Epilogue

Rebecca looked into the library at her Aunt’s home hoping to find her brother. Luck was with her. Phileas sat clad in a resplendent Chinese silk dressing gown over his normal day clothing, a book ignored in his lap, looking out a nearby window at nothing. Rebecca looked to make certain it was nothing and shook her head. If he heard her footsteps coming across the hardwood floor, he showed no signs of it.

“Phil,” she addressed him as she sank down beside the sofa.

He looked around and then down at her. There was a deep melancholy in his face, but he tried a smile when he saw her. “Becca.”

“The doctor says you have survived. I’m beginning to wonder if perhaps I should consult another physician.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re sitting in the library, stretched out on a sofa, in your dressing gown .. not that it isn’t a very fine dressing gown … not reading a book.”

He shrugged his shoulders slightly. Nothing meant very much to him just now. He knew it was worrying his sister, but he didn’t know exactly how he felt about much of anything.

“She may not be dead, you know.”

“What?”

“Your friend? The one Fiske shot. She may not be dead.”

“Becca ..”

“I know. It looked very bad. But she fell into the chest, you know. And when we went to claim the body, I mean, we thought you’d wish us to do the right thing for her, she wasn’t there. No one recalled seeing her. It seemed unlikely that someone merely missed her given the costume she wore.”

He stared at her for a long, silent moment. “I don’t suppose anyone has tried counting the number of coins in the chest.”

Rebecca grinned at him. “No. Jack says he’s not ready to pick up the immortal life when there’s no guarantee he wouldn’t be able to drop it again when he liked.”

There was something about the way she spoke the man’s name that caught Phileas’ attention. “Rebecca ..” When she looked up and her color heightened he knew that he was on to something. “He’s not the marrying kind, you know.”

She sighed and nodded. “Neither, it seems, am I. Phileas, would you think me fast if I continue to work with Mr. Verne? I was thinking I could adapt a version of  .. Phileas, what is her name?”

“Lilith.”

Her eyebrows rose. “My. Someone didn’t like her much.”

“I like it.”

“Good! I’m glad to hear it.” 

“You’re going to adapt a version of – her –“

“Yes. I can quite see that it is far more suitable to the sorts of things I want to do.”

“He’s French.”

“He’s … Well, yes, he is. But he’s not a nationalist. He’s more … interested in keeping the world on balance than he is in any particular country. As England is really at the top in power at the moment, he has worked directly for Her Majesty. Thus, I would be working …”

“For Her Majesty.” He caught her hand. “Are you sure?”

“Very.”

“Jack?”

She colored again. “Jack is … his own man, Phil. I did tell him that if he didn’t drop in from time to time I might take it into my head to find him,” she ended with a grin. “He said he’d think about it.”

“So, what is he doing?”

“When we finished going through Count Gregory’s place, he and Passpartout found some plans for another airship. A different one. We’re not sure whether it’s been built for Gregory, but we’re looking into building one for Jack. He thinks freedom of the air is probably better than the sea for the future. Verne is helping him take the chest back to its hiding place and they’re figuring out what to do with all the young ladies Jack rescued.”

Phileas blinked at that. “Young ladies?”

“A dozen. Apparently slavery of some kind is still alive and well even in Britain. I find I disapprove.”

A chuckle broke from her brother and turned into a laugh. “Good for you, Becca, good for you.” With that the book fell to the floor and he gathered his sister into a firm hug. “And thank you,” he whispered into her hair. Perhaps life wasn’t quite as bad as he had thought.

End

