed by Scotland
Yard authorities, but by agents of the
Motherhouse as well as your intrepid
reporter. Yes, the Ripper has been caught,
and those responsible for his actions
are now under arrest and awaiting
trial. According to Motherhouse agents
Johannes Abraham and Isabella Stanton,
several nights of tracking the devil had
garnered results most intriguing.
For several weeks now, Agents
Abraham and Stanton have been
patrolling the Whitechapel district in
hopes of locating the Ripper’s lair. As
many of you know, Whitechapel has a
reputation for crime and the scene of
many of the Ripper’s gruesome attacks.
It was during one such patrol last week
when Abraham and Stanton caught sight
of a shadowy figure skirting its way along
the district’s rooftops. Rather than give
chase, the agents decided to follow as
best as they could, hoping to discover
more about the creature.
The creature lead the two into a
nearby shipyard and entered a currently
derelict fishery. The two followed,
making their way to the entrance.

“Before we could enter,” Mrs. Stanton
said, “Johannes and I heard chanting
coming from the other side of the door.
Rather than rush in blindly we had
decided to observe. We found a nearby
window that had been broken into in
the building’s past and could hear the
chanting much more distinctly than
before.”
“I bid Isabella to use the infrared
lenses attached to her goggles to
determine their numbers and general
location within the building, “Mr.
Abraham continued. “After several
minutes, Isabella had found nothing
and failing, we entered very carefully
and quietly, so as not to arouse anyone’s
suspicions. We drew our weapons and
searched the building, moving stealthily
toward the opposite side.
“As we moved closer to the center
of the building the chanting became more
distinct; something like Latin, but more
guttural. I could detect a thickness in
the air that made it difficult to breathe,
though it did not seem to deter those
who were chanting and I began to surmise
that they were, in fact, the cause.”
The agents described the scene
to me as they reached the source of the
chanting; nine figures sat in what to
Stanton and Abraham’s opinion was a
‘magic circle of power.’ They described
the circle as being drawn in chalk on the
floor in Satanic script which glowed a
reddish hue, growing more intense as the
figures continued their ritual. Standing
in the center of the group, with his arms
outstretched at his sides, was Jack, clad in
his helmet and sackcloth garments that
seemed to shimmer and ripple as it slowly
faded from his body.
As the two watched, the devilish
clothing and features of Jack were
replaced by those of a tall man clad in
gentlemen’s attire. What was interesting
to note was that, while he and his
clothing had transformed, the boots
had not. Stanton described the boots as
mechanical in nature; polished leather
surrounded by metallic bracings and a
steam driven armature connected to a
pneumatic spring in the heel of each boot.
“We deduced that the man in
question was part of a secret cabal,”
Stanton said, “and that the boots were a
vessel for a possessing demon. We were
not aware of the nature of the cabal, but
surmised that they worshipped the demon,
who used the boots to possess one of
their own in order to commit murder and
mayhem.”
Before they could be discovered,
Stanton and Abraham opened fire on
the men with their ‘lightning guns,’
incapacitating them. The figure in the

center, momentarily shielded by the
others, instantaneously transformed
back into Jack and, with what the two
described as “the most devilish grin
imaginable,” leapt from the circle and
came to rest on a support beam above
them.
As the two watched, Jack began to
prance about and dance, taunting the
two. Jack surprised them at that point
by kneeling down across the iron beam,
supported by his hands, and began reciting
poetic prose, which I have added here for
you, the reader, to consider.
Thee and thine,
Shall see me dine
Upon the souls I take.
Thee and thine,
Shall drink my wine,
From the blood I make.
Have a care,
Foolish pair,
Always watch your back,
For if you don’t,
I’ll have your throat
And your soul belongs to Jack!
Jack smiled a grin so wide then
that it literally stretched ear to ear,
so the two claim. It was at that very
moment that Abraham acted, firing his
lightning gun not at Jack, but at the iron
crossbeam. “As iron is a metal, it conducts
electricity,” Abraham stated, “It was not
difficult to determine that if one could
electrify the beam, Jack would receive
the full voltage through his exposed
body”
Indeed, this proved to be the case
as a stunned Jack, receiving the shock,
fell from the beam to the floor, breaking
the neck of his possessed victim in the
process. Jack rippled and faded from the
man’s features once again, revealing the
dead gentleman and ending the terror of
“Springheel” Jack the Ripper once and for
good.
Scotland Yard was quickly notified
and apprehended the remaining nine
men and the corpse of the tenth man.
The Yard refuses, at this writing, to
disclose the identity of the possessed
gentleman and this reporter suspects
a cover-up; that the gentleman in
question is part of London’s upper crust.
As to the whereabouts of the strange
boots, they have been entrusted to the
Motherhouse for safekeeping, as the
agents therein suspect the boots to
be the direct link between the wearer
and the possessing demon. I am assured
that the boots are in safe keeping,
locked away in a vault away from
prying eyes and, for the moment, safe.

