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The Laboratory Under Lincoln 
The Victoria’s back room fell silent as the teapot was lifted and the first cup poured. Everyone held their 

breath as it was passed to Theodora, who used the silver tongs to add a slice of lemon before raising the 

delicate vessel to her lips. Little finger crooked, she took a delicate sip and paused, a thoughtful expression 

on her face. She set the cup back on its matching saucer and smiled to the assembled adventurers. 

“Truly splendid. The bergamot orange lends the perfect fragrance to this batch.” 

The silence erupted in friendly chatter as more cups were poured and everyone began exclaiming about the 

latest shipment of their favourite beverage. 

“Now, we need to call this meeting to order,” said Lady Chrystal. 

“Oh, don’t be so boring!” Jamie Nails glared at her. 

“Boring or not, it has to be done. We need some structure or I will be entirely unable to record anything for 

our Chronicles,” she replied. 

When everyone had quieted, Chrystal turned to her notepad. 

“Our informants tell us that Professor S.T. Punk has been seen at large in Lincoln. We are also aware that the 

largest gathering of Steampunks in Europe is about to descend on this fair city and we must ensure that his 

diabolical experiments do not interrupt The Asylum. We have agreed that the best approach is to obtain 

evidence of his dastardly intentions and tell the world about his plans. Is everyone clear about our mission?” 

No-one demurred and she continued, following her list with one elegant finger. 

“So, it was proposed that we burglarise his laboratory in search of evidence and to this end our colleague 

Lady Karen has been insinuating herself into his confidences for the last week. She specialises in distraction 

techniques and is also acting as our eyes and ears with The Professor. Does anyone have anything to add?” 

“Does that mean we’re looking for plans or a chemical formula, then?” Brie asked softly. 

“I heard he’s got a victim imprisoned in a huge casket,” came a young man’s voice at the front of the room. 

“I’ve got some new poison darts from a tribe in South Africa that I’m itching to try,” said Theodora. 

Chrystal made notes quickly as people offered suggestions and their specialist services. She looked round 

again as the voices quietened. 

“It appears that we have the beginnings of our adventuring party,” she commented. “I will go along to 

ensure an accurate record is set down afterwards and we are likely to need our poisons expert with her new 

blow-darts.” 

“Yes, a poisons specialist is usually necessary,” Theodora set down her teapot and stood. 

Jamie Nails raised his hand. “You’ll need someone to watch out for trouble while you’re in there,” he said. 

Brie blushed beneath her fetching bonnet, “and someone who’s handy with explosives.” 

Suddenly two ladies sitting at the side leapt to their feet with shrill shrieks of alarm. One of them shook her 

skirt vigorously and was pointing at a dark shape clinging there. 
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“A rat. A rat!” 

Sure enough, a huge black rat was climbing up the frills of the red bustled skirt. 

“Kill it, kill it!” shrieked the other. 

“No!” squealed a young lady with a top hat. “That’s Boris the Steamrat. He’s only trying to tell us he wants to 

come along on the adventure.” 

Order was restored and more tea was drunk while they waited for the sun to set and the city to quiet. 

Lincoln was its usual, restrained, self – a far cry from the noisy city it became during the annual revelry when 

thousands of Steampunk Gentlefolk descended on the quiet streets. Most of the AWESOME associates took 

their leave, drifting away in small groups until only the four adventurers and Boris the Steamrat remained. 

Eventually they heard the clock strike eleven and rose as one, pulling on the dark coats each had brought for 

this purpose. They banked the fire and slipped out of the darkened room, making their way through the 

pub’s back door and into silent, cobbled streets that led towards the gothic loftiness of Lincoln’s Cathedral. 

They gathered in the back porch where Lady Karen stood waiting for them. She lifted her chatelaine and 

unlocked the door with an old, dark key so they could slip inside, leaving Jamie Nails as lookout. 

