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A Beautiful Friendship: The Beginning by Margo Ryor
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Grantville, Thuringia

September 11 1634 

Dear Pen-Pal,

My name is Mikayla Margot Barnes I am twelve years old and in seventh grade at Grantville Middle School. Ms. Mastroianni, our teacher, asked how many of us would be pen-pals with a girl at Quedlinburg and I said yes because I want to learn more about Germany because that’s where we live now and practice my written German which isn’t so good. I hope you can read this okay.

Ms. Mastroianni says I should tell you about myself. Personally, I think that will be awfully boring, but anyway . . . My father’s name is Warner Barnes. These days he works for the USE State Department. In our old time he was an insurance agent. I’ll explain what that is if you want me to, but I’m warning you it is seriously boring. Daddy hated it but he made lots of money at it. What he really likes to do is make dioramas of Civil War battles. First he builds a landscape on a piece of board complete with hills, trees, roads, buildings, even rivers and creeks (though not with real water). Then he takes miniature soldier figures and horses, and cannons and the like and places them in the landscape the way the real soldiers were deployed back then. I help by making trees for him. I’m very good at it and my trees are much better than his. And I paint the detail on the little figures because I’ve got much smaller hands than Daddy does. It’s a lot of fun really, but I suppose it sounds kind of strange. We started a diorama of the Croat Raid on Grantville nearly two years ago and we haven’t finished it yet. Partly because of all the houses we have to make and paint, partly because Daddy just doesn’t have the time for diorama building that he used to. Working for the State Department is much more interesting than insurance he says, but he has to spend days and weeks in Madgeburg which nobody likes. We can’t all move to the city because of school so Daddy has to go back and forth. Commuting, we call it.

Bored yet?

[image: mother]My mother’s name is Margot Barnes but she was born a Furbee and is very proud of her family. Family is very important in Germany, isn’t it? Not so much back in the United States, but having an old one was something to be proud of and the Furbees are one of the oldest families in West Virginia. It was founded by a man named Caleb Furbee, a Revolutionary War veteran (which is a big thing with us) who got himself a grant of land in what was back then the open frontier and later became Marion County. Then one of his grandsons moved to Grantville, though there was no town here back then, and he’s Mom’s ancestor and mine. Mom’s really big on genealogy. She’s also active in our church. I know religion is a really touchy subject here and now. I guess you’re Lutheran since you’re going to a Lutheran Abbey school? I never knew there were such things as Protestant nuns until we came here!

Bored now?

Our church is the Disciples of Christ and we don’t exist here and now. We were founded in the nineteenth century in America. We call ourselves Disciples, or just plain Christians, because we are trying to recreate the Disciples’ church like in Acts and the Epistles of Paul. Our key belief, beyond the authority of Scripture, is liberty of conscience. We extend that to other denominations and even non-Christians. We may not agree with their doctrines and dogmas, but they are still our brother Christians, or just our brother men. I know people here and now don’t think like that. They even persecute fellow Christians and I think that is just sick. I hope I’m not offending you. I don’t mean that Lutheranism is sick or Catholicism either, I mean that killing each other in the name of Christ is sick. Mrs. Mastroianni says I shouldn’t talk about religion, but my faith in Jesus Christ, my Lord and Savior, is important to me, and I’m betting it’s important to you too, so it’s really something we have in common not a difference.

Anyway back to boring you with my family. I have two brothers. Bob is the oldest, much older than me. He’s an army medic in Swabia. My other brother Davie is only nine years old and does nothing but make my life miserable. Do you have brothers and sisters? I always wanted a sister.

Now I’m bored!

Maybe you’d be interested in hearing how the Ring of Fire looked from the inside? It was a Sunday, so we’d been to church that morning. Daddy went home afterward to work on his diorama, but the rest of us stayed for the Meet and Greet. That’s a sort of open house our church holds two or three times a year when people can just come in and get acquainted with us Disciples and our beliefs. I was outside playing with some other kids when this incredible flash whited out the whole sky followed by this huge thunderclap. I thought it was just the biggest sheet lightning ever, but it was much more than that. People in Badenburg and Rudolstadt say they saw the flash too, like a huge dome of bright light, and heard the thunder, and then they saw our West Virginia hills and didn’t know what to think.

As for us, finding out we were in the past, in the middle of a huge war and in Germany of all places was pretty scary. That first winter was really intense. I was too young to realize what a bad spot we were in, but my parents sure did. We’d never have made it without Gitte Clausen, the German refugee we took in our first year here. She knew all kinds of things we needed to know like how to take care of a cow, how to make butter and cheese and what to feed chickens and the kind of vegetables that will grow here in Germany and when to plant them. She really saved our lives. Her husband was killed holding off Tilly’s mercenaries while Gitte escaped with her kids. Wasn’t that heroic of him? Jorg Clausen is a little older than I am, but we’re in the same class at school. Kurt Clausen is seven years old and baby Gretel is nearly four. She is so sweet. I babysit her all the time. Most little kids are brats, but not our Gretel.

In the spring of 1632, Gitte and the kids moved into our camper. That’s a kind of mobile house we used to take trips in. Now it’s permanently parked across the street with a roof built over it. Gitte runs a dairy and eggs business that keeps us and most of our end of town supplied, so we sold her the cow and chickens we’d bought. Now we just keep horses.

We used to have three cars we kept in a big garage which is what you call the building where you keep cars. Do you know what cars are? Most everybody does these days, but if you don’t I’ll explain in my next letter. The town government bought our cars from us for the metal and engines and stuff so we turned the garage into a stable for our horses. Friday is Mom’s gelding and Dad’s is named Lincoln. My pony is called Sheila and Davie’s is named Stanley. Having a pony is one of the good things about being thrown back in time. I’d wanted one forever but up-time only very rich people can afford to keep horses and we weren’t that rich.

I guess this is long enough a letter. Please write back soon.

Mikayla Barnes




Dear Mikayla,

I am honored to be ‘pen pals’ with an American. Princess Abbess chose seven of the senior scholars for this task based on the correctness of our composition and our penmanship. I hope you will be able to understand me as well as I understood your letter.

My name is Johanna and I am the eldest daughter of Prince Augustus of Anhalt-Plötzkau. All the Anhalt principalities are now ‘counties’ of the Province of Magdeburg in the United States of Europe. Unlike many princes, our family fully supports the new union. There is very little about Anhalt in your up-time histories but what there is, is a most distressing record of destruction and rapine. Papa feels that peace and stability under the United States is worth any loss of antiquated feudal privileges. My Uncle Ludwig and Cousin Christian fully agree with him. My other cousin, Johann Casimir, cares for nothing but hunting, however his council does whatever Papa says so that is all right.

Papa also approves strongly of your “separation of church and state.” You see, we Anhaltiners are Calvinists, but all the states around ours are ruled by Lutherans, which sometimes made things difficult though the major Protestant sects get along much better with each other than either do with the Roman Church. Papa is less happy about the effect your American is having our German language, but what can we do? Our German does not have words in it for your strange devices and, forgive me if I offend, your even stranger ideas. However, the editions of up-time German classics presented to Uncle Ludwig by your State Department has done much to reconcile both my uncle and Papa to the further sullying of the already far from pure well of German. I believe it was your father who signed the letter that came with the books.

My mother is by birth a countess of Solms-Laubach which is in Hesse-Kassel and she is kin to the landgrave who, as I am sure you already know, is also in favor of the new United States of Europe. This is a great relief to Mama as there is nothing harder on a woman than finding herself bound in loyalty to husband and children to regard her own family as enemies. This is something that has happened all too often to all too many highborn women over the last ten years.

I have three brothers; the eldest of them is Ernst-Gottlieb who has just turned fourteen, next comes Lebrecht who is twelve and finally Emanuel who is almost three. I quite agree with you; younger brothers are a misery worse than fleas and lice and rats and black beetles all together! I also have three sisters. The eldest Dorothea is eleven years old. My next sister Sophie is six and finally there is Elisabeth who is four. I hope you will not be too disappointed to learn that little sisters are no easier to live with than brothers. In fact, they may be worse. Brothers do not make a practice of borrowing your dolls, your dresses, and anything else of yours they fancy! And, of course, if you lose your temper with them it is you who are punished not the little thief.

Still, I sometimes find myself missing my annoying younger siblings. I have been at school here in the abbey for over four years now and I have not seen any of them in that time or my Mama, though Papa comes to visit at least once and sometimes twice a year. But I like the abbey very much. There is a huge library here and the Stiftsdamen are very learned and much more interesting teachers than Freiherrin von Nienburg, who was my Lady Mistress back home. It is also very pleasant to have the company of so many other girls.

There are even more of them now Princess Abbess has opened our school to the burgess and even peasants. The rooms around the old cloister where the scholars have always lived were almost all full, so the new scholars have had to be tucked in wherever there was a little spare space. I am afraid they must be very uncomfortable, but a whole new quadrangle is being built which will have good rooms for everybody. I was a little afraid of the new scholars at first. I’ve never known girls like them, only other nobles and servants. Then I found out they were even more frightened of us! We are gradually learning not to be afraid of each other.

The school curriculum is changing too. We used to study the traditional Quadrivium, ancient and modern languages, and of course divinity. Princess Abbess has added classes in American language, your sciences and future history. She plans to make Quedlinburg a real university, like Jena or Wittenberg, but for women. Frau Nelson, our new music mistress, is an Americaness, the only one to accept a post here as yet, though Princess Abbess and the Stiftsdamen hope others will follow her. Did you know Frau Nelson in Grantville? Everything is changing. It is a little frightening but also very exciting.

I have conceived the ambition of becoming one of the Stiftsdamen and a teacher in the new university, if only Papa and Mama will consent. I don’t believe they have any marriage in mind for me. To be truthful, there are not that many prospective noble husbands to be had after ten years of war. Of course, there are my cousins but that would be like marrying one of my brothers. I would rather be a Stiftsdame. To be a member of a great abbey like Quedlinburg is a very fine thing, almost as good as making an influential match.

Stiftsdamen are not nuns, even of the Protestant kind. They do not wear a habit or sing the hours like Catholic nuns do, nor are they sequestered in their abbey. Most importantly, they do not take holy vows. A Stiftdame promises obedience to the Princess Abbess and to remain chaste while holding her office, but she is not required to give up her dowry to the abbey and she may leave to marry at any time. As you can see the office has many advantages. Becoming a Stiftdame of Quedlinburg could enhance my marriageability, at least among those princes who value education in a wife, and I would not care to wed any prince who did not. Nor would Papa want to ally himself to such a one.

The great drawback to becoming a Stiftsdame is that I would have to turn Lutheran. There are no Calvinist Abbeys. I do not know if my Papa would consent to my conversion, nor am I sure my conscience will allow me to change my religion. You were absolutely right to say that faith in Jesus Christ is something we have in common, nor was I offended by your opinion of persecutions and wars of religion. I completely agree; killing our brethren in the name of the Prince of Peace is “sick,” and cannot be pleasing to Him. Your doctrine of freedom of conscience fascinates me. I have of course been attending Lutheran services here and there is nothing in them that is objectionable to me. If my conscience is indeed my only just guide, then it is right for me to change my faith. The trouble is there are political issues involved as well and loyalty to my family. We have struggled so hard to be true to our church! Am I betraying my father by turning to the enemy? But are Lutherans an enemy? Certainly the Stiftsdamen are not. You have given me strange thoughts, Mikayla, strange and perhaps dangerous thoughts. Yet these are thoughts that have come into our world by way of a miracle. God himself sent you here and, as Princess Abbess says, it cannot be merely to teach us better ways to kill one another!

Frau Nelson does not like us to call the Ring of Fire a miracle. It makes her very uncomfortable, though she admits she has no better explanation for what happened. Truly, what else could it be but a direct intervention by God himself? I would like to hear your thoughts on this.

Written October 5 1634, Quedlinburg

Johanna, Princess of Anhalt-Plötzkau




Grantville, Thuringia

October 23 1634

Dear Princess Johanna,

I was really glad to get your letter. I’ve been very worried I offended you with what I said about religion. Do you think it would be better if we avoided the subject like Ms. Mastroianni said?

About the miracle thing, personally I think you down-timers have got it right. I mean the “natural causes” explanation is just plain stupid and “aliens did it” isn’t much better. But how would you like to be the subject of a miracle? Let me tell you, it makes you feel real weird. I mean why Grantville? We’re just this little hillbilly coal town with some good people, some bad ones, and a whole lot of middling ones. Of course, the Apostles were just ordinary working men before Jesus called them too. Maybe He likes using regular people. I guess we should be honored and we sort of are, but it’s been hard. We miss the people we left behind back in our old time and things like network TV and the internet and cell phones and all sorts of stuff we can never have here and now.

Yes, it was my dad who sent Prince Ludwig those books. Daddy took German in college. That’s why he happened to have the collected works of Goethe, Schiller, etc., in the original language. We have English translations in the libraries, but Daddy thought your uncle would appreciate the German versions. I’m glad he liked them. What kind of books do you have in the Quedlinburg library? Any stories about girls? My friends and I are getting awfully tired of reading our Nancy Drews, Babysitters’ Club, etc., over and over again. We’d like to read something new for a change, something about girls in seventeenth-century Germany since that’s where we live now. Maybe you have some books about life in a boarding school like Quedlinburg? We had boarding schools in America, but nobody I know went to one. Here in Grantville, we go to our public schools during the day and live at home. Not seeing anything of your family for four whole years sounds just awful to me, but I know how hard traveling used to be here and now, and dangerous too with the war on. It’s different with the new trains. Have you ever ridden on one? And the new passenger barges are very comfortable, even better than the trains, which are kind of bumpy and rattle something awful. Back up-time my family used to take a long trip every summer. This year we were finally able to do it again.

Did you see the pictures of the royal wedding? Wasn’t that an incredible dress? I don’t know how she could walk in it but it was gorgeous. King Ferdinand is a lot better looking than I thought a Hapsburg could be. I guess they weren’t all as deformed as the ones with portraits in our history texts. Can you believe they were going to marry Maria Anna to her uncle? Is that sick or what? Please tell me Protestants don’t do that! Even if he wasn’t her uncle, Maximilian of Bavaria is obviously crazy as a loon. That girl was so smart to run away from him! I mean he killed his own sister-in-law and nephew! Royalty like that is why Americans don’t like royalty, no offense.

There’s almost nothing about your father in any of our books. Daddy says that’s because he was a good, decent ruler and good and decent doesn’t make the history books like evil and horrible does. We have a bit more about your uncle Christian I and your cousin Christian II, but not because they were evil and horrible. I guess you know you’re related to one of the men who started the war? Well, actually it was Max of Bavaria, wasn’t it? If he hadn’t started grabbing cities, your uncle wouldn’t have had to form the League of Protestant Princes. And it turns out your cousin Christian’s diary is a huge source for historians of the Thirty Years' War. Luckily the awful things in it are not going to happen now.

There’s almost nothing in the history books we’ve got about Quedlinburg. You’d never know what a big deal the abbess is from them, which Mom says only goes to show the limits of history written by men. I guess she’s right, because there’s not much on any of the important women here and now except for Landgrafin Amalie Elisabeth who made a name for herself ruling Hesse-Kassel for her son. I met her once in Magdeburg. She seemed like a nice lady who’d rather have her husband alive than be in the history books. Maybe Landgraf William won’t die in our new timeline. A lot of things will be very different now.

Your Pen Pal,

Mikayla




Dear Mikayla,

The Quedlinburg library is quite famous throughout the Germanies. We have the complete works of Plato and Aristotle in the original Greek, as well as Latin translation. We also have the early church fathers in both languages, the Old and New Testaments in Latin, Greek and even in Hebrew, also in German translation, and classical works like Galen, Euclid, Pythagoras, and so forth, and modern humanistic works by German and foreign scholars. We do not have any books about girls as scholars or anything else. Who would write such books and who would want to read them? Have you read the tales of Till Eulenspiegel? They are very amusing. I have almost worn out my copy. I can also recommend Halberstadt’s Metamorphoses and the books of Georg Wickram.

[image: wedding]Princess Abbess ordered dozens of copies of the wedding broadsheet so we all had a chance to read it and see the engravings, which were quite beautiful. They say Rubens made the original drawings. The dress was glorious and I am sure very uncomfortable to wear, but princesses, even minor ones like me, do not expect to be comfortable when dressed for show. We are as signboards for our father’s wealth and power. We don’t dress that way every day, naturally. In fact, our ordinary garments become quite worn and very comfortable, because we wear them till they fall apart to save money to spend on the show dresses.

Duke Maximillian is indeed a horrible person, as everybody knows, but I don’t think he was outright mad until his wife’s death. Even truly evil men often love somebody, a wife or a daughter, whose loss sends them into a frenzy. They say that Ferdinand II approved Maria Anna’s marriage on his deathbed, which must have been a great comfort to her. Offering her to her uncle was as appalling to down-time Protestants as to you up-timers. We do not make such marriages because, unlike the Catholics, we do not believe the pope can absolve us of the sin of consanguinity. Princesses are married for political reasons, you know. Ferdinand II wanted to consolidate his dynastic ties to the Wittelsbachs, who are about his only allies these days. The fact that Maximilian was Maria Anna’s uncle just didn’t matter. Besides, to be fair, he probably thought Maximilian would treat her well, as he was a relative. Very few noble fathers deliberately marry their daughters to a man they know will make her miserable. My papa loves me very much and I am sure that any marriage he makes for me will be to a man I can live comfortably with.

Nobody quite knows what to expect from Ferdinand III yet, but it is a good sign that he has revoked the Edict of Restitution, don’t you think? It would be wonderful if he would accept the United States and content himself with his Austria and Hungary, wouldn’t it? Then we could finally have peace. Of course, we would still have to put Maximilian of Bavaria down like the mad dog he is, which would grieve nobody at all, least of all his brother and heir.

They say that our emperor’s heiress, the Princess Kristina, is living in Grantville these days. Have you seen her? Everybody is saying that the emperor has given her to the prince as a hostage, but I don’t believe he’d do that as she is his only child and heir and by all accounts the apple of his eye. Princess Abbess says she has been given to you Americans to be educated, which shows very good judgment on the emperor’s part. My father wrote in his last letter that he is considering sending my brothers Ernst and Lebrecht to Grantville so they can attend your up-timer schools, and my cousin Johann too, if Papa can persuade Aunt Sophie to consent. Perhaps someday I will be able to visit Grantville myself.

Frau Nelson says she taught at your school before coming to us, but she didn’t have you as a student. She has brought us a pianoforte from Magdeburg and it is simply wonderful. Such a rich, clear sound, much better than a harpsichord. Some of your up-time music is equally wonderful, and some . . . isn’t. Your ballads are very beautiful and sad, but I can’t make up my mind about “rock-and-roll.” The rhythms can be very exciting, but also discordant and disturbing. Frau Nelson says we need to learn how to listen to it. What you call classical is more like the kind of music I am accustomed to and it is pleasant to see how many German composers distinguished themselves up-time, but it is sad to think that none of those great men will now be born. Hopefully, future generations will produce men to match them, or better still to surpass them.

I am taking Frau Nelson’s pianoforte class and as I already play the harpsichord, I am not finding it very difficult. I am thinking about learning to play the guitar as well. It is a marvelously flexible instrument. No wonder it is favored by your balladeers. I especially admire Johnny Cash, though I do not understand many of his songs. Glen Campbell has a sweeter voice, and I think Loretta Lynn is simply wonderful. You had so many female musicians up-time, and quite respectable too. That is another good idea you Americans have brought us; that women can practice a profession and even perform publicly without losing their virtue.

Written November 17 1634, Quedlinburg

Your Pen-Pal, Johanna




Grantville, Thuringia

December 2 1634

Dear Johanna,

Girls want to read books about girls! At least they did up-time and I bet they would here and now too if there were any to read. We have all kinds of series but Nancy Drew is pretty much my all-time favorite. Nancy is an eighteen-year-old girl who lives in an American town called River Heights and solves mysteries, mostly having to do with somebody trying to steal somebody else’s land or finding a missing will or a missing heir. I am enclosing the German translation of my favorite chapter from my favorite mystery, The Hidden Staircase, which I made for class. I don’t think you’ll have any trouble understanding it. Nancy and her friend Helen are staying with Helen’s aunt and her great-grandmother (Miss Flora) to find out who is playing spooky tricks on the old ladies and why. The chapter should explain everything else. I know Till Eulenspiegel! That’s one of Daddy’s German books. He used to read it aloud to Davie and me when we were littler. Now we’ve learned German, we can read it for ourselves. It is so funny. Isn’t amazing that you and I share a favorite book?

Princesses wear comfortable old clothes around the palace? Wow, way to kill the glamour, Johanna! I guess being a real princess, especially in the seventeenth century, is no fairy tale. As for Kristina, have I ever seen her! It’s impossible to live in Grantville these days without tripping over the kid at every turn. She is everywhere! At first none of the kids here liked her at all for the good reason that she was a horrible, spoiled brat. But it wasn’t really her fault, as it turns out. She’s an only, you know, and from what she says she never had any kids to play with before she came to Grantville, so of course she didn’t know how to behave. She’s gotten a lot better, but she’ll never be what you’d call easy to live with. I looked her up in the Encyclopedia Britannica and she had a pretty miserable life in that other universe, what with her father dying and her mother running crazy, and being raised by a bunch of old men who wanted a king, not a queen. No wonder she threw it all over and ran away! Who wouldn’t? She’s much happier in this universe with her dad still alive, and I’m sure will turn out much better. Gosh, I hope so, since you and me are going to be living under her rule one of these days!

I never took Mrs. Nelson’s class because I learned way back in grade school that I not only have no musical talent, but I can’t even carry a tune. I like listening to music and I’d love to be able to play it, but I just can’t. Mom says I get it from her side of the family. None of the Furbees can carry a tune either. I really envy you being able to play all those instruments and I bet you can sing too.

I hope you like the Nancy Drew chapter.

Your Pen-Pal,

Mikayla




Dear Mikayla,

You terrible girl! How could you leave me hanging like that? Why did Helen scream? Will she be all right? What happens next? Yes I liked Nancy Drew and I am desperate for more and so are all the girls I’ve shared it with. Frau Nelson is no help. She says she read Nancy Drew when she was young but she can’t remember any of the stories.

Is that really how girls lived in your United States of America? Was it really possible to clean an entire house in just an hour? If so, no wonder you had no servants. But it is certainly odd, according to our German customs, for two well-born ladies to live entirely alone without servants or retainers. It scarcely seems safe. And Nancy and Helen take such risks! American girls are very brave, but more than a little reckless!

However, Nancy is clearly inexperienced in the matter of secret doors. They are often made double thickness specifically to avoid a betraying echo. But the mismatched paneling is perhaps too obvious a clue. Could it be a decoy door? We have just such a door at our castle, leading to an oubliette. The real doors to our secret passages are very well hidden indeed.

You are correct in saying that there is very little glamour in being a princess, especially of a little state, and it is nothing at all like the fairy tales, which is perhaps fortunate! On the other hand, everything is changing, including what it means to be Hochadel. To start with, I am no longer a princess of Anhalt-Plötzkau. Our new county constitution has finally been passed and there is no more Anhalt-Plötzkau, or Anhalt-Köthen, or Anhalt-Dessau or Anhalt-Zerbst, just the Imperial county of Anhalt which is now of a size to have some real clout in the Madgeburg provincial diet and even USE parliament. Papa is the official head of state, supported by a ‘cabinet’ of advisors and administrators of his choice, but approved by our new county diet. My Uncle Ludwig means to move permanently to Madgeburg in order to devote himself to the Imperial University there, and his publishing company. Cousin Christian will also be taking up residence in the capital to represent Anhalt in the provincial upper house. Even Aunt Sophie has come around. After all, this new United States offers much grander possibilities for her son than being prince of a tiny appanage like Anhalt-Zerbst! The only member of the family who is still unhappy about the new constitution is my Cousin Johann Casimir, and why he cares I cannot think. He still has his hunting lodges and parks and that was the only part of being a prince that interested him. As for me, I may now style myself “princess of Anhalt,” but nobody really seems to know what that means any more, least of all me.

Many of the scholars here are similarly confused. Everything is changing. Being a girl no longer necessarily means preparing yourself to marry a man of similar rank, chosen for you by your family. One can still do so, of course, but now there are other possibilities for us, just as there are for our brothers. Now I understand why up-timers wrote books about girls and why you and your friends read them. Being a girl was much more interesting in that other world of yours and it is becoming so here in ours as well. . . . Is it true that you Americans regard living in “interesting times” a curse?

Written December 18 1634, Quedlinburg

Your Pen-Pal, Johanna




Grantville, Thuringia

January 2, 1635 

Dear Johanna,

Wow, you really liked Nancy Drew didn’t you? I’m sending you my book, which contains both The Hidden Staircase and The Secret of the Old Clock. It’s in English, of course, but you said you’re learning American, and Mrs. Nelson can help you if you need it. But the Nancy Drew books are written for girls a lot younger than you are, younger than me actually, so it shouldn’t be too hard for you.

Your castle has secret passages? Ooh, the glamour is back! Were you allowed to go into them or were they only for emergencies? My great-grandparent’s house, the old Furbee place, has a hidden staircase of its own. Originally it was the front stairs (these days we use the old back stairs by the kitchen), but it was walled in when they built on the wing and now you have to go through the back of a closet to get to it and it goes up to the half of the upstairs that was used for storage. It’s mostly cleared out now. All kinds of stuff that was just junk back in our own time turned out to be really useful here and now.

[image: Nancy Drew]
Nancy Drew is kind of old-fashioned. Americans lived like that when my mother was a kid, about thirty years before the Ring of Fire. We didn’t dress like the pictures anymore in my time and we had lots of gadgets that Nancy didn’t. And no, you cannot clean a whole house in an hour! Not clean enough to suit my mom anyway. I kind of suspect Nancy and Helen skimped a bit to get through with it so they could go on to the interesting stuff.

I see what you mean about Aunt Rosemary and Miss Flora living all alone. It really wasn’t safe even in the Old United States but only very rich people could afford to have live-in servants, and while the old ladies must be pretty well off they aren’t that rich. Back up-time relatives like Helen’s parents would be trying to persuade them to move into an assisted living apartment like my grandparents were trying to get my great-grandparents to do. They didn’t, and they were glad they didn’t, because then they wouldn’t have come through the Ring of Fire with Grantville. It’s bad enough for us here knowing we’ll never see the family and friends we left behind again, but at least we know they are safe and well in our old universe. It must be much worse for them, because they don’t know what happened to us and never will. If only there was some way of telling them we’re all right. In fact, we’re doing pretty darn well, all things considered!

Well, enjoy Nancy Drew.

Your Pen-Pal,

Mikayla




Dear Mikayla,




Thank you so very much for the Nancy Drew book. May we please have some more? Nancy’s world is strange to us, but fascinating, if sometimes alarming. Nancy takes far too many chances and Mr. Drew should definitely employ an armed retainer or at least a manservant. Nancy and Mrs. Gruen should not have to deal with intruders all by themselves. If Aunt Rosemary and Miss Flora could have a police guard, why not Mr. Drew? Clearly he needs a bodyguard. One thing I note has not changed; people in Nancy’s world still quarrel over legacies and land as I suppose they always will.

Are you worried about the elections? I find I am becoming more and more apprehensive as the day draws closer. At first Quedlinburg supported Wilhelm Wettin, partly because he is related to most of the stiftsdamen and half the pupils, and partly because he is a down-timer like all of us. However, we began having second thoughts after we saw some of the people he’s accepted into his Crown Royalist party. There are very many Hochadel who can’t see any farther than their privileges and power, and every one of them seems to be flocking to Wilhelm, including my worthless cousin Johann Casimir.

I think I’ve mentioned Johann to you. He was prince of Anhalt-Dessau and never took the slightest interest in politics or ruling—or anything beyond hunting. Now all of a sudden, he’s talking about his rights and privileges, and is hand in glove with the likes of von Gluecksburg and von Ramsla.

All and all, I find myself wishing that the Prince had run again. We knew what to expect from the Prince. God Himself doesn’t know what folly the dregs and drudges Wilhelm has collected might commit.

Don’t forget to send more Nancy Drew!

Written January 27 1635, Quedlinburg

Your Pen-Pal, Johanna




Grantville, Thuringia

February 15 1635 

Dear Johanna,

All you German royalties are related, just like us hillbillies. It’s one of the things we have in common.

I wasn’t worried about the election before, but now I am—thanks a lot, Johanna. I’m not related to Wilhelm Wettin like you, but I’ve met him. He came to dinner once. He and Daddy stayed up and talked politics till three in the morning and without shouting at each other the way Daddy and Mr. Stearns always end up doing. But now Daddy’s no happier about the people your cousin is recruiting than you are. He says there’s a difference between “conservative” and “reactionary blockhead,” and the blockheads all seem to be joining the Crown Royalists which isn’t good.

A lot of us here in Grantville kind of wish Mr. Stearns would stand for reelection too. But Daddy says it’s important that we start a tradition of peaceful, democratic changes of leadership like we had in the old United States. Back home, nobody panicked over losing an election because there was always the next one to look forward to. Anyway the Fourth of July party is sure to stay in power here in Thuringia and in Magdeburg, so Grantville and Quedlinburg will be all right whatever happens—I think.

I’ve rounded up all the duplicate copies of Nancy Drew mysteries I can find. Some of them are pretty ratty-looking. Sorry about that, but you can keep them. You can keep the double volume I sent you too. Enjoy.

Your Pen-Pal,

Mikayla

















The Chosen of the Red God by Eric S. Brown and Jason Cordova
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Fast As Lightning In The Sky felt the magic flow through his body, the power pulsing perfectly in time with his beating heart. There were those who claimed it was not real, but he knew it was. Ever since he had taken the symbol of the Red God upon himself, he felt he had become so much more than he had been.

His finger lightly touched the symbol painted upon his chest and traced the lightning bolt. Lightning knew with every fiber of his being that one thing was for certain: the power, and the favor, of the Red God was with him this night.

[image: women]He slowly moved his head around the tree trunk and looked toward the white man's settlement. It had grown rapidly in the moons since he had last visited. It was another clear sign that the strange Doosch people had violated the agreement they had made with his tribe two summers before when they had settled on the sunset side of the great river. He found it amusing to think of these intruders by the name the English gave them, the Doosch. The strange name they called themselves was more trouble to bother with than he felt they were worth.

They were, however, not as vile as the English, but they were thieves and liars still. Broken promise had been followed by broken promise, and while the elder chiefs of the other tribes had permitted this to go unpunished, Lightning and his tribe had finally had enough. It was past time that the warriors of his tribe reminded the white men that there were consequences for every action, for every broken word.

His sharp eyes had long grown accustomed to the dim night sky. A small sliver of the moon above bathed the settlement with light. While not a lot, it was enough to make him wary of detection. His nose told him that rain was coming though, which would block out the minimal light offered by the moon. A breeze told him that the air would turn colder with the storm. The Doosch would be hiding from the weather. The omens were there, and the signs were right. He closed his eyes for a moment and felt the power. It was strong in his blood. The red god approved of his actions.

Two summers before, he had found one of the white men's books and taken from it the symbol of power that protected him now, just as it had through so many other battles. It gave him more speed, and speed often outweighed strength in many battles such as this one. Every time he painted the holy symbol upon the flesh of his chest he felt its magic coursing through him. It made him feel lighter than the wind, heart pounding beneath the bones of his ribs. It was in those moments that he truly felt alive whether others believed in its power or not. Regardless, Lightning had proved himself as a warrior to the point that no one, at least openly, challenged his belief anymore.

It was a simple plan. A warning raid, one which would remind the Doosch of their agreements. A man's word was only good until he broke it. Lightning understood this, so why couldn't the savage white man?

[image: settlement]In spite of their arrogance, the Doosch were no fools. A small group of armed soldiers wandered around the high walls of the settlement, their faces partially hidden in shadow by their unusual helmets. Experience with the Doosch told Lightning that the lack of shine on their clothing suggested that they did not wear their heavier armor this night. Not that the armor would help them, not when the Red God had blessed him with speed greater than a deer.

The Doosch believed that their weapons and armor would keep them safe against Lightning and his people. He was going to show them just how wrong they were.

He gave the signal, a slight flick of his hand towards the settlement. Out of the shadows flowed dozens of brave warriors, many armed with clubs and a few knives. Lightning knew that the elders wanted to send a message without seriously harming the trade relations. His own mother had warned him that war with the Susquehannock loomed in the near future, and trade with the Doosch was vital to their survival. How she had divined this did not concern him; it was she who had spent the most time with the English settlers before they had departed, and it was she who seemed determined to create a lasting peace with all other nations in the area. Lightning could not even begin to imagine why, however. The northerners stank and they were immensely ugly. However, he still listened to the elders, and carried a lightweight club wrapped in leather. He had no intentions of killing anybody this evening.

One of the guards passed right in front of the group, unaware of their presence. The guard's eyes were looking upward at the sky, watching the ominous clouds rolling in. So engrossed was he in the view that he missed seeing the massive form of Little Bear emerge from the shadows. The giant warrior smashed his fist into the face of the Doosch, who fell limply to the ground. Little Bear unsheathed a large knife and brought it to the guard's neck.

Lightning grabbed Little Bear's arm and shook his head. Little Bear seemed annoyed at this but did not slice the man's neck open. Instead, he thumped the pommel of the knife against the man's head twice more, ensuring that he would remain sleeping. Little Bear looked up at Lightning and shrugged his massive shoulders, as though to say "I wasn't going to kill him, honest."

A strangled cry erupted from nearby. Lightning's head snapped up and around as another Doosch guard had spotted them looming over the fallen guard. The massive boomstick that the Doosch usually wielded turned toward them, and the guard slapped at the side of it. Lightning knew what would happen next and was already diving to one side as a bright flash and loud roar ripped through the night air.

Little Bear moved fast toward the Doosch guard, who had tossed aside his boomstick and pulled out a knife that was as big as Little Bear's. The white man's face was pale and sweaty, but his eyes were determined. Lightning had seen that look on a warrior's face before and recognized his intent. This was a brave warrior who was not going to die easily.

However, death was not what Lightning had in store for the Doosch.

[image: club]He whipped his club at the Doosch, who blocked it with his knife. That opening, however, was more than enough for Little Bear to close. He yanked the knife out of the guard's hand and tossed it aside. He picked the guard up by his shirt and slammed him into a nearby tree, hard. The guard was dazed, but not so much that he had stopped fighting back. A very strange click! sounded and suddenly, Little Bear was bleeding from a wicked cut in his side.

Lightning moved, using his speed to close in on the two brawlers. The guard had another knife, this one much smaller and unlike anything he had ever seen, in his other hand. He stabbed at Little Bear again, causing the huge warrior to falter backwards. The guard was intently focused on Little Bear, though, and did not see Lightning approach from the side.

Lightning kicked the Doosch in the knee and the guard stumbled with a cry of pain. The Doosch tried to turn and defend himself, but Lightning was swifter than the swiftest deer. Another powerful kick to the guard's face effectively knocked him out of the battle. The Doosch fell heavily to the ground, the strange knife landing nearby atop a small pile of leaves. For good measure, Lightning cracked his club against the soldier's armored head. While still alive, the Doosch guard would wish he weren't once he woke up.

Little Bear gave him a jerky nod of thanks. Lightning glared at the large warrior but said nothing. Assuming they survived this, he would have strong words with Little Bear later.

The loud report from the boomstick the guard carried, however, had alerted the rest of the settlement to the attack. Men began to pour out of their homes, some fully dressed, most not. All held a weapon of some type in their hand and seemed fairly comfortable with them. Fast As Lightning In The Sky knew that it was only a matter of time before the Doosch formed a solid defense, one that he and his braves would find to be impenetrable. Time, it appeared, was not on his side.

More shots rang out as the Doosch began to light torches around the settlement. Lightning cursed under his breath as the two main advantages he and his braves had—surprise and the dark—disappeared almost simultaneously. Another fusillade of shots roared in the night, and a brave near Lightning cried out in pain. He glanced over at the brave and grimaced as he saw the damage. One of the Doosch boomsticks had struck up high on the arm and shattered it, leaving a tangled, bloody mess behind. The young brave was on the ground and bleeding profusely. Lightning had seen similar injuries before, and he offered a brief chant to the Red God to guide the brave to the shadowlands.

Rain began to fall, fat droplets falling from the clouds above. Thunder rumbled in the distance, low and threatening. Bright flashes broke through the clouds. The storm was almost upon them. Lightning had counted upon this when planning his attack. The ground turned to slop quickly as the dirt turned to muck, the parade grounds where the Doosch trained quickly becoming a bowl of mud and ruin.

The men inside the walls of the settlement proper were trying to form two straight lines. Lightning recognized this tactic from his past dealings with the white man and knew he could not give them the chance to get themselves into place. With a mighty war cry to the Red God, Lightning charged the men assembling inside the gates.

The magic from the symbol on his chest fueled him. He could feel the Red God's satisfaction with him in his bones. His faith was rewarded. The mystical power was there. His legs pumped with almost supernatural speed as the bolt drove him forward and into the ragged line of Doosch.

The white men did not know what was in their midst. They cried out in their strange and guttural language as a demon suddenly appeared. Lightning recognized their tone if not their words and smiled grimly. He tightened his grip on his war club. He would not kill these men, unchosen of the Red God. No. But he would hurt them. The message had to be sent. The elders declared it such.

Using the chaos around him to his advantage, he caught the confused Doosch off guard, crashing into the line of men as they readied their boomsticks. He became a whirling dervish of destruction and carnage. His club lashed out and struck someone in the side of the head, his foot swept another man off his feet. He twisted to avoid a blow from one of the boomsticks and brought his club down onto the face of the man he had tripped seconds before. He pivoted on his heel and, while still kneeling, drove his elbow into the groin of another.

Speed. The magic was flowing, the blood pounding in his ears. He was untouchable, blessed of the red god. He was fast. He was a blur. He was as fast as lightning in the sky.

He felt rather than saw his next attacker and shifted his weight to his other foot as he pivoted to dodge. He blocked another blow from the largest Doosch he had ever seen, his momentum slowing under the impressive strength of the white man. He twisted about slightly and let the giant swing at him, effortlessly dodging blow after blow. Lightning laughed as his hair whipped about in the growing storm. Rain continued to fall, an increasingly heavy downpour which cooled him slightly and making the ill-dressed Doosch much slower. The giant roared with frustration as his heavy hands were unable to touch him.

Lightning struck with the club again, connecting solidly against the giant's temple. The large man staggered from the blow. Lightning struck again and again, dancing away each time the giant seemed to finally catch him. The giant roared in frustration and threw a wild punch. Lightning, who had ended up near a Doosch settler, narrowly avoided the angry punch from the giant. The poor Doosch settler received the full force of the blow intended for him and fell limply to the ground. The giant paused in his attack, startled at what his blind rage had done. Lightning saw his opening and attacked.

A powerful kick to the back of the giant's leg dropped him to one knee. An elbow to the temple caused the giant to groan. Blood freely trickled down the side of his face. Club firmly in hand, Lightning called upon the mystical power of the Red God and swung it with all his might.

