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* * *

Herman Diactoros watched as the two men came staggering down lamplit Stephen Street, rolling
drunk and only upright because they supported each other. Trailing after them were twelve dogs,
bunched together in adisciplined pack.

"Spent it dl," bawled thetaler of the pair, who was dressed as a bushman.

"Aye, it'strue Ben, but the beer were cold an' the pork pieswere hot," his companion replied, taking
hisancient top hat off and waving it.

A hunchback, Diactoros noted, nodding. They passed him, then the dogs passed. The leader of the
pack gave him a sharp, nervous glance. Clever dog, thought Diactoros.

"Down here then, matey, there'sanymph o' the pave who owes me alittle favour,” cried the
hunchback as he guided the bushman into anarrow lane.

Diactoros noted that the dogs were guarding the entrance to the lane. He had seen enough. Walking
back down another laneway he sprang for ahigh ledge, caught it and pulled himsdf up, then inched dong
it until he reached awindow ledge. Here he stood, reaching higher until hisfingers closed on guttering.
With amotion asfluid asif hisbody had been quickslver he pulled himsalf up and rolled onto the roof,
then crawled slently over the dates.

"Y er knockin' but there's nobody home," the bushman was complaining as Diactoros peered over the
edge of the roof into the laneway.

"She'sasred as| be mesdf,” retorted the swaying hunchback. "Heresme hand oniit.”

The bushman spat on his own palm and rubbed it on the seat of histrousers. "Water," whispered
Diactoros. As the bushman grasped the hunchback's hand he spasmed, asif shot in the back. Therewas
ahissng sound like steam escaping from aboiler. "Air." The bushman man diffened, and the hissing
became a high-pitched squedl. It was coming from the bushman's mouth, his ears, the entire skin of his
body. Agonised, he dowly sank to his knees. The hunchback ill gripped him, and it was asif atiny,
bright lantern burned between their hands. "Fire." Thelight that leaked out brightened with every
heartbest, and the bushman's skin began to glow creamy white benesth his clothing. By now the
hunchback was aso blazing with light, but from his clothesaswell as his skin. The lane was L-shaped, so
that nothing but the glow was visble from Stephen Street where the dogs stood guard. The intensity of
the light grew and grew, until the two men were nothing but brilliant lumps as bright as the sun. Thelight
faded abruptly.

"'Ere, | seentheglow again,” called avoicein the distance.

Down in the lane were now two dogs, aterrier struggling and floundering amid apile of clothing and a
nondescript little hound sitting back and watching. "Earth,” Diactoros concluded. Theterrier began to
whine, then tried to turn upon itself and fell over. The other dogs dashed in, seized the boots and clothing
then dashed out. A few remained to shepherd the confused, staggering terrier from the lane as the sound
of footstepsin Stephen Street grew louder.

"TisJack O'Lantern, dl right, he's scared them dogswi' hislight,” called aman who was entering the
laneway with his cane held high.

"Yer takin' broggers, Marty, there's nowt 'ere but barrels an' rats.”

"But you saw the light too!" ingsted the man with the cane.



"That | did, but now | sees nowt an' I'se afeard o' this place.”

"If we caught Jack O'Lantern we'd be famous.”

"If we caught Jack O'Lantern we might be dead. Come away, Marty, let'sto the Stooker's Armsfor a
pint."
"Ach, be buggered if yer not right, Mus," the other conceded. "No fire, no lantern, nowt te show a
congtable.”

Diactoros dowly withdrew is head asthe men | eft and sat in the shadow of achimney, contemplating
what he had just seen.

"The mighty Shapemaster, reduced to this," he said to the stars of Orion that sparkled in the summer
sky. "The res publica, Shapemadter, it'srotting you like amorta's disease.”

* *

Mogt of the promenaders on the beach had arrived by the Sandridge Railway, which had been running
extratrainsthat afternoon. Although there was addlicioudy cool sea breeze after the heat of the summers
day and therewas a bright and beautiful comet in the sky to the northwest, most of the citizens of
Melbourne were there to gaze upon something far more novel than asivery streamer in the sky. It was
the evening of January 26, 1865, and the Confederate raider Shenandoah wasriding at anchor not far
fromthe pier. A smdl flotilla of boats was gathered about the warship, al crowded with townsfolk from
Melbourne.

The rider who came through the grass-topped sand dunes behind the littoral frowned to seethe
hundreds of onlookers crowding the beach. He was dressed in moleskin trousers, coat and cloth cap,
and had severa weeks of beard on hisface. Hereined in for afull minute, surveying the beach asif
assessing it. Finaly he made up hismind.

"Giya, Vikki," he said as he nudged his mount into motion again. "Well haveto go into the water this
time"

The brown mare splashed into the shallows, then waded dowly out until the water came up to her
belly. Severd people on the shore pointed, perhaps wondering if the rider wasintending to swim his
horse asfar as the Confederate warship. The water was over his bootswhen hereined in.

Almost at once something deek and solid surfaced and brushed past the horse, then doubled back and
glided benesth at her belly.

"We have a big audience tonight Jamie," said the rider in asoft baritone, leaning over in the saddle,
"dthough they've redly cometo see that warship.”

The sedl gave a cough-like bark and made a splash with one flipper.

"Yes, It'salot of fussover very little," therider agreed.