Two lanterns were produced and they walked through the transept, barely glancing at the magnificence they 

were passing, ignoring the vaulted stone ceilings and glorious carvings. No-one spoke as they wove between 

wooden pews and passed the tourists’ door to the catacombs. Instead, they stepped towards a blank wall 

between two magnificent carved stone columns. A quick push on one dark stone opened a tiny passage and 

Boris the Steamrat ran through, returning a moment later with a shiny silver key in his mouth. Lady Karen 

unlocked a door cunningly hidden in the apparently plain wall. Adjusting their lanterns, the four humans and 

their rodent colleague made their way down stone steps that sagged in the middle where countless 

generations of monks’ feet had worn them smooth. They kept to the shadows and stopped when they 

reached a last carved column. Light shone just beyond and the five huddled together, their lanterns shielded. 

Lady Karen met everyone’s eyes in turn and exchanged a nod with each person, ending with Lady Chrystal. 

Taking a deep breath, she strode towards the light. 

“Halt!” shouted a rough voice. 

“It’s alright, Jenkins,” Lady Karen called out. “It’s only me. I have an urgent message for The Professor.” 

“Perfessor said no-one to enter. Not no one,” came the reply, only a little quieter than before. 

“But he didn’t mean me,” wheedled Lady Karen. “He wants me to see him – who else could have given me 

the key to get into this chamber?” 

The other adventurers would almost hear the cogs turning over in the guard’s brain. 

“Why don’t you come here so I can explain?” Lady Karen’s tone promised more than the guard could resist 

and they heard his shuffling footsteps. 

Cautiously, Chrystal peeped around the stone column, then drew back and nodded to the others, leading 

them across the worn stone flags to the doorway opposite. It looked as if it had been cut into the stone but 

the heavy metal door that hung open was not made by the mediæval builders or any monk that had walked 

these halls. She slipped through, followed by Brie and Theodora. Boris Steamrat scampered through their 

feet, almost tripping Brie as she passed behind the guard, his back to the door he was meant to defend. 
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None of the party looked closely enough to see what Lady Karen was doing with him, although the muffled 

sounds they made were harder to ignore. 

Inside was dark and the adventurers made their way by the light coming through the doorway behind them. 

They were almost across the darkened room when there was suddenly a lot more light from behind them. 

They dropped out of sight behind a workbench until they could see that Lady Karen was alone, her lantern 

shining at its fullest as she hummed a little tune. As she drew level with the others, she sang, 

“There’s one who won’t be troubling us any time soo-oon,” and then covered her mouth with her free hand, 

her shoulders shaking and her eyes sparkling. 

“Well done,” hissed Brie. “But I still think it would have been easier to use explosives on the door. Just a little 

bit.” 

They closed the door from the workroom behind them as she spoke and Chrystal gave her a stern look. 

“I have seen what you call a little explosion before. You were only meant to blow the, ahem, doors off – 

remember?” she said. 

Brie grinned wryly as the others all laughed at the memory of an earlier adventure. 

They climbed down a spiral brass staircase and found themselves in a long, dimly lit room with water on 

each side lapping at the parquet floor that ran down the centre. Beside the parquet, more stone columns 

supported the unseen roof, although these were plain and lacked the ornate carvings of the upper floors. 

“Are you sure this is safe?” asked Theodora, holding onto the door they had all come through. 

“Yes, perfectly. I’ve been this way several times,” replied Lady Karen, stepping along the parquet. She took a 

few steps, then turned to face the others. 

“I don’t like it either,” said Chrystal. “Why have a moat with clear passage across? It makes no sense.” 

But Lady Karen continued to walk away and the others followed quickly, their shoes squeaking on the 

parquet. Evidently the water wasn’t a moat or any other form of barrier to their passage. 

Cobwebs hung above them and between the columns and Brie was the first to notice them moving. 

“I hate to worry anyone, but what is making the cobwebs move?” she asked. 

They stopped but could see nothing more threatening than the gently wafting spider webs. They started 

again and hurried to catch up with Lady Karen who’d almost reached the door at the far end. 

Suddenly a huge tentacle rose out of the water and whipped across, right in front of Theodora. She let out a 

small shriek and jumped backward as the slimy green tentacle closed in a loop and drew back into the water. 

They huddled together as a kraken hauled part of its heavy body up onto the parquet flooring and its long 

tentacles whipped through the air towards them. 

“I knew I should have brought some grenades,” shouted Brie, ducking to avoid being caught by a deadly 

sucker-ridden appendage. 

