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  "The Great Libraries" Description




  




  Emmie Kirkwood is delighted when the Gateway Roadhouse insists she take a day off. Finding herself in ancient Egypt, she can think of only one thing. Spending her precious day at the most fabled library in the ancient world: The Alexandria Library.




  She didn't expect to also arrive the day of an equally famous fire…




  A 10200 word Egyptian steampunk adventure novelette in the Gateway Roadhouse Chronicles.




  Chapter One
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  Emmie Kirkwood came down the stairs to the main level of the Gateway Roadhouse feeling like a princess.




  A room to call her own with such lavishness as hot and cold running water included. A large bathing tub for only her use. A bed softer than that of a feather mattress. New clothing provided to her by the Gateway Roadhouse itself with skirts so full they twisted and turned around her legs as she moved. From a woman on the lines of automated weavers at the mill to this? She loved it.




  Even the job. No more working the skin off her fingers. Now she worked as a waitress, but not like one of the coarse girls at the waterfront. The Roadhouse was different, a place of repute and civility.




  Even if those who frequented it came in the shape of monsters.




  Despite the early hour, Gilray Pickett already worked behind the bar. He poured a green liquid into one of the sparkling clean fluted crystal glasses for a creature with a long nose like that of an elephant and sharp tusks pointing out from each side of its mouth.




  Her old friends would have screamed and run. She would have, as well, a short time ago.




  A large creature in the shape of a cockroach sitting in the end seat of the bar lifted a glass towards her as she came down the last step. "And so the lily of the tables brings us her smile. Will it now switch off with the turn of the dial?"




  "A dial?" Emmie asked.




  But, Clik was already waving one of his multi-jointed arms in the air while another one scribbled frantically on a piece of paper. "No, no. No emotion. I shall rework the wording."




  Another attempt at poetry. The rhyme might be bad, but it filled her heart that he thought her worthy of a few stanzas. Where once she'd been one small face among so many workers, she was now greeted each morning by name.




  She smiled pleasantly at the other customers, and said to Gilray as she passed him on the way around the bar, "Good morn. What visitors are we to expect today?"




  Gilray glanced up at her as she came around to the back of the bar. "The Roadhouse is traveling. Do you have plans?"




  Emmie pulled out a serving tray, studying the customers at the tables. Everyone looked as if they'd been taken care of. One table could be cleared of perhaps one plate. A few creatures sat along the length of the bar, but Gilray would take care of them.




  "Perhaps I can clean a few of the tables. To get ready once we arrive at our destination and the doors open."




  Gilray frowned down at her, making her wonder what she'd done wrong. She quickly put a hand up to her white cap, but found her hair still wrapped securely in a knot under it. Her dark blue dress and white apron also passed inspection. Perhaps she had something on her face?




  "Why are you down here this early?" Gilray asked.




  "It is time for my shift, of course." She glanced up at the clock above the bar, afraid she'd come down late. But, no, she was in fact early, as usual so she could eat a spot of breakfast in the nicely apportioned employee break room. Why did he frown so?




  Gilray put one of the bottles of alcohol back in its precise place on a shelf. "Today is your day off."




  Emmie found herself frowning back at him. She schooled her features back into a nondescript smile. "Sir? I have been employed here only six days."




  "Which means it is past your time to have a day off. Yesterday was unusual," Gilray said.




  Oh yes, quite unusual. A flock of giant creatures like that of dragonflies who had roosted on the backs of chairs while humming at each other and sharing many gallons of flavored water. Like so many who passed through the Gateway Roadhouse, the group had been a part of a flock in peril. She'd not understood exactly what it was, but from the translated words the Roadhouse provided her she thought it might be a territorial dispute.




  The Roadhouse had stopped in a new place Gilray described as a new location on the same planet. In the meantime, both of them had been kept busy serving the creatures as they sucked the flavored sugar water down.




  Such were the days in the Gateway Roadhouse. One never knew what manner of creature would come through the front doors.




  "Perhaps we should speak of the terms of my employment," Emmie said, turning her attention back to the matter at hand. "What days are my services expected?"




  "The typical. Five days on, two days off."




  Emmie stared at him in shock, not believing she'd heard him correctly. "Two days in every seven days?"




  "Yes. Will that be a problem?"




  She must still be asleep, dreaming of yet more comfort of the sort only those well moneyed enjoyed. Really, the Roadhouse was spoiling her, even in this short time.




  "I say out with you both," came Jarvis's voice from the kitchen. The brass and silvery-colored metallic many-armed cook peered out of the opening between the bar and the kitchen. "Out. Explore. Don't need you in here."




  Jarvis's head ducked down while one of his arms set a plate of hot food on the counter in the opening. From out of the door leading to the break room and rear storage rooms came a metal waiter with wheels where feet should be. The key on the back of its head slowly turned as it picked up the meal.




  As the metal waiter, complete with a black metal tailcoat, moved past them to deliver the meal to the proper table, Emmie asked the question she'd been wondering ever since she'd arrived. "If the Roadhouse has machines such as these to serve, why am I here?"




  "Not all creatures are comfortable being served by robots," Gilray said. He shouted at the kitchen, "Does this mean we have no new parties coming in?"




  "Out! Go! Get some color to your skin," Jarvis's booming voice shouted back.




  Another metal waiter appeared, coming to a halt next to Gilray. It took another clean cloth from where they were stored under the bar and went to work polishing the crystal.
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