The club broke upon the crown of the giant. Lightning's eyes widened in shocked surprise as he held the broken club up and inspected it. Wood was wood, but the leather which had been wrapped around it before being cured was supposed to make the club stronger than normal. It was still in one piece, though he could feel the broken wood shifting around inside the leather casing. His attention went back to the giant, and his respect for the great Doosch warrior grew.

The giant swayed on his knees before falling forward, like a mighty oak once the final cut had been made. He fell into the mud, unconscious and bleeding, but very much alive. Lightning pushed the giant's head to the side so that he would not suffocate and die from the mud.

[image: brave]Satisfied, he stood and looked around the settlement. The gate was destroyed, as was the fence. But none of the buildings were burned, nor were any of the settlers dead. Livestock remained untouched. Women had not been taken. He pulled his long dagger from the sheath and buried it into one of the poles which had been used to support the main gate. The Doosch were running away now, not looking at him or his braves. He had won, and a message had been sent. Just as he had promised the elders.

Fast As Lightning In The Sky used his fingertip to trace the bolt on his chest. He could feel the magic burning within. He offered thanks to the Red God of speed. He had been granted a great boon, and he could only hope to live up to the level of regard that was expected of him.

****

















Engines of Change: More Power by Kevin H. Evans and Karen C. Evans

[image: banner]







Aksel Nørgaard walked into the shop like always. Just watching the machinery made him feel good. The overhead mainline shaft clattered away as it rotated, belts came down from pulleys to each machine tool, small wisps of smoke curled up from each machine. Everywhere, workers practiced their craft.

Aksel, satisfied that the shop floor was functioning, walked to his drawing table in the back corner of the shop. There, he found his accountant, Martin, busy going through the books. "So how does it look?"

Martin shrugged. "Well, there's good news and bad. All the machines we have are working, with contracts waiting in line. The bad news is the machines are not working fast enough."

Aksel sat down on a bench near Martin. "What do you mean?"

"Well, what we have here in this shop is marvelous. Never before have we been able to work metal this quickly. Always it has been slower, and without the ability to do exactly the same job every time. Each item we made was slightly different from one time to the next. Now it is better, but I think we may have been too ambitious. The work we contracted for is not being done fast enough. As a matter of fact, none of the machines are really working to their full capacity. They can do more."

Aksel stood up to pace. "The only way we can make everything go faster is to turn the main shaft faster." He pointed to the other corner of the shop where a large circular cage was mounted on an axle. Inside the cage, a large pig was walking inside the rim of the cage. This morning, the pig was fresh and the cage was turning fairly quickly; but Aksel knew that as the day went on, the pig would go slower and slower. Aksel said, "I thought we dealt with this last week. Didn't we get a second pig to spell this one?"

"Yes, we bought a second pig. But even switching them every two hours does not give us enough power. We have to do something or we are going to end up paying penalties on our contracts. The businessmen don't care what our problems are. They just want their orders on time. Faster than on time would be better. Then we would earn a bonus."

"I see. Let me think about it. I have the beginnings of a few ideas. We might have several things we can still try," Aksel said.

Martin turned back to his notes on the books. "Now about the expenses. We need to cut somewhere to make sure we squeeze out a profit."

"How are we doing with tools? Are the cutting bits wearing out fast? Do we need to order more steel bits?"

Martin nodded. "At these slower speeds, the tools don't wear as quickly. Some things we are doing couldn't be done any faster than now, but I would still like more power on the jack shaft. It would make everything easier."

****

The next morning, Aksel arrived early so he could look over the shop before the workmen arrived. He examined the belts and pulleys first. By the time he was done, men began arriving, and starting on the projects they had been on the day before.

For the rest of the day, Aksel went from station to station, making sure everything was efficient. One by one, he would have individuals stop work, while they changed out the overhead pulleys on that section of the overhead shaft.

Martin came in around ten. He saw men standing around as Aksel worked above their station on the jack shaft. "Aksel, what are you doing? I told you yesterday that we needed more speed, and now you have the shop running slower, with men standing around."

[image: machine]Aksel didn't stop working. From the ladder he stood on, he explained, "I think we have too many shafts connected overhead by belts to each other. Every time we transfer power from one shaft to a parallel shaft by overhead belt, we lose a little bit of effort. If we can change the locations of the machines, maybe we can shorten the length of our belts and have more strength in our tools."

Martin folded his arms, and fiddled with the braid on the front of his doublet. "All right, I can see what you're saying. Is today the best time to try this?"

Aksel pulled a screwdriver from his belt and continued working. "That's just the first thing, Martin. The second thing I have planned is to put another treadmill on the other side of the shop. That way each overhead shaft will have its own wheel."

Martin shook his head. "That may help, but our machines can still handle much more power, more than we're able to give them. We have got to find something to make them work harder. What about bigger wheels, or put men inside the tread mills instead of pigs. With men, when you tell them to run, they will."

****

It took about a week to complete the modifications. Today, Aksel stepped into the shop, and felt that burst of pride he always felt to see all the machines working. He was grinning when he walked up to Martin. "What do you think? Has our outlook improved?"

"There has been some improvement to our work output, and the orders have been coming out of the shop slightly faster, " Martin said. "But I still don't think it's quite fast enough to give us a comfort margin. We have got to find a way of getting more power. These new up-time machine tools work very well, but I think we need to concentrate more power into the tools or we will never reach our full capacity as a shop. If we can't work at full capacity, somebody else will take the work from us."

Martin was interrupted by a loud screech. All around the shop, machines jerked to a halt, and men began shouting.

Then the loud screaming metal makes when it is torn in half drowned out the shouting. Right next to the treadmill cage, a man lay on the ground, spurting blood, and the cage lurched and began to lift toward the ceiling. The pig was squealing almost as loud as the catastrophic noise.

Then the shaft ripped the cage completely off of its bearings. The disaster wasn't over. Now that it was free, the jack shaft, with stored power, ripped loose from the ceiling and plummeted down to the floor.

Men and boys dived to each side as bolts, shrapnel, and splinters of wood rained from the ceiling. The silence was sudden, and overwhelming, for a moment, until someone groaned, and broke the spell.

The dust was thick in the air. Aksel choked, then said, "Martin, see who has been hurt. I will begin to assess the damage."

Ten minutes later, they met at Aksel's drawing table. By now, the street in front of the shop was jammed with people trying to see what had happened.

Martin shook his head. "Well, I think we got lucky. Nobody was killed, except the pig. But we are going to need two more journeymen. Jens has a broken arm, broken leg, and a knock on the head. And old Søren was cut up pretty bad. They have carried him out to a doctor. What did you find out about the jack shaft?"

Aksel sat heavily on his stool, cleaning his hands with a dusty old rag. "Martin, it is a miracle. None of the machines are broken, except for the treadmill cage. But jack shaft number one is ripped completely from the ceiling, and all the machines on that side of the shop are out of operation until we can get shaft power to them. How bad is the pig? Is there enough to roast for a feast? We may need it for the going out of business party."

That made Martin laugh. "Well, I don't know if we are going out of business quite yet. How long to make repairs, and get back to work?"

Aksel grinned. "What if I tell you two weeks? Are we still in business?"

Martin's mouth fell open. "Two weeks? We have bills due for raw stock, and four different projects scheduled to deliver before then. I guess we'll still be in business, but not by much."

"I never like to give you a firm time, you know, " Aksel said. "But I think we won't be shut down longer than two days. Less, if I get started right away."

Martin pulled a kerchief from his sleeve and mopped his brow. "Don't scare me like that, Aksel. Grandfather always told you not to lie to me."

Aksel clapped his hand on Martin's shoulder. "Sorry, cousin. Send the men home for the day, and I will get started. All except Eric. He can help me with the refit. He is tall, and I need tall today."

Martin stood up, and started shouting at the people milling through the damage.

Aksel plucked on his sleeve. "Oh, and we need a new treadmill cage. Send someone to find the other pig. He ran out in the middle of all the confusion, and we don't need to buy two when one will do."

****

By sundown, Aksel and Martin were glad to get out of the shop. The wounded were removed, and the dust and debris were cleaned up. The escaped pig was in his pen in the alley at the back. Except for the hole in the ceiling, one could not tell there had been an accident.

Their shop sat near the waterfront, both because the land at the time they bought it was cheap, and because it was close to supplies coming in by boat. There was even talk of a railroad someday coming down to the docks, so they could get supplies from land or sea, and ship out finished work.

Martin pointed. "Let's go this way home, I want to show you that shop I saw the other day. It's a new place. There it is, The Mermaid and Tiger."

Aksel said, "Looks interesting. Do they serve food?"

"I think so. It just opened, some time last week. Let's go inside and sit for a while. I want to try the new American chocolate. A friend of mine said it is so spicy it can make your eyes water. I didn't believe him, but I want to try it anyway."

"All right, I need something exciting after the humdrum day we've had. Isn't this the place where they had that murder?"

Martin frowned at his cousin, but saw it was just another quirk of Aksel's sense of humor. As the two entered the establishment, they could see that it was one large open room, tables with wooden chairs filled most of the floor. At the back was a counter dividing the working spaces of the tavern from the public room. There probably were more helpers in back setting up for the day.

Martin pointed to a back corner. "My wife said that was where they found the body."

Aksel laughed. "Let's not sit there, then. I used up one of my lives this morning, I don't want to risk another."

****

It was early, in the evening, so the afternoon crowd was gone, and the dock workers had not yet gathered.

Aksel said, "Well, Martin, it looks like we can have any table we want. Let's sit in that corner away from the window. It's close the counter, so if we want refills we can get them fast."

As Aksel set his course for the indicated table, Martin chuckled. "I guess everything's back to normal. My cousin Aksel is always looking for the advantage."

As they sat down, a young girl walked to their table. "May I get you something to drink?" Aksel said, "We have heard all the talk. So we came to try chocolate. Everybody in town is talking about chocolate. I hear it is amazing. I especially want to see if it really does make you think faster."

The young lady said, "What kind of chocolate? We have several types. We have chocolate like the natives from the New World drink it. That one has lots of spices. We have chocolate like the French drink it, which is very sweet. The Spanish make it with milk and some spices, but not as much spice as the New World. The Dutch drink it with no milk, and less sugar. We even have chocolate like the Danes drink it."

Martin asked, "How do the Danes drink it?"

The girl smiled. "That's my favorite one. It is sweet, has milk and nutmeg, and comes with flat bread and herring."

Aksel said, "I want to try the Dutch chocolate, and I think my cousin will have it like the Danes. And bring us some bread and butter as well."

She glanced at Martin, who nodded. She left, and Martin laughed. "I am glad that you can order for me when I can't make up my mind."

Aksel smiled. "That's why I'm in charge."

[image: bread]The girl brought a plate, and their cups. Martin picked up a piece of the flat bread. "Aksel, I see you are here to talk politics again are we? And which side of the flat bread will you put your butter on today?" It was an old joke, because of the shape of the flatbread. One side had indentations, and the other was truly flat. It was said that those who put butter on the holey side were wasteful, while those who spread it on the flat side were miserly.

"I'll have none of that," Aksel said. "I put the butter on the side that tastes best, and that depends on my mood at the moment."

With a wicked grin Martin said, "What if I put the butter on the edges what does that mean?"

Aksel laughed, but before he could answer the young lady returned and set two mugs of steaming beverage on the table. "This will get you started. I'll be right back with the rest of it." Aksel and Martin sniffed the chocolate. Martin's was mild and pleasant, while Aksel's had a dark aroma, fresh and spicy, something they'd never smelled before, but combined with several familiar vapors coming from spices that were used in everyday cooking.

They looked at each other, then sipped the chocolate. Aksel opened his eyes wide, then closed them to concentrate on the experience. It was unique, and he felt as if his heart was light, and the air in the tavern, becoming more crowded by the minute, was the first breath of spring.

When he opened his eyes, he saw Martin also had his eyes closed. "Martin, what do you think?"

"I like it. I can taste it all across my tongue. It is better than the tea I tasted last month, or the coffee that occasionally comes up from the Ottoman Empire. I think I like it, perhaps I like it a lot."

Aksel said, "Mine is interesting, bitter and strong."

The young lady returned with a platter of cheese, flat bread, butter, and smoked herring. They felt relaxed for the first time since the chaos at the shop.

"Martin, you are brilliant. That's why I keep you around," Aksel said.

Martin sipped some chocolate. "What do you mean?"

Aksel gestured to the shop. "Bringing us here today. We needed to relax, and decide what to do next. I worry about the shop. We have contracts to fulfill and it seems like we are running out of time."

Martin said, "I have an idea. Perhaps we should talk to the shop manager over at the Danish Airship Company. They have a machine shop like ours, but they are turning out a lot more work. We are even making parts for them, because they have too much work. They must have some kind of secret. It wouldn't hurt to talk to them. Maybe they can give us an idea of what we can do to increase our work production."

That was when a group of men from the Danish Airship Company came through the door.

Aksel said, "How convenient. I think that is the crew of the engine shop right there. Let's invite them over to our table."

The two men watched the activities of the men from the DAC. As the owners of a machine shop themselves, they were greatly interested as a chest was set down on the floor and various pieces of equipment were lifted out. One was installed in the window, another was attached to the table.

Aksel stood up to watch. Martin said, "Can you tell what they are doing?"

Aksel shrugged. "Not completely, but I recognize that propeller. When Jens Dalgaard gave me a tour of the factory last month, he mentioned that it is used for pushing air or pulling air or something. I think they are setting up a steam engine, like the ones they put on the Royal Anne." Martin said, "I think you're right. But it seems so very small. That can't be the engine that flew on the Anne."

"It is smaller than the ones I saw. Maybe it is a working model. Let's watch. I want to see what happens."

As the assembly of the device continued, more and more people crowded around the table. Almost everybody's attention was riveted on the machinery. Aksel and Martin watched. The DAC men added water to a little tank, and a fire was built in the small circular device set in the windowsill. When smoke came out the chimney, it was not too long before they heard hissing from the tank.

Then the senior machinist—Aksel remembered him as Matt, the one from America—shouted, "Hold my chocolate! Watch this!" Then he twisted a lever and stood back as the propeller began to spin.

Aksel grabbed Martin's sleeve. "Look at that. It moves on its own. Nobody's pulling or pushing it, or making it move. It moves on its own."

As the two men watched, various things happened. Smoke from the pipe smokers in the room was pulled out to the small window by the machine. And fresh air was coming in. Through the propeller of the device, air was being pushed out the window.

Somebody tried to touch it and many laughed when he stuck his sore finger in his mouth.

Aksel said, "There seems to be a great deal of strength for such a small device. It would probably be expensive to put a machine like that on every single one of our tools in the shop, though."

Martin said, "What if we got one to replace the pig cage, even both the pig cages if we could get one big enough?"

That was enough for Aksel. He cornered his friend, Jens Dalgaard, and they talked shop for the rest of the evening. Many other people were wanting to talk to Jens, or Matt, or anyone who would talk about the new engine.

As they walked home, Martin said, "I don't think they knew it, but they were selling engines tonight. We just have to figure out if we can afford the machine. Aksel, do you think you could actually learn to run something like that? And we would have to consider fuel for it."

Aksel laughed. "Of course I can run it. Jens and I were apprentices to the same blacksmith when we were young, and if he can do it, so can I. We will keep the shop closed tomorrow, and go talk finance in the morning. You wear your best black doublet, and I will do the same."

Martin shook his head. "Not our best. Last year's doublets will do. We want to appear educated and capable, but not so much that they will overcharge us. We don't want to give them an inflated idea of our cash flow."

****

Aksel and Martin were at the Danish Airship Company's facilities at the first light of dawn. They had delivered parts there before, knew where the shop for the engine works was, and they just went to the shop. When they arrived, Jens greeted them warmly. "I heard about your accident yesterday. Is there anything we can do?"

Aksel shook his head. "We were just lucky nobody was killed. It's so hard to hire workers after that. I guess I was pushing my jack shaft too hard, trying to get more power."

After they were seated in Jens' office, Martin took the conversation. "We saw your demonstration last night, at the Mermaid and Tiger. So we are here today. We need something to replace the pig cages. The truth is that the smell was becoming overwhelming. Do you think one, or maybe two, of your engines would do the trick? If it is prohibitively expensive, we will be limited to only one, but we are already set up for two."

Jens Dalgaard said, "Yes, I can understand that a thousand horsepower would be far and away too much power to run your overhead shaft assembly. But let me show you this." He pulled out a blueprint, and laid it out on the desk. "Our engines are built by bolting cylinder assemblies onto a beam of wood, and we add as many as we need to create the power desired. It requires us to make a custom crankshaft for each engine, but that is not too great a problem as all of those parts are also made the same for each cylinder."

Aksel stood up and poured all his attention on the drawings. "Jens, this is ingenious. How did you ever come up with this?"

Jens blushed slightly. "It wasn't my idea. Most of this came from our American consultant, Marlon Pridmore. We were all astonished that something this straightforward can do such miracles."

"That looks like it is exactly what we want. When can we expect delivery?" Martin asked.

Jens sat down, and the negotiations began. He said, "Unfortunately we have several contracts already and must put them first before we can make another engine."

Aksel started to talk, but Martin stopped him. "That's too bad because we need to get back into operation as quickly as possible. We have orders to fill, even orders for you. I guess we will just repair the pig cage, and continue on as we have been. We can't afford to wait for a long time." Jens looked grim. Aksel could see he was thinking. Then they noticed Matt Lawler had been standing and listening. "Jens, what if we sold them the prototype, the proof of concept engine that we were playing with last night."

"You're the American, right? What engine is this?" Aksel asked.

Jens stood up. "Matt, haven't you got work to do?"

Aksel stood up as well. "Jens, now wait. If he has an idea, I need to hear it. If we stay closed too long, we may as well quit right now."

Jens sighed and sat back down. "Well, we built a small engine, to test the design. It was only six cylinders, before we spent the money on large engines. It works, but we set it aside and built bigger engines."

Aksel asked, "And how powerful is this prototype?"

Jens flapped his hand. "Well, it depends. The engines we make are powered by steam. The work you get from the engine is directly related to how much steam pressure you put into the engine. At high pressures, the prototype engine can deliver as much as fifty horsepower. However I would recommend a lower pressure and setting the device to deliver about twenty horsepower to your jack shaft. That should power everything you have, comfortably, even while they're all running together."

Martin was getting excited, and jumped to his feet. "Can we see it? The engine I mean."

"Certainly, gentlemen. Matt, why don't you roll the engine out here."

They walked out into the workshop, and Jens was speaking as they went. "We have it mounted on wheels so that we can move it around and show it to people. Here it is now."

The engine was about five feet long, five feet wide, and reached a height of six feet above the cart it was mounted on. Jens said, "As you can see, it has an output shaft on each end. The shaft is only about an inch and a half thick, and for that reason I would recommend running it at lower horsepower, so that the torque from the engine does not twist the shaft off."

Aksel had stepped up on the cart, and was almost fondling it. Martin watched his cousin, sighed, and turned back to Jens. "So how much will it cost us?"

****

Before the end of the week, the engine had been installed, the belt and pulley were set, and the steam tank attached. The engineer from the DAC had spent all morning talking about safety measures, and Aksel was bored.

When he finally left, everybody in the shop clustered around the new engine. It was painted a very important blue and had gold leaf curlicues highlighting the edges. It was the most beautiful fixture on the block, and everyone in the neighborhood came to admire it.

Aksel said, "Stand back, I'm going to start it up." And quietly, aside to Martin, he said, "This better work."

At Aksel's signal, Martin lit a fire in the generator, and shortly thereafter opened a valve on the engine. The generator was also a very professional blue with decorations, but on the face of it were two cherubs holding a torch. Martin said, "This generator is a fine thing, it makes steam in a couple of minutes. A full boiler can take as many as three hours to have useful steam."

As they spoke the engine began to turn over, the pulley on the jack shaft was spinning with little or no vibration.

Aksel's voice was reverent. "Eric, engage the belt. This will tell us if it works as well as Jens claims."

Eric, standing by the first lathe in the row of machine tools, pulled his lever, and the lathe powered up. The other machinists, seeing Eric, pulled their levers as well, and with that, the whole shop was running.

A cheer went up in the street. Aksel beamed like a new father, and pulled out his pipe.

Martin came over to shake his hand. "Well, cousin, what do you think? Will this company be successful?"

[image: pipe]Aksel grinned, and puffed on his long clay pipe. "Martin, have you been to the movie house and seen the American shows?"

Martin was mystified. "The movie house? Over there by that American's house, Herr Pridmore?"

Aksel smiled. "For her birthday, I took my wife there last week. It was pleasant. The room is dark, and they show moving pictures on a big sheet in the front of the theater. And they serve tasty snacks in the lobby. We went to see an amusing comedy from America, called Tool Time."

"Did you enjoy it?"

Aksel shrugged. "Not particularly, but my wife is happy. It seems to be some undecipherable mix-up about a man who sells tools, and his family and neighbors. It had almost no music, and even that was no good. I don't think I would like to see more of it. But one thing caught my attention."

Martin said, "What was that?"

Aksel said, "The tool company. They had many very useful looking tools. And this tool man said that their tools had more power, just like we do now, run by steam. I want to be remembered for good quality tools. So I think we should rename our company. To be remembered as a quality place."

Martin started getting excited. "Yes, we could build quality tools for people all over Europe. What are we going to call our establishment?"

Aksel put his hand on the rail of his new blue engine. "This is what I call more power. We will become the Bjorn-Ford tool and die company."

****
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My name is Roger Crowley, formerly of Hutton Manor in England. I shall not say which county, for fear of embarrassment, save to say it lies in the North.

From my Lady Mother, Alys Hutton, I inherited a small manor house and estate, in such a state as to make the rents little more than a token after the period of her wardship with my father's family, my father's extravagant ways, and the time of my own wardship to a neighbor with numerous sons to place. There had at one time been a second estate that had been sold to pay some of my father's debts. From what I know of my father, Hutton might well have been lost as well except for the fact my maternal grandfather's will prevented its sale.

From my father, the younger son of a gentry family wealthier than my mother's, I inherited nothing material except debts that included several mortgages on Hutton, and the set of jousting armor from the time of Good Queen Bess that my father had died in (jousting while drunk is never a good idea). In case you, dear reader, are wondering, my mother died bearing me.

It was in this situation, far from uncommon, that I found myself ejected from my guardian's home with my pockets to let, as the expression I've since learned goes. So I did what I thought to be the sensible thing, and approached my father's older brother in the hopes that he might be able to help.

The only thing I received from my uncle, Sir James Crowley, baronet, was a cold message from his manservant to go away and never come back. Having vague memories of my father, I imagine my uncle's language was less polite than that. So I went to the only other relative I knew of, my mother's cousin John.

[image: house]John Hutton, being a man of God (and luckily I encountered him in public or I probably would have received treatment similar to Sir James's), and aware of his reputation, invited me to dinner and to stay a while at the vicarage, which was kept in better order by his wife than the conditions I had found at Hutton Manor.

"So, nephew (John insisted on calling me nephew, and also that I should call him uncle), here you are all grown and come into your estate. I'm surprised your guardian didn't arrange your marriage," he said jovially after dinner.

At this point I feel I should pause and explain a little about the English custom of wardships. When a gentleman or nobleman dies his children become wards of the crown, even if their mother is still living. Only the oldest son or the daughters if there isn't a male heir are subject to the wardship system, younger siblings without inheritance rights are unimportant. Because the monarch doesn't want the responsibility for raising a lot of children, the wardship, or guardianship, of the child and control of the child's estates were granted as gifts to reward followers or sold to the highest bidder. Such was my mother's and my fate. My mother's wardship was sold to my father's family, the Crowleys, along with the right to determine whom she would marry, which is how she came to marry my father. My own marriage had not been taken care of by my guardian, though he had been glad enough to plunder what remained of my inheritance.

"My guardian didn't have any daughters, Uncle," I said. Which was partially true, my guardian had had a daughter he had betrothed to my Crowley uncle's son, so he while he had a daughter, she wasn't available. Since I'd never liked her, it was no loss.

"Nor any kinswomen glad of a lusty young husband with two fine estates, eh?" He waved his tankard in my direction, before pouring himself more ale.

"One estate heavily encumbered, Uncle," I reminded him, as though I hadn't already told him several times.

"A point, definitely a point." He sighed into his ale. "Ahh, for the times of King Hal! A gentleman was a gentleman then. If one's estate was in trouble you could find a place in a wealthier man's household. And Great Harry always had a war or two going for a young man to gain a fortune and favor. Queen Bess was harder, when I recall those knights Essex made in Ireland!"

"Well, England is lacking in wars to make one's fortune these days, sir," I said. "Though I once hoped . . . When one of my guardian's sons was sent to Oxford and to the Inns of Court . . ."

"For both you'll need money, and for the Inns and to practice afterward, patronage." He shook his head. "For entry into the Church, you'll need money and patronage too. Going into trade requires an apprenticeship and capital. Best stick to soldiering. Not in England, as I said, no wars here. No border raids with Scotland, not with Stuart on England's throne, and Ireland's a waste. No, lad, the best thing to do is to find a war on the Continent." Uncle nodded sharply and poured himself more ale as if that solved all my financial problems.

However, I had already considered this path, and had taken some time on my journey to seek out advice from those who knew what a mercenary's life was like and what would be needed. Some may think this strange, but I'd always liked knowing what I was getting into, a habit that would save my life more than once later in life.

"Soldiering costs money too, Uncle. Equipment, travel, and I'm told mercenary companies want a fee when you join as an officer. Also, some companies and employers want references."

My uncle groaned and pouted at the now empty ale pitcher, his mouth sinking into his jowls. "Woman!" He shouted at the door, "more ale! My kinsman is thirsty! Ah for the days of King Edward. All a gentleman needed was his sword and horse and he came back from France a rich man." Then he peered at me. "You'll need someone to look after your estates while you're away."

I sighed, unsurprised at what John Hutton was implying. All I meant to anyone was my land it seemed. I had little doubt that if I was gone more than a year or two, my "uncle" would claim my inheritance and if I returned it would be to find myself dispossessed. However I had anticipated this after my inquires and thought of a plan on my way to my uncle's vicarage.

"You know, Uncle, I might decide to settle on the continent or die in battle. Maybe it might be better for me to sell up here in England now rather than chance to fortune. You wouldn't happen to know how to sell my land?"

Uncle choked on his ale and his face turned red as I pounded his back.

"Sell! Sell Hutton Manor! My grandfather's legacy! Are you mad, boy?"

"Needs must, Uncle. The manor may not fetch much in its present condition, but I can hope for enough to get started as a soldier of fortune at least. I figure a couple hundred pounds should set me up."

Uncle had settled down as I spoke and had begun chewing his lips thoughtfully, just as I had hoped. His living was not a rich one, but I guessed that since he seemed reluctant to believe me about the full extent of damage to the estate, he would be more than willing to part with the money I needed to leave in exchange for the land I could not manage.

So the deal was struck and I left England.

****

It was early 1633 when I arrived in the mysterious new town of Grantville as an agent of the Medici and Robert Dudley (self-styled Duke of Northumberland). The Medici, like every other noble or royal family in Europe, were interested in what the future town could tell them about the future of their dynasty as well as new technology to advance their various interests, but as Lord Robert's man I was to focus on shipbuilding and maritime technologies.

"I want to know about affairs in England as well, Crowley," the duke had said. "True, I left a mess there, but if there's any possibility of regaining my family's estates there and recognition of my titles, I want to know."

My career as a soldier of fortune had not lasted long. I had managed to keep body and soul together long enough to reach Tuscany and enter Duke Robert's service, but I had no taste for killing and looting and was frankly bad at it.

Duke Robert had agreed at our first meeting. "You're a thinker, Crowley, not a fighter. Not a bad thing to be in general, but not good for a mercenary. Did you know Thomas Cromwell, King Harry's man, got his start as a man of affairs? Well, let's see what you can do for me along that line."

The ships that fascinated Duke Robert turned out to be a source of interest to me, but it turned out my true talents lay along the lines of business and finding information useful to Grand Duke Ferdinando and Duke Robert. Eventually I prospered enough to consider marriage, but before I could mention a bride to my patron, I was sent to Grantville.

I will skip my impressions of the place, as I'm sure many others have expressed similar views, save that it was a joy to find such a place where information was so readily available for the asking. That said, I believe my first introduction to the lady at the library is one worth recording.

"Crowley? R. Crowley?" The librarian laughed so hard she doubled over and tears flowed from her eyes. "Not Rawdon, by any chance?"

"No, Madame, my baptismal name is Roger," I said confused. "I was named for an ancestor who was believed to have come over with King William I."

The woman wiped the tears from her eyes. "No chance of your having a wife named Rebecca or a brother whose name begins with a P?"

I shook my head, still confused. "No, Madame. I have neither a wife nor a brother, I am an only child. Though I do have a cousin named Preston, who will one day inherit a baronetcy if he hasn't already. His wife's name is Jane, though."

The woman collapsed into laughter again, and after she introduced me to Vanity Fair, by a Mr. Thackeray, I understood and we had a good laugh together. That book eventually became one of my favorites and I paid to have several copies made, and one sent to my Crowley cousins in England. They were no doubt shocked to hear from someone they'd thought dead.

I have always been fond of reading, and during my time in Grantville I spent every moment I could spare perusing their fiction selection until duty necessitated my removal to Magdeburg and the navy yards run by Admiral Simpson. My favorites were the works by eighteenth and nineteenth-century English authors, though the novels of Mark Twain/Samuel Clemens were enjoyable and I was intrigued by the idea of the descriptions of gentleman's clubs that had existed in London up-time. Like the Parisian coffeehouses that I'd visited on my way to Firenze.

As an agent of a foreign power, albeit one that had little to no diplomatic relations with the CPE or later the USE, I was not allowed inside the dockyards to tour the ships except on the one day after Hans Richter's death. What a death that was! Saddening for his betrothed and family, but I felt the same stir in my gut as I had had when reading about the brave archers of England during the wars in France during the reigns of Edward III and Henry V.

****

It was in 1634 I met Sophia Proehl in my favorite print shop, looking over the latest selection of up-time novels with her mother. This print shop specialized in reprinting up-time fiction along as well as down-time written short stories, which made it more like an up-time bookstore. I knew the owner well, and the shop was one of my recent investments as well as my secret vice.

Years later I can still see Sophia, her warm brown hair shining in the afternoon light as she and her mother pored over a volume. After introductions, it turned out to be a volume of science fiction unknown to me.

"It involves dragons and humans working together to fight a dangerous enemy," Sophia said. "Mama and I have been taking turns reading the story out as each chapter is printed, but we like the regency romances too. Papa says they're just what I should be reading while he's looking for a husband for me."

Madame Proehl's mouth tightened at this forward behavior, but she turned to me with a smile. "Does your wife care for reading, Master Crowley?"

"I am unmarried, Madame. Until lately I've not been able to afford to marry, but at the moment, should I find a bride acceptable to myself and my patron, Sir Robert Dudley, also known in Tuscany and the HRE as the Duke of Northumberland, I can support a family in Tuscany. All of the young ladies I met in Tuscany were Roman Catholic, and since I was raised and confirmed in a small parish church, I lean more toward the Protestant branch."

"Oh." Sophia and her mother frowned. "We are Calvinists," Sophia remarked, trying to look casual.

"Then you're new to Magdeburg? I regularly attend the new Calvinist church here when I'm in town. I tried the Lutheran church when it was first built, but the Calvinist minister is more to my taste. Then I was at the Catholic church when Cardinal Mazzare was enthroned, but then so was practically all Magdeburg! A friend of mine swears he saw Chancellor Oxenstierna."

Both women smiled, obviously relieved, and my heart swelled to know I was back in favor with this lovely young woman and her mother.

"Yes, we're new to Magdeburg," Sophia said. "My papa is a merchant and my brother, Lucas, is in the army."

"You must both be very proud of your brother and son. I remember my own short time as a mercenary only with thanks that I survived."

Before Sophia could reply, her mother intervened. "Sophia, my dear, it is time we were about our other errands. Master Crowley, it was nice to meet you."

With that they left, but that was not the last time I met Sophia. That Sunday I was presented to Master Proehl and became a regular guest at Sunday dinner. Master Proehl was an honest gentleman whose interest in the new technologies was practical, and his advice on the amount of investment needed to build up an industry with down-time resources was incredibly helpful. If he didn't know an answer to a problem, he could usually point me in the direction of someone who did.

****

Late in 1634, my growing affection for Sophia and her family led me to the thought of quitting my place with the Medici and Duke Robert and emigrating permanently to the USE. In Firenze (Florence), I was a servant of a great man and subject to his whims, a man moreover who was the servant of another. If they died, and the encyclopedia stated Duke Robert would die before the Medici Grand Duke, I could lose everything if I didn't find a new patron. Also, in Firenze I needed my patron's permission to marry, and I doubted a German Calvinist merchant's daughter would gain the approval of my Catholic duke, even if he had converted to Catholicism to obtain a divorce from a wife he hated (much like Henry VIII in reverse).

But if I was going to stay in the USE without Duke Robert's patronage, I would need an occupation. Soldiering didn't appeal to me, and while exploration did, it wouldn't allow me to have a home. Flying was out, I was told at the recruiting office, the air force had more pilots than ships especially with the enthusiasm following young Richter's death. Plus I was the wrong physical type. I was able to send the recruiting materials I was given to Duke Robert, who was just as fascinated by flying. Grand Duke Ferdinando also expressed an interest after the Cardinal-Infante flew to the rescue of his archduchess. Anything a Habsburg had a Medici had to at least equal, Duke Robert wrote wryly.

"The pictures and plans from up-time you've sent of the machines have offended the grand duke's artistic sense, not to mention his purse. The medical texts and formula for the plague medication you sent from your first trip to Grantville have been well received, and gained me an increase in favor with His Highness, an increase I gladly pass on to you in the enclosed letter of credit.

"I agree the balloons are a better prospect, but again the trouble is money. You have told me several people are already developing this technology, and it does seem like a good idea to invest in such a venture once it has proved itself.

"What Firenze (meaning His Highness), needs is a proven technology it can invest in now for little capital that will reap huge rewards soon and will give the Medici what the Americans call an edge over everyone else."

When I read this, I shook my head in exasperation. I had done a lot of research into various technologies the Medici might be interested in, and every time the same answer came back, give us something ready-made, beautiful, and, oh yes, profitable. I knew from the man I had invested some of my personal funds with at OPM and from Master Proehl there was no such thing.

That led me back to my increasing desire to leave Duke Robert and the Medici's service. Thinking of the money I had invested, I asked about the possibility of employment at OPM, and was turned down.

"It's not because you're a down-timer," the man said. "But we have so many applicants that we can train them from scratch, that means we don't have to waste time retraining."

I looked into several other businesses in the growing financial and legal community and met with similar rejections, but I didn't take it to heart. While I was still paid by Duke Robert I was making a decent living even with the high cost of living in Grantville and Magdeburg. But it was now 1635, my patron was due to die in 1649, and I wasn't getting any younger.

****

That was when I met Waldo.

"My real name's Hans Saupe, like Hans Richter," he said as we sat in the Thuringian Gardens the first night. "But I like Waldo better. Makes me different from all the other Hans in Germany. I thought of going by Han Solo like the warrior in Star Wars, but that's no name for a comedian. So when I heard about the Waldo character, the up-time jokes about waldos, and then there are the Walloons who simply beg to be laughed at, I couldn't resist." At my look of puzzlement, he said, "you know the children's books, Where's Waldo? And a waldo seems to be some kind of mechanical thing no one can describe."

"But a comedian?" I asked. "Isn't that like a court fool? Why would anyone who's not a dwarf want to be a fool?" Waldo (the person I was talking to) was normal-sized and exceptionally thin with light blond hair. After I went to the library and found the Where's Waldo books I realized my friend did look something like the character. I also arranged for one of the books to be copied in color to send to the grand duchess of Tuscany who loved puzzles.

"A court fool is entertainment for the aristocrats, my friend. An elitist exploitation of those who are physically imperfect, and yet God's creatures. No, in line with the principals of the Committees of Correspondence, I want to entertain the masses!"

If I have not yet mentioned the Committees so far in my narrative, it is not due to any disagreement with their goals on my part. I found many of their ideas laudable, though I didn't say so in my reports to Duke Robert or His Highness, and I like many of the people I'd met who were involved, especially a certain merchant's daughter. Her parents seemed to welcome my suit until the idea of my carting their daughter off to Tuscany came up and I hadn't seen her since the last time I'd been in Magdeburg.

"But how can you entertain the masses, Waldo? This isn't like up-time where there are, what did they call them—sitcoms?—on the television. You'd need more than just yourself for those, and no one seems to be interested in reviving them. And no one has a working television outside of the Grantville area. Most, if not all, taverns want singers or musicians for their customers, not comedians."

Waldo's normally cheerful expression fell, and he nodded. "Up-time they used to have these places called 'comedy clubs' where people would go to be entertained by comedians and drink. I want to start one, but the money . . ."

"I don't think it would work, my friend," I said. "Land is too expensive in Grantville. Not to mention that between them, the Gardens and the club across the road have all the town's business. Magdeburg is full of traditional German taverns and none of the people there want entertainment that I can tell. I looked into the situation here and in Magdeburg when I thought I might be able to start a gentleman's club for government representatives."

"A gentleman's club? You mean one of those up-time places where women take their clothes off and dance?" Waldo asked, looking interested.

"No, that wouldn't be allowed by the CoCs because it would be exploiting women as prostitutes, and the father of the girl I might marry didn't like it either. He's a strict Calvinist. What I had in mind was more of a place where politicians and businessmen could meet and discuss affairs in . . . shall we say more elegant surroundings than a tavern? According to the up-time books, London was quite famous for them in about two hundred years from now. The members had to pay a fee to use the facilities, but they could eat there, gamble, read the newspapers, and meet people of their own standing."

"Sounds like something the CoCs would object to, Roger, at least in the USE. What about starting one in London like the books, or that Florence place you talk about?" Waldo rubbed his closely cropped hair under the striped hat he'd gotten to look more like his model.

"The girl and her family are in Magdeburg, for one thing. And for another, starting a place for people to gather and discuss politics in Charles Stuart's London or Medici Firenze is frankly suicidal."

"I like that name you have for Florence, Firenze. Firenze, frenzy . . ." Waldo chuckled drunkenly. In my own less than sober state, it seemed funny to me and soon we were both laughing like madmen.

"Lunatics." Waldo howled. "Walloons! Lunatic Wallooooons!"

****

"Why can't you join Papa's business, Roger?" Sophia asked me the next time I went to Magdeburg for Duke Robert. This time the duke wanted me to discuss trade in parts for steam ships for the Arno, and I had spent hours with some of the engineers working on merchant steam ships for the Elbe and Denmark trades. Sophia's father was one of those investing in the business and had invited me to dine with them.

"You keep saying you want to leave the Medici and the duke, but you've been saying that for years and you are no closer to doing so! Join Papa, Roger and we . . ." She stopped, because I hadn't actually proposed marriage.

