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Buy the Grammar by Terry Howard
[image: banner]



Grantville, 1636
"Noble's Book Barn." Adelbert turned to his wife, Anna Margaret Herman. "What a strange name. Do they mean to suggest that a noble has so many books he needs a barn to hold them? Or that he is actually engaged in the vulgar process of selling them, like some common fishwife hawking cockles and mussels through the streets in a push cart? Or do they mean to suggest that they are only prepared to sell their books to nobles?"
Anna Margaret chuckled at her husband's witticism. "This is Grantville, dear. They don't believe in nobility. That is why the king is greeted as Captain-General when he comes here. You know this. We have been told about it repeatedly."
"They could mean they have a barn full of books suitable to sell to nobles?"
"Or," she replied, "that the books are only fit to be kept in a barn?"
"Or is the shop owned by someone with the odd name of Noble? I'd say Noble was an Englishman but here in Grantville, if they are up-timers, then it means nothing. Recall the way that West Virginian bragged about their melting pot. To think he went on to brag about being a—" Adelbert's voice shifted to mimic his source. "—'pure-bred American mongrel' is incredible. And he freely—even proudly—claimed to have the blood of ignorant heathen savages running in his veins, diluting his civilized Christian ancestry."
"Or," his wife replied, squeezing his arm, "the name of the book store is more of the up-time marketing we were told about. The name has definitely caught your eye and attention. And if it means anything at all, it probably means that the books are like the art. If you are not truly noble, you will not be able to afford to buy them."
"Let's see what they have to offer, shall we?"
The first thing he noticed when they came through the door of the small shop was a display announcing, "Speak Amideutsch like a native." The second thing he noticed was that his wife was indeed correct. Only someone who did not ask what the price was would be comfortable buying the books. They had seen books for sale in the park at half the price the shop was asking and they were selling poorly even at that price. They had bought so many that they sent the servant back to their lodging to unload them. If the footman didn't catch up with them, it might be the end of what they bought for the day. Or they would have to keep a list and send someone to pick up for them.
There was a slight dictionary and a thicker grammar. The same introduction appeared in each book in Latin and in Amideutsch explaining the new language.
The author, Jacqueline Pascal, wrote:


It is said that in 1066 when a Norman French man-at-arms tried to make a date with an Anglo-Saxon bar maid, the resulting bastard was English. Centuries later, when this mature English bastard met the Ladies of the Germanies, in trying to communicate they created—or are even now creating—a new language that is being called Amideutsch. And while the West Virginians are being generous about accepting German vocabulary, they are standing their ground when it comes to accepting German grammar.
In a book by one Bill Bryson on the history of the English language entitled "Mother Tongue," he talks about the creation of the English language out of Norman French and Anglo-Saxon German with a vast horde of other sources. My favorite sentence out of his work goes something like, "Cases are gone for good, and it's good that they're gone." German cases in Amideutsch are dead or are quickly dying, in the face of the up-timer American's disdain and disregard. It is my clear intent to help them into an early and permanent grave, while giving the minimally necessary consistent and logical structure to the language that is destined to replace Latin as the universal language of scholarship and trade, if for no other reason than the vast library in English that Grantville has presented as a gift to the world. For if you can read Amideutsch, then you can read West Virginia's up-time English. Just as both vocabularies survived out of the French and the Anglo-Saxon tongues in England, the greater part of both vocabularies are likely to survive in Amideutsch, especially since so many of the old Germanic roots are still there in up-time English and especially since it is the English grammar, or more precisely when it comes to cases, the lack thereof, that looks to be surviving.
This is not surprising. It happened as long ago as Alexander the Great. He conquered the known world and imposed Greek on the empire as a common language. But the conquered peoples of the empire had their revenge. They looked at the complicated, beautiful, noble, grammar of classical Greek and laughed at its pretensions of grandeur. Knowing that, the lowest common denominator for a language—if it is to be of use—is that it must be understandable and then reproducible, they—to use a good Amideutsch phrase taken from English—dumbed it down. They simplified it, modified it, corrupted it, added vocabulary while ignoring complicated grammar, and claimed it as their own.
One of the things I learned while preparing this book is that Koine Greek is not unique to the Bible, as scholars have long thought and taught. It is not Holy Ghost Greek as so many generations of students have been misinformed. There are tons of scrap paper in garbage dumps under the sands of Egypt where Holy Koine Greek is used for contracts, ordinary letters, and shopping lists. They're just sitting there, waiting to be dug up and shared with the world. Classical Greek is much more formal and complicated and if you are going to read it, having Koine Greek is not going to let you do it any better than knowing up-time English is going to let you read Shakespeare or Chaucer.
[image: William]What happened when Alexander's Greek met the world and William the Conqueror's French met the Anglo-Saxons is happening again as Hillbilly pathos encounters proper elegant German. German, high and low, strives to stave off the advances of the Hillbilly man-at-arms. Even as I write this in the year of the Lord 1636, this book acknowledges the trend, applauds the trend and fully endorses it.


Adelbert looked up from the introduction to ask the sales clerk, "Am I to understand that the scholar who assembled this is female?"
"Female, French, and eleven," the clerk, Jacob Straley, replied.
"Eleven what?"
"Eleven years old."
Adelbert laughed, snapping the book closed and putting it back without looking past the introduction. "And her father wasted his money on having his little girl's hobby printed? You actually expect people to buy this?"
The clerk looked at him slyly, with half-hidden condescension. "I've got twelve signed copies tucked away as presents for my grandchildren who will sell these first edition copies of the first book on the topic by the mother of Amideutsch someday for enough to set themselves up in business."
Adelbert looked at the young man who had proudly been shaving for two years and had surely cut himself both times, "And just how many grandchildren do you and your wife have?"
"She hasn't married me yet. So it will be twenty years before I have grandchildren and another twenty before they are ready to go into business. But when they are, the money will be waiting."
The young man sounded absolutely sincere.
"You are surely joking?"
"Nope. That little girl is the foremost translator in Grantville." This was an overstatement, but not by much. "She collects languages like other kids collect butterflies and butterflies have a special meaning in the new language of Grantville." The boy tapped the pile of dictionaries. "There is no one in town who can speak more languages than she can."
Adelbert sternly demanded, "Surely you exaggerate?"
Jacob firmly shook his head. "Nope. The girl is a genius. You should have been here when the high school produced the Amideutsch play she wrote. Someone kept score. She got ten percent more laughs from the German jokes than she did from the English ones."
"Well, of course," Adelbert countered. "She's not English."
"She's not German either. She's French. But there were at least twice as many German speakers in the audience as there were English speakers. And the funniest thing in the play was the Polish gentleman who spoke neither German nor English at all well." The boy laughed at the memory. "You wouldn't believe the things she had the man saying without his realizing it.
"We've got a printing of the play. But you'll need the dictionary and the grammar to understand it."
Adelbert's face clearly said "no way." So Jacob added, "The transcripts of TV shows and movies are selling well. They're in English of course. Star Trek and Star Wars are selling best. The expanded German translations with explanations are selling better."
"What have you printed in the way of serious works?"
"Nothing. We are not printers. We are just booksellers. By standing arrangements, we have copies of anything that has been printed in the way of a book in Grantville ever, or in Magdeburg since they started printing again after the sack, or in Jena since about the same time. If any printer has copies for sale, so do we." The lad did not add that they had copies after the printer sold out because almost everyone knew that no one had higher prices than Noble's Book Barn.
The lad didn't mention the sizeable markup one would pay for the convenience of one-stop shopping as he pointed out first a section of used, mostly paper-bound books. "We have the largest selection of up-time books for sale in one place anywhere in Grantville." Then he pointed to a section of shelves with mostly hardcover books behind a counter on which pairs of white gloves were waiting. "And we have the finest selection of quality up-time books for sale in Grantville." Then with a sweeping gesture he indicated the rest of the shop. "And we have copies of any book in print, whether it is a reproduction or translation of an up-timer work, or a printing of a down-time work, or—" He tapped the stack of grammars in front of him. "—we have the second greatest pride of Grantville. We have new works of scholarship. We've got Getting Acquainted with Grantville Laws, Customs, Society, and the Working World by Sarah Cochran Reardon in fourteen different languages. They're mostly translated by Jacqueline Pascal. So even if they're the most affordable items in the store—" He tapped the stack of dictionaries. "—you're not interested because the author and the translator are both girls."
He continued his sales spiel. "We have complete sets of all of the encyclopedias that have been printed here and now. We even have copies of books out of Reverend Green's private library that no one is going to buy because no one can read them. But they have been printed in Grantville, so we have copies for sale. And we did sell one of them, once."
"What kind of book do you have that no one is ever going to buy?"
[image: greek]"Well, someone bought a complete concordance of the Greek New and Old Testament. We have a basic Greek and a grammar and a lexicon, all in up-time English, so if you wish to learn up-time English, you can then use it to learn Greek. If you want to learn Greek, why learn English first? And we have the Dead Sea Scrolls in mostly Hebrew, but it's a Hebrew so old that even the Jews have trouble reading it. None of them sell. But they were printed here in town and we have copies if you wish to buy them."
"What is a concordance?"
"Every place a word is used in the bible is indexed. So if you know a word in a verse you can find the verse."
"What?"
"Let me show you." The clerk grabbed an oversized volume off the shelf. "This is a Strong's Concordance of the English Authorized Version. Take a word like rest—" That being where the volume fell open. "—here it lists every place by book chapter and verse where the word is used."
"Do you have that in German?"
"No. But Jacqueline is working on it." This was true, but he didn't mention that she was working on it along with a number of other contributors, it being ultimately under Doctor Albert Green's direction.
"That is too bad. I could use such a book in German."
Adelbert glanced at his wife who was thumbing through the selection of up-time printed romance novels priced to be sold more as curios than as books. "My wife and I want to take something home with us to display, which says we were in Grantville, and that would have been a good choice."
"Leave me an address," Jacob smiled ingratiatingly. "When the book comes out, I'll drop you a line."
"You'll what?"
"Drop you a line. It means send you a letter." Cocking his head, he continued, "But then, if you had a dictionary which includes common Amideutsch phrases, you could look it up. If you want a souvenir of Grantville that will go up in value and be a prized possession by your family for generations to come, then you want the book you just put back on the pile."
Adelbert looked dubious but the clerk stood firm. Adelbert picked up the dictionary. "That is rather thin for an entire language."
"True. She will have to compile a thicker dictionary as the vocabulary grows and changes. But the grammar is the important part of the duet and while the dictionary will change to match the language, the language will change to match the grammar, because the way she has it laid out just makes too much sense."
"You seem very sure of something which has yet to happen."
"Read the grammar and if you do not agree with me that she knows what she is talking about, I'll bend the rules and buy it back from you used at the full price as long as it's not written in or abused."
"Herr Nobles won't mind?"
"The owner? No, my mother won't mind."
"Her name is Nobles?"
"No, that was the name of her favorite bookstore up-time. She thought the name might bring her luck.
"If you want something to take home and don't want the Amideutsch duet, then we have the current edition of the dictionary of newly invented Latin technical words, if that might interest you more. But you are missing a sure thing if you don't take Jacqueline's books home. And the printer is working on a revised second addition of the Latin Technical Dictionary. Jacqueline is a contributing editor to both the current and the new Latin dictionary, by the way."
"Who is this paragon of languages?"
"She is the sister of Blaise Pascal, the great French mathematician, physicist, inventor, writer and Christian philosopher."
"Never heard of him."
Jacob snickered. "Well, you'll have to wait until he grows up and gets around to writing them or read the copies we brought back with us from the twentieth century. Thirty years from now, he once would have said, 'Apart from Jesus Christ, we do not know what is our life, nor our death, nor God.'
"I know someone who once quoted that line to the boy, and Blaise said, 'That is very profound. Who wrote it?' The person said, 'for a dollar I'll introduce you and you can spend as much time with him as you wish.' Well, Blaise forked over the dollar—"
"Forked over?" Adelbert interrupted.
Jacob handed him a dictionary and said, "Look it up," and then continued. "When my acquaintance had the dollar in hand, he said, 'Blaise Pascal, meet Blaise Pascal.' Then Blaise said, 'Shit. How am I supposed to live up to all of that?' "
"Well, that is who her brother is. But who is she?"
"I told you, she is Grantville's greatest translator. When her next Amideutsch play comes out next week she will be crowned Grantville's favorite playwright. For now that's Shakespeare. But not for long."
"You really think that this little girl is going to compete with England's greatest playwright?"
[image: Shakespeare]"He doesn't write in our language and she does. We just don't get his English. We don't get some of his jokes. We get hers. And she has two languages to play with. Three if you count the gentleman from Poland who just does not know what is going on or what he is saying. Shakespeare writes about places we've never been and she writes about Grantville. Yes. I really do think she is going to compete with Shakespeare here in Grantville. Her plays won't do well elsewhere right now. But in a hundred years, when Amideutsch is the national language for the USE and the lingua franca for the world, school children will study them, just like we studied Shakespeare up-time."
Adelbert looked at the boy with suspicion.
"Hey," Jacob said, "I am not pulling your leg."
Adelbert looked down at his feet with a bemused look on his face.
Jacop handed him a dictionary and said, "Look it up."
Adelbert didn't take the book. So Jacob turned to the page and shoved the book at the man. At a glance he saw the word phrase 'pull your leg' and his gaze fled to the Latin line under the Amideutsch definition. Then he flipped through the book. Every page was half Latin. And the Latin was first-rate, serious, of respectable academic quality, concise and precise prose. It was a work of serious scholarship.
"Why did her father let this prodigy waste her time on defining the corruption of the German language?"
"Because, just maybe, she could see where the future was heading and wanted to help it get it right?"
Adelbert set the dictionary down and started to peruse the grammar which was also bi-lingual in Latin.
"Excuse me," Jacob said. Adelbert's wife had wandered over to the counter in front of the expensive books.
Jacob put on a pair of gloves and asked, "What would you like to see first?"
****
Adelbert and Anna's footman caught up with them in time to carry away a stack of books. Including Jacqueline's grammar, dictionary and play.
****









Mission in the Baltic by John F. Harvell
[image: banner]



June 1637, Office of the Commander, Lübeck Naval Base
"Captain Kruger, there is a man here to see you, but he won't tell me his name or what he wants. He said the supply office at navy headquarters sent him and that you are expecting him."
Kruger frowned. "Perhaps now I'll find out what all this mystery is about. Show him in, Albert."
The man who was ushered into Kruger's office looked like any ordinary merchant you might pass in the streets and not remember later. His manner, however, was brisk, almost brusque, as he closed the office door in the clerk's face and marched over to Kruger's desk.
"Major Kellner, army intelligence," he announced crisply. The identification card he took from his pocket was far beyond what any commercial printer could do.
Kruger studied it carefully, and compared the likeness on the card to the man in his office, then handed it back. "All right, Major Kellner. Is there something we can do here at Lübeck for army intelligence?"
[image: Narva]"Yes, sir! You can have a naval vessel at Narva in Swedish Estonia on July first."
"Major Kellner, I am not accustomed to having army majors walk into my office and order me around, intelligence or not. In case you didn't notice, the fleet is not here at the moment, and we have no naval resources currently available. I'm afraid you will have to find some other ship. In any case that's a five- or six-day sail, and it's already too late to get there by July first."
"Excuse me, Captain Kruger, but as I was coming into the building I saw a small ship coming to anchor. Is that one available? This mission is urgent!"
"I haven't seen that ship yet, but if it's the one I think it is, it's fresh out of a Swedish shipyard and does not have an assigned captain nor a trained crew, and the armament is not yet installed. It would be a month or more before it would be able to go on any mission. And that assumes I could even find a qualified captain. There are none available that I know of.
"Now, why don't you take a deep breath and tell me just what all this rush is about," Kruger said. It was not an invitation.
Kellner visibly calmed himself, and did take a deep breath. "I'm sorry, sir. There is a great deal riding on the outcome of this mission, and I let it influence me. Please accept my apologies.
"Much of what I am about to discuss is highly classified. Please treat it as such.
"There is a class of minerals called mica that is particularly useful in fabricating certain radio parts, especially parts for long-range marine radios, but also army and air force radio equipment as well. It is still possible to make that equipment without it, but with mica that equipment can be smaller, cheaper, and more rugged. I'm sure you can understand why it is important to all the services.
"Up-time it was widely available and almost all countries had deposits of it. However, in our own time the only source of that material we know about is in Muscovy.
"I'm sure you are aware of the turmoil going on there, and the people currently in power have chosen to block shipments of that material for the last two years for internal political reasons. The issues do not appear likely to be resolved soon. We have now reached a point where the availability of that material is critical to our military efforts."
Kellner stopped for a moment, considering how to phrase what was to follow. "We were made aware of the problem some time ago, and conveyed that information to our contacts within Muscovy. It just happened that our contact in Novgorod became aware of an opportunity to divert a domestic shipment of that material and deliver it to Narva. Given the difficulty of communications, our contact acted on his own initiative to do just that.
"It was not until two days ago that word of that arrangement reached us, and we have been in a full-swivet panic since then trying to get this particular mission authorized and launched because the delivery that our contact authorized is already en route.
"The ruling faction there is determined that none of this material should leave Muscovy, fearing that it would strengthen their political opponents. That is not really true, but they don't understand that. In any case, they are prepared to use armed intervention to interdict that shipment without particular regard to political boundaries. Because of that, we chose not to hire a commercial shipper, but feel we must use a naval vessel that is armed and prepared to deal with that problem.
"Although several hundred pounds of that material is, in itself, significant and important, there is more at stake. We cannot do anything to affect the vulnerability of the delivery person enroute, and once he reaches Narva we must be prepared to take the delivery person and some family members aboard right away, and get them safely away from the area to avoid having them captured and compromising our network of contacts in Muscovy. That is vital! There are methods of getting people to talk, whether they want to or not.
"The USE is loath to be seen as meddling in the internal affairs of Muscovy. Therefore, the ship used should not obviously be a USE ship, and it should not be a ship that has been commonly seen here before. We have arranged for it to be able to fly the Swedish flag for this trip if necessary, since that is Swedish territory, but perhaps it would be better if it did not fly any flag at all, and remain as anonymous as possible. We will, of course, provide the funds for payment for the delivery in the agreed amount.
"The government would prefer that only those who have a need to know be aware of this mission. Otherwise it might cause further deterioration in USE relations with Muscovy."
Kruger steepled his fingers and thought for several moments. "I hope you are prepared to finance this mission. Our budget is severely strained at this time."
Kellner reached into another pocket. "You will receive the needed documents for this mission through normal channels, probably tomorrow. That will include a funding source." He placed a piece of paper on Kruger's desk.
"Where and how will our personnel be able to meet your 'delivery person'?"
"Your ship needs to be there on July 1st. Just anchor at the mouth of the river and wait, several days if necessary. If they're not there within a week, I'm afraid they won't ever be. The delivery person will approach you and give you a sign, probably during the evening hours. Your person will answer with a countersign, and they will reply with a third. At that point you can take delivery and make payment."
"And just what is this sign and countersign, and will we be able to do it? Nobody here speaks Russian."
A tight smile passed over Kellner's face. "You won't have to speak Russian. I don't think anybody will be able to guess this.
"The sign is a nonsense set of words: 'Mairsy doats.'
"The countersign is: 'and dozy doats.'
"And the counter-countersign is: 'and liddle lamzy divey.' "
Kruger stared at him in horror. "Heaven forgive me, nobody will remember that!"
In response, Kellner smiled a rather large smile and broke into song, in English! "If the words sound queer . . ."
English was not Kruger's first language, but by the time Kellner stopped singing he realized he knew enough to understand the key elements of the song. It was nonsense, but it also had a way of sticking in one's mind, too. In fact it was almost addicting. He even found himself humming the melody. He blanched at the thought of passing this along to the captain of whatever ship he sent. No one had ever accused him of being a singer, but he knew immediately that was the only practical way to remember it. "Once this shipment gets here what do we do with it?"
"Not to worry, I will meet it with transport."


Dock, Lübeck Naval Base, That Afternoon
"Good afternoon, Mister Faber. Does your presence here indicate that the guns are ready?" asked Ensign Nils Larsson, project officer for the prototype Fearless-class escort schooner, as he stepped from the ship's boat onto the dock.
Chief Gunner's Mate Michael Faber smiled faintly and looked down at his feet for a moment. "Well, yes and no, sir. The guns are ready, but the ammunition is not.”
Nils had been afraid of that. The ammunition was of a new and special design and was having teething problems. He shook his head and sighed. "Oh well, it was all going too well to last. I had hoped we could deliver a fully operational escort schooner on schedule this summer, but perhaps that will have to wait."
He noticed Faber's downcast expression. "Not your fault, Michael. You've delivered the guns, and the ammunition is someone else's responsibility.
"I don't suppose you've seen Hubert? I guess I need to know whether the radios are behind schedule, too, before I go see the exec."
Faber grinned as he looked up at Nils. "Actually, sir, I did see Hubert last night at the inn. He says he's got the initial issue of radio equipment all set to install. There'll be more coming along later, but he says the CW system is ready to install and that the voice system—he calls it TBS for 'Talk Between Ships'—is on schedule for later this summer."
Nils grinned. "I guess all is not lost. You've done your job, and just maybe the ammunition will be ready by the time the TBS is.
"Have you seen Commander Dengler? How is his leg?"
"Yes, sir. I went to see him just last week. They managed to save his leg, but they haven't been able, yet, to get his knee to work right. They've been trying all sorts of physical therapy, but so far it's so painful that he can barely stand on it, and not walk at all. He's afraid they're going to stick him with shore duty, or worse, retire him."
Their attention was caught by the pounding of footsteps and they turned to see a marine running toward them. He pulled up in front of them and saluted Nils.
"Excuse me, sir. Are you from that ship out there?" He pointed at Fearless.
"Yes I am, Private," Nils said with a puzzled look on his face.
"Please come with me, sir. The base commander wants to speak to you."


Narva River
"Shhh!" hissed Vanya. "Keep your head down and keep the boy quiet." He guided the boat over against the river bank under some overhanging roots where it wouldn't be visible from the track that was laughably called a road.
Anna heard the thump of horse's hooves going by just on the other side of the trees above them. She listened with her heart pounding until the hoofbeats faded completely from her hearing. She wondered how much longer they'd be in the boat. They hadn't eaten since yesterday, and not much then, and she was beginning to worry about Ivan. He was less and less responsive, and seemed to just stare dully straight ahead, not taking any interest at all in what was going on.
She was beginning to worry about Vanya, too. His coughing seemed to be getting worse, and he didn't seem to be rowing as fast. He was stopping more often to rest, too.