that these elegant ladies who rushed to
young women’s aid utilized their fans as
some sort of weapon! Apparently, these
seemingly ordinary accessories to women
of a certain class bore fierce metal blades,
which the defenders used to slice and jab
at the attacker’s face. Scotland Yard did
apprehend one of these ruffians, and he
had similar wounds to what was described,
across his face, neck and arms.

Courtesans Armed
with Deadly Fans Seek
Justice!
Well, dear readers, this is a strange
world we live in! At one time doxies and
Dollymops could be only found walking
the docks or down dark allies, but in this
modern day and age, London boasts a high
calibre of “women of questionable morals.”
These women have assumed the title of
“Courtesan”, and have attributed certain
high-class qualities to the term. Today, a
courtesan must be cultured, she must be
educated, she must speak several foreign
languages, and she must be well-travelled.
Courtesans only purchase clothing on
London’s high-streets, they travel in black
hansome cabs, and they never seek out
clients themselves. They operate solely
on a referral basis, leaving their elegant
cards on the desks of their clients, who
then pass it along to similar like-minded
individuals. It is certainly not unheard of
for gentlemen to commission such a woman
for an evening at the theatre, or as a
companion on a business trip to Europe, or
invite such a woman to share the holidays.
Therefore, courtesans are skilled in the
art of conversation, they are gracious
hostesses, they remain up to date on
current events, and they have been trained
in all of the protocols of high society.
All of this, dear readers, we knew.
However, this reporter has uncovered
some startling reports from night
watchmen of Scotland Yard, tales which
are both alarming and riveting. Several
constables have encountered women on
the streets who have just been attacked,
their purses stolen, their clothing torn,
and these women claim that the assault
might have gone much further, had an
elegant lady bearing a fan not stepped in
and fended off the attackers! This in itself
would be astounding and strange, but
these women go on to describe a method
of self-defence that is frankly ridiculous!
The constables’ reports clearly state

Furthermore, the attack itself was
described more like a seductive pas de deux
than a brawl. The women moved with the
grace of dancers, the fans snapping open
and closed like a butterfly’s wing. These
women never said a word to the women
they saved; they simply disappeared into
the darkness. Of course Scotland Yard
is aware of a long-standing tradition
for Ladies of the Evening to carry small,
concealable weapons on their person,
to discourage the tempers of their
clients. But such a weapon as has been
described has never been seen on the
streets of London before! According to
this reporter’s research, the fan with
articulated blades can be traced all the
way to Japan, where the fan is utilized by
the Japanese equivalent to a courtesan,
a geisha, as an aid during their signature
dances. In Japan fans are so detailed and
expertly painted they are considered a
work of art, and the movement of the
fan in dance to be as beautiful and fluid
as a poem. However, said women do on
occasion require a means of defence, so
a geisha’s fan was altered slightly to
bear barbed spikes, as well as the sticks
utilized to pin hair. These two items were
the perfect camouflage for weapons, as
a proper geisha is never without either,
withdrawing them was expected by their
clients, and a sudden strike proves an
effective deterrent. Then the weapon is
returned to its place, either in the hair,
or hanging by a silk cord from the wrist,
ensuring that any passers-by never see
a geisha holding a weapon: just one of
their pretty accessories. In Japan, these
defensive fans are known as “Tessen”.
An anonymous source first identified
these women as courtesans to Scotland
Yard, based on a description of the attack
by one of the witnesses. A conversation
with this anonymous source revealed more
truths to the history of fans in female
society:
Anonymous: “The language of the fan
dates back hundreds of years. It is a
language of clandestine lovers, speaking
across a crowded public forum, without
ever saying a word. The snap of a fan
resting against the cheek conveys a
warning that one is being watched; the
snap of a fan closed is a silent rejection;
resting a closed fan against the shoulder
implies devotion. All of these coy and
complex emotions were once conveyed
through the movement of a fan.
In the outskirts of China, fans are a