“Keep it away from me,” shouted Theodora as she bent over her pack. The others did their best to deflect 

the beasts attack until Theodora straightened again and turned to look at the beast where it was still 

struggling to pull its full bulk out of the water. She raised a long piece of bamboo to her lips and blew into it 
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sharply. A tiny dark shape appeared in the middle of the huge eye and the beast roared. Theodora reloaded 

her blowpipe and sent a second dart to stick in place, two inches from the first. 

Tentacles thudded heavily onto the parquet and began to recoil towards the deadly beast that owned them. 

Theodora fired a third dart to lodge precisely between the first two and the sea-monster made a sound that 

could almost have been a whimper. 

The four humans stepped cautiously over the still-twitching kraken limbs while Boris the Steamrat ran under 

arches of slimy suckers until they all reached Lady Karen, who clung to the door, her hand to her chest. 

“Oh, my!” she exclaimed as the party were reunited. “I am so terribly sorry. I did not know that, that, 

monster was there. It has never shown itself when I came this way with The Professor.” 

The others passed through the doorway, Brie commenting, “I think it was the noise of the parquet. Perhaps 

it was trained to attack if more than two people came this way.” 

They paused to check no-one was hurt when the dreadful, slimy beast had attacked. 

Chrystal held Lady Karen briefly, waiting until the younger woman straightened up and lifted her face. 

“Okay, this is my part,” she commented. “You all keep out of sight and I will persuade The Professor to leave 

his laboratory so you can search.” 

“Won’t he notice we’ve killed his kraken?” asked Theodora as she checked her blowpipe for damage before 

stowing it in her bag. 

“I’ll make sure we leave by another exit,” she replied as she hurried into the corridor. 

“It would have been so much easier if I’d just tossed a grenade,” muttered Brie as they all picked up their 

bags and took up position to wait for the signal. 

They didn’t have long to wait. Almost as soon as they were hidden behind the door to the corridor, they 

heard Lady Karen’s voice talking loudly outside. 

“Oh, please hurry, Professor. It looked so scary. I’ve never seen anything like that explosion and I’m so 

worried about your poor house. Do you know what might have caused it? Could you have left a gas lamp 

burning or something? It’s a good job my lodgings are right across the street like that. Do you think the fire 

brigade will have got there yet?” 

The group came out of hiding as the breathless voice and two pairs of footsteps went past towards the far 

end of the corridor. 

“Well,” said Theodora. “I don’t believe I’ve ever heard anyone say so many words without a single breath. Do 

you think, perhaps, that she is like those Native Australian types who play instruments without breathing?” 

No-one answered her, although Brie was grinning widely at the description of the little explosion she’d 

rigged at The Professor’s house. He’d be distracted for a while, even if the fire brigade tried to put it out. 

The little band opened the door into The Professor’s laboratory. Workbenches framed three walls of the 

room, with metal stands, glass flasks, gas burners and less identifiable equipment arranged for strange 

experiments. But the room was dominated by a huge glass tank with a brass-studded, iron framework. The 

adventurers edged closer, catching sight of something in the murky water. They peered through the 

condensation on the glass and suddenly, the shape inside moved. 
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A face appeared, moving close to the glass and staring out with unblinking eyes. Brie reached up to touch the 

glass close to the face, but it moved back out of sight. The head moved quickly, followed more slowly by its 

hair, floating in the liquid. 

But it wasn’t hair. Sprouting from the creature’s head was a mass of writhing tentacles, covered in small 

suckers along one side. 

“Another kraken,” shrieked Brie, snatching her hand away. 

“A man-kraken,” corrected Theodora softly. “It appears to be a hybrid formed from both species.” 

“The poor thing,” Brie sounded really concerned. “Is that what we came to find? Is he the evidence we 

need?” 

“He is undoubtedly the product of some terrible experimentation,” said Chrystal. “We must free him – for 

his own sake as well as our own need for evidence.” 

“I could explode part of the tank’s glass,” suggested Brie. “Make a small enough hole to drain the water and 

then crack away the whole front to free the captive.” 

“No, it’s too dangerous,” said Theodora. “You may hurt him when you crack open his prison.” 