Office of the Commander, Lübeck Naval Base
Nils brought himself to attention in front of the commander's desk. "Good afternoon, sir. Ensign Larsson reporting as ordered."
Nils was a trifle nervous. He didn't travel in the same social circles as lofty captains, like the commander. Just over a year and a half ago he had been a junior petty officer on a courier schooner. The prospect of having to meet with Admiral Simpson back then had terrified him. Simpson had the reputation of eating captains for lunch. Nils thought a lowly petty officer probably wouldn't even make an appetizer, but Simpson had been surprisingly pleasant, and Nils had found himself opening up to him and freely answering all his questions. Nils' promotion to ensign and assignment as the project officer for Fearless came as a complete surprise.
"Ensign Larsson, what can you tell me about that little escort schooner? I understand they are relatively fast?"
"Yes, sir, Fearless is quite fast. During trials we averaged about ten knots in any decent wind over all points of sailing, and I have logged almost fifteen knots with a brisk wind on her best point of sailing. We exercised her substantially during her sea trials, so we have a pretty well-documented report of her performance."
"Mmmm." Kruger glanced at the other person in the office for a moment. "How long do you think it would take Fearless to get to Narva in Swedish Estonia from here?"
"I'm afraid I am not familiar with Narva, sir. Do you know how far it is?"
Kruger pursed his lips and thought for a minute. "I would say it's about six hundred nautical miles."
"For that distance, sir, with a typical Baltic wind, I would estimate about three days, or a little less."
Kruger nodded slowly. "What sort of shape do you think the crew is in?"
"I really have no basis for comparison, sir. The deck division and a couple of the ratings, the cook and the motorman, have been living aboard for about six weeks. For the last month we have been conducting sea trials, and the crew performed quite well during that time. The sail handling has been crisp, and there haven't been many, if any, instances of fumbling for the right line. I think they're pretty good, but I've never been a captain so, as I said, I have no basis for comparison."
"What's Fearless' weapons status?"
Nils eyebrows rose. "There are absolutely no weapons aboard, sir. Fearless is fresh from the shipyard. No small arms, and no ship's weapons. The new Hotchkiss cannon are here and ready to install, but we have no ammunition for them as yet. The gunnery division is here, ready to come aboard, too. "
"Stores?"
"None, sir. All we took aboard was enough to get down here from Västervik."
Captain Kruger sat back, pursed his lips, and stared into space for several moments. When he shifted his attention back to Nils he was all business.
"Ensign Larsson, as of this moment you are acting captain of Fearless. After this meeting I want you to go directly back to Fearless and bring her alongside. I will direct the supply officer to begin loading stores as soon as you are alongside.
"While the stores are loading, I want you and your chief gunner to go to the armory and arrange for small arms and some form of ship's guns to be brought aboard tonight, along with ammunition. I will direct the armament officer to meet your schedule.
"Tomorrow, Fearless will set sail for Narva in Swedish Estonia, to arrive no later than late afternoon on 1 July."
"What about our radios, sir? They are here and ready to install, as well."
"If you can get them aboard before you sail and install them underway, fine. If not they'll have to wait. Your mission is classified, and only those who have a need to know should know any of the details . . ."


Aboard Fearless, Later
"That's what I can tell you about this mission. I'm sorry it's so little.
"Michael, we may have to deal with boarders and we don't have anything on the ship to fight with. Any ideas?"
[image: cannon]Michael shrugged. "We should be able to get small arms from the armory." He stopped for a moment, and his eyes narrowed. "Hmm . . . When I delivered the Hotchkiss guns to the armory for storage, I saw something there that we might be able to use. Back when they were trying to figure how to defend the new ships from boarders, the master gunsmith at the Phantom Works made a couple of updated swivel guns for that purpose, but they were rejected in favor of the mitrailleuse and the big shotguns. These are pretty nice swivel guns, made from gunmetal and equipped with a two-handed grip, with a trigger on one grip that fires a cap in a caplock. They're small enough to mount on the bulwark, not any bigger than a Hotchkiss, except they don't have the same accuracy and range, or rate of fire.
"He had some experimental ammunition made up that was essentially one-piece. He enclosed both the powder and the ball in a tight, lightweight linen sock, so all you had to do was stick it in the muzzle and ram it once. I think he made some canister the same way. If we can get those two guns and their ammunition, we should at least be able to deal with boats and boarders."
Nils nodded. "That sounds worthy of consideration. We may not have any choice. You and I will go see them as soon as we're alongside."


Next Morning, Early
It was dead calm at sunrise and Fearless got underway on her auxiliary engine just as the sun was coming over the horizon. Most of the crew had been busy all night, and Fearless was still a hive of activity on deck, aloft, and below.
Now that things had somewhat subsided on the quarterdeck, Nils turned to the man in battle dress standing nearby, trying to stay out of the way.
"Sergeant Lambert, I appreciate you coming with us on such short notice. Those pistols are new to everybody and we need to learn how to use them."
The marine gunnery sergeant smiled. "When the base commander says 'jump' we say 'how high?' If you don't have time to come to the range for training, I guess we can bring the training to you, sir."
Nils nodded. "Still, I appreciate it. I suspect we won't be ready for pistol training until tomorrow morning. We're still getting the swivel guns mounted, and the generator lines and antennas strung for the radio, so the decks are going to be obstructed off and on until that's finished.
"I'd really prefer too that the hands get some sleep before they try to learn about these pistols."
"I think I would too, sir. It's hard enough keeping them from shooting each other when they're more or less awake." Sergeant Lambert chuckled.
The breeze began to pick up from the west-north-west.
"Mister Brandt, please set all plain sail."
"Aye, aye, sir."
Gus headed forward, bellowing commands to the hands.
Nils turned to the helmsman. "Eric, have Hans secure the engine and rig for sailing."
"Secure the engine and rig for sailing, aye." Eric bent to the speaking tube.
It was only a matter of minutes before Fearless was heeled over and racing along in her element. As tired as he was, Nils still got a thrill when Fearless was allowed to do what she was designed to do. It called out to the Viking blood in his veins, and it seemed to him that, in some sense, they were part of each other.
The wind was still rather gentle, and there was only a small swell running. Nils studied the sails and assessed the heel with his body, so when Gus came back to the quarterdeck, he turned to him. "Gus, this breeze is pretty light. I think she can carry more sail. What do you think?"
Gus took a moment to consider the heel and the wind in the shrouds. "Yes, sir, I think she can carry more in this light a breeze."
"All right, Mister Brandt. Let's set everything but the fisherman. We have an urgent appointment somewhere north of here."


Gulf of Finland, Mouth of the Narva River
Nils had a lead line going to ensure adequate water under the keel as they sailed into the estuary of the Narva River. The town of Narva was some distance up-river from the mouth and they wouldn't be going that far. There was no problem finding a place to anchor, the estuary was large and there were no other ships.
They arrived in early evening, but it would still be a long time until sunset this far north. Indeed, there would be little or no night at all here, this time of year, and the sun would just go behind the hills on some islands in the gulf and not actually "set."
They'd made the run in just two and a half days, despite having had the breeze die a number of times enroute. Fortunately, even a light breeze would move Fearless, and with a good breeze they sailed faster than anything else afloat, so although Nils had some anxious moments, Fearless had kept her appointment on time.
Nils had revolvers with holsters issued to all hands and had Michael and Sergeant Lambert assure they were all loaded correctly. Their training sessions had gone well, but the guns were still new to everybody. These were a new design for a pistol, replicas of up-time Remington .44 caliber black powder revolvers. In between pistol sessions, Michael exercised his gun crews with the swivel guns. Once the guns were cleaned, Nils had Michael load both of the swivel guns with canister.
After evening meal most of the crew came up on deck to enjoy the late evening sunlight and unwind a little from the day's activities. Gus and Michael kept a close eye on their men to ensure that nobody was playing "cowboy" with their revolvers, but by and large it was a quiet, peaceful, evening. One by one, the men went below and turned in for the night.
The men on the anchor watch circled the deck nearly continuously, turning the glass at half-hour intervals and ringing the appropriate number of bells. It was true that they had a precision chronometer on board for navigation timekeeping, but tradition dies hard at sea, and the glass and the bells still signaled the routine of life on shipboard.
Nils went below early to compose his arrival report and gave it to Hubert to send when the conditions were right. Then he crawled into his bunk and attempted to sleep. He heard Gus and Michael come below and turn in sometime later.
****
Nils didn't think he had slept at all when the anchor watch knocked softly on the door to his cabin, but then realized he must have. It was just past midnight and the watch had changed.
"Captain, there is a boat approaching."
"Thank you, Hans. I'll be right up."
Nils slipped his feet into his shoes and was topside in a few moments. When Hans pointed out the boat it took him a little while to see it. While it wasn't exactly dark, it was still twilight, and the shadows were very long and black, and the boat was hidden in a shadow.
"All right, Hans, I see it now. Continue with your watch. If you see another boat let me know right away. That could signal trouble."
"Aye, aye, sir."
The boat approached slowly, and it wasn't until they were quite close that Nils heard a low call, in Swedish.
"Ahoy the ship."
"Ahoy the boat. Identify yourself."
He heard a cough.
"Mairsy doats."
"and dosey doats," Nils responded.
Another cough.
"and liddle lamzy divey."
"Come aboard." Nils turned to the nearest anchor watch.
Just then the other man in the anchor watch sang out, "Captain! More boats approaching!"
Nils' head snapped up and he stared in the direction Hans was pointing. There they were! At least two boats. He turned to the two men of the anchor watch.
To Hans he said, "Sound General Quarters!" He turned to the other man. "Get a line aboard this boat, hurry!"
Nils leaned over the bulwark and called out to the boat. "We have company. We'll have to take you in tow until we can get away from them."
Even with a beard, the man's face looked white in the twilight, but he nodded and secured the line to the bow of the boat.
Nils turned back to the anchor watch. "Make the line fast to the cleat where we tow the ship's boat. Leave them enough scope to tow comfortably."
The raucous sound of the klaxon rang out over the ship, and soon thumps and running feet could be heard.
Gus came up on deck tucking his shirt into his waistband, with his shoes still unbuckled.
"Mister Brandt, detail someone to cut the anchor cable as soon as possible!"
"Aye, aye sir!" Gus ran forward bawling: "Johansson! Get an axe!"
Michael came on deck in just his trousers. Nils waved him over.
"Michael, how long would it take to move a swivel gun aft where it can shoot at a pursuer?"
Michael thought for just a moment. "Perhaps ten or fifteen minutes, sir."
"Go ahead and do it as fast as you can! Try and put it where we don't have to shoot directly over the tow."
"Aye, aye, sir!" Michael whirled and raced off yelling for gunners and the ship's carpenter.
Nils turned to Eric, who'd just reached the quarterdeck. "Tell Hans to start the engine and set it ahead as soon as possible. As soon as you have steerage way, make your course northwest."
"Start engine and set ahead, aye. Course northwest, aye." Eric bent to the speaking tube.
Nils could not think of anything further to do right at that moment, so he took that small interval to study the relationship of the four vessels. Their pursuers were perhaps a half mile away, and were closing, but not terribly fast. Once Fearless got underway she might make as much as three or four knots on the engine. A well-crewed boat might be able to match that for a while, but as long as the fuel held out Fearless could probably stay ahead of them, and they would eventually tire. How much depended on how soon the engine was started, and how soon the cable was cut.
There was a thump forward, and Gus bellowed: "Anchor cable cut, sir!"
"Thank you, Mister Brandt."
Time seemed to drag, although it was really only a minute or two before he heard a pop from the engine exhaust, followed by several more. It went quiet for a few moments, then it popped once more and began to run more or less evenly, followed by settling down to its usual uneven rhythm. Water began to flow away from the stern, then Eric reported: "Helm beginning to answer, sir."
Fearless gained way only slowly, and Nils watched the progress of their pursuers anxiously as they continued to close the distance between them. He wasn't terribly concerned about Fearless. He was pretty sure they could fight off anything that came at them in no more than two boats, but they did not yet have their passengers aboard, nor the cargo they were here to get, and as they were presently disposed those were at the most risk. He needed to get far enough ahead of their pursuers to be able to stop and bring the boat alongside, and offload people and cargo without being threatened by the "mica police."
Nils turned to check on the progress of moving the swivel gun aft just in time to see men staggering aft with the starboard side gun while another man brought the yoke for the gun. The carpenter was working furiously to remove the mount from the bulwark so he could move that aft, too. Nils hoped he wouldn't need to do a lot of cutting and fitting to get the mount to seat properly on the bulwark aft.
Nils studied their pursuers, and saw that they seemed to still be closing, but only very slowly. He was surprised to see a musket fire from one of the boats. It was still well beyond musket range, or so he thought. It turned out he was wrong.
Time passed. Fearless was moving about as fast as she was likely to move under engine power now, and their pursuers were no longer gaining on them, but Fearless was not getting further ahead of their pursuers, either. All Nils could do now was hope to wear down the men rowing the boats, so they would cease the chase before Fearless ran out of fuel.
Finally, Michael came up to Nils. "Gun's moved, sir. What do you want to do with it?"
Nils studied the situation for a moment, then turned back to Michael. "It looks to me like we're beyond canister range, but you have more experience than I do. What do you think? Don't forget we need to avoid hitting the tow."
Michael glanced at the pursuing boats for a moment and then nodded. "I think you're right, sir. We might be able to reach them with ball, but canister would never make it."
"Let's go ahead and empty the gun of canister through the muzzle to starboard, well clear of the tow, then we'll see if we can't dissuade those boats with a few rounds of ball."
"Aye, aye, sir." Michael grinned. "My boys need the practice anyhow."
Nils didn't have a lot of hope that they would hit the boats. Smoothbores were notoriously inaccurate. But it might be enough to convince them that wearing themselves out chasing Fearless was not likely to have a good conclusion.
****
"Startled" was not adequate to describe Anna's reaction when the swivel gun fired. Her head snapped around involuntarily and her heart skipped several beats, but then she realized that it came nowhere near her, and in fact seemed to be pointing well away to one side, which puzzled her. It would never hit a pursuer pointing that way. She remained turned to that side so she could watch the activity on the back of the big boat, so she was not as startled as she might have been the next time it fired, even though it seemed to be aimed much closer now. She could feel a puff of warm air and something like blowing sand, but nothing much to worry about.
She wasn't at all sure what was going on. Somebody seemed to be rowing that big boat without being seen, but at last they were firing a big gun at the boats chasing them, and maybe that would get them to stop.


Aboard one of the Boats (freely translated)
"Hey! What was that? I didn't sign on to this job to go against cannon."
"Me neither, and I'm pooped! We'll never catch them, anyhow."
"Shut up and row! You already drank my vodka."
"Yeah, and my head still hurts like hell! You and your cheap vodka! Maybe I'll get lucky and one of those cannon balls will put me out of my misery."
They kept on rowing, but they put a little less effort into it, too. Slowly, the boat lost ground on the schooner.
****
Alexi Andrevich sighed to himself. You can only whip a horse so long before it ceases to pull, and men even less. I don't think we're going to catch them. Perhaps when we go back to Narva I should lose myself in Estonia. I think that would be better than what Sheremetev would do to me.


Aboard Fearless
The engine sputtered a few times and quit.
Nils was at the speaking tube in moments. "Hans, what's wrong with the engine?"
There was a moment's delay. "I don't know yet, sir. We still have fuel. Maybe it's a fouled sparkplug. Maybe there was water or some other substance in the fuel. I need to finish going through the troubleshooting procedure to pin it down."
Nils sighed. "Get it fixed as soon as you can."
Nils pressed his lips together and thought for a moment, then his head came up. No time for formal niceties now! "Gus, Michael, come here!"
When both ran up, he started talking without preamble. "I'm going to take our boat and six men and see if I can't divert the pursuers. Gus, your first job is to get the boat in the water. As soon as that's done, put some hands to pulling the tow alongside. Once it's alongside, off-load the passengers and cargo as fast as you can.
"Michael, I'm going to take your portside gun crew. I'll need all six men. I'll also need a hundred rounds of paper cartridges for the revolvers and a hundred caps."
Michael jumped in. "Sir, let me take the boat! You're needed here!"
Nils gave a quick, sharp, shake of his head. "No! You're needed here to fight the ship, if it comes to that. I want you to really work the swivel gun to keep the pursuers off the back of the tow while Gus is getting it alongside.
"When we get down there you'll need to stop firing to keep from hitting us. I need a signal that you're stopping." He looked expectantly at Michael.
Michael grinned. "How about this, sir?" He stuck two fingers in his mouth and let out a piercing whistle.
"That will do nicely."
"May I go along with you, sir?" Sergeant Lambert asked quietly. Nils thought for a moment. The boat would carry another man and that would give them four guns per side.
"All right, Sergeant. Sit in the bow and fire with the starboard side. I'll fire with the port side."
"Questions?" Nils looked from one to the other. "Let's move out!"
****
I sure hope this doesn't turn out to be as harebrained as Michael appears to think it is! With no time to come up with anything fancy, Nils addressed the men in the boat. "Listen up! Our job is to fight a delaying action. When we get closer Mister Faber will stop firing the swivel gun. That will be our signal to move in nearer the longboats. We'll stop about a long pistol shot away and turn the port side to the longboats. The hands on the port side will fire their pistols at the pursuers first, and I want each man to take his time and shoot carefully. Pick a target for each shot and take the time to aim. Remember what Sgt. Lambert told us, squeeze the trigger, don't jerk it.
"Once the port side guns are empty we'll turn the starboard side to the longboats and they'll fire while the port side reloads. During reloading, take your time and do it carefully. Be sure to only load five chambers and make sure they are adequately rammed. Replace the caps only after all chambers are loaded. We'll keep alternating sides as long as necessary to get them to break off the chase.
"Everybody remember, take your time, pick your targets, and aim carefully. Now put your backs into it! The sooner we get there, the better."
****
The first fusillade was met by hoots of derision and taunts from the long boats. Not so the second and subsequent. They hadn't been expecting repeating weapons. As the sailors from Fearless warmed to their task, screams and curses became much more common. In the sternsheets of the nearer longboat, the man at the tiller brought up a musket and fired back at them, knocking Nils' cap flying.
Too close for comfort, thought Nils. He needed to stop the man with the musket. Very deliberately, he adjusted his position to be as stable as possible and aimed carefully. He fired . . . and missed.
He checked the revolver and saw he had one more round. Okay, settle down. Cock the hammer back. Get a good sight picture . . . squeeze the trigger gently, 'like you'd squeeze your girlfriend's tit.' Gently, gently . . .
Nils was actually surprised when the pistol fired, but was more surprised when his target fell backward against the transom and the musket clattered into the bottom of the longboat.
****
Alexi Andrevich stared down in shocked surprise at the spreading stain on his shirt. He was surprised that it didn't hurt. He just felt numb. As darkness began to close in around him, his last thoughts were: May God have mercy on my soul.
****
Nils looked back into the boat to see everybody looking at him. "Port side back water, starboard ahead. Give way together . . . Giveway!"
The men on the starboard side were determined not to be outdone by the portside, and once stabilized in position, began firing very deliberately into the longboats.
Nils kept checking the course of the action as he reloaded his pistol, looking up frequently from his task. One such time he saw a flicker to one side and one of his men let out a curse, but continued firing without interruption.
****
The man in the longboat looked up at Alexi Andrevich lying back in the stern with a large bloodstain on his shirt. "Well, shit! We'll never get paid now. We might as well get the hell out of here. He told us it would be just a little coaster, not a damned warship! He couldn't have paid us enough to go against a warship, anyhow." He crawled back to the sternsheets and rolled the body into the water.
Then he threw the tiller hard to port and the longboat swerved to starboard to get away from the small boat that was wreaking so much havoc among them, and collided with the other longboat. There was a tangle of oars and much cursing and swearing as the two longboats attempted to disentangle themselves from each other.
****
Nils kept his men firing into the longboats while the men aboard them struggled to get them separated, not realizing that panic had already set in on the longboats and all they wanted to do now was get back to shore alive. The panic did not help those efforts.
Neither did Nils realize just how uneven the combat had been from the outset. The dregs the Russian operative had hired had never had enough money to purchase firearms of any sort, and normally preyed only on those weaker than themselves, people who were unlikely to have firearms to steal either. Most had only clubs, or knives, and while they outnumbered the people in Fearless' small boat by almost four to one, they could not bring their greater numbers to bear in the standoff battle that ensued. Finally, the disciplined boat handling and pistol fire had made them uneasy from the outset, and the demise of Alexi Andrevich had turned that into panic. If they could have run, they would have been far away by now.
****
One of the men stared at Nils. "Sir, are you wounded?"
Nils frowned. "No, I don't think so. Why?"
"Well, sir, it looks like you have blood on your forehead."
Nils had felt the trickle of liquid, but thought it was sweat. He reached up and touched it with his finger then pulled the finger down to look at. I'll be damned! I guess I'm really glad it wasn't lower. He felt on top of his head and found a small cut. "Well! Thank you, Schmidt. I didn't think he'd come that close," Nils said, bemused. That reminded him he was going to have to get a new cap. He looked around. "Is anybody else wounded?"
One man held up his hand. "Sir, I have a little cut where somebody threw a knife at us, but nothing serious."
"Okay, have Cookie take a look at it when we get back aboard."