means of communication amongst
women. Women share secrets,
warnings, messages of hope, in nu shu,
a language Chinese women created,
by writing the messages on paper fans.
This way women can communicate in
secret, avoiding detection from men.
Fans have a long-standing tradition
of being an aid to women, and that
imperative still continues to this day.
A woman walking the streets must
often resort to violence, and utilize
whatever tool comes to hand: a
perfume bottle, the heel of a stiletto,
an umbrella. The dichotomy of the
Tessen presents a delightful contrast:
the beauty and fragility of a fan,
with the deadly nature of concealed
blades. A courtesan appreciates such a
perfect metaphor: after all, beauty is
its own sort of deadly weapon. These
Tessens simply make that knowledge
plain to all.”
This information provides a unique
insight into the minds of these
avengers. Courtesans are often
labelled as sneaky, underhanded,
and slovenly creatures, who have no
care for the sanctity of marriage,
who have no respect for their
bodies, who encourage the spread
of certain diseases in London. Yet
these courtesans choose to step in
and prevent women from coming to
harm. Are they vigilantes? Do they
see themselves as meting out a higher
form of justice? And who are these
women? Courtesans by nature are
inscrutable, capable of fading into
the backdrop until they wish to make
themselves known. Perhaps these
women walk amongst us, perhaps they
are neighbours, acquaintances, even
friends. This reporter is keeping tabs
on the hunt for these individuals,
and will report back with any new
information!
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Again the music changes
and she looks about seeing
the others on the dance
floor of the pool. To her
growing amazement she sees
the ethereal beauties all about her. When
one lady of mist smiles at her she is amused
and surprised to see that it is not fireflies
but fairies that have coaxed the mist in
to dancers. She looks about her from one
dancer to the next, each is flawless in
detail each one moving in prefect time to
the music as if they were completely whole
people, every sweep of a dress or the tails
of a coat following suite as if they are
made from cloth and not mist.
He watches as she takes in the sight of the
Firefly glade and it’s magical inhabitance.
She turns looking at him, her amazement
clearly seen in the light of the fairy glow
from the other dancers.
The music seems to change once again and
the other dancers move off to the edge of
the pool and he follows suite and dances
back to the grass then and only then
does the music come to an end, leaving
the forest in silence. Only then does she
realize where they had been dancing. With
a smile of wonder on her lips she tiptoes,
closes her eyes and kisses her husband. The
moon light takes that moment to break
though the clouds filling the glade with
it’s silvery light. She opens her eyes and
watches in wonder as the mist over the
pool seems to be stirred by the light. At
first it reflects from the mist then it’s
glow fills the foggy floor. As the slow
current under the surface gives motion to
the mist the moon light slowly fades from
above but in magical wonder it’s light
has been held captive in the mist and a
floating glow covers the pool.
Once again the forest releases it’s music
and the Firefly dancers move back to the
pool. They as one turn to the couple and
bow to them, inviting them to once again
join the dance. He looks at her and she
beams a smile and nods to him. He takes her
in his arms once again and they step off
in time with the music of nature, moving
without hesitation over the water to the
very center of the pool. As they take the
place of honor in the dance the Firefly
dancers move around them swirling and
flowing in time with the music. They bow
with their heads to each dancer as they
move about the couple. The music takes on
a more lively pace and they in turn move
and flow with it’s happy strains.
Something touches her hair and her
lover steps back a step, all about her
the glowing mist begins to flow upwards
covering his wife in a dress formed of
forest magic. Fairies dance though the
veil of mist giving form and adding
details of light. The dress takes shape as
if a flower were draped over her. Her
beauty is touched with magic that takes
physical form. He smiles to her and moves
back close, the other dancers having