"Sophia . . . What about your brother? Lucas may be with the army now, but someday he may want to come home and join your father. How would he feel to find a stranger had taken his place?" I said trying to calm her.

Sophia puffed out her checks and scowled at me. "You mean you won't because you're a 'gentleman' and I'm nothing more than a tradesman's daughter! Just like Darcy from Pride and Prejudice, you think my family's beneath you!"

I reached over and tugged playfully at one of her curls. "More like Fanny Price from Mansfield Park, only I'm Fanny and you're Edmund Bertram. Though Lizzie Bennett’s a better match in temper for you, Sophie. I may have been born a gentleman with an estate, but it's gone so long ago I don't even remember what it looked like. No, sweet, like my fictional kinswoman, Becky Sharp, I'm stuck in service until I can find something better. I've got some savings and investments, but with my expenses I don't have enough to leave the Medici and Duke Robert. Besides, I did talk to your father and he said unless I can contribute something more to the business or start one of my own there can be no talk of marriage."

Her eyes brightened. "So you do want to marry me!"

[image: fanny]I laughed and stole a kiss. "Yes I do want to marry you, and not for your dowry. But we both know there won't be a wedding or a betrothal until I can support you without having to carry you away to Tuscany. And with the business with Borgia and Spain, I'm afraid to go back to Firenze. But I don't know where to turn."

I felt my heart twist with despair and wondered if Becky Sharp had felt this hopelessness as she wandered around Europe trying to escape the Marquis of Steyne. "Maybe I should try to start that gentleman's club after all," I said to myself aloud.

"You couldn't in Magdeburg," Sophia answered practically. "We discussed this with Papa and that weird man with the hat that came with you . . . you remember Waldo. The CoCs won't like a club that excludes people even if it's because of money. Besides, new taverns open and close in Magdeburg all the time. You need something special to make a go of a tavern. Better to invest in Papa's riverboats."

It was then the idea hit me like a bolt of lightning.

****

"A riverboat tavern? With gambling and entertainment? Are you crazy?" Sophia's Papa, Georg Proehl, stared at me over his ledgers as if I had just turned a different color and sprouted horns. "It'll never work."

"Sir, it might. I read in Grantville about the towns in their former country called Las Vegas and Atlantic City where people went to gamble. And I've read all about the boats that used to travel up their 'mighty Mississippi.' People traveled from place to place on them, the gambling and entertainment was just to make the ride more pleasant, which made them more popular until technology put them out of business. There were also places that licensed riverboats as gambling dens because they weren't allowed in the cities."

Proehl frowned. "It's an idea. . . . But it would require money."

"Everything requires money, sir. But some people would try it once for the novelty and if it doesn't work you still have the boat. If we made it look like one of the historical American riverboats some of the up-timers might even patronize it, maybe even Mrs. Simpson."

Proehl's eyes lit up. "Mrs. Simpson? The Lady of Magdeburg? You know her?"

"I met her at a party once. She knew a great deal about Duke Robert's father the Earl of Leicester, and was curious about my patron. She also . . . well, I feel justified in calling it an interrogation . . . interrogated me about the grand duke's art collection, which was well known up-time. If we did the thing with class, as the Americans say, she might show up at the grand opening . . ." And bring some of her wealthy friends, I thought. "We might also be able to get my Tuscan patrons to invest, too, sir, if we propose our boat as a prototype that might draw visitors to Firenze."

Proehl snorted. "Not with the current political climate. Nothing is more unhealthy for travel than the threat of the Spanish Inquisition headed by a Borgia."

"Which is why they may invest in development here in Germany and then import it to Firenze. The duke of Northumberland is passionate about every aspect of sailing and the grand duke would love the idea of artistic boats along the Arno like the gondolas in Venice."

Proehl nodded, but looked only slightly convinced. "And what's your part in this business, Roger Crowley? As a silent investor, or . . . ?"

"I think I might be suited to managing the business. I'm better at finances and research than running a boat or a tavern, especially since I've only been a passenger or a patron," I said, standing straight and thinking of the training Duke Robert had given me over the years in managing his financial affairs.

Proehl agreed with the idea enough to consent to my conditional betrothal (meaning no going through the window) to Sophia, pending approval by my patrons to the riverboat project. While my letter (partially sent by radio) was making its way to Firenze, I returned to Grantville to do some research.

****

"Look girls, it's Crowley!" The librarian who'd introduced me to the Thackeray book smiled and nudged her friends at the reference desk. "So what's it to be this time Captain? The MIT blackjack team's manual for counting cards? Or the Apollo rocket for that Medici duke of yours?"

I laughed with the ladies, remembering all too well the eccentric (even by the new down-time Grantville standards) artistic requests the grand duke had wanted me to get for him (personally I thought the glass pyramid someone had put outside the Louvre up-time hideous and cringed to think of something like that in Firenze).

"Actually, Madame, this time it's riverboats from your Old South I'm interested in."

"Ooh, Ol' Man River!" She smiled, and I thought guiltily of Sophia. I really did love her more than any of the other women I'd dallied with over the years in France and Italy, and the thought of losing her for a flirtation . . .

"Old Man River? I thought you up-timers were Christian?"

She laughed and wagged a finger at me. "We are Mr. Crowley. Now, you know where to find the researchers, and while you're at it go and see if we've got a copy of Showboat. That's the last I'll give you for free, Hot Stuff."

[image: Showboat]I didn't find a copy of Showboat at the library (I learned at least that it was one of the up-time musical comedias), but one of the musical performers in Grantville not only had a sound recording and a booklet for the play, but also let me borrow her video player to see a record of a movie that had been made.

As I heard the deep voice of the Moor singing "Ol' Man River," I felt a thrill in my heart that I had never felt at one of the Medici musical evenings. Just as an aside, I am not generally fond of music except drinking songs, and I've been told that though I sound in tune in my head, I make cats in heat sound good. As Showboat wasn't one of the comedias the Hapsburgs had sponsored yet, I sent copies of the music to Grand Duke Ferdinando and Duke Robert with pictures of costumes and the picture of the red and white paddle wheel boats like the one I proposed to turn into a tavern. I felt sure that after they'd seen the comedia, they'd send me funds to test my idea on the Elbe for Arno tours of Firenze.

****

"No! Papa would never have agreed to that!" Sophia shouted, rising from her chair, her kerchief balled in one hand. "Papa would never have shut Roger out of the business like this, he . . ." She collapsed into tears, not looking up when I pried the sodden kerchief out of her hand for a fresh one.

"Nevertheless, Miss Sophia, that is what your father did," Kaspar Ritter said. It may have been my imagination, but I could almost see a smile on the man's narrow mouth. "The business and all its assets are to go to Lucas, if he's still alive, your dowry, of course, will be provided when you become betrothed to a . . . more suitable man."

"More suitable as in 'not an Englishman,' I take it," I said coolly. Ritter had never looked at Sophia that I knew of, as far as I knew, the man was a confirmed bachelor who lived alone in lodgings near the Proehl shipyard and he'd never set foot in the Proehl house until he'd come with a group of workmen bearing Proehl's body. An apoplexy, they claimed, but Sophia said her father had been as healthy as the up-time saying about horses.

"A man who can control Miss Sophia's fits and starts in a proper manner," Ritter said stiffly. "And will accept her despite her small portion. You should know, Master Crowley, that the business is by no means doing well . . . ever since the end of those navy contracts and of course that ridiculous boat you convinced the master to build . . ."

"Nonsense," Sophia said firmly, from her kerchief. "The business has never been better! I should know, Papa gave Roger and I the books to study when we were negotiating the steamboat tavern contract and our marriage contract. He said he wanted full disclosure so that Roger and I knew exactly what we were risking. My dowry and most of Roger's capital is in our steamboat and we took out a loan from Grantville to cover what Papa invested in the project. And I know Papa invested monies with OPM and in a trust in Grantville for Mama."

"Sophie, love, I'm sure . . ." I said as Ritter's face hardened.

"You see what I mean, Crowley? This girl needs a man who can control her, not pander to her. I want you out of this house and . . ."

"You have no right to throw Roger out of this house!" Sophia shouted loud enough to be heard in Paris, and certainly loud enough to disturb her mother, resting above. "He is my fiancé and this is my mother's house. If Mama wants Roger to leave she doesn't need you to act for her."

"I am only acting according to your father's wishes, as stated in his will, to act for you and your poor mother in your brother's place during this time of crisis, Miss Sophia. Now, Master Crowley, I insist you leave at once."

"As my betrothed says, until someone says otherwise, this is her mother's house and I need do nothing by your command. Furthermore, I have a contract with Proehl Shipyards, Master Ritter, that entitles me to a say in the business, as an investor if nothing else."

"And I, Master Crowley, have Master Proehl's will that leaves everything in my control until Lucas Proehl appears, or more likely, is declared dead. And that includes Miss Sophia and her mother."

With that Ritter stood and stomped out of the room. I called after him, "Master Ritter, if you truly have Master Proehl's will . . . or any other document permitting you to control anything, you'd better be prepared to show it!"

My only answer was the sound of the front door slamming shut. As soon as he was gone, Sophia threw herself into my arms. "Roger, what are we going to do? You have a contract for the steamboat, but Papa's business! If that man takes over . . ."

"We're going to do what we can. You are going to go through the papers here at the house and see if we can find a will, or something, anything, to prove Ritter wrong. I doubt he'll show up with whatever he has, and it might be a good idea to go to the courts. I suspect something's seriously wrong, Sophie, if only we could prove it."

Sophia pulled herself out of my arms. "And how am I supposed to start a law suit with the best lawyer in the city gone after my feckless brother? And who will look after Mama while she's grieving for Papa? I can't manage alone, Roger!"

"I'll speak to a woman I know and get her to help you with your mother and the house while you're busy. Then you'll have a shoulder to cry on when you need it," I tried to reassure her. Frankly, I was just as hurt and confused as Sophia and her mother. In the short time I'd come to know him, Georg Proehl had become like the father I'd always dreamed of, and I wanted to crawl in a hole and cry myself out.

"Oh, you know a woman who can help, do you, off the top of your head?" Sophia put her hands on her hips, looking as though she didn't know whether to cry or scream.

I kissed her quickly. "Not that kind of woman, Sophie. I won't pretend to be an innocent, but I don't court a lady while bedding someone else. I thought you knew . . ."

Sophia gave me a quick kiss back, and a faint smile. "I do, but it never hurts to remind you, you're my man. And I intend to marry you, Roger Crowley. I set my mind to it the moment I saw you, and I will not be thwarted. Tomorrow if you'll have me."

I wrapped my arms around her tightly, never wanting to let go. "I would have you for a wife any day of the week, Sophie, but I won't ruin your reputation by marrying so indecently soon after your father has died. I need you to stay here, fight Ritter, and care for your mother while I'm gone."

Sophia's arms tightened around me and I gasped for breath. "And where are you going, Roger?"

"I'm going to find Lucas," I said grimly, hoping the young man wasn't lying in his grave.

****

I hadn't really expected that finding Lucas Proehl's direction would be easy.

In the short period of my pre-Ring of Fire mercenary career and association with the Medici's mostly mercenary army in Tuscany, I knew most company commanders were hardly literate and some too fond of drink to remember names.

The post-Ring of Fire USE army was hardly an improvement when one is trying to find someone who is in the army when you aren't even a citizen.

"I understand, Master Crowley, but regulations don't permit me to tell you where this man's unit is operating even if I knew," the clerk said angrily. "Especially since you're not a citizen of the USE," he continued, glaring at the up-time style business card I'd had made up with the Medici and Warwick coat of arms. "Even if I knew, which I don't. This isn't up-time where we can communicate with every company almost instantaneously."

"But I'm not trying to communicate with every company in the army, just with one man at a supply depot," I said wearily. I'd been winding my way through the USE establishment for nearly a week now, if one included the amount of time I'd spent trying my social connections for information. "Look, if you can't tell me where Lucas Proehl is stationed, can you at least give me something official from the army as to whether he's alive or dead? And information as to how I can contact him or his superior officer?"

"If this Proehl fellow is dead then the family will be officially notified as soon as we receive instructions to notify them," the clerk said between clenched teeth. "We do not hand out notices that a soldier is alive, especially as he may be on a sensitive assignment. As for communications, we are not the army post office. Any letters you have to send to a soldier can be sent through them."

"And how will I know where to direct a message if I don't know where the person I'm sending to is?" I asked reasonably.

"The post office will direct it to the appropriate place," the clerk said, still angry. "Now if you please sir, move aside and let the other people in line be attended to."

A murmur of voices sounded behind me, echoing the clerk’s sentiments. Eager to avoid being mauled by the small crowd behind me, I turned and walked out.

****

"No, Master Crowley."

I gritted my teeth as I stared up at the guard. Mutt wasn't the smartest man Master Proehl had employed, but he was certainly the largest, and right now the most stubborn. "Look, Mutt . . ."

The giant growled like the dog he called himself after. "I said no, Master Crowley. Master Ritter gave orders."

"Oh, he did, did he?" I felt my hands curling into fists, even though it would have been suicidal to hit this giant of a man. "He doesn't have the right!"

Mutt shrugged. "I don't know about that, Master Crowley. I only know who pays me."

Before I could respond, Ritter stepped out of the office building. Even from the gate to the yard I could see him smile as he gestured for the two large men to follow as he walked toward me. Neither man was as large as Mutt, but together the trio out-massed me by a considerable amount.

"Is there a problem here?" Ritter asked smoothly.

"Master Crowley wants to come in, sir," Mutt said dully. "I told him your orders . . ."

"And I was telling him you don't have any right to keep me out, Ritter," I said, trying to keep my temper.

Ritter smiled and extended his arms to take in his three giants. "I have the right of muscle, Crowley. Unless you have Lucas Proehl or a court order in your pocket."

"You know I don't, Ritter. At least not yet. But as I said last night, I do have a contract with Proehl Shipyard and under that contract I have the right . . ."

"You can see your abortion of a steam boat from here," Ritter gestured toward one of the slips. I could just see the skeleton of the main deck rising above the small paddle wheel. "But you're not going to enter the yard, much less the office to conduct a 'search.' If you want to see your accounts I'll bring them out to you, but set one foot inside my shipyard and you'll be spending the night in a jail cell instead of with Sophia Proehl."

I have always thought of myself as an even-tempered man who didn't take pleasure in physical violence, but I admit I had not enjoyed many things so much as when my fist connected with Kaspar Ritter's face. It made the cracked ribs and other bruises I acquired from Mutt and the other toughs more than worth it.

As I was picking myself up from the ground after being pummeled by Mutt and his buddies I was accosted by a policeman.

"We've had a runner from the yard, saying you were trying to force your way in, sir," the senior officer said awkwardly.

As a whole, I didn't trust police. There was nothing like the well-ordered up-time force anywhere in the world except Grantville, or even their predecessors the Bow Street Runners from Georgian England or the Victorian "Bobbies" founded by then-or-not-yet-born Prime Minister Robert Peel. In seventeenth-century England and especially Firenze, law enforcement meant men in livery with pikes, and you were lucky if they didn't ram them up your arse or chop of your head regardless of who was in the right. But the reputation of the up-time style Magdeburg police was definitely an improvement and gaining ground.

"My name is Robert Crowley and this is my betrothed's late father's shipyard. I also have a contract with the shipyard for a tavern-steamship and the manager of the yard is refusing to let me, my betrothed, or her mother in for any reason without the heir."

"And where's he," the officer asked.

"The army, I'm not sure where he's stationed. Look," I said as a thought occurred, "I don't suppose if I got my prospective mother-in-law or my betrothed you'd be willing to help us get in?"

The officer scratched his head thoughtfully. "I don't know about that, I just got told to come over and arrest some weirdo who was trying to force his way into the shipyard. Nice man, Master Ritter, always has a tip for a fellow willing to spend a little extra time around here, but it sounds strange not letting the owner's family in. Where's the owner, Proehl, is it?"

"Master Georg Proehl, that's right," I said, but I was suspicious of anyone who thought Ritter 'a nice fellow.' "Master Proehl died suddenly at the shipyard a few days ago, as I said, I'm betrothed to his daughter Sophia and naturally I'm worried about my family."

The officer nodded. "Not to mention your investment, but you're right. This is sounding stranger by the minute . . . I think you'd better come down to the station and speak to the chief."

****

"Oh, must you go?" Madame Proehl wrung her hands, no doubt upon the verge of yet another bout of hysteria as the three of us sat down to dinner. "There can certainly be no need, the army will locate him surely, there can be no occasion to suppose the letter you were so obliging to post for us will go astray. And with the up-time police involved . . ."

"True, Madame, but I should feel I am failing in my duty to you and Sophie if I did not make every effort to locate Lucas for you. The intelligence you were so obliging as to give me, that Lucas was on the eastern front when last you heard of him, gives me great hope that I'll be able to find him and obtain leave for him to return to Magdeburg."

"But how will you manage to get to the front lines as an agent of a foreign, if neutral party?" Sophia asked. "I can't hope you've become a USE citizen, at last, and joined the army."

I sighed. Even after all the time we had been courting Sophia seemed reconciled to my decision to delay formal commitment to the country, in my heart, I counted myself a citizen of. "I have secured temporary employment escorting a shipment of goods to Berlin with one of your father's old business acquaintances. One of his men joined the army and he was glad to take me on. That will get me near enough to the army's lines that I can make inquiries for Lucas."

"And who's to watch out for us while you're off searching, pray," Madame Proehl shouted hysterically before throwing her spoon down and ran out of the room crying.

"Mama's not wrong, Roger. You're needed here to keep pressing Ritter for access to the shipyard and help me search through Papa's papers. You know while I understand the financial aspects quite well, I think, you know the law better."

Standing, I pulled Sophia to her feet and kissed her softly. "We've no proof to show the police or a magistrate that Ritter is lying, and unless we do it seems we won't be able to gain any without Lucas. I spoke to another lawyer after I went to the Army office and he agreed to see about getting a temporary restraining order or an injunction to get you into the shipyard. . . . The police were helpful, even if there may not be much they can do."

"But you don't know what Lucas looks like," Sophia started, but I stopped her, knowing she was about to propose accompanying me.

"But Master Kirchner does, Sophie, and so does the army. All will be well," I said soothingly.

Sophia pulled away from me. "Don't you treat me like a child, Roger Crowley! You know I can handle a horse and an up-time pistol just as well as you can, for all that you've been a mercenary!" Tears started flowing down her cheeks. "Oh, you will go all right! Go and find some other woman, prettier than me with a large fortune, someone who's not a merchant's daughter, or get yourself killed, and I'll be left to marry some old fat merchant recommended by the pastor with a bald spot and twelve children who will treat me like a . . ."

Putting my hands on either side of her face, I kissed her softly. "That won't happen, none of it. First, there is no one prettier, with a better fortune, or anything else. You are the woman I mean to marry, whatever else happens."

"If you really cared for me, Roger Crowley, you'd marry me before you leave," Sophia said, but I could see a smile in her eyes.

"Sophie, I'm going on a small trip to find your brother, not a quest for the Holy Grail. I promise I will return to you and we will marry. You have my pledge, my most solemn word of honor. But I want our marriage done properly and not in a manner that will cause gossip so close to your father's death." Leaning forward, I touched my forehead to hers briefly, before giving her another kiss. I understood her fears, but I consider myself an honorable gentleman, or at least as honorable as any man might be in the presence of a pretty woman, and I was determined to treat Sophia with the utmost respect whether she willed it or no.

Then Sophia coiled her arms around my waist and pressed her body to mine. In her worn every-day gown I could feel the rough band of her petticoat and the long line of her body. She gave me a smile that could only be described as wicked.

"In that case, my husband-to-be, may I invite you through my window?"

It would have taken a man with the strength of Hercules or Samson to refuse such an offer.

****

It was five months later that I returned to Magdeburg with Lucas Proehl and Master Kirchner.

"I'm going to use up all my leave traveling," Lucas grumbled after separating from Kirchner.

I sighed. Lucas's commander had granted him an extended leave, no doubt glad to see the young man leaving his unit for an indeterminate amount of time. Lucas was a good enough fellow, but interested more in dreaming and making grandiose plans than accomplishing anything.

During our journey west I'd spent more time chasing him from place to place in the various towns we'd stopped in than actually traveling. One time I'd lost him in a town that was no more than half a dozen houses only to find him (hours later) with some of the local nobles nearly half a day away (in the wrong direction) at a fox-tossing contest. That he'd taken the championship and hefty purse had not helped my temper, nor had his promise to reform, which had only lasted until the next town and the next fox-tossing contest.

In the meantime, I'd heard nothing from Sophia about how she was getting on with Ritter, or whether Duke Robert and the Medici would support our steamboat tavern.

Finally, we reached the Proehl house and stopped. The house was dark, which was expected as it was late, but what I hadn't expected were the boards nailed over the windows and the sign on the door.

"Lucas, hand me my lighter," I said, turning to my brother-in-law-elect. The up-time lighter had been intended as a gift for Duke Robert, but before I could send it on I'd come to depend on it, and had even found a way to get it refilled with igniter fluid. Lucas fumbled a bit, but handed it to me and I held it as close to the sign as I dared.




FORECLOSURE

This property is now owned by the Abrabanel Bank

Trespassers will be prosecuted




"What does it say, Rog?" Lucas asked. I hated when Lucas called me that.

"It says that the Abrabanels have seized the house, probably for non-payment of the loan they made to your father, sister, and I. Which makes no sense, I spoke with Master Abrabanel myself before I left Magdeburg and he agreed to defer payments until your father's estate was settled."

Lucas shrugged. "Well we can't stay here tonight. Do you want to see if Master Kirchner will put us up or go to a tavern? We could also try the Higgins Hotel."

I gritted my teeth at Lucas's seemingly utter lack of concern over his mother and sister's fates. Magdeburg was nowhere near as large as Firenze or some of the other Italian city-states, but there were still a lot of people. I'd read about amoebas in one of the Grantville science texts, and ever since then Magdeburg had seemed to me like that. Finding my Sophia and her mother . . .

"I think we'd better go to a tavern. That way we can get something to eat and see if we can't find your mother and sister before we see what's going on with the Abrabanels. Master Abrabanel's a busy man and it might be several days before we get a chance to meet with him."

Lucas visibly brightened at the mention of a tavern, but I was sure he had every intention of slipping away the moment my back was turned. And people say up-time army life instills discipline, I grumbled to myself.

****

"Roger! Where have you been, old friend?"

I smiled as Waldo strolled up to me with an attractive girl on his arm. He looked prosperous, his striped wool hat (blue and orange) clashed with his pink and yellow striped sweater (over-large and vertically striped) and blue pants, but the entire outfit was clearly of up-time manufacture even if they didn't look anything like the book character.

"I'm well as I can be, Waldo. May I introduce you to Lucas Proehl?"

Waldo smiled and pumped Lucas's hand. "Charmed to meet you, Lucas. I'm sorry about your father and your family's other troubles. Your sister is a charming lady, a perfect match for our Roger here!"

Lucas smiled and agreed, though he looked rather stunned by Waldo's outfit. As Waldo and his still-unnamed girlfriend sat, I had an idea.

"Waldo, you know a lot of people . . ."

"Sure do! Did you know I met the up-time ballet mistress last week? We came this close," he held two of his fingers close together, "to signing a contract for me to represent her company."

Lucas whistled softly, but I was more skeptical. Waldo was becoming good at finding jobs for performers, but I doubted something like the up-time ballet needed him since their sponsor was none other than Mary Simpson.

"Waldo. You wouldn't know what happened to the Proehl house?"

Waldo's expression became grim and his girl pressed her body against his until it looked like she was trying to be absorbed by him. "I know, all Magdeburg knows. The Grantville bank people came and tried to evict Madame Proehl and your Sophia, but someone from the Abrabanel bank stopped them or tried to stop them. The bank people shut down the Proehl Shipyard too, and there was a scream about that from the men."

My heart sank as I heard this. Something was seriously wrong. The only reason for a foreclosure was if one of the loans Proehl had taken out had defaulted, and that was impossible. Like many merchants in Magdeburg, Proehl senior had preferred to deal with a local banker, in this case the Abrabanels. The only reason Sophia and I had gone for a loan with the Grantville Bank was the hope of impressing Duke Robert and the Medici, and our loan wasn't secured with the Proehl's house. . . .

But that loan wouldn't start coming due until the new steamboat tavern was in business. . . .

"Why would the men complain?" Lucas's voice interrupted my thoughts.

Waldo shrugged. "When the bankers closed the shipyard, the workers lost their jobs. Of course they'd complain. I heard a few of them found jobs at other yards and some joined the navy, but most of them are still in Magdeburg and unemployed." He pushed the girl away from him slightly and rubbed his head. "As if we need more unemployed people in Magdeburg. I also heard the police were all over that place for a while, but in the end there wasn't anything they could do with Ritter gone."

I leaned forward and pushed my tankard of ale toward Waldo. I was getting a definite knot in my stomach. "What about Ritter? The shipyard manager?"

Waldo took a deep drink and shrugged again. "No idea, but then I haven't asked. I was there when the bank men closed the yard, and I heard some of the men demanding money and cursing Ritter."

Definitely not good, I thought. I needed to talk to Sophia, and the sooner the better. "Waldo, where are Sophie and her mother?"

"One of the new apartments. I heard Abrabanel set it up. I can show it to you in a bit." Waldo poured himself another tankard from the pitcher and pulled the girl against him. I watched, itching to grab Waldo and march him out of the tavern. My girl was somewhere in this city and in trouble while my friend sat there drinking.

"So what's with the clown outfit?" Lucas asked Waldo.

****

"It was Ritter," Sophia said to me the next day. We were sitting in the tiny, but comfortable apartment my friend Hiram Abrabanel had helped Sophia find for herself and her mother using the letter of authorization I'd left for just such an emergency. "He entered into loans in Papa's name using our house and the shipyard as collateral. As the daily manager of the shipyard he had Papa's authorization, or at least he made the Grantville Bank believe he had the authorization, Master Abrabanel and I aren't quite sure about which yet. Then he took out other loans in Papa's name to pay those loans and consolidated them, and repeated the whole process until nobody could possibly follow the trail."

Sophia rocked back and forth and I rubbed her back. "You've done wonders, love, tracing what you have. You accomplished more than I did, I just brought your brother home."

I nodded toward the tiny kitchen space where Madame Proehl was watching Lucas eat with all the attention of a mother who hasn't seen her son in over a year. She looked like one of those up-time paintings, holding a spoon on her hip, the other hand holding a plate with more food. My own reception from Madame Proehl had been cooler, which I understood once I learned Sophia was pregnant.

"Master Abrabanel and I searched Papa's office once the bank closed the shipyard, and we found . . . The lawyer refused to speak to me once you left . . . and the policeman who came over was kind, but Ritter seems to have burned all his bridges and vanished," Sophia continued, absently.

"You found nothing except what Ritter wanted you to find, Sophie. I'm guessing you found loan papers with your father's signature on them, pledging the shipyard and your house as security." I rolled my hand into a fist and continued to rub her back. I could see the pattern now, and guessed what was coming.

"Mama and I questioned the security men and some of the other workers. They said Ritter read from a paper he claimed was Papa's will giving the shipyard to him . . ." Sophia closed her eyes.

"And since they had no other information to tell them it was a fake they did what they were told and kept us out on the orders of their new lord and master. Did Ritter actually pay them what he promised or did he renege when he grabbed the cash and left for parts unknown?" I said angrily.

Sophia turned to me in surprise. I guess she had been so caught up in the telling that she had forgotten I had some experience with fraud. I did after all work for the Medici, however indirectly, and fraud hadn't just been a way of life for them. American stereotypes of Italian mafia had had their 'godfather' in Lorenzo the Magnificent (de Medici) and his contemporaries.

"He paid the security men something to keep me out while he went through Papa's papers and got rid of anything that would save us. He probably paid the lawyer you found me too. Master Abrabanel has been kind, and the money you lent us . . ."

I reached over and put a finger over her sweet lips. "Gave, Sophie. You are my wife in all but ceremony, which I intend on correcting tomorrow, and there is no reason you should not have management of what is ours. After the wedding, you and I will make an appointment with Master Abrabanel and see what we can recover."

"But what about Ritter?" Lucas shouted from the kitchen. "The bastard stole my inheritance! He should hang!"

"And what do you suggest we do about him, Lucas?" I asked angrily. "Yes we could prosecute him, if we could find him. But would we have a chance of winning? As Sophie said, Ritter left a paper trail showing that your father took out multiple loans and then defaulted. Can we prove Ritter was responsible? Can we prove that Ritter wasn't left the shipyard in your father's will like he told the yard workers, or that your father gave him control of the shipyard in your absence like he told us? If we don't have evidence against Ritter, we shouldn't waste money we don't have."

Lucas scowled and Madame Proehl looked disgusted, but neither argued further. I wrapped my arm around Sophia and pulled her close, wanting the reassurance of her presence to calm my own anger. I knew what it was to lose one's inheritance to unscrupulous men, men who were supposed to safeguard it, and face ruin.

But this time I was not going to face it without family.

****

"I agree with your brother-in-law, Master Proehl," Hiram Abrabanel said. "Finding Ritter and prosecuting him for fraud would be a waste of time and money." The aesthetic-looking Jew gave me a sharp nod. The two of us had worked together closely during my first months in the USE, the CPE as was, and had been able to do each other a few good turns since.

"What we need to do," Sophia, now Sophia Proehl-Crowley to my delight, said, "is figure out how to recover as much as possible, Lucas. Both my husband," she paused to preen, and I couldn't help the proud grin that blossomed on my face, "and I told you this several times."

Hiram smiled and stroked his thin beard. "Yes, Madame Proehl-Crowley. At your suggestion, the Abrabanel Bank purchased both your father's house and the shipyard. The house is something we would like to dispose of as soon as possible, if you and your husband wish to purchase it?"

"How much?" I asked. We needed the space with Sophia and I, her mother, and brother (at least until he returned to his unit, if he did) were squeezed into the little apartment, even by down-time German standards there wasn't enough room to swing a cat. "And for that matter, Hiram, what about Madame Proehl's assets? I understand by up-time rules, a lender cannot attach a trust until it ends or the principal if the trust is a spend-thrift trust . . ."

Hiram smiled. "Yes, well while the SOTF, the location of the trust, does use those laws, the late Master Proehl put those sums in Madame Proehl's name. That means, since the USE does not recognize that a wife is necessarily responsible for her husband's debts in all cases, Madame Proehl's jointure is safe from our seizure or seizure from the Grantville bank. If Madame wishes to contribute to the purchase of her old home it is possible, but I do not recommend her bearing the entire cost."

"I want nothing to do with that place," Madame Proehl snapped. "I would not give that man the satisfaction of spending a single coin on something he took from us. The apartment I have now is sufficient for me and Lucas, but Sophia and Roger need a place of their own with the baby coming. Finding an apartment nearby with Roger's money should not be a problem for them. What I care about, Master Abrabanel, is the shipyard. My husband built it and then rebuilt it when Tilly burned Magdeburg, and it's my grandchildren's inheritance."

"Yes," Hiram nodded and continued stroking his beard, thoughtfully. "Well, at Madame Proehl-Crowley's suggestion, the Abrabanel bank bought the shipyard from the Grantville bank . . ."

"And it's been sitting there losing money since it's been shut down, Hiram," I pointed out. "The yard had more contracts than Sophie's and mine for the steamboat tavern, and even if you reopen it today you'll have to pay penalties for the time lost due to the shut down and the time it'll take to hire workers. Hiring workers will take the longest, you don't want Ritter's men back even if everyone Proehl had on staff was available."

Hiram sighed. "True. However, I've already set the hiring process in motion, on Madame Proehl-Crowley's advice. You are truly a fortunate man, Crowley, truly, my friend. If Madame was still unmarried . . ."

I chuckled and put my arm around Sophia. "You'd have to be unmarried too, Hiram. And don't the Ten Commandments have something specific to say about coveting another's wife?"

Hiram chuckled. "They do, they do. But Moses did have to take what the up-timers call a bar exam twice. Who knows, maybe that was one answer he got wrong on the second try."

I laughed, and got cross looks from the others.

"You'll need someone with experience to manage the business," Madame Proehl said decidedly. "My Lucas knows how to run a shipyard, he helped his father for years. He can always quit the army, I'm sure they'll understand that Lucas is needed at home."

I shared a wry look with Hiram and Sophia. I doubted Lucas was capable of running a market stall, much less a complex operation like a shipyard. I'd seen and helped with the arrangements in Firenze for Duke Robert enough that I knew I wasn't up to managing such a business on my own, and I was sure Sophia and Hiram agreed. Sophia . . .

"What about Sophie, Hiram? She knows the business and is great at accounting. I could manage the workers, I know enough about shipyards to do that. Then Lucas would be free to return to his unit."

Lucas nodded vigorously at my suggestion, even if my mother-in-law looked offended. But then, I knew Madame Proehl had no illusions about her son, even if she wouldn't admit it in public.

"And what," my mother-in-law said stiffly, "is Sophia supposed to do about the baby, Roger? A woman who's just had a baby isn't up to hard work, and she'll have to care for the child after it's born. Not to mention the housework. Then there's your steamboat tavern. What are you going to do once it's finished?"

"Mama," Sophia rubbed her belly, which was definitely showing, "I'm not due for approximately four months! And there's no reason I can't do the accounting work from home like Papa did sometimes and when I'm lying-in, Roger can bring things home for me every day. A lot of women have jobs and families, and if Roger thinks I can do it I don't see why you should object! The USE needs Lucas back at his post if that's where he wants to be."

Hiram nodded and reached over to pat Madame Proehl's hand. "We'll get no use out of the young man if he doesn't want to participate, Madame, I know from personal experience. As for the steamboat tavern, well I think it is a good investment. The business prospectus Madame Proehl-Crowley showed me is promising, and your family is well poised to take advantage of the new tax advantages for promotion of the arts. . . . But I get ahead of myself. What I propose is a partnership for the shipyard with myself as a representative of the Abrabanel Bank, who as Master Crowley points out, has already lost a significant amount of money because the Grantville Bank shut it down. And as for the steamboat tavern, I would like to invest, regardless of what the Medici and the duke of Northumberland ultimately decide."

"Have your cousins in Firenze or Venice heard anything from Duke Robert?" I asked, worried. There hadn't been any messages from my erstwhile employer while I was away searching for Lucas, or more worrying, my retainer. By my calculations, I was owed quite a lot by now.

But Hiram shook his head. "Nothing about the grand duke or the duke of Northumberland, which I find as troubling as you, Crowley. The grand duke is technically still a vassal of the Habsburgs of Austria, the emperor of Austria-Hungary as is, but with Spanish troops all over Italy I doubt the dukes can afford to invest in any enterprise in the USE. My advice is to gently cut your ties with Tuscany, and seek other investors here."

That made sense, but it hurt. Duke Robert had helped me a lot when I arrived in Tuscany, virtually penniless and without any contacts. He'd helped me learn languages, the Tuscan and Venetian dialects of Italian as well as the dialect spoken by the court in Vienna, and High German. He'd sent me to men to learn commerce and the law, sponsored me at the Medici court. . . . But Sophia and our child were my future. So I nodded at Hiram and leaned forward.

"All right, let's talk. We split the yard fifty-fifty with a buy-out provision, right?"

Hiram smiled, leaned back in his leather chair, and steepled his hands.

****

"Rebecca, I baptize you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen."

"Amen," I said, my heart swelling as Pastor Schaefer made the sign of the cross on my daughter's forehead. I was a father and a husband, and the thought made me dizzy. What kind of father would I, who had little or no memory of my own parents, make?

"You should have named her Waldina or Waletta, Roger," Waldo said as he clapped me on the back. "Much better than Rebecca. Not," he said, looking at Hiram Abrabanel, "that's there's anything wrong with naming your daughter after Senator Stearns."

"Waldo, if we wanted to name my daughter after you," Sophia said, "we would have named her Hannah. Your real name is Hans after all."

Waldo put his nose in the air. "Waldo is my stage name! Performers have them all the time. And since you and Roger hired me to find and manage talent for your tavern, as well as being an investor and your daughter's godfather . . ."

"Miriam is a much better name," Hiram Abrabanel said. "It's a form of Mary, so it's good for a Christian or a Jew. She can be named for the daughter of Moses and the mother of your messiah all at once. If my wife ever blesses me with a daughter . . . Not that I mind being a sponsor before God to your daughter, Madame Proehl-Crowley."

[image: becky]"Being an investor and godfather doesn't mean we're going to name our daughter after a cartoon character," I told Waldo, as I took the baby from her grandmother. "And we didn't only name Rebecca for Senator Stearns, we named her for a character in the book we're going to name our steamboat after. Who better to be the heiress of The Vanity Fair, than a sharp Becky?"

****
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Augsburg, an Imperial City in the USE

December 1634

“Horatio Alger Burston! Why is this piece of junk cluttering up our eingang?!” This gale force greeting assaulted H.A. Burston's ears as he walked through the front door of his home at five minutes before noon, and he smiled. He knew, without looking, that the suit of armor he had recently purchased had arrived. Yes, there it was, standing in the entry hall to the right of the stairs, just as he had instructed. His pregnant and visibly annoyed wife was standing on the stairs next to it and staring at him when she wasn’t scowling at it. H.A.'s smile widened significantly.

Catharina had a fine set of lungs. When she filled them completely, as she usually did when she had a strong, negative opinion, he often found himself distracted by the side effects. This was an additional reason he enjoyed teasing her.

A friend once compared the way he teased to a picador pricking a bull and said he was cruel to do it because he did not have even a picador’s excuse. H.A. disagreed. He was just teasing, as had his father and his grandfather before him, and he was sure it was harmless. When he was told that he was wrong, it was tormenting and it was not harmless, he answered, "Well, I'll concede that I might be wrong. But I am not the least bit uncertain. And until I see something wrong with it, I will keep right on doing it."

“Because,” he quietly responded to his wife’s question, “if I put it in our bedroom then how would anyone know we have it except us?”

Catharina said firmly, “Get rid of it!”

“I don’t think so.”

“I am serious, Mister Burston! Store your junk elsewhere until you are ready to send it to the scrap dealer.”

[image: armor]“Mrs. Burston, you know that I would do almost anything for you. But not that. The armor stays.”

“I will not have it. Get rid of it or I will have the servants throw it into the street!”

He continued smiling. Then in the mild, polite, reasonable voice he knew drove her absolutely mad when she was already angry, he said again, “I don’t think so.”

“Well, I do!" She screamed. "What do you want with it anyway? No one wears armor like that anymore! It's old and it's ugly. And no one else has anything like it.”

“Well, Kate, up-time, when I was growing up, a rich man always had a suit of armor somewhere in the house. So if I am rich I am going to have a suit of armor. You married me because I was rich,” he reminded her.

She freely admitted it, and saw no reason not to. After all it was right and normal, wasn't it?

“Well, of course I married you because you were rich. What better reason for a well brought up lass to marry, or for a widow to remarry? I want this piece of junk out of here!” Her demand filled the whole house.