Meanwhile, Aboard Fearless
It was a matter of just a few minutes to get the boat alongside. Two hands climbed into the boat, and the figure in the bow handed them what looked like a bundle of rags to pass to the deck. It was only when one of the men took the bundle and it let out a low cry that Gus realized it was a child.
Next they lifted the person in the bow, and two sailors reached out and helped a woman aboard.
The man on the rowing bench just sat there slumped over.
Gus didn't wait. "Jump to it! Get that cargo aboard."
"Aye, aye sir."
The men in the boat pulled the weather covering off of the crates and began lifting them up to their shipmates.
Gus stood back to watch the crates come aboard.
****
Cookie was waiting on deck when the child was brought aboard and immediately took him from the seaman and carried him over by the lantern to look at him closely.
****
Anna was exhausted and felt very weak. The man who had snatched up Ivan and carried him over by the lantern was very big, tall with broad shoulders, and rather homely. He turned to her with an expression of something like concern on his face and motioned for her to come over into the light. Moving slowly, but as fast as she could, she walked over by the lantern. He studied her intently, then touched her gently on the shoulder and smiled. He beckoned for Anna to follow him and carried Ivan down a steep stair.
It was confusing, with several twists and turns, but they came to a cozy space with the smell of food cooking. It was brightly lit and painted a warm yellow and white. He pointed to a stool where she gratefully sat down, then he handed Ivan to her and began moving purposefully around the space, folding some things away and putting others in their place. His motions were swift, but deft, with no wasted motions. Shortly, he took Ivan from her and laid him on a sort of bed, where he removed most of his clothes and began doing strange things with some sort of listening device. Then he turned to her and smiled. It was odd, he wasn't homely at all when he smiled like that. Apparently he was pleased with whatever he had been doing. He held up one finger, took a couple of buckets, and hurried away in the direction they had come.
****
Gus waved him over. "Cookie, I think there's something wrong with the man in the boat. Would you take a look at him?"
"Aye, aye, sir."
He climbed into the boat and bent over the man.
Mister Brandt was right, he didn't seem to be responding to his presence. Cookie checked for a pulse in his neck, but was unable to find any. He lifted the man's head gently and only then saw the bloodstain down the front of his tunic. He checked for breathing, but there was none.
Cookie looked up at Gus. "Sir, there's nothing I can do for him. He's dead. It looks as though he was shot."
Gus sighed. "All right, Cookie. Go ahead with what you were doing."
****
The man came back with some buckets of water which he put to heat on a strange iron box. In short order he had removed all the hair from Ivan's head and washed him thoroughly, then he covered him with a light blanket. Going to the iron box, he dipped some gruel out of a pot simmering there, even adding some meat to the cup, and putting some other potions into it. Very gently he fed the gruel to Ivan, then let him lay back and smiled at him. She was happy to see Ivan smile back. He hadn't had any expression for several days.
He made another, larger, cup of the gruel and handed it to her. She turned to take it to Ivan, but he stopped her and indicated she should eat it herself. It tasted odd, but it was food and she was grateful for it. It had been a day and a half since she had eaten. It was not a large amount, but it filled her shrunken stomach to a comfortable fullness.
He put Ivan's clothes into a bucket of hot soapy water, and when he turned back to her he made motions for her to do the same with her clothes. He seemed to be a little embarrassed, but she was not. Privacy was something she had never had. When she got down to her shift, he stopped her and began listening to her back. Then he held out part of the listening thing to her and pointed to where he wanted her to place it on her chest. That puzzled her, but she did as he indicated. His face was very intent as he listened, but then he smiled and put the device away.
Now he stopped and seemed to be thinking. As soon as he started gesturing to her, she realized that he wanted her to shed her shift, cut her hair, and wash all of her remaining hair, including body hair, thoroughly. After that she was to wash her whole body as well. She was to do essentially the same things he had done to Ivan. She shrugged and began to take off her shift, but he stopped her and went to get some other clothes, which he handed to her. Clothes? For her?
She started to disrobe again, but he stopped her and hurriedly hung up some kind of screen across the area. When he spoke from the other side of the screen, she didn't understand his words, but she realized that now she could go ahead. She was careful to try to do everything as he had pantomimed it, and it felt good to be clean again, but she was happy to pull on the men's clothes and crawl into the bed. She was exhausted, and it felt good to be able to lie down without her stomach hurting. He turned down the light and she was sound asleep in moments.
****
When Nils came back aboard, Gus took one look and exclaimed, "Sir! Are you hurt? What happened to your head?"
Nils made a face. "Nothing to worry about, Gus. Just a scratch. I'm glad it wasn't any lower, though."
Nils looked around. "Where's the man from the boat? Is he below?"
Gus grimaced. "No sir, he's dead. Cookie said it looked like he was shot."
"Damn! How about the other two?"
"The woman and the child are in the galley. Cookie is taking care of them. They looked like they were starved."
"A woman and a child, huh? I guess the money goes to her, then. Do they know about the man?"
"Not unless Cookie told them."
Nils bent to check each of the crates. "Well, at least this looks like the sample I was shown in the base commander's office. We need to get that stowed below, where it's dry. They told me not to let it get wet.
"Is the engine fixed?"
"Yes, sir. We were just waiting for you to return."
Nils stretched up to look aft for the longboats, but they were still retreating and were nearly out of sight.
"Let's go ahead and get underway again on the engine, course northwest. I'm going below to write up my after-action report so Hubert can get it out as soon as practical. Let me know when the wind picks up. Otherwise, call me for the next watch."
"Aye, aye, sir."
Nils headed below, while Gus got Fearless underway again, and called out a work party to stow the crates below.
****
It was feeding time again, four hours had passed.
Cookie fed the boy another small cup of his stew, and the woman her larger cup. Then he rehung the curtain and turned down the lights in the galley, hoping they would go back to sleep. He crawled into his own bunk and attempted to get some sleep before he had to get up and start breakfast. Cooks, like captains, got little sleep.
****
The watch changed again, and Cookie fed his patients once more. They seemed to have relaxed by now and were sleeping more soundly. After a day of this four-hour routine he thought he could feed them a little more, and stretch out the intervals to six hours. A couple of days of that, and maybe they could take meals at the normal times.
****
The Baltic weather was uncharacteristically warm and pleasant with light and variable winds, so Fearless was not doing much more than maintaining steerage way under sail. Nils estimated that if the weather did not change it would take at least a week to reach Lübeck.
****
After breakfast on their third day at sea, Cookie dressed Ivan in his washed and somewhat repaired rags while Anna looked on, laughing at Cookie's fumbling. They still couldn't exactly talk to each other, but they knew each other's names, at least. Anna still had trouble with the idea that 'Cookie' was what they called the young man whose name was actually Gustav, but she finally accepted it. They went up on deck for their first exposure to fresh air since they came aboard.
Anna paused at the top of the ladder and just stared around at the scene on deck. She had not realized just how large Fearless actually was. She had never seen anything like this ship, never anything larger than Vanya's rowboat, really. The masts and sails seemed to her to go up halfway to heaven, and the decks were covered with all sorts of strange devices. Ivan was fascinated by everything he could see, looking around with eager curiosity. He seemed little like the almost-comatose boy who had come aboard just a few days ago.
Cookie led them aft to meet the captain, who seemed very pleased to see them. While they were both still quite thin, they were shaking off the worst effects of starvation and their faces had filled out some.
Anna felt odd with her hair so short, and wearing a sailor's clothing, but she did not let it concern her overmuch. They were better than rags.
After being introduced, she looked up at Nils. "Vanya?"
Nils' face fell. He realized that must have been the man's name, and he solemnly shook his head.
She stared at him for a moment, then nodded slowly with an equally solemn expression. She had been afraid of that when Vanya started coughing so much.
She did not know he had been shot.
Cookie led them on a slow circuit around the deck, introducing them to everyone.
Anna was overwhelmed by all the new names, but warmed by their welcoming smiles. Some of the young men played gently with Ivan, scrubbing the stubble on his head, or poking him gently in the tummy and making him giggle, which in turn made Anna smile.
When they completed the circuit, Cookie let them just enjoy the gentle breezes and the fresh air for a while, then finally he led them back below. This was the first time they had been on their feet for any length of time in the last few days, and he didn't want to overdo it.
****
That evening, as Cookie was ladling out the evening meal, Andre, a deckhand who had an additional duty as the sailmaker, offered to make Ivan some clothes. He had some scraps of sail cloth, and he thought he had enough to fashion a small jumper and a small pair of breeches. After evening meal he came back with a measuring tape and measured Ivan carefully.
****
Anna was thrilled with Andre's gift to Ivan and did her best to thank him, but Andre just smiled and watched Ivan strut around in his new clothes while he looked up at Andre with a big grin. That seemed to be thanks enough.
Cookie thought, wryly, that now everybody aboard was in proper uniform, including the woman and the boy.
That prompted another train of thought, and he spent some time worrying that around in his mind. Finally, he went to see the captain.
"Sir? What are we going to do with the woman and the boy when we get to Lübeck? They don't know anybody there, and they don't have this Vanya to look out for them. They have nothing but the clothes on their backs. They don't know the language and they wouldn't survive another winter, even in Lübeck, without someone to help them."
"I really don't know, Cookie." Nils answered thoughtfully. "Perhaps there will be someone there to take charge of them when we arrive. Maybe they can go to the Red Cross. She's not exactly a pauper, you know. I still have the money the man, Vanya, was to receive for the cargo to give to her, once we get there."
"Sir, she might not qualify for Red Cross help if she has money, and if she goes walking into Lübeck with a sack of money in her hand, you can bet someone will steal it within the first few days. Without the language she couldn't even tell the watch what happened, assuming they left her and the boy alive."
"I just don't know, Cookie. Once she's on the dock, she's no longer in our charge." Nils shrugged, regretfully.
Cookie went back below with a worried frown still on his face.
****
The weather continued to be pleasant, but the winds continued to be light as well, so it was eight days later when Fearless finally sailed into the port for Lübeck.
Anna and Ivan had continued to put weight on their spare frames, but they remained quite thin. Nonetheless, it was barely possible, now, to tell that Anna was a woman rather than a skinny sailor, and her face showed just a hint of her real appearance. Ivan added weight proportionally faster and began to show the eager energy of the young, posing a problem because he wanted to race around on deck looking at everything going on. Cookie and Anna managed to keep him from getting in the way of anything dangerous, and the sailors began to keep an eye out for him anytime he was on deck.
The two passengers, usually with Cookie keeping a watchful eye on them, spent a lot of time on deck as their strength increased, and they were on deck, mostly out of the way, as Fearless sailed into the port at Travemünde and came to anchor.
****
Anna's eyes were huge when she saw that there were ships even larger than Fearless, and then got her first real view of the community of Travemünde, the harbor for Lübeck. She had no reference at all for anything like that. Even going past Narva in the rowboat, they had hugged the river bank, and she had been busy trying to keep herself and the boy from being thrown into the water as Vanya guided the boat through the rapids there, so she hadn't seen the city. The small mining village where she had lived all of her life was simply a small collection of huts, partially dug into the earth for protection from the cold winters. She had a resilient nature, but this was almost too much for her. Suddenly she was, if not exactly afraid, at least concerned. She had no idea at all what was to come next for her and for Ivan.
She looked up at Cookie with the concern she felt showing on her face.
He smiled a tight smile. "Don't worry, we'll work something out."
Anna picked up a few of his words now, and took some comfort in his smile, but she was still concerned.
****
"Report to the commander instead of the executive officer," was all the note said. Nils shrugged. His mission had started there, and he guessed it could end there as well. He had Gus get the boat in the water.
****
Nils came to attention. "Ensign Larsson reporting as directed." Nils noticed that the same ordinary looking man was sitting quietly to one side, but ignored him.
"Ah yes, Ensign Larsson. Do you have the mica?"
"Yes, sir. At least what we brought back looks like the sample I was shown."
"I understand that you brought only two people back. Is that correct?"
"Yes, sir. The, ah, contact person was shot during the engagement. He was dead when we brought the boat alongside."
The commander nodded. "Yes, your report indicated you had encountered some difficulty."
"Yes, sir. Two boats attempted to prevent us from taking the passengers and the mica aboard. We were pulling away from them using the auxiliary engine when the engine died. I took some men in the ship's boat and was able to repulse our pursuers with the new revolvers we were issued."
"So your report said. Did you have any other activity of note?"
"No, sir."
"All right, Ensign Larsson. There will be a wagon on the dock tomorrow morning at 0900. If you will have Fearless alongside at that time, and provide a working party, we will offload the cargo then."
"Aye, aye, sir. Are there any instructions concerning the remaining two passengers, the woman and the boy?"
The commander glanced at the man, who shook his head very slightly.
"No, Ensign Larsson. If you will deposit them on the dock, it will end our responsibility."
"Aye, aye, sir."
****
"Captain, would it be possible to get liberty overnight?"
Nils looked at Cookie for a moment, thinking. "Yes, I believe so Cookie. Please check out with Mister Brandt, and check in with him when you return."
"Aye, aye, sir. Thank you, sir."
Now that all the activity on deck and on the dock had subsided, Cookie knew he had to find something to do with Anna and Ivan. He couldn't just leave them on the dock and walk away. On that, his mind was made up.
After checking out with Gus, Cookie led Ivan onto the dock by one hand, with Anna following close behind.
Even though the unloading was finished and the wagon gone, there was still the normal activity around the docks, and Anna and Ivan looked around at all that was going on with interest. Cookie slowed his pace to match theirs so they didn't have to risk falling behind to look around. It was a fairly long trek, and they left the navy base proper, although not far beyond.
Eventually, they came to a group of buildings, and Anna studied them curiously. The weather was nice, and there seemed to be people coming and going from them, children playing, and others standing outside the doors and talking. They seemed to be houses, but Anna had never seen houses like this, all bunched together in rows, and she didn't know what they were made of. Certainly it was not sod, or even wood.
After walking around a corner, Cookie turned into one path and went up to a door and knocked on it.
Cookie was startled. He had never seen his mother like this except back during the famine. Her face was pale, initially almost expressionless, and she seemed to have lost weight, but when she saw who it was her face lit up and she cried "Gustav!" and threw her arms around him, hugging him to her.
After Cookie had completed his training and been assigned to Lübeck as a home port, he had been able to qualify for a unit of "family housing" at a substantially reduced rent compared to the open market. It was tiny, but more than adequate for his mother, and he was happy to find such a clean, new place for her. Things had been difficult for them ever since Tilly's troops sacked their village and killed his father, so this was a godsend.
After the clerk at personnel had patiently explained what his options were for getting paid, he had elected to try this new "credit union." They would automatically pay the small rent for him from his account, and his mother could have access to his account for food, clothing, and other expenses, so he just kept out a small stipend for himself and had the rest deposited each month for his mother.
He'd had to do all that rather hurriedly because he needed to be on the mail boat to Stockholm to get to Västervik and his new assignment. He barely had time to get his mother's few belongings settled in the small flat before he had to depart, and he feared that she would not understand about his account. Personnel had assured him that they would help his mother at their family affairs office, so he hurriedly explained that to her and had to leave.
"Mother, are you all right? You look so thin. Weren't you able to get the money from the account?"
"Oh yes, Gustav. There were no problems, and the people at family affairs were very helpful and patient with me. As for me, I am well. It's just . . . this is not at all like our village, and I just haven't been very hungry." She shrugged and looked down.
Cookie had a sudden insight. She was in a strange place, knew no one, and she was lonely! It was a marked change from the village life she was used to, where she knew everybody.
It was then she noticed Anna and Ivan standing behind Cookie.
"Oh my! Who is this?"
Cookie smiled slightly and coaxed Anna and Ivan around in front of him.
"This is Anna, and her son Ivan. They are from up north, and they don't know our language. They are . . . I guess the closest thing is refugees. We picked them up, up north, but they don't have anybody down here and no place to go."
He looked his mother in the eye. "I hoped they could stay here with you for a while."
"Why, of course they can! I'd be happy to have somebody here. I've been kind of lonely anyhow." She dropped to her knees in front of Ivan. "Hello, Ivan," she pointed to herself, "you can call me Mamé." Then she grinned and held out her arms to him. His solemn face blossomed into a smile and he threw himself into her arms.
Anna smiled at Ivan's response. What Anna didn't know was that Ivan was about the same age that Gustav's younger brother was when he died during the famine.
After Mamé had hugged Ivan, perhaps longer than one would normally expect, she stood up and smiled at Anna. "Hello, Anna. You can call me Mamé, too." She held out her arms to Anna as well.
Anna hesitated only a moment and then hugged her too. She had met very few strangers in her life, and she wasn't too certain how she should act, but this seemed to please Cookie so she just reacted with what seemed natural.
Mamé stood back and waved them into the house, smiling warmly. "I'm sorry, I don't have any food warm." She looked up at Cookie. "Do they have any clothing or anything?"
He shook his head. "No, all they have is on their backs. Well . . . except for this." He put the sack of coins on the small table and motioned for the two women to sit down.
Carefully, he opened the sack and dumped the silver coins out on the table. Then he stacked them up in small stacks. It was a small fortune. His mother stared at the money, eyes wide. Anna looked at Cookie with a puzzled look.
He pointed to the money, then to her. "Vanya."
She nodded slightly, but still frowned.
Cookie thought for a moment, then turned to his mother. "I don't think she knows what money is, or at least the value of it. She came from a very remote village and they probably just traded for things. This makes things awkward. It would be easy for an unscrupulous person to get this away from her without her being aware of its value. There's more than enough to get clothes and food for the two of them indefinitely, and probably much more besides, but somebody needs to guide her and protect her, and I can't do it. I have to be back aboard tomorrow.
"Would you be willing to do that for her?"
"Oh, of course, I'd be happy to do that, but I'd be very nervous with that much money here in the house."
"I think the thing to do is take her down to the credit union and open an account for her, and just let you and her draw on it as she needs it."
His mother thought about that for a few moments. "Yes, I think that is a reasonable thing to do, but I wouldn't want people to say that I took advantage of her and cheated her out of her money. I guess I need to keep track of how much of her money I use, and for what, so I can explain if there are questions."
She stood up. "We might as well go. I need to go down there to the market anyhow, to get food for everybody. There's almost nothing in the house."
****
A few months later, Fearless sailed back into port after her first real deployment. Even from where the families and friends were cordoned off near the dock they could see the scrapes and scars on her hull. Cookie helped his wounded shipmate up the ladder and out onto the dock where there was a horse-drawn ambulance waiting to take him to the clinic where they could evaluate the success of Cookie's work. The two medics with the ambulance complemented Cookie on his treatment and said it looked like his patient was healing well, but Cookie was still haunted by Hans, the man he had lost. Hans had lost a lot of blood by the time they'd gotten him below, and there was just nothing he had been able to do that was successful.
He went back below and cleaned and straightened up the galley, and briefed the man who would be serving the food Cookie had prepared while Cookie was on liberty. He took one last look around, then picked up the small bundle of things he had gotten for his mother, Anna, and the boy. Finally he joined the line of his shipmates checking out with the officer of the deck and heading ashore.
As he started out on the trek to the housing area, he went around the group of people being restrained by the Shore Patrol. As he did so he was startled to hear "Cookieeee!" and a small brown-haired rocket launched itself from the group and tackled him around one leg.
Cookie grinned and tousled his hair, then looked up to see his mother and a young woman following Ivan more sedately. It took him a moment to recognize that the young woman was Anna, her appearance was so changed. He kissed his mother on the cheek and hugged her as well as he could with an impediment swinging on one leg and chanting "Cookie, Cookie, Cookie."
He grinned at his mother and said, "You look wonderful. I'm glad to see you looking so well."
She smiled back. "I'm happy to have you home, even if it's only for a few days." She noted that he looked tired, and his eyes seemed older, and perhaps a little sad, somehow.
He turned his attention to Anna, and reached out and took both of her hands, just staring at her.
She smiled happily. "Well-come home, Gustav." Her words were stilted, and accented, but there was no doubting the warmth behind them.
"You're so pretty! I barely recognized you," Cookie blurted.
She grinned, a little impishly, at him. "Do not I get kiss, too?"
He stared at her for a moment longer, then leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. One hand went around her back to steady her, and he noted absently that her back was no longer bony.
He stood back and looked her over more thoroughly, seeing the whole woman now, and not just her face. She had filled out in his absence, and there was no longer any doubt whatsoever that she was a woman and not a boy. She was dressed very nicely, not like a high-born lady, but like a proper young woman from their village. Her clothing fitted her well, and was made from good fabrics and machine-sewed. Where her hair peeked out from under her cap it was longer than it had been, but still rather short, and shiny black with soft curls. In their old village, a beauty like this would have had every young buck from anywhere in walking distance coming to court her, and perhaps some of the older men as well.
He finally disentangled Ivan from his leg and led him by one hand off toward the housing area, with a woman walking on each side chattering at him as they went. Anna had developed a decent vocabulary, and while it was apparent she was still thinking in Russian and translating into German, she was obviously on her way to becoming basically competent in the language. Ivan, like many children, was already almost at home in his new language.
[image: bone horse]When they got home, Cookie opened up the small bundle he was carrying. He took out a small box and ceremoniously handed it to Ivan, whose eyes got very big. The little bone horse, a piece of scrimshaw Cookie found in a market, soon had Ivan crawling around on the floor making horse noises.
For his mother he had an unusual tortoise shell comb for her to wear in her hair.
When he turned to Anna, he frowned and began searching around in his sack, his brow furrowed. When he could milk the moment no longer, he pulled out a small pendant on a finely made chain and held it out to her, a slight smile on his face. She took it and studied it minutely, an impressed but somewhat puzzled expression on her face. He took it gently from her hand and carefully placed the chain over her head and around her neck, letting the pendant fall on her chest between her breasts.
She put her hand over the pendant and stared at him wonderingly. "My?" Cookie nodded, grinning.
His mother exclaimed over how beautiful the necklace was on her and went to get her scrap of a mirror so Anna could look at herself in it. The two of them huddled together, whispering to each other as they both looked into the mirror, and then they turned back to Cookie and kissed him on both cheeks at the same time. He blushed a bright red, but smiled happily.
****
That evening, when everybody finally went to bed, Cookie was startled to feel someone crawling onto the pallet with him. It was apparent very shortly that it was Ivan, and it made Cookie feel like he was finally home at last. It was like his brother used to do, and he pulled him close and was soon sound asleep.
Cookie wakened briefly to the sounds of low giggles and whispering, and when he managed to get an eye open, it was to see his mother and Anna giggling about how cute he and Ivan were, sleeping there together. He thought about that for a moment, then drifted off again. It was nice to be able to catch up a little on his sleep.
****
[image: kale]The next day was busy for Cookie. First, he had to let Ivan drag him outside to see his garden. Each unit had a small plot where they could plant a garden if they wanted, but these units had not been finished until just before mid-year, so there was little planted yet. His mother had put in peas and beans, as well as kale, but there was little expectation that the peas or beans would mature. However, they might help condition the soil for next year. On the other hand, the cold-hardy kale might provide them with greens well into the late fall or early winter. Ivan had planted a small plot, too, and Cookie oo-ed and ah-ed over the little shoots coming up, but there was no chance they would amount to anything.
Next, he went down to the credit union with Anna and reviewed her account with her. She had actually done quite well. His mother had made careful use of her account to get clothes for her and Ivan, and Anna had used a small amount of the money for odds and ends, but the interest on her account had done something to redress that.
What was impressive was that the small portion of her account they had decided to invest with OPM had grown substantially in just the few months he had been gone, to the extent that she had almost as much money overall as she had started with, despite the expenditures. Cookie thought it might be wise to take a bit more of her account and invest it, and they decided to do that. Anna was beginning to appreciate the value of money now.
Finally, he went to the clinic to see how Pieter was doing and to find out, if he could, whether there was anything more he could or should have done.
The doctor was busy, but he made the time to talk to Cookie when he found out that he was a medic on a ship. They went over in some detail what Cookie had done for Pieter, and the doctor assured him that he had done all that was possible, and that his examination of Pieter had shown him to be recovering well.
Cookie then asked, hesitantly, what he might have done to save Hans. He described in substantial detail what his injuries had been, and what he had done to try to save him, but in vain. When he was finished, the doctor said he had done everything that was available to him on shipboard, and that even if Hans had been here, in the base clinic, it was questionable whether they would have been successful. The only place Hans might have had a decent chance of survival would have been in Grantville, or Magdeburg, or Jena, where there were more facilities available.
Cookie thanked the doctor for taking the time to talk to him, but the doctor assured him that any time he took with Cookie, or any other medic, could be worth it in lives saved, and was well invested.
****
That evening when he lay down for the night, it was not long before he felt someone creeping onto his pallet again. This time, however, it was not Ivan. Cookie was sure it was not his mother, so he knew it had to be Anna. She was still dressed for bed, so he thought that she was not attempting to seduce him, and he was glad of that because he might have been easily led astray. It puzzled him though, even as he put an arm across her and she snuggled back against him. He knew that in their village betrothed couples had often spent the night together, but he didn't think he and Anna were betrothed, were they? If they were, he wasn't aware of it.
She had no father or other male, or indeed any, relative that he could approach for permission to woo her, so he wasn't sure just what might need to happen in this case.
As he reviewed in his mind what had gone on since he got back this time, he began to suspect he was the subject of a plot between two scheming females.
He would have no objections to marrying Anna, and had they been back in their village he would hardly have hesitated. He realized that he had become quite attached to her in the brief time he had known her, and she was a very attractive woman to his mind. He just had never considered marriage, to anyone as long as he was a sailor going to sea in the navy. It was a dangerous life, even without the threat of hostile action. People were injured or killed all the time on shipboard, and ships were still lost at sea from weather or other causes. It was far too easy for the families to be left with no means of support. They would have to discuss all this in the morning and come to a resolution and a proper course of action.
Still, he thoroughly enjoyed having her cuddled against him, and he liked the smell of her hair. This seemed to him to be something he would like to be able to enjoy indefinitely, as he drifted off to sleep.
He sort of woke briefly to subdued sounds of movement and looked up to see his mother in the dim light grinning down at the two of them as she made her way to the shared toilet for their unit. He felt Anna move closer, and he tightened his arm around her and went back to sleep once more, feeling very comfortable.
****
At breakfast he confronted the two women, and the way they looked at each other immediately confirmed to him that his suspicions were correct. He recited his concerns about a family of his being left without support if anything happened to him, and they promptly brushed them off, pointing out that he and his mother had survived after his father had been killed, and that Anna would be even better off with the money that Vanya had left her.
Next he worried that he would not be in port long enough to post the banns and complete the formalities that were customary. His mother answered by saying she had already talked to the chaplain at the base chapel, and he had assured her that the only real requirement was that the couple truly accept the bonds that would bind them together for life, and that the rest was simply a celebration of their commitment to each other, pleasant and customary but not really necessary.
Cookie was not convinced. He knew, before he could really commit himself, that he had to get away from the sight and fragrance of this woman so that he could think clearly. It was too easy to be distracted here in the house. Marriage was more than a love match, it was a legal and moral obligation on both parties, and he needed to think through just how that applied to the two of them. What did each bring to such a match, and what obligations did each owe?
Regretfully, he shooed Ivan back to his mother, and set off on a path that would lead him down to the dock and along the shore where he hoped he could consider everything more objectively. It wasn't easy. He walked along the shore with the fresh salt air blowing in from the sea and remembered the warmth of Anna's body against his, and the fragrance of her hair as she snuggled against him. He was a serious young man, and he liked to believe that he could divorce his reasoning from his instincts, so it took him a while to recognize that it was not going to happen. No matter what he did, that separation was not going to occur. After agonizing for a long time he finally smiled, somewhat wonderingly, to himself and turned back toward the unit. He might as well surrender graciously.
****
That afternoon when he returned to Fearless, Cookie went directly to the captain and asked, apologetically, whether it might be possible to get two more days of liberty to get married.
Nils chuckled at him. "Yes, I think so, Cookie. We'll be here for a while, so it shouldn't be a problem. We move back to the anchorage tomorrow so you'll have to take a boat to and from, but otherwise no problem. Are you marrying someone we know?"
Cookie blushed. "Yes sir. You remember Anna, the lady we brought back from up north? I'll be marrying her."
Nils smiled broadly and clapped him on the back. "Congratulations, Cookie! She's a lovely lady and I'm sure you'll be very happy together. I'm very glad she found someone to care for her and the boy."
****
When Cookie went to the chapel the next day he was surprised to find almost the whole crew from Fearless there for the wedding, along with a few neighbors from the housing area.
When the wedding was over everybody gathered around the bride and groom, offering congratulations and best wishes. The sailors quietly made off-color suggestions to Cookie for his wedding night, and played with Ivan, teasing and tickling him.
Cookie was in something of a daze, a happy daze to be sure. He felt like his heart was overflowing with love and, truth be told, his loins were overflowing as well.
Nils met Cookie's mother, whom he found to be an impressive woman. She was obviously very proud of her son. She reminded him of his own mother, a true Viking princess.
He was also surprised and impressed with the improvement in Anna's appearance. This was an absolutely beautiful woman who looked very little like the scarecrow he'd seen on shipboard. He spent a few moments talking with her.
"You are getting a very good man. I hope you will take good care of him."
The glow in Anna's face was unmistakable. It was clear that this was a love match.
"I will do my best," she said. "I knew he was a good man when he first took charge of Ivan and began caring for him. The kind and gentle way he treated him was easy to see. He is a very easy man to love. I will be honored and very, very, happy to be his woman."
She looked seriously into Nils' eyes. "I hope you will take good care of him, as well."
****
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The Mountain Top Baptist Bible Institute
West Virginia County
Early summer, 1636
Martha Button woke up alone in a strange bed.
A strange bed, in itself, was no novelty by now. There had been one strange bed after another since the family's desperate flight from Cambridge, and some nights no bed at all. But being alone at any time was altogether out of the ordinary.
As the mists of a troubled dream dissipated, she came to herself, opened her eyes, and looked around at the unfamiliar room. The very cozy, welcoming room, with its varnished pine walls, braided rug, and gently blowing curtains. And remembered.
With a start, she realized that the sun was already pouring full into the room. There were sounds of people moving about their tasks on the floor below. And yet, she had slept on into the morning and done nothing this day of whatever her yet-to-be-explained obligations might be. She swung to her feet, pulled up the coverlet, dressed in haste, and hurried from the "new barn" where she and her family had been quartered on the second floor, across to the kitchen in the house, expecting a scolding.
"Sister Friedeberger, I . . ."
Katerina Friedeberger turned from the cupboard where she was just putting away a stack of plates, and smiled at her. "Good morning, Sister Button. Are you feeling more like yourself today? You looked like you were about to drop where you stood, by the time you let us lead you off to bed yesterday afternoon."
"But I did so little! I didn't mean to shirk, but . . ."
"After traveling all the last day coming here, then praying all night at the hospital for your stepmother and your new sister, and giving blood besides? Really, we didn't expect any of you to do anything but sleep around the clock recovering from it all. I tell you, you all surprised us.
"But you haven't eaten yet, yes?" She reached for a bowl, ladled in something from a pot on the back of the stove, and handed it to Martha. She fluttered one hand toward the dining room table. "You can sit there. You like sausages? There are a couple left in the pan, I'll just warm them up again." She did something to the front of the stove, and there was a soft whump.
Martha found herself floundering. She took the bowl, and a spoon the older woman handed her, and stood uncertainly in the doorway to the dining room. "But shouldn't I be doing something?"
"Well. After you eat, girl. We'll talk then. I'll show you where things are and how they work." She hefted a pot with a spout, and set it down again. "The chamomile tea is all gone, I'm sorry to say. I'll pour you a glass of cold water. The water here is safe, did anybody tell you?"
Tears threatened to come as Martha sank onto a wooden chair and set down the bowl in front of her. "Sister Friedeberger, I'm overwhelmed by your kindness. Yours, and everyone's. Father said we would be among friends when we finally reached this place. It seems it is so."
****
The first thing Katerina put in front of Martha was a book. This was yet another new thing; she had heard of books of cookery, but never seen a book in a kitchen. But this was not a printed book, nor was it bound. The handwritten pages were encased in some soft material as clear as glass, yet as thin as paper, and they were held by metal rings passing through holes in the pages and fixed to the covers.
[image: potatoes]It was lying open to a page headed "Potato Chowder." As she looked at it, Katerina was explaining, "The recipe calls for peeling them, but we don't do it that way here. I just cut them up small so they cook down in the soup. Like this." She took up a knife lying on the work table and cut off a slice, then cut it crosswise to make some pieces about the width of her little finger. "Sister Green told us there are important things in the skins that we need in our diet, and she should know. I could name some oh-so-proper people who will happily tell you that's no way to make a soup, but we have better things to do with our time than unnecessary work, don't we?" She grinned. "You're well enough rested to use a knife today, yes?"
Martha barely had time to nod "Yes."
"Good, good. I'll get the water started heating while you're getting the potatoes ready to go in, so we can have it done in time for lunch. Once the soup's going, we can finish off the breakfast pots."
Katerina took down a large pot from a hook and carried it to a sort of basin fixed to the wall. She turned a handle on a metal fitting projecting above it, and water poured out of a spout.
Pipe-borne water here in the kitchen as well? Oh, yes, I should have foreseen it.
"Oh, and after lunch Brother Green wants to meet with you. There are your studies to plan."
My studies?
****
Clearing away after lunch was yet another surprise. Instead of leaving the dishes where they were for a couple of the women to take away and attend to, the whole company around the two dining tables rose and formed a line to the work table in the kitchen, and started passing plates and serving bowls from hand to hand. In a remarkably short time, it was done, and one of the men set to wiping up the spills.
Before Martha could figure out her place in what was clearly a well-practiced routine, Brother Albert Green looked her way and smiled. "Ready to sit down and talk?"
"Oh! Oh, yes! Where shall we . . . ?"
"In my study." He turned and led her through the parlor and around the corner, into a large, sunny side chamber.
Her jaw dropped. Two whole walls were lined with bookshelves from floor to ceiling, and stuffed so full of books and manuscripts that there wasn't room to stand them all upright. Some were lying on their sides atop the filled rows.
As a printer's daughter, Martha had dealt with books often enough, usually proofs or uncut sheets, now and then a whole book. On a few occasions she had accompanied Father on business to the university library and seen the great collection there. But that was the accumulation of centuries, in a rich university with many endowments and land holdings. There were not so many books as that here, but this college of their small and scattered faith was said to be only a year old and not at all wealthy. How was such a thing possible?
But surely this library was for the learning of those destined to preach the faith, the men. The lot of women in this world— Suddenly she felt as if she were starving, in the midst of a bakery. Before she could carry the thought further, her host waved her toward one of the chairs in the room, and sat down himself. His eyes crinkled for a moment. "I'm sorry we had to rush all of you around the other night, without time to explain much of anything."
Sorry? For serving all her family with his own hands the moment they arrived at the end of the long journey, and then without an instant's hesitation carrying Stepmother to the only doctors in the world capable of saving both her and the baby? Before she could open her mouth to express her gratitude, he went on.
"Your father and your brother John have enrolled as divinity students. Right now the rest of you are here as family members, but that's not the only choice you have. What you should do now, and what you should study, depend on what you want in life. So let's start with that. What are your thoughts?"
Nobody had ever asked her that. Indeed, she had never thought of asking herself that. "Do? Well, I'm a printer's daughter. It was thought that I would marry a printer and be a printer's wife, knowing the trade well enough to put my hand to it, and perhaps to the apprentices at need. I can set type and correct proof in English, French, and Latin, and Stepmother has been instructing me in keeping accounts. There was a suitor in England, but he wasn't really of our own faith, and I'm not sure he was even sincerely of the Church of England. And he wanted the press and fonts Stepmother inherited from her first husband as a portion of my dowry, which Father would not agree to. Father had thought to bring us all to Massachusetts and find me a husband there so we could all be together, and have the press with us to carry on our trade, but it was not to be. And we had to flee without the press. So, now? How is the printing trade here? Would I have prospects?"
He sat silently for a few moments, turning from side to side in his chair, before he spoke. "Probably. There's a whole lot of printing being done around here. We'll know better when your father and brother get back from the errand I sent them on—they're visiting all the print shops, finding out what we'd have to do to get some of these reprinted." His hand swung vaguely around at the books surrounding them. "But this is West Virginia County. It's not like the guild towns, where all the trades are tied up with rules and practically nobody can get in. Even the traditional trades are pretty free around here, and the new trades and professions are pretty much wide-open to anybody who can learn them. Want to be a doctor or a machinist? You could if you're smart enough, and I think you are. For that matter, there's nobody to say you couldn't set up in the printing business yourself. Not in this town." He stopped again for a few heartbeats, and put one hand to his chin. Then he turned and took a thick pamphlet from a stack of papers on the desk behind him, and handed it to her. "I think maybe a good way to start is to make this your first piece of study material and talk again tomorrow, after you've had a chance to absorb it and think about it."
She saw at first glance that it was cheaply printed, on a thin, somewhat grayish paper, in an Italian type face. Then she took in the cover page.