Reaching into the saddlebags he unbundled a package and began to feed dark, reeking lumpsto the
Sedl.

"All I havetoday ishuman hair from the barber shops mixed with mutton fat, fish oil and some of my
own blood. My supplier a the undertakers has been taken ill, so the usua portions are not to be had.”

He neetly folded the greasy pages of The Argus and put them back into the saddlebag. The sed
yelped twice.

"Yes| know it's unpleasant, but it's enough to keep a human soul within ased's body. | might be
holding you by athin thread, Jamie, but I've not let go for twenty two years."

On the shore there was a knot of people gathering who were showing distinct interest in the rider who
was speaking with asedl.

"Timeto go. Inafortnight I'll be on aboat on the Yarra. Now keep low in the water and swim away
quickly. Someone may haveagun.”

The sed vanished amid the dark wavelets. Therider turned his mare, ran ahairy hand over the stubble
on his chin and rode for the shore. As he rode clear of the water one of the promenaders hailed him.

"| say there, Sir, therewas ased out therein the water," he called as he hurried over with severd other
men. A few women minced after them, their hooped skirts bobbing and swaying.



"Yes, that therewas,” replied therider in an overly silky, disturbing tone.

"But, ah, it was quite close, those things are dangerous,” he spluttered. "They're known to bite."

Therider leaned forward in the saddle, staring the man directly in the eyes and smiling beneath the
stubble on hisface. "'l too am dangerous, and | am known to bite," he replied.

The man took a pace back, bumped into hiswife and trod on her foot. She squealed, and he tripped
on thefolds of her skirtsand fell to the sand. A rather more corpulent man in a checked frock coat now
arrived.

"What apity you weren't armed, Sir!" he declared in abreathless pant. "That seal would haveyielded a
fine skin and agood lot of ail.”

Therider drew a patent Colt revolver from benegath his coat and displayed it on the pam of his hand.

"You, sir, would also yield afine skin and agood lot of tallow, but | am as compassionate to sedlsas|
am to people.”

With that he put his gun away and urged Vikki into atrot before the astonished man could think to
reply. Once across the sand dunes and out of sight he rode for aclump of scrub. He was weak and
unsteady as he dismounted.

"l had to hold thisform too bloody long, Vikki," he said as he dropped to hiskneesin the grass. "A
pox take that crowd.”

Hisface began to blur asif seen through an unfocussed telescope, and his hands became indistinct
beside his body. The mare watched warily, but was by now used to the transformation. Therider's
shirtfront swelled with growing breasts, and severa buttons popped open. Now Julia Branchester again,
the rider forced herself to her feet and began to pull skirts and more feminine riding boots from her

saddlebags.
* * *

The sky was quite dark by the time Juliareached the horse punt on the lower YarraRiver. It wastied
up on the southern bank and the puntman was sitting on the pier smoking his pipe as she dismounted and
led Vikki aboard.

"Riding late tonight, Miss Julia," he remarked as he jJumped aboard and pushed off from the bank. "Did
you see the Shenandoah?

"It'sjust aship with guns, Ferryman. The Victoriaisfar moreimpressive.”

"Ah, but the Victoriais no more than aguard ship for our quiet colony. The Shenandoah isawarrior
with ataeto tell, and is midway through becoming alegend. Don't you want to be part of that legend?!

"You are alegend, Ferryman. Metalsmith isalegend, Shapemaster isalegend, but | am araptor.
My kind's placeisin the shadows of history."

"Therés nothing wrong with being alegend.”

"Of course not, everyone knows Charon.”

"Please!" the puntman gasped. "Not that name. Res publica, Miss dulia, res publica.”

"Of course, Ferryman, but thisismy point. Res publica bindsyou to discretion in this place and in this
age, just as being amortal raptor binds meto eternd discretion.”

The puntman worked hisdrive oar in slence for aspel, puffing at hispipe asif hewasalittle steam
engine.

"The Shenandoah is not that type of legend,” he said eventudly. "It's the romance of onelittle ship
againg amighty armada.”

"An armada of unarmed Union merchant vessels and whalers, more precisely. Y ou show an unusua
interest in the Shenandoah, Ferryman.”

"Well, that could be because I'll be triding my new steam ferry out and around Sandridge tomorrow,"
hefindly confessed. "Would you have an interest in being there?"

"Merdy because I'm American?' shereplied, potting hisintent a once.

"Wdl, aren't you?"

"No."



"But, but the mortals say-- "

"The mortasthink | comefrom Cdifornia. I'velet it be known | don't care much for either sdein the
Y ankees Civil War."

"Missdulia, if youwereto call out in your Y ankee accent, why Captain Wadddl might invite usal
aboard theraider," the Ferryman said hopefully.

She watched the northern bank draw near, and the punt finally bumped against the low pier.

Juliashook her head. "I'm afraid not, Ferryman,” she concluded, athough favouring him with asmile.
"Likeyou, | have abusinessto run, and I've already taken off my haf-day for the week."

* * *

Diactoros did not seek out the Shapemaster again until the morning of the 27th. The hunchback was
not a hishousein the lane off Stephen Street, so he asked a passing costermonger if he knew Pete
Foreman. The man directed him to the cattle market. His quarry wasinstantly recognisable, a hunchback
man in early middle age wearing a battered top hat. He was sitting on asmall pushcart and surrounded by
two or three dozen dogs. There was a clear heirarchy among the dogs, with some keeping order, others
standing guard, and the rest deeping in the morning sun, barking at passing carts or idly scratching.