“Kate, did you say well brought up or well bought up?” It sounded like an accusation, and it was one of his favorite lines when this topic came up. Catharina did not understand why he found it amusing. And her husband either would not or perhaps could not explain why he found it funny.

Her temper cranked up another notch—as he'd expected when he'd called her Kate. He was surprised he had to do it twice before she responded.

“My name is Catharina, thank you very much, and calling me any other name is disrespectful. If you were a polite gentleman you would use only my full first name and even both my full first and last name occasionally. If you must abide by your strange up-time customs, you could address me as Mrs. Burston! But I do not work below the stairs. I am not a Kate!” Their ongoing clash of cultures frequently had “proper address” as its keystone. H.A. watched, smiling expectantly.

His very exasperated wife said, “Horatio Alger Burston, I do not know how many times I have asked myself how you can be so good at business when your head is so full of foolishness. You did not have a suit of armor when you were in Grantville!”

“When I lived in Grantville I wasn’t rich.”

“I did not see a single suit of armor when we were there!”

“Grantville's not full of rich people,” he said. “The rich are moving out of town.”

“I did not see and have not heard of any suit of armor in any other up-timer’s home!”

“Have you looked in their bedrooms? Would you prefer to have this set moved to ours? Besides, a lot of them still don’t consider themselves to be rich. The ones who do are often trying to fit in. I’m not. I’m rich and I am going to live like a rich man, and a rich man, when I come from, has a suit of armor in the entryway.”

Smiling, H.A. passed by his lovely, young, pregnant, sputtering wife. He headed for his hot lunch. It would be on the table at twelve noon sharp, or his French chef would be out of a job. He knew Catharina would calm down and join him because there was nothing else she could do. Over a midday meal of cream of tomato soup (H.A. had nagged the chef until, at last, he could make something H.A. couldn’t tell from the real thing) and a grilled cheese sandwich (which took even longer for the cook to get right), Horatio asked, “How is your search for a painter coming?”

She wanted a family portrait painted. Respectable families had them done, she said, and H.A. agreed. But he insisted on a Dutch painter, or at least an Italian.

“We could be sitting right now if you were willing to be reasonable about this! There is a perfectly good German painter in town currently.”

“Nope,” he said. “All the best painters are Dutch. We can afford the best. If you want a portrait get a Dutch painter. Though I will settle for an Italian if we can't go Dutch.”

“Horatio Alger Burston, you are a most infuriating man.”

H.A. laughed. “I can afford to be.”

“Another glass display case arrived this morning,” she said. “I do not understand what you want with that, either.”

Actually only the front was glass. The hardwood case had a leather gasket on the door to seal out damp, and an aerated box in the bottom to hold chalk or dried wheat to absorb any moisture inside the case. When it became available, Horatio planned to add a nitrogen atmosphere system to preserve the books and artifacts.

“Are you spending more money on another old Latin Bible when you can’t even read Latin?”

“Nope,” he said, and smiled as he helped himself to a second sandwich. “Six Gutenberg first edition Bibles are enough, unless a really good one or a really cheap one comes along.”

“What is this case for? Surely you have enough of those English Bibles. You don’t read any of them either.” Catharina asked, genuinely curious. Some of the things H.A. wanted, like the foot-long bronze chariot which he said was over a thousand years old, needed no explanation. It was simply beautiful.

“No, I don't read them. If I were going to read a Bible it wouldn't be a 1611 Authorized Version, that's for sure. Six first edition King James Authorized Bibles are enough. I didn’t buy them to be read.”

“Then why did you buy them?”

“Catharina, when I was a boy, I collected stamps because I could afford to. I wanted to collect old and rare books but I did not have the money. So I studied to be ready and dreamed of the day when I could afford to buy them. Well, I have the money and right now they're dirt cheap. Any one of those Bibles when I was a lad would have been worth a fortune. There are millions of dollars setting on those shelves, if not now, then in time, and if not in time, then in my mind. Having them makes me feel rich. Just like the suit of armor. I like feeling rich.”

“What is this case for?” she asked again.

H.A. smiled. “It’s a surprise.”

“Well, what is it?”

“Can you keep a secret?” he asked.

She huffed at him. The first time he asked that she had replied, "Yes, of course I can." And he had answered, "So can I." She hadn’t fallen for it since.

“Well, since you are rich, a rich man should have some relics on display!" Catharina repeated a much promoted idea. "For the sake of piety, we should have some relics.”

Patiently, watching her bosom, he said, “We’ve been over this before. Most of them are fakes. I could buy you a piece of the True Cross, but why? When Henry the Eighth threw the Catholics out of England there were enough pieces of the true cross in England alone to make two and a half crosses. Would you like the skull of John the Baptist? Would you like two of them? Three? I believe there are three for sale on the market and at least six on display in various places. Should I buy you some of the clay that was left over from making Adam?"

"You could find something that has made miracles."

"My love, you are married to a man who was born in 1953. Surely that is miracle enough."

H.A. could tell she still was not impressed by this argument. The truth was that nearly two years ago when she had first brought it up, shortly after they married, he had set a chain of events into motion so she could be the owner of some genuine artifacts. The display case that had just arrived would exhibit the fruits of that labor.

****

A few weeks later H.A. came home for lunch early, to check in on the sick children at home. He’d talked to the doctor the first day he came and the doctor had been back every day since. Catharina had insisted even though the physician had repeatedly assured her there was nothing he could do. The doctor said it was measles. "Keep them warm, and dry, fed and most importantly hydrated." Catharina was sure they were dying and was upset. She was equally upset with her husband's apparent lack of concern.

"Catharina," H.A. told his wife, "it's just the measles. I had then when I was a kid. It's no big deal."

"People die from the measles."

"Yes, something can go wrong, but it is very rarely serious." H.A. dredged up what he knew about it from a conversation with his mother years ago when he was a kid and the measles were going around. She told him, amongst other things, that he had already had them so he could not get them again.

But his wife had a different experience with measles than her husband had. "Here and now, measles are always serious. I'm worried. You should be, too."

When he started upstairs to check on the kids, Katharina met him on the staircase. She was smiling for the first time in days. It was a tired smile on an exhausted face.

“The fevers have broken. They are going to be all right,” she said.

“That’s good.” H.A. replied.

“It is an answer to prayers, which would have been more effective if we had a relic in the house.”

H.A. realized that a relic was more to his wife than just keeping up a pious appearance. If she actually thought her prayers would be worth more for having a trinket in the house then who was he to deny her?

So H.A. made some inquiries as to what was available on the market and made a purchase.

****

“It’s beautiful,” Catharina said as her husband closed the door of a display case. “What is it?”

“It is beautiful, isn’t it? A poet once said, ‘a thing of beauty is a joy forever.’ Something that beautiful needs no other reason to exist than the fact that it is. It was in England up until Henry the Eighth; then it floated around through France and Germany until now. You will be pleased to know that inside that beautiful work of art there is what is claimed to be a hair off of the donkey Christ rode into Jerusalem. Whether it is indeed what it claims to be and not just a recent fraud, it still has any number of attested miracles to its credit.”

“But,” Catharina said, “you’ve always said you would not buy any relic that was not verifiable.”

“I didn’t buy the hair for me. I bought the hair for you.” H.A. replied. “What I bought for me is the case it is in. It claims to be over two hundred years old. Whether it is or it isn’t, really does not matter. It is just plain beautiful. Beauty needs no other justification to exist. Which is why I married you.

“How is the search for a painter coming?” H.A. asked.

“Horatio, we could be sitting now if you were not being so difficult.” But the passion which usually went into her protest was lacking.

****

Two weeks later Eliyahu, from the local Abrabanel office, was waiting for H.A. when he arrived home from work along with another man.

“H.A., this is Abram. He is from Jerusalem and he is the man who went to the Sinai for you. He’s on his way to Grantville. Since he arrived in Venice with the first item he was insistent that he wanted to bring it to you in person. So he could meet you.”

“That’s flattering.” H.A. said.

Eliyahu smiled. “Not really.” What he said next reflected the bond that had grown between the two men, which far and away exceeded their working relationship as men of finance and business. “He said he had to meet the craziest man in the world.”

Abram blushed. Of his four languages German was the weakest. He had only started learning it when he decided to move to Grantville. But it was still plenty good enough to understand what his associate had just said.

H.A. laughed. “Can you stay to dinner? I’m sure the chef can come up with something suitable." The kitchen wasn't kosher, but if asked the chef could put together a dairy kosher dinner in short order, and the staff would enjoy the whole of whatever meat had been destined for the dinner table instead of just a portion of it.

“We would be delighted.” Eliyahu answered. Abram and Eliyahu were part of the extended Abrabanel family. They were Sephardic Jews, and they considered themselves to be cosmopolitan, men of the world, understanding fellows willing to be less strictly observant than some of their more conservative co-religionists.

“Let’s install what you’ve brought. I’ve got a display case waiting for it. And then you can tell me why you think I am crazy, over dinner.”

****

When his wife came to the table H.A. said, “Catharina, you know Eliyahu. He brought Abram from Jerusalem, and Abram brought a relic from St. Katherine's Monastery in the Sinai. I just put it in the new display case. We are now the owners of an absolutely genuine piece of history. Abram here was about to tell me why he thinks I’m crazy.”

“That is not surprising in the least," Catharina said. "I have had the same thought myself at least once a week since we married. And now I have it every time I look at that hideous suit of armor.”

“That is not quite correct, Herr Burston,” Eliyahu said. He had been translating to Abram and now he was translating from Abram. “The monks at St. Katherine’s are greatly puzzled, and they are sure you are quite strange, but they were very pleased with what you were willing to pay for copies of manuscripts. The money you sent was very generous. But with the advent of printed copies of the New Testament they were puzzled by why you wanted handmade copies.”

When the soup was served, Catherina excused herself from the table. She was having morning sickness, for the usual reason, and morning sickness can happen anytime of the day, after all. Something about the pleasant smell of the soup course sent the poor lass off to find a bucket in hurry.

Abram continued in her absence, “That you sent three Bibles all the way from Germany along with a substantial gift in hard currency, just to loan them to the monastery’s library was a bit odd. Though they were completely puzzled by why you sent a Latin Bible and two English Bibles when they use the Greek texts. That you asked them to place the smaller of the English Bibles in storage in the genizah with the worn-out manuscript rolls and codices, when it was clear that all it needed was some minor repair to the binding was cause for almost as much discussion as the book itself.

“I was repeatedly asked, was it really printed in 1988, and where was Indianapolis, U.S.A. It will be awhile before it ends up in the genizah. They are insisting that it be copied first. Also they have sent letters to all the houses they correspond with asking for a visit by a monk or scholar with English proficiency willing to teach. The printing, the binding, and the paper were all very talked about, but the half of the book that is not biblical text has them poring over the book with great interest.

“While I was there they discussed what you meant by a permanent loan and concluded that you meant they should treat it as if it was staying permanently but that someday you might ask for it back.

"But then, when I mentioned that you asked to buy works already on their shelves and in the genizah my warm welcome became very cold. When I said you were only interested in making such a purchase if they would agree to store the works on site in perpetuity for you then they relaxed. But it was then that they decided you were completely odd if not truly mad. They understand that because of the dry climate books last longer there than anywhere else. They also decided that even if it proved to be that you were not mad, you were unquestionably quite mean. You really should send them a dictionary. The monks are combing the English Bibles looking for words and then trying to figure out what they mean by reading the Greek textual equivalent. It really is driving them crazy because there is clearly not a word for word correlation.”

H.A. chuckled. “Yes, I guess a dictionary or two would be in order. I really never thought that they might be interested in reading them. I guess it was silly of me not to think of it. I sent them there to be warehoused and preserved. I wonder if maybe one of the pastors in Grantville might have a ‘teach yourself Greek’ book or a Greek/English lexicon he would part with.” H.A. looked at the senior Abrabanel. “Do you think they will find a teacher who will be willing to go?”

“Not likely. It is a long way, and traveling is expensive.”

“Find me a Greek scholar with English or an English scholar with Greek. I’ll pay his expenses. Have him stay no less than two years. Tell him to write a book about the trip and I will have it published. Considering the kind of men who would seek a life like that, having books you can’t read would be torture.”

Eliyahu did not ask if Herr Burton was serious. He had gotten enough odd requests from the man asking him to handle strange and unique undertakings to know better. He sent the three Bibles to an oasis in a desert mountain range. And he had arranged for his colleagues in Jerusalem to negotiate with the Orthodox Christian Patriarch to establish a new Christian monastery at Masada near the Dead Sea. It turned out that this was rather a matter of re-staffing a long-closed institution. This fact went a long way toward getting government permission. And it helped that they had the backing of the Romans and Armenians. They had actually offered to share the old Anchorite site. He did start thinking of whom to write to, to find a man willing to make the journey to the Sinai and what to charge, and just how much the commission and charges would add up to five years down the road when the man was back and the book he would write was finally printed. H.A. Burton handled commercial accounts for several interests in Grantville and elsewhere. But there were odd and one-off items he farmed out rather than handle himself. And Eliyahu was happy to oblige him. The smile on Eliyahu’s face did not change even if it did become a bit more sincere.

Eliyahu prompted the man from Jerusalem to continue. “When I told them you were interested in the oldest texts they had, eyebrows went up. When I told them you were especially interested in the second oldest known copy of the Gospels in Syriac but that it was a palimpsest under a work dealing with female martyrs, they tried not to laugh out loud. But when I insisted they did go looking for it and when they got over the embarrassment of having something they did not know about they were quite excited. As I said already, when I said you were willing to buy them, the atmosphere became a bit tense and suspicious. When I told them you would only be willing to buy them if they agreed to store them for you and your heirs in perpetuity, and that while the works could be viewed there with due care, they were never to leave the monastery under any condition, that was when they first asked what sort of man you were and if you were as completely insane as you seemed. Of course I couldn't answer them because I did not know. But they warmed back up. That you were willing to pay to have copies sent to you, while they kept the originals after selling them to you—well, it was the first time anyone had ever asked such a thing. While they agreed, they again asked me why? I promised to ask if I ever got the opportunity and to send them a letter with an explanation.

“So I am asking? Why? Specifically, why buy something and then have the seller keep it for you? Why send three Bibles they cannot read?”

[image: building]H.A. felt Abram's gaze lock on to his face. The man not only wanted to hear the answer, he wanted to gauge the truth of it. H.A. smiled a slight smile. “St. Katherine’s is in the middle of a very dry desert. It is hard to get to and there is nothing there that an army would be at all interested in. Books last next to forever there. That is why I sent one of my copies of the first edition King James and a first printing Gutenberg on loan to them for safe keeping. If I should have a fire here I would still own a copy of the two most important books ever printed. The study Bible I sent is falling apart. The owner who wore it out knew it was cheaper to replace it than have it rebound. He gave it away and it was important to the person he gave it to. When I ended up being responsible for it, throwing it in the garbage just didn’t feel right so I sent it to where it could be stored with other worn-out Bibles.

“In the future, more and more people will be increasingly interested in the oldest texts available. In our history back up-time a German scholar working for the Czar of Russia absconded with the particular Bible I was most interested in. He gave it to the Czar as a gift. It was later sold off by a new government that did not care about such things. Most of it would have ended up in the British Museum in London. Now they can’t sell it, or loan it beyond their walls because it is no longer theirs. So it should be safe where it is until the scholars are ready to deal with it.

“My wife,” H.A. beamed a broad smile at the empty chair where the love of his life was recently sitting, “for piety’s sake wants some relics. Now she owns the oldest complete Bible in the world. It is being stored where it will be best preserved. When it is ready we will have a copy to display.”

The next morning on his way out the door, H.A. observed his wife peering at the book that was opened for viewing in the newest of the display cases. He approached her quietly, put his arms around her and looked over her shoulder at the codex. “How are you this morning?” he asked. While she was pregnant she chose to sleep in a separate room from her husband. In the early stage of an uncomfortable pregnancy with a lot of nausea she did not want to disturb his sleep. In the later stage when she was large she did not want him to disturb hers. So some mornings he did not see her until he came home for lunch.

“So this is a copy of the oldest Bible in the world?” She asked a bit skeptically.

“No, it will be nearly a year before that arrives. It will take that long for a scribe to copy it out. This is a copy of the gospels in Greek. The cover letter says it's a copy from an eleventh-century codex. It's associated with a name I don't know anything about. The other copy of the Gospels I want, the Sinaitic Syriac, will be just as long in coming as the full Bible even though it's shorter. It's a palimpsest, which means it was reused for something else so someone has to figure out what is underneath what is written over it. But a copy of the oldest Bible in the world, which we now own by the way, is being copied out for us. It happens that someone had just made this new copy and sent it to us while they make a second copy for their library and the original gets put away in a cool dark room cut into the stone of the mountain, where it will be safely out of sight, and scholars three and four hundred years from now can see the original and take photographs when someone gets around to making low-light film so the harsh light doesn't hurt the old texts.”

“But, husband, if the books are that valuable, when word get outs about how much you paid for them, won’t thieves flock there to steal them? Can the monks keep them safe?”

H.A. nuzzled the back of his young wife’s neck. “Actually, I didn't pay hardly anything for the originals. They sold them very cheaply. After all they are still in their possession. An emperor of Rome once created a tribe of Romanian Bedouins, well, Macedonians anyway, the Gebeleya, to guard the monastery. They’re still there. Perhaps I should send them some modern firearms.”

"Horatio Alger, a recent copy of the gospels, no matter how old, is not a relic." The quiet but very sincere young woman added, "And rich man really should have relics for piety's sake."

"My lady wife, you notice that the top shelf holds the codex. The second shelf will hold the Syriac copy when it arrives. There is a shelf for the copy of the whole oldest Bible. The bottom half has no shelves. Something is coming from a place called Masada on the Dead Sea which is south of Jerusalem. It is an absolutely genuine, over sixteen hundred years old item which absolutely without doubt or question once belonged to Herod the Great while he lived."

"Herod? The one who condemned Christ?"

"No. The father. The one who tried to have the Christ Child killed."

"And you have procured something that belonged to him?"

"Yes. When it arrives we will have an absolutely genuine relic complete with letters of authenticity establishing its provenance, proving that it is what it claims to be." He kissed the back of his wife's head, patted her gently on her bottom and left for work.

Some weeks later H.A. installed the artifact in the display case.

“What is it? It looks like a piece of broken pottery. It ought to be thrown out!”

“It is a piece of broken pottery. But beyond any doubt it was once the property of Herod.”

“Does something which belonged to King Herod qualify as a relic?” Catharina asked.

“It is one of the few things I can think of that claims to be more than sixteen hundred years old which is indisputably what it claims to be.”

“Has it produced any miracles?”

“No.”

“Then it is not a relic.” Catharina pontificated.

H. A. sighed. His wife wanted a miracle. Then a thought popped into his head. There was a blind Irish harper, an acquaintance of one of the resident staff, visiting below the stairs. A shit-eating grin spread across his face as a scheme was hatched. If Catharina wanted a miracle then he would give her a miracle. It would cost almost nothing and that was almost a crying shame because having a happy wife was one of the few things in this life that truly was worth a spending a fortune on.

****

Fredrick Hertfelder, H.A.'s valet, went to see his distant cousin Bernhard Hertfelder, the abbot of the Benedictine abbey that now inhabited only half of the Church of St. Ulrich and St. Afra near the end of Maximilianstrasse behind the Hercules fountain. The other half of the complex had been claimed by the Lutherans. It was sometimes a bit tense, and sometimes it worked out rather well. Not that they wouldn't like it all back and, in time, when the writ of restitution was enforced it would all be theirs again.

"What do you want, Fredrick?" The abbot demanded.

"Is that any tone to take with a close kinsman?"

"Kinsman, I'll grant you. Close, I will not. And you want something. You always do. If you need money, I am sorry I can't help you. Under the current circumstances the abbey is struggling."

"Then we can help each other."

The abbot just looked at him.

"I mean it. If you had the right to display a genuine miracle-working relic with a line of people out the door just to touch it, and each and every one of them would pass the poor box donation stand as they came in and another as they went out that would go a long way to helping out your empty purse."

"And of course you want me to buy this relic."

Fredrick smiled a lying smile and waited to get his cousin's goat. When he had confirmed his cousin's opinion with his silence he gave that lie up. "No."

"Then you want a portion of the proceeds."

"No."

"What do you want?"

"My boss—"

"Your what?"

"My boss—it's an up-timer's word—my employer, Mr. Burston—has a miracle-working relic. It once belonged to King Herod, the one who tried to kill the Christ Child. He wants to place it on public display."

"Why, and why here? He is not Catholic."

"In truth, he's not anything. He eats with Jews and the way they get along I suspect he is secretly one of them. But that does not matter. You see he wants to display a miracle-working relic. He asked me to arrange it and I thought of you."

The abbot looked extremely doubtful. After all, this was Fredrick he was dealing with. "Why does he want to display it and again why here?"

Fredrick smiled. "In part because this is a shared site. So he has the favor of both the faiths. And to answer your first question, he wants to make his wife happy by making his piety publicly known.

"He will send it in a display case. He will provide an armed guard for as long as it is accessible to the public. He will leave it for as long as you like but for at least a week."

[image: man]"I never heard of any miracle-working relic associated with any Herod."

"It has just come from the Holy Land. He has papers documenting that it once belonged to the Herod who tried to kill Christ. And if it fails to produce at least one miracle he will donate one thousand dollars to the joint maintenance fund."

"There is no joint fund. We are each responsible for our half."

Fredrick smiled. "There won't be, either. Because there will be no donation. There will be miracles or at least a miracle. The offer is Herr Burston's way of, as he says, putting his money where his mouth is. This is a miracle-working relic."

"Still, who ever heard of a Herod miracle?"

"He sought to kill the Christ Child and failed. Wasn't that a miracle?

"Look, it won't cost you anything to let him display. It will generate interest and donations. Isn't that enough of a miracle?"

"I guess. What sort of miracle are you expecting?"

"The usual. The blind made to see, the mute to talk. The relic has a special affinity to saving children and making them well. Herod failed to kill the Christ Child. His possessions continue in the failure of seeing children suffer and die."

"Fredrick, why am I sure I am going to regret this?"

"Why my dear cousin Bernhard, why ever would you say something like that?" Honey could have learned something about sweetness from his voice. "When have I ever led you astray?"

"Lucinda and her sister in the hay loft?" Bernhard answered.

"That wasn't my fault. I was just as much a victim as you were. Those two wayward girls were—"

Bernhard cut him off. "When? Fredrick?"

"The boss is having a display case made and arranging some promotional materials. Give it a week or two. I'll let you know."

****

The town was plastered with broadsides, with when and where and what. The inns and taverns were full of tales. A favorite was the story of how a donkey would walk the five miles from the mount that held the monastery built on the ruins of Herod's mountaintop stronghold to the garden by the sea because the monks asked it to. Some said the very donkey blessed by having carried the Christ Child lives on to this day. When it arrived it would knock on the door of the gardeners shack with its nose and he would load it up and tell it to go home. But it only listened to the monks.

And the stories of the blind seeing, the deaf hearing, the mute talking, the lame walking were all overshadowed by the tales of the desperately sick children facing certain death who lived after they touched the relic or were touched by a bit of cloth that touched it.

The stories overshadowed the people who asked why no one had ever heard of it before. Some people asked why something belonging to the arch-villain Herod would now work miracles. The idea that Herod's failures lingered on in his possessions after his death satisfied some but not all. So there was a great deal of skepticism.

****

It was a fair day, overcast but warm, when the abbey was first scheduled to show the Herod pot. Some people were claiming it was Herod's chamber pot. They said that if you touched it you should touch the outside only. A line formed early. Near the front of the line a blind Irish harper played and sang. A skinny little girl with red hair and big blue eyes stood beside him and with a hand on his hip moved him forward. When he didn't need to move she would work the crowd around her with a begging bowl. There were always a few small coins in it. There was never less than half enough for a good meal for one and never more either at least not for very long. But you would have to watch closely to see the child make the extra disappear. For the last week he had been making the rounds of the inns and taverns. Playing, singing, and telling tales. Most of the stories of Herod's chamber pot could be traced back to him.

But the main story though was his dream. In the dream he was told by the Virgin herself to come to Augsburg and he would receive his sight being spared from a life of blindness through Herod's failure to kill the Christ Child. It had been a well-received story for it was well told. The journey had been fraught with peril and full of close escapes. But the real genius was the child. What man's heart would not melt at those big blue pleading eyes. "Please, if we don't get enough to feed us both he won't eat, and I am worried for his health."

The day was warm, his music was pleasant, the doors opened, and he moved forward at a touch on his rump. At the door he quit playing. The church was not the place for a con man's music. "Shaun," the little girl said, "we're almost there. There is a fine wooden cabinet with four legs standing on feet of balls in the clawed hand of birds. The pot is broken. There is naught but the base.

"Now, give me your hand." And with those words she placed his hand onto what was left of the storage jar.

Shaun stopped and stood absolutely still. "What is that?" he called out in a loud voice. "What is that? It's warm but it isn't. Is that light? Lass, take the harp lest I drop it." He handed off the harp and ripped the rag off of his eyes. When he did he yelped as if in pain and closed his eyes. "I can see! Lass, do you understand? I can see! It is as the virgin told me in my dream. Herod has failed, the Christ Child lives. I can see!"

Calls came from outside.

"What is happening?"

"What's going on?"

And people called back, "It's the blind harper. He can see."

And the news was spread down the line. Those who had passed through and were on their way out rushed off to share the news or take the bits of cloth home to sick children. The harper's tale spread like wildfire.

The musician took a seat on the steps of the church and played a hymn to Mary. Mostly he kept his eyes closed and would from time to time open them a crack to squint out. The little girl stood beside him bowl in hand. And no matter that everyone passing by was dropping a coin the bowl seemed always empty. The harper smiled. It had been a good turn of luck when he had stopped to visit an old friend. It had been better luck her employer had asked her point-blank if he was truly blind and she had told the honest truth. "Of course not. He's Irish, and we Irish are all terrible liars now, aren't we?"

He was paid well to linger in town and play the miracle. But that was nothing compared to what he was pulling in on the steps of the church. Before noon, the word of the first healing from a rag carried home to a sick babe was in the streets. At noon someone afflicted with gout left their canes on the floor between the legs of the cabinet and walked out without pain for the first time in years. In the square he shouted the news. The harper's mouth fell open in surprise or shock or maybe awe. But his pondering of whether the relic was genuine or not did not stop him from played a jig. When the man now free of gout heard the music he danced.

By evening there was another story of a healed child being told in the streets. By the next day there were two more.

H. A. arrived home that first day to find the maid by the door. She rushed into the dining room where his wife was entertaining a number of women friends who suddenly found her company desirable. "Mistress, the master is home."

Catharina rushed to his arms. "Tio," she said, giving in to his wish that she address him informally, "Thank you. You were right. It is a relic." She smiled. "We will have something that no one else has. I have never heard of anybody having anything that once belonged to a Herod."

"Well, we will be the only one for only a while. I have one hundred pieces of Herodian plunder. We will be swapping out the first one tonight to establish that all of Herod's pots are touched with the gift of healing. Shortly Herodian relics will start turning up in curio cabinets of the very rich across Europe." H. A. did not mention that the price he had been planning to ask for Herodian relics had just shifted a decimal point and he had not planned to sell them cheaply to begin with.

"But? Why? You should give them to churches. You do not need the money."

"Others will give them to churches. And while we do not need the money, the monks on the shores of the Dead Sea do. It is a hard place to make a living. I do not want to pay to keep them there forever out of my own pocket."

"They were doing okay before, weren't they?"

"No. This is a newly reestablished monastery. And they need to be there. There are special things on that mountain top that will be stripped and lost if they are not guarded."

"But they are selling them, are they not?"

H.A. Burston smiled. "I have an agreement with the Patriarch of Jerusalem. As long as I buy enough to keep the monastery going and a bit more for him of course, then they will sell only to me. So the monks need to sell an occasional broken pot, of which there are tens of thousands of pieces, to protect the rest of the site. And in time they will charge tourists to see the special areas. So the world slowly gets miracle-working relics and the mountain fortress is guarded for posterity. That is why we will not be giving the potshards away for free."

Fredrick stopped by nightly and if there had been a reported miracle that day he would swap out the artifact. The miracles kept happening. The area between the legs was filling up with crutches and canes. The poor box was filling up with offerings. The tales of the healing from the little white rags being sold by the monastery and carried by pilgrims were coming back from ever farther away.

Fredrick told H.A., "Boss, when I told my cousin that we wanted one hundred letters attesting to the miracles of Herod's pots Bernhard told me we only needed ninety-nine. He says they are keeping one of them. I reminded him that it was just on loan. He said you have ninety-nine more, and you agreed to display it for as long as they wanted. He said you can afford to make them a long-term loan of one of them for the good of your soul."

H.A. chuckled. "My wife wanted relics for piety's sake. Leaving the last one there will please her. Tell your cousin ninety-nine letters attesting to the miracles will suffice."

****
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The artist is a receptacle for emotions that come from all over the place: from the sky, from the earth, from a scrap of paper, from a passing shape, from a spider's web.

—Pablo Picasso




PART ONE

Magdeburg, September 1636

Sophia crashed through the door of the studio, gasping for breath and holding the newspaper aloft. "Daniel! Daniel!"

Johann Bartel, who was always high-strung, yelped and fell into his easel, knocking a moderately well-composed portrait of Prince Ulrich into Konrad Göttsch's particularly ill-done still-life of a bowl of fruit, and sending both canvases to the floor. Face down, naturally.

Konrad hurled his palette against the wall and swung a fist at Johann's face, missing as the latter ducked and cocked his arm as if to return fire with his own balled fist.

"Enough!" Daniel von Block bellowed.

Both of the boys opened their mouths to speak, but Daniel held up his hand and they silenced instantly.

Daniel glanced at Sophia and saw that she was waiting quietly for him, having seen the result of her exuberance. If it was anything truly urgent, he would have seen it on her face.

"You," Daniel said, pointing to Konrad. "Pick up your things and see whether your painting can be saved. Move down there." He pointed to the other end of the room, closer to where he had his own easel set up. He'd tried to leave himself plenty of space to work, but what could he do? Johann was a menace.

"And you," Daniel said to Johann. "Set your painting back on its easel, and go take a walk. Settle down. We can't have any more of this chaos and destruction." Johann looked as though he wanted to protest, but Daniel pointed to the door. "Go!"

Konrad was already set up again, studying the canvas with a deep scowl and picking specks of dirt off its surface.

Johann, on the other hand, simply kicked his canvas aside and stalked out the door, not even deigning to acknowledge Sophia on his way out.

Daniel sighed deeply, picked up Johann's canvas himself, and propped it back on his easel.

A six-inch diameter area had dirt and a few stray bits of hair stuck to the fresh paint, but the rest looked fine. Better than he'd expected, in fact. More skillful than the boy's previous work. Perhaps, Daniel thought, I'm actually getting through his thick head. But it wasn't that Johann was stupid or unskilled. No. He was temperamental and arrogant, and nowhere near as talented as his family had taught him to believe. That was a greater flaw than Konrad's, which was a simple lack of natural talent. He, at least, could be taught to be useful in a studio. Not painting faces or intricate details, perhaps, but preparing backgrounds and structures. If he were willing, that is.

Daniel barely spared a glance for Melchior and Ursula Jacobsmeyer, who were his star pupils. The siblings had come to him from Bremen, where their parents had been killed in a fire. They arrived with only a small amount of money, but with letters of introduction from their priest, as well as a respectable but not brilliant artist who'd been instructing them, and Rebecca Stearns herself. Apparently, Rebecca had spoken highly of Daniel to their instructor and priest, and wanted to make sure that the two children had gotten off to a good start.

The thought of her trust in him still made him beam with pride. Though she was a busy woman, their two families had become friends after Daniel moved to Magdeburg earlier in the year, painted the king and his family—and found himself unwittingly involved in an assassination attempt against Gustavus Adolphus. He would always be grateful to her for her public support afterwards. Without it, he wasn't sure he could have stayed in Magdeburg, since one of the would-be assassins had been his estranged son. The memory of the incident was still fresh and deeply painful, which made him all the more grateful to have the additional pupils to focus his attention on.

The Jacobsmeyers were highly skilled, quiet, and even-tempered, though they still needed much training. They'd barely glanced up during Johann and Konrad's little spat. Daniel often thanked God that they had come to him. Though they did not yet earn their keep, and couldn't pay what he had a right to expect as a master artist, he knew they would help cement his reputation—both as an artist and as a master.

Peace restored to his studio, Daniel turned and smiled at Sophia, his expression inviting her forward.

Sophia swept forward and clasped his hands in hers, the newspaper now tucked under her arm. "Daniel, I am so sorry—"

"No, no," he said. "You are not to blame for Johann's foolishness. Come, tell me what brings you here in such a flutter to brighten my studio?"

She beamed at him. "Oh, Daniel. It's perfect. Look," she said, sliding her hands out of his and unfolding the newspaper again. "Here, here." She pointed to the article and waited while he read.

His expression changed to one of amazement and then to intense joy. "My Sophia!" He clasped her in his arms and swung her around gently, careful not to disturb the young child that grew inside her. "This is perfection!"

At this, Melchior and Ursula paused at their work and looked up. They had never seen their teacher in such a state.

"Listen to this," Daniel called to his pupils, waving the newspaper in the air.

" 'Arts League Announces Mural Competition,'  " Daniel read. " 'A competition will be held to select an artist to paint a large mural in the entry hall of the opera house in Magdeburg. The competition, announced today by the Magdeburg Arts League, will take place in several stages and will include public viewing of the artists' proposals and drawings, followed by a public comment period. According to Director Mary Simpson, the league is seeking a design that will encompass the most critical events of recent history, including, of course, the Ring of Fire, the Battle of Wismar, the creation of the United States of Europe, the introduction of air travel, and so forth, and include representation of major leaders. Beyond these guidelines, Simpson says, the league has no preconceived notions about what the mural will look like.' She adds that the league is open to both up-time and down-time artists and art techniques, or a blend of them."

"And then," Daniel added, "there is an address here to write to for further information or to enter the competition itself. Oh, and here—the deadline for the first stage is in one week! That's so soon." Daniel scowled and looked at the top of the newspaper. "Sophia! This paper is almost two weeks old!"

"Ah, yes," she said. "Well, you see, I—"

Ursula stepped from behind her easel. "Frau von Block has been very busy, as you know, Herr von Block, raising your son and tending to your home." Ursula had become quite close with Sophia in the few weeks that she and her brother had been living in their home. And very protective as well, it would seem.

"Ursula," Melchior said, "you should not criticize—"

"No," Daniel said. "No, Ursula is quite right. I ought to read the blasted newspaper myself, if it's so important. Sophia has more than enough work to do, taking care of all of us." Daniel nodded to Ursula and took Sophia's hand. "Well now, let's focus on what matters. Sophia, my angel, bless you for this news. I'll go immediately to this address and see what I can learn.

"Konrad! Prepare paper. The three of you—and Johann if he deigns to show his face again—write me a list of important people who need to be in the painting, and of objects and events."

"Objects?" Konrad said, pausing in his search for a pen.

"Airplanes, trucks, trains, sewing machines, typewriters . . . what else? There will be a million things. Make a list! Make it long. We will eliminate anything that seems excessive later. Work, work, work!"

And with that, Daniel swept Sophia out the door with him, nearly carrying her. He spun her in a circle again and kissed her cheek. "We will talk more later, my dear. And tonight, we will celebrate!"

"Celebrate! Surely that's premature."

"Surely it is, but I have a project now—the perfect project—and a family that I adore. That is well worth celebrating."

Daniel dashed across the street and toward the market square and city hall, laughing at the thought of his work—his art—filling the grand entry hall of the greatest building constructed since the Ring of Fire. This was it: the masterpiece that would forever elevate the name of Daniel von Block into the ranks of the greatest artists in history. This was the opportunity he'd longed for, struggled for, ever since he had visited Grantville and learned that his name hadn't been deemed worthy of inclusion in their history books. He had studied up-time painting techniques with the determination of a young apprentice, and then moved to Magdeburg where he'd been honored with an opportunity to once again paint the king. It had all gone so well, though it was just the beginning. And now this contest had been announced. Surely, this mural commission was meant to happen. It was meant to be his.

It must be so!

****

Antoine Le Nain did not like German cuisine, but he and his two brothers had not brought enough of their own food with them, and when in Rome . . . He tolerated the graubrot and the milbenkäse that the pretty fräulein had brought to their table. Bread and cheese were reasonably acceptable meals wherever they went, and the beer was tolerable, but he wanted wine, wine! And nowhere in all the world was the wine finer than in Paris. They had only been in Magdeburg a few days and already he missed the Pont Neuf, the Seine, and a luscious cassoulet. Everything tasted better in Paris . . . and with wine.

[image: men]"Do not look so unhappy," his brother Louis said, forking down another chunk of overcooked fish. "Remember why we are here."

"We are here to bring fame and fortune to the Le Nain name," said the younger Mathieu, letting his eye wander to the white-and-blue tassels on the waitress's dress. "We are here to make a name for France."

"Take caution, brother," Antoine said, forcing another sip of his extremely bitter beer. "We are Frenchmen in a foreign land—one that is, these days, hostile toward our people. We do not have to pretend to be anything else, but we don't have to strut around like French cockscombs either."

They were here, in Magdeburg, the seat of USE cultural power, to compete in the Ring of Fire mural competition. They were preparing to submit their documentation and proposal sketches within the next few days to meet the deadline, but there was some dispute as to which direction to go with the overall design of the work. Like Louis, Antoine wanted to stick strictly with styles from French painters both up- and down-time. Mathieu agreed with that in principle, but wanted something bolder, more robust and radical. They had spent a few days in Grantville looking over up-time styles, and they each had their favorites.

"Okay," Antoine said, wiping his mouth and pushing away his plate, "the Arts League wants something that represents both up- and down-time artistic techniques. I don't think it's wise to go too radical. We came here to be viable candidates, not to scare them. I say we start with our own unique style, and then flow into Monet, then Cezanne, and then perhaps Jean-Baptiste Greuze to get that 'Benjamin Franklin' style pose for Gustavus Adolphus and Mike Stearns. I think that's about as radical as we ought to go."

Louis nodded. "Yes, I agree. But perhaps we can meet our brother halfway, go so far as blending in the likes of Georges Rouault or even Gustave Courbet. Imagine it," he said, setting the scene with his hands. "Rebecca Abrabanel in a L'Origine du monde pose right next to the Swede."

Louis thought that quite funny, but Antoine was not amused. "Don't be foolish or crude, brother. I'm not against nudity, but let's not insult our hosts. That might get you thrown in prison—and trust me, I would not come and visit."

Louis waved it off. "I'm kidding, Antoine. I'm just trying to shake the truth out of our intransigent Mathieu. What is it you want us to do?"