Getting Acquainted with Grantville
Laws, Customs, Society, and the Working World
by Sarah Cochran Reardon and William Oughtred


She stared for a short moment. It was not unheard of that a woman would be one of the authors of a published work, but the first one handed to her in Grantville?
****
The Bible Institute was no monastery, but it had at least one Rule. Father had said it: All share in the bounty, and all share in the work. It could hardly be otherwise. The seminary was a place of learning, but it was also a home to the students and those accompanying them, and a farm that fed them all. Schools, homes, and farms all mean work.
That afternoon Martha wielded a hoe in the grain field. A student named John Stewart, perhaps a few years older than her nineteen by the look of him, showed her the manner of it. He was dressed for work the way the up-timers did, and spoke much like them, yet there was a flavor of Scotland in his speech. A long, straight scar on one forearm where his sleeve was rolled up spoke of battle sometime in his past. Well, this was the Germanies, and there had been battle enough everywhere. He pointed with the handle of his tool.
[image: seed drill]"It's easy enough telling crops from weeds. You see these rows? The seeds weren't broadcast, they were driven into the ground with a seed drill. It's a mechanical thing on wheels, a great help. So everything that belongs here is in a row. Anything that isn't, is a weed. If you see something in a row you're not sure about, leave it, because there are three different grains all mixed together. Something's bound to thrive."
They fell into conversation as the sun crossed the heavens, working along with a few rows between them for elbow room. Some of it was mundane enough, what the weather was like hereabouts, what crafts were practiced on the farm, what plants grew in odd patches that could be steeped for a tea. After a time they spoke of what they had done in life, and what they hoped to do. Martha supposed they were more-or-less chaperoned, being within clear sight from the house. Anyway, he was polite, and good enough to look upon. And so the afternoon drew on.
When the college sat again at table, it was left to Sister Claudette Green to bring the glad news that Stepmother was gaining in her recovery, and that tiny Providence still lived, though she required constant care in that incubator, and likely would for weeks to come. "I got to spend a few minutes with Melisa just before I left for the day. She's doing all right. The doctor thinks she might be able to leave the hospital in a few more days, and finish recovering up here. They're already cutting down on her pain medication. She's awake some of the time and reading a Bible to pass the time."
Father and John heard that news from Sister Green, the same as everyone else. Though they'd ranged from one end of Grantville to the other in the course of the day, their commission on behalf of the college left them no more chance to visit the hospital than Martha and her younger brothers had. After a brief prayer of thanksgiving, their contribution to the dinner conversation was a meticulous recounting of what they'd seen and heard in the print shops they'd visited so far. The printing arts here, it seemed, differed even more from what they'd known in England than Master Triebel's shop in Hamburg had. That was something to think upon.
****
Martha could have gone to their quarters across the yard to begin reading the pamphlet, but at that moment she wanted to be with company, even if some of the other women were carrying on a spirited study time in the dining room. Her younger brothers Andrew and Harry were seated at one end of the smaller table, puzzling out answers to questions on a "placement test." They were to be sent to school in town; that was already decided.
She settled into a soft chair in the parlor. This time of year, there was still daylight enough to read by. Soft music was coming from a cloth-fronted box atop a cabinet in a corner; the heavy paper sleeve leaning against the contrivance proclaimed it to be the work of an English composer of the eighteenth century, performed by a Swiss chamber ensemble of the twentieth.
She began to read. There were a few short words of welcome from some of the notables, and then the chapter on laws began. It would be most important to know the country's laws and not fall foul of them. Much was familiar. Murder, theft, robbery, rape, arson, fraud, contracts, leases, lawsuits. There were entirely novel strictures against polluting air, water, or public places. But not a word about sedition? But, then, "Treason shall consist only of levying war against the nation, or adhering to the enemies thereof." Nothing concerning opposing the authorities, or speaking out against their acts? And then, "Congress shall make no law abridging freedom of speech, or of the press, or concerning an establishment of religion, nor prohibit the free practice thereof." She stopped. That, in one sentence, was why they were where they were, able to do what they were doing.
She started turning pages and running her eyes down the topics, faster and faster. She would have to go back again and read through with deliberation, but she wanted to grasp the shape of it all first.
Citizenship! After three months she would be eligible to take the oath of citizenship, and it mattered not that she was a woman. So was the Mayor of Grantville!
****
Martha's thoughts were still spinning in a dozen directions when she took her seat to meet with Brother Green again—in truth, Doctor Green, a title seldom spoken aloud outside of an occasional visit to a university. John Stewart had explained it to her. As Baptists, they took the priesthood of all believers seriously, no one more so than Albert Green himself, and so there was no precedence among them before the Lord.
She was still marveling. "Do I understand from what I have been told that I am not only permitted to study here, but while I stay I am almost obligated to do so? That this learning all around us is for all and not reserved to the men destined to preach?"
A broad grin lit up his face. "Well, that might be overstating it a little, but this is a college, and learning is what we're here for."
She let out a long breath. "So. I was prepared to plead, and beg, to be allowed to delve deeply into these works, and know and embrace the word of the Lord—with little thought that my desire might be granted. And now you tell me that here it is hardly less than a duty laid on us all? What delicious irony!"
He was still smiling, but it was a more thoughtful smile. "Well, our faith can't be all that you study. Or it shouldn't be. Remember, the Bible isn't a shovel. By that, I mean that as long as we truly practice the priesthood of all believers, we can't make our living from religion alone. We each need a way to support ourselves, a trade or a profession. And if you're planning to make your home in this state and become a citizen, there's a lot to learn about civic affairs, so you can take part and make sure your interests are respected. It might look like an awful lot at first, and I suppose it is, but let's talk about what you want to do. Then we can set some priorities."
"Oh. Yes. Well, then, the first pamphlet, the one you gave me yesterday, speaks of an 'equal opportunity law.'" She raised her eyebrows. Green nodded, an encouraging nod. "And you said that I would be free to practice the trade I already know, I would be looked upon as a printer, and not as merely the daughter of one?"
"I'm pretty sure you would be. Your father says you know the trade as well as most journeymen."
"But Father said at dinner that printing here is different and still changing, so I would need to learn some of it again, and then again." She paused for a breath, then went on. "But perhaps I could be taken on as a journeywoman, for all that. But what of civic affairs, then?"
"The classes at the high school are probably the best place for that. And it's important. We can't just leave it to the government to run everything."
What an extraordinary thing to say!
Brother Green was taking out another pamphlet. The cover identified it as an "Adult Education Course Catalog."


