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“I can say without reservation  
that it’s some of the best indie 

steampunk I’ve ever read, and I 
would recommend her to readers 

looking for high adventure in 
small packages.”  

Doc Perschon, The Steampunk Scholar 



The Stowaway Debutante 
åĖŸŁƮ ƌŕ ƷŞŁ >ĖƦƷĖŢƃ DƾŵŁ ͓̖ 

!ƛǊǎƘƛǇǎΣ ǇƛǊŀǘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ƛŘŜƴǝǝŜǎΧ 

When Clara dreamed of running away to seek her own adventures, she never 
imagined that a chance encounter with the legendary Captain Duke might set her life 
on an entirely different course. Armed with her wit and charm, Clara can usually talk 
her way out of any troubles. But first, she has to get back to solid ground… 

 

Published: October 2014 
ISBN: 978-0-9938874-6-8 
List Price: $12.00 (Paperback, 115 pages) 
Also available on Kindle and Kobo 

From Haven to Hell 
åĖŸŁƮ ƌŕ ƷŞŁ >ĖƦƷĖŢƃ DƾŵŁ ͓̗ 

²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ IŀǾŜƴΧ 

The adventure continues as the Captain Duke and his band of airship pirates return 
to their hideout to uncover the traitor in their midst. Now that Clara has joined his 
crew, she must decide whether to trust her new friends before the secrets of her 
past are used to tear the pilots apart.  
 
Published: May 2015 
ISBN: 978-0-9938874-2-0 
List Price: $14.00 (Paperback, 140 pages) 
Also available on Kindle and Kobo 

“Reading this, I couldn't help but be reminded of the classic adventure serials from the 90's. It's  
a fun and exciting first book, in what promises to be an excellent series!” 

 

 Marcus  
amazon.ca 

“This series is a fun rousting saga full of spunk and colourful characters and of course, the 
charming Captain Duke with his fiery red hair and dimples. (I'm swooning okay?)” 

 Adrienne  
@mybookishbones 

 



A Gentleman and a Scholar 
åĖŸŁƮ ƌŕ ƷŞŁ >ĖƦƷĖŢƃ DƾŵŁ ͓̘ 

{ƻƳŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ Ǌǳƴ ŘŜŜǇŜǊΧ 

After tragedy strikes, Clara and the Captain Duke must find a way to adapt and move 
on. 
With their trust shaken, they need to rely on new allies to save their friends… and 
discover who is behind the nefarious plot threatening their crew.  
 
Published: August 2016 
ISBN: 978-0-9938874-7-5  
List Price: $14.00 (Paperback, 168 pages) 
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Of Tempests and Teacups 
åĖŸŁƮ ƌŕ ƷŞŁ >ĖƦƷĖŢƃ DƾŵŁ ͓̙ 

{ǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊŀŘƛǎǘǎΦ {ŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ 5ǳƪŜΦ 

When the Captain Duke goes missing, Clara takes the helm to face enemies old and 
new. Torn between desire and duty, she must use her skills as both pirate and debu-
tante to unite her allies and save the day. Even if it means facing her greatest fears—
and returning to where it all began.   

 
Published: May 2018 
ISBN: 978-1-7752719-0-1  
List Price: $14.00 (Paperback, 144 pages) 
Also available on Kindle and Kobo 

“Excellent pacing and the intrigue has 
built to a wicked tipping point! I can't 

wait to see what happens next!”  

 

 Jamie  
goodreads 

“Diem charmingly reinvents piratical history with airships, and challenges gender roles and 
diversity. This is a lighthearted adventure that isn't afraid to get serious from time to time.” 

 Wendy  
Bibliosanctum 

“I loved Clara’s quick wit, ingenuity and her daring. 
And the spark between Clara and Captain Duke…  

I can’t wait to see where that might lead…” 

 

 Andra  
Open Book Society 



Excerpt from OF TEMPESTS AND TEACUPS (May 2018) 

Chapter 9: In which our heroine turns to face the oncoming storm 

Clara had never been to the Crystal Palace. Her family had always intended to go, before  

her fatherõs illness. Now her brotherõs work would be showcased within its venerated court. 

She took a deep breath as she stepped out of the small ferryair transport they had taken to 

Sydenham and saw the building and surrounding park stretching out before her.  

Four double-tiered tallports flanked an entryway leading up past a reservoir to the famed 

fountains and gardens. Visitors were already arriving to enjoy the grounds before the great 

opening of the exhibit. Clara could see couples and families taking a stroll around a small 

lake, whose islands recalled pleasing memories of the Haven before the gunpowder incident. 

The path to the main building was framed by fountains, some sending water jetting high into the air while others 

created pleasant cascades that rippled alongside the walkway. Rose gardens spiralled along circular footpaths 

shaped to resemble cogs and gears. And the Crystal Palace towered above it all. 

The building was the pinnacle achievement of the Great Exhibition of 1851, and had been imitated far and wide. It 

was made of glass and iron, stacked many stories high in an architectural feat of modern innovation. The palace 

gleamed in the midday sun as a gem, a shining symbol of possibility. Some even called it the keystone of the age of 

invention, its unveiling an unparalleled celebration of technology that set Great Britain on a path to unmatched 

engineering prowess. For 35 years, the exhibits shown within had celebrated the accomplishments of every corner 

of the empire, from Australia to India to Canada. The Lovelace University showcase was to formally open that 

afternoon with Trickõs concert, leaving plenty of time to explore.  

As Clara entered the central transept, an usher provided her with a handbook filled with illustrations and 

commentary on the current exhibits. A beautiful, scrolling title declared òOn the Occasion of the 15th Anniversary of the 

Establishment of Lovelace University.ó Clara flipped through the pages as she walked into the light-filled space. After an 

introduction detailing the universityõs founding by the heirs of Ada Lovelace and the renowned scientist Mary 

Somerville, there was a brief note to highlight the work of Professor Georgina Jameson Sewell and Sir Archibald 

Whittington in the field of biomechanical engineering.  

[é spoilers!] 

The hall was organized by field of study. Posters lined the walls, profiling notable graduates of the school and their 

innovations in medicine, engineering, astronomy and the arts. Taking after its namesake, the university had 

encouraged its students to be multi-disciplinary in their pursuits. The poetry of mathematics could be seen in many 

of the studentsõ works, including a replica of the Lovelace-Babbage Analytical Engine. Other displays had tiny 

autobauble engines to power their contraptions, like a mechanism to polish floors and another machine to 

automate the kneading of dough. The section on medical innovations was curtained off so as not to offend those 

of delicate sensibilitiesñhere was the life-saving work to better understand womenõs labours in childbearing.  

Claraõs spirits were lifted higher with each marvel. But she paused as she came across a curious specimen on a dais 

near the back of the hall. It was massive, twice her height with four pistons the size of tree trunks for legs. The 

lines of the machine spoke of the Professorõs handiwork, but the weaponry sent chills down Claraõs spine. Empty 

ammunition belts twisted around the core of the machine, feeding large cannons that could rotate in any direction. 

It sat inert, but gave the impression of menace all the same. This automaton design was not one of healing or 

expanding human capabilityñit was built to destroy. Clara felt her mouth run dry, and she forced herself not to 

look back at the formidable weapon as she made her way across the hall to the amphitheatre...  
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