Mathieu shook his head. "You are looking at it all wrong, brothers. I'm not asking us to go radical. I'm simply asking us to portray the essence of the Ring of Fire. Too many people consider the event a manifestation of our own times, as if we somehow willed the event into being as punishment for sins or as a reflection of our own moral potential: The Ring of Fire forces us to draw upon the brighter angels of our nature, as the Americans might say. You've heard the arguments. But I say that is false. We didn't call up the Ring of Fire. The Ring of Fire was forced upon us, and it has absolutely nothing to do with who we are as a people. It was an up-time phenomenon, and there it should remain in concept, and thus only up-time techniques should be used in its portrayal."

"But we are using up-time techniques," Antoine said. "Monet, Cezanne . . . these are future French artists."

"Yes, but not far enough removed from our own time," Mathieu said. "The Romantics, the Impressionists, the Post-Impressionists. These artistic styles are rather 'old school' to the up-timers, wouldn't you say? I'm not suggesting they don't have value and should be discounted altogether, but we need to go up farther, to the twentieth century—right up to the year of the Ring of Fire, if possible. Something powerful. Neo-Expressionism, perhaps. We could even consider graffiti-style art. Something that would really pop off the wall, and something that would allow the up-timers to recollect their own lost time. Let's 'go big or go home.'"

Antoine shook his head. Another insufferable American expression that Mathieu had picked up. For a man with clear disdain for what the Ring of Fire had brought to Central Europe, his brother nearly worshiped the sayings and slang of the people who came through it.

"I agree with you and Louis on one thing," Mathieu said again, pushing it further, "we should put the Le Nain stamp upon the work. We are known for our portrayal of simple, country life. That should remain, but in the style of the time from which the Ring arrived."

Antoine sighed and took another bite of cheese. A good bottle of wine would solve this problem right away. "Well," he said, "we have almost no more time to consider our full course of action. Of course, the sketches need only show what we can do, and so we can give the judges some options. Our written proposal can be reasonably vague, I'm assuming. I hope so. What would help us make this decision is to know who else is competing. Your idea might be the only one of its kind, or it might be one of many. We just don't know. I wish we did."

A young German sitting at the bar said, "I know of one artist who will compete."

He turned and looked at the Le Nains with red eyes and a sweaty glare on his face.

"To whom am I speaking, sir?" Antoine asked.

The young man shuffled off the stool and came over to the table. Clearly, he had been drinking for some time. He offered his hand. "I am Johann Bartel, and I am, regrettably, a student of Daniel von Block."

The brothers exchanged a look, and Antoine nodded to Mathieu.

Mathieu pulled over another chair. "Sit, sit! Join us, Herr Bartel. We've heard these German artists are miserable to work with in the studio. Tell us your troubles, young man, and how about a beer?"

Johann sat, and they spoke long into the night. Louis set beer after beer in front of the young boy, and all four had a grand discussion indeed.

****

Nearly three hours later, Daniel returned to his studio, moving far more slowly and less steadily than when he'd left. He dropped a folder onto a work table next to the list Konrad had been working on, and he sank into a chair with a resounding "Ooof!" It was only then that he realized the studio was empty. He scowled at the empty room, trying to make his tired and ale-befuddled brain understand where his pupils had flown to, before finally realizing how late it had become. Ursula and Melchior would be upstairs with Sophia, where she and Daniel and Benjamin had moved, once Sophia had become pregnant, so Daniel would always be nearby. Konrad would have gone home to his own family, who lived less than a mile away. As for Johann, Daniel had no idea where he would have gone, but he was glad not to have to deal with him at the moment.

And then, naturally, the studio door swung open, and Johann strode in, looking even more smashed than Daniel.

"You!" Johann said, pointing unsteadily at Daniel. "You are a damn fool, and you treat me like a sshild, and I hate it here!"

"A 'sshild'?" Daniel said.

"You know what I mean, old man. You—you're—it's—" and then Johann lurched forward and vomited on the floor at Daniel's feet, splashing his boots.

Johann gaped at Daniel in horror—and Daniel burst out laughing. "Learn to drink like a man, and I'll treat you like one, boy." Daniel pulled himself out of his chair with a groan and went for a bucket and a mop.

"Here," Daniel said, thrusting them into Johann's hands. "Clean up and sober up, and then get yourself home. Be here promptly at seven in the morning—clean, neat, and respectful—or don't come back at all."

Daniel swayed through the door into the hallway and slowly climbed the stairs to their home. Sophia was not going to be happy with him, or with his boots, but it was worth it. It was worth every bit of it. He had no doubt that he could persuade her to see it his way.

****

Daniel's intent was to enter the apartment over his studio like the conquering hero and regale them with his tale of teasing essential information from the museum project's chief clerk—information that would help ensure his victory. If he was careful, he might avoid anyone noticing that he'd had anything to drink at all.

Alas, his son Benjamin had left a wooden train engine right near the entryway, and he'd been so focused on delivering his news that he didn't notice it until his foot had been swept out from under him and he crashed to the floor.

He gazed in some confusion at the train for a moment before bellowing, "Benjamin!" and struggling unsteadily to his feet.

Benjamin came dashing down the hallway, a worried look on his face, but Sophia stopped him.

"No," she said, with a hand on Benjamin's shoulder. "Go back to your room, liebling, and get ready for bed."

"Okay, Mama," Benjamin said, and scampered back down the hallway.

Sophia turned back to Daniel, and the look on her face told him he was in trouble.

"Sophia," Daniel started, but Sophia held a hand up to stop him.

Once she heard Benjamin's door click shut, she stepped toward him. "You are drunk! Drunk again, here, in our home! You have violated your promise to me and to our son. How dare you!"

"I only had a few beers."

"You can barely walk, and—" she curled her lip in disgust "—you have vomit on your boots."

"It's not my vomit," Daniel said, but Sophia threw down a shirt she'd been mending and stalked down the hall toward Benjamin's room without another word.

Daniel looked at Ursula and Melchior as if hoping for an ally, but saw Ursula scowling at him with, perhaps, even greater disapproval than Sophia. Melchior's slight sneer and look of superiority was even more disappointing. Daniel would be paying for his afternoon's drinking for quite some time.

"Perhaps," Ursula said, "you will find the nursery a comfortable place to sleep tonight. While you're there, you can reflect upon what is most important in this world. Is it your fame, Herr von Block?" she asked with a tone of deep contempt, "or is it your own flesh and blood?"

"My success will be of value—" he tried to argue, albeit without much force, but she merely rolled her eyes at him and turned and went to the kitchen.

Daniel turned to Melchior and opened his mouth to speak, but the young man said, "In the morning, Herr von Block, when you're sober, I look forward to hearing what you can recall of what you learned today about the competition." Melchior left the room as well, moving toward the steps down to the studio where his small room was tucked into a corner.

Daniel considered making some notes or perhaps even sketches, but realized he was, indeed, too drunk to manage it, though he felt they'd been unfair. As a younger man, it's true, his nights of drinking were many and he often found himself in physical squabbles whilst he was in his cups, but he'd not thrown a punch nor even an insult on this day. They had no right . . . except that he had made Sophia a promise. One he'd not even considered when he sat down at that beer hall with the clerk.

"Scheisse," he whispered. "Scheisse und verdammt." And with that, he stumbled down the hall to the nursery. He slept on the floor with no more than a blanket, knowing he would be sore from head to toe in the morning—and knowing he deserved nothing less.

****

Maestra Artemisia Gentileschi stepped off the train, followed by two assistants carrying bags of rolled white canvas, paints, and various other materials for the contest.

"Ms. Gentileschi?" said a woman who did not strike Artemisia as The American Lady. "I'm Lady Beth Haygood, assistant to Mary Simpson. Welcome to Magdeburg."

She offered her hand, and Artemisia accepted it warily. "Good morning, Lady Haygood. Forgive me, but I was expecting Frau Simpson."

Lady Beth nodded. "Oh please, call me Lady Beth." She gave a slightly forced smile. "My folks actually named me that—Lady Beth. I know it sounds a bit strange to down-timers. Anyway, Mary is sorry not to be here to greet you, but she thought it best to keep a professional distance until the contest is officially kicked off. She doesn't want to give any impression of favoritism, although I will say off the record, that she's delighted that you accepted our invitation to compete. We both feel that it's very important to have female representation in this contest."

"Thank you," Artemisia said. "And please, call me Artemisia." She turned and gestured at her assistants. "Allow me to introduce Maria de Grebber and Clara Peeters. Maria is a member of the prestigious Haarlem Guild of Saint Luke. Clara is from Amsterdam and has been trained by the famous Osias Beert, among others. Both of these ladies are excellent artists in their own right. I am honored to have them assisting me."

Lady Beth greeted each in turn warmly, then guided them to a carriage waiting nearby.

The porters from the train helped gather the ladies' painting equipment and luggage and loaded it up. Once everything was in place, they departed.

"I'll take you to the apartment that Mary has found for you outside the old city," Lady Beth said. "It's small, but clean, with lots of light, especially in the afternoon. I think you'll find it satisfactory for your stay here. I hope you've all enjoyed your time in Grantville?"

Artemisia nodded and said, "I live in Grantville, as perhaps you know? I must confess, however, that I was reluctant at first to accept your offer. But these fine ladies came to visit and convinced me to accept this venture as the grand dame of the group, although Clara could have easily taken on that role. Both Clara and Maria found their visit enlightening, I'm sure. They scoured the library day and night, reviewing every art book they could get their hands on, and everything that Frau O'Meara could show them. They found up-time techniques exciting, bold. Funny, but I've lived in Grantville for a while now, and I've never taken the time to truly examine all of the up-time artistic styles in such detail until their visit."

"And what opinion have you formed now?" Lady Beth asked.

"Well, I really like what the Impressionists were doing, as well as the Romantics. I have less interest in the Cubists or the Surrealists."

"I loved them," Clara said, smiling from ear to ear. "They're bold, inventive, revolutionary. That's what we need for this mural."

Artemisia nodded. "With, I hope, a touch of the here and now? So I think with Clara as our more adventurous member and Maria and me representing the old guard, we should be able to design a gorgeous mural that's appealing to the judges and to the people at large."

"You are hardly the old guard, Artemisia," said Clara with a smirk. "Your work has always been considered radical by today's standards. But maybe still a little too traditional for these up-timers?"

Artemisia smiled. It was true, though. In Italy, she was considered progressive by some of her peers. She had been the first woman to become a member of the Accademia di Belle Arti di Firenze, was a current member of the Accademia del Desegno, and her portrayals of Judith, especially in her well-known Judith Slaying Holofernes, had been regarded as bold with its natural portrayals of violence and murder. Even the up-timers had preserved some of her work in fancy coffee table books that she had seen in Grantville—a fact that pleased her more than she could say. So, it wasn't as if she had not made a mark on the future. Yet her work was conservative compared to many up-time styles, and she wondered what other Italian artists, such as her late father Orazio or her previous partner Massimo Stanzione, might think of Cubism or Surrealism or even the relatively conservative Art Nouveau. They'd say it was the Devil's work, probably. It wasn't that she herself found these styles grotesque or unholy; it was just too much, too soon: an overwhelming assault on the senses. It was hard for her mind to understand their purpose or their need. She hoped that with younger, more open-minded artists like Clara to inspire her, she'd be able to create a mural that would represent the best of both up- and down-time artistries. The sketches that they had already prepared for the first stage of the competition were a good blend of many styles.

"Lady Beth," Maria said, "do you know how many artists will be participating in the competition?"

Lady Beth shook her head. "No. Not everyone's initial submission packet has been received yet. We've gotten only a handful so far. There will be more, no doubt, but many of them will be dropped, because their sketches will be lacking, or because they will have no relevant experience with the kind of work we're expecting for the mural. It's not uncommon with a competition like this. Lots of people submit; few are selected. I trust that you will have your packet in by the end of the week?"

Artemisia nodded. "Yes. It is nearly finished. We just have to touch up one of the sketches, write our proposal statement, and document our credentials. That will not take long. Tell me, Lady Beth, do you know which artists have already submitted packets?"

Lady Beth paused, then said, "I do, but I'm not allowed to say. All of these initial submissions are confidential until the official public announcement."

"We've heard that Antoine Le Nain and his brothers are in town," Clara said wryly. "I can only imagine why."

"And we assume that Daniel Block will be participating as well," Maria said. "He's a favorite now of the king, no?"

Lady Beth nodded. "Gustavus ennobled him after Daniel saved his life, and after hosting a viewing of portraits that he painted of the king and the princess. He's popular right now, but again, I cannot say who is competing."

"I met him once," Clara said. "In Schwerin, maybe fifteen years ago. He was a court painter there. A brute of a man, if I recall. A drinker and easily angered. I didn't particularly care for him."

Lady Beth shook her head. "Well, he did good work for the king, that's all I know. Ah, here we are."

They stopped in front of an apartment building not too far from the wall of the old city.

"I'll show you to the apartment," Lady Beth said, "and then I'm afraid I have to get back to school. I work at Duchess Elisabeth Sofie's school for girls. While you're in town, I'd love for you to come by and speak to the children. I'm sure you'd be an inspiration to them."

Artemisia nodded. "Yes, I'd like that. I'm sure we can make time."

[image: lady]She was about to turn and enter the building when Lady Beth touched her arm. "Artemisia, I want to say again how delighted we are that you'll be competing for the mural. Mary and I like to think that the Ring of Fire did not just bring technological changes to Europe, but also social changes as well. We know it did. But change moves slowly sometimes, we understand that. For the three of you to come here, alone . . . You'll probably be the only all-female team in the competition, assuming you make it past the first stage—and I can't imagine you won't. It may be hard for you. There are going to be a lot of people, male artists specifically, who will want to see you fail. We know you are all fine artists, but you must be tough artists as well. Don't let them drive you away. And if you need help of any kind—not related to the contest, that is—please don't hesitate to ask."

Artemisia smiled and patted Lady Beth's hand. "I assure you, Lady Beth, that you don't need to remind me of how difficult it is for women artists in this time we live in. If you know my background at all, you know that I have endured many challenges. We all understand the difficulties we face, and I can assure you that we didn't come to Magdeburg to be chased away. We came to win."

Lady Beth smiled broadly at her. "Wonderful! Then let's get you settled in, so you can get to work."

****

Loud voices in the hall woke Daniel the next morning, and he could tell the voices were loud because they wanted to wake him. Benjamin bounced his ball nearby, and no one told him to stop. Sophia and Ursula had a discussion right outside the nursery about whether they should have fish that night for dinner. And Melchior came to enquire, with a hearty voice, how the ladies were that morning and whether they might be enjoying some of Sophia's marvelous pastries with their coffee.

Daniel knew he would regret it, but he climbed slowly to his feet. His head swam and pounded at the same time, and he swayed, his belly protesting. Marvelous.

As he lumbered into the hallway, the others ignored him and moved into the dining room. While he washed up and changed his clothing, leaving his still-vomit-spattered boots in a corner so he could clean them himself later, he could hear them eating their breakfast. Normally, out of respect, they would have waited until he joined them. He was relieved they did not wait today. It would be less awkward, he hoped, if they were finished by the time he joined them.

As he entered the room, Ursula and Melchior were preparing to leave for the studio. They wished Sophia and Benjamin a good morning, and Ursula said to Sophia, "You're certain?"

"I am, my dear," Sophia said. "Thank you."

The pair left without a word or a glance toward Daniel. He felt he needed to re-establish his authority with them, somehow, but he would take care of that later. First, he needed coffee and something small to eat. And, perhaps, to take whatever scolding Sophia had prepared for him.

"Sit," she said. "I imagine you are in great need of coffee, hmm?" Her voice was soft, but distant.

She brought him a cup and set a coffee pot beside it, and returned a moment later with a plate that held two small, plain rolls.

Daniel froze, his hand that held the coffee pot shaking slightly.

"Are you well?" Sophia asked.

"I . . . I am reminded that you know, from experience, what I prefer for breakfast after I have been drinking."

"From much experience, yes."

Daniel set the pot down. "I made you a promise."

"Which you have broken."

"Indeed. In truth, my dear, the thought of that promise did not even occur to me until after I arrived home last night."

"That is most disappointing."

She still spoke softly. Daniel would have much preferred shouting and anger. But he responded in kind, and the two talked for nearly an hour—about the past, the present, and the future. About priorities, and responsibilities, and about promises. Daniel made new ones, made vows with his hand pressed to his heart—and on one stiff, sore knee, he begged his beloved to trust him again, and to allow him to prove himself—one more time.

Sophia spoke calmly but vividly about all the nights that Daniel had returned home with torn clothing and bloodied knuckles, and the nights he'd been carried home, and the nights he hadn't come home at all. She remembered, most of all, the three occasions he hadn't come home for days, including once when he'd sent a letter telling her she must pack the house and join him, as he could not re-enter the city without arrest. And of course, she remembered all this far better than he did, who had always been too far gone to remember the worst of it.

At last, when both of them had spoken the words they needed to say and both were full to the brim with emotion and longing and regret, Sophia sent Daniel to work, needing time and space to recover herself. And so, Daniel descended slowly to the studio, with two small rolls in his pocket and a cup of lukewarm coffee in his hand.

All four of his students were working when he arrived, none of them looking up—perhaps afraid of what they might see.

He let them work for a time, while he sat and, at last, made notes about what he'd learned the night before. He read through the information folder he'd collected, which held little of import other than the dimensions of the planned mural and the contest process. And then, once he'd had his meager breakfast and made rough notes, he called the four of them over to talk.

"Now," he said, "I will tell you what I've learned about our new project. First, they seek a representational mural that tells the story of the last several years. The Ring of Fire is, of course, the defining moment—the pivotal crisis, as it were. They wish for something grand and dramatic—something worthy of the greatness that Magdeburg represents, now and in the future. And yet," Daniel said, "they do not wish it to be too . . . modern."

"None of that up-time abstract nonsense that you love so much, then?" Johann said, snickering, but no one responded to him, and he looked down at his hands.

"They also want a mural that will inspire the people—make them feel proud. Not just the people of Magdeburg, but all of the peoples of the United States of Europe. And so, they must be able to understand the work. Connect with it. Yes? Nothing too unusual, but also less . . . less dry and conventional—less posed than much of the work of this time. You see? More color, I think. More movement. More . . . joy."

Konrad said, "You want to paint joy?"

"Indeed, yes."

He snorted. "Perhaps with clowns and dancing soldiers?"

Melchior scowled at him. "It's entirely possible to express joy through your painting, Konrad. But it requires skill and delicacy—two qualities that you—"

"Yes," Daniel said, knowing that Melchior's next few words must not be spoken. "Thank you, Melchior. Skill and delicacy will certainly be required. Now, let us look at that list you put together yesterday."

Konrad handed the list to Daniel, while casting dark glances toward Melchior, alternating with admiring looks at Ursula. Daniel, who rarely paid attention to such things, was watching to make sure Konrad didn't seem inclined to start a row with Melchior, and realized, with a shock, that Konrad seemed quite attached to the young lady. Yet another problem to manage. He thought, just briefly, that having a woman in the studio might well be more trouble than it was worth.

Daniel scanned the list. The king. The princess. Prince Ulrich. Michael Stearns. Question marks stood next to Axel Oxenstierna and Wilhelm Wettin's names. Henry Dreeson, whose assassination had caused so much turmoil. Admiral Simpson. Hans Richter. Jesse Wood, who'd developed the first working airplanes. Doctor Nichols. The chemist, Tom Stone. A few others. Men, every one, except for the princess, who was still in many ways a child. Not that Daniel did not approve, but Mrs. Simpson herself was in charge of the project, and she was committed, he had learned the night before, to recognizing the work of women.

"There are no women here," Daniel said, looking first at Ursula.

Konrad snorted again.

"I listed several," Ursula said. "Konrad declined to add them."

Konrad began to speak, but Daniel waved a hand to stop him. The fool. Regardless of what he thinks, to ridicule the ideas of a woman to whom he is so drawn? The boy will die in a monastery, at this rate.

"List them again," Daniel said to Ursula, and she did.

"Rebecca Stearns, of course," she began. "Mrs. Simpson herself, though that could be somewhat . . . awkward. Gretchen Richter, obviously. Melissa Mailey. Judith Roth. The landgravine of Hesse-Kassel. Julie Mackay, perhaps. Sharon Nichols. They are the most obvious ones. There will be others. We . . . you should ask Frau Stearns. She will know."

"Yes, yes, good," Daniel said, as he finished adding names to the list.

They likewise went over the list of important events. It was currently rather heavily focused on battles, many of which, Daniel felt sure, would be eclipsed by future events and be considered irrelevant in a decade or two.

The list of objects was somewhat easier. The up-timers had brought many amazing innovations that must be included, such as airplanes, ironclad ships, more advanced weapons, and radios. Their proposal must include other advances in science as well, which were far more difficult to represent visually. Perhaps Doctor Nichols, whom he had met while painting the king, could advise him on what was most vital. The painting should also include oil production and steel manufacturing, whatever that might entail. Daniel had much work to do. Yes, indeed.

The lists complete, or as much as they could be for the time being, he assigned Johann and Melchior to continue with two paintings they were working on by commission. Both of them would complete the background and much of the figures of the two portraits he'd been hired to paint. Daniel himself would paint only the faces and some of the finer detail, as was the common practice.

He asked Ursula to visit the town's library, city hall, and the Magdeburg Times-Journal to try to find dates and engravings relating to the people and objects they would be painting. Though the preliminary sketches would not need much detail, according to the entry packet, he'd found from experience that the more detail he provided, the more successful he was likely to be in seeking commissions. People often claimed they could use their imaginations; in practice, they seemed to prefer not to.

He sent Konrad upstairs to collect several books he would need, recognizing it as an act of cowardice. He couldn't face Sophia again just yet—and he was fairly certain she didn't want to see him yet, either.

When Konrad returned, Daniel sent him to visit the galleries of other likely artists in town. "Just look and listen. See if you can see this packet lying on a desk," Daniel said, patting the packet he'd collected from the museum office. "Listen for discussions of the mural, look for sketches. And look lively! The more we know of others' plans, the better our chances!"

Konrad nodded and left, though not without making it clear from his expression that he felt the task was beneath his dignity. And so it would have been, Daniel thought, if Konrad had any real talent as an artist. But perhaps, in time . . . Perhaps.

****

Ursula had been simultaneously insulted and relieved when Daniel sent her out to do research. She was at least as skilled an artist as her brother. She could have been doing sketches for the mural—or, for that matter, doing a better and faster job with the painting Johann was trying to work on; it was obvious he was too hung over to work competently. If her master wasn't so hung over himself, he might realize it, too.

But then, Daniel couldn't very well send Johann to collect materials from the newspaper office. Johann hadn't the wit or the patience for such a task. And anyway, it was a relief to be away from the studio for a while. The place still smelled faintly of beer and vomit, and Konrad was such an ass.

Ursula spent nearly two hours at the newspaper office, during which she'd found fine engravings of Gretchen Richter, Rebecca and Mike Stearns, the Roths, and the landgravine of Hesse-Kassel. After thanking the clerk—an older man who seemed to disapprove of "girl artists," but had still assisted her diligently—she walked to the offices of Magdeburg's mayor, Otto Gericke.

As she'd hoped, there were framed engravings and photographs of several key people in the large entry hall. One pictured Jesse Wood next to an airplane, and there were two of Hans Richter. Another showed Dr. Nichols and Tom Stone next to a piece of medical equipment she couldn't identify. She pulled out her sketch pad and copied Wood and the airplane, knowing both would be useful. She selected the more handsome and heroic-looking engraving of Richter and copied that. And then she was well into copying the one of Stone and Nichols when she realized someone was watching her.

She looked up to see a powerful dark-haired woman gazing at her curiously.

"I'm sorry," the woman said. "I didn't mean to disturb you. Your drawing—it's very fine work. The hair, in particular, and the eyes. You should be very proud of your skill."

"Thank you," Ursula said, coloring slightly. "I—my brother and I are apprentices to the artist Daniel von Block. I believe I still have much to learn."

"A true artist never stops learning, never stops improving." The lady smiled. "Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Artemisia Gentileschi."

Ursula introduced herself and said, shyly, "Frau Gentileschi . . . I have seen your work. Herr von Block has books. Your Judith Slaying Holofernes is magnificent. Truly a masterpiece."

Artemisia beamed. "You're very kind." She nodded at the drawing. "You're working on the mural competition?"

"Yes," Ursula said, without thinking, and then paled.

"Oh, don't worry. We were certain von Block would be entering the competition, and I won't ask you anything more—I promise." She patted Ursula gently on the arm. "That drape, there," she said, pointing to the crook of Dr. Nichols' elbow in Ursula's sketch. "You need deeper shadows." She pulled her own, smaller pad from a portfolio and showed her, and the two drew together, discussing technique, for forty-five minutes before Ursula was done with her drawing.

"I'm afraid I must go," Ursula said. "But it's been a true pleasure." She frowned. "I believe I have learned more of art in the last hour than in the last month."

"Does Herr von Block give more attention to your brother and the others?"

"Yes, though to be honest, we could all use more attention."

She nodded. "When this competition is over, you and I must talk. I will be returning to Grantville, and you would be a wonderful apprentice in my own studio. It isn't very big, mind you. It's just my home, but you'd be a good fit, as the Americans might say."

Ursula began to speak, to say yes, yes, of course she would go, but she thought of her brother, and of Sophia and the child she carried, and she didn't know what to say.

Artemisia could see the uncertainty on her face and took Ursula's hand. "Don't worry about it right now. Focus on your art today. Tomorrow will see to itself."

Ursula squeezed her hand, thanked her, and then made her way slowly back to the studio, sunk deeply in thought.

****

Antoine did not like the apartment that they had found outside the old city. It had sufficient space, but the light from the one good window in his quarters was best in the morning. He was not a morning person, so it was a waste of light. But it was the best place they could find on such short notice. Mathieu and Louis didn't seem to mind it.

Antoine put his frustration aside and watched Louis put the final touches on his sketch. He held it up proudly, smiled, and said, "What do you think?"

It was a black-and-white charcoal of blended French Realist and Impressionist styles of the nineteenth century. His favorite artists were Édouard Manet, Edgar Degas, and Louis' personal favorite, Gustave Caillebotte. He loved their choices of color, their brush strokes, the simplicity of the figures within the portraits, the honest portrayal of day-to-day life. He particularly liked Manet's rather complex Music in the Tuileries, with its scores of pleasant city-goers having good times in the fresh outdoors. He disliked the long stove-pipe hats in the piece and made a point to remove all head gear from his people.

In the center of Louis's sketch ran a rather dark river, which flowed left to right, representing the movement of time. On the banks rested Mike Stearns, Gretchen Richter, Gustavus Adolphus, and others, posed as on a beach or at a picnic. Their eyes were gazing toward the river, where little framed pictures containing up-time machinery bounced down the stream: an airplane, a so-called air "blimp" that was making its mark as a faster mode of transportation across the Swiss Alps, a breech-loading rifle, and other technological innovations that the up-timers had brought with them. It was quite a busy piece, and yet, he felt it had a good flow.

Antoine nodded his approval. "Nice. But where's the Ring itself?"

Louis huffed as if he had explained this before. "The river is the Ring. The Ring of Fire, as I understand it from eye-witnesses in Grantville, was nothing more than a flash of light, gone in seconds. What's the point in portraying something so quick and so . . . subjective? Everyone who experienced it first-hand has his own impression of it, and I doubt we'd be able to recreate it such that everyone would look upon it and know what it is. But, the flow of time since the Ring is important, don't you think?"

Antoine nodded. "Indeed. It's not entirely to my tastes, of course, but that's fine. We're required to submit three samples, and this one will do nicely. I think it's ready. Sign it and roll it up."

Louis signed his sample "Le Nain" as they always did, and rolled it tightly.

Antoine returned to his own sample to put the final touches to it. He had decided to go with a more dramatic El Greco style for his sample, giving the figures a shadowed, elongated appearance. It wasn't his favorite style, but he hoped the judges would appreciate his piece for its religious overtones. If there was one thing he could appreciate about the arrival of the up-timers, it was their more tolerant behavior toward various religious beliefs. And many of them, he was glad to see, had little or no religious affiliation at all. How refreshing!

But, regardless of their personal relationships with God, up-timer arrival had been fraught with religious significance; that could not be denied. Many in the rural areas of France considered them witches or some kind of evil spirits. Antoine had seen up-timers up close and knew now that it wasn't true—not that every one of them was a saint, either. So, religion had to play a part in the mural. Exactly how much would be decided once they moved on to the next phase . . . assuming that they got that far.

[image: sheperds]Antoine finished sketching an angel in one corner of his drawing and held the paper up to view it in total. It had an Adoration of the Shepherds quality to it, as famous up-timers like Michael Stearns, Harry Lefferts, Admiral John Simpson, and Larry Mazzare, all looked down at a glow of light shaped into the small, plump notional figure of a baby messiah. Too religious, Antoine had to admit, and the final portrayal of religion in the mural would have to be recast a little more subtly. But this was good enough for now. Good enough as a sample of what they, the French Le Nain brothers, could do.

The only missing piece in the sketch was the enemies of the state—those individuals who railed against the USE and its Swedish king. Were they not also the product of the Ring of Fire, and did they not have a right to be part of any artistic expression of it? Antoine certainly thought so, but it was a tricky proposition. Such images certainly could not be part of the samples; he didn't want to scare off the judges even before the competition got started. But if the up-timers were intellectually honest, they'd have to accept the fact that their presence here in 1636 Germany was not seen by all as a godsend.

Antoine laid out his finished drawing, signed it with their family name, rolled it up, and tied it tightly with a piece of cord. He then turned his attention to his brother Mathieu, who was still struggling to get his sample under control.

To Antoine it had no focus, no rhyme or reason. Mathieu had rectified that somewhat by breaking up the chaos with panels such as they had seen in so-called "comic books" in Grantville. Thus his images were confined to specific places on the paper. That helped, but it still was too strange for Antoine's taste. He had agreed to let Mathieu do a piece that used more uncommon up-time techniques, however, for contrast to his and Louis's more conservative approaches. It also didn't hurt that the information the young Johann Bartel had given them suggested that Daniel von Block was going rather traditional with his sketches. It would also be useful to deliver a sketch that showed that the Le Nain brothers could think outside the box, as Mathieu and the up-timers might say.

Antoine shot a quick glance at their apartment door, sighed deeply. Where is that Johann?

Mathieu lifted up his sample so that it caught the morning light. "What do you think?"

Antoine studied it carefully. His brother had gone with two distinct up-time styles: the colorful but very whimsical Neo-Expressionism and the cartoonish, graffiti style of Keith Haring, an up-time artist and activist who had died at a young age. Antoine rather liked the colors and dimensions of the Neo-Expressionist portions of the sample; they had the kind of look and tone that was a useful contrast to Antoine's more serious piece and Louis's somber, shadowy drawing. He liked less the Haring portions, though he had to admit that Haring's interlocked cartoon images of overly simplified body shapes without faces and detail did have a certain appeal to them. Taken all together, those shapes created patterns across the paper that lulled the viewer into a calm reverie; one couldn't help but smile and feel good looking at them. The problem with them, of course, was that without detail, no one could tell Michael Stearns from Gustavus Adolphus, and Mathieu had decided to place name plates around their necks hanging from tiny chains. It looked kind of silly, but they had no more time to worry about it. The deadline was today.

"Good, good," Antoine said, but pointed to a spot in the bottom right corner. "But that vase needs some detail and color."

"No, no," Mathieu said, "look at it again."

Antoine did, and suddenly he saw it. It was indeed a white vase, but its proportions were exact on either side, thus creating the illusion of two faces looking at each other. It was creepy.

"It's what the up-timers call figure-ground organization," Mathieu said, his voice giddy with wonder. "It's an artistic technique where seemingly innocuous shapes, when put together, create the illusion of something else, like these faces. I thought it would be nice to have this in the sample—like an Easter egg, if you will. The judges might find it clever if they notice it."

Easter egg? What the hell did an Easter egg . . . Antoine let it go. Some up-time expression, no doubt. He shook his head and made a mental note never to visit Grantville again. They have destroyed my brother's sensibilities.

"Fine, fine," he said, sighing. "Wrap it up, and let's move on." He turned and motioned to their small dining table where loose paper lay sprawled across the top. "I want to review our written credentials once more and then—"

There was a knock at the door. Antoine jumped a little, and then scrambled to cover the table with a cloth, while Mathieu placed a drape over his drawing. When everything was in place, Louis went to the door and opened it.

It was Johann Bartel, with a pleasant, though sheepish, smile on his lips. "Good afternoon, Herr Le Nain. May I come in?"

Louis looked back at Antoine who nodded. "Of course, Herr Bartel, but you're late."

Johann lowered his head in regret and removed his cap. "I'm sorry, sirs. I was . . . delayed."

"I see. Very well, then, come on in." Antoine double-checked to ensure that their materials were covered and that Johann could not "accidentally" peek at anything. "Have a seat, young man. And tell us, what more have you learned?"

Johann took the chair. Antoine could see that the apprentice was darting his eyes around. Was that because he was naturally curious, or was he a spy? It was hard to tell; he did not know the young man well enough to say.

Johann cleared his throat. "I have some information about what Herr von Block will be doing for the submissions packet. He will be putting finishing touches on the samples today; in fact, I must return to the studio soon."

"Do you know what his samples will contain?" Louis asked.

Johann shook his head. "No, not specifically, but I will know by six. If that information is important to you, I can come back and tell you."

Antoine shook his head. "By six, it will be irrelevant. We'll be putting our submission packet in very soon as well."

Johann seemed surprised by that news, but nodded. "Again, I'm sorry to be so late. But I do know for certain now that Block will be drafting more traditional samples. I think he has decided not to make use of up-time techniques in any significant way. He's a coward in my mind, not taking the risk, worried that the judges will think poorly of it. If your samples are more up-time and modern, then you should do well."

Antoine shot a subtle wink at Mathieu who beamed behind Johann. "Thank you for that information, Johann. I believe our samples will appeal to Frau Simpson."

With an anxious look, Johann thrust a hand into his pocket and produced a scrap of paper. "Oh, I almost forgot. This is a list of the people and objects that Block is considering putting into his sketches."

Antoine grabbed it and looked it over. The names were standard, and many of them were on his list as well. There were more women on the list, however, than Antoine had put on his, and he made a mental note to keep that under consideration for the mural itself. Some of the objects and technology that Block was considering were different, but overall, quite a similar list. Antoine folded it up and placed it in his pocket. "Thank you, young man, this helps a lot. Anything else?"

Johann paused and twiddled his thumbs, seeking an answer. Then he perked up. "Yes, there is. We have a girl in the studio named Ursula. A stupid little thing. Not as good an artist as she thinks she is, and always turning her nose up at other people. But she seems to be very upset, very—what would you call it, disillusioned?—at remaining there. She has a brother, too. I don't know what he thinks about the situation, but I do know that Ursula looks like she does not wish to stay under Herr von Block's tutelage much longer."

Now, that was information worthy of the name. How disillusioned was this Ursula girl? Antoine wondered. Disillusioned enough to eventually leave and cause great stress for Block? Stress in an artist's life, Antoine knew, could be very distracting. Losing one of his assistants, albeit a "stupid little thing" as Johann called her, might be the beginning of the end for Daniel von Block. He was well known as a drinker and fighter, though that behavior seemed largely in the past. Perhaps, with the right circumstances, he might seek solace in drink again? Antoine tucked that nugget of information away for later use.

"Thank you again, Herr Bartel," Antoine said, standing. "Would you like a refreshment, a drink perhaps, before returning to your studio?"

Johann stood as well, mild confusion on his face. "No, Herr Le Nain. Thank you. I must be getting back."

Antoine escorted him to the door. He fished around in his pocket and found a silver coin. He handed it to Johann with a big smile. "Your service is much appreciated, Herr Bartel. Please return to your studio, and keep your eyes and your ears open, and when you have further information that may be useful to us, please let us know."

The boy stepped out the door, turned and said, "Herr Le Nain, if it so pleases you, I would like to come and work with you and your brothers on this project. Hasn't my information about Herr von Block been worthy of that consideration?"

"Oh, of course, of course," Antoine said, patting Johann on the back. "But not yet, my friend. The public announcement will be soon, and so there is nothing for you to do until we know for sure that we will be moving into phase two. Patience, my young apprentice. Go back to Herr von Block, work with him, and keep us informed of his progress. You'll get your reward, I promise."

Johann smiled and nodded happily. "Thank you, Herr Le Nain. Have a good day. And good luck!"

When Johann was gone, Antoine shut the door and returned to his brothers.

"Are you really going to hire that boy to work with us?" Mathieu asked, signing and rolling up his sketch.

Antoine shook his head. "Of course not. I don't know much about Daniel von Block personally, but I've seen his work. He's a good artist, and I dare say probably a good teacher. If there's any weakness in his studio, it's Johann himself, who is willing to sell his soul to bring hardship to his master. In the end, that is not someone we can trust. But we can utilize his information for as long as it is practical to do so, and with a little luck and fortune, we can see the king's favorite, Daniel von Block, fail. His failure in this venture does not guarantee our success . . ." Antoine winked. ". . . but it doesn't hurt."

The brothers had a good laugh. Then Antoine returned to the spread of papers on the table, and said, "Now, let's get things finished and over to the committee before it's too late."

****

Daniel worked furiously at an easel, with Ursula's drawings and some of the newspaper engravings she'd found attached to the walls nearby. The deadline was approaching at breakneck speed, and Daniel had only one sketch that he was comfortable with.

Ursula and Melchior had studied it and offered suggestions for a different version—the one he was working on now. Johann had suggested more military grandeur, but Daniel himself felt they ought to downplay that: the up-timers seemed far more proud of their social reforms and technologies. Konrad wanted a version where the airplanes and ships took the foreground, with people appearing only at the sides, but that seemed wrong as well—suggesting the machines mattered more than people. Ursula suggested portraying more children and regular people, and Konrad opened his mouth to make another snide comment, before Daniel cuffed him.

"What?" Konrad said, glaring, rubbing a sore ear.

"Hush," Daniel said.

"Nobody cares about peasants and squalling babies," Konrad said, angrily.

Ursula looked at him as though he were a rat in the grain. "Everyone cares about children, Konrad. If you weren't still a child yourself, you'd realize that."

When he saw Konrad's face, Daniel immediately sent him to the store with a list of supplies he'd made up earlier. He'd planned to go himself, to ensure the right materials were selected, but for the sake of peace, Konrad needed to be gone. He would speak with Ursula later. She wasn't wrong, exactly, but she'd been increasingly less patient with the foolishness of her fellow apprentices—and with his, he realized. It was bad for them all.

The sketch Daniel was working on now would be more pastoral: rolling fields, children playing, an airplane banking in the deep blue sky, and a ship at harbor in a sliver of water. Both Mike Stearns and the king would appear on bold warhorses, and the women—Mary Simpson, Rebecca Stearns, Gretchen, and the landgravine—would take the foreground. It would appeal to all of them, but satisfy none. It didn't quite satisfy him, either, but he was required to include three different sketches for the committee to choose from, and he had too little time to do anything as bold or thoughtful as he'd have liked. Damned newspaper. Why hadn't he been notified directly? Surely they knew he'd want to participate? His new friend the clerk hadn't known for sure, but he'd said he thought only a few distant artists had been notified. For everyone else, they just assumed they would read the paper and know.