never stopped their dance move close
encouraging them to rejoin the dance
which they willingly do.
Slowly the music builds to a crescendo, as
they move in and out of the other dancers.
As the music climaxes they find themselves
once again on the edge of the bank.
Moonlight once again breaks through
the clouds, its shafts of light striking
the surface of the pool drawing the mist
upwards. The dancers begin to move into
the shafts of moonlight spinning as they
do so. When each dancer is in the center of
a beam of moonlight their form dissipates
and they become one with the moonbeam.
As each moonbeam grows it spins faster
and faster, the fairies light begins to
pulse in time with the music. When every
dancer has joined a moon beam. And the
shafts of light have grown thick with
mist. Every fairy changes same color. One
is blue, another green, yet another purple.
When each shaft of moon light and mist
are complete. The moonlight cuts off
leaving behind glowing swirling shafts of
fairy light and mist. And then with a final
swell the music ends and the forest once
again falls silent and dark as the firefly
light winks out as if it never was and the
swirling columns of mist slowly collapses
back to cover the brook.
The man gently pulls his beautiful bride
to him and he kisses her so passionately
it seems as if time slows then stops all
together. For the night dark clouds slow
to a crawl across the sky and moonlight
spills forth filling the glade with its
silvery light. No sound is heard from the
forest or wind filled tree tops as their
embrace continues and their kiss creates a
magic all its own. As they slowly part time
seems to continue its march. But whether
it is the magic of this place or something
far more mysterious called love, the
moonlight lingers even after its face is
once again hidden behind the clouds.
“I love you my beautiful wife.”
“And I love you my hansom husband.”
Stepping back he reaches for her hair and
gently pulls something from it. He cups
it with both hands attempting to hide it
from her but whatever it is, shines with a
glow all its own. “The fairies must really
like you. “
“What do you mean? She asks as she tries
to see what he has hidden in his hands.
He opens them and cradled within his
gentle grasp is a single flower the size
of a small birds egg. It has five silver
white petals the center has a single pestle
that glows like a tiny star. With each
tiny movement of his hands the sweet
scented flower catches every moonbeam
that touches its petals causing them to
shimmer. .
He watches her eyes as they sparkle both
from her inner light and the glow of the
gift from the fairies.

Inhaling the sent she looks at him as she
closes her eyes. Smiles flicker across her
face as she raises her hand to touch her
cheek. “That is amazing.” She says as she
slowly opens her eyes.
“It is called a moon flower and the pixies
would only give it to someone they like a
lot and they must really like you.”
“A moon flower.” She almost purrs as she
inhales once again. “My husband do you not
smell its fragrance?
“Yes it is very nice.” He says as he wonders
how the scent is effecting her so strangely.
“When I breath its fragrance it is as if I
experience every single time you have ever
told me you love me or shown how much
you love me or even kissed me. Oh I do hope
it will last a long time, because if ever you
are away I can smell its fragrance and it
will be as if you are with me.
“I did not know the flower could do this,
but there are two things about this flower
I do know. One my great grandmother had
hers till the day she passed away. And she
only had one. But the other thing I know
is…” He hands her the flower then he takes
her by the hand and leads her to the little
cabin. Stepping inside he brings out a hand
mirror and holds it up for her to see her
self.
She gasps as she reaches for the mirror
and begins to look at herself this way and
that.
“As I said. They must really like you.”
In her hair is a ring of moon flowers
perfectly placed which the fairies put in
her hair as they dressed her in their magic
and mist.
Taking the mirror and setting it aside he
wraps his arms around her and pulls her
close. “I love you my dear wife and I always
will.”
She leans closer and kisses him sweetly.
Between the scent of the flowers and
holding him close a contentment like she
had never known stirs within her heart. As
she hugs him closer still. “My love there
shall never be anyone whom I love as much
I love you.
“Do you think this is something we will
tell grandchildren about?”
“It will be quite the tale… tell me my dear
husband…. Will we still dance when I am
old and gray?”
“As long as you are with me my love you
will always have my dances, and I can
promise you I will never see you as anything
but beautiful as you stand with me today.”
Smiling sweetly she kisses him “Thank you
my love.” With this final declaration she
cuddles close to him as they step into the
cabin.
The End
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dear readers, tonight our
flight of fancy into the
romantic world of Firefly
Glade continues! This
story by Alan Smith takes
readers on a journey into the world
of magic and romance for readers’
pleasure!
Firefly Glade combines the world
of romance with the spirit world. In
this second instalment, the “fireflies”
depicted throughout the tale are
revealed to be fairies, and their
movements are coaxing the mist into
images of dancers! The wonders of the
natural world are exalted by this
whimsical imagery, and the beauty
and wonder of this moment takes the
couple in the story right out of time
itself.
Moving out of space and time, the
lovers seem to enter the world of
firefly dancers, where the figures are
independent, cogent, and compelling.
Moving on their own, they turn as one
to the couple, inviting them to join in
their dance. The music of the forest
leads the dance, and the lovers are
surprised to find themselves once again
back on the bank, seemingly returned
to the physical world. The firefly
dancers are then absorbed back into
the beams of moonlight, the magic of
the evening is dispelled.
However, the fairies have left behind
a gift for the wife: a ring of moon
flowers they slipped into her hair.
The husband explains that this is a
sign that the fairies truly liked her,
because the moon flowers have a magic
all their own. When the wife smells
the flowers, she experiences all of
the little moments of love she has
experienced throughout her entire
life, all at once. She has fond hopes
that the flowers will last a long time,
so that whenever her husband is absent
in her life, she can smell the flowers,
and be with him again. The dance is
something the lovers plan to tell their
children, and grandchildren about,
someday.

