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Constance shoved another round into the empty barrel of the cannon. She grasped 

the bolt with both hands and rammed it home, then pulled back on the bolt lever and 

locked the cartridge in place. 

 “Ready to go,” she shouted. 

 “The last two rounds fell short,” said Margaret. “Tip the gun turret backward.” 

 Constance grabbed an iron wheel and cranked it around three complete turns. 

 “That’s too far,” said Margaret. “The sight is lined up over the top of the 

zeppelin.” 

 “Mas,” shouted the soldier manning the second gun. 

 “That’s where it needs to be,” said Constance. 

 “I am telling you, it’s too high now.” 

 “Aim just over the horizon line, where the top of the balloon meets the sky,” said 

Constance. “The issue with the cannon is range; we have to aim high.” 

 The soldier in the second gun turret shouted again: “Mas, mas.” 

 “Bloody incompetent imbecile. Get off your arse and get it yourself,” yelled 

Margaret across the rooftop. 

 Margaret looked down at Constance: “What are waiting for? Lower the bloody 

gun.” 

 Constance grabbed hold of the iron wheel and turned it one revolution the other 

way. 

 Margaret fine-tuned the targeting and fired the cannon. The projectile headed 

upward on a steep path, peaking at a height in line with the balloon before falling at an 

equally steep arc. It fell far short of its target, diving beneath the ship’s gondola and 

crashing into a building several blocks away. 



 “Bloody stupid,” muttered Constance. She kept her head down and spun the 

wheel, pointing the cannon up over the top of the zeppelin. She loaded another round into 

Margaret’s gun as the soldier on the second turret yelled again. 

 “Go help him,” said Margaret. “I can make the small adjustments from here.” 

 Sweat dripped off Constance’s brow and soaked through her corset. She knelt to 

tear off the bottom of her skirt. 

 “Smart,” said Margaret. 

 “Just need a little room to move.” 

 Constance stopped at the ammunition shed halfway across the rooftop. She lifted 

a shell up on her shoulder and carried another under her arm. She loaded one into the 

gun, then leaned over the soldier to line up the sight. He said a handful of sharp Spanish 

words before pushing Constance back off the turret. 

 “No,” said Constance. “You are not lined up right.” She grabbed a hold of the iron 

wheel beside the gun and began turning. 

 “No mas,” yelled the soldier, kicking his boot at her. 

 “Yes,” shouted Constance back at him. She stepped up onto the turret and leaned 

her face down towards his. “I load the gun and I make the adjustments,” she shouted. 

“Your job, you stupid twit, is to adjust the targeting and pull the bloody trigger.” She 

stood with her face inches from his, her eyes holding up his. 

 “Si, señor,” muttered the soldier, looking away. “Señora,” he said, in a voice too 

quiet for Constance to hear. 

 A shell exploded high overhead and Constance turned her face skyward. 

Margaret’s round found its target, hitting the broadside of the forward zeppelin and 

exploding. The airship rocked side to side like a baby in a cradle. Crisscrossing steel 

reinforcement beams encased the balloon like a metal spider web; the joints and rivets 

groaned and cracked as the zeppelin began its death throes. 

 The soldier yelled in triumph and fired his own gun. His shell exploded in the air, 

just below the zeppelin’s gondola. 



 “You could not wait for me to aim a bit higher, could you?” said Constance. She 

cranked the wheel beside the turret, not bothering to double check the targeting of the 

barrel. She rammed home another shell and yelled at the soldier to fire. He carefully 

aimed his weapon and pulled the two-handed trigger. 

 The shell exploded across the broadside of the battleship, dislodging a pair of 

steel beams and puncturing the balloon. Hydrogen gas ignited in a fantastic string of 

green and blue fireballs that spread from the point of impact. The battleship began losing 

altitude, putting on a dazzling show of colored flames for the few Resistance soldiers left 

to see. 

 