A couple of weeks later
As Al Green was pulling up his pajamas, he became aware of his wife giving him a funny look. Claudette was sitting up in bed, with her face turned down toward the paperback book in her hands, but her eyes were turned up beneath her brows looking diagonally across the room at him. She had a quirky half-smile on her face. He stopped buttoning and looked back at her, trying to figure out what that was all about. Finally after about five seconds or so, he gave up and shrugged his shoulders. "What?"
"What, sweetie? I think you've lit a great big firecracker. I hope it's got a long fuse."
"Now, what's that supposed to mean, honeybunch?"
She sniffed. "A little bird says you told Martha Button she could enroll here as a full student. The whole divinity program."
"Well, not in so many words, but I did say everything we have is open to her. She's college material, for sure. You saw her placement exams from the high school, didn't you? She needs to learn Greek before she can get past the translated Bibles to the original words, and she can get that down there while she's taking civics and filling in the rest of the gaps in her education, and of course she needs to get up to speed in German to function in this country. So sure, why not?"
She tucked an expired grocery coupon into the book and put it down on the bedside table. "Why not? Because you'll get a revolt from the rest of the women here if she gets treated the way the men are, and gets a full student's hours for study and lectures. But right now she's in the same position as the younger kids, going to school in town, so it won't come to a head for at least a year. And maybe in that time she'll find something else she wants to do. There are opportunities enough. But if she doesn't, you're going to have to figure out how to play Solomon and keep everybody happy. Or at least not terminally upset."
"Upset? Why?"
She sighed. "Why, is because we're trying to run this place on the cheap without a staff, so we can admit anyone who's qualified. And that means we, and the students, and the families, have to do everything. Look, the hours the men spend on the heavy work and whatever other chores they do is nowhere near what it takes to keep this place going. Half a day of work, and then the rest of the time on lectures and study. The wives and daughters put in close to twice that on chores, and they believe in our faith just as much as the men do. They want their share of learning. But they put up with it, because the men are where the preachers are going to come from. It's called 'putting hubby through.' Ever heard of it?"
That threw him for a moment. "Well, why can't a woman study for the pulpit?"
She sat up straight and gave him a half-cross look. "Albert Green, you're a true idealist, and I love you for it. But where is a woman going to find a pulpit in seventeenth-century Germany? Even right here in Grantville, the only one we have is Mary Ellen Jones, and she's a Methodist in an up-time congregation. None of those old reactionaries in the Baptist church in town are ready for one, let alone the down-timer churches all around us. They still think Paul had the last word on what a woman can and can't do."
He tapped his fingers on the bedpost a couple of times. "I Timothy 2:12? 'Do not let women teach men or have authority over them?' That the one you're thinking of?"
"Yeah. Can you imagine Albert Underwood and his crowd seeing it the way you do, as Paul's personal opinion conditioned by the times he was brought up in? No, to them it's the literal word of the Lord. And the down-time cultures, outside of the Dutch—
"Look, there isn't a woman here who wouldn't rather study an extra four hours a day. But they know they can't, because the work has got to get done and that takes time. If you let Martha knock off at lunch to spend the afternoon studying, you are going to get a rebellion. Right now, the ladies are happy. They're eating well, and sleeping warm, the clothing is good, and they get to study some, there is hot water on tap for the showers, and the washing machine is a treat. As long as nothing breaks that Stewart can't make a replacement for on that old milling machine in the barn. Doing laundry is a preferred job, even before cooking—and cooking in that kitchen is a treat for them, playing with the gadgets and only using the wood stove for big meals when they can't fit it all on the gas range. Plus, it's communal work so they get to chat while they're working, more often than not. And what they get to chat about is last night's lecture or the discussion or their own study course work. In short, the work here is easier, and gets done quicker than it ever did before in their lives.
"But if you give one woman the afternoon off to study, the others will rightly ask, 'Why not me?' They'll look at what has to get done, and they'll do it because it has to get done, but they won't like it. And your collection of happy slaves will suddenly start asking questions like 'Why do the men only have to work a half day?' And you really don't want to explain that to them, because this is Grantville, and they just might say no. The best you can hope for is that a female full-time divinity student might be accepted if she's rich and can pay for her room, board, and tuition in money, or maybe bring along a husband, but I wouldn't bet on it even then. We've got a social philosophy going here. As William put it, 'All share the work, all share the bounty.' Best not start rocking the boat."
Al finished buttoning his pajamas, and paced back and forth between the door and the clothes closet a couple of times. "That stinks."
"Yeah, it does, and thank you for admitting it. And we're changing things. But we've got four hundred years' worth of changing things to slog through. So think harder about what you promise Martha."
****
Martha wondered if she should perhaps feel a little guilty at indulging in this course of study, for which she could hardly defend the necessity if it came to a challenge. Clearly, it was impossible for her to be anywhere but at the high school during this hour, if she were to attend lectures in Social Studies with Mr. Dwight Thomas in the period before (the celebrated Mrs. Sarah Reardon being at home with a new baby), and Introductory Greek with Mr. Augustine Ashmead immediately afterward, and Print Shop to follow at the technical college across the way for a rapid introduction to the new methods. But the course catalog offered nothing at this hour that directly applied to preparing for the responsibilities of SoTF citizenship, nor to the study of scripture in its original, uncorrupted languages, nor to the new skills of her chosen trade. And so her counselor, Mrs. Tito, had suggested, "How about Algebra 1?"
It was that, or let the hour go to waste. To her surprise, on the first day when the lecturer had risen to address the class, he had done so in her own familiar Cambridge turn of speech. John Rant, M.A., 1635.
Today he was going on, "And why is it useful to know how to solve a second-order polynomial for x, my friends? Let us examine a problem in accelerated motion, shall we?" He raised a wooden pointer to an equation high up on the chalkboard. "Here is Newton's second law of motion . . ."
Martha found Master Rant altogether pleasing to look upon with his elusive hint of a smile and his grace of movement, and of most impressive intellect. Had his gaze lingered a moment too long when he called on her to explain the next step in a chain of reasoning? Perhaps it was her imagination.
****
"Follow me, please. Mrs. Elias's office is this way." The young man led Martha and her younger brother Andrew to a small chamber upstairs in the Grantville University Press building. It had a door with a window of that very clear, smooth Grantville glass in it. The bespectacled woman who rose from behind a cluttered desk to greet them was perhaps in her fifties, though it could be hard to tell with some of these folk.
"Hi, I'm Ellen Elias. What can I help you with?"
By now, Martha knew that according to Grantville's customs, it would be proper for her to shake the proffered hand. "Thank you for receiving us, Mrs. Elias. I am Martha Button, and this is my brother Andrew. Our family was formerly in the printing trade in Cambridge. My father was master of printers at the university." She paused, and took a breath. "We are new to Grantville. I would like to inquire whether you might have work."
"Possibly. For both of you?"
"For me, while I carry on my studies at the high school, so that I can help pay our debt to the hospital for saving my stepmother and new sister. Andrew is fully occupied with his schooling, but I hesitate to go about the town unaccompanied."
Mrs. Elias nodded. "Oh, I see. But is your experience all with letterpress? Setting type by hand and running it on a flatbed press?"
"Yes, but Father has told me of the changes hereabouts. One of my courses of instruction is Print Shop at the technical college, to learn the new ways."
"Uh-huh, that's the smart thing for any printer to do. With so much of our work going to photo reprints these days, we do a lot less letterpress work. On some jobs we bang out the columns of copy on typewriters now, paste up the page layouts, and shoot foil plates. You'd probably cringe at the quality, but it's cheap and fast for short-run jobs. We do use new ribbons. Anyway, let me take you around the shop and show you what we're doing." She added over her shoulder, "But you might try van Loon's shop, down the street. They do a lot of advertising and translated book work, and that's still mostly letterpress. Oh, and be sure to take typing at school. On a German keyboard."
She led them down the hall to a large open room, where someone was smoothing down a two-page spread from an unbound book onto a white board, beneath a pair of intense lights.
****
The man glancing up as Martha and Andrew came though the street door was of an age to be the proprietor—Adrianus van Loon, according to the gilded sign. His eyes crinkled as he came toward the front counter and acknowledged their presence with a small wave of his hand. It seemed a kindly face, rather broad, with a dark goatee. "A good day to you. Shall we speak English? Oder Deutsch?"
She gave a quick, shallow curtsey. "English, if you please, sir. My German is still poor." She'd already glanced around the room. It was filled with the familiar thump and clatter of a busy print shop. Andrew was staring at some freshly printed sheets lying on a nearby bench, waiting to be folded. Probably presuming to judge the work, though he had the sense to hold his tongue. The master printer was resting one hand lightly on the counter, evidently waiting for her to say on. Well, hesitation would accomplish nothing; she'd learned that much.
"Herr van Loon, I am Martha Button, and this is my brother Andrew. We are of the family of William Button, formerly master of printers at the University of Cambridge. We have all helped in the work, and Father says I have skills like unto a journeyman. Mrs. Elias at the Grantville University Press has suggested that you may have work."
[image: press]Van Loon pursed his lips for a moment, and nodded a couple of times. "Perhaps, perhaps. So you are the daughter Master Button spoke of some time ago. Yes, he and another of your brothers were here, and we talked at length. Hmm . . ." He turned to face back into the shop, and called to a young man working one of the presses, "John! Lay that aside for now, and come here."
"A moment, Papa. Nearly done."
"That's all right, you can let it wait an hour. There is someone here you should meet."
"All right, then." He laid down the sheet he was about to load, and wiped his hands on a rag.
The fellow had some of the appearance of his father, and at first sight, some of his temperament too. He seemed little older than herself, and while his father's English had only a small tinge of a Dutch accent, his had even less. Not the English speech of Cambridge, though, nor of the Americans.
The elder van Loon performed a quick introduction, then pulled a ten-dollar bill from a cash drawer and handed it to his son. "John, it's nearly noon, and it's noisy in here. Why don't you take our guests to the cook shop next door, and discover what they have to say?"
****
In a remarkably short time they found themselves seated around one of a warren of small tables, with savory-smelling bowls of stew in front of them. Generous bowls, at that. Evidently meant to satisfy the appetites of apprentices and journeymen, who rarely had the chance to satisfy their appetites, in Martha's experience. Not that Grantville truly had apprentices and journeymen, if the pamphlet was to be believed.
"So, your father has given you the task of questioning me? To see if I'm fitted for the position of a printer?"
The younger van Loon gave her a small smile. A rather friendly smile. "I think he means for each of us to take the other's measure. I do believe the position he has in mind is daughter-in-law. He has been speaking to me of beginning to seek someone suitable for a courtship."
Martha was taken aback for a moment. Laughter danced in Andrew's eyes. For lack of any other thought of how to answer that, she blurted, "I wondered, your name is really John? Not Jan?"
The sudden retreat from the delicate subject seemed to relieve him as much as it did her. "Oh. Yes. We have family connections on both sides of the Channel. I'm named for my grandfather. My mother was from Salisbury."
"Was?"
"Yes. She took a chill during the flight from Amsterdam nigh on three years ago, and fell into a decline. There was nothing to be done."
"Oh, I'm terribly sorry. Would you rather talk of printing? Do you use stereotypes, as the printer we worked for in Hamburg did?"
****
It wasn't often that Al Green got a chance to meet his wife for lunch on a weekday. But there'd been a meeting of most of the Protestant clergy in town—just ordinary pastoral matters. Father Kircher had been invited too, and would have come, but he had a conflict. So here he was in the middle of the day, headed back to the farm. It was easy enough to swing by Leahy Medical Center and its coffee shop.
Hot dogs and beans were on special. Well, the mild sausages weren't really hot dogs, but they were close enough, and the bakery had no trouble turning out the right shape buns. A darn sight better buns than any supermarket would have had up-time, to tell the truth. Mustard and ground pickle relish were no trick at all. A taste of home, it was.
Claudette patted his hand across the table. "How'd it go?"
"About the way you'd expect. Kastenmayer gets uptight pretty easily, but he agreed with the rest of us that if someone needs to go out of town or gets sick, we'll cover for each other with any parishioner who needs comfort or counsel. And we won't preach sectarian doctrines outside our own congregations. We've been doing it all along as personal favors, but now there are some ground rules and we can count on each other. It was a good meeting."
She took a sip of her coffee. "That's a relief. And I bet I know who wasn't there, or there wouldn't have been any agreement on anything."
"Heh. You'd be right about that. May I be forgiven for un-Christian thoughts." He paused while he took a bite of hot dog, and chewed. "But I had the oddest conversation with John Stewart when I crossed paths with him. He asked me whether it would be all right to approach William Button for permission to court Martha. And he had a logically airtight line of reasoning on why they ought to marry each other, if you accept his premises. It came down to he's available and she's available."
"Oh, he did, did he? I wondered when that would happen. Did he say whether Katerina put him up to it, or he came up with the idea all on his own?"
"No, why, does it matter?"
She looked up at the misshapen, overly orangish light bulb in one branch of the chandelier overhead. It was kind of hard not to notice the thing. More and more these days, they were running on new-build light bulbs. Fortunately, they were starting to last longer. She brought her gaze back down. "It probably does. I think her sense of what's proper at the seminary is that an unattached full student throws an extra share of work on everybody else. He's been making moony eyes Martha's way, though. You probably haven't noticed. And what did you say?"
"That I only lead the college, in what it does as a college. I've got no right to tell anyone what to do with their lives, for pity's sake. And that Martha would be smart to listen to her father and stepmother, who love her, and consider what they say, but in the end it's her life to live and her choice to make. This isn't medieval England."
"Mmm-hmm. I've been keeping my ears open. I think she's starting to really understand that. And I think she's taking notice of him, some. And what will you say if she comes to you for advice?"
"Same as with anyone. I'll try to help her understand what her desires really are."
She squeezed again, and raised a hot dog in salute with her free hand.
****
Mechanical drafting at Marcantonio's was a decent enough job, but Henri Faveau had seen what the mechanical designers were paid. He would need geometry and algebra to even begin to advance toward that position, and so—
Class ended, and he was almost laughing as he stepped into the corridor. His daughter Clothilde looked at him sidewise. "What has so amused you, Papa?"
"Heh. Our instructor, the handsome Monsieur Rant. A great dancer, I am sure. Have you seen those so-brief glances he throws toward the always-proper Miss Button, who affects not to see them? I think a fire burns in him. In class he speaks only of mathematics, but I wonder what he says to her when there is nobody else to hear, eh?"
****
Martha stopped just inside the door, and looked back at the chalkboard. She began to talk, slowly. "Master Rant, I've been looking at that shape you drew. It's all complicated curves and irregular angles. Calculating the area of such a figure is no simple matter of dividing it into a few rectangles and bisected rectangles we could easily calculate, and then adding them up. But what if we were to divide it into as many small squares of a size as would fit within? Then the sum of their areas would be close to the area of the whole. And if we made those squares smaller and more numerous, the area not accounted for would become smaller. And thus we could come as close as we wish to the true area, and though we would never have it exactly, it would be good enough for any purpose of commerce."
He turned to face her, and rolled the pointer between his fingers for a heartbeat or two. "That is most brilliant, Miss Button. That thought, if pursued to its logical conclusions, leads on to a most useful mathematical theory which can produce exact answers in a great many cases."
"It does?"
"Indeed. But there is no need to perform that great labor, for a countryman of ours in a world we shall never see, Sir Isaac Newton, has done it for us. Do you know that Newton once said in a rare moment of humility, 'If I have climbed higher and seen further than other men, it is only because I have stood on the shoulders of giants?' If you were to stand on the shoulders of that giant, Martha Button, I wonder how high you might climb and how far you might see."
Martha wondered what to make of that, as she made her way to her next class. Newton, she knew by now, was a name to conjure with.
****
John Rant found William Oughtred in the teachers' lounge. "I've been meaning to speak to you. I have a student in Algebra 1 who I think would make better use of her time in your accelerated class. Let me tell you what she said yesterday . . ."
****
John Stewart hesitated once again to speak his mind. He looked briefly across the parlor. Martha was so pretty, so neat in her person as she sat in evening study time—and a good Christian, true enough. Far from waiting to master Greek to begin serious study of the faith, she was using her few hours at home to dive deep into what copies of Latin works they felt safe in keeping at the farm after so much had been put in the care of the Academy of Conservators. For that matter, she was one of the few women even willing to spend time on Greek.
What if he should say the wrong thing, to her or to her father? But there was time enough. They both had a great deal to learn and to do, both for matters of the Word and matters of the world, before it would be time to leave the college and move on to a new life.


Thuringia-Franconia State Technical College
The print shop
This paste-up method of composition was truly intriguing, even with nothing better than cloth-ribbon typewriters to set the columns of text. First, Herr Hennel had demonstrated how to use the drafting board to lay out the space where columns and headings would go, ruling pale blue lines that would be invisible to the camera, onto a heavy sheet of coated stock—this was to be the foundation for the work to follow. Then Martha and her classmates had practiced the technique. Next he had given them already-typewritten columns and shown how to wax the backs and secure them in place on the base sheet. Within an hour they were all assembling accurately composed pages. No apprenticeship Martha had ever heard of had advanced at such a pace. But Herr Hennel had said on the first day, "This is no guild shop, though we do real printing here. That's how you learn. We are here to turn out printers, so let's get on with it."
It went at a dizzying pace. The rub-down transfer type used up-time to create headings and titles was mostly used up by now, so they learned to slice single letters and common words from pre-printed, pre-waxed font samples with little knives, and paste them in. They learned to cut in single-word text corrections and not have them show on the photo plate. Pen-and-ink drawings replaced woodcuts. They learned to use the strong lights and the large-format camera, sensitize the metal foil plates and process them through the chemical baths, and then run them successfully on the temperamental new-made rotary press.
Today Herr Hennel drew a complicated-looking mathematical expression on the chalkboard, and turned to face the class. "Suppose you were asked to set this into a column of type? How would you proceed?" He looked around for a moment. "Artur?"
"Not possible on a typewriter. I suppose we could do it the way we do headlines. Or we might set it in type, then print it on a slip of paper to be pasted in."
Hennel nodded. "We could, if we had a symbol font with all the parts we'd need. There would be a lot of fiddly wedging, to hold all the subscripts and superscripts and ratio terms in place. What if speed were more important than elegance? Any other choices?"
Martha raised her hand.
"Yes?"
"We could calligraph it by hand on the drafting board, with pen and ink. We would rule the paper with blue layout lines first, of course."
He smiled in approval.
****
When Martha arrived for the next class session, Hennel told her, "I think you're ready to do a complete project. A small one, but a paid job. Would you like to try?"
"If you think so, Herr Hennel. What is it?"
"You will see. I have someone for you to meet." He beckoned to a striking blonde woman standing near the door, well-dressed in one of the styles Martha had come to recognize as a woman's business suit. There was only one piece of jewelry visible on her, but it was a watch chain in some silvery metal. She crossed the room with a brisk, confident stride. "Frau Anneke Decker, meet Miss Martha Button. Please show her your treatise."
"Sure. Call me Annie." She favored Martha with a friendly grin and stuck out her hand to be shaken, then took a folder from under her other arm. "I'm an engineer at American Electric Works. The company is licensing my designs for induction motors to a new shop in Eisenach, and I need to send them the complete theory and technical data so I don't have to get involved with every different model they want to make. This—" flicking the folder "— is the design manual. It will free me to put some serious work into several types of synchronous motors that we need. The boss wants it published so we can train some more help, since I had to write it anyway. Here's a carbon copy of the English manuscript for you to look at while they finish typing up the text in columns. I'm told that should be finished by tomorrow. I expect to have the German manuscript written by next week."
Martha paused with the folder in her hand for a few moments, taking in the newcomer. She looked to be in her middle twenties. By her stance, her manner, and the style of English she spoke, she might almost have been an up-timer, if it weren't for the German rhythm of her speech. She was a presence. Martha opened the folder and leafed through a few pages to see how the document was organized, then looked up again and delivered a wry smile. "This being Grantville, you may as well call me Martha. Hereabouts, I hear it said, 'When in Rome, shoot Roman candles.' Yes, the methods we have been learning are well-suited to this. What page size and format would you have?"
Anneke cocked her head. "Well, your teacher tells me you were an experienced printer before you ever came here. What would you recommend? It's for working designers to refer to as they make calculations and develop their ideas."
"To be surrounded by other papers on a desktop, then?"
"For sure."
"Octavo might be best." She went to a bookcase at the side of the room and selected a small handbook. "About like this."
Anneke smiled. "Looks good to me." She pointed to some numbers written on the inside of the folder. "That's my office phone, if you need to go over anything with me."


A few days later
Martha stared at the half-column of text she was about to paste into place, and hesitated. Something was inconsistent. She went to Herr Hennel's desk, picked up the shop telephone, and dialed.
"Hello, Anneke Decker."
"Annie, this is Martha Button. I hope this isn't a foolish question, but under your fifth equation, where you give a list of the variables and their units, it says phi-prime is given in webers per square meter. Should phi-prime not be expressed in webers per square meter per second?"
There was silence on the line for two or three heartbeats. Martha began to wonder if she had transgressed some rule or custom.
When Anneke spoke again, her voice was subdued. "You're absolutely right. It is per second. And how did you reach that conclusion?"
"Well, you said elsewhere in the text that the force turning the rotor is proportional to the current flowing in it, which is in turn proportional to the voltage induced in it, but you also said the voltage is proportional to the rate of the magnetic field's increase, not the instantaneous magnetic field. Why that should be so eludes me, but . . ."
"And you took the trouble to read all that, and understood it right away? How far have you gone in math? Did you study calculus when you were in Cambridge?"
"Well, no, I've only just been transferred to Master Oughtred's algebra class. It was suggested I would make swifter progress there."
Silence again. "Apparently so. Somebody believes in you. Well, I'll get that line corrected. Would you believe two of us took our time proofreading, and that mistake still slipped past us? Tell me if anything else raises your suspicions, all right?"
"Thank you, I will." Martha paused for just a moment, with the phone still held up to her ear. "I wonder, if I might be permitted to see one of these machines, the motors, that you write about here?"
"Well, sure. Any time, just call an hour ahead, to make sure I'm here. Take the tram out to the power plant, we're right next door. Look for the sign on our building. I'll give you the whole shop tour. And I think my boss would like to meet you."
"He would?"
"Oh, yeah. You have more talents than just printing other people's words, Martha. It would be good to find out how much more, don't you think?"
****
Nobody could say Martha shirked, in what few waking hours she was not at school or at Bleiler's print shop in Deborah, earning the wages to repay the college's generosity in the hour of her family's arrival. Father had learned that the hospital care that had saved Stepmother and baby Providence was an outlay the college could not easily afford. But perhaps, with her earnings added to what Father and John's diligent reprinting of the college's books might bring in, the family's obligation of honor would soon be met, and she could in good conscience begin to save for her own future. It was a relief that Rudolf Bleiler, having hired her on the strength of her work on the Dead Sea Scrolls, had no thought of Martha as anything but a part-time printer.
This morning, she gathered the eggs, promptly fried a platter full for the college's breakfast, and had barely time to wolf down her portion before it was time to hurry down to the tram stop by the foot of the hill.
She skimmed ahead in the social studies book as she rode toward the high school. It seemed to put great importance on the federal principle of national government. Why was that, and what did it imply for this time and place? Perhaps Mr. Thomas could shed some light on that. She made a mental note to ask.
****
American Electric Works occupied a long brick building, two stories high. It had a good many windows, but they were of the ordinary kind, not the large, near-perfect panes of the buildings at the town center. A railroad siding extended into a large closed door at a rear corner.
When Martha arrived with an unbound copy under her arm, Anneke came out to meet her wearing work clothes of good quality, with the sleeves rolled halfway up her forearms. Her face lit up with a smile. "Hi, good to see you! You found some time to come over?"
"Yes, I've finished your printing. We have two days before the other students finish their projects and Herr Hennel takes us on to intaglio and photo-gravure. Do you know what bookbinder you want the copies sent to? Here, I've brought you one set to approve."
"Oh, thanks. I'd better leave it in your hands until I wash up. There's a batch of motors going through production right now. Want to go watch somebody put one together?"
"Oh, yes, please."
"The factory floor's this way." Anneke opened a door at the back of the lobby and held it for Martha to pass through. When they emerged from the far end of the offices, the production hall was cavernous and noisy, a hive of activity. Anneke led Martha down an aisle to a work table flanked by racks of shelving and boxes of small parts.
"Wie geht's, Johann? How's it going?"
Johann flashed a corner-of-the-mouth smile. "Gut, gut. Und who's your pretty friend?"
Anneke responded with a firm voice and a twinkle in her eye, "Behave, Johann, this is business. Our visitor needs to see how a motor goes together."
He waved a hand in acknowledgment. "Okay, okay, at least when you talk in English, you don't call me John like some up-timer." He reached to a shelf, and took a dish-shaped metal part from a pile and set it flat in a wooden cradle.
Martha searched her memory of the manual she'd just printed, and recognized it as an end bell. He took four threaded rods from a bin at the back of the bench and screwed them in upright. Next he picked up a cylindrical stack of thin metal plates with cloth-wrapped wire coils set into slots running the length of the interior. So that was what a stator assembly looked like in real life. He slid it down over the rods. From another shelf he took a cylinder of smaller plates girdled by a spiraling cage of copper bars, with a shaft running through the middle. That was the rotor, then. He oiled the shaft ends, and slid that inside the stator. He slid down a second end bell on top, with the stator wires sticking out through an opening, added four nuts, and tightened them with a crank-handled wrench. Anneke swung one hand toward it, palm-up in a theatrical gesture. "Et voilà! A four-hundred-watt three-phase induction motor. The simplest of all possible motors." As Johann lifted the motor off the work cradle and laid it on a four-wheeled cart half-full of completed motors, Anneke turned to Martha. "And if you look up there—" pointing toward the roof "—that's one of them, running a ventilation fan."
Martha put her fingers to the shaft of the just-finished motor, musing. It turned with the lightest of touches. "And everything fits together perfectly, just like that? I've watched smiths at work. How is that possible?"
Anneke glanced at a clock on the far wall. "Let's go visit the machine shop. There's time for that, before Lan gets out of the budget meeting. "
****
The president's office was on the second floor, close to a stairway but out of the way of the comings and goings just below. The man who turned from an open filing cabinet when Anneke led Martha in wasn't the venerable figure she had imagined would oversee such a large enterprise. He looked to be no more than thirty, and was dressed more for comfort than to project authority. "Hi! You must be Martha Button."
"Yes. And you are Mr. Landon Reardon?" She wasn't altogether sure what the custom might be, and dipped a slight curtsey.
"That's me, all right. Like to have a seat?" He came around to one end of the small conference table in the middle of the room.
The furniture was plain wood, but looked well-crafted, and when she settled into one of the solid-looking chairs, she found it surprisingly comfortable. Anneke took the next chair.
He went on, "It's good to meet you. Annie has been telling me about you."
That was a little puzzling. He hadn't seen the finished work yet. She laid it on the table and opened the folder so he could look. "She has? Do you have other manuscripts to be printed?"
"Well, we will from time to time, but that's not what got Annie and me so interested. I'll get straight to it. The reason I asked to see you is so you and I could find out together whether we could offer you a job, and whether you'd like to work here."
"I— I know nothing of what you do here. Everything is strange to me. What would be my tasks? Would I do your publishing? I understand that all the books you have from up-time are in English. Would I translate them into Latin? Or French? I know no other languages, not really."
A smile danced in his eyes. "There's nobody we could hire who knows anything about what we do here, Miss Button, and we're short of people in every job. So what we look for is people who can learn fast. And that seems to be you. I hear you got recommended for Will Oughtred's accelerated algebra class. Are you keeping up all right?"
"Yes, though sometimes I must ask to have something explained again."
"I can imagine. He's good that way, though, a teacher I admire. Keep doing that, and he'll make sure you don't get left behind. And Annie says you didn't just check her design manual for spelling and grammar, you caught a math mistake. A simple one, but you caught it. So you must have read the booklet as you went along preparing it for printing. Why don't you tell me what you learned about induction motors?"
The next half-hour passed in a whirlwind of revelations, filled with drawings on the chalkboard beside the door, and meanderings along chains of reasoning. At the end . . . one simple sketch, and a few short equations . . . "That's the key to it all? The transformer and alternating current, and with those you can send power great distances?"
"You've got it. Plain algebra isn't the best way to explain it, but the rest can wait."
She stood, turning it over in her mind. "What would I have to learn?"
"Once you finish algebra, and take plane geometry too, you'd have enough math to understand manuals like the one you just worked on. Mechanical drawing would be good too. They're basically great big cheat sheets, to let someone carry out the detail work of a product design and help transfer it to production, without needing to understand all the deeper complexities. That's what an electrical designer does at AEW. Most students need about a year of high school study to get that far. I don't think it would take you that long. And if you take the job, you'd be taking some of the load off my half-educated engineers Annie and Gottfried, and maybe they'd have a little more time to finish their bachelor's degrees. And then they could take a little more load off me."
Anneke chuckled. "Three-quarters educated, Lan."
Landon laughed. "Okay, I won't argue with you."
Martha looked at them both. "And this is a respectable job?"
"Respected, and decently paid, too. And plenty important." The hourly rate he named was three times what she could expect as a printer. "And by the way, the company helps with tuition if you decide to go on to engineering courses at State Tech. I've got no doubt at all you'd make good use of them."