This tale glorifies the wonders of the
natural world, there is definitely a
streak of pastoralism in Firefly Glade.
Certainly, every reader wants to
experience the same dance these two
lovers enjoyed. And yet, the magic and
romance of the dance is almost eclipsed
by the love this husband and wife have
for each other. The conclusion of the
story is not the end of the dance itself,
but the lovers reaffirming their vows
to one another, and happily gazing out
over the rest of their lives, together.
It is a wonderful prospect to
contemplate: eternal love. As if the
dance in the Firefly Glade might last
forever.
Should you wish to send a Letter to
the Editor, submit your written
work, or offer a tip regarding a
potential story (eg. political
upheaval, crime, special events, art
and music) please contact Leslie
Orton at: ortonlj@hotmail.com.

The Firefly Glade

New Author Alan Smith

Travel
Praha, By Amelia Owen Kibbey

A

melia Owen Kibbey here- back
in the fold and putting ink
to the page! Alice and I are
well, rest assured. Thank
you all for the well wishes.
My editor at The Aether
Chronicle forwarded your telegrams to
me and I have spent the morning reading
through them. Your concern for our
safety and well being has truly touched
me.
We are in Praha. Two weeks ago
we boarded a zeppelin bound for
Czechoslovakia. It was meant to be a
simple two hour journey but our ship
encountered technical difficulties and
the pilot had to take us down for an
emergency landing shortly after liftoff. I
liken it to our misfortune in Venice in its
suddenness only this time there was terra
firma waiting for us below and we had a
capable woman at the helm who managed
to keep us from utter annihilation with
damn near heroic skills. Before it was over
there were about a dozen injuries, none
serious, and no loss of life.
All of our worldly possessions, on the
other hand, were lost in the accident.
The luggage canopy above the passenger
cabin caught fire as we disembarkeddisembarked, hell, ran for our lives. Lost
somewhere in the Polish countryside,
we were all left with nothing but the
clothes on our back and whatever we had
in our kit bags.
I’ll spare you the details of the legal
action to be taken against the Polska
Zepplinska Co. for their negligence. It
took hours for help to arrive, from any
locale. Alice and I wound up spending the
night at a small farm house with a couple
I will only indulge as far as to name
‘unusual.’ They were quite progressive in
one avenue, I’ll grant them that. They
employed quite a bit of robotics in the
harvesting of their cow’s milk and for
sheep shearing.
Our arrival in Praha was a relief in many
ways. And really, it’s where the fun began.
What’s one to do when one has no clothes
left to speak of? Go shopping, of course.
But what if you are of limited means?
Enter the nude photography exhibit.
An opportunity presented itself to my
dearest Alice that she could not pass up.
Not only did it replenish her pocketbook,
it spoke to her soul. It was a real call to
action. We were sitting in a coffee café
going over our resources and plotting
when a woman noticed Alice’s camera
box on the table. She approached us
and asked if Alice was any good at the
art of image taking. I answered in her
place- I knew she’d never brag about how

