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About Alt Hist

​


Submissions

 


Fiction

 


We have three simple criteria:

 


1. Must be a short piece of fiction — under
10,000 words

2. It must be either historical fiction,
historical fantasy or alternate history

3. It must be good

 


Non-Fiction

 


Reviews and articles about historical
fiction, alternate history books, genres and writers are
welcome.

 


Artwork

 


We would love to have your artwork to
illustrate the magazine and website.

 


How To Submit

 


Visit http://althistfiction.com/submissions
for details. You should expect a response to your submission within
three months.

 


How to Get Alt Hist

 


Alt Hist is available in a printed format
from www.amazon.com and www.lulu.com, and also as an e-book from
the following retailers: Amazon, Apple, Barnes & Noble, Diesel,
Sony, Kobo and Smashwords.
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respective authors. All other material is copyright Mark Lord.



Editorial

​


by Mark Lord

 


With the third issue, Alt Hist is
beginning to settle into a more regular pattern of publication.
Publishing an issue twice a year seems to be the best way to go at
the moment, given the amount of submissions coming in. We do get
quite a few submissions every week, but I want to ensure that we
are publishing only the very best in the genre, so I think for now
two issues of five or more stories per year is about right.

As ever I am interested to hear your
feedback. You can either contact me directly be email, or leave a
message on the website or Facebook page, or make contact via
Twitter. If you enjoy reading this issue or previous issues I
encourage you to leave a review on Amazon, Smashwords, or wherever
else you purchased your copy. It’s always good to spread the
word!

In this issue we have two stories about the
American Civil War, one about the great Tesla, a tale about of
post-war revenge set in Dublin, and a compelling story the early
years of the space race.

‘A Light in the Darkness’ is Ian Sales’s
second story for Alt Hist. Fans of his ‘Travelling by Air’
which featured in Alt Hist Issue 1, will recognize another
triptych structure, and appreciate a story that plays with what-if
situations in only the way that alternate history can. I can’t
think of anyone else who could combine a story about Nikola Tesla
and the war poet Wilfred Owen so well.

Séamus Sweeney is new to Alt Hist, but
not new to writing, with a distinguished publication history,
including the Lancet and a number of British newspapers. ‘Dublin
Can Be Heaven’ is an intriguing tale of secret armies and revenge
set in Dublin after World War II.

Arlan Andrews is another author from Alt
Hist Issue 1 joining us once more. ‘Riders on the Storm’ along
with ‘Bummers’ by Matthew Warner are the first stories we have
published about the American Civil War (we get a lot of submissions
on this topic!) ‘Riders on the Storm’ is an entertaining account of
what might happen if someone from the near future went back and
took over the body of a Yankee soldier.

In Matthew Warner’s ‘Bummers’ the Union
soldier at the heart of the story is again quite unusual – I had to
check up a number of historical sources when I first read this
story because I simply couldn’t believe it, but Mr. Warner has got
his facts spot on. One of the pleasures of historical fiction is
finding out something completely new that blows your expectations
out of the water, and ‘Bummers’ certainly did that for me.

‘To The Stars’ by Brooks Rexroat is a cold
war tale about the family of a Russian cosmonaut. This is a story
about people being trapped by historical events, but getting the
opportunity to escape them as well and perhaps make a better life
for themselves. ‘To The Stars’ is both poignant and thrilling.

 


Mark Lord

Editor of Alt Hist

 


Email: althist.editor@gmail.com

Website: http://althistfiction.com/

Twitter: http://twitter.com/althist

Facebook:

http://www.facebook.com/pages/Alt-Hist/125227137521391



A Light in the Darkness

​ by Ian Sales

 


The trench is six feet deep but already two
feet of water fill the bottom. A cold clinging mud oozes from the
shored sides, quickly soaking the uniform of any soldier exhausted
enough to lean against it. It is late afternoon and the sky above
is a deep clear blue. The sun is shining, yet there is a coldness
which strikes at the bones with the sharpness of shrapnel. In the
background, Boche machine-guns hammer efficiently and the
occasional rifle lets off a feeble snap. Those soldiers keeping an
eye on the Hun stare listlessly across No Man's Land.

The men of B Company of the 2nd Manchesters,
in clay-streaked greatcoats and helmets scored by near-misses,
huddle in groups and pass around carefully hoarded cigarettes.
There is little conversation—they are too busy coughing like hags,
great hacking coughs that shoot bullets of phlegm from the depths
of their lungs to the backs of their teeth.

It is March 1917, but Spring has yet to
arrive on the Somme.

Second Lieutenant Wilfred Owen wades along
the entrenchment to the Command Post. He swipes aside the hanging
canvas and ducks his head as he enters. Doffing his steel helmet,
he moves to stand before the lit stove. He stretches out his hands,
clad in scuffed leather gauntlets, towards its warmth. Owen's
nostrils sting from the frosty air and are filled with the
overpowering reeks of hot metal and damp decaying worsted.

‘They want to call No Man's Land “England”,
you know,’ he remarks to the officer busy scribbling at a makeshift
desk on the other side of the Command Post.

Lieutenant (acting Captain) Sorrel carefully
lays down his pen and looks up. ‘And why is that?’ he asks. A stern
expression begins to form on his face. Sorrel will not bear
filthiness or swearing.

‘Because we keep supremacy there,’ replies
Owen, smiling wearily. It is an old joke.

Sorrel harrumphs and returns to his reports.
Owen vaguely regards his commanding officer, a man he both likes
and respects. A tingling in his fingers drags his attention back to
his hands. It is barely warmer in the Command Post than outside but
sensation is returning to his numb digits. He rubs them vigorously
together to restore circulation.