"Dogsfor sde, fine, bright dogsfor sale," cried the Shapemaster as Diactoros approached. "Dogs for
sheep, dogs for cattle, dogsfor the track. Loyal, hale dogs.”

Diactoros stopped and glared at the man on the cart. Some of the dogs began to sense that all was not
well and closed around their master. At last the man on the cart turned his head.

"Buy aloyal and clever dog, Sir?" he asked.

"I am ashepherd, and | have aneed for agood dog," said Diactoros.

The Shapemaster gasped and twisted around so abruptly that he amost overturned his cart. The dogs
were indantly dert and formed ahdf-circlein front of him, baring their teeth and growling at Diactoros.

"Y ou're the Messenger, aren't you?' muttered the Shapemaster.

"Traveller, Messenger, Shepherd, | am dl. At thismoment | am Herman Diactoros, Messenger from
the OverMaster.”

The Shapemaster cringed againgt his cart. "Go away, I'm not bothering you or the OverMaster.”

"Y ou may not be bothering us, Shapemaster, but a pupil of yoursis causng agreat dedl of bother,"
Diactoros replied, coming straight to the point.

"l never did harm, dl | doistrade in doggies. There'sadearth of good dogsin the colony, Messenger.
It'sasdler's market and there's no dogs as like mine. Why yesterday | made two pounds fifteen shillings
ineght hours. Thisisafine, progperouslittle city.”

"l have never, never seen such squaor asisin thisfleapit,” began Diactoros.

"Maybe you should travel more,” the Shapemaster replied before he could stop himself.

Diactoros stepped past the dogs and dammed his London cane against the side of the cart in afury.
Some of the dogs whined and backed away, others growled, but none dared to attack him.

"This place has a notoriety that is spreading. The res publica here changes usinto caricatures of what
we were in ancient Greece and Rome. That iswhy | dare not stay more than amonth. Many are darmed
by what isgoing on in Audtrdia, Shapemadter, its res publica is strong and nourishing, but it deformsand
twigsus"

"Inmy caseit wastoo late when | arrived,” the Shapemaster replied.

"Y ou know what | mean!" shouted Diactoros. "L ook at you al! Charon operates a horse punt on the
Yara, Thetisismistress of a cake shop in Bourke Street, and Vulcanisworgt of al! Instead of
thunderbolts he builds steam enginesin his smithy, he even has aportrait of some dead morta named
Brunel on hiswal who he venerates asif he were the morta and Brund were the god. Who would have
thought it? The mighty Proteus, shapeshifter and master of the seals flocks: salling dogs to shepherdd™

"Drovers.”

"Drovers, then. I've seen you at work, you change droversinto dogs then sell them to other droverd!™
Diactoros squatted before alarge terrier with one floppy ear. "Hullo Ben, how areyou finding lifeasa



dog?"

The dog hung his head. Proteus cursed.

"You'reliving in the past, Hermes the Messenger. The prospects are good here, and there's belief for
the taking. Strong, nourishing res publica.”

"Only if youreapig. The res publica hereis corrupting you."

"Wl you livein Oxford!" retorted the Shapemadter. "Isthe res publica there the same asit wasin
ancient Greece?"

"The believers of Britain mean well! We can retain an idealised form there, and fact many of usteach
the classcs and so influence thelocd res publica. Herethe bdlief istainted with rebellion, reform and
irreverent ideas. We are not just sustained by the people, we are turned into them! These people have no
respect for authority.”

There was along, poisonous silence. The Shapemagter's dogs looked anxioudly at the two beingsin
the shape of men that glared at each other, but the passing stockmen, drovers and merchants paid them
no attention. A fly landed on Diactoros cheek. There was a soft snap like a match breaking and the
insect's burned-out body fell to the dust.

"l presume dl these dogs were once human,” Diactoros asked, now with a surprisingly reasonable
tone.

"Aye, | choose with great care," the Shapemaster assured him. "Finefolk they were, men and women
alike-- those as were down on their luck. Some like Tag here are bright as a button, athough she'sall
dog now. Too squeamish to eat the flesh of humans, so she lost the mind within. Pacer's kept it, though.
He rummagesin the bins at the hospita's, they yield enough scraps of skin and bloody bandagesto keep
him human. Five yearsit's been, '‘eh fella?’

The large, surly looking dog wagged itstail mechanically as the Shapemagter reached down to pat its
head.

"l have amessage from the OverMagter," Diactoros said coldly. "A messagefor you in particular.”

"Hie, is he to come here? He won't be wel come, these colonid folk take badly to kings, even though
they giveloyad toasts. Strange, irreverent folk, they are.”

"The OverMagter wouldn't even fart at this place. Shapemaster, thereisaraptor living in Mebourne,
her nameis Julia Branchester."

"Aye, | know her. The one who feeds upon vampyres. There's not been any undead herefor quitea
while, though, so she's garting to age. Raptors aren't real immortals, they use the stored vitality of
vampyresto stay young."

"Y ou, Shapemaster, have had dedlingswith her."

