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A Bit o’ Help with
Steampunk Slang:

 


Barmy or Nutter: crazy

Bounder: dishonorable man

Dandy: stylish man, an
insult

Dodgy: dangerous

Flue: chimney

Gack: mess

Git: stupid, childish

Gob Smacked: astounded,
astonished

Grub: food

Three Penny Upright:
prostitute

Toff: rich or upper class
person

Tosser: obnoxious, usually a
male

 


 


 


Social Order in the New
World:

 


King Albert Edward and Queen
Alexandra

Lord and Ladies – Land owners. High
class.

Detectives – Law men and women. Middle
class.

Citizens – Those without land who live
in Dirigibles. Low class.

 


 


 


The world as we know it
according to me father…

 


The world used to be an amazing place.
Trees that changed color, snow, and rain used to pile on the
ground, rivers ran through forests where little boys played, and
there was enough land to hold millions of people. Then one day, the
ground rumbled and shook. Big holes opened up—in the woods, in
towns, and the beautiful cliffs that hugged the ocean crashed down.
The water gobbled up everything in its path. A wave rose, higher
than most mountains, and when it finally returned to the ocean,
there wasn’t much left. The people who survived cried for those
lost as they scrambled to lay claim on the last of the land. Some
people, the very smart ones, started to build. They used whatever
they could and created ships that didn’t float on the sea but
glided in the air. Many people bought those dirigibles to survive
and avoid the big battles for land.

The earth never gave back what it
took.

And so, the survivors of the Great
Wave of 1848 continued on. The wealthy or ruthless claimed whatever
land was left, only the highest mountain peaks remained. The poor
folk, like us, found ourselves a dirigible and took to the sky.
Over the years, the land never returned, but humans carried on. We
created ourselves trade and work in the skies, some on the rich
man’s land. Of course, there were always dangers. My three favorite
boys in the world. Remember that. When the sun goes down, stay
hidden, stay quiet, and never, ever let go of each
other.
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Prologue

 


Logan ate me cookie. I knew he did; he
even told our older brother, Joshua, that he ate it. I was kind of
sad about that. It was our last one. I stood there thinking about
how good it must have tasted. We didn’t have them often and I liked
how sweet they were. There weren’t even any crumbs left to eat. Me
brothers were talking, arguing again.

“Logan, take
Alexander.”

Me head jerked up. He never called me
that. I liked it. It made me sound grown up, but Logan said I’m not
a man until I have hair on me willy.

“No,” Logan said as he
crossed his arms.

“We’ll teach you new words
later,” Joshua said.

He was me favorite. I know I shouldn’t
have a favorite brother, but Joshua always gave me his cookies.
Logan was good too though, he told me stories when I couldn’t
sleep. Still. “You ate me cookie.”

“Because you never share.
I wanted the cookie and they gave it to you.”

Logan was right. I had a bunch of
them. I guess I could have shared some. Wasn’t that the grown up
thing to do? “Next time I’ll break it in half,” I said and stared
up at Logan. Everyone was taller than me, even though I was eleven
already.

“Fine,” he said and
wrapped his arms around me.

Joshua came running down the stairs so
fast I thought he’d fall. I was going to catch him, that’d be
helpful and I wanted to help him.

“What is it? What’s bloody
wrong?” Logan asked. He was always saying the bad words, and
everyone was always yelling at him. I heard what he said when they
weren’t around, and it was a lot worse than bloody.

“Watch your mouth. To the
backdoor, now,” Joshua yelled. “I said now!” He ran to the trapdoor
between our beds. “Get it started and strap Alexander in. Bloody
hell.”

I smiled, even Joshua was cursing.
When would I be able to curse? Logan grabbed me and pushed me
toward the door. I didn’t want to go in there alone. It was dark.
Why did everyone sound so scared?

“And where do you think
you’re going?”

I froze to the spot. Who was that? I
ran toward Joshua as he slammed the door shut behind me, blocking
the stranger.

“Run,
Alexander.”

What was happening? I wanted to cry
but knew they’d call me a baby. Joshua gave me a push and, because
I was so much smaller, I nearly fell. Logan ran toward me. He
grabbed me hard.

“Get inside!” Joshua
yelled.

“I’m not leaving without
you,” Logan said with a hitch in his voice.

I wanted to ask why we were leaving?
Who was that man? Where was Father? Joshua put a hand on both our
backs and pushed us forward. I flinched at the sound behind him. A
terrible noise like our dirigible was going to break apart, and
we’d all fly through the air like baby birds. But I wasn’t a baby.
Something loud crashed behind me brother and we all fell down. Me
elbows hit hard, and I held back the tears that threatened. Me
brother didn’t cry and he fell harder.

“Get away!”

I turned around. Joshua was with that
man, the stranger. Logan was running at them. I wanted to run away,
but Father said we always stick together. We were brothers. Nothing
could separate us. I ran at the man too and grabbed his legs. It
was hard to keep hold, but I managed and the stranger fell to the
ground. Logan started punching the man. Right in the face with his
fist! This man was going to hurt our brother. We had to stop him.
When Logan stopped, I jumped up and kicked as hard I could. I aimed
for his head like Logan did. And together we kept going until
Joshua yelled at us.

“Run!”

We were in so much trouble now. Father
told us not to fight, but I think he meant with each other. This
guy was a bad guy, wasn’t he?

“Run!” Joshua yelled again
and was on his feet.

“We stick together,” Logan
said and gave the stranger one more punch. Then Logan was standing
and pulling me away. There were noises on the stairs. Father! But
Logan kept a tight hold on me and then another stranger
spoke.

“You move. You
die.”

Die? Like really die? I had to press
me fingernails into me palms to keep from crying. They couldn’t
kill me brothers. I made a promise in me head to share every single
cookie if they didn’t kill me brothers. The stranger on the ground
stood. He was taller this close and he grabbed Joshua. I didn’t
know what to do. A shake ran through me body as our brother was
dragged out of the room.

“Joshua!” Logan screamed
and ran at the door.

But there were more men. One of them
grabbed Logan and tossed him backward. I couldn’t move. It was like
me bare feet had been glued to the floor.

“Joshua!” Logan yelled
again.

There were sounds above us from the
deck. Logan tried to run to the door again. He wanted to get to our
brother. We weren’t supposed to leave each other. A man grabbed
him. They were struggling.

“Help me!” Logan shouted
at me and then bit the man.

The man cursed; a word even Logan
didn’t use. Then I watched as Logan left me. He left me and ran up
the stairs toward Joshua. They both left me. I started to run now
too but didn’t make it far. A man snatched me as I heard Logan
yelling our brother’s name. I pushed and kicked and tried to punch.
They were carrying me, putting a hand over me mouth, so I bit him,
like Logan did. The guy slapped me. He actually hit me. I’d never
been hit before. Not ever. “Logan!” I needed them. Me brothers. I
didn’t know what to do and I was really scared. I wanted Father and
I wanted me brothers. I was carried up the stairs. There! They were
here. Logan was being held by men, big men, bigger than our father.
Joshua was laying on the other dirigible, and he wasn’t moving. Why
wasn’t he moving? I couldn’t hold back the tears now.

“Alex!” Logan shouted as
he was yanked backward, and his feet flew out from under
him.

They were carrying me in the other
direction.

“No!” Logan
screamed.

I tried to get free but me arms hurt
and I felt really tired. Still, I struggled. I wanted to go with
them. No matter what happened, we were supposed to stay together!
The man threw me. He actually threw me, and I closed me eyes,
afraid I’d be flying off the dirigible. I was so scared that I felt
some pee drip down me leg and soak into me trousers. Then I landed,
hard, and I had trouble breathing. When I opened me eyes, I was on
a steam carriage. I could still hear Logan yelling. But the
stranger that took me hopped in and then we were detaching from the
dirigible. I started to cry now. Big fat tears that me brothers
would tease me over. But they weren’t here, were they. I shivered
and fisted me hands. It would be okay. Father would try to come and
if he couldn’t, I knew me brothers would. I sat back, still shaking
a bit but not crying anymore. I wiped me face dry. They would come
for me. Brothers stayed together. I just had to wait for them and
be strong until they came for me.

“What’s your name, boy?”
the man without the hat asked.

I lifted me chin. “Alexander
Gentlemen.”

The guy rolled his eyes. “You behave
yourself and I’ll give you some food.”

“You can keep your food
and send me home.” I kept me chin up.

The guy just snorted and kept
steering.

We were farther from home now. I
couldn’t see our dirigible. There were others around, dotting the
sky like they did. Joshua would lay on the deck with me, and we’d
make up names and stories for each dirigible. He’d come for
me.

We flew for a while. I don’t know how
long but me feet were cold. I was only wearing a shirt and
trousers, both thin and old. It made me feel better when I saw the
lights and a huge island. Were we going to land on it? I’d never
been on land before. It looked real pretty from the sky. I glanced
over the edge. This was the palace. Father talked about it. The
king and queen lived there but had no perfect boys like me and me
brothers. I sat back when we flew over the giant home. I’d never
seen anything so big before. Huge windows and lights outside and
people. I was going to wave and yell for help, but the steam
carriage suddenly dived. I held on tight and we leveled out just
above the water. The ocean rushed up at the island and created this
odd looking white stuff. Then we landed. The moment the steam
carriage stopped, I leaped right over the side. Me brothers would
be proud.

“Little shite.”

I dug me heels into the cool dirt and
ran up the hill, but I only made it a few feet before something
grabbed me. The stranger without the hat. He yanked me back by me
shirt, ripping some of the buttons in the front. I landed on me bum
but rolled to try to get away again. If me brothers kept fighting,
so would I. The man spit at the ground and gave me a hard slap in
the back of the head. I saw bright lights for a minute and then I
was hauled to me feet. “Bloody bastard,” I shouted. Logan said that
once and Father heard. He had to go a week without any sweets. The
man tugged me along through this dark hole. Another shiver ran
through me body. I wasn’t too fond of the dark, but Joshua said I
shouldn’t be scared of it. I held me chin high as we went farther
down this tunnel and then there was a room. Just like that, there
were lights and chairs and people. “Help me!” I shouted as loud as
I could.

The man just gave me another slap.
This time to the face.

My lips hurt and I felt blood drip
down me chin. I struggled with him until he let go of me arm and
then I was falling. I tumbled, over and over, the room spinning,
all the way down the ramp until I landed at the bottom with a
thump. I shook me head, dizzy, and saw more people. “Help
me!”

A man turned around and
snorted.

“They took me brothers!” I
yelled, but no one else even glanced at me. Why weren’t they
helping? I was lugged to me feet and brought before a table. There
was a woman there. A pretty one. “Please, miss, help me.” I glanced
at the big guy. He pushed me into the chair and lifted his hand for
another slap.

I ducked, but before he could move to
hit me, the woman stopped him.

“Enough.”

I kept an eye on him but turned
slightly to see her. “He’s a bad man,” I whispered. “They took me
brothers.”

She smiled, and it made her look even
prettier. “Your brothers are gone.”

I blinked, sat back. “No.” I wouldn’t
believe it.

“They’re dead. You
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