Night falls quietly. Sorrel temporarily
ceases writing to light a candle. Owen raises himself from the
mental fugue he has entered, pulls back the cuff of his gauntlet
and glances at his wristwatch. He is to go with a Fatigue Party at
1930 hours. His legs ache from standing unmoving before the stove.
He stamps his feet. Sorrel looks up at him and glowers. Owen pulls
his helmet onto his head and, with a last forlorn smile, leaves the
Command Post.

 


§

 


It is a bright, cold day in March 1917 and a
bitter wind is gusting over Wardenclyffe. The briny odour of the
Atlantic lies heavy on the air. Nikola Tesla steps from his
limousine and shades his eyes against the overwhelming Spring sky.
Before him stands a skeletal tower, constructed entirely of wood
and 154 feet tall. It straddles a squat brick building, with
windows grimy from a twelve-year abandonment and a door sealed shut
by rust. Tesla focuses on the platform atop the tower. Braces, like
the rib-cage of some fantastical creature, curve up into the
blue.

Tesla nods: all is as it should be. The tower
has not been touched. It is waiting patiently for its new purpose,
for the realisation of the innovative scheme Tesla invented only a
few weeks ago. And on which he must work while the idea is still
fresh in his mind.

His manservant strides past, carrying a
wicker hamper. Tesla claps his hands once, and nods again in
satisfaction. Unbuttoned coat flapping in the wind, he stalks after
the manservant.

Together, they force open the door to the
building beneath the tower. The manservant pulls a white tablecloth
from the hamper and lays it across a length of bench-top he has
swept clear of rusted apparatus and dust. Tesla deposits himself on
a stool and sets about polishing the first of the many knives he
will use during this meal.

‘There is much work to be done here, my
friend,’ says Tesla, spreading pâté de foie gras thinly on a
triangle of lightly-toasted bread. He carefully crams the toast
into his mouth, dabs his mouth with a napkin, takes a sip of
claret, and picks up a second silver knife and begins to buff it.
‘There is little we can use that is left over from the World
Wireless System ... And besides, it is doubtful that over ten years
of inactivity will have done the apparatus any great good.’ Tesla
peers critically at the knife.

‘Mister J. Pierpoint Morgan,’ he continues,
‘assures me we will not suffer the financial indignities of
previously.’ He regards his reflection in the blade, head cocked,
one eye closed, and nods with approval.

‘No doubt the approbation of the Institute
will encourage investors,’ Tesla adds without irony—his opinion of
the American Institute of Electrical Engineers remains low. They
have just awarded him the Edison Medal, although he had initially
rejected it. ‘You propose to honour me with a medal which I could
pin on my coat and strut for a vain hour before the members and
guests of your Institute,’ he had told them. It was only at the
urging of his good friend, B. A. Behrend, that Tesla eventually
accepted the honour.

Tesla picks up his glass of wine and raises
it until the Spring sun, filtered through the dirt-smeared windows,
shines muddily through it.

‘To the Stratospheric Lighting System,’ he
says.

 


§

 


This constant light is oppressive. That, I
suppose, is the point. It's too bright for comfort, far too bright
for sleep; my eyes burn and the walls of my cell have slipped away
into a fog of golden light.

I will not let them break me.

They come for me at odd hours, and drag me to
another brightly-lit room. They scream and shout at me. Sometimes,
they torture me.

I want to tell them everything, but I don't
know what to say. I have no idea why I am here. They have never
told me.

If I try to sleep, they rush in and beat
me.

I live in my imagination—there, I can see
clearly. Every page of the book I was writing before my arrest is
before me, and I know it now by heart. Perhaps the words are not
identical to those in the manuscript on my abandoned desk, but I
suspect this new version may be better.

‘War and the pity of War.’ That's a quote
from Wilfred Owen. He was the greatest of the English soldier-poets
of the First World War, greater even than Siegfried Sassoon, Rupert
Brooke, Isaac Rosenberg, Ivor Gurney ... My book was a study of his
life and poetry. I've long admired him. Despite not surviving the
war—he died a week before the Armistice was signed—he led a
fascinating life.

He started out a Romantic, a follower of
Keats, Swinburne and Shelley. His poetry dealt with pastoral
subjects, such as ‘Sonnet Written At Teignmouth, On A Pilgrimage to
Keats’ House’: ‘Three colours have I known the Deep to wear; / ’Tis
well today that Purple grandeurs gloom ...’

Purple ... I no longer remember what purple
looks like.

Owen wanted to be a poet; I wanted to be an
expert on Owen. He called himself a poet in his letters—and was
delighted to be introduced as ‘Owen the poet’ at Robert Graves'
wedding in 1918.

The more I consider Wilfred Edward Salter
Owen, the more I realise he was a man for these times. The irony
burns as deeply as this ever-present brightness. He fought for his
country out of a sense of duty, and yet attacked the jingoistic
doggerel used by the nation's press to browbeat young men into
signing up. One such poem by Jesse Pope led to Owen's most famous
lines:

‘My friend, you would not tell with such high
zest / To children ardent for some desperate glory: / Dulce et
decorum est / Pro patria mori.’

 


§

 


A week has passed. The Company has been moved
to a village behind the front-line and is now billeted in the
cellars of houses. Second Lieutenant Wilfred Owen has been put in
charge of a party of dug-out diggers. This is a soft job and when
Owen is to take the men up by night—as he is today—he has the
opportunity to lie in bed until noon. Snug in his blankets, Owen
only stirs when his batman enters carrying a tray of breakfast.
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