The Shapemaster fiddled nervoudy with abutton on his coat.

"Can't recall her ever having bought adog,” he mumbled, scratching the sde of his head. "Why pick on
me? | follow the way of the gods.”

" Shapeshifting drovers and whores into dogs? Selling them to shepherds for aguineaor so? That's
hardly theway of gods. | wastold that Branchester trapped you the day you arrived, that she bound you
at noon asyou lay adeep. Y ou taught her the practice of shapeshifting asthe price of obligation.”

"Bah, she was a poor pupil, she can barely hold aform for more than half an hour," whined the
Shapemaster. "The only reason she can shapeshift at al isthat she'sfed on the vitdity of the undead for
hundreds of years. She don't go through Earth, Fire, Water and Air, shejust moulds her form like clay.
"Tisshgpeshiftingin nameonly.”

"How did shedo it?" demanded Diactoros. "Did she seduce you?'

"Me?Don't jest."

"Then what?"'

He removed his battered top hat and scratched his head.

"I'd just arrived here, | was off my guard. Old Mebourne Town was brimming with classic belief but
there were no immortalsto feed uponiit.”

"I know, | know. These people are British, they get taught Greek and Roman classics then get sent out
to runtheempire.”



"Strangefolk, the British.”

"Get onwithit!"

"l was off my guard, like who would expect to find araptor running an inn at the ends of the earth?
She knew my rule of obligation, though. She crept into my room at noon and bound me as| lay adeep a
noon. Siderial noon, too. She demanded to know how to shapeshift. | had no option.”

"Option you may not have had, obligation you now do have."

"I'm not her obligate.”

"I mean an obligation to therest of usl An obligation to kill her or take back the powers not meant for
mortals. Y ou arrived twenty three years ago, Shapemaster, and after al that time Branchester is till
running her inn and you arelord of apack of dogs."

"Messenger, Hermes," implored the Shapemaster, ™Y ou don't understand raptors. They're unequalled
a surviving."

"I understand what they are, and | understand that you are the mighty Proteus, formed from the
elementa matter of theworld itsdf. Pah! How much for Ben, thisterrier?”

"But he's not trained.”

"I'm not surprised. Until two nights ago he was adrover, but as a human he looked to be a good
companion.”

"Mate"

"Mate, 'eh? | need amate, someone who knows the way of sheep and, ah, droverswhile | wait for the
True Briton to sail. How much?"

"One pound four shillings.

Diactoros scratched the wary terrier under the chin, and the dog immediately closed hiseyesand
wagged histall.

"Julia Branchester must die, Shapemaster, else the OverMaster will turn his attention to thissqualid
arcadiaand you will al haveto leave.”

"What? Mekill her?' exclaimed the Shapemadter. "Just like that? Don't you think | haven't tried
dreagy?'

"Wl try harder," replied Diactoros, checking the terrier's teeth. " She must be dead when | sail from
here. | have arranged-- "

"Messenger, I'velogt thirty dogs trying to kill her! I've even been injured mysdif.”

"One pound, you say?" asked Diactoros, asif he had not heard.

"One pound three and-- But she's araptor, dammit! Julia Branchester is nine hundred years old.
Mortals who survive aslong asthat are not easily surprised, most especialy by me. ™

"If she merely flees, you must go after her, hunt her down and kill her. She must die. I'll giveyou a
guineafor Ben: hiseyesare alittle bloodshot.”

"Hewas drinking heavily before | changed him. How long have | got to kill her?!

"l wastold to give you alunar month. It took afew daysto find you and the True Briton sailson
February 22nd, so that isyour date. If sheisdill dive by then, you all returnwith me." Inthe meantime|
have arranged help for you. Pack up and come with me, you must talk with your little army.”

"Pah, and | supposeyou arein charge.”

"Not s0, Shapemaster. You aretheleader. | shal be in the company of the Australian shepherdsand
their flocks, preserving my true form with pure res publica.”

"Droversand their mobs," snapped the Shapemaster. "And the terrier's one pound two shillings and
sxpence. That'smy find price.”

"One pound one and six, and | shal sall him back for fifteen shillingswhen | return.”

"Done!"

The Shapemaster shook his head as he watched Diactoros walking away with theterrier at his hedls.

"He'sin for ashock, girl," he said as he scratched Tag behind the ears. "He's been too long at Oxford,

with al those Classics professors.”
* * *



Among the ancient entities who now made their home in Melbourne, several had befriended Julia. The
newly arrived Thetiswas afellow shapeshifter, and as such was drawn to her in particular.

"Y ou smply must come down to the Confederate ship,” sheinssted asthey sat in the parlour of Julia's
inn. "We're sure to get aboard.”

"The Shenandoah isawarship,” replied Julia, shaking her head. "They will not let us aboard.”

"Ah, but they say an army marches on its ssomach, and Mrs. Lidd, Miss Parkinson and Miss Wilsham
al have picnic hampersfilled with fruit and home made padtries, just the things that sailors smply could
not resist after so many months of seaand fighting. | have cakesfrom my shop, | was baking them al
yesterday evening.”

"Wl and good, but why do you need me?"

"Well, because you're American. The sound of afamiliar accent will tug at their hearts, Miss Julia.
Please comewith us."