He sighed and continued drawing, pausing only to massage the cramp in his hand.

The deadline was in just four hours, and he had a whole other sketch to make. He'd spent far too much time on the first one and on test drawings of airplanes and sewing machines. The hours melted away, and he'd been too much of a fool to listen when they told him he had to hurry.

The second sketch finished, he lay it out on the table to let the others examine it, attaching a fresh sheet of paper to his easel.

Again, he drew the Ring of Fire at the center of the image. The first one had been a tornado of the fiercest intensity. The second, a cool, stylized ring that looked like it was carved of iron, rather than dancing with swirling flames, which was how he'd always thought of it. He transitioned to roughly-sketched flame for this last one, making it larger and more like a crown. He focused most of his attention, and what little time he had left, on the people: shifting them to different locations, making some larger and some smaller, but ensuring their faces were heroically and powerfully rendered. He used only a few pieces of technology in this drawing, sketching them into corners and odd spaces, almost as an afterthought.

How did the committee see the importance of airplanes? Of radios? Or of ironclads and ships? They were hardly the sorts of objects typically associated with great historical paintings. But for all he knew, Frau Simpson—whose husband was an admiral—saw the ships as vessels of God's delivery of this region and its people from almost certain death—and the radios as carrying the voice of the angels to lead them to safety. It was impossible to know—and the clerk had begged off when Block had asked him in desperation to join him for a beer the night before.

Better for them both that he declined the offer, he decided. Perhaps it was a sign, even. And then, on impulse, he sketched angels in each of the two upper corners, gazing down benevolently from the clouds.

"There!" he said, and laid the image out, smiling proudly at the gathered apprentices who had been working with unusual silence as he raced through his sketches.

Ursula said, coolly: "You have everything you need, then? The credential form, the three sketches, the artist's statement?"

Daniel gasped. "Scheisse, scheisse, scheisse! The statement—I completely forgot! There's no time!"

"Hmph," Ursula said, and carried two sheets of paper over to him. "We could see you were . . . distracted, so my brother and Sophia and I wrote this. Read it, and see if it is adequate."

He took the pages from her and gaped at them for a moment and then read them with great intensity. He winced once, and shrugged twice, and started to speak, but then Daniel looked up and saw the very grim looks on Ursula and Melchior's faces and thought better of it.

"Yes," Daniel said. "Very good. No, excellent. And very much appreciated, both of you. I must thank Sophia later as well."

"Indeed," Ursula said.

Daniel nodded to them and then rolled up the sketches quickly and firmly. "Right. I am off to deliver these to the committee. Luck to us all!"

And off Daniel dashed, into the late afternoon.




Magdeburg, September 30, Outside the Opera House

The plaza in front of the opera house was nearly full when Daniel and his apprentices arrived, and the tension was plain on almost every face. He recognized many of the more than thirty artists present—identifiable because each was at the center of a small group of supporters, just as he was. But there were a half dozen he'd never set eyes on. Many, he imagined, had traveled from a significant distance. Winning this competition would confer highly lucrative fame—though being one of the five finalists would by itself be enough to build a reputation and a career on.

There were also several journalists present, as well as assorted government employees, some guards, and assorted other people at the edges of the crowd. There was a festive air amid the tension. A project such as this would help establish Magdeburg as a cultural center, as well as the seat of the USE government. These are good times, Daniel thought, smiling. Far better times than they would have been if this Ring of Fire had never burned.

Daniel's thoughts shifted abruptly as the door to the opera house opened and several people walked out. He recognized Frau Mary Simpson, her assistant Lady Beth Haygood, and his friend the clerk, but not the two other men who joined them.

Sophia took his arm gently and squeezed it, and only then did he realize how anxious he'd been, and how much he'd missed her touch. He stroked her hand, leaned toward her, and whispered, "My angel. Every moment is more precious with you by my side."

As Sophia blushed and beamed at him, Daniel could see Johann rolling his eyes. In his younger years, Daniel would have cuffed him for his insolence, but Sophia didn't approve of such "abuse," as she called it. She was too gentle, too forgiving. But it was part of why he loved her—and after all, he needed her forgiveness himself.

Frau Simpson began to speak, giving Daniel an excuse to simply ignore Johann for now.

"Welcome! Welcome to this most delightful occasion!" After enthusiastic applause, Frau Simpson proceeded to recount the history of the project, in brief, followed by expressions of gratitude to a long list of people who were in some way involved in the project. From there, she moved on to thanking the artists who'd submitted proposals and exclaiming over the "extraordinary diversity and quality" of the work. Frau Simpson spoke about the enormous difficulty the Magdeburg Arts League faced in narrowing down their choices to just five, but that it was their difficult duty and they had prevailed. She then spoke of the opera house and of the Ring of Fire itself.

"Why did we pick the opera house as the location for the mural? We have two reasons. First, the Ring of Fire was, I believe you will agree, a tremendously important event. And second, we believe it is vital that we display the mural in a location where the public will be allowed to enjoy it for generations to come. Everyone who walks through these doors will be reminded of the Ring, and the many people and events that have changed this world so dramatically over the last few years, and they will decide on their own what it means to them and their families. A mural is a dramatic and powerful way to convey that meaning, and this opera house, which will host a wide range of musical and theatrical events to appeal to the whole community, is the most ideal location to ensure the greatest exposure and impact."

Frau Simpson paused, and Konrad whispered, "Come on."

Daniel found himself nodding in agreement. Yes, by all means, make haste, my dear lady.

And at last, she said, "So, without further ado, it is my great honor to announce our five finalists." She opened a sheet of paper, studied the list briefly, and began: "Angelo Nardi."

A burst of cheering rose from a small group of men not far from Daniel. He did not recognize any of them, but he knew Nardi well enough. He had met Nardi once in Toledo when Block had offered Cardinal Sandoval a portrait. The cardinal had declined the offer, probably because he preferred Nardi's fondness for religious symbolism. A man of good talent, Nardi was an Italian who worked primarily in Spain, and was definitely worthy of the competition. But he was a traditionalist to the core, and Block wondered if, when phase two began, Nardi would be able to handle the pressures of trying to create something new or different for a panel of judges seemingly interested in artistic innovation.

Frau Simpson waited a moment for the polite applause to die down and referred again to her list. "Le Nain."

Daniel's lip curled in disgust as he joined the audience in applause. Frenchmen! They were brave to join in this competition, given the political situation. And the three Le Nain brothers preened like peacocks. He knew they were hard-working artists, but their reputations hardly justified their confidence. He was inclined to think they were out of their depth, but time would tell.

"Artemisia Gentileschi."

Daniel was hardly surprised to hear her name called. When he'd heard she had come to town, he assumed she had considerable support. No doubt Simpson and her assistant, as well as Rebecca Stearns, would be pleased if a woman won the commission—though he imagined they would be satisfied with her progress to the second round of the competition if that was as far as she ultimately went. Still, the few paintings of hers that he'd seen had been of the highest quality. She and her assistants, whom he'd been told were skilled painters as well, would offer real competition.

Daniel had begun to turn away from her when Gentileschi looked toward him with a wide smile on her face. She nodded. He thought at first that the gesture was aimed at him—and then he noticed the enthusiasm with which Ursula applauded and saw her nod in response.

How was this possible? Ursula could not know Gentileschi. Unless . . . unless they had met in the last two weeks. But, why would Ursula keep that a secret?

"Daniel von Block."

Daniel had been so deep in thought that he jumped when the small crowd around him erupted in cheers. He was surrounded—his hand being shaken and shoulder slapped, as he thanked everyone for their congratulations. He found himself giddy with joy and relief. He'd been confident he would continue to the next round—and yet, such things are never certain until they are done.

As he awaited the last name, Sophia leaned against him with pure happiness on her face. He hugged her back and felt intense gratitude that he could share the moment with her. It was a great moment, though so much work was yet to be done.

"And our last artist continuing to phase two of the contest is, Hans Ulrich Franck." The cheers and applause were blended with groans and even a couple of shouts from the artists not chosen. Not solely because Franck had been selected—though he was young and Block knew little about him—but because the others had not.

"Does anyone know Franck's work?" Daniel asked.

Konrad answered. "The only thing I've ever heard is that he likes painting battle scenes and military life."

"Well," Johann said, a gleam of arrogance on his face, "looks like the judges do want a military touch to the mural."

Daniel felt like rounding on Johann and telling him to hold his tongue, but he restrained himself, saying only, "There are now five groups in the next phase, and each will bring his or her own ideas, assumptions, and skills to the table. What the Ring of Fire did for war and for military technology is important, but it's not the only important thing. The judges surely understand that."

He hoped the judges understood that. Daniel turned from Johann and took a moment to scan the faces of those who did not make the final five.

Some of them were known for painting bowls of fruit or miniatures—they would surely have been deemed to be lacking in the necessary expertise. Two others were competent portrait painters who'd done only mediocre work when they'd taken on larger projects. But there were a few in the crowd he would have expected to fare better than Franck—and perhaps better than the Le Nains. Perhaps their drawings . . .

Frau Simpson spoke again. "I invite the five finalists to join me for a few minutes in the Royal Academy of Music, which has generously agreed to let us hold our meeting there, to receive their packets containing phase two instructions and personal notes on your sketches. I want to thank you all so much for your participation and your passion in responding to this wonderful opportunity. I wish we could have accepted more artists into the second phase, but we are very happy with the ones we have chosen. We hope you will all join us for the public unveiling of the phase two paintings on November 10th when we will welcome the feedback and votes of all USE citizens."

After sending all but Konrad back to the studio, Daniel joined the other seven artists in a large, well-lit classroom in the Academy, across the plaza from the opera house. As they waited for Frau Simpson and her assistant to join them, they looked each other over. Frau Gentileschi nodded rather formally at him, with what looked like a knowing smile.

What did it mean? Was she, somehow, in league with Ursula? Had she subverted the girl—turned her head with lavish praise and promises of her favor?

He found himself scowling deeply at Gentileschi, and anger seethed in him as she smirked and turned away. Interfering creature!

Surely Ursula would not betray Sophia, however the girl might feel about him? Was she really so desperate for attention that she would trot off after the first person to admire her skill? And what of her brother? Melchior, he was certain, would never approve of so tremendous a betrayal. Would he? Did he know?

Frau Simpson entered, followed by Frau Haygood and two young men carrying large bundles. The committee had selected one sketch from each of them and provided "a few notes—suggestions," Haygood said as she passed out the packets. "Ideas for you to consider. But you must do as you think best moving forward, and then let the judges and the people decide."

She explained the rest of the packet: detailed specifications for the paintings, deadlines, names of people to contact, and times when the opera house would be open for their inspection.

"Frau Haygood," one of the Le Nain's said, stepping forward. "May we see the wall on which the mural will be painted?"

Haygood looked at Frau Simpson, who nodded. "Certainly. I will show it to you as soon as Lady Beth finishes going over the packet."

Frau Haygood continued. Also contained in the packet was a sheet of "ethical guidelines," which prohibited discussion about the contest between the artists and the board members, inappropriate communication between artists and apprentices from competing teams, the exchange of gifts between anyone connected to the artists and the board members, and so forth, along with consequences if such rules were violated. This was most unusual, but the up-timers were quite particular about these sorts of things. So be it; Daniel would make a point of working within the rules of the contest; whether everyone else chose to follow the guidelines just as closely was out of his control.

But then he wondered if the guidelines had already been violated—if he had a spy in his midst. His thoughts drifted again to Ursula.

After Frau Haygood finished with the packet, Frau Simpson led them back across the plaza, up the stairs of the opera house, and through the main doors, stopping in front of the broad wall that held the doors leading into the public seating area.

Daniel and the other artists examined the wall space around the doors. Behind them, a large round stained-glass window brought light into the foyer, pooling multi-hued sunlight on the space where he—and more than likely the others—planned to paint the Ring of Fire. Yes, he thought. It will be magnificent. A perfect space for such a work.

Frau Simpson gestured to the wall. "You have roughly thirty feet between the doors and about twenty feet from the floor to the ceiling. For the sake of the phase two painting, don't worry about the doors. Just focus on the space between them."

Daniel found the location of the doors to be particularly annoying, but they would have the space on either side of them for the actual mural, which would be useful. He began to make mental notes on how he and his team might use the lighting to the greatest effect.

A few additional questions were asked, and then the matter concluded with a polite round of applause by those gathered as Frau Haygood and Frau Simpson congratulated them all once again. Then everyone returned to the plaza and sped off in different directions, with hardly a word of greeting or farewell having been exchanged by the artists.

Daniel handed his bundle of papers to Konrad and strode silently back toward his studio. He had much to consider—and much work to do in just four short weeks.




To Be Continued . . .
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Tuesday, November 22, 1633

Two days later, Fuchs Company found itself on cartridge rolling detail. Some of the men hated cartridge detail because it was tedious. Wrap a sixth-sheet of rag paper around a wooden dowel, glue the edge, fill it with sixty grains of gunpowder, fold the end over, and glue it down. Repeat one hundred sixteen times per pound of gunpowder. And it took twenty-six pounds of gunpowder to fill each man's cartridge box with thirty rounds. He also remembered that Drill Sergeant Willcocks had described one cartridge box of ammunition as "more than enough to get into trouble but not nearly enough to get back out".

Others liked cartridge detail because while it was mind-numbing, they got to sit down at the tables in the barracks and talk as they worked. Inevitably the discussions turned to what had happened with the chosen men two nights before.

"I told you," Rupert Spitzer explained again, "one officer was thinking about it one way, and another officer was thinking about it another way, and we marched around in a circle until they got it worked out."

That was accurate, as far as it went, Strauss thought. But misleading. Not that it is our place to say any more.

"Uh-huh," one of Spitzer's men in Fourth Squad said. "Like Erster Lieutenant Kohl and Leutnant Keller when we were firing while advancing the other day."

A soldier from Fifth Squad named Klinefelter spoke up. "So it was another one of those Karl Fuchs?"

"What?" Sergeant Loeb asked.

"You know. What the drill sergeants call it when everyone messes up at once. A Karl Fuchs."

"Oh! You mean a Charlie Foxtrot."

"It's the same thing, isn't it?"

"A Charlie Foxtrot is a cluster . . ."

"Achtung!"

The company jumped to its feet as Major von Hessler, Hauptmann Graupner, and Erster Leutnant Kohl strode into the barracks.

"What are you doing?" Major von Hessler asked.

"Rolling cartridges, Herr Major," Spitzer answered.

"How many?"

"The drill sergeants said they have one hundred four pounds of gunpowder for us. Five pounds at a time. Strauss said that's enough for a full cartridge box for four companies."

Von Hessler nodded. "Actually it's a half cartridge box for eight companies. So you should get back to work."

They did. At Sixth Squad's table, Metzler cut the paper and kept a stack before each of four soldiers, who rolled and glued it. Tauler and Gunter were permanently assigned to rolling duty because the rest of the Seven Dwarves refused to allow Clumsy and Torch to touch the gunpowder. Boller gathered the empty cartridges and gave them to Sauer and Mohr, who filled them with gunpowder. Schliemann and Tüntzel glued them shut. That let the squad's two CoC adherents check each cartridge. But it was Strauss and Danker who periodically took a break from rolling to count the finished cartridges into a box.

"You are taking far too much time," Erster Leutnant Kohl announced. "Just make your own cartridges from start to finish. It will be faster."

"Sir, it looks like it, but it is not. We did it that way the first time we had cartridge rolling duty, and it took all day."

"Strauss, I do not want any backtalk! Do it like I tell you!"

"Ja, Herr Erster Leutnant." Strauss got up and redistributed the materials, putting a pot of glue and a gunpowder measure between each pair of men. One of the pair rolled a cartridge and started filling it. Only after he put the rolling rod down could the next man start.

"Strauss, you finish the half-done ones, but they will not count for you. I want to see another hundred from every man here by the end of the day!"

"A hundred?" Sauer blurted.

"Are you questioning my orders?"

"Nein¸ Erster Leutnant."

Kohl moved off and began disrupting another table.

Strauss wondered if the first lieutenant even realized how much less efficient his system was. Should we follow orders and take longer? Or disobey orders and get done what we were told to do?

"Klinefelter was right," Metzler stated. "It is a Karl Fuchs. The erster leutnant is a walking clus . . ."

"Shh!" Strauss ordered. He kept his voice low. "Listen to me. We will be done before we reach another hundred per man. Just do what you can for now."

****

Meanwhile von Hessler and Graupner passed by Fifth Squad.

"As I said, the up-timers are letting Jews and women join the army," Graupner complained.

"Clearly it worked out well for them at Jena and Alte Veste," von Hessler pointed out. I can't see Christina von Burkersroda joining the army—and I wouldn't want her to.

"But it's unnatural."

Well, so is the whole Ring of Fire, von Hessler thought. But what he said was, "That is the USE Army policy. Anyone eighteen years old or older can join as long as he or she can pass the physical training tests."

"But we should be allowed to set our own standards for our own units."

"Hauptmann Graupner, I believe they are very committed to having a single standard for the whole USE Army. Oddly enough, General Torstensson did not ask for my opinion."

"They made the Jew a chosen man."

"I do not know what to tell you, Hauptmann Graupner," von Hessler said. "It would not have occurred to me but I really do not think it matters much."

"But if the Jews arm themselves . . ."

"They might take Jerusalem back from the Turks?" von Hessler ventured. "More power to them."

Von Hessler and Graupner continued on their way, trailed by Kohl.

****

Finally, Strauss thought.

"Switch back?" Mohr asked.

"Just a minute." Strauss got up and conferred with Spitzer.

"What were you doing?" Spitzer asked.

"We were just using our usual system," Andreas said.

"What did Erster Leutnant Kohl tell you to do?"

"Each man do the whole process himself."

"That is impractical," Spitzer stated. "We figured that out the first day. There are not enough of each tool for every man to have one of his own."

"So what have you been doing?" Strauss asked in confusion.

"Our usual system," Spitzer answered. "Which is different than yours. I have three teams in my squad."

"But Erster Leutnant Kohl did not tell you to change back to every man for himself?"

"No."

"Do you mind if my squad changes back?"

"Do not get caught."

Strauss returned to his squad's table. "Switch back. Metzler, keep watch. Make sure no officers sneak up on us."

The things you learn in the Army, Strauss reflected. How to break the rules in order to get the job done.

A few minutes later, Spitzer pulled Strauss and Bauer aside.

"Hauptmann Graupner said the up-timers made the Jew a chosen man. I am Lutheran, so he was not talking about me."

"I am Lutheran," Strauss stated.

Bauer looked at them warily. "My name is not Elias Bauer. It is Eleazar Meier."

Strauss felt his eyes widen.

"I had business in Grantville and attended the synagogue while I was there." He paused. "I was introduced to an up-timer, a Jewish woman named Eve Zibarth." He paused. "This is not proper, you understand? But their custom is different. In the up-time, she had journeyed to Jerusalem and had many pictures of this. There were soldiers in the pictures—the army of Israel. Do you know what that means? They did it. Israel was a country again in their time." His eyes flashed. "First the Ostenders. Then the Turks."

Strauss exchanged glances with Spitzer and shrugged. "Why did you call yourself Elias Bauer?"

"Jews were not allowed to carry rifles until the up-timers came."

"I do not think anyone but the USE gets to say who can serve in our platoon," Spitzer stated. "If anyone gives you trouble about it, tell me, Strauss, or Bohm."




Wednesday, November 23, 1633

On the following day, Fuchs Company was working on wagons again.

"This is getting old," Sauer commented.

"Beats digging new latrines like we did last week," Metzler shot back.

"I wonder who is leaving this time?" Tauler asked as he helped hold a wheel in place for a wheelwright.

"We are," a voice said.

Everyone looked up. A handful of soldiers joined them.

"Who are you?" Metzler asked.

"The White Horse Regiment, now."

"White Horse?"

[image: white horse]"Ja. Many of us are from Saxony. We figure we have as much right to use the white horse as the duke does. We have nothing against his subjects, though. We just want to be citizens instead."

"Sounds good to me," Schliemann said.

"Are you men done with the wagons? We need to load them."

After the men from the White Horse Regiment left, Metzler demanded, "Are we going to keep being the Sixth Regiment?"

"I don't know," Strauss said. "I'll ask."

****

That night when Drill Sergeant Sloan asked if any of the chosen men had questions, several hands went up. Sloan called on one of the chosen men from Charakter Company.

"Drill Sergeant, are we going to choose a name for our regiment, too?"

"That's up to you," Drill Sergeant Sloan answered. "If you do, I'd make sure the officers are okay with it. If there are no other questions, I'm going to leave you to it." Without further ado, he left the room.

"How are we going to do this?" one of the chosen men wondered.

"Robert's Rules of Order?"

"Who is going to be the chairman?"

Bohm stood up. "The wachtmeister."

While the chosen man of every other company's First Squad was a feldwebel, the one from Alfa Company was the wachtmeister. He was most senior enlisted man in the regiment, responsible for posting the sentries and generally reporting on the condition of the men.

"Good idea!"

Johann Steiner made his way to the front. "Do we want a name?" he asked.

"Ja!" came the roar of assent.

"All opposed?" Steiner let the silence drag out for a few seconds. "We will choose a name. Suggestions?"

Various chosen men called out at least a dozen suggestions. Steiner looked at Bohm. "Leopold, you got me up here. You can write down the list." The suggestions kept coming.

Finally Steiner held up a hand for silence. "So far we know of the Hans Richter, Gray Adder, White Horse, and Freiheit Regiments. Let's pick a name that's either geographic or patriotic. Most of us are from one or another of the little Saxonies, right?"

"Saxe-Weimar!"

"Saxe-Altenburg!"

"Eichfeld!"

"What's the heraldry?" Steiner asked.

That quieted most of the chosen men. They were mostly farmers and laborers.

"There's a lion!" someone ventured.

"It's red and white striped."

"Let's just pick one color," Bohm recommended, "and not be a laughingstock."

"If there's already a White Horse, let's take red," someone shouted from the back.

"Gustav's the Lion of the North!"

Steiner surveyed the room. "The Red Lion Regiment. What do you say? Do you like it or should we keep going?"

The chosen men shouted about fifty variations on "We like it!"

"Show of hands," Steiner directed. "All in favor?" A lot of hands went up. "Opposed?" There were a few. "Didn't vote?" There were a few more. "A clear majority is in favor. Those of you opposed or not voting, can you live with it?"

They could.

"I will talk to the oberst."

****

"I like it," Oberst Derfflinger said. "It's fierce. I will talk to the officers."




Thursday, November 24, 1633

A leutnant knocked on Major Hans Friedrich von Hessler's door before formation the next morning. Hans Friedrich was just pulling on his boots.

"Enter!"

Leutnant Moritz Felder from Fuchs Company entered. He seemed to be a solid platoon leader but it was a little hard to tell because the oberst kept borrowing him as a staff officer.

"Message from Oberst Derfflinger, Herr Major," Leutnant Felder announced. "All officers are to report to him at the parade field after the companies report to their fatigue details this morning. Please inform your battalion's officers."

"Please let the oberst know I'll inform the company officers before breakfast," von Hessler responded.

Leutnant Felder went on his way.

"Reinhold!"

Reinhold appeared a couple moments later. "Herr Major?"

[image: camp]"Oberst Derfflinger has ordered an officers' call this morning. I am sure it has to do with marching to Magdeburg in three days. Will the camp followers be ready for that?"

"They will be ready to leave on time, Herr Major, but it will not be an easy march for them. I will finalize arrangements today."

"Good. Gerstenberg and Hans of Schlöben should have reached Hans Heinrich yesterday. I am sure he is pushing his men to be ready, too."

****

"Nein! You cannot just add camp followers whenever you want to!" Old Reinhold put his hands on his hips and glared at the cook.

"We have needed another laundress since Barbara Danker quit! Who put you in charge, anyway?"

"Oberst Derfflinger put me in charge on Major von Hessler's recommendation," Reinhold stated. "I agree you need another laundress. She just has to register so that we know exactly how many camp followers the regiment has."

"That is unfair!"

"We have to know how many people we have with us on the march in order to have food for them. This is not some slapdash mercenary band." Reinhold sniffed. "What if we marched off and left somebody because she wasn't on the roster? Complete roster, including children. No switching out."

"Pffftt. You are just the . . ."

Reinhold looked down his nose at her. "Captain domo. Commanding the support company. Now, where is this new laundress?"

****

Lunch ended with a bugle call to fall in outside the barracks.

"Look at those!"

Down at the far end of the regiment's rows of cabins, a dozen small cannons were lined up in the road.

"Achtung!" Oberst Derfflinger's voice echoed off the buildings. Leutnant Rudolf Keller couldn't see where he was but with the microphone carrying his voice, he didn't need to. "Sixth Regiment! We are now the Red Lion Regiment!"

A roar went up from the regiment.

"In celebration we are having a tactical exercise." He paused. "With gunpowder."

Another cheer went up. Gunpowder drill was so much more satisfying than shouting Bang!

"Today's exercise will take place on the parade field, and the Ninth Regiment will play the part of the enemy.

"The Red Lion Regiment will attack straight forward. We will fire a regimental volley, volleys by ranks, and volleys by battalion. The regiment may maneuver by battalion to outflank the enemy and drive him back.

"The artillery company will remain attached to First Battalion. Each company will remain in three ranks of three squads. All Tenth Squads will report to me at the end of this briefing. I am borrowing from an up-time story and today all the Tenth Squads will be Bean Company.

"You each have fifteen rounds of ammunition, gunpowder only. If there is a charge, whether you are launching the charge or receiving it, you will not fix bayonets. You will have your rifle at port arms and hold it in tight against your chest. You will not strike anyone in Ninth Regiment, and they are being ordered not to strike you. They are just playing the part of the enemy today, and we are playing the part of the enemy for them. Remember we are all in the USE Army, and we will fight beside each other against the Ostenders.

[image: drum]"Listen for your officers and for the bugles, fifes, and drums."

Keller smiled to himself. The troops tended to think they worked hard all day while the officers relaxed. They didn't realize the officers spent even more time in classes than the chosen men did. One of the up-timers' superstitions was that an operations order given in five paragraphs made a plan go better. Keller had to admit it at least got all the important information out to the troops which probably did help keep their character Murphy at bay.

Derfflinger must have handed the microphone off. Drill Sergeant Thomas's voice bounced off the barracks, repeating and expanding on the oberst's safety warnings. The individual hauptleute and leutnants repeated them again as cartridges were distributed.

"Men, this isn't going to be a very long battle," Hauptmann Arentz told them. "Keep the ranks dressed. Stay shoulder to shoulder. Second rank, step up and don't shoot first rank. Third rank, step up and made sure second rank's cartridge boxes are closed."

He paused as Alfa Company announced their readiness by the simple expedient of shouting their company designation.

"Chosen men, check your men's cartridge boxes," Arentz concluded.

A couple minutes later, all three platoon leaders signaled their readiness.

"Fuchs!"

Keller didn't mind at all that they'd beaten the shout of "Echo!" by a few seconds.

****

The Red Lion Regiment marched onto the parade field in a column of companies. Alfa Company wheeled right and led 1st Battalion across the width of the field. The companies wheeled left forming their battalion line. The artillery company moved up next to, but forward of, Delta Company, unlimbering the cannons and taking the horses out of the way. Echo Company slotted into place on the other side of the artillery, and each successive company in Second Battalion marched further down to the left before wheeling. Each leutnant in Fuchs Company stood to the right of his front squad's chosen man. Hauptmann Arentz was right behind Leutnant Felder, and he had the company musicians behind him. Erster Leutnant Kohl was over with Gold Platoon, standing behind Fähnrich von Trotha. That may have been a vote of confidence in Keller, the only platoon leader without a higher ranking officer literally looking over his shoulder.

Strauss could see that Ninth Regiment was doing much the same thing on the other side of the parade field. They appeared to have reversed their Second Battalion by sending their Echo Company all the way to the left and sliding Hoch Company into place beside their artillery.

Oberst Derfflinger moved first. The bugle major (who wasn't an officer at all) sounded the regimental advance. Company buglers repeated it, and then the bugle major sounded a phrase that basically meant "Do it now!"

The Red Lion Regiment marched forward. The bugles signaled halt as the infantry was just short of the cannons.

The Ninth Regiment was also advancing. The two regiments faced each other for less than a minute before there was another bugle call, and the Red Lion Regiment's artillery company opened fire. No surprise there, Strauss thought.

The bugles sounded "prepare to fire."

"Load . . . muskets!" Hauptmann Arentz shrieked. "Do not ram!"

Across the field, Ninth Regiment was loading, too. With gunpowder only, there was no reason to run the ramrod down the barrel. The trick might work today but couldn't be used in real battle. But the men were loaded quickly.

The bugle blared the regimental call and "forward." Evidently Derfflinger had decided to attack and just absorb the first volley. The lack of patience struck Strauss as typical of the oberst.

And then after a mere ten steps, the bugle signaled a halt. It took a couple beats to actually halt the regiment, and the Ninth was leveling their rifles. They held them there for a moment and then shouldered arms.

The next bugle call was instantly followed by Arentz shrieking, "Company! Present!" Another series of notes, and "Fire!" A full regimental volley crashed out. "Reload and ram!" Arentz ordered just before the Ninth fired.

The next signal was "regiment, fire by companies." Alfa Company fired. Bad Company leveled their rifles only after Alfa recovered to port arms.

"Present! Fire!" Arentz ordered when the sequence reached Fuchs Company. Meanwhile the Ninth had opted for another regimental volley.

The next bugle call was for First Battalion only. It sounded similar to the regimental call, of course, and Strauss noted with displeasure that several of his men leveled their rifles even though Fuchs Company's bugler had not repeated it.

"Red Platoon! As you were!" he shouted.

Hauptmann Arentz's shriek cut across his last word. "Fuchs Company! Freeze! That is not your order!"

Strauss could hear Hauptmann Graupner yelling off to the right. He assumed Echo Company had similar problems.

Then First Battalion fired a volley. It was immediately followed by another bugle call, and that one was different enough that everyone recognized the order was for the artillery. Or Second Battalion recognized it wasn't for them at any rate. The four-pounders fired, and then the bugle sounded for Second Battalion, and its companies' bugles picked it up.

"Fuchs Company! Ready! Present!" came Arentz's voice.

Everyone knew the signal for fire and delivered a solid battalion volley. Strauss confirmed that his men were reloading. Only then did it occur to him to check what the Ninth Regiment was up to.

One of the Ninth Regiment's battalions fired. Fine. They're running the same sequence so far, just with an extra regimental volley so they're one behind us.

Then Oberst Derfflinger threw them a challenge. Strauss didn't actually hear Derfflinger, but presumably the regimental bugle major wasn't making this stuff up on his own.

The signal was "First Battalion, fire by companies," and it was immediately followed by "Second Battalion, fire by companies." Strauss realized the intent was for Alfa and Echo Companies to fire together, then Bad and Fuchs, then Charakter and Gustav, and finally Delta and Hoch. But he noted that Hauptmann Arentz didn't even try to explain it.

"Same thing, men! Right after Echo fires!"

The bugles sounded, and Echo Company fired. Strauss presumed Alfa had as well, but he was mostly making sure his men were ready. Fuchs' bugle blew, and the company delivered a volley. A couple men called, "Misfire!" Strauss hoped they could straighten things out on their own. Meanwhile the Ninth Regiment answered with battalion volleys. Gustav and Hoch Companies completed the sequence.

As the men were finishing reloading, the bugle signaled Second Battalion to advance. Echo and Fuchs Companies stepped off to the beat of their drums, in good order. Gustav and Hoch Companies took a couple beats to follow. Out ahead of the battalion, Major von Hessler gestured to the ground with his sword, and then spurred his horse toward the lagging companies.

The bugle and Hauptmann Arentz both ordered a halt right where von Hessler had pointed at the ground, and the drummer helpfully ceased at just the right time. Strauss didn't have to look to see that Echo Company had done the same. He could feel their last man against his shoulder. And then Echo and Fuchs just stood there, waiting for orders.

Strauss suddenly realized that majors did not have their own buglers. Von Hessler was unable to pass orders! A bugle sounded to his left as Gustav Company joined their line. It had the battalion prefix and was an order to fire by companies. So they did. Von Hessler must have taken Gustav Company's bugler. Good thing, too, because if we stopped way out here in a real battle, the enemy would have pounded our two companies.

The next order was "Second Battalion, fire by rank." Next to Strauss, Leutnant Felder slashed his sword downward as a visual signal to fire. Most of the men cannot see it, Strauss realized. Good thing the buglers are on top of it. The first rank fired. He turned and gestured with the sword again as the second rank fired, and again for the third rank. The Ninth returned fire a company at a time. The two regiments' artillery was firing, and presumably First Battalion was as well.

Major von Hessler's next order was a left oblique—a march diagonally left while still facing ahead. Andreas Strauss smiled in anticipation. I see what the major's up to. Second Battalion fired by rank again, with the Ninth delivering a full battalion volley simultaneously with the second rank's fire.

The bugles rang again with exactly what Strauss was expecting—a battalion right wheel. The four companies swung like a gate with the rightmost man in Echo Company marking time as he slowly pivoted in place. Von Hessler wheeled them less than halfway to a right wheel. The maneuver gave Second Battalion something approaching enfilade fire on the Ninth Regiment, and the fact that they had obliqued off to the left first meant that they weren't getting as dangerously close to the Ninth as they might have. A battalion volley was the next logical step, and that's what they did. The Ninth replied but lost a little time. Strauss had the impression they were trying to aim each of their companies at specific parts of Second Battalion. The Ninth was definitely spinning their four-pounders in their direction.

The Red Lion's own artillery had gone silent. A cheer went up somewhere over on the right, but Strauss had more immediate concerns. He'd just heard the signal for first rank feu de joie. Major von Hessler is definitely getting too cute with this. The feu de joie was originally fired in celebration. The man on the end of the formation fired and then the second and the third and so on. It was harder than it looked. They'd worked out two ways to do it—to the beat of the drum and "at the flash," meaning that a whole rank leveled their rifles together and a man fired just as soon as the man next to him did.

We need more signals, Strauss noted. In training they'd done by the drum and at the flash, from the right and from the left. But there was only a single bugle call. The execute command sounded, and shots rippled down the line. Here and there a rifle didn't go off, and Strauss realized that the misfire rate was building up. We haven't fired that much. They're probably just too excited to think through how to correct it.

As soon as the first rank's fire was complete, the signal was given for second rank, and then for third rank. The Ninth had decided to forego elegance in favor of another battalion volley—which Strauss was sure would have been fairly devastating had this been actual combat. The Ninth fired by rank as the feu de joie ended. Their first rank's fire seemed especially overwhelming. Strauss peered through the smoke at them. He was astonished to realize there were more of them. Regiments were all supposed to be the same size, but the Ninth's companies appeared to have forty-man fronts instead of the usual thirty. Their second rank fired to lesser effect, and Strauss spotted the gaps in the second and third ranks. They had four squads up front, then three and three. Acies triplex. It was something Drill Sergeant Willcocks had mentioned in training. A Roman formation . . . eh, I'll ask about it later.

The next few minutes got confusing, not least because of powder smoke blowing across the battlefield. Echo Company was ordered to perform a back right wheel. Strauss remembered the officers and the drill sergeants debating this one before finally deciding that if the maneuver didn't officially exist, it ought to. It enabled a unit to refuse the flank, to fold back at up to a right angle (or even more) to the rest of the line just like General Horn had done at Breitenfeld. But it was difficult. Echo Company didn't exactly botch the maneuver, but it certainly didn't go as smoothly as they might have wished. Belatedly it occurred to Strauss that meant somebody was trying to outflank Echo Company.

More fire broke out somewhere off to the right. Strauss ignored it; the Ninth was starting to advance a couple companies. The signal came for company fire by rank. Fuchs Company's first rank delivered their volley at the two companies who were marching forward. Gustav Company fired at them, too; their slight turn to aim meant they were firing across Fuchs Company's front and made their rifles even louder. Fuchs' second and third ranks fired in turn. The two companies of the Ninth halted and delivered a company volley back at them.

"Keep firing!" Hauptmann Arentz shrieked over the noise. "First rank! Ready . . . present . . . fire!"

Fuchs Company went through another cycle of firing by rank.

Strauss heard Spitzer shout to the man next to him, "Leutnant! Four rounds left!"

"Danke! I know!" Hauptmann Arentz shouted from right behind Leutnant Felder.

"Company will fire a volley! And then reload as fast as you can!" Arentz pointed at the bugler, and he sounded the notes for "company volley."

The two companies of the Ninth which had marched forward fired on them.

"Company! Ready . . . present . . . fire!" Arentz shrieked. "Reload! Do not ram! Do not ram!"

"They're advancing, Hauptmann!"

"Port arms as soon as you're reloaded!" Arentz ordered.

The two companies of the Ninth were approaching at port arms, just as instructed for charging in this scenario. They were forty yards away.

"Company will fire, port arms, and charge!" Thirty-five yards. "Bugler, sound the charge after the volley! Company, present . . . fire!"

Fuchs Company delivered the volley at twenty-five yards. Almost everyone recovered to port arms as the bugler sounded the charge. They'd caught the Ninth by surprise and those two companies slowed in confusion.

At ten yards, Strauss realized that this was going to get dicey. "Muskets in right! Muskets in tight!" he shouted.

The companies collided with a fair amount of barrel-on-barrel contact. Some pushing and shoving broke out.

"Company! Freeze!" Arentz ordered. At least one of the Ninth's hauptleute gave the same order. Within seconds, both units' bugles were playing "regiment halt!"

The opposing companies disentangled themselves. Strauss took the opportunity to look around. Gustav and Hoch Companies had driven two other companies of the Ninth back and were coming to their assistance. Echo Company was . . . charging? At any rate, the two companies of the Ninth were withdrawing.

"Fire by ranks while advancing! Open order . . . arms!"

"First rank fires, and then it is our turn!" Strauss reminded his squad.

Fuchs Company fired while advancing, then the Ninth rallied, and Fuchs Company cycled through firing while withdrawing.

The Red Lion artillery company fired, and beyond it First Battalion was advancing. Somebody on the far right still had ammo and was pouring out rolling fire. The opposing battalion of the Ninth was withdrawing in some disorder. A big cheer went up from the Red Lion companies on the right. A couple minutes later, Drill Sergeant Thomas's amplified voice ended the exercise.

****

The drill sergeants debriefed the obersten and majors first, and then brought in the hauptleute. Meanwhile, erster leutnants maneuvered their companies back into straight regimental lines. Erster Leutnant Kohl ordered, "To the right pivot! Wheel!"

The theory was that the company would spin around to the right using the man in the middle as the anchor. Strauss groaned as the line flexed and bowed as he marched slowly backwards. The men are too excited to do this right. But finally they made it around.

Then they reached the regimental line and had to make another right pivot wheel. As they were spinning around, Strauss noticed that Gustav Company had opted for the much simpler about face, let third rank be in front for a change, march back, and about face again. He shrugged. It didn't really matter that much, but he would put it on his After Action Report that he was confident the drill sergeants would make them write tomorrow. Somebody needs to check for misfires and ammo, he realized, and decided safety was more important than protocol.

