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    To the cosplay group Steampunk Evolution

      

    


Steampunk Stories – Airships Volume I: Dragonfly:

Dear reader,

I wrote these twelve chapters on my website for friends in the cosplay group called Steampunk Evolution (formerly known as Semplicemente Steampunk). It all started when I met them at Lucca Gothika in September 2024 and they were kind enough to answer some questions which helped me to write my YA graphic novelettes, Steampunk Blues Volume I, TenebroCity and Volume II, The Scythe Coven.

A few months later I met them again at an event and my eyes fell upon a drawing of an ornithopter and a leather case of apothecary vials. When I got home, I wrote “Dragonfly”. I hadn’t intended on writing a series, but as soon as I had finished the draft of “Dragonfly”, I knew I had to continue. I was smitten by Captains Sarah Hunter and intrigued by Captain Samuel Tyler and his daughter Virigina. Every once in a while I wrote a chapter and the story flowed. 

This series is pushing the bounds of flash fiction, but I still consider it to be flash fiction because of my own personal definition. I didn’t have any plot ideas; I didn’t know where the story was going and I had no idea what would happen. Each time I sat down to write a chapter I would do so with the idea that the characters would guide me. I would think of Sarah, or Samuel or Virginia and start writing. Though I did follow some classic POV rules, I did change between close third person and first person when I felt it suited the chapter. When the first volume ended, I was actually quite surprised as I hadn’t seen it coming. But something told me that I had written enough. For now.

Happy reading.

Enrico Picchi.

Steampunk Stories – Airships Volume I, Dragonfly:
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Chapter One: Dragonfly:
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“Captain Tyler! Battleship off the starboard bow!”

My head snapped to follow First Mate Edward Keenan’s warning finger. Billowing out of a grey cloud above us, a gigantic battleship sneered like a hungry megalodon. She was both beauty and beast. I didn’t need to see her flank to know she was the Crusher, the flagship of despotic conglomerate Darkhouse & Sons. Two of our destroyers could have fit on her gondola. She was painted the colour of dull iron with a giant red cross on her monstrous helium gas envelope. The Crusher had a double propeller design to move her impossible weight. She was powered by three massive coal-fire engines and she mounted wind stabilizers the size of frigates. What terrified me most wasn’t her two hundred cannons but her state-of-the-art Gatling gun mounted on her foredeck. It was the size of a steam car and required a team of five men to operate. It could shred a hull like a cat’s claws could slice through writing paper.

“Hold the course steady, lad! Do not bank!” Keenan was a fine first mate. Only twenty-five years old and thrust into the position after the death of too many seasoned men. The first months of the air battles had been a disaster for London. 

Keenan swallowed hard. “Aye Captain.” He grabbed the helm and kept us on the suicide course. We were Destroyer Class, half the size of the incoming battleship. Yet we were London’s best hope. I would not allow the Proud Gale to deviate from our secret mission.

“Captain!” Keenan said as he jerked his head from the steering mounted spyglass. “The Crusher is preparing her Gatling gun!”

“Relieved, Keenan!” I shouted as I limped up to the helm. My bad leg felt like rotten wood. I took Keenan’s position at the massive wheel. “Target her heavy gun.”

“Second mate!” Keenan hollered. He hopped off the foredeck and thudded on to the wet planks below. The youth paid no heed to the cold rain. “Ready for fire!”

“Aye sir!” 

I watched the second mate scamper across the deck and shout orders to our gunners. The Proud Gale had two medium sized rapid turn Gatling guns. Not enough to cause serious damage to the Crusher, but with careful aim we could force our enemies to scramble away from their own massive gun. I looked at my pocket watch. The Darner should have reached us by now. My orders may have seemed like a suicide mission to my men, but I was not a captain with a death wish. We were to bring down the Crusher by coordinating our attack with a new airship. The city of London had built a high-speed combat bomber ornithopter that could change the course of the war against Darkhouse & Sons. 

“Keenan!” I shouted as I set my bad leg on the helm post. “Full throttle!” 

Keenan rang the engine bell and waved the warning flags. The chief millwright raised his flag in return as the turbines hissed out steam. Our propeller doubled its rotation and thrust the Proud Gale forward. I put my body into the helm and the rotor-fins deviated us port side. The gondola groaned and swung under the gas envelope as the ship banked violently. The crew struggled to keep itself balanced as our Gatling guns blazed to life. Tracer rounds tracked the shooting straight to the Crusher’s massive gun. Our enemy was slow to open fire and abandoned their heavy weapon. But it was no victory. Within seconds we would be in full range of their cannons.

“Keenan!” I grunted through closed teeth. I swung hard starboard to run parallel to the Crusher. “Drop twelve ballast sacks!”

Keenan cupped his hand to his mouth and shouted over the snarling thunder. “The upward thrust will rip the envelope lines!”

“Now, First Mate!” I roared. 

I pitied Keenan. He knew nothing of London’s daring plan. Disciplined and loyal, the First Mate shouted orders and the air-sailors hacked and chopped at a dozen ropes. The ballasts dropped and the ship cords whined and rippled up to the gas envelope. With a stomach-turning heave, the Proud Gale leapt skyward. I tried not to think of the giant weights we dropped on London. God only knew what or who they would strike. This was the price of war. 

Icy rain showered me and dripped from my thick mustache. Our destroyer climbed and took cannon fire. A hitch line lock exploded in a shower of splinters. Three air-sailors were blasted off deck. Planks dislodged when the starboard safety rail was blown apart by cannon fire. I pulled hard on the helm and prayed for the arrival of the Darner. 

“Keenan! Return fire!”

Our cannons blasted a volley as our destroyer levelled out above the Crusher. The cannon balls bounced off the envelope’s cage and crashed down on the battleship’s deck. It did not stop our enemy’s climb to reach us. Both ships had taken heavy fire but the Proud Gale was littered with wood and steel and lost limbs. We lost two hitch lines to our gas envelope and our gondola swayed dangerously. The Crusher’s gunners scrambled to their massive Gatling. I lowered my monocular over my eye and watched the enemy’s men working the hand cranks. The ponderous gun swivelled and I knew they would aim for the helm. In less than thirty seconds they would cut me to pieces. I looked at my pocket watch and mouthed the Lord’s Prayer. 
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