Reluctantly, and against her better judgement, Juliaagreed to go with Thetis. Asthey rode in her pony
trap through the streets of Mebourne the Nereid linked arms with Julia.

"I've often wondered, ah, well you know, about what you can do?' Thetis asked circuitoudy.

Juliaglanced at her face, but there seemed to be no guile there.

"My limited shapeshifting?' asked Julia, asdirect asever.

"Wéll, one might say yes."

"The Shapemaster taught me the skill. | bound him at his obligation time and made my demand. That
demand wasto learn shapeshifting.”

"But you are of base eements, and amorta. No part of you is made fluid by human belief."

"I may beamortd, Thetis, but | am argptor too. My flesh is made maleable by vitality from the
undead.”

"| was at the beach yesterday," Thetis confessed. "l saw you feeding that sedl. Wasit another of us,
Proteus perhaps?’

Julialaughed out aoud. "Oh no. The sedl isacabin boy named Jamie who murdered his captain
amost aquarter century ago. | had befriended him alittle before that and... educated him. He forced the
Shapemaster to help him escape.”

"A mortd take advantage of the Shapemaster?' Thetisgiggled. "I thought he would have just turned
him into another of hisdog pack."

"Jamieisaclever lad. Asased he vanished into the sea and escaped the constables.”

"But surely heisnot ill Jamie," Thetis pointed out. " Sed flesh would smother what ishumanin him
withinamonth.”

"Not s0. Ever since then | have fed him scraps of human flesh so that his humanity flickerson.”

"Goodness! So you have done that since, ah, 18437" exclaimed Thetis.

"That | have."

"Youmust beinlove”

Julia blushed. "Ridiculous. He was fifteen when he changed! He's been asedl ever since, and well,
look a me."

Juliawas ageing. Shewas very pretty and had afigure that even Thetis admired, but shewas il in
middle age.

"The undead know | am here, Thetis. They don't come to Mebourne any more, yet | cannot leave
Jamie to go hunting oversess. He hastried attacking fishermen and sedlersfor the taste of human flesh,
but that is dangerous. He has been shot twice, and | fear for his safety.”

"Ah, such asweet romance,” sghed Thetis, who had fancied herself asaromantic since arriving in
Melbourne. "No, say what you will, Julia, yoursis aromance such as the world has not seen since Troy
fdl to the alure of onewoman'sface.”

* * *



The new steam ferry Minotaur wastied up at the river piers, not far from the Sandridge Railway
bridge. Smoke was pouring out of the funnel and the Ferryman was dternately welcoming passengers
aboard and dashing amidships to check with Metalsmith about the engine.

"Welcome-- Oh Miss Branchester, welcome thrice over!" The Ferryman cried as Juliaand Thetis
came aboard. "Metal smith is aboard, and Demellene has brought some of her, ah, gentlemen. They once
crewed asteamship, did you know?'

A woman in her mid-forties swayed across the deck, aglass of white winein her hand.

"Whoo, thisswaying, | can hardly keep my legs beneath mel" exclaimed Miss Wilsham.

Juliaglanced from the glassin her hand to the calm surface of theriver. " Shouldn't we be taking the
refreshments to the Confederate sailorsinstead of consuming them?' she asked.

"Oh, they want flash company aswell aswine and cakes,” Miss Wilsham retorted with a gesture that
sent wine spilling onto the deck and into theriver.

A quick tour of theferry reveded that Juliaand Miss Wilsham were the only two mortals on board. A
little uneasy, Julia asked the Ferryman if her old enemy Proteus wasin the party, but he assured her that
the hunchback had no place aboard the Minotaur.

The crew cast off from the pier and the paddlewheel s were engaged. The Minotaur navigated
cautioudy down theriver, past the swampy lowlands, through the gaggle of shipsin Hobson's Bay, and
out to the open waters of Port Phillip Bay. There wasadight swell, but not so heavy asto upset the
passengers. A good number of shipswere at anchor at Sandridge, but everyone was straining to catch
sght of the three masts and single funndl of the Confederate raider Shenandoah.

Melbourne's welcome for Captain James Waddell and the Shenandoah had been decidedly mixed. On
the one hand he was showered with adulation by those who championed rebellion against heavy handed
authority, while others condemned him as nothing short of apirate.

Unknown to the Ferryman and his party, Waddell had decided to court the favour of the citizens of
Melbourne. When they arrived at the raider they found that visitors were not only allowed aboard, they
were positively welcomed. The party from the Minotaur boarded the Shenandoah with their baskets and
gifts, and dmost a once the Metal smith went down to the engine room to view the machinery. The
Ferryman got into a conversation with Captain Waddell about the damage to the bearing of the propeller
shaft that had virtualy stranded them in Melbourne, and the others went about talking to the crewmen,
viewing the guns and handing out their presents.

An officer named Hunt explained to Julia, Thetis and Miss Wilsham that there were Six cannonsin dl,
but that not asingle life had been lost to them sofar.

"Theresfour 8-inch shell cannonsfor rea fighting and two 32-pounder Whitworths,” he explained.
"They'rerifled for accuracy. They can land around right beside aship, so close asto scare the whiskers
off anyone aboard yet not rip so much asasplinter from the hull.”