accomplished she is. The girl’s voice came
out in a whisper as she revealed her need.
It seemed that a certain group of ladies
were interested in creating an exhibition
of a rather scandalous nature. Nude
photographs, specifically. And they needed
a talented woman with an artistic eye
to capture their form in exquisite style.
The resulting exhibition was going to be
held outside the purview of men and their
prying judgment- ahem, eyes.
Alice was beside herself. Putting aside
our fashion woes, we met with the group
later that afternoon at a diminutive
ladies only boutique whose back room
functioned as our studio. There was a
burgundy settee, pillows, and fur blankets
along with peacock feathers on the walls,
lovely lighting pieces scattered about,
and various accessories to utilize for the
shoot. The atmosphere was electric as we
began. Initial shyness easily dropped away
in the face of Alice’s professionalism and
it wasn’t long before the girls were having
a fantastic time.
I had reservations about being present and
not participating; I didn’t want to be the
absolute voyeur. Oh dear, shall I admit
in this article to becoming one of the
models?
The body is beautiful and once I got over
the awkwardness of disrobing I found it
thrilling to be in front of the camera.
My heart pounded at the idea of Alice
seeing me in such poses and I experienced
something I had not felt before in the
company of men. Though it should have
disconcerted me I realized that it’s always
been this way in my heart. I could see by the
look on Alice’s face and her body language
afterward that she felt the same way.
Glorious they were, all of those girls:
Emma, Ruth, Carla, Honore, Ainsley,
Dorothea, Gladys, Tennie, Rose, and
Bertha. We giggled and drank to our
brazenness while Alice and Dorothea
went to the dark room to develop the
images. Honore set the exhibition for
Friday.
By the time Alice and I arrived that
evening we were close in a way that mere
friends cannot be. Scandalous, you think?
My dearest readers will not judge us, I
know.
It was a remarkable night. The shots all
turned out beautifully. Alice did an
incredible job combining light and shadow
in the way she composed her images.
Honore presented them in all gorgeous
frames. I held Alice’s hand as we traipsed
from shot to shot, noting the smiles of the
customers, their nods of approval at what
they saw. Alice had masterfully captured
the uncertain gaze of the shy, the small

of the back and sensual curve of full
hips, dark hair swept up above the nape
of the neck. Portraits came down from
the walls one by one in a flurry of sales.
All proceeds from the evening’s event
were to go toward funding the boutique
for another calendar year. It was a lush
place, set up for women to come and read
their stories and poems, to experiment
with their drawings, and to have frank
discussions about their sexuality without
repercussion.
My track record with luck has proven
sketchy, but that night went off without
a hitch. There were no male infiltrations,
no bricks thrown through glass windows.
No insanity. We felt quite naughty
and yet thoroughly ourselves in that
environment. I wish we had the same sort
of establishment in London.
Perhaps we do and I’ve just never been
aware.
The rest of our time in Praha we did the
usual in exploring, meeting people, and
eating good food. That was mixed with
replenishing our wardrobes and the basic
necessities lost in the zeppelin crash. I
highly recommend Rona’s for textiles.
Beyond my degree of studies at university
I am quite handy at the sewing machine
and within a week and a half we had
a fair amount of new pieces to go into
winter with. Be certain, the cold weather
is coming; Alice and I are well prepared.
Meager budget = fine fabrics for only
a few ensembles that will last beyond
the season. Worsted wools, deep shades
of cotton chintz layered one over the
other… fake fur linings at the neckline of
special garments.
The largest expenditure was two new
brown leather portmanteau and one
fabulous brass spyglass, because every
explorer needs a spyglass. Sadly, my
journal went down with the zeppelin
so all of my personal notes are lost to
time. Alice found me a new one, which I
cannot wait to fill with new words of
chaos and adventure. In some ways, it feels
appropriate. Though I hate to lose out
on those personal reflections and poems
about the cities through which we’ve
travelled these six or seven months Praha
serves as a new beginning for my Alice and
me.
What shall I have to say on page one about
what awaits us in Scandinavia?
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T Steamswaddle
By Tropple E. Armitage