"Leutnant! Is anyone still loaded?"

Felder didn't miss a beat. "Is anyone loaded?"

A chorus of "Nein!" was punctuated with a single "Ja!"

"Fall out and clear your piece!"

Naturally it was one of the interior men in Fifth Squad. He slipped out of the formation to the rear and had the good sense to aim away from everyone. Nothing happened on the first trigger pull. He fiddled with the flint, and the rifle fired on the second try.

Over in Red Platoon, Leutnant Felder was doing the same. He seemed to have three men still loaded. Two managed to fire within a reasonable length of time, but evidently there was something seriously wrong with the third man's rifle. While the misfires were taken care of, Tenth Squad reappeared, looking insufferably pleased with themselves. They marched into place behind Sixth Squad.

"What happened, Schneider?" Strauss asked.

"Oberst Derfflinger sent Julie Company around the Ninth's flank. They had to retreat."

"Nice work!"

[image: presenting arms]Hauptmann Arentz returned a few minutes later. A bugle sounded "Regiment, Achtung!" Everyone snapped into place. The next order was "Regiment, present arms!" The Red Lion Regiment saluted the Ninth with the present arms and a cheer. The Ninth returned the honors and wheeled into line to march off.

Oberst Derfflinger strode out in front of the regiment. He had the microphone in one hand, and Drill Sergeants Thomas and Sloan flanked him. Officers moved out in front of their units.

"An excellent battle," Derfflinger pronounced. "You all did well. Not perfect but not bad for the first time. We did some things very well, and we have some other things that require a lot of work. But we will be doing most of that near Magdeburg."

An excited ripple ran through the ranks, even though they were supposed to be at attention.

"We march out on Sunday. We will be marching through the New United States, Saxony, and Magdeburg Province. You will treat everyone we encounter with respect and you will not loot. In order to maintain discipline, I hereby promote all chosen men to the rank of corporal. Und I hereby promote all the other recruits to the rank of private. Officers, distribute the insignia to the corporals."

****




Author's Note:

While none of the up-timers at Camp Saale are aware of this, in the US Army the practice of identifying companies by letter originated with Major Edmund Kirby, aide-de-camp to Major General Jacob Brown, in 1816. The practice had been to identify a company by its captain's name, which caused record-keeping problems every time a company received a new commanding officer.

Ranks

Officers:

Oberst, plural Obersten: Colonel, commanding a regiment of 1000 men

Major: commanding a battalion of 400 men

Hauptmann, plural Hauptleute: Captain, commanding a company of 100 men

Erster Leutnant: First Lieutenant, second in command of a company

Leutnant, plural Leutnants: Second Lieutenant, leading a platoon of 30 men

Fähnrich: Ensign, not an official USE rank but being used in the Red Lion Regiment for officers with no previous military experience, essentially officer trainees




Enlisted:

Wachtmeister: The chosen man of Alfa Company's First Squad, responsible for posting sentries and generally reporting the condition of the men to the officers.

Feldwebel, plural Feldwebel: The chosen man of each company's First Squad, someone who literally keeps the troops in line. I am indebted to John Zeek for proposing the ranks of wachtmeister and feldwebel, although I am using both as job descriptions rather than as formal ranks or pay grades.

Sergeant: The goal is that each squad of ten soldiers will be led by a sergeant.

Corporal: By the end of this story, the rank of the squad leaders.

Chosen man: Since all the volunteers began as recruits and were not yet privates, the drill sergeants did not want to grant additional rank or pay. They chose one man per squad for additional training in the evenings with the intention of promoting them to corporal or sergeant at some point.














Airship Failures, Mishaps, Accidents and Disaster: Part 1, A Historical Perspective by Iver P. Cooper
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With the proliferation of airships in the 1632 universe, it is inevitable that there will be airship accidents, ranging from mere inconveniences to disastrous loss of the entire airship with loss of life.

And while this is a bad thing from the point of view of the characters, it is a good thing for readers and writers, since airship travel would get boring if it were 100% safe.




Airships in Canon

As of the time of writing, the following airships are in canon (country of origin and date of first reported flight in parentheses):
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The Ottomans are known to have airships, but no details are given. In 1635, the Spanish were contemplating construction of a large hydrogen-lift rigid airship, the Sao Martinho, for use as part of the flota, but its fate is unknown.




Airship Accidents

The seriousness of an airship accident can range from trivial (delay in schedule, in-flight repair) to severe (loss of the airship and/or loss of life).

I find it productive to look at airship accidents from several perspectives: where the accident occurred (in ground handling, while cruising, while landing), what factors contributed to the failure, and what their effect on the airship's condition were (loss of propulsion, loss of lift, etc.). Among the factors, one can distinguish between the proximate cause of the loss of the airship, and the underlying causes. The organization of this article is something of a compromise among these organizational principles.

The following factors may be identified as having contributed to airship (and for that matter, aircraft) accidents in the past.


  	Design Flaws and Limitations

  	Weather

  	Political Pressure (to fly)

  	Air and Ground Crew Error

  	Miscellaneous



Frequently, multiple factors are at play, e.g., a design flaw or limitation creates a crisis when bad weather is encountered, and the crew makes a poor response.

The choice of hydrogen as the lift gas could be considered a "design flaw or limitation," but the issue of hydrogen safety in the 1632 universe is so big that I will discuss it separately, in part 2.

In the period 1900 to 1970, 162 rigids, about 70 semi-rigids, and about 850 non-rigids were constructed (Khoury 496). In theory we should be able to determine the fate of each of these airships and thereby arrive at statistics on airship safety. Unfortunately, the closest I have come to finding a database of airships that provides the relevant information are reports (Wikipedia/List of Zeppelins; PSAS; Mitchell 67–72) on the fate of the zeppelins of the LZ1 to LZ114 series and of the SL1-22 series (Automotive Industries 1059–60). Even that had omissions, but I was able to compile the following tables.

In table 2A, we have the LZ and SL zeppelins that were destroyed or damaged beyond repair principally as a result of enemy action, which were deliberately destroyed after the war to avoid transfer to another nation, or which did not suffer any accident (they were dismantled, decommissioned, or transferred):

[image: Table 2A]

In calculating airship safety in peacetime, we can ignore the ones that were shot down (34) or bombed (5), and we see that 36 had successful service. This may be contrasted to the 59 that were lost for reasons unrelated to enemy action, as listed in table 2B:

[image: Table 2B]




Structural Sins

The airship (and aircraft pioneer) Alberto Santos-Dumont wrote,

“Naturally I am filled with amazement when I see inventors who have never set foot in the basket drawing up on paper—and even executing in whole or in part—fantastic airships whose balloons are to have capacities of thousands of cubic meters, loaded down with enormous motors which they do not succeed in raising from the ground, and furnished with machinery so complicated that nothing works! Such inventors are afraid of nothing, because they have no idea of the difficulties of the problem.” (Payne 51).

Since the sina qua non of an airship is the ability to leave the ground, airships whose designs are so faulty that they can't do so are certainly failures. One such was Roze's Aviator (1901), a double hull (total capacity 47,655 cubic feet) with two vertical propellers and a car suspended between the hulls. (Payne 38). Wellman's America, in 1910, only rose to 100 feet (Payne 48). Of course, there's a silver lining to this cloud; an airship that can't ascend can't descend either.

The design of airships is fraught with hard choices and vicious circles. To increase speed requires more engine power and thus engine weight. To support the increased weight, the envelope volume must be increased. This in turn increases surface area and thus drag. To increase payload, one needs more lift and thus more envelope volume. The additional fabric adds to the weight and thus one needs still more envelope volume. And of course, making the airship bigger and faster also makes it more expensive. The compromises that are forced upon airship designers sometimes pave the way to disaster.

The general response of designers to inadequate lift was to toss something out. Spiess' airship (1913) was buoyed by 451,000 cubic feet hydrogen but couldn't lift both 200 hp engines into air. Spiess first removed one engine. That of course reduced the potential speed. So he lengthened the hull, increasing the gas capacity to 580,000 cubic feet, which permitted him to restore the second engine. (Payne 82).

The British Naval Airship #1 (Mayfly) cost $205,000, carried 663,518 cubic feet gas, and was 512 feet long. Very impressive, except that on its May 22, 1911 attempt, it couldn't get airborne. (5/22/1911). The authorities removed the external keel and the passenger cabin, lightening it by three tons. (Payne 83). We'll see what happened next in a later section.

A more common flaw than a complete "failure to launch" is a large airship with uneconomical carrying capacity . Zeppelin's LZ1 had gross lift of 27,400 pounds but net lift of just 1,500 (Payne 60). Krell's 33' foot semirigid (1912) carried 476,739 cf gas but had only 4.5 tons disposable lift (Payne 81).

Inadequate speed—which could be the result of design flaws such as inadequate engines or poor aerodynamics—means that flight times are longer, and also limits the wind conditions that the airship can fly in. Lebaudy's Tissandier (1914), an airship 426 feet long and with a hull volume of 741,000 cubic feet, had seven 120 hp engines, but nonetheless could only make 37 mph. (Payne 82).

The Schutte-Lanz SL1 (1911), was not only heavy, it experienced too much drag as a result of crossed spiral girders (Payne 82). Theoretically, the spiral configuration should have increased its structural strength. However, the girders were of wood; they absorbed moisture and broke frequently. (Robinson 3).

[image: Pilatre de Rozier ]Astra'Torres' Pilatre de Rozier (1915), an was unusual non-rigid with an 812,000 cubic feet trilobal hull; it was too long for structural integrity, and it was cut in half. (Payne 82).

The design flaws of the R38 became apparent, when, during its third trial (1921), the girders buckled when the dirigible was driven at just two-thirds power (Payne 120). Engineer (later writer) Nevil Shute commented, “It was inexpressibly shocking to me to find that before building the vast and costly structure of R.38 the civil servants concerned had made no attempt to calculate the aerodynamic forces acting on the ship. . . . [My superior] pointed out that no one had been sacked over it, or even suffered any censure. Indeed, he said, the same team of men had been entrusted with the construction of another airship, the R.101. . . .” (Payne 189).

And that lack of analysis proved fatal. The R38 (2,724,000 cubic feet, 695 feet long) was based on the German L48, a "height climber" design. Such zeppelins were lightly built so they could reach an altitude of 22,000 feet, thus avoiding enemy aircraft and AA fire. However, they were not intended to make fancy maneuvers in the dense air of lower altitudes. On Aug. 4, 1921, after the R38 made a series of sharp turns, the hull broke in half. Of the 49 man crew, 44 were killed, but there was no fire.

The R38 designer thought that the static safety factor was 4. Later analysis showed that it was closer to 1 (i.e., no safety factor at all) if the nose were up 10 degrees and the air speed was 54 knots. It also is saddening to note that the R38 could have had twice the girder strength at a weight cost of less than four tons, and this would have reduced its ceiling by only 2,800 feet. (Robinson 48).

No airship better illustrates the ability of presumably intelligent people to make poor design choices than the British R101 (1930). Many of the choices created unnecessary weight. Servomotors were placed on rudders even though, if balanced, they could be steered by hand. It had four engines for forward propulsion and a fifth engine, weighing 3 tons, used just for reversing. It used railroad (Beardmore) diesel engines, which weighed 19 tons, whereas the British R100, designed by the group that Nevil Shute was a part of, employed 9 ton airplane engines. (Payne 195).

The result of these extravagances was that while it had a gross lift of 148 tons, its deadweight was 113 tons. That doesn't include fuel, and it need over 25 tons to fly to Egypt (its first, politically motivated, destination). Consequently, it was cut in half, and a gasbag inserted to increase lift by 14 tons. (Id.)

The R101 had a heavy steel frame; to reduce weight, it featured fewer longitudinal girders, with a consequent reduction in structural strength. There were further R101 design flaws: the gas valves were too sensitive, opening when the ship rolled; the gasbags chafed against the girders, risking their integrity; and the outer cover rotted where adhesive on the reinforcing tape reacted with the fabric dope. (Payne 201–2).

Some other airships had design flaws worthy of mention. On the pioneering Zeppelin LZ1, the sliding weight (used for pitch control) lever broke, the frame buckled, and the rudder lines fouled. (Payne 60). The Roma, with its original engines, was slow to respond to controls. (Payne 125). The water recovery units on the ZR3 were frozen, or warped by excessive heat. (Robinson 141, 149). The DN-1 (1916) leaked gas, and was both heavy and underpowered. The ZR1, during its shed test, exhibited vibration of the propeller shaft and a leaky valve. (Robinson 69–70).

The aviation pioneer Santos-Dumont operated several personal blimps. These had ballonets, essentially internal air chambers that would empty as the airship ascended and fill as it descended, to compensate for the expansion and contraction of the lift gas during these operations. This served to maintain the aerodynamic shape of the envelope. In the Santos-Dumont #1, in 1898, while descending, the air ballonet didn't fill fast enough, and the hull folded in half. (In 1899 the Santos-Dumont #2 lost its shape, but in its case, thanks to a rain squall.) (Payne 32–33).

Even if the design is sound, the implementation might not be. A contractor might deliberately and surreptitiously use a cheaper material than that specified by the contract, and pocket the difference. I am not sure why, but the airframe metal on the Zeppelin LZ42 was a poor quality and hence it was only used for training purposes. (Wikipedia/List of Zeppelins).

More commonly, safety measures were deliberately circumvented. On the Severo Pax, in 1902, the gas valves were sealed with wax. Why the operator was worried about venting hydrogen is unclear. (Payne 37).

On the USS Shenandoah, to conserve helium, eight of the sixteen release valves were removed, which limited its ability to vent lift gas to slow an ascent. (Payne 132–6).




Weather Woes

Weather has plagued many airship flights. Wellman's America (1907) suffered compass failure during a two hour snowstorm (Payne 46). On its seventh flight (June 28, 1910), DELAG's LZ7 (Deutschland) found that with even three engines at full power, it wasn't able to stay on course in the face of a storm, and was blown into treetops. In 1913, the LZ14 (Navy L1) was caught into a gale, and hurled into the sea—this was the first time that there was loss of life in a zeppelin accident. (Payne 77).

German Army zeppelin IV, in 1914, encountered heavy fog; it tried to navigate by compass. This wasn't too successful; it landed at a French airship base (leading to accusations of treason when the crew got home). (Payne 76–7). On May 3, 1916, the L20 was blown by a gale to Norway, where it crashed in a fjord. (Payne 99).

In 1917, The British Coastal Class blimp C26 fought headwinds for a long time; this increased fuel consumption and it ran out of fuel. It drifted for a while but managed to land. Then the wind broke the ship loose from its field mooring and it came down unmanned on a house in Eemnes.

On September 3, 1925, the USS Shenandoah was caught in the updraft of a thunderstorm. Beginning at 2100 feet, it rose at a rate of 2 meters/second. Despite being pitched 18 degrees down (for negative aerodynamic lift) and having its valve covers open (so it would automatically vent gas), it rose through its pressure height of 3800 feet, reaching an altitude of 6200 feet. It had vented helium for five minutes and so, with the updraft gone, it dropped at a rate of 1400 feet per minute for two minutes. Attempting to regain buoyancy control, it dumped four tons of water. It rose then dropped again. This time, it had no ballast left. The strain of the descent was such that the control car struts parted. The hull split at frame 130, 200 feet from the bow. However, it did not catch fire. (Payne 132–6).

The Graf Zeppelin struggled with two squalls in October 1928. The first one tore off the bottom cover of the port stabilizer; this took just a day to repair. The second tore the upper covering of the port fin; it took fourteen days to repair. (Dick 38).

The British R100, on its July 29, 1930 flight, encountered severe turbulence, tearing the fabric on three of its four fins. These were repaired in flight. (Reader, please visualize this.) It then encountered a line squall that tossed it 3000 feet up, creating new small tears in the fin.

The USS Akron met its doom on April 3–4, 1933. Its problems began when it encountered fog at 300 to 1500 feet. Static prevented it from receiving some of the weather map information that ground control was trying to transmit to it. It rose above the fog but at 1600 feet encountered violent downdrafts. (Payne 212; Robinson 185–6, 207). As to what happened next, see "crew error."

While storms and fog are an obvious risk to aircraft, the diurnal and seasonal variations in air temperature affect buoyancy and equipment performance and can require adroit crew responses. The German L59 flew to Africa in 1917. The extreme diurnal temperature changes over a desert region meant that it alternated between superheat (lift gas warmer than ambient air) and supercool (other way around). It tried to avoid venting lift gas or dropping ballast by aerodynamic lift (nose up for positive, nose down for negative), but this wasn't always successful; the engines tended to overheat or stall when the airship was inclined. (Dick 755ff).




Crew Error

When an emergency is caused by enemy action, adverse weather conditions, or equipment malfunction, the survival of the airship depends on the reactions of the crew. Sometimes, these have left something to be desired. It is not, by the way, always easy to identify crew error as a problem; if the airship is owned by the government or other large institution, the institutional tendency is to blame a crash on circumstances beyond anyone's control.

We left the USS Akron in a downdraft. The ship fell rapidly, but it released ballast, leveling at 700 feet. It then tried to ascend, putting its elevator up, so it was inclined upward at an angle 20–25 degrees, and revving the engines up to full power. At 800 feet altimeter altitude it felt a shock—its fin had hit the water.

Why? The USS Akron was 785 feet long, and it's not really the nose that goes up but rather the tail that goes down as a result of the up-elevator. The altimeter altitude was probably inaccurate because of the weather conditions. To compound matters, 73 of the 76 on board died because it carried no life vests and only a single rubber raft. (Payne 212; Robinson 185–6, 207).

Errors in buoyancy control have also proven dangerous, especially when they occurred at low altitude. On the Schwarz #2 (1897), the pilot opened the gas valve by mistake at 800 feet, and the ship crashed. (Payne 29).

On the Severo Pax, in 1902, when the airship rose too fast (which might have been avoided if it had working automatic valves), the aviator dropped ballast instead of venting gas. This accelerated the ascent and the gas bag burst at 2000 feet. (Payne 37).

Also in 1902, Santos-Dumont failed to fully inflate his airship initially. After takeoff, the gas bag folded and burst. (Payne 36).




Engine Failure

Engine failure was a definite concern for airship operators. On its March 31, 1936 outbound flight, the Hindenburg carried a spare engine (two tons) in its cargo hold; it left it in Rio. (Dick 111).

The causes of engine failure are many. The Zeppelin LZ-1, on its second flight (Oct. 17, 1900), experienced engine failure because one fuel tank was mistakenly filled with water. (Payne 60). The LZ-2, likewise on its sophomore flight (Jan. 17, 1906), encountered a wind that set up a rolling motion that in turn interrupted fuel flow. (Payne 61). An engine on the LZ-4, during its Aug. 4, 1908 endurance flight, suffered a frozen bearing, and the airship ultimately landed to replace the engine (Payne 64). During the trials of the ZR3 (USS Los Angeles), the crankshaft counterweight broke loose (Robinson 137), and there were also problems with the crankpin bearings (145; cp. Payne 132). On the outbound passage of the Hindenburg's first commercial voyage, the wristpin on one of the four engines broke. (Payne 220).

Some engines were more prone to failure than others. The British Submarine Scout (SS) blimps had a single 75 hp Renault engine, which frequently stopped. The mechanic had to climb out on the landing skid to repair it and swing the prop to start it up again. (Payne 111).

Naturally, the harder and longer an engine is working, the more likely it is to fail. In a 1918 incident, four of eleven height climber zeppelins suffered engine problems after fighting gale force winds at 20,000 feet. (Payne 107). In 1925, the ZR1 (USS Shenandoah) had two engines stop when it was inclined nose-down to fight an up-draft. The French Dixmunde (originally, German L72, taken by France after WW I as war reparation), during a 1930 storm, lost three of its six engines. (Payne 123).

If an engine fails, and you need to maintain power (because of a headwind or a schedule to be kept), the other engines need to be revved up, which in turn means that they are more likely to fail.

Loss of all engine power on an airship is not as serious as with an aircraft; an LTA airship will remain at altitude, drifting with the wind. However, loss of engine power renders an airship more vulnerable to other problems, and thus has often been one link on the causative chain leading to loss of a dirigible. Wellman's America had two 80-hp engines. On its third flight, in 1910, after a few hours one engine was down and the other acting only intermittently. The wind was stronger than the remaining engine (weather problem) and the airship's equilibrator (a kind of drag rope for buoyancy control) acted like a sea anchor (a design flaw). The America nearly collided with a four-masted schooner. (Payne 48). The LZ24 (German L3) had three engines fail during a 1915 storm, and was driven onto the coast. (Payne 91).




Loss of Lift

Lift can be static (the buoyancy created when air is displaced by a gas that is of lesser density) or dynamic (the lift, positive or negative, created as a result of the flow of air over a vertically symmetric hull if it is inclined relative to the direction of the air flow. If the total lift is less than the weight of the airship, it descends until the two are equal (or until the airship crashes if the deficiency isn't corrected).

We have already noted that engine failure can result in loss of aerodynamic lift, but here we are concerned with the loss of static (buoyant) lift. The lift generated by the lift gas isn't constant because its density, and that of the ambient air, vary with temperature and pressure.

A loss of lift has been caused by a cold wind, as in the case of the Blanchard-Jeffries balloon crossing of the English Channel in January 1785. The balloonists only had thirty pounds of ballast, so they improvised, throwing out their lunches, "oars" (they thought they could row through the air), gasbag ornaments, ropes, lines, anchors and even their coats. Still, what saved them was a warm breeze.

The Italia, in 1928, flying dynamically heavy with two of its three engines active, descended below a cloud layer, and cooled in the resulting shade, thus losing lift at less than 800 feet. It had already run out of ballast. It briefly tried to climb with all three engines at full power, but the captain quickly decided that it wasn't going to succeed and stopped all the engines to reduce the risk of fire when it crashed.

The Zeppelin LZ4 wanted to take off at night but the lift gas had cooled too much. It had to ground a crewman so it could make its ascent.

Lift can also be lost as a result of equipment failure. The Santos-Dumont #5 had a faulty gas valve, which allowed gas to escape. (Payne 34). In 1925, the ZR3 experienced excessive leakage from its gas cells, and the ship was grounded. And of course if there was a serious tear to a gas bag, that was worrisome.

A sudden increase in lift can also be problematic. The ZR3 was hit broadside by a winter gust while it was being walked. The outside temperature dropped 10 degrees, giving it an equivalent superheat. (Robinson 160).




Other Flight Mishaps

On the Laboun airship (1902), the gondola was attached to the gas bag with piano wires guided through eyelets. The nose rose, putting full weight of the airship on the wires, and they unwrapped, releasing the gondola with fatal effect. (Payne 37).

On the Schwarz No. 2, in 1897, the front propeller belt drive slipped. (Payne 29).

On the British Nulli Secundus (1907), the belt drive for the air fan slipped off.

The La Republique (1909) was destroyed because a propeller blade broke off and sliced the envelope. The tear grew rapidly, leading to a catastrophic loss of lift at 500 feet. There were also instances of propellers falling off; this happened twice to the LZ6.

In 1909, the 1400-pound equilibrator drag cable of the Wellman America was snagged by ice, and broke off. This loss of ballast caused the ship to shoot up to 5000 feet, venting so much gas in the process that it was forced to land. (Payne 46).

On the Roma, in 1922, the support cable gave way and the rudder assembly slipped sideways. On the Italia, in 1928, the elevator jammed. It had been flying dynamically heavy (ie., nose down) to compensate for fuel consumed. To avoid crashing, it stopped its engines. Since it was statically light, it rose from 750 to 3300 feet. The elevator wheel was then reassembled. (Payne 154). On June 23, 1921, control wires pulled loose on the R38.

Two US Navy blimps, the G-1 and the G-2, collided in mid-air in 1942.

On the ZR3, in 1926, men were thrown from their bunks during turbulence, and there was an instance of a crewman with pneumonia. (Robinson 141, 149).




Attacked in the Air

The first airship to be shot down by anti-aircraft fire was the L12 (Aug. 9, 1915). It tore two gas cells and came down. It was bombed, but those missed. It was destroyed by a fire during salvage work (Payne 98).

The first airship downed by an enemy plane was the LZ37 (June 7, 1915); strangely enough, the plane flew over the zeppelin and dropped bombs on it. (Payne 96; Correll, Scourge of the Zeppelins (Feb. 2012) in airforcemag.com). Machine gun fire from a plane did down the SL11 on Sept. 3, 1916.

Both incendiary (Pomeroy) and explosive (Brock) shells were used by AA guns and airborne machine guns.




Landing Laments

The Zeppelin LZ1 had its gasbag punctured by a signal stake at its landing site in 1900. (Payne 60).

In 1902, Spencer's 75-foot airship had a near-collision with an express train while landing. It managed to avoid the train, but hit a tree instead, fortunately without suffering any serious damage. (Payne 39).

In 1903, Lebaudy's Jaune, which was equipped with a 40 hp engine and could achieve a speed of 25 mph, chose to stop its engine, possibly for landing. Whether landing was intentional or not, it was blown into a tree. The envelope burst but there was no fire (and no injuries) (Payne 38).

A pear tree was the nemesis for Zeppelin LZ5 on May 30, 1909. It had the excuse of landing during a heavy rain; the bow was damaged but the ship was flown home. (Payne 69).

For landing, the Graf Zeppelin would face upwind, idle the engines, "weigh off" (to equal buoyancy if the weather was calm, a bit light if it were bumpy), increase speed with nose a bit down, and make a long approach, descending at perhaps 100 feet per minute. Once over the landing field, it would reverse engines, and drop the yaw and side (spider) lines to where they could be grabbed by about 100 members of the ground crew. Once it neared the ground, another 70 ground crew would grab the car rails. (Dick 70).

On April 25, 1935, the Graf Zeppelin, descending at a shallow glide angle, passed through a cloud at 300 feet. It was soaked with seven tons of rainwater, reducing its net lift and steepening its descent. It hurriedly dropped five tons of ballast, but this wasn't quite enough; it hit the ground 20,000 feet short of the landing site. It lost its left rudder, and the chimney of a native hut, with a fire on the stove, was sticking into its belly. (Dick 56).




Groundhandling Grief

The issue of groundhandling has been touched upon so far in the Grantville Gazette only by Kevin Evans, "Wingless Wonders" (Grantville Gazette 19) and then briefly. Since several significant airship accidents have occurred while the vehicle was on the ground, some further explanation seems appropriate.

Accidents can occur to an airship on the ground when it is moored outside (to a mast or some field expedient), being moved into or out of its hangar, during the actual take-off, or after an emergency landing. Strong winds are often but not exclusively a contributing factor.

If an airship is being kept on the ground for a prolonged period of time, its best protection from the weather is to place it in a permanent structure, a hangar. These have taken three basic forms: a stationary building, a building on a turntable, and a floating hangar.

The basic problem with a hangar is getting the airship in and out of it safely, and experience has shown that the airship is easiest to control on the ground if its nose is facing into the wind. With a stationary building, the best one can do is to orient it with prevailing winds in mind, but there is the risk that on any particular day, a crosswind will be blowing when you need to take the airship out of its hangar. At least one hangar, the ZR2 hangar at Bedford, was equipped with a windbreak, but it was found that this made matters worse. (Robinson 38).

The DELAG LZ8 tried to leave its hangar on May 16, 1911, even though the wind was coming from an unfavorable direction, because there were important guests present (i.e., political pressure). It was smashed against the hangar wall, breaking the internal structure in half (surprisingly, the envelope didn't tear completely). Still, it was a sad event for an airship that had survived more than thirty flights (Payne 71, 73). Political reasons also caused the Hindenburg to be walked out of the hangar in a gusty (18 mph) wind in 1936; the rudder was damaged. (Dick 17).

The USS Akron, coming out of its hangar in 1932, encountered a gust that snapped cables and damaged its tail. (Payne 209). The German L22, in 1916, was caught by the wind and smashed its bow against the hangar door; it was subsequently repaired even though, judging from a photo, at least 70 feet was crumpled. (Payne 99). The LZ12 was caught on its way to the hangar by a storm, and was lifted and dropped, catching fire. (Payne 75).

[image: City of Glendale]Perhaps the strangest ground damage incident was one involving the City of Glendale (1929) which, while standing in the sun, popped a seam, because the crewman who was supposed to be monitoring the pressure gauge was having his picture taken. (Payne 138).

At Nordholz, in WW I, the German Navy had a two-airship hangar ("Nobel") mounted on a railroad turntable; the machinery was hidden beneath the hangar floor. (Belafi 126). Prior to WW I, Count Zeppelin had made use of a hangar floating on a lake; the hangar could be rotated on the water.

The British floating hangar, the Cavendish dock, was fixed, but it was equipped in 1911 with electric winches to ease an airship out even against a beam wind. Unfortunately, on Sept. 24, 1911, when the British Naval Airship #1 (Mayfly) was moved out for full testing, "disaster struck in the form of a sudden forceful beam-side gust causing the ship to lurch, just clearing the shed but laid her on to her beam ends. She righted and was then being pivoted so that her nose would point back out to the dock when there were cracking sounds amidships." (Airship Heritage Trust). Well, that's the official view: blame the weather. However, there is a minority report that the problem was a handling error, the aft car fouled a buoy. (Payne 83). The damage was severe; the Mayfly was literally broken in half.

The Zeppelin LZ2, while being towed from its floating hangar, was driven ahead of the tug by a tail wind, causing its nose to be forced down into the water, which broke the steering planes (Payne 61).

****

The Graf Zeppelin's procedure for taking off was to face the ship upwind, held down by the ground crew, drop ballast to make it "light" (say, 900–1200 pounds light, versus the airship's useful lift of 60,000 pounds and gross lift of 210,000 pounds), and have the ground crew release it upon the command "Up Ship!" The first engine was started up at 150 feet, all engines would be idling by the time it reached 300 feet, and it typically cruised at 575 to 820 feet. (Dick 48, 67). If a downwind takeoff was necessary, it would increase aft buoyancy so the tail came off the ground, the ship would then be lifted dynamically. (Dick 109).

Not all airships were operated as competently as the Graf Zeppelin. Morrell also commissioned a 485 foot airship. During takeoff in 1908, its nose was released late, and it developed excessive pressure of 30 psi, bursting the cloth. Thirteen out of nineteen on board were injured. The builder was not one of the passengers; he had refused to fly, saying that the airship was unsafe. (Payne 44).

[image: USS Shenandoah]Those were the pioneering days of airship flight. But groundhandling accidents happened decades later, too. On Nov. 20, 1923, while the ZR1 (USS Shenandoah) was being walked to its hangar, a downdraft forced its stern down against the ground, damaging it. (Robinson 76).

Less excusably, on May 11, 1932, the ZRS4 (Akron) was attempting to land in the morning while the helium in the gas cells was still cold. However, the local ground crew was inexperienced and slow. This proved fatal for some of them. The tail unexpectedly rose while the ground crew were holding trail ropes. The engine shut down (because the fuel wouldn't flow) and tons of water were suddenly released from the ballast bags. The mooring cable was cut to prevent a headstand. (Payne 210, Robinson 183). Three didn't let go of the trail ropes in time, and were carried up; two fell to their deaths and the third was pulled inside the airship.

****

In flight, an airship might have to make a landing en route, unexpectedly, because of unfavorable weather conditions (storms or strong headwinds), engine failure or structural damage, etc. In the early days, the field expedients weren't much more complicated than tying the airship to a tree or post. However, I have a picture from a 1920 flight magazine illustrating what was called the three-wire mooring system. There was more than one way of doing this, but several cables were attached to the same shipside anchor point near the nose of the airship, and ran off to three to five separate groundside anchor points, with some cabling running between the latter, too.

Several airships were damaged or destroyed by storms when moored in a field. These included the Zeppelin LZ2 (Jan. 17, 1906) (Payne 62), the LZ4 (Aug. 5, 1908), the LZ5 (April 25, 1910) and even the British R34 (Jan. 27, 1921) (Payne 117). In the case of the LZ4, the wind caught her broadside, snapped her cables, and tossed her into the air, whereupon she burst into flame. All that was left of her was a metal skeleton. (Payne 65). Two companies of soldiers tried to hold down the LZ5, to no avail; she ended up wrapped around a hill. (Payne 72). Another airship lost while on the ground was the American C-5 blimp, on May 15, 1919.

Some of the airship pioneers didn't have hangars and thus their craft were exposed to field conditions essentially as soon as they were inflated. Morrell's 300-foot airship, awaiting its maiden voyage in 1908, was torn loose from its moorings and wrecked. (Payne 44).

In between the hangars and the field expedients, we have the mooring masts. They provide a more secure anchor, and greatly reduced groundhandling crew requirements, but provide no protection from the elements. On the other hand, the airship was free to revolve around the mast, and the wind would cause it to "weather vane" around until it faced into the wind. That freedom gave it some protection from wind damage, but conceivably the wind could shift direction so fast as to tear the airship from the mooring before it revolved into a safer orientation, or the wind could be so strong as to overpower the mooring even in the headwind position.

A mooring-only high mast (120 feet tall) with a revolving top was built at Pulham in 1919 for the British R33. There was no provision for transferring crew or supplies between the airship and the ground while it was moored. (Robinson 6).

A "full service" high mast was built at Cardington in 1926. (Robinson). The R101, a rigid airship, had an internal passageway leading to the nose. The nose cap attached by a winch-drawn cable to the mooring eye on top of the mast, and perhaps thirty feet below the nose cap the R101 had a drawbridge structure. This was lowered to engage the circular walkway that was an equal distance below the mooring eye. This full service mast was, obviously, a substantial building, although nowhere near as large as a hangar would have been.

At Dearborn, an experimental high mast had a vertical railway that ran up the mast. In theory, the airship would be attached at the top and the mooring eye would be run down the railway to bring the airship to ground level. (Khoury 319, Robinson 148). Only two airships ever moored at Dearborn, and the railway was never tested, but the idea is nifty enough that I thought I'd mention it.

The first use of a watercraft for launching an aerostat was in 1849, by the Austrian Navy ship Vulcano (which sent a hot air balloon to bomb Venice). Later, during the American Civil War, Lowe launched a hydrogen balloon from the deck of a converted coal barge, the General Washington Parker Custis. But these, and the later WW I tethered balloon carriers, of course didn't have mooring masts, because a free balloon wouldn't be coming back to the launch site, and a captive balloon would never leave.

The US Navy had a floating mast, the airship tender Patoka. It took an average of half an hour to moor the USS Shenandoah. When the Navy built larger airships, like the Los Angeles, there was concern that the Patoka or the airship could be damaged if the latter was blown over the Patoka by the wind, and the mast was raised thirty feet. The Los Angeles was maintained on the Patoka mast for 78 hours.

This was not the only floating mast; the Spanish seaplane carrier Dedalo provided one, too.

The first stub (short) was built at Lakehurst in 1927; the Los Angeles moored there, too. (Robinson 155). It was a simple vertical pole mast. That mast was stationary, but a mobile mast can be used to reduce the hazards of walking an airship between the launch site and the hangar.

The first "crawler" mast, built in 1929, was first used to walkout the Los Angeles. (Id.) This was a tripod mast, on a platform equipped with treads. The Macon had a similar mast, but this ran on railroad tracks leading into (or away from) its hangar. The most recent development is the mast truck, in essence a vertical pole mast mounted on a large flatbed truck. One such is used for mooring the modern Zeppelin NT.

There were two basic methods of mooring to a mast, one involving a horizontal approach and the other a vertical one. Horizontal mooring was used by small nonrigid airships and they were walked up to the mast by the ground crew. Vertical mooring was used by large rigid airships and the approach was controlled by winches. (Robinson 75).

****

Mooring an airship to a mast was no guarantee of safety. On April 16, 1925 the British R33 was ripped from its mast, and then drifted with the anchor watch on board and gas cell #1 deflated. The watch managed to get the engines started, and landed at Cologne. (Payne 118). I believe that the American C5, damaged by a storm on May 15, 1919, had also been on a mast. On Jan. 16, 1924, the Shenandoah broke away from its mast during a 70 mph wind; the anchor crew managed to get it back to the hangar after eight hours. A photo shows the storm damage; fabric ripped off its nose and in a long gash running from the nose along the forebody. (Payne 128).

In 1927, the mast-moored USS Los Angeles was experiencing high superheat (helium hotter than ambient air) at a time when there was a steep temperature gradient in the atmosphere. A wind shift and gust acted aerodynamically to lift the tail. That brought the stern into the colder air resulting in increased lift on the stern, which accelerated the upward movement of the tail.

At the time, there were 24 crewmen on board. The officers tried to send the crew aft to weight down the stern, but of course the upward tilt made that difficult. As the ship's inclination increased, wires snapped, puncturing the #10 cell, and causing additional damage. The navy tried to suppress the photograph of the airship doing a headstand, and failed, so they gave the incident a positive PR spin by saying, look what the Los Angeles could survive. Repairs only took one day, so it really could have been much worse than it looked. (Robinson 153).




Attacked on the Ground

Instances of airships being attacked while on the ground, save in wartime, have been relatively rare. When Jacques Charles landed his hydrogen balloon at Gonesse in 1783, the gas inside caused the balloon to seem to move of its own accord, and local peasants with pitchforks destroyed it as the work of the devil. (Payne 3). I can readily imagine this happening to an airship in the 1632 universe.

There is also a case of Santos-Dumont's airship #7 having its gas bag mysteriously slashed, presumably by an unscrupulous competitor. (Payne 35).

The first airship to be bombed was the German LZ25, on Oct. 8, 1914. (Payne 88). It was one of the five zeppelins of the LZ1-114 series that I know to have been bombed.




Loss of the R101: Case Study

We have already discussed at some length the design flaws of the R101, and it is time to comment on its last flight. It was dangerously overloaded, carrying 9 tons of extra fuel and 2–3 tons of ceremonial carpet(!). It had never been given a high speed test or flown in bad weather.

And bad weather was what it encountered; a squall with 50 mph winds. A course correction took it over Beauvais Ridge, where it crashed. The court of inquiry suggested that the proximate cause was a tear in the cover and subsequent failure of the forward gas bag.

However, an alternative explanation is crew error; it was flying heavy and to compensate it was relying on dynamic lift, which depended of course and maintaining both a particular speed and a nose-up inclination. However, it reduced speed at 1000 feet, and dropped its nose.




Loss of USS Macon: Case Study

The USS Macon was brought down by a combination of a design flaw, poor maintenance choices (probably the result of political pressure), bad weather, and crew error.

To save money and weight, the tail fins of the USS Macon were bolted on rather than extending through the hull. The first accident was on Jan. 22, 1932; while leaving the hangar, a gust of wind snapped a cable, causing the tail fin to drag, and bending the girders therein. The second was on April 20, 1934: while crossing the mountains, a broadside wind gust snapped two girders in the tail frame. The Macon continued to fly while repairs were gradually made.

The third and fatal accident came on Feb. 19, 1935. While it made a sharp, high speed (70 mph) turn at 1400 feet, a wind gust struck, causing the Macon to roll violently. The top fin—still not reinforced—parted from the hull. It then lost the rest of the fins, and this resulted in the opening of three gasbags. It lost 30–40,000 pounds of lift aft, so the ship descended with a drooping stern. An emergency dump of all aft ballast was made, making it statically light. It was also dynamically light because of its inclination and the fact that all engines were running. It rose through the pressure height (2800 feet) to 4850 feet over eight minutes, valving helium, and then dropped, hitting the sea 25 minutes later. Two members of the 83 man crew were lost. (Payne 209, 215–6; Robinson 191–2).




Guilt by Association

Several airships that were still airworthy were scrapped because the crash of another airship disillusioned the common sponsor.

The R100 (which cost $2 million in 1930 dollars) scrapped in view of crash of R101 even though it had a different and better engineered design.

The USS Los Angeles (built for the USA by the Germans as the LZ 126, and commissioned in 1924) was first decommissioned in 1932 as an economy measure. After the crash of the USS Akron in 1933, it was returned to service. (Theoretically; its last flight was in 1932). However, the loss of the Macon in 1935 increased skepticism concerning the value of rigid airships and it was placed on the sidelines. It was finally scrapped in 1940.




Personal Injuries in Airship Accidents

Our focus so far has been on how airships get into accidents, but stories are about people, so what happens to them? Injuries can occur from deceleration, flailing and crushing as a result of flying objects and structural deformation. Flailing, at least, can be inhibited by lap and shoulder restraints, but on some airships they weren't provided, and when they were, they weren't necessarily used.

Even if there is no immediate injury, crew can be entrapped, and subsequently burnt or drowned. Generally speaking, the crew didn't have fire-retardant clothing.

[image: Akron]A much higher percentage of crewmen survived the crash of the Macon than that of the Akron. Both crashes were at sea, but only the Macon was equipped with life preservers and rafts. Nor was that the only problem; there was no easy way to raise a general alarm, and the internal communication system was poor.

Often, airships had limited escape routes. Also, I don't think that it was common for them to carry parachutes.

Hopefully, we'll do better in the new Airship Age.

****

In part 2, we'll look at the risk of fire from flammable lift gases and fuel, and the possibility of hydrogen embrittlement of metals and non-metals.

****














The Mysterious Mesa, Part Eight: The Promised Land by Garrett W. Vance
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Mesa Top Camp

T'cumu approached the frightened young mare slowly, an offering of freshly picked berries in his hand.

"Come now, Oklilinchi, I know you are hungry. Come to me my friend." He spoke in the soft tones he knew the mostly-wild animal liked to hear, even if they as yet held no meaning to her. At some point he hoped she would come to understand a few simple words, as his friend's horses did. She snorted, and shied away, backing up a few feet, but not as far as the time before. T'cumu was patient, eventually he would regain her trust, there was no hurry. After all, he had plenty of time. What was a few hours to someone who had traveled millions of years into the past, if what his friend Nate had told him was, indeed, true. The very idea of a 'million' was new to T'cumu. His own people didn't even have words for numbers of such immensity. It wasn't until Nate had pointed to the myriad stars of the night sky that he had grasped the concept.

"As many years as you see stars, my friend, that is how far back we've come. It's a younger, deadlier world, one that I believe mankind was not meant to see. Yet here we are," the man from a land called Texas had told him and his cousin, Ni-T'o as they rode through the night away from the blood-stained ground of the City of the Mound folk.

Thinking of his friends, he hoped their mission to his village would be a success, and that they would return soon. It was lonely up on the mesa without them. For now, though, he had his recalcitrant little horse for company, and smiled as he gained another step closer to her. She was eyeing those berries with increasing interest. Sooner or later she would give in to the temptation. Then he would ride her again, and be the first of his people to have a horse of his own, a very useful thing indeed, in the New New World.

An hour later, T'cumu had won his horse's heart again, and was riding her around the meadows near camp. Oklilinchi behaved very well for him, and he was able to steer her just as he had learned to do with the other horses.

"You saved my life, little friend! It would be nice not to be chased by ravenous monsters for a while. Let's hope the rest of our day will be calm and peaceful. Now, what say we go have a look around? We need to find a good place to build a village."

[image: meadow]T'cumu rode in the opposite direction of the log bridge, into new, unexplored territory. After another five miles of the same mix of grassland and leafy copses of trees, he saw a range of low hills that looked like they might run all the way across the mesa's crescent, which he thought might be near its widest point. That was his next destination. His people had learned long ago to take advantage of the terrain, and to always keep to the high ground.

Not long later, his horse had climbed the mellow grade easily enough, and they stood at the top of the highest hill. From this vantage point T'cumu could see the mesa's far tip, and the ocean beyond. Between that and the hills lay a rugged, rocky region, covered in thick forest. That was good. Such a place would contain different resources than those they had discovered so far. The mesa had proven bountiful in its gifts. Despite its rather strange wildlife, it was the closest thing to their former home that they had found, so far.

T'cumu made a careful survey of the hill top. It was wide and flat, with a low depression between it and the next highest peak. It was nearly perfect, exactly the kind of place they could build their village, with plenty of room for expansion along the range's summits. In his mind's eye he could see the peaked thatch roofs, and the clay-daubed walls, smoke rising from cook fires, happy children gamboling about here and there. It would be a good place to live, a reprieve from the terrors that surrounded them in the lands below. He looked longingly at the unexplored territory on the range's far side, but he had to get back to the bridge to wait for his people to arrive. Further exploration would have to wait for another day. With a click of his tongue and a nudge of his knee he sent his mount back down the hillside, most satisfied with his findings.

"We have found a good place, my little friend. We will know happiness here," he said, scratching Oklilinchi's bushy mane.

****

Gonzalo leveled his lance, as he waited for the charging dragon to draw near. He and the other horsemen, Nate and Ni-T'o, remained outside the circle of long spears, ready to make their move if the line didn't hold. He allowed himself a small smile at the sight of the old wise-man, Ninak-Mkateewa, dancing around behind the spear-men, banging his drum and shouting encouragement. The women joined in the dance, brandishing their torches in a very menacing manner. The wise-man was a contrary old reprobate, but he could be helpful, and even thoughtful, at times, and so Gonzalo had grown rather fond of him despite himself. He whispered a fervent prayer that none of these good people who had given him shelter in this nightmarish land would come to harm.

The creature was close enough that they could see it in detail now, it was even larger than the one that he and Nate had managed to kill, earning them the respect and friendship of their tribesmen friends. The monster's fang-filled maw gaped hungrily, frothing with saliva. Its massive muscles moved beneath the strangely beautiful pebbled hide, brightly striped in sky-blue and yellow. It bellowed again, an ear-splitting sound at close range. The tribe held their ground, spears at the ready.

The men facing the monster were obviously terrified, but they were a courageous folk by nature, and the wise-man's drumming helped gird their resolve. They grimly held their ground as it loomed over them. Just before it came into range of their long spears, a volley of flaming arrows flew, striking its chest and head, but missing its eyes. None of them pierced the tough hide deeply, but they burned, and the creature bellowed with rage, using its smaller forelimbs to knock the arrows free. It glared at the massed men with its baleful yellow eyes, and considered for a moment. Despite whatever fear it had for fire, and whatever pain the burning arrows had caused it, the need for food won out. It charged the line.

The circle moved toward it, just as they had trained to do, the two closest spears embedding in its chest, those either side catching it in the ribs. The creature lowered its head, knocking the spears aside with a mighty shake, but made the mistake of opening its mouth—five arrows flew into its maw, causing it to screech and rear up. This gave the men the chance to press their slim advantage. More spear-men moved forward, pushing their razor-sharp flint-pointed tips into the softer flesh of its underbelly. The monster began to retreat then, shaking its head furiously as it tried to remove the agony of a mouth-full of burning arrows, chewing and chomping them into little bits that fell smoldering to the ground.

"Must be a bit too spicy for him," Nate remarked casually.

"The natives do tend to have a liberal hand with those chili peppers." Gonzalo grinned.

Just then, Ninak-Mkateewa came dancing through the front line, beating a mad tattoo on his drum and shouting what were undoubtedly appalling insults at the monster. The tribesmen were so surprised no one thought to stop him. It didn't take long for him to get the creature's attention, and it began to move toward the not-very-wise-after-all, old man with a curious cock of its head and a hungry look. Here, at last, was some easy meat!

"God damn that fool witch-doctor, tarnation!" Nate shouted, kicking Poppy into a gallop, Gonzalo following suit, lance at the ready.

Ni-T'o had seen the old man's foolish action first, and was already on his way. He was behind the monster, and rode battle-hardened Bella past the thing at a gallop before it had a chance to react. The creature was fast, but thankfully, horses were faster.

"Ninak-Mkateewa! You are in danger!" the fearless warrior shouted as he closed on him, the beast in hot pursuit.

"I'm not afraid of any demons! This fiend shall feel my wrath— Hey, let go of me!"

Ni-T'o had slowed his mount just enough to catch the old man under his arm and scoop him up onto Bella's broad back face down in front of him, where the old fellow proceeded to kick like a toddler throwing a tantrum. Nate and Gonzalo slowed their charge, forming a guard as Ni-T'o galloped between them, taking his unwilling charge to safety. They would have laughed at the sight had the situation not been so dire. They were just about to engage the enemy themselves when the circle, fronted by the line of spears, made a brazen move, coming at the thing from this side as it passed. Several spears embedded in its side, and yet another hail of flaming arrows flew, some catching it in the side of its massive head. They were trying for the eyes, but they presented too small a target, and the thing moved alarmingly fast for something so large. The beast turned toward them, frothing with rage, only to be rewarded with another mouthful of arrows and a spear stuck painfully in its neck, just missing the windpipe.

The tribe was, as hard as it was to believe, beginning to gain the advantage. Instead of pressing its attack, the great beast was cowed by the unexpected agony. It had never encountered such creatures as these before, and their fiery sting was too much to bear. It moved out of arrow range, whining for all the world like a dog that had been kicked by a cruel master. Nate realized then, that for all its monstrous size and ferocity, it was still just an animal, doing what it had to do to survive. He almost felt sorry for it, and certainly might have had it not been trying to eat his friends. Their tactics had worked, they had injured it, but not mortally. The defeated monster lowered its head and roared at them angrily, then, with one last hateful glare, it broke into a run, making all haste to escape any further torment.

"This dragon doesn't care for fire, it seems." Gonzalo said, stroking his bushy black beard.

"Too bad it didn't stick around, I've acquired a bit of a taste for barbecued dragon steaks." Nate carefully unloaded his pistol, and secured it back in its holster, very glad that it had not been necessary to bring his few precious bullets into play.

After the creature left, all was silent for a moment, then a great whooping began. The more-than-half-crazy wise-man, now that he had been deposited on the ground by his savior Ni-T'o, was utterly unrepentant, and began banging on his drum again, yodeling at the top of his lungs like a madman. Everyone started to dance and whoop.

Nate shook his head and smiled at the impromptu wild rumpus. "Crazy injuns," he said, but there was no malice in his tone, only respect, and a fondness that had been growing stronger every day he spent with the doughty tribesmen.

"I greatly admire their courage," Gonzalo said, relieved to have the encounter finished without loss of life and limb.

"Yeah, that thing would make a whole unit of US Army grunts turn tail and run for the hills."

"Even a troop of Spanish knights would lose their courage in the face of such a foe as that. We are fortunate men to have found allies such as these in this hellish place."

Ni-T'o rode over to them, the usually stoic fellow was grinning like a fool. "We won!" he announced proudly in English.

"We did indeed," Nate replied, grinning himself now. It had been a close thing, but they had beat the odds. He just hoped that luck would hold, they were far from out of the woods yet.

The three of them watched the impromptu festivities from astride their mounts, sharing a moment of pride in their accomplishment.

Nate nodded, a thoughtful look on his face. "We learned something important today: A group of armed men such as these are a match for a dragon. Maybe even more than a match. I'd say mankind's chances of survival just went up a notch."




The Mysterious Mesa

The mesa loomed before them, a massive shadow against the painfully bright sky, growing subtly larger with each step. A hush drew over the people, and they whispered and pointed at its sheer, straight walls, wondering how such an unnatural structure could have been created.

"This is a holy place. We are fortunate to find such as this in these demon-lands," Ninak-Mkateewa announced, his wizened face taking on an uncharacteristically reverent demeanor. He began to chant softly, his eyes glistening with whatever fey emotions stirred a man such as he.

They reached the Tilted Meadow Camp late in the afternoon, tired, but excited. Upon arrival, the men and women set about making the place habitable for their large group. The men prepared to begin construction of a path up to the spot where they would build the rope bridge across the chasm that divided the slide from the mesa's top, while the women set about feeding them all with the stores they had brought along.

Ni-T'o showed off the shovel he had crafted from the spikes of a fallen beast. Soon, he was joined by several other craftsmen, making the rest of the spikes into spades to use in the trail-breaking ahead. Once he had his compatriots on task, he came over to where Gonzalo and Nate were standing, both looking a bit lost as the hustle and bustle went on around them

"I have taught my people to make shovels from the great beast's spine," he told them. "They will be good tools, but . . ."

"Not as good as if you had made them yourself!" Gonzalo and Nate interrupted, both saying the exact same thing at the exact same time.

Ni-T'o laughed, and spread his hands, guilty as charged. "I have come to ask if you would like to climb the mesa with me now. I worry for my young cousin. Who knows what kind of trouble he has gotten himself into? The people will watch your horses, they know well what to do."

Nate and Gonzalo both jumped at the offer. There wasn't much they could do to help down here, and in any case they needed to have another look at the chasm to start planning the best way to lay the rope bridge.

"Last one to the top is a rotten egg!" Nate said with a grin, and started up the oddly canted slope. Ni-T'o looked confused, wondering if he had heard his friend correctly.

Gonzalo looked at Ni-T'o and shrugged. "Our friend from the future realm of Texas is full of such odd jests. I have no idea what he means myself most of the time. Anyway, we had best keep our eggs fresh." He smiled, and began to climb himself.

Despite their head start, it didn't take Ni-T'o, his wife Hvishi, and several other tribe members long to catch up. Much to Nate and Gonzalo's disdain, the cantankerous wise-man was among them.

Gonzalo reached out to give the old fellow a hand, but the venerable Ninak-Mkateewa laughed at the offer of help, then proceeded to scramble up the slope as nimbly as a chipmunk, cackling all the way as if it were the greatest sport ever.

"He's full of surprises," Nate commented, admiring the ancient fellow's spryness.

Ni-T'o said something in his own tongue that Nate couldn't quite catch.

Gonzalo laughed, then explained to Nate. "I believe I have heard you use this phrase from your dialect of English, 'You ain't seen nothin' yet.' "

Nate raised his eyebrows. The Spaniard had sounded just as if he'd come from the great nation of Texas himself. By now the old man had put a good bit of distance between them.

"Well," Nate drawled, starting to climb again, "then we have so much to look forward to."

The wise-man paused, now a good fifty yards above, to look down at them. He cackled mockingly, then his black-painted nearly bare form disappeared into the branches of the leaning trees.

"Maybe," Gonzalo said in a dark tone as he resumed the climb, "we should have let the dragon eat him."

"The thought did cross my mind." Nate spit out a mouth-full of the dust the old man had stirred up during his scramble.

When they reached the log bridge, a welcome sight greeted them, T'cumu sitting proudly astride his mesa cayuse. Gonzalo and Nate were only a little surprised that their friend had succeeded in taming the savage little beast so quickly. He certainly did have a way with her. The young warrior waved, and shouted a cheery "Hello!" to them, followed by, "Are you hungry?"

"I could eat a horse! Let's have supper," Ninak-Mkateewa said in such perfectly clear English that it made Nate jump in surprise.

"I bet you could, and you know damn well you had better not or I'll tan that thick hide of yours!" Nate scolded him, feeling a bit flustered at the man's sudden fluency in his own language. "Where'd you learn how to say that, anyway?"

Ninak-Mkateewa laughed his crow-like cackle, then told him "I've been listening to everything you say since you came to us. It doesn't take much to learn such a simple tongue as yours!" Enjoying Nate's consternation immensely, the old man trotted off after T'cumu , making sure to be first in line for the chow.

Nate turned to Ni-T'o, whose bronzed face was the very picture of inscrutability. "Did you know he could do that?"

"Beats me," the tribesman answered in his own perfectly Texan vernacular before following his cousin.

Nate stood there for a moment in a state of shock.

"An amazing people, aren't they? Always full of surprises," Gonzalo said, clapping him amicably on the shoulder. "Don't worry. Your ability in their language has improved greatly. You'll show our wicked heathen friend up at some point."

"Yeah, I suppose. I liked the old bastard better when I didn't know what the Hell he was yapping about. This is definitely a revolting development."

"The first of many, no doubt! Come now, before he eats all the food."

****

They spent the night at Mesa Top Camp, everyone but the young warrior assigned first watch nodding off to sleep soon after sunset, exhausted from the day's adventures.

Early the next morning work began on the rope bridge that would make safe travel across the chasm possible, even for their horses. Gonzalo had actually used rope bridges during his travels in Africa, so they had a vague idea of how to go about it. First they made small models out of twine and twigs to test their ideas out on. It took a lot of trial and error, but they were making progress. Everyone able was busy making more rope. A few more people joined them at the camp on the mesa, but most stayed below at the Tilted Meadow Camp.

The actual construction began at the crack of dawn the next day. They decided to incorporate the fallen log as the bridge's base, upon which they laid a five-foot-wide path of sturdy tree branches horizontally along its length, all woven together with rope, and tied firmly around the trunk. Nate and Gonzalo could barely stand to look as some of the men fearlessly hung from ropes beneath the log while they secured the wooden path. A number of men were assigned to stand guard, waiting beside lit torches with bows and arrows ready on both sides of the chasm, just in case the flying monsters that had almost knocked Nate from his perch returned. T'cumu had told them about the monster that had followed him up there from the lands below. Hopefully that wouldn't happen again.

Another work crew was busy clearing a suitable trail up the jumbled terrain of the slide. The tribesmen proved quite adept at finding the paths of least resistance, and with some occasional advice from Nate and Gonzalo as to what would work best for a horse making the journey, they made quick progress, cutting tree limbs out of the way here, and digging level footing out of the slope there. The work was difficult, but no one complained. They knew they had found a refuge, as safe a place for their people as could be found in the New New World, and were eager to make it their own.

****

After spending the day hard at work, Ni-T'o went to find his new wife, Hvshi, which meant the "the Sun" in their language. She was his brother Fvni's widow, and since Ni-T'o was single, it was their custom to be wed. They walked to the edge of the mesa and looked out upon the vast ocean to the west, where the bloated red Cretaceous sun edged slowly towards the horizon, casting all in a ruby light.

"It is so beautiful!" Hvshi exclaimed, staring out at the panorama below. "So much water, I never could have imagined it!"

[image: Hvshi]"There is much I have seen since coming to this world that I could not have imagined in our old lives. Our friends from the future told me that in our own time there were oceans such as these, although they were in different places than now. Our people just never saw them, our entire lives were spent within a few days walk from home!"

"Yes, and now much of what was in that walk is gone, replaced by these new, dangerous lands. Still, at least we have our village, and some other villages we know, here with us. We are surviving, making the best of things."

Ni-T'o turned to her, a gentle, but sad smile on his face. "Are you happy, Hvishi?"

"Yes, I am. I have become used to our new lives here. But, sometimes I am sad, when I think on poor Fvni."

Ni-T'o nodded solemnly. "Were you happy with him?"

"You know I was." She looked at him with her warm brown eyes, now filled with concern. "And, I am happy now. I thank the gods I have you in my life, I don't know what would have become of me if I had lost you, too!"

"I am glad to hear that, but . . . I am not my brother," Ni-T'o said, looking down to the grass below their feet. Even though they had been fortunate, and there had been love in their union from the beginning, there were times when he still worried that Hvishi might still pine after her first love.

"No, you are not Fvni. You are Ni-T'o, and you are my husband now, and yes, you have my love, just as he had it." She took his hand and held it in the soft warmth of her own.

"I am grateful for that, Hvishi. I count myself a lucky man, but at what cost? I would have gladly given my own life, died a thousand times if it could have saved my Fvni."

"I know you would have. The gods desired otherwise. We will never forget Fvni, but we must live the life we have now. And so, are you happy with me?" she asked, her gaze penetrating him to the very soul.

"Yes, of course I am! I have loved you since we were children. If I had been older than Fvni you would have been mine! But I am not a jealous man, and I never, ever wished either of you ill. I loved both of you so much!"

"You are a good man, Ni-T'o, better than any other I know. I am proud to be your wife, and to have your love. Now, let's make this place our home, and fill it with our children! There is so much to do, I just don't know where to start!"

Ni-T'o gave her a sly smile. "Children you say? I think I have some idea of where to start." He folded her gently into his arms and they both laughed, a music sound that filled them both with joy. The sound flew with the wind far out onto the Western Ocean, where it mixed with the cries of the great flying beasts fishing for their dinner.




Two Weeks Later, The Bridge to the Mesa Top

[image: wildlife]It had taken a great deal of hard labor, but, at last, the trail and bridge were complete. A few young warriors remained below at the Tilted Meadow as watchmen, while the rest of the people moved to the Mesa's verdant top, crossing the bridge carefully one by one, until all stood in the wildflower dotted meadows, blinking at the surrounding beauty in near disbelief. There were many exclamations of delight as their gazes moved to the green fields and hills beyond, the familiar trees full of songbirds. They felt almost as if they had found their way home to their own time. So it was until they beheld some of the many unusual animals that inhabited their new home, some similar to those that they knew, but much larger, others truly bizarre to behold.

They marveled at a creature that resembled a beaver grown to a towering height, three times larger than a grizzly bear! It watched them from a nearby grove of trees as it chomped contentedly on tender leaves in the high branches. The beast seemed docile enough, and made no move toward them, but they gave it a wide berth anyway. Strange, yes, but at least it was a mammal, and not one of the terrible lizards that haunted the rest of the New New World, which was something to be glad of. It was a good land, far better than any they had seen since coming to this unfathomably ancient time, and they would make it their own.

Once the tribe had passed, it was time to bring up the horses. The trail was a bit steep, but navigable. When they reached the crossing, Nate, Ni-T'o and Gonzalo placed blinders on their mounts to keep them calm. The bridge had evolved into a tunnel, it had walls woven from rope, and a roof of branches, just high enough to let the riderless horses pass. The additions created peace of mind and safety for anyone crossing, as well as protecting against the great flying beasts that occasionally soared through the chasm.

"Well, I might as well go first," Nate said, working hard to inject a note of confidence into his voice. It didn't matter if it was a covered bridge now, or not. He knew that damn log still lay beneath it, and even now crossing it set his heart a-flutter. With some gentle coaxing, he led Poppy up the slope, emerging onto the grassy meadow with a sigh of relief. Gonzalo followed with Flavio, then Ni-T'o with Bella. Now that T'cumu had a horse of his own, Bella had officially become Ni-T'o's pride and joy. He doted on the beautiful, black Spanish mare, treating her to corn cakes filled with fruit from the mesa until she had begun to grow a bit round.

Of course, there was a bit more to that plumpness than good food. Both Bella and Poppy were carrying the foals that Flavio had planted in them. The blessed event was still long months away, but all the men looked forward to it, and were greatly relieved that the births would take place in the relative safety of the mesa top.

A short ride later they arrived at Mesa Top camp, which had grown into a temporary small village while work began on more permanent homes on the range of hills a few miles farther on.

T'cumu waited in the corral with Oklilinchi, a look of fatherly concern on his face. Would the new arrivals accept the 'mesa cayuse' into their herd? Would the stubborn little mare want to join? The moment of truth had arrived.

"Nate, Gonzalo, is there anything I must do?" he asked in a worried tone.

Gonzalo took him by the arm, comforting him in an elder-brotherly way. "No, my friend, and do not be so nervous. Horses are meant to live together in herds. They will sort things out for themselves."

"I'm still not sure that candy-striped little cuss is a horse. I figure it's some kind of tiger with hooves," Nate opined loudly. The bruises he had suffered from her foul-tempered attentions had only recently healed.

T'cumu gave him a withering glance that could have melted glass, and Gonzalo fixed him with a stern gaze that plainly said "You are not helping!"

"Okay, fine. You better let Flavio in with her first, if anyone can melt her icy heart, it's that randy fellow."

Gonzalo strode proudly over to his waiting stallion, and led him into the corral, both their heads held high in the proud way of the Spaniard. He took off his halter, and petted him gently on the face. "Go now, my friend, win her heart!" he whispered, then sent him off with a gentle nudge in the young mare's direction.

Flavio went straight to work, prancing over to the shy young thing with his tail held high, sniffing and snorting the horse's version of a love song. Within a minute they were nuzzling like a pair of doves, the cayuse utterly smitten by her golden suitor.

Gonzalo rejoined his friends, fairly bursting with pride. "You see! It didn't take my beautiful boy long at all."

"Yes, Flavio certainly has a way with women," Nate agreed, watching the always-eager stallion romance the moon-struck Oklilinchi.

"Unlike his master, alas!" Gonzalo said, laughing and shaking his head ruefully. "It seems we will be adding three foals to our herd now."

"Well, I was hoping Flavio would take a shine to the little cuss just for that reason. Now we can find out if we're going to get horses or mules out of such a union. Mules would not be a bad thing, by any means, but I'm holding out hope that these here cayuses actually are horses, even though they'd surely be the oddest-looking ones I've ever seen."

"Then you have not seen a zebra, which these creatures remind me of. The stripes are not as pronounced, but the bushy mane, and the round ears, these are very similar. I could scarcely have believed such a breed, a horse native to the Americas, had ever even existed, if I had not seen it with my own eyes. Let us hope they can, indeed, produce offspring!"

"If it all works out, we will be the proud godfathers of a new breed. My old Grand-Dad would have sure been tickled at a chance like this. Too bad I never got to show him my pretty little appaloosa. He was always keen for something new to add to his stock. At some point I'll mate Poppy with a cayuse stallion and see what we get. It would be one tough critter, I'll wager."

"I wonder if it would have stripes, or spots?" Gonzalo mused.

"I guess we'll just have to wait and see. Either or both is fine with me. The real question will be if it's fertile or not. The suspense is damn near gonna kill me."

"Not if a dragon does first," Gonzalo said, then turned pale. "Oh, Nate, I do apologize! What an awful thing to say, I am sorry if I offended you! I shouldn't tempt the fates in such a way!" Gonzalo crossed himself, then did it again for good measure.

Nate just laughed. "It's all right, Gonzalo. I happen to be a long-time aficionado of gallows humor. Besides, you'd have to get up pretty early in the morning and walk a few hundred miles to offend a dusty old cowboy like me. Well, let's let the rest of the girls in, before they get too jealous."

A few minutes later Flavio was cantering around the corral followed by his three lady admirers. The horse's masters, all greatly pleased, adjourned for a much-needed rest beneath the shady trees. Life was good today, and all four of them prayed silently in their own way that it would last.




Three Months Later, Cayuse Cabin

Nate sat on the wide front porch of the log cabin he and his friends had built near the site of the Mesa Top Camp. It was placed beneath the shady trees, looking out across the grassy fields the wild 'cayuse' horses favored for grazing. One day soon the place would grow into a real ranch, his very own. He hadn't realized that was his secret desire in all his years of wandering, not until he arrived in the strange world of the distant past—an odd place to discover one's future, to say the least. Gonzalo was staying with him, while they constructed a mud-brick house in the old Spanish style a half-mile away, in a spot just as lovely as this one.

Work on the village they had dubbed Hilltop was mostly finished, hard-packed dirt streets lined with the quaint, clay-daubed half-timbered dwellings the tribesmen favored. Hilltop housed the families and young women, all living in comfort, surrounded by the mesa's abundant beauty. Another, smaller village, more of a fort really, had been erected near the rope bridge. This had come to be known as "Lookout," and was the favored haunt of the tribe's young bachelors, who were charged with the important task of standing guard at the bridge.

Word of the mesa had spread among the peoples the twentieth-century folk called Pre-Mounds Tribes, and the mesa's population had already began to grow as more and more of them made the journey across the Drained Sea, gladly leaving behind scattered small villages and camps that had proven too difficult to defend against the monstrous creatures roaming the lands below. All were welcomed, and now the people of many tribes were coalescing into a new identity, calling themselves The Mesa People. Nate and Gonzalo were proud to count themselves among their number, and had been elevated to the status of great chiefs by their adopted kinsmen. Even irascible old Ninak-Mkateewa had come to treat them with some respect, most of the time, anyway.

Nate sat in the oak rocking chair he had carved for himself, and mused on his good fortune. After a blissful spell, he stood up, stretching his long legs with a groan. The one that he had been snared by still gave him a bit of trouble, but it wasn't as bad, and he thought one day it might completely heal. Now it was time to go check on the small herd of wild cayuses they had corralled, and placed under the talented care of T'cumu, who they figured could tame a tornado if given the chance. Before he could get very far, he heard the drum-beat of handsome Flavio's hooves coming across the meadow at a gallop. Apparently Gonzalo was in a bit of a hurry.

"What's going on?" Nate called to him, feeling a bit concerned at his friend's unexpected arrival.

Gonzalo waved, and called back. "You have a visitor asking for you at the bridge!"

"Huh? A visitor? Who?" For the life of him, Nate couldn't think of anybody in the New New World who would be coming to see him, for any good reason anyway.

"I think you had better come see for yourself." Gonzalo was obviously excited, and trying to control himself.

"I can tell by the look on your face that it's going to be someone interesting, and not necessarily in a good way."

"Just come, come and see!"

Nate rounded up Poppy, and they rode the few easy miles to the bridge at a ground-eating trot. Poppy was beginning to show, and Nate didn't like to run her too hard. They arrived at Lookout to find a crowd had gathered. As they drew closer, Nate saw some amongst them wearing a certain cut of clothing—the kind worn by the people of the City of the Pyramids.

It wasn't that big a surprise. He knew that at some point city folk would arrive here, and he was glad that they had their defenses set up well before such an occasion. He and Gonzalo dismounted and walked forward, the crowd parting for them.

Suddenly, Nate came to an abrupt halt.

There, at the center of the gathering, surrounded by her ever-watchful personal guard, was the Raven Priestess. As always, she was utterly captivating, dressed all in indigo, her long, raven tresses framing the other-worldly beauty of her face. She favored Nate with a mysterious smile, her smoky-amber eyes glittering bronze as they caught the blaze of the midday sun. She was a thing of the night, and even beneath the light of day she was somehow surrounded by a shimmering darkness, a shadow sojourning long past the dawn.

Gonzalo took Nate, who was frozen in place, gently by the arm, and began guiding him forward. He spoke softly in his ear. "So, as you said, 'interesting', no?"

"Yup, sure enough," Nate managed to croak through a throat gone tight. He was having a hard time catching his breath; the woman always had the damnedest effect on him! He shook himself, and squared his shoulders in an attempt to ward off her stunning power over him. "Yeah, interesting, and also like I said, 'not necessarily in a good way.' I wonder if she even remembers me. . . . Hey, what the—"

Suddenly, like an owl swooping from its perch to fall upon its hapless prey, the Raven Priestess rushed to Nate, and enclosed him in an inescapable embrace, her lips stopping his words with a passionate kiss.

Nate's hands flapped about helplessly about for a moment, like birds that had forgotten how to fly, until they came to land gently on her back. With a visible shrug he stopped resisting, and set about returning her affection in earnest. I will regret this later, I know I will, and damned if I care! were his last thoughts as he let himself fall under her inexorable, sensuous spell.

Everyone gathered fell into a surprised silence at the unexpected event, except for Gonzalo, who began laughing loudly, quite unable to stop himself.

****

To be continued in The 1st Cavalry of the Cretaceous




















Notes From the Buffer Zone: The Childish Joy by Kristine Kathryn Rusch







These past few weeks, I’ve accidentally rediscovered one of the joys of my childhood. I had honestly thought it lost.

Here’s what happened:

Like everyone else who cares about and/or works in science fiction, I have watched the culture wars develop inside the field. I’ll leave it to people like Eric Flint to fight the good fight against the bigotry and hatred that’s lurking in some of the postings. Much as those things anger me, I find my time is better spent at my job(s)—writing, editing, teaching, and blogging.

But, one myth that keeps reappearing on all sides of the cultural wars in the sf debate really got to me. (I don’t say both sides because there are so many sides.) Hundreds of posts kept repeating the myth that no women wrote science fiction, that the sf field is actively hostile to women, and that women have to disguise their identities to have success.

Let’s ignore the fact that a lot of women edit (and have edited) science fiction for decades. Or the fact that most of the bestsellers in the field are predominantly women (Cherryh, Bujold, Moon, not to mention almost every single urban fantasy bestseller [with a few male exceptions]).

And let’s acknowledge that the sexism, boorish behavior, and just plain discrimination that exist in the real world also exist in the science fiction field.

I know those arguments. But as a multiple award-winning bestselling woman who has worked inside the field since she was 25, I also know that I wasn’t alone. That female editors bought my work, and my fellow nominees on awards-ballots were often other women, and that my co-guest-of-honors at major sf conventions in the 1990s were women as well.

So, last year, when I went to show those folks who were claiming that women didn’t have a presence in science fiction that they didn’t know the history of the field, I was shocked at what I found. The award-winning, award-nominated stories by women? Mostly out of print, if they were ever reprinted at all. The listing about women in the sf field on Wikipedia? Only listed a handful (five, maybe?) of women who wrote anything before the year 2000. And on, and on, and on.

The information about women in the field had gotten lost, repeatedly lost. I just read a discussion of the great old Mars books, and while people recommended Burroughs and Bradbury, no one mentioned Leigh Brackett. No one thinks of recommending some of the best stories because they’re becoming harder and harder to find.

So I sat down with Toni Weisskopf of Baen (a woman who came into the field at the same time I did), and we discussed this, and came up with a book that will reprint some of the great sf stories by women. Toni gave me 90,000 words and asked for a 10,000 word introduction to the volume, which will come out next year.

Off the top of my head, I can fill 90,000 words with great fiction. But I decided to reread—and read—stories that I haven’t thought of for a long time, to see if they hold up. I’m not going to put something in the volume just because “everyone” agrees the story is a classic. I want the story to be something a young sf fan or an old-time sf fan can pick up and fall in love with the genre all over again.

I’m bouncing around in my reading. I have some strong opinions about the stories published from 1980 onward, so I’m saving those for last. Right now, I’m actually focusing on writers I’ve never heard of before (like Rosel George Brown, up for Best New Writer in 1958) and writers whose most important work predates the start of the Hugo awards in 1953.

Last week, I binged—and I mean binged—on Leigh Brackett. Unlike some of the other authors I’ve been reading, Leigh Brackett’s work makes me want to move from story to story without clearing my palate. I have always liked the movies she received screenplay credit on (including The Empire Strikes Back) and I’ve read a few of her stories along the way, but my, oh, my, I haven’t read as many as I thought.

I fell in love—that twelve-year-old geeky girl kind of love—the kind that makes me believe anything is possible and makes me ask why can’t I spend the rest of my life in a hammock, traveling to space. Leigh Brackett, early Anne McCaffrey, Joan Vinge’s first short story, a little C.L. Moore, have all rekindled my sense of wonder.

Honestly, I thought I outgrew it. I haven’t enjoyed reading this much in years. I’d been filling my space opera and heroic science fiction jones mostly through movies and television. I’ve been posting about my reading on the women in science fiction website and on my own website, and somewhere, in one of the comments (or maybe it was a private letter), someone mentioned how bad all this early stuff is, just like that crappy Star Trek and even more crappy Star Wars stuff. Y’know, the things that ruined science fiction.

I don’t expect everyone who goes to these sites or, indeed, everyone who reads my work to know everything about me. But really, sometimes people should think before their fingers hit the keyboard. Because that person, whoever he/she/it was, clearly did not know that I wrote Star Trek and Star Wars tie-in novels, not for the money (which was nice) but because I’m such a crazy fan girl that I was honored to be asked to play in those universes.

I remember going to the library (at the university where my father taught) as a thirteen-year-old newly minted Star Trek fan, and asking what I could read that was like Trek. The librarian looked at me like I had farted loudly and directed me to some shelves in the deepest, darkest back corner of the stacks, where I found a few books about scientists who had terrible love lives and oh, yeah, invented time travel or something. Not the sensawunder I had been looking for.

So I gave up on reading science fiction novels and continued to watch my beloved Trek. I read the short story collections faithfully, from the best-ofs to Universe and Orbit, and found much to love there. I was also genre-challenged, so I had no idea that a few authors I was already reading were sf. I read everything Andre Norton wrote, and a lot of Burroughs and the marvelous Ray Bradbury. I got lost in those adventures over and over again.

Somewhere along the way, though, I found that the stuff “everyone” said was good science fiction or even good space opera didn’t have that sense of wonder, that awe-inspiring I-never-want-to-leave-this-place feeling that the best out-of-this-world fiction can provide.

I did read good stories since I’ve grown up. I’ve read some wonderful science fiction. I’ve read some great stories that gave me a hint of that feeling.

But that sheer unadulterated joy of reading? That unbelievable horror that something so terrifying can exist in the universe and maybe, just maybe, we can survive it? I don’t think I’ve had entire evenings of that, entire weeks of that, in years and years and years. Maybe not since I was a teenager.

Oh, I’m enjoying this project. I expected to make a difference in the knowledge base for others out there. I’ll be editing a series of books in the next year or two, reprinted the award-winners in the field from the dawn of the awards forward, as well as other volumes of classic sf and mystery stories.

But this is the first, and this one is making a difference for me as well. I’ve realized that I haven’t entirely changed from that shy little girl who leaned up against the blond wood of that librarian’s desk. I still prefer the sensawonder stories over everything else.

Time to go back and reread old favorites. Or find new old favorites. Join me on this summer of (re)discovery. I guarantee you’ll have fun. And I hope it will be as much fun as I’m having.

Because I’m having a blast.

If you want to find out more about this project or if you have some suggestions about it, please to go the website that I started, http://www.womeninsciencefiction.com/

****











This Issue's Cover—60 by Garrett W. Vance
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This issue's cover features a pair of State of Thuringia-Franconia national guardsmen mustering in a Grantville parking lot. The soldiers were painted by an unknown period artist, the photo of Mannington, West Virginia is courtesy of 1632.org. The (non-canon) state flag was designed by me, incorporating the flags of Thuringia (above) and Franconia (below), with a single USA star on navy blue in a red circle, symbolizing Grantville and the Ring of Fire. This piece is also appearing in the Grantville Gazette advertisement for the 2015 LibertyCon convention program book. The copy I wrote for the advertisement goes with the art, so I will include it here:

In the year 2000, a cosmic 

Ring of Fire transported the 

sleepy West Virginia coal-

mining town of Grantville to

Germany, circa the year 1632,

smack-dab in the middle of

the Thirty Years' War.

The Americans brought many

wonders with them: Liberty,

Democracy, Electricity, Flight,

and Modern Firearms...

Europe hasn't been the

same since.

—Garrett W. Vance, Art Director
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