"But isthis not meant to be awarship?' asked Julia

"Miss, we want shipsto surrender so we can take the crews off then scuttle them. Wefight the Union
by costing it dearly, not by daughtering brave seamen.”

Julia nodded, and Miss Wilsham cooed and batted her eyelashes at him. The Metalsmith emerged
from below, his eyes shining with excitement. He went straight to the Ferryman.

" She has a 250 horsepower engine by Stephens and Sons of Glascow,™" he began.

"Steel beams and frame, she has, with rock-elm bel ow the waterline and teak above," the Ferryman
babbled back.

"Theresalifting screw that can be hoisted from the water for faster sailing, | swear | could build one
mysdf."

"She'srigged as a clipper, with cross-jacks, royal studding sails, jib-topsail-- why she can make 17
knotg!"

"Her funnel's the telescope type-- "

"-- built in the Clyde."

Thevist lasted an hour in dl. Miss Wilsham drank alot more wine, and spent much of thetime clinging
to Julids arm for support. Then she broke her glass and began drinking straight from the bottle. At this



the Ferryman decided to go. He did not want to give the Americans abad impression, and anyway the
sun was nearly on the horizon. He sgndled to his crew to bring the Minotaur back dongside. Juliawas
ganding at the rail with Miss Wilsham as the others gathered around them.

Suddenly Miss Wilsham seized Julia beneath the arms and heaved her over therail. The move was so
sudden that Juliabarely had timeto shriek before hitting the water. Thetis gazed down into the dark
water, noting that adistinct glow was lighting up the depths. Two separate forms were visible, one dark,
the other glowing brightly. Julia's head broke the surface, but she could barely swim with her hooped,
voluminous skirts.

"Help, hep mel” shecried, "I'm in the water. Help me, pleasa!”

Not one of those at the rail moved or spoke. All the while the glow blazed from benegth the surface,
but as Juliabegan struggling for the ropes hanging at the side of the ship, the light faded. A sedl brokethe
surface, seized Julias collar and dragged her down.

"Say there, isanything the matter?'

Thetis recognised the voice of Midshipman Mason.

"Oh, no. One of the ladies thought she saw asedl. It's nothing.”

"An Australian sedl! Where?' he said eagerly, peering over the Side, but there was nothing to be seen.

The Minotaur bumped against the side of the Confederate ship.

Suddenly Mason cried out. "There's the sed-- no, theré's two of them and they're fighting, by God!"

Two large seals were indeed splashing and snapping at each other alittle beyond theferry. The
Shapemaster's party began to descend the side of the Shenandoah.

"Therésawoman in the water!" Mason now shouted with alarm to those on the ferry. "There, just
before your bows."

To hishorror he saw that nobody aboard the ferry was lifting so much as a boathook to help. With a
sngleglanceto theflat, cold expressions of the watchers at therail of the Minotaur, Mason turned to the
Shenandoah's crew.

"Captain, Lieutenant Grimball, hep me!" he shouted, and with that he vaulted therail and plunged into
the waters of Port Phillip Bay. Juliawas dready snking when Mason reached her, but he was able to pull
her to the side of the ship where other crewmen were flinging down ropes. Hetied arope under her arms
and climbed another as she was hauled up the sde of the ship.

Mason |ooked north as soon as Juliawas on deck and safe. The steam ferry was some hundreds of
yards away and making for Hobson's Bay and the mouth of the Y arraRiver.

"Damn bastard colonids, they didn't lift afinger to help her," he shouted to the other crewmen. "L ook
a them, just running off."

"Areyou dl right, Miss?' Captain Waddd | asked. "Did someone push you?'

"All... dl my fault,” Juliagasped. "Careless.”

"She seemsadl right,” said Lining, the ship's doctor. " Get her below, she needs dry clothes.”

Julia sat wrapped in blankets while her clothing was dried out in the gdley. By the time she was ready
to go ashore it was over an hour past dusk. The trains had ceased to run, but some of the crewmen were
interested in going ashore to Melbourne. The captain offered the use of hisown gig to take Julia back.
Some sailors volunteered to row, saying they would like to see the place. After atime they began to
regret their charity, for it was seven miles from Sandridge to Melbourne and the night was hot and
humid.

* * *

Two hours after leaving the ship, the gig approached the river piers of Melbourne. The crewmen were
by now cranky and tired, and Juliafét guilty about having imposed upon them.

"Y ou must come back to the Branchester Inn," she said asthey approached alow pier. "Y ou've been
very good to me and | can offer you refreshments.”

"That's very kind of you, maam, but wed rather be seein’ the Sghts while they're ftill open,” replied a
sailor named Hogan.



"But | can help with that too. My stableman can take you to the Theatre Royd, the Haymarket, the
Casino, and dl the public houses and cafes of Bourke Street. Theré's adancing room at the Bull and
Bush, and the girlswould love to be seen with genuine crewmen from the Shenandoah.”

"If it'sall the same, maam, we've been at sea awhile, and the girlsthat we-- *

"Hogan!" barked an officer who had earlier introduced himself as Powell. "Mind your tongue around
ladies”

"That's mighty kind of you Mister Powell, but I'm an innkeeper and not easily offended,” laughed Julia.
"Try Mother Fraser's on Stephen Street, she loves having famous visitors- Look! Isthat amaninthe
water?'