The group murmured their assent and began to search for a means to open the watery casket. They found a 

large lever on the wall nearby. It was made of the same brass-riveted iron and looked to be associated with 

the tank. Unfortunately, a small padlock held it in place and there was no key in sight. 

Lady Theodora fingered the padlock thoughtfully. “I believe the kraken we killed had something metallic tied 

to one of its tentacles. I noticed when the beast was in its death-throes. There was a red ribbon tied 

between some of its largest suckers.” 

“That could have been the key!” exclaimed Brie. 

“I will return to the Kraken and investigate,” said Chrystal, speaking over her shoulder as she turned and 

began walking back the way they’d come. 

At that moment, Jamie Nails burst into the laboratory through another door. His hair was dishevelled and his 

face a little red. 

“The Professor,” he said as soon as he could draw breath. “He’s coming. I saw them across the Square!” 

Chrystal half-turned, but then hurried off towards the Kraken’s lair with its squeaky parquet corridor. The 

others gathered around Jamie Nails as he continued, 

“Lady Karen was with him. She’ll try to delay him, but we must hurry!” 

After a moment’s pause, Theodora spoke up. 

“We must look for further evidence. Quickly everyone – see what you can find.” 

Everyone moved in a different direction, opening drawers and filing cabinets, checking for envelopes and 

rifling through papers. Without another word, Jamie slipped back through the entrance he’d used earlier. 

“Is this anything?” Brie asked, holding up a yellow-stained piece of paper. It was creased from much use and 

covered in letters and symbols. 
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“That is certainly something,” said Chrystal as she came back into the room. “It looks like chemical formulae 

of some description – keep it safe.” 

She held up a key with a wry smile. It was small and tied to a red ribbon, just as Theodora had described. The 

whole thing dripped with a noxious slime and Chrystal was careful to handle it as little as possible. She 

carefully slotted the key into the small padlock and Brie pulled the lever downwards with an ominous 

creaking sound. 

The front pane of the tank began to lift slowly inside its metal frame. Heavy sandbags on ropes slowly 

lowered down the wall above the lever, their descent mirroring the slow rise of the glass sheet. Liquid 

gushed from the lower edge, pouring into a channel obviously intended for just such a function. 

“Ingenious,” muttered Theodora, tracing the various elements of the device as it operated. 

Jamie Nails burst into the room again. “Quickly! They’ve reached the Cathedral door!” 

No-one replied to his exclamation, as all eyes were on the Man-Kraken that had slithered out of the tank, 

landing in a heap in the gutter. Liquid pooled around him as his body blocked the drainage channel. He 

pulled himself up and hissed at his rescuers, striking at Brie as she tried to help him away from the tank. 

“Ow!” she exclaimed. “We’re trying to help, you foolish man. Don’t you want to escape?” 

The captive increased his efforts to break free and had succeeded in slipping out of Brie’s grasp when he 

suddenly went slack and collapsed on the floor. 

“I think we have made a mistake!” Theodora stood by a workbench, blowpipe in hand. “Look.” 

She held up a photograph. It showed The Professor standing under a tree, wearing a three-piece suit and 

smiling for the camera. Beside him stood a boy, with similar facial features, clearly a relative. 

Brie pointed at the Krakman’s face, her other hand covering her mouth. “He experimented on his own son!” 

she hissed through her fingers. 

“It may be that the Krakman was a willing accomplice, not a victim,” said Chrystal. 

“Yeah, okay. But can we hurry up and ESCAPE?” Jamie gestured at the door. “He’ll be here any moment!” 

The rest sprang into action, picking up the hybrid creature between them and making for the door. Jamie 

scooped up a heavy chair and began to smash as much of the Laboratory as he could. 

At that moment, The Professor himself appeared in the doorway. 

“What the – “he shouted. Then realising what was happening, he drew a massive gun from its mounts beside 

the door. Its precise function wasn’t immediately evident, but it was clearly a weapon and our heroes were 

standing at the wrong end. 

Suddenly a small black shape ran across the floor and Boris the Steamrat launched himself at the Mad 

Professor’s face. His fur muffled the screams as the scientist dropped his weapon and tried to fight the brave 

rodent away. 