Some days later
William Button was at a desk downstairs in the new barn, preparing to copy the text of one of Brother Green's books onto mimeograph stencils, when Adrianus van Loon came calling. He laid aside the work—not one with any great potential to sell outside the seminary, but it would be one step closer to restoring the college's working library from the up-time originals kept safe at Schwarza Castle.
"Good morrow, Master van Loon. What brings you to us today? Are you offering your shop's services to the college?"
"No, Master Button. This is not business. Not exactly.
"You may know that some time past your daughter Martha visited my shop, seeking work. My son John and I formed a favorable impression of her, and I hope she did the same of us. You may remember him. He is to inherit the business when the time comes, and he is already of an age to marry. Yesterday, one of my hired men mentioned seeing her at a meeting of the United Printers, Compositors, and Editors. He said that she is well-regarded among the union members. It reminded me. I would like to inquire whether you and your family might find a courtship acceptable. Yes, I know that by the laws here, the decision is hers, but it seems only respectful to speak with you and her mother first."
William was silent for a few moments. "It's most encouraging that you and your son should find her so. I'm sure you will understand that I would like to know more of your son and your business prospects before I say yea or nay, but I shall be diligent in making some inquiries. By the by, my present wife Melisa is not her mother, but loves her as if she were. She is away at the moment, but perhaps we may all call on each other and become better acquainted?"
"That would be fine, Master Button. I shall not take up your time further today, then."
****
John Stewart came in to get a buck saw, just in time to hear most of it. It was suddenly clear that the time for hesitating to speak to William Button about any matters more personal than the studies of the day had just come to an abrupt end. Words said in another place to another man sprang to mind. You must speak for yourself, John. As the visitor left the barn he gathered the resolve to approach Brother Button and speak his mind and his heart.
". . . so, we'd have a good life together. Will you allow me to ask Martha what she thinks about marriage?"
Button's expression was unreadable. Mixed feelings? He spoke. "John—" He paused, and sighed. "You are a decent man, and a true servant of the Lord. I have the greatest regard for you. We all do. But you speak of returning to Scotland, and taking up the trade of building steam engines for the mines, and bringing the other blessings of the industrial age there. And I have seen enough here to understand what you hope to do. It could make life better for many poor souls. But going there would bring Martha once again within the reach of the king's men and a ravening swarm of lawyers.
"I have not told you all the circumstances of our departure from Cambridge. It's best that you know now, so that you can understand why none of us can return. And then I must ask, are you willing to change your plans and do your work in a place where Martha can remain safe?"
****
It was late when Martha came home, well past the supper hour and into evening study time. That was unavoidable, between school and the hours she worked at Bleiler's print shop. Tonight there had been a rush to complete an order, and she'd finished her typesetting at the overtime rate. Still, it had been a good day. The proofreader had passed her work without a correction, and she had the week's paycheck in her purse. One step closer to making good the family's obligation. Father and John were doing their part toward that goal; the latest of the photo-reprints they had done for Brother Green was selling well and bringing income to the college.
There was leftover stew in the refrigerator. Stepmother came into the kitchen with Providence in her arms as Martha finished warming a bowlful. "Martha, will you join your father and me in Brother Green's study? We need to speak privately."
When they came in, Father was already seated. He motioned Stepmother to Brother Green's comfortable chair. She settled in and arranged the coverlet over the baby and her bared breast. The chair awaiting Martha was conveniently by the work table. He even made a quick gesture toward the bowl as she set it down. Eat it while it's hot. The expression on his face—she was unsure what it meant.
"Martha, where have you been? You're late. We've been waiting for you."
"I'm sorry. The work at Bleiler's ran over. I was offered overtime, and I took it. We need the money." She reached into her purse and pulled out the check.
"Yes. We do. I praise your diligence in this, though your brothers had to cover your evening chores. But you should have let us know. There are telephones in Deborah."
She noticed through her tiredness that Father was using more of the turns of phrase of the up-timers. Well, they all were. "Again, I'm sorry. But all's well."
He looked from one to the other of the three women of his family, with that same solemn expression. "Is it? Daughter, I have had some misgivings of your attending these union meetings with questionable chaperonage, and these 'study dates' at school without teachers present, but I have kept silent. Other countries, other customs, and they seemed perhaps necessary. But of that, later."
He paused and took a breath. "The most remarkable thing has happened today, Martha. John van Loon's father came to see me, to ask if a formal courtship might be welcome. And immediately afterward John Stewart asked the same thing. We know Stewart well. He is a fine man. I made him understand that you cannot go to Scotland or anyplace else where the king's writ runs. Van Loon we would need to find out more about, but I'm willing to make the inquiries. On the face of it, either would make you a good husband and secure you a place in life. And I must tell at least one of them 'No.' Your stepmother is quite right that we must consult with you now. We would like to ask, what is in your mind and heart?"
Stepmother leaned forward a little, and looked down at the tiny head nestled against her breast. "I am overjoyed at the thought that such choices as you have now, in this wonderful place, will surely come to your little sister in good time."
Martha swallowed the spoonful she had just taken, and laid the spoon back in the bowl, taking a few seconds to gather her thoughts.
"Father, as you say, the choice is mine. But it's much more than which man to accept as my suitor. The choice is what sort of a life to have. Before we came here, I had no thought that I could be anything but a printer's wife and a mother, and do the same thing every day. But now? My eyes are opened. Things here are different. Much different.
"I look at the achievements of Helene Gundelfinger. Gretchen Richter. My friend Annie Decker at American Electric Works—twenty-three years old, and already doing work vital to all our futures, honored in her own right, and well-enough paid to employ a servant so that she can have the time to study further and advance in her profession. And I was told by those in a position to know that I am capable of the same.
"If I were to marry now, how could I do anything but keep a household? I do want to be a wife and a mother someday, but not now. Not until I finish what I need to learn, and establish myself securely in a respected profession. I've found my shovel. I wish to become an electrical engineer. There are far too few of those for the good of this world. And unless I'm much mistaken, it's one of the many parts of God's work, and one of many reasons why we and Grantville are here. Perhaps, now and again, I might find time for a date in the style of Grantville's customs, with no promises asked or given, but I shall not seek a betrothal or even a courtship.
"So please tell Herr van Loon that I shall not even think of getting married until I have finished my education and am well established in my career. But of John Stewart, we have been much together. It could not be otherwise, here at the seminary. Surely, he deserves the courtesy of hearing it from my own lips."
Father slapped his palms flat on the chair arms, and bent forward, looking like a bulldog. "What? As your father, young woman, I have something to say about that!"
Stepmother raised a hand from her lap, palm slightly raised, a cautionary gesture she used now and again. "Yes, husband, that is precisely correct. You do indeed have something to say about it. And I am sure that when you have taken the time to think, and spoken with the Lord, and consulted with our pastor, or better, Sister Green, that then, when you are ready to tell your daughter what it is that you have to say, you will say the right thing."
It did no good. He flew into a red-faced rage. "No! You—" facing Martha "—defy me and you—" facing Stepmother "—resort to bare-faced manipulation. That I must tell two worthy, good men 'No' for no reason that I can give save that it is the will of a slip of a girl, is more than an embarrassment, it throws doubt on the good judgment of our whole family. The shame that I did not raise an obedient daughter will follow me for the rest of my days. I shall go down to my grave disgraced. And you speak of seeing men socially alone, without a chaperone? That 'tis done in Grantville is not nearly reason enough, many a foolish girl will surely rue it. No! It is most unseemly. Were we Catholic, I would send you now to a nunnery to forestall sin. That you will not join with John Stewart and his steam engines, nor with John van Loon and the print shop one day to be his— No. I will not have it. Not while you abide under my roof!"
"Father, father." She shook her head in dismay. "It is not your roof."
He rose from his seat and struck the table with the flat of his hand so hard the bowl jumped. "You have your place here as the dependent of an enrolled student. If you are dependent on me you will be obedient to me!"
"Has it come to that? Must it? If it is truly so, than I shall gather my belongings and be gone tomorrow."
"What? Would you wander the streets, then?"
"No. I could share a room with one of the women on the production line. I saw notices on the bulletin board at the factory, seeking roommates to share the rent."
"The rent? How would you pay rent?"
"You need ask?" She pointed to the paycheck lying on the table. "As the Lord decreed shall be the lot of Adam and all his line, I shall 'eat my bread by the sweat of my brow.' And within a year, when I pass the school examinations in algebra and geometry, I can leave the print shop to be the assistant to an engineer, and earn much more."
Stepmother broke in again, "Martha? When did this come about? How long has it been in your mind, and when did you intend to tell us?"
"It began a few weeks ago, when my school project in the new printing methods was a small manual Annie wrote. My work so pleased them that they told me of a fine position I could take there, if I would take the courses of instruction at the high school necessary to do the work. I have seen what they do there, and how they are treated. I forbore to speak of it until I should be ready to pass the examinations and there could no longer be any doubt the position is mine. But this forces my hand."
Father loomed over her. "But you do not have it in your grasp, do you? No, 'tis moonshine, and you discard two good suitors to pursue it! The Lord's will is that women marry, and obey their husbands. And young women obey their fathers."
"Not here, Father, not here. Not when they are grown and able to take responsibility for themselves. If I devote myself to learning until I am an engineer, then I shall earn enough to hire a cook and a nanny when I finally marry and have children. Why should I not then do something that makes use of my mind, and not just my hips and breasts?"
Father strode to the door and flung it open with a bang. "Brother Stewart!"
John Stewart was sitting at the far side of the parlor, looking wide-eyed straight at the door.
Father's voice fell to half a gale. "Brother Stewart, I ask your services, and the services of the station's wagon." He still got the name of the thing wrong, but then he was in a roaring passion. "I need to see what goes on at this American Electric Works, this den of . . . I know not what!"
He turned back to the room behind him. "Wife, would you please see to it that my daughter is still here when I return?" It was in no way a question.
Stepmother said, "Finish your dinner." Then she sat silently for a minute or more, rocking softly and burping the baby. And finally, "What will he find there, at this time of night?"
"He will find the factory running full speed, filling orders for Eisenach. He might find Annie burning the midnight oil, or Gottfried Bley, the mechanical engineer. Either one could show him everything."
Stepmother's eyebrows rose. "Midnight oil?"
Martha fluttered a hand. "A turn of phrase Annie uses. They seem to burn a lot of it there."
[image: myhhr]"Ah. Do you suppose they sweeten it with sandalwood and myrrh?"
"Heh-heh. Would that anyone ever had for us, when we proofread by candlelight. But if ever anyone would, I think it might be them."
"A pretty thought. And would they show me everything, too?"
"Yes, they certainly would. I think you'd like them."
"Hmm." She fell into silence again for a time.
"He really does want what's best for you, you know."
"Yes. The difficulty is understanding what that is. The world is changing. I don't want to be left behind, I want to be part of the change. No, I want to set my hand to making this a better world."
"Then be patient. He will look, and listen, and consider. He will surely master his passions before he reaches the far side of the Ring. He will treat with these people courteously. And do not force his hand with intemperate speech. But when you are ready to marry, late like these Germans? Stewart, then? I think he might wait for you."
"Perhaps, Stepmother, perhaps. And perhaps not. But that is for another day."
Stepmother smiled softly, and rocked Providence to sleep.
****
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October, 1633
Andreas Strauss hurried along the road toward Erfurt. The October afternoon was cold and rainy, and he wanted to arrive before dark. It had been a fairly good year. The crop was decent, and the family business had sold all the barrels they could make. Andreas had a small purse to spend on a few extra things for the winter. Plus, he was seeking news. His cousins had joined the Committees of Correspondence and would have heard anything worth knowing.
He heard Erfurt almost as soon as he saw it. The city was in an uproar. He asked at the city gate.
"There was a battle with the Ostenders!" one of the guards told him. "A great victory, but Hans Richter was killed. His airplane crashed into one of the enemy ships," the man continued. "Some of the up-timers were there in boats. One of them was sunk, but they sank a lot of Ostender ships."
People were celebrating in the streets. Andreas made his way to the tavern his relatives favored. He pulled the door open and immediately caught sight of his cousin Dieter, holding forth at a central table. "Dieter!"
"Andreas! What brings you to Erfurt?"
"Father sent me. It's been a good year. We can afford a few luxuries. And news."
"You've heard, then? Wismar Bay."
"Ja. I heard Hans Richter was killed."
"After his up-time friends were killed on the ship Outlaw," Dieter explained. "Larry Wild and Eddie Cantrell."
"I'm sorry. Did you know them, too?"
"Nein. I met Hans only once, at a CoC meeting."
"The guard at the city gate said they sank some Ostender ships?"
"Ja. It is a great victory, Andreas!" Dieter's eyes flashed. "We can do this thing!"
"What thing?"
"We can win these wars and end the burnings and sackings and rapings and killings. If everyone helps the Committees, we can do this!"
Andreas felt a chill across his face. Stories always described chills as running up one's back, but he always felt them across his face. Maybe they really could do this. He was heartily sick of helping his father and older brothers rebuild the cooper shop every time a raiding army passed through and fired it. Unlike Dieter's more well-off family here in Erfurt, Andreas's family were halbbauern—half-farmers—because their village wasn't large enough for full-time coopers. He'd spent far too much time helping rebuild burned buildings and replacing stolen or vandalized barrels. None of the Strauss family had died or been personally attacked, but he knew people who had.
Andreas listened carefully to Dieter and others from the Committees of Correspondence. They were enthusiastic, but much of what they wanted to do was impractical. He wasn't sure he had the patience to sort out all the impractical parts or the time to help implement the ideas that would be left afterwards. The Committees were going to do a lot of good in the long run. But Andreas was beginning to suspect that Hans Richter had given them all an opening if they could make use of it right now. It wasn't the CoCs who had defeated the League of Ostend at Wismar Bay. It was the new air force and navy. And they were probably going to need an army.
He slept on it. In the morning he bought the goods his parents wanted and headed home. Two days later he was back in Erfurt.
Andreas knew the military depot was somewhere in this area of Erfurt. He noticed two men approaching. "Guten tag. I would like to talk to an up-timer," he said. Belatedly he realized that the two were young men about his own age. They had short haircuts and were wearing clothing dyed an irregular green and brown. That probably meant they were up-timers.
One of them said something. Andreas caught only the last part. "What do you want, Kraut?"
"Ich kenne niemand, der so heisst. Ich bin Andreas Strauss."
One of the up-timers looked at the other. "You got any idea what he's saying, Eric?"
"Yeah, I do, Jim." Speaking slowly, he pointed at Strauss. "You—Andy—are a German, a Kraut. Now, why do you want to talk to an up-timer?"
Andreas shook his head. "Ich verstehe Euch nicht."
The one named Eric sighed theatrically and repeated his question in broken German.
"I heard about Wismar Bay," Andreas said. "Can we beat the Ostenders and the other armies? I am tired of the theft and vandalism every time an army marches through. If this can be done, I will fight for our army."
"I don't know if you Krauts can do it or not," Eric told him. "But you sure better try, because we aren't going to do all of it for you."
Andreas didn't understand anything the two up-timers said to each other, except that they were taking him to someone who might be able to help. They led him to an office next door to a huge store of military goods. He suddenly realized how his uncle here in Erfurt was managing to sell so many barrels.
There was a woman behind the counter. "A Kraut to see Mr. Stull," Eric told her.
"About what, Eric?"
"That's Corporal Hudson to you."
"You try being nicer, and I'll try remembering your rank," she shot back. "Herr, what would you like to see Herr Stull about?" She repeated the question in German.
The woman led him to a couple tables set up around the corner of the building. The CoC men at the tables recognized him right away.
"You are Dieter Strauss's cousin Andreas, are you not?"
"Ja. I am here to enlist."
"Good man. It is a three-year enlistment. Everyone who enlists in Erfurt is in one unit for now."
Andreas signed a couple forms and was led off to join a group of other volunteers.
Two forms might be enough for the Committees of Correspondence, but Andreas quickly discovered that it wasn't nearly enough for the army. For most of the rest of the day, soldiers thrust various papers at him, read them aloud to the group, and told them to sign. Andreas began skimming the pages himself.
"Do you understand that?" the man next to him asked.
"I can read it well enough," Andreas answered. "I am not sure what it all means. Some of these figures seem wrong, though."
One of the uniformed men was passing by. "What do you mean, the figures are wrong?" he demanded.
"The cost of the uniform doesn't add up."
"We got another one!" the soldier called out. "Come with me," he told Andreas.
Andreas's heart sank. He had obviously just gotten himself into all sorts of trouble. But instead the soldier led him over to another line. Andreas was told to copy several sentences and add a few columns of figures. Someone checked his work, then made a notation on one of the forms he was carrying around before sending him back to his original place. By the time they were given dinner, Andreas wasn't sure the army knew what it was doing.
Evidently he wasn't the only one.
"So when does the actual soldiering start?" one of the others asked. He was dressed like someone who worked outdoors, medium height, medium build, dark hair. He seemed just a bit shifty. "I would like to get a musket and start shooting things."
"Me, too," a second man put in. "That's what we're here for." He was blond and stockier than his buddy.
"Nein, we're here to fight for our families and clear the armies out of the Germanies," another man said. He was a big man. He wasn't overweight, just big. And he was dressed well for a farmer. "I'm Leopold Bohm."
"Karl Sauer," the dark-haired one said.
[image: gamekeepers]"Johann Mohr. We were gamekeepers."
"And the rest of you?"
"Ich bin Andreas Strauss."
"Elias Bauer."
Andreas noticed that Bohm shot Bauer a very sharp look. He did not understand why.
After dinner the soldiers lined them up. Then the yelling started. A few of the volunteers were reduced to quivering wrecks, but Andreas was not impressed. The drill sergeant's attempt at an intimidating tirade had nothing on Father's. It was not even in the same league as that of the master with whom he had apprenticed.