Julia pointed to afigure swimming out from the pier to the gig. In spite of the dim light they could see
that he was swimming very sirongly and did not seem to bein trouble.

"l say, could you help me?* the swimmer called as he reached the side of the gig.

"Why sure, come aboard,” Powell replied.

Julia's eyes widened as she recognised the face of aman she had not seen for twenty-two years.

"Why thank you-- Agh, awoman!" The man cowered down in to water, with just his eyes abovethe
edge of the boat.

"Sir, | believe you are naked!" declared Powell.

The swimmer looked to him imploringly.

"Look here, just now | took off my clothes and hid them under the pier before having asvimto
escape the night's heat. When | returned they were gone.”

"Oh no, shameon dl thieves," said Powell. "Now then Miss dulia, you just close your eyeswhile we
get the gentleman aboard and decent.”

Jamie was pulled into the boat and given acoat and some canvas to cover his nakedness. Once
ashore a cab was hailed and Powell, the swimmer and Juliaclimbed aboard. The sailorsran alongsde as
they set off for the Branchester Inn.

"Wheredo you live, Sir?" asked Powell.

"A long way out of town, on afarm.”

"Cometomy inn!" Juliaexclaimed, asif her tongue was a caged bird that had suddenly been set free.
"I have clotheseft by some guestsin the past, and | can lend you money. Y ou must stay in one of the
rooms, you can pay me back later. Mister Powell, dl of you must come into the Branchester Inn. This
has been such aterrible night, | must try to pay you dl back.”

Sometime later Jamie was clothed again and was enjoying a pint of ae with the Shenandoah crewmen
in the parlour of the Branchester Inn. He told asmple but plausible story.

"I jumped ship last year to go to the goldfidds, but dl the surface gold was gone by then and | was | eft
with not apenny to my name. A farmer gave me work, but the seaismy redl trade. Every week | come
to Mebourne to search for agood ship, but so far I've had no luck."

"Now then, gir, the Shenandoah is short-handed, and we're on the lookout for men," declared Powell.
"We're being discrete about it, what with our status here being uncertain and the need to get our propeller
shaft bearing repaired and al. What do you think, Mister Hogan?"

"Never seen such fine muscles on asailor, I'd welcome you aboard Migter, ah,...?"

"Smith. Sam Smith."

The Shenandoah's men smiled as one.

"Theworldisfull of Smiths, sr," laughed Powdll, "but you in particular are welcome aboard the
Shenandoah. How can | get in contact with you?"

"Oh send word here," said dJuliaquickly. "I'll get amessageto him."

The men from the Shenandoah soon left with Julias stableman, and Juliaand Jamie faced each other
acrossthe parlour table.

"After dl thistime, would you really go so soon?" she asked.

"After dl thistime I'm till wanted for the murder of Captain Peckford. If you could recognise me after
twenty two years, any number of otherswill. On the Shenandoah | can leave Mée bourne without
questions being asked.”



Helooked at her very intently.

"Why are you staring at me?" asked Julia, sounding asif she was on the edge of tears.

He stood up and came around to her. Knedling beside the table he took her hand in both of his.

"For twenty two years I've wished for handsto hold yours, my faithful love," he said. "Now, at lagt-- "

Juliawhirled around so quickly she knocked her chair over and sent it skidding acrossthe floor. She
flung her arms around Jamie and squeezed him far more tightly than anorma woman would be able to.

* * *

At around four in the morning Jamie awoke to find Julialooking a him acrossthe pillow in the dim light
Seeping past the curtains of her bedroom. Somewhere in the distance awaggon was rumbling long a
road, but al esewas quiet.

"First | dept inacot, then alittle bunk, and when | outgrew that | went to sea," he whispered. "Therel
dept inahammock until | became asedl, and then | dept on rocks and sand. Now, at last, 'minared

"What will become of us?' she whispered. "I have you back, but soon I'll lose you again.”

"Not for afew days, or perhaps weeks," he replied, stroking her hair.

"Oh Jamie, yes, yes, but after that-- Jamie, the Shenandoah is at war, you might be killed!"

"All of usgamblefor our liveswith the dice of fortune, love."

She drew closer to him and kissed hislips ddlicately.

"Then | must teach you to weight the dice.”

Shefdt beneath the covers and drew out with adagger of dim and plain design. Turning up thewick
of the bedlamp she showed Jamie how to flick asmal, sharp spike out of the side of the handle.

"Thisisknown as an argentor, and it is very specid. When you stab avampyre with it, make sure that
the spike pierces your flesh. Thevitdity of the undead will then flow into you.”

Jamie took the knife and examined it.

"How will | know them?'

Julia held up the handle, which had what appeared to be asmall, clear stone mounted withinit. She
peered at him through the stone.

"What do you see, Jamie?'

"Your eye."

"Were| avampyre you would see nothing. See, the framein the handleis dightly higher on oneside.
Thisclear goneisredly two prisms. Light isreflected within prisms, and the reflections of vampyres are
not visble. Takeit, | have others."

Juliadid up onto Jamie and lay with her head on hischest. A cock began to crow in the distance,
announcing Saturday morning.

"How came you to be nearby when Proteus tried to kill me?" she asked. "And why did he change you
back?'