Jamie swiped at a few more arrangements of glass flasks, dropped the chair and grabbed a device that 

looked interesting, following the other adventurers out the door and up through the cathedral. He helped 

them with their burden and they hurried to make good their escape. 
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Outside the door, an assemblage of six linked penny farthing bicycles stood and Jamie boosted the Krakman 

onto the saddle of the middle one at the back. The others didn’t wait to be told and clambered in a most 

undignified fashion to gain their seats. 

Lady Karen was the last to leave the building, running up as Boris the Steamrat scrambled onto the cycles to 

sit astride the Krakman. With a sharp cry, they began to pedal and the assemblage started, slowly at first and 

picking up speed as they turned to hurtle down Steep Hill. 

“Did we do it? Are we safe now?” asked Brie as they slowed to a more sensible pace at the bottom of the 

hill. 

At that moment, a policeman’s whistle sounded from a nearby alley, followed by the sound of running 

footsteps. The adventurers looked round at each other, braking the contraption and looking for a place to 

hide. 

“I’ll deal with this,” said Lady Karen. She slid from her seat and stood where the approaching policemen 

would see her before reaching the other adventurers. 

Three uniformed policemen ran out of an alley, skidding to an abrupt halt as they saw Lady Karen. She 

stepped towards them, wiggling a little and waving her hands in an odd fashion. 

“Um, excuse me, Ma’am,” said the policeman in the lead. “We need to speak to those people behind you.” 

Lady Karen didn’t speak, but continued her strange hand gestures. 

“I think not,” she said in a monotone. “You were all going back to the station for a nice, fresh cup of tea.” 

The three men were watching her, enthralled. 

“These are not the penny farthings they are looking for,” hissed Chrystal from the cycling contraption. 

“These are not the penny farthings you’re looking for,” droned Lady Karen, her lips twitching with mirth. 

“These are not the penny farthings we’re looking for,” they replied in the same flat voice. 

Lady Karen nodded and the policemen all turned on their heels and began to walk briskly away. 

She climbed aboard and the quiet group began pedalling, steering their vehicle towards The Victoria. 

Inside, they worked quickly. Other members of AWESOME were waiting for them, photographs were taken 

of the Krakman and the chemical formulae while Chrystal typed up the details of their findings. Within an 

hour they were ready to make their move and a full exposé of Professor S.T. Punk’s experiments was 

released onto the Steamileaks website on the Æthernet. The adventurers breathed a sigh of relief and the 

kitchen staff were asked for tea and cakes all round. 

Perhaps their celebration would have been lessened if they had happened to notice Lincoln cathedral 

collapsing in a cloud of dust. And they would have been far less happy to see an airship rising from the ruin 

and turning against the wind before heading away from the city. 

 

TO BE CONTINUED. 
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How the Story Happened 
The Laboratory under Lincoln is the first adventure of A.W.E.S.O.M.E. – Asylum Workshop Experimental 

Scribes Of Mechanical Escapades. 

A.W.E.S.O.M.E. was founded at the Asylum in Lincoln in September, 2013. A number of Steampunks 

gathered to take part in a writing exercise like no other. Aided, abetted and led by Chrystal (also known as 

the author Meg Kingston), they formed the storyline that became this tale. From selecting the characters 

involved to designing the locations and the action of the story, this group truly devised their own tale. 

After the event, Meg undertook the translation of the story notes into the action adventure above, with 

collaboration of the other participants. 

A.W.E.S.O.M.E. will continue to meet at both the Lincoln Asylum and Steampunk at the Seaside, with the 

intention of writing further chapters in the story of the adventurers they represent. 

The next scheduled meeting of A.W.E.S.O.M.E. will be at Camber Sands Holiday Park, as part of Steampunk 

at the Seaside on the last weekend of March, 2014. 

 

 

Meg Kingston is the author of Chrystal Heart and is currently working on a sequel. Further information at: 

http://www.facebook.com/MegKingstonAuthor 

 

With many thanks to all the wonderful participants at our writing workshop in 

Lincoln. I look forward to seeing some of you again next year. 

Meg / Chrystal 

http://www.facebook.com/MegKingstonAuthor