M

rs Perriweather’s Cat

Mrs Perriweather
who lives in a
terrace house
overlooking Hyde
Park was consoled by her daughter,
Meredith following an unfortunate
happening. I am reliably informed
that it happened at noon last
Sunday. A small crowd of young
people had assembled to watch one
of their number, Timothy Bottomley,
third son of Lord Bottomley of
Critchdale demonstrate his prowess
with a Higmorton rocket pack.
As any weekend visitor enjoying a
promenade around the park will
confirm, such goings on have become
all too common place of late, most
likely because mooring of airships
is prohibited by royal decree in Her
Majesty’s parks, and rocket packs
have proven to be notoriously
difficult to control requiring a
clear area to use with any modicum
of safety.
My informant was at a safe distance
as he was driving his hackney
carriage along Bayswater Road
when he saw what he describes as
a flash that caused him to look
across the park. He watched as
Mister Bottomley launched himself
skyward. We can only imagine the
gasps from those watching close by.
One of the rockets is said to have
misfired causing the hapless Mister
Bottomley to begin to spin in ever
widening circles completely out of
control. Mrs Perriweather’s cat
was lying stretched out on the sill
of a fourth floor window enjoying
the warmth of the summer sun when
rudely awoken by the roar of the
rocket pack a second before Mister
Bottomely crashed through the
window.
As fortune would have it Mr

Bottomley was not seriously injured,
but the same cannot be said for the
cat that leapt into the air in fright
and landed on the fiery end of the
rocket pack attached to the now
prone Mister Bottomley sprawled on
the floor. Fortunately the fire did
not kill the cat, but the landing on
the cobbled street below did as it
came to a sudden stop after leaping
out of the window.
An ordinance banning the use
of rocket packs in the park is
being considered by the Borough
Council at their next meeting and
I understand that Lord Bottomley
has handsomely compensated Mrs
Perriweather for her loss and
she is not pressing charges with
the constabulary. Clearly rocket
packs and cats do not mix. We
await the outcome of the Council’s
considerations and in the meantime,
I for one will be avoiding Hyde Park.
Your humble correspondent,
Tropple E Armitage

U

p and Away

I have been reliably
informed that one,
Mr Horatio Pink
Esq., a contemporary
of Brunel has been seized by the
constabulary attempting to board
an airship to flee to France. Mr
Pink, whose fame stems from his
design of the revolutionary Barclay
Bridge at Wapping was arrested on
charges of negligent homicide as
a result of last Thursday’s severe
storm, that even this correspondent
didn’t dare venture out in.
Unfortunately some poor souls did
and had the misfortune to use Mr
Pink’s creation.

As most refined people in London
would know, Mr Pink’s bridge
was described at the time of
construction as revolutionary and
indeed it was, being supported from
above by balloons rather than
below by piers constructed in the
river, thereby saving considerable
cost.
According to Mrs Felicity May
who sells flowers on the corner
opposite the bridge and on the
day in question was sheltering in a
doorway out of the wind, there was
a tremendous groaning noise coming
from the bridge and then a snapping
sound. She said she was dumbfounded
by what she saw. The bridge began to
twist one way then the other then
it began to move upwards spilling
people, horses and at least one
motorised carriage into the Thames.
She says she watched as it was blown
away by the wind with some people
still clinging onto it as it went
from view.
Constable Macintyre of the
Metropolitan Police says that no
sign has been found of the bridge or
the people and grave fears are held
for their wellbeing.
As to Mr Pink, he is to be arraigned
at the Old Baily on Wednesday. I am
sure he will be wishing he had access
to a balloon to lift him away. I for
one will be avoiding such things lest
a similar fate to those poor souls
befalls me.
Your humble correspondent,
Tropple E Armitage