Jamietold his story. He had been under Sandridge Pier a the time: he spent alot of time near piers, as
they alowed him be near people yet remain unseen. Being ahuman in sed form, he constantly longed for
human company. When he saw the light of Protean shapeshifting through the water he swam over and
discovered Juliafighting with asedl. It could only have been Proteus, so he drove him away, biting and
mauling him at every twist and turn. Jamie was amuch bigger and stronger seal than the Shapemadter,
and he paced him easily. When the Shapemaster fled up the Y arra, Jamie knew that he would soon
transform into his human sdlf to escape. He bit hard into aflipper and hung on as the Shapemaster svam
under apier. Light blazed out, and it felt asif Jami€'s soul was being seared out of him with scalding
steam. Pain or no pain, the Shapemaster took Jamie with him as he transformed back into a human.

A few fishermen had been on the pier, and they thought it was the light of Jack O'Lantern. They fled.
The Shapemaster transformed himsdlf clothes and all, but Jamie was changed from anaked sedl to a
naked man. He left Proteus crawling through the mud, covered in gashes and cuts. After perhapsa
half-hour the constables came with lanterns, sent by the fishermen. They found the hunchback, and he



raved about a dangerous murderer being nearby. They concluded that he had been attacked by hisown
dogs and was raving. Jamie hid naked benegth another pier for hours, thinking to make for Juliasinn later
in the night when the streets became deserted. Then he saw her being rowed up theriver, inthe gig from
the Shenandoah.

Julia caressed hishair idly, her ear above his heart.

"They dl conspired againgt me, Jamie. Metalsmith, Shapemagter, Ferryman, Thetis, Demellene, dl of
them. There was not a single human aboard that steam ferry aside from me. | did not redlise that Proteus
had two human shapes: a hunchback man and Miss Wilsham. They al stood watching as he tried to kil
me. All of them, even those I've eaten with under this very roof! | must leave Mebourne, Jamie. | no
longer have to stay here for you and | suddenly fed very lonely. Besides, I'm starving for the undead.”

Her tongue flickered out to lick his skin, and ashiver ran through his body.

"Y ou cannot come on the Shenandoah,” Jamie pointed out.

"Then we shal meet at some place in the old country. London, perhaps. I'll give you addresses and
names. The True Briton sailsfor England in afew weeks. | shdl be on her.”

"But where can | hide? The Shenandoah may not have sailed by then.”

"Then| shall change my ticket to the Great Britain, it doesn't steam out until March. I've waited a
quarter of acentury, Jamie, and every day with you isatreasure.”

* * *

It was another three weeks before the Shenandoah's propeller shaft was repaired. In the meantime the
officers and crew had been treated as both the toast of the colony of Victoriaand asreviled pirates. Bals
had been held in their honour, their status had been debated in the local parliament, and the ship had even
been subjected to a short siege while in dry dock. At last the repairs were done, supplies were aboard
and extra crewmen had beenillicitly recruited. Early on the morning of Saturday, February 18th, the
rader's cannons were fired to signd an intent to leave and the deek vessel began steaming south down
the bay.

Nearby, the Minotaur was leaving on its regular run to Geglong. The Ferryman stood at the whed! of
his new vessd, with Diactoros beside him.

" S0, the sedl-man ison hisway," said Diactoros as he gazed across at the Shenandoah.

"You'resure heis aboard?' asked the Ferryman.

"The Shapemaster's dogs see everything. He's there. In four days Branchester will sail too, aboard the
TrueBriton."

"'So the Shapemaster has four daysto kill her."

Diactoros spat over the sde. "Kill her? He's not even game to set foot outside hishove, let alone
fight."

"But the Overmaster will force usto leave this place," protested the Ferryman.

"The Overmaster doesn't even know Branchester exists, Ferryman. | made up that story to force you
to return to Greece with me and rebuild Arcadia as we knew it."

"Youlied?'

"I lied."

"Then why--"

"| discovered something far better than the old ways."

Diactoros took out a concertina from the saddlebags on the deck and played afew bars of 'The Boys
of BlueHill.'

"Thisisasted reed George Case, with a hdf-row of semitones," he said proudly. "Just the thing for a
drover, 'eh Ben?'

Theterrier beside the saddlebags raised its head and thumped itstail afew times, then went back to
deep.

"So, the res publica of Austrdiahasgot to you aswel?' the Ferryman laughed.

Diactoros closed his eyes and took a deep breath.



"Three weeks among the droverswas dl it took. They remade meinto the god of mateship, freedom,
hard work and good times. Damper and tea around campfires, Irish jigsin country dance hals, barmaid's
blush-- that's rum and raspberry. Ah, these are free, earthy people. Their bdiefs rule us because we are
only gods, but | love what they've made me."

"If only mortals knew what republic origindly meant, and who they redlly rule,”" laughed the Ferryman.

"Let Mercury carry the OverMaster's messages. From now on I'm Drover and Stockman.”

* * *

A hdf mile away Jamie was saring at the Minotaur from the railing of the Shenandoah.

"What did hetell you?' Jamie whispered to the distant Ferryman. "Wasit the same as he told that toff
raptor he met on the pier last night?"

Jamie smiled asthe deek, powerful Shenandoah |eft the Minotaur behind.

"Oneday Juliaand | will return, Ferryman,” he said with asmile, "and by then you will dl welcomeus
back, believe me."
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