Wednesday, November 16, 1633
Andreas Strauss awoke to shouting and a continuous drum roll. He hurriedly rolled out of bed, dressed in the dark, and stuck his head out the barracks door. It was pitch black outside.
"What’s going on?" Johann Metzler demanded groggily. "It can’t be dawn already."
"It’s not," Andreas said over his shoulder. "It’s the middle of the night. But that drummer is standing where our drummer always stands, and I’m pretty sure that’s Drill Sergeant Thomas walking away from him."
"You can’t see that." Metzler was always up for an argument.
"I can see he limps like Sergeant Thomas. Move quickly."
As the rest of the men filed out, Andreas shouted, "Boller! Boller, get up!" He didn’t actually know that Ernst Boller was still in bed, but he’d be willing to bet on it. He hurried over to the corner bunk and gave it a good shake before pulling the man to his feet. "Boller, fall in!" Andreas hurried outside.
The men from Andreas’s cabin joined the mass of men assembling in front of the rows of cabins.
"Sauer! Back here with the rest of the company! Not up there with the next cabin!" Strauss shook his head. Three ranks of ten. Why was that so difficult? You had to stay on top of the men, or they would wander off with a different unit or deliberately try to go to rifle practice extra times instead of pulling their weight on the fatigue details. To give the up-timers their due, they had told the men from each barracks to stay together and appointed chosen men to make sure of it. Being the squad's chosen man is a lot of extra work, Strauss reflected.
The up-timers also insisted that every one of the volunteers meet "training objectives." Andreas wasn’t always clear as to how each of the training objectives was going to teach them how to be soldiers. Other things he understood. It was already growing cold, and well-made cabins were a necessity. He didn’t begrudge the many labor details they’d spent building them. What he did wonder about was why they had built the camp out here east of Saalfeld.
The drums fell silent as the last few men hurried into formation. The up-time drill sergeants usually spent quite a bit of time addressing what they called "proper military discipline." Today the drill sergeant was not even making an effort. He just waited for them to form up and then marched the regiment off to the parade field. Most of the men were taking full advantage of Drill Sergeant Thomas’ odd behavior, but it struck Andreas as ominous. After a while, since no one else was maintaining proper military discipline, he risked a look around. One of the other regiments was marching alongside them, and he thought there was another on their other side.
Andreas saw Drill Sergeant Sloan join Drill Sergeant Thomas. They stood there looking across the field as though waiting for something. That cannot be good. Sure enough, a couple minutes later Andreas thought he heard drums.
"Hey, listen!" The men around Andreas ignored him. He tried again.
Metzler bristled. "Who are you to tell me—?"
"Button it, Metzler," Andreas growled. He would really rather be a nice guy, but he had figured out that people like Metzler needed to be out-intimidated.
"I have had enough—"
A deep voice ran over Metzler’s threat. "I have had enough of you, too, Metzler. When a chosen man tells you to be quiet, you be quiet. Now."
Metzler shut up. So did everyone else, even though Leopold Bohm was two ranks up and ten files over. Andreas freely admitted that Bohm’s intimidation skills were much better than his own. It helped that he probably weighed half again as much as Andreas and had been a village councilman before enlisting. He was used to exercising authority. That was undoubtedly why the drill sergeants had made him the company's feldwebel, the chosen man who literally kept the enlisted men in line.
So some of the men were looking and listening carefully when a deep whoom temporarily blinded and deafened them. The regiments’ reactions to the nighttime volley were equal parts cussing and panic—they had rifled muskets but no ammunition. Andreas saw Bohm was already reaching for his bayonet when the second volley echoed across the camp.
Someone swore and then began laughing. "There! In the woods!" It was Karl Sauer, the sharp-eyed poa . . . gamekeeper who already had a truly outstanding track record of getting himself and anyone who happened to be nearby in trouble with the drill sergeants. But he really was an excellent tracker. "Those are SRGs!" he shouted. "Nothing else reloads that fast!"
He was right, Andreas realized. "SRGs," he repeated loudly. He figured if word got around, the formation would settle down and tidy itself up.
Whoom! The third volley came from the edge of the drill field. As the noise of the blast died away, they heard the deep-throated roars of charging men. The regiment wavered as the front ranks edged back.
[image: pfennig]"Halt!" A strangely amplified shout rang out and a couple hundred charging men stopped on a pfennig. The volunteers stood in the darkness, shocked into silence. The quiet was broken by a chugging, rasping noise, and then a sudden brilliant light blinded the volunteers.
Andreas winced and held up one hand to block the light. It didn’t work, which made him realize the light was coming from multiple directions. Between the bright light and the gunpowder smoke blowing through the volunteers’ lines, his eyes were watering. He managed a brief look around before having to wipe them.
"The up-timers put up streetlamps in the middle of the drill field," he told the soldiers from his cabin. "That noise must be an engine."
"Ja," agreed Johann Mohr, Sauer's usual cohort. "And the engine makes the voice louder, too, I think."
"About face!" The loud voice rang out over top of the volunteers’ nervous chatter. The soldiers who had charged them turned in unison and marched back toward the woods.
"What is this all about?" one of the men asked.
"Wait," Bohm instructed. "They are not done. I hear something."
"Drums," Sauer contributed. "And torches. Over there."
Andreas’s eyes were just about adjusted to the lights but he could pick out the torches easily enough. It was a column of troops, he realized. They were moving fast and in step with weapons shouldered. By the torchlight he could see the camouflage green uniforms of the NUS army. Andreas squinted and thought he counted ten shapes in the front rank. Well, that made sense. Ten-man ranks were standard for the volunteer regiments, and the drill sergeants had to have gotten the idea from somewhere. It looked like there were about ten ranks and then a space. Companies of one hundred, then, like their own.
A bugle call rang out, and all the oncoming companies turned in place. The companies marched toward the volunteer regiments until the bugle sounded again. They took one more step and stamped to a halt. Another bugle call and the men pulled their weapon butts sideways, barrels falling into their left hands with a slap. Simultaneously every one of them shouted, "Clickety-boom!"
They were greeted with absolute, impressed silence from the volunteers.
The bugle sounded one last time, and the soldiers ordered arms and dropped into parade rest.
"Those are shotguns!" someone exclaimed in awe.
A small group of soldiers marched down the line. One of the two in front was clearly a down-timer. His uniform was moderately ornate, which made him an officer. He was either Swedish or a mercenary. The uniform was not fancy enough for him to be a German noble. The other one was an up-timer. It was not just the camouflage uniform or the full beard, but something about how the man carried himself. The men behind them were stringing cable along. One of them handed the down-time officer a short stick while two others wrestled with what looked like a bicycle. Andreas watched with interest as they hooked the cable to it. One of the men got on it and started pedaling. The bicycle didn’t go anywhere.
Drill Sergeant Sloan came over and ordered the regiment to wheel to the right. The other regiments were moving, too. In the dark, the evolution was more than a bit ragged, but eventually the volunteer regiments formed three sides of a square with the shotgun regiment making up the fourth side and all the men looking in at about a dozen officers in the middle.
Andreas was still wondering what that was all about when the down-time officer’s voice boomed across the encampment.
"Guten Morgen," he said with a definite accent. "I am General Lars Kagg, commander of Sweden's Yellow Regiment." He made a welcome speech and passed the microphone to the up-timer.
"Good morning," he said in English. "I’m Frank Jackson."
General Jackson! Commander of the up-timer army! That caused a definite buzz in the ranks.
"At Wismar Bay, Hans Richter proved that you can make a difference. That you, the people of Germany, can and will fight for your own freedom. You’ve been training here for a few weeks. By next spring, you will be the new army of the United States of Europe, and you will protect your families and neighbors and drive back the League of Ostend."
Jackson concluded his remarks and handed the microphone to a staff officer.
"About face!" The men of the shotgun regiment turned and marched off the way they had come.
As Kagg and Jackson stepped aside, Andreas got a look at the other men with them. He had thought they were more staff officers at first, but realized each man's uniform was different, varying from familiar to completely outlandish.
Drill Sergeant Thomas took the microphone. "Some of the things we're going to tell you to do are different than you're used to. When possible, we will try to explain to you why we want things done a certain way. Sometimes we won't have time. You'll just have to trust us. So we want to talk to you about where our army experience came from."
One of the officers next to him translated his words into German and handed the microphone to the man next to him, who fit right in with the down-timers.
"In 1637, the Pequot War began between the English colonies in North America and the Indians."
Andreas ignored the political bits but then something caught his attention.
[image: Hessian mercenary]"General Washington crossed the Delaware River on the day after Christmas and surprised Hessian mercenaries at Trenton. The Hessians were good soldiers, so we've always known y'all could fight. But Baron Von Steuben trained our army during the winter at a place called Valley Forge. He was from Prussia. Brandenburg owned it then. France started helping us after we won a couple battles at Saratoga." He nodded at their confusion. "Yeah, a lot of things were different up-time."
After that it all ran together as men in different uniforms related events. Andreas heard an almost-German place name, Gettysburg. There was a big war with Americans, English, French, and Russians against Germans, Austrians, and Turks.
The next man stepped forward. His uniform was all brown, utilitarian. The officer who’d been speaking handed the microphone to the soldier. When he spoke, Andreas realized he was an old man.
"The Nazis came to power in Germany and attacked surrounding countries. Poland fell, then Denmark, the Netherlands, and France. We tried to avoid war again, but on December 7, 1941, their ally Japan attacked our navy, and the United States entered World War II. We lost a lot in the first few months, but then we landed in Africa and Italy and fought our way north. On June 6, 1944, we landed in Normandy, France. We liberated France, stopped the last Nazi counterattack in the Battle of the Bulge, and crossed the Rhine at Remagen." The old man paused. "My name is Frederick Miller. I personally fought in the 80th Division, the Blue Ridge. We were Patton’s Troubleshooters. In April, 1945, we took Erfurt, Weimar, Jena, and Gera in three days. I've been here before."
The next man was talking about some place called Korea, also from personal experience. Then General Jackson personally told them about Vietnam, and someone else said something about a storm in a desert. But Andreas was not really paying attention. Erfurt, Weimar, Jena, and Gera in three days—that is impressive. Ten months from the coast of France to the middle of Thuringia. Did they march the whole way? Perhaps they rode in APCs. He kept thinking about it while Generals Kagg and Jackson talked to a couple of the other regiments.
"Achtung!" Drill Sergeant Thomas ordered. There was an almost-rustle, more felt than heard, as everyone straightened up even more.
Kagg and Jackson were approaching, accompanied by a few dozen other men. Andreas quickly realized most of them were down-time officers while a few were members of the shotgun regiment.
Jackson had the microphone again. "Since you are the very first army of the USE, there are no existing troops to train you. But General Torstensson has sent some experienced officers, and some NUS veterans will transfer to your regiment."
Good, Andreas thought. We need some men who fought at Eisenach and Suhl and Alte Veste.
Drill Sergeant Thomas about-faced, and saluted a down-time officer with wavy hair, a hook nose, and a thin mustache. "Sir, the Sixth Regiment."
He took the microphone and just about put it into his mouth. His words were loud and confident.
"Men, General Torstensson has given me command of the Sixth Regiment. Ich bin Oberst Georg Derfflinger."
****
Hans Friedrich von Hessler waited next to Colonel Georg Derfflinger, looking over Sixth Regiment's companies. Von Hessler's first thought was that they looked drab and colorless. He'd had the same thought upon seeing his own uniform. It was solid gray, the only contrast coming from the buttons and epaulets. It was much less impressive than how he'd outfitted himself when he'd been in Saxon service little more than a month ago. Any number of niederadel had men in more impressive livery.
But absolutely none of the neideradel had more men. Von Hessler didn't know exactly how many of these volunteer regiments there were, but he was being assigned to the Sixth Regiment. And the Sixth wasn't one of the newest ones. Perhaps some of the hochadel could match the volunteers' numbers. Duke John George of Saxony had had twenty-one different regiments at Breitenfeld, although that included two from Saxe-Altenburg. Of course there was more to an army than numbers alone. Von Hessler wondered how these troops would stand up in battle. Well, they couldn't possibly do worse than we Saxons did at Breitenfeld.
They look solid, he realized, looking over company after company with new muskets on their shoulders.
Colonel Derfflinger continued. "Major Johann von Rochow will command one battalion of four companies."
Von Rochow stepped forward, stamped, and saluted. Then he and Derfflinger began assigning officers to each of his companies.
****
"Interesting," Elias Bauer said. He was the chosen man for Fifth Squad and so was standing directly in front of Andreas Strauss. "A battalion of four companies. But we have ten."
"Shh. The oberst is coming this way," Strauss hissed.
"Looks like he's got a major for us, too."
****
Derfflinger's amplified voice rang out again. "Major Hans Friedrich von Hessler will command a second battalion of four companies." The oberst waved him forward.
Von Hessler hadn't really thought about this moment. But von Rochow had been right to treat it formally. He stepped forward, stamped, and saluted. The companies presented arms.
****
So far, so good, Strauss thought. The colonel spoke to the company next to them. Then he and von Hessler brought five officers over.
"Fuchs Company, I am placing Hauptmann Wilhelm Arentz in command." Derfflinger waved an officer forward. "Hauptmann Arentz."
There were salutes and handshakes.
"Sehr gut," Colonel Derfflinger pronounced. "Follow Hauptmann Arentz's orders."
Andreas waited for more, but Derfflinger seemed to be a man of few words. The colonel and the major moved off to the new company, and the new captain took over.
"Ich bin Hauptmann Wilhelm Arentz. I have been in service for nine years now. I fought under Mansfeld, and then I was in one of Emperor Gustav's German regiments. Erster Leutnant Karl Kohl was in another of the Emperor's German regiments and will be my second in command.
"Leutnant Rudolf Keller will command Black Platoon, consisting of the First, Second, and Third squads. As you can see from his uniform, Leutnant Keller has been in a Grantville regiment. Leutnant, I'm going to be relying on your expertise with the new rifles and the tactics they dictate.
"Leutnant Moritz Felder will command Red Platoon, consisting of the Fourth, Fifth, and Sixth squads. Fähnrich Friedrich Christoph von Trotha will command Gold Platoon, the Seventh, Eighth, and Ninth squads. Tenth Squad will be assigned as needed.
"As soon as Oberst Derfflinger has spoken to all the companies, we will march to the parade field for drill."
Strauss heard the last two companies cheering at something Derfflinger had said.
When they arrived at the parade field, Drill Sergeant Sloan ran the Sixth Regiment through close order drill while Oberst Derfflinger observed.
We know this, Andreas Strauss told himself as they stood at attention after finishing the manual of arms. We just need to sharpen it. Their weapons were at order arms, rifle butts resting on the ground next to each soldier's right foot, barrels tucked in and held by the right hand.
Using a speaking trumpet, Drill Sergeant Sloan gave a preparatory command. "Shoulder . . ."
The feldwebel in each company repeated it. "Shoulder . . ."
"Arms!" Sloan finished.
[image: drill]The feldwebel echoed him. On the first beat, right hands changed their grip on the rifle barrels. Rifles came up to left shoulders on the second beat, supported by left hands on the rifle butts. Right hands flashed back down to their sides on the third beat.
"Forward . . ."
"Forward . . ." the feldwebel echoed.
"March!"
The regiment stepped off, almost everyone remembering to start with his left foot. Being shoulder to shoulder kept the ranks straight up to a point. Andreas sensed something wasn't right. He glanced around and realized the company's front was bowing; the middle sagging behind the flanks.
"By companies . . . to the right . . . wheel!"
In theory, the rightmost soldier in the front rank of each company began pivoting in place while the company wheeled around. The maneuver was intended to transform a full regimental battle line into a column of companies. Each company remained in line, thirty men across the front and three ranks deep, with the tenth squad in back.
In practice, the maneuver was harder than it looked, particularly when a couple of the pivot men took extra steps before starting to wheel. This offset those two companies to the left of the intended line of march. Naturally, Fuchs Company was bowing again. The left flank drifted inward on the wheel, squeezing those already lagging in the middle. Various soldiers made attempts to fix the situation, varying from grabbing the man next to them by the uniform sleeve and hauling him into position to shoving for more room. The shoves produced a domino effect that eventually forced the pivot man to step to his right, pulling the whole company that way. Since the company behind them was one of the ones that had wheeled late and ended up offset to the left, the sixth and seventh companies in the regiment weren't even close to being one behind the other.
Drill Sergeant Sloan had the Sixth Regiment aimed at a narrow gate. Andreas heard some cussing in the ranks. They'd come to hate this gate. It sat off to one side of the parade field and was only three men wide.
At the command, the three files on the right of Alfa Company proceeded forward at a quick step. Then the fourth through sixth files fell in behind them, and so on until the twenty-eighth through thirtieth squads formed the back of the company column. Once through the gate, Alfa Company wheeled left and marched down the edge of the field before wheeling back toward the center.
"Form battle line!" Drill Sergeant Sloan bellowed through a speaking trumpet.
Blocks of nine men obliqued to the right in succession as the company reassembled its line. The company as a whole probably hadn't obliqued far enough to the right, but on the whole the maneuver appeared to Andreas to have been well-executed. He had a good view from his position in the column still marking time waiting to pass through the gate.
So he had a ringside seat when the next company's chosen man got too cute for his own good and botched it. Bad Company broke off in groups of three files, formed its column, and passed the gate just fine. But then instead of reassembling the blocks of nine men into the line, the feldwebel had the column of threes march right up to the edge of the first company, halt, and face left.
"That looked cool," Sauer observed.
"The squads are broken up," Andreas muttered.
"What's that, Strauss?" Elias Bauer asked from the rank in front of him.
"Did you see what Bad Company did?"
"Ja. It looks simpler."
Andreas tried to describe how it scrambled the squads while Charakter Company did things by the book. It took longer. Delta Company followed suit, but then Echo Company had obviously been watching Bad Company and made the same maneuver.
"Don't do it. Don't do it, Bohm," Andreas muttered.
Fuchs Company's feldwebel couldn't hear him. But Leopold Bohm stuck to the book. Fuchs Company's line disassembled itself into three by three blocks, passed the gate, and reformed its company front. Andreas was exactly where he was supposed to be—the eleventh man from the right in the third rank. Sixth Squad was arrayed to his left with Elias Bauer's Fifth Squad ahead of them in the second rank and Rupert Spitzer's Fourth Squad in front of them.
The last few companies finally joined the line, each having to oblique further and further left. Drill Sergeant Sloan marched out in front of the regiment. He executed a right flank and halted, aligned dead center on the gate. And squarely facing the middle of Delta Company rather than the seam between Echo and Fuchs Companies.
"Regiment!" he bellowed through the speaking trumpet.
"Company!" the feldwebel repeated.
"Chosen men, forward . . .march!"
Andreas followed Spitzer and Meier as three short columns marched forward from most of the companies. But he could see that Echo Company had a disaster on its hands. The three chosen men on the left side of the front rank marched forward easily enough, but four more were trapped in the second rank halfway across the company, and the last three seemed to come from somewhere near the right side of the rear rank.
And that's why you don't turn a column of sections into a line, Andreas thought.
Drill Sergeant Sloan ordered the chosen men to fall out and gather around him. Oberst Derfflinger joined him in the middle of the field along with the officers of each company.
"Who can tell me what just went wrong?" Sloan asked.
To his credit, the feldwebel of the second company had the answer. "I have to give the same orders in reverse to get back to how we started."
"Exactly," Sloan answered. "If you—and Echo Company—had faced right and wheeled out of the line to begin with, your maneuver would have worked. Aside from the fact that it was not the order I gave you in the first place. So, you two, drop and give me twenty."
After they knocked out the pushups, Sloan observed, "Initiative is all well and good. In fact, we want you to take initiative. But not when you've been given a specific order. Now, I'm going to send you back to your companies. Two of them are going to unscramble and reassemble themselves. Then with Oberst Derfflinger's permission, I will dismiss the regiment, and you will march back to the barracks and breakfast. Companies will be assigned to various training details. Then Colonel Derfflinger wants to meet with all the officers and chosen men."
****
Strauss was enjoying his breakfast when Leopold Bohm drifted by.
"I am going to go talk to the feldwebel from some other companies," he said. "Keep an eye on the officers for me, if you would."
Strauss smiled. "Ja, feldwebel. I'll keep them out of trouble."
Bohm smacked him on the shoulder. But Strauss knew what he meant. The battalion's twenty or so officers were eating nearby. The captain of Echo Company was seated next to the major, animatedly discussing something with von Hessler. Strauss would have thought that Hauptmann Arentz would be on von Hessler's other side, since he was the next-most senior hauptmann. But instead Gold Platoon's new officer was there. He thought he'd heard fähnrich but as far as he knew, that wasn't an actual rank in the USE Army. He'd check with Bohm later. At any rate, on the other side of Gold Platoon's officer was another young officer who looked a lot like him.
Bohm came back in a few minutes and gathered the other chosen men. "I found out what is going on with our last two companies. All two hundred of them are now Insel Company, and they will be artillery."
"They are being taken away?" Riemann asked. He was the chosen man for Third Squad.
"Nein! We get to keep them! Each regiment is getting its own artillery. Make sure your men hear about it."
One of the other regiments already had its chosen men in the big classroom, and another had just marched onto the parade field. So Sixth Regiment's officers and chosen men gathered in an open area.
Derfflinger had little more to say than he had earlier. He quickly turned things over to individual company commanders. It was instructive to watch what they each did. Echo Company's newly appointed captain had the chosen men in rank, at attention, and was screaming at them. Strauss idly wondered if the regiment had kept that relic of the up-time military alphabet in his honor. It was possible. Strauss had noted that Bad Company seemed to clean the baths a lot.
"Fuchs Company, gather 'round," Hauptmann Arentz directed. Leutnants Kohl, Keller, and Felder and Fähnrich von Trotha stood to either side of him. "I watched the drill this morning. . . ."
Arentz made a few observations and spoke with each of the chosen men, concluding with, "Strauss, why is your squad called Snow White and the Seven Dwarves?"
Strauss flushed. "Drill Sergeant Sloan demoted most of the men to dwarf because he said they are only halfway to being recruits. Then one of the laundresses enlisted. It is really Snow White, the Seven Dwarves, and the two CoCs, Herr Hauptmann."
Hauptmann Arentz chuckled and told them, "Return to your squads. Dismissed."
Bohm hesitated for an instant then ordered, "To the east . . . face!" Andreas was pretty sure that wasn't a real command, but he faced right while the men on the other side of the captain faced left. Riemann and Feuer might have been just a fraction behind the others in getting their cardinal directions oriented, but at another command from Bohm the chosen men marched off to where the rest of Fuchs Company was building cabins.
It was pretty straightforward work. There were stacks of building materials, tools were stored in the last completed cabin, and guide stakes marked out where the cabins would go, just in case anyone couldn't figure out that this row was supposed to match all the others that were already there. This was apparently going to be the last row.
"Squad . . . ready . . . halt!" Bohm ordered. Right feet stamped as the chosen men came to a halt, drawing some looks from those soldiers who had noticed them. "Fall out and find your squads. They're going to want to know what the hauptmann is like. Make sure they know we have a good one."
Andreas found that although work on the cabins was progressing, it could be going better.
Metzler was telling a wildly improbable story as he held a board while Hans Tauler and Ernst Boller fastened it in place. "Gunter! Get some more boards over here!" he yelled. "Sauer, Mohr, you help him!"
"Ah, go pick 'em up yourself, Metzler," Sauer replied.
Metzler bristled. "Swine, I gave you an order."
"Well, I decline to follow your suggestion."
Mohr, of course, drifted into position to back up Sauer.
Strauss opened his mouth just as a hand came down on his shoulder. "Wait," Leopold Bohm told him quietly.
"I'll take both of you on!" Metzler was hollering.
"You'll do no such thing," Barbara Danker snapped. "The lot of you can fight on your own time after we find out what the new captain is like. You are not getting us all on punishment detail over who is or is not doing their share of the work."
"Who are—?"
Danker cut him off. "I am a recruit. You are a dwarf." She looked the big man up and down. "This leads me to believe that the up-timers do not actually understand that word. But that is neither here nor there. Go pick up some boards."
"I ought to . . ."
"You ought to go pick up some boards. Metzler, if I build more cabin than you do, you are not going to hear the end of it."
Metzler grumbled some more, but he went and picked up an armload of boards.
"This would be a good time to arrive," Bohm told Strauss.
****
To be continued . . .
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Chapter 28: A Night at the Opera


Magdeburg, at the Outer Ring Street
October 1635
"Oh my god! Oh my god!"
Hans flinched. It was simply shocking to hear Christine, landgravine of Hesse-Kassel breaking out in what came very close to blasphemy.
When he finally managed to remove the mud from his eyes and was able to see again, he softly started cursing, too.
The area in front of him was a picture of chaos. The reckless driver who caused the accident had disappeared with his one-horse shay. The police coach hadn't managed to turn around in time, and now blocked the road. The other wagons and coaches of the convoy stopped in time.
Only the wagon Hans had been riding lay toppled over on the muddy dirt road with the pretentious label "Outer Ring Street." It had broken and scattered all its load. Most of the trunks survived the fall, with the notable exception of the big special trunk containing the women's ball gowns.
All for nothing! All the effort he'd invested into keeping this trunk safe and sound and standing upright was wasted.
"Shit, shit, shit!" he muttered.
The gowns were spread in the mud. He couldn't even see what color the cloth was. He stepped closer and lifted one of the gowns out of the mud. He was rather sure that even up-time washing and cleaning methods couldn't salvage anything here.
"That's a total write-off," someone said close to his left. He turned around. It was one of the seamstresses, Margarethe. "Even if we put it into a washing machine immediately—not that I have one in my baggage—these dresses are beyond remedy."
He nodded regretfully. That was his suspicion, too.
The duke came closer. "Oh, goodness," he groaned. Then he put an arm around his wife's shoulders. "We need to go shopping," he said. "Immediately."
Bryant was holding the former dress of his wife in his hands. He shrugged and dropped it back into the mud. "I'll stay here and organize the tidying up. We can meet at our accommodations later. Fortunately my suit didn't land in the mud."
****
The friendly policeman who recorded the fugitive's description had directed them to Vorkeuffer's. While the so-called department store was managed and staffed by Germans, all the signs and advertisements were in English, with smaller translations into German and Swedish.
Hans wondered if the shopkeeper wanted to address the international audience—which the capital of the USE certainly sported—or intended to show cosmopolitan attitudes.
At least the signs were clear enough that the platoon—Johann leading, Christine, Max and Sonia close by, Hans, Cornelia and Ingrid in full bodyguard mode, while a handful of seamstresses and maids followed, staring at all the goods that were on sale here—could easily find its way through the maze of twisty little passages into the women's wear department.
Hans hadn't much time to look at the dresses on sale. Saleswomen and female customers, moving erratically, demanded his full attention. Nevertheless, he could soon hear sighs of disappointment from the women of his group—nobles and commoners alike—and believed that desperation was showing on their faces.
While there were a lot of dresses in different colors on display, there was—even to Hans' untrained eyes—nothing even remotely like the tailored long gowns the seamstresses had stitched together in the last weeks, which were now lying out there in the filth.
Then a sign at the stairs, written in red, caught his eye, saying
[image: sign]
"Hoheit," he shouted, and, when the duke turned around to him, pointed at that sign. Johann froze, stared, his eyes widened, and then suddenly he seemed to relax. He gave Hans a thumbs up, and then turned to his wife.
Five minutes later, the complete third floor was in ladies' hands. The large room had only one door, and so Hans could relax a little. It wasn't likely that heavily armed assassins could fly through the small windows.
The product announced below was lying in a big orderly stack in the middle of the room, lit by a carefully installed electric light. When they entered, the colors of the fabrics in this stack astonished Hans. Apart from some up-time produced "synthetic" fabric types, he'd never seen anything so colorful in his life. Shouts of "Oh!" and "Ah!" and even "My god!" proved to him that the ladies were in agreement.
Shortly afterward the stack wasn't visible any longer. While he was keeping an eye on the entrance, and the duke was leaning against a shelf, chuckling, the women were crowding around the stack, snatching for the silk cloth.
****
Max was admiring the stack of fabric. It consisted of strips, each of them four feet wide, and fifteen or more feet long, not only colorful, but shining.
"They are beautiful," Christine said, agreeing with the other women. "But this won't help us now. The gala starts in less than six hours; even if someone would rent out sewing machines, there won't be enough time to sew new gowns."
The two seamstresses slowly nodded. Max frowned. Somehow these pieces of fabric didn't even look as if they were intended to be cut and sewn. The seams were carefully embroidered, one of the long edges showing elaborate designs, and one end was decorated completely different.
"If only," Christine just said, sighing, "there was a way to make dresses without sewing."
Without sewing! Yes! Max suddenly felt a concrete boulder fall off her mind. "Sonia," she gasped. "Have you ever seen Gandhi?"
"Nope," the up-timer woman answered, shaking her head. " He was dead long before I was born."
"Not the man. I mean the movie," Max said. "Especially these long dresses all the high-class women were wearing."
"Saris," Sonia nodded. The she beamed. "They aren't sewn." She pointed to the stack. "They are simply wrapped. From exactly the kind of fabric strips as we have here."
"Yes," Max said. "Most likely the Danish merchant who bought those simply took what the Indians had lying around."
Christine's eyes were wide, too. "You mean, these are already complete dresses?"
Max nodded fervently.
"But I don't know how to wrap them correctly," Sonia said.
"I'm sure," Max answered, taking one of the strips and unfolding it. "A group of intelligent women will figure that out in less time than it would take to sew dresses."
Sonia looked to the left and right. "We need to look for T-shirts," she said, "or something similar."
Max frowned.
Sonia continued eagerly. "The Indian women are wearing something like those beneath their saris. Otherwise their cleavage would show too much."
"We should also buy some safety pins," Margarethe chimed in. "Just in case . . ."


Gustavsvorstadt
Half an Hour Later
Cornelia was silently sitting in a corner, sipping a cup of tea from time to time, studying the frenzy before her eyes. Seamstresses and maids were trying to get the "saris" in form for the gala. What had seemed like a simple task was obviously a little more complicated and time-consuming. Well, they still had about four hours for trial and error.
The idea with the safety pins had been rather bad. The pins damaged the fabric, and they had lost one of the saris before they noticed it.
If they used too much of the fabric to wrap a long skirt, they didn't have enough to shape a top. At least not enough to hide the women's bosoms. On the other hand, if they started from the top, the skirt would be too short. But slowly, accompanied by shouted exchanges of new discoveries, the looming catastrophe turned into a colorful picture.
Then they started swapping the undershirts for the best effect.
Fortunately, she was exempt from all that torture. The three bodyguards would wear their new black leather "uniforms." She grinned when she remembered how Ingrid reacted when she saw the clothes for the first time. Like a child on Christmas evening.
Sonia had murmured something that sounded like "dominatrix"—Cornelia had made a mental notice to look that term up in an American encyclopedia next time they were in Grantville.
The other women had reached the final stage of dolling up and were concentrating on selecting the matching jewelry to go with their clothing, then they would freshen up their hair styles for a last time. . . .
Cornelia got up and out.
"It's nearly done," she said to the waiting men. "Only two hours or so," she added grinning, and was not disappointed to hear all of them groan.
****
It took only one more hour, nevertheless Johann felt on a hair trigger all the time. He paced the hallway of their temporary residence, a newly built half-timber house in Gustavsvorstadt, looking at his watch again and again.
Then he looked out of the window trying to sooth his nerves. The glass was stained and distorted—he smiled, thinking about the much better quality he was planning to use for the Wartburg. But at least there was real glass set into the window frames. Few of the quickly built houses here outside the old town of Magdeburg sported that luxury.
Oiled paper to keep the cold out while letting some light in was the standard. The economy of the "new timeline" wasn't up for an industrial revolution . . . yet. Nevertheless, Johann was sure that his contemporaries were up to this challenge. Just give us more time, the rest we'll do with our hands.
It was marvelous what had come into being here in such a short time.
****
[image: Magdeburg]
When they started in a single coach—the bodyguards riding ahead and behind—the rain had ceased temporarily, and the sun broke through the clouds, about to set, illuminating the city "skyline."
"This city," Johann said, waving over the silhouette, "has changed amazingly over the last four years."
"You've been here before?" Bryant asked.
"Several times before the Marriage."
His words were greeted by puzzled faces on the up-timers' side.
[image: coat of arms]"You didn't hear that term?" he asked. Bryant and Sonia shook their heads. "But you know about the maid in Magdeburg's coat of arms? Well, Magdeburg—the 'maiden castle'—has long been painted as a maid in all those allegories of the time. And now the survivors of the sack say that she was married against her will to the evil Countilius, who was so furious during the wedding night that her backside was burned."
He could see that the up-timers didn't think that picture was funny. I'd better change the subject. "It was a vibrant town then, full of political scheming. A Lutheran city, claimed by the Catholic emperor, bordering a Calvinist principality. What is there that isn't vibrant?" He grinned.
Bryant laughed.
"Then I was here again in late thirty-one," Johann continued, sobering. "Everything was in ruins. Before the Sack there were ten churches in the Old Town, fifteen or so church towers." He pointed to the twin towers of the cathedral at the horizon. "Afterward, those two were the only surviving landmarks."
[image: Magdeburg 1632]
"And now," Bryant said, his eyes on the countless scaffolds and cranes. "It's exploding with new life."
Johann nodded. "For good or bad, this city will never be like it was before."
"Apart from the scheming," Christine chimed in.
A common laughter shook the coach.
****
They made their way along the so-called Big Ditch to the north. The wide moat protected the Old Town from the West and North. The "New" Town was a triangle, over four centuries old, attached to its North side beyond the ditch.
Before the recent political changes it had been an independent city, existing in a kind of "on and off state"—destroyed several times during the ages, last in 1550, rebuilt again and again.
Shortly before the Sack, the late Swedish governor of the city, Dietrich von Falkenberg, had ordered that New Town to be evacuated and demolished, denying shelter for the Imperial troops and improving the range for the cannons on the northern wall.
It would have been a good move—had Tilly not decided to take the city from the south and east. At least it gave the architects much more wiggle space than the Old Town, which had been—apart from the new Emperor's Palace—mostly rebuilt in the same shape as before.
The wall around the New Town hadn't been completely rebuilt yet, and if the growth of Magdeburg continued, most likely would never be finished again.


Magdeburger Neustadt
They reached the joint between moat, Old and New Town. Here the main north-south street in the Old Town, formerly called "Breiter Weg" and now "Gustavstraße," extended through the Krökentor over the ditch and into the New Town.
The Ring Road circling the new parts of Magdeburg—the New New Town, so to speak—crossed the Gustavstraße and made its way straight East to the Elbe. In up-time America, so Johann had heard, they would have installed traffic lights—colored spotlights in red, green and yellow—around such a busy crossing to keep the traffic in control, but here they made do with shouting and cursing.
Their coachman didn't restrain himself, either, and within a mere five minutes they had managed the crossing without loss of health.
That gave enough time for Johann to examine the building that loomed into the darkening sky on the other side of the crossing. So this was the new Opera House. . . . Only small windows accentuated grey, featureless walls. It was only when they had passed further along its south façade and turned left that Johann could see where the money he and many other people donated ended up.
The coach entered a large paved plaza between two similarly high and looming buildings and stopped at the end of a queue of similar vehicles.
To the right—Johann knew that this was the newly built Music Academy—was a dark facade, but the building to the left was illuminated from different sources. Gas lights, torches, even a large electrical floodlight, showed classical columns in front of a brick wall. A fusion of ancient and brand-new styles; that was the direction modern architecture obviously went. He chuckled to himself. Well, who was he to rant about that? The New Wartburg wasn't different in that regard.
The rain had set in again, so the people who had already gathered, were standing in a canopied area between columns and facade. "Colonnades" the newspapers called it, allegedly invented in classical Greece and—according to the up-timers' books—reinvented in the nineteenth century of the other timeline. Well, a reasonable architectural detail in the current weather. They had also put up a kind of temporary canvas roof where the coaches could unload their passengers without forcing them to soil their shoes.
Johann let his eyes roam appreciatively over the scenery. All in all a well-organized event. He hoped the reopening of the Wartburg would run as well, once they reached that point. And hopefully he would live to see it. He sighed softly.
Christine put her hand on his arm, smiling soothingly. After nearly four decades of marriage he didn't need to tell her his thoughts. And she didn't need to cheer him up with words.
When they advanced within the queue of coaches, Johann noticed people in the colonnades, especially men, standing together in groups, discussing and gesticulating.
The coach door was opened, and noise burst in. Even before they reached the main entrance, the words flying around became partially comprehensible. "Hesse-Kassel's army defeated," he heard, and Christine's hand on his arm tensed up. "Stearns has hundreds of his own men executed." "Knyphausen is encircled by the Poles." "The Poles have wonder weapons." "Stearns has taken Zielona Góra." "Torstensson . . ." "Stearns . . ." "Higgins . . ." "Stearns . . ." "Stearns . . ." "Stearns . . ."
Johann waved Hans to come closer. "I need to know the truth about all this," he said, glancing to Christine, who had blanched and clung to his arm. "Especially about Wilhelm of Hesse-Kassel personally. Try to get reliable information. Ride to the radio station. Bribe them, if necessary."
Hans looked around suspiciously. "Hoheit, don't you think I need to stay here?"
Johann frowned, then shook his head. "It doesn't look as if there are too many assassins running around. Go now."
Hans hesitated a moment longer, but then nodded and disappeared.
"What's up?" Max, who had left the coach last, asked.
"It seems as if the military campaign in Poland is not running as flawlessly as the emperor expected after the magnificent Battle of Zwenkau."
Christine groaned. "I'd like to learn more about Wilhelm's fate, too. But is it really necessary to spoil this evening with bad rumors from the eastern front?"
"No," Johann said firmly. "You're right. I won't attend this discussion until I know better. And I don't want this evening spoiled either. So let's go inside."
****
Johann was impressed by the foyer of the Opera House, even though it wasn't quite finished. High like a church nave, an enormous chandelier in the center dominated it. One wall was completely white and separated from the rest of the foyer by a rope, obviously a reserved space for a big painting. The other walls were draped in dark red velvet curtains with empty pedestals in front of them, apparently waiting for statues to be set up.
Guests were leisurely walking around, accepting glasses of wine offered by servants in white jackets, and pointing to details of the walls and ceiling with sweeping gestures. There also were groups standing and discussing, albeit much softer than out front.
Johann looked around; then his eyes fell on a group of women he knew. He nudged Christine with his elbow, and then they went over.
"I wish you a good evening," he said, nodding. "Elisabeth, Dorothea, Emilia, nice to see you tonight."
Elisabeth, wife of Johann Philipp von Sachsen-Altenburg, turned to Johann. Her gaze fell past Johann and she gasped. "Same to you," was all she apparently could say, followed by, "Christine! What are you wearing?"
Johann grinned. A shockingly informal greeting, absolutely not appropriate between high nobles in public, but understandable in the light of the scene spreading before her wide-open eyes.
Christine released Johann's arm and turned around, the hem of her royal blue sari slightly lifting. She was wearing a white, short-sleeved t-shirt, leaving her arms bare. "Do you like it?" she asked.
"It's . . . interesting," Dorothea, wife of Johann's nephew Albrecht von Sachsen-Weimar, managed to say. "Didn't you write me you had a dark red gown for tonight?"
"A little accident," Max chimed in. Her light red sari was shining like a flame in the electric light from the chandelier.
Johann smiled. Among all those clothes black and white or muted colors around them, the three women—Sonia's sari was light green—stood out like painted dogs, or sore thumbs, as the up-timers said.
"Where are your husbands?" he asked, scanning the surroundings.
"Talking to Mr. Piazza in one of the private rooms about what allegedly happened in Poland," Elisabeth said. She cocked her head. "Didn't you read the special editions of the newspapers today?"
Johann frowned. So the rumors from outside were substantial. "We were on the tracks up to this afternoon. So this is the first I've heard. Do you know something concrete?"
"Nobody," a male voice chimed in from the side, "knows anything concrete. Good evening, Hoheiten." Ludwig Günther, Count of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt, had necessarily become better acquainted with the Thuringian Wettins than his ancestors. After all, the Ring of Fire was located mostly in his principality. Nevertheless, he still behaved a little standoffish. It wasn't easy to overcome a century-old discord between the two ruling families.
"Good evening, Durchlaucht," Johann answered. Politeness didn't cost anything. "Do you have an idea how much truth is in all those rumors?"
The count shrugged. "The Poles seem to have won a number of small battles by surprise and the weather's caprices. Some minor detachments have run into carefully placed traps. On the other hand, the Third Division has definitely taken Zielona Góra with little loss. Everything else . . . unfounded rumors as our American friends like saying."
A gong sounded.
"We really shouldn't have our evening spoiled by that," Emilia said. The young countess of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt had whispered with Max the whole time, while the older and higher ranking women were talking to Johann.
Now she linked arms with her husband. "By the way," she continued with a wink, "I'd like to have a dress like Max's, darling."
Ludwig lifted an eyebrow and turned his head. To Johann it looked as if he was play-acting, because he behaved as if his gaze fell on the saris for the first time. "Hmmm," he cleared his throat, his gaze traveling between Max and Emilia as if he'd try to imagine his wife in Max's gown. "Sexy," he finally said.
All the people broke into laughter. The count's vocabulary seemed to really have suffered from his frequent up-timer contacts.
****
Johann looked around after having sat down on the seat showing the same number as his ticket. This enormous room was even more impressive than the foyer. The chairs were upholstered with red velvet, and a little too soft for his taste, filling nearly the whole space. The walls were also covered in red cloth, with classical columns in between. All around, apart from the stage ahead, were elevated niches. Since they weren't lighted, he could only make out the outlines of technical contraptions and people moving between them.
He was reading the playbill they had been handed at the entrance, and listening with one ear to Christine and Dorothea talking softly. The seat between the two was still empty, since Albrecht hadn't yet appeared.
"Do you have an idea," his wife asked, "what happened to Amalie?"
"As far as I know, she planned to attend," the duchess of Saxe-Weimar said, and craned her neck. "I saw her this morning, but I don't know where she is now."
Christine was obviously still concerned by the rumors about Hesse-Kassel's army. After all, Wilhelm was her nephew, and Christine always had good rapport with his wife, Amalie Elisabeth.
Opposite to Wilhelm's stepmother Juliane, she never tried to dictate the young landgravine how to behave. Well, she'd have banged her head against the same brick wall.
Another gong sounded.
Shortly afterward, Albrecht and Johann Philipp came, rather breathless, and dropped in their seats with murmured apologies, and, it seemed, absentminded greetings.
With the third gong the light in the room slowly diminished. A nice trick, Johann made a mental note for future use. You could do this with electric light. He wanted to fetch the notepad from his jacket, but then it was too dark to write.
A couple of seconds later, everything was pitch dark, only a little light came from the area in front of the stage. Johann hadn't noticed this on entry, but the musicians seemed to gather there.
Then a single, extremely deep, note began to drone. Oh, the organ was already working. Trombones set in with three long notes. The same moment all the brass chimed in, a finger of light split the darkness, painting a bright circle on the curtain covering the stage. Accompanied by beats of the kettledrums, the circle morphed into a picture showing a source of light emerging from behind a dark sphere. With the last beat of the drums, the trombones repeated the three notes, the brass chimed in again, and then the drums. Below the picture on the curtain, suddenly words appeared.


Magdeburg Movie Makers
präsentieren


The trombone theme was repeated again, and then the whole orchestra took over. Johann had the feeling his head was about to burst. He never imagined music being so loud.
[image: Songs of War and Peace]
Fortunately the last note of this piece of music faded away soon afterward. Only picture and text were still gleaming on the curtain.
"Guten Abend, meine Damen und Herren, Damer och Herrar, Ladies and Gentlemen."
The voice of the man, who had just appeared on stage, broke the silence after the music. He spoke German with an American accent. Another finger of light was illuminating him.
"My name is Atwood Cochran, and I'm pleased to welcome you all in our brand new Opera House. Well, you certainly expected someone different to stand here, but unfortunately Franz Sylwester can't be here tonight. His wife Marla Linder, beloved and admired by us all, just gave birth to a daughter named Alison, who sadly died shortly after her birth. Franz, Marla, our thoughts are with you tonight." Atwood bowed his head for a minute giving the audience time for a silent prayer.
"This evening will not consist of only sad songs, but the subject we chose, Songs of War and Peace wants you to contemplate more than sing and clap along. In the first part we'd like to present you the best pieces we up-timers brought with us from the future. The second part, however, will be under the sign of the music which comes from our common past, and which have been composed during the last four years since we arrived in our common here and now.
Atwood paused, letting his gaze roam over the audience. "I'll disappear now to my place in the pit, and I wish us all a unique and wonderful evening."
****
Christine didn't know that there was music in Grantville with German texts that weren't classical music. Until now all she heard had been this or Country & Western, the latter an apparently strictly American style of music.
"Sag, wo die Soldaten sind," a woman sang, and her voice filled the room. "Where have all the soldiers gone? Gone to graveyards everyone."
Was that the same as what happened in Poland? Did they dig graves for the fallen soldiers, burying them properly? Or had they followed the old customs, robbing them of all their clothing and other possessions and throw them together in one large pit?
But there also were songs bolstering her up. "When Johnny comes marching home again, we'll give him a hearty welcome."
[image: When Johnny Comes Marching]
More songs followed, most of them in English, and then a middle-aged man entered the stage. Christine recognized Otto Gericke, Magdeburg's mayor. "Don't panic," he greeted the audience. "I don't intend to sing." The people broke into laughter. "Others are better at this than me. I was sent up to bridge the time until the people behind the curtain have finished their preparations."
He turned around, listened. "That may take some time. So I want to grasp the opportunity to thank everybody who made this Opera House a reality with their donations. I'm sure it'll help us to quickly make up leeway to the cultural advance of the up-timers. We'll see operas here, as the name suggests, but also concerts of all kind, ballets, and further cinema shows, whenever new movies appear."
He listened once more, then nodded. "I want to forewarn you, so you can prepare yourself for the following appearance. The part of American culture you're about to come to know now might appear a little—um—loud. But, please, try to listen without prejudice, and don't immediately start to boo at the boys behind me. They have been separated for nearly three years now, come together for a reunion concert, and want to present you some selected pieces of the music style called Rock and Roll. Please welcome with me . . . Mountaintop."
Even the first notes, when the curtain was still opening, seemed to come directly from another world. Christine had never heard anything similar. It wasn't only loud. It sounded . . . wrong. Screaming, horrible noise. The same handful of notes repeated again and again. Then a raw male voice set in. "We all came to Montreux," he sang in English, "to the Lake Geneva shoreline."
The stage showed more metal contraptions than the construction site of the New Wartburg. The men producing these sounds didn't stand still but walked up and down, torturing their instruments. Fortunately the latter ones were tied to the boxes the music came out with thin ropes, so the musicians weren't in danger falling onto the orchestra pit.
Only the singer stood still, but he embraced the microphone as if his life depended on it. "Smoke on the water," he sang—or better shouted. "A fire in the sky."
As terrible as this screaming music was, