
  
  
      
        
          Fairchild - Liverpool

          
		      
          J. L. Gleason

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  [image: ]




  
  Copyright © 2026 by J. L. Gleason 
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact  J. L. Gleason 
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
Book Cover by  J. L. Gleason 
1st Edition 2026






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Thank You
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter 1

Fairchild fiddles with his belt which keeps slipping from his books as Arthur and Edmund arrive in the school hallway. "Are you ever going to buy a new book belt?, asks Arthur laughing as they approach. "No, thought I would make a project out of it – again!", replies Fairchild. 
Just then Mrs. Bray comes from her classroom. "What are you boys doing standing here, you are going to be late for first class, get to it!, she exclaims. Fairchild finally gets his books strapped. "Yes, Mrs. Bray, Edmund replies as they hurry down the hall. 
First class is one of their favorites classes – Science – hosted by Mr. Finch – a true scientist who had retired from the military, one of their highest honored science team members several years ago. "Everyone seated," he begins his introduction to modern sciences and technology, explaining the sources of energy and how it applies to innovation and designs. As the course proceeds he asks, "does anyone have any questions concerning the introduction". 
A hand goes up. Mr. Finch looks at the boy, "You're question?" "Thank you sir, I'm wondering about the Northern Lights, since they are a form of radiation and energy is there a way to harness it and store it for later use – as a source of power for heating and lights and things?"
"The Northern Lights, known also as aurora borealis occur when charged particles from the sun collide with gases in Earth's upper atmosphere. Most of it is blocked and does not allow for it to be used as a source of energy – There are times when the solar wind, the source of the Northern Lights, will increase and some power comes further down into the atmosphere, but I don't think enough to harness".
The boy sits a moment – "if we could build a Weak Field Amplifier with a high gain lightening rod would that work?" The boy smiles.
Mr. Finch is taken aback, here in the middle of a school someone asks about the Weak Field Amplifier, a project he had worked on several years ago, a design he brought fourth as a new energy collection source and was denied the project due to financial constraints. How does this boy know about the project and the implications of success this project held. He decides to pass it off as a good idea but not worth thinking about.
"That would be a good project, but costs and design limitations make it unlikely", he responds to the boy.
The boy looks at him – a look you give someone when you ask them a question knowing they hold the answer. "Thank you sir", the boy replies.
Fairchild sits in his office going over the weeks supply lists and orders. Edmund comes in. "Morning Edmund", Fairchild puts down the spreadsheet.
"Ellis", Edmund walks to the desk and hands Fairchild a telegram then heads to the teapot. Fairchild reads. "3 days from Reykjavik, Iceland?"
Our friends loaded enough supplies to head to Liverpool with their new ship. Loaded a hull full of cargo and headed North Northwest. We checked with Liverpool , supplies and other commodities heading for Reykjavik". "We've been following , had to resupply or ships twice, they are running non stop". "The telegram you hold came from our people in Reykjavik". "They also sent us another telegram stating the route takes them to Greenland next, with a new load they are getting in Reykjavik after offloading what they have", Edmund sits with his tea.
Fairchild leans back – staring at the desk. "They're running cargo", he looks up. 
"You built them a cargo ship – they're running cargo", Edmund smiles from his cup.
Winters ending, the waters in and around Reykjavik are beyond cold and icy and dark. "This time of year?", asks Fairchild.
"Yes and that's the problem – we are beginning to run in an area our ships can't follow and must have them turn back. It's up to our team in Reykjavik and Greenland to pick up the trail". Edmund stands and walks to the window. "Everything they have done – legal, monies paid orders fulfilled – no crimes at all – ever. Now they are doing exactly what they said they were doing – they needed a cargo ship, now they are using it". Edmund looks at Fairchild.
"Icebreaker", Fairchild whispers high enough for Edmund to hear. "What?", Edmund asks.
Rough waters, specifications for heavy hull with enforcements, I not only built them a cargo ship – I built them an Icebreaker, a ship that can plow through frozen ocean and push ice out of the way". Fairchild stands, "I wonder – there is more to it than this – a plan so genus – a business plan not a criminal organization a very smart commercial organization that has figured it out – a niche – a way to supply areas cut off by ice and snow and dark". 
"And something else", Fairchild adds. "I need to send the friends a telegram – and do something I have never thought to do". Fairchild has just discovered the one thing he has always overlooked . What if they really are friends and sharing information in breadcrumbs that were meant to allow him to figure it all out, before including him in their fold. They know him – they know him from school. They have always known if they simply walked up and shared their plan, he would simply pass it off as wild , unproven and not worth his time or focus. By letting him slowly discover it himself – a game would be the best way. Once discovered Fairchild would understand everything that has been shown him. Perhaps an offer to join them in one of the most fantastic business ideas in history, one with new technology that the 19th century has never witnessed. Edmund leaves with a "Let me know their reply", smiles and closes the door. After a moment, 
Fairchild sends the telegram then sends another, to Arthur, "Bring me the file on the man killed by the friends device -thanks EF".
2 hours later Arthur arrives to the study with an envelope in hand. "Afternoon Arthur, thanks for coming", Fairchild rises from his seat and shakes his hand. Arthur hands him the file. "Fresh tea and biscuits just made – help yourself".
As Arthur grabs a cup he asks, "So what is this about?". "A possible new lead on the device – one that may change the way we have been viewing this case and our friends", Fairchild scanning the file for the section he seeks. "Have a seat – be right back", Fairchild leaves his study.












  
  Chapter 2

Fairchild returns with the Absel box and sets it on his desk. "The Absel?" asks Arthur, "Why does this keep showing up when I least expect it?", he adds. 
"The photo – the scene – it appears the device was in the gentleman's pocket", Fairchild looks across the desk as Arthur takes another bite of biscuit. 
"Yes, seems the thing is unsafe to carry in ones pocket- perhaps a tote is required", Arthur sips tea.
"What else do you see in the photo next to the gentleman?", asks Fairchild handing the photo to Arthur.
" A pipe", Arthur looking at Fairchild. 
"Is the pipe burned as well?", Fairchild gives him a knowing look.
"No – it's untouched – but being a pipe—"
"Exactly – it is a pipe. Not only that, it is a Briar wood pipe. Most brands use Briar because of the wood's high heat resistance. The device burned severely, killing the man but the pipe survived untouched", Fairchild stares at him. 
"And the Absel?", Arthur looks at the box on Fairchild's desk.
"There was always something – every time I picked up the box , every time I looked at it – the swirls, the texture, it's Briar wood, The same wood that thousands of pipes are being made of today.", Fairchild sits back.
"This is not the box that I won. My box had no swirls and it wasn't briar, it was maple. This box that was returned to me is a briar box – the inside of pipes have a swirl – it's as if this box was made from a large pipe and machined to look like an Absel box". Fairchild knows.
"Ok, fill me in so I understand where 'you're going with this", Arthur looking bewildered.
"I need you to remember something – school – science class – Mr. Finch", can you remember?, Fairchild looking at Arthur, almost a glare.
"I don't know – what are you referring to exactly?", Arthur leans forward, intrigued by the question.
"Northern Lights", Fairchild looks and Arthur remembers.
"The guy sitting up front asking about using the Northern lights as an energy source, asking about some kind of amplifier to capture and use the Northern Lights – that what you're talking about?"
"That's exactly what I'm talking about! The device isn't a weapon its an amplifier, an unstable one at the moment of the demo and when this poor courier had it in his pocket. Somehow briar wood plays a part – a way of controlling the heat or something – I don't know – they sent me a briar wood box so I would figure it out and understand the amplifier control, perhaps uses briar wood to reduce the heat so it can be controlled. To prevent the box from damage", Fairchild keeps piecing it together.  
"The day on the ship – I was brought to the demo of it – the man brought me close enough to see but not get injured by it. It did two things, generate light and generate heat, that's the design – that's what it does."
"So the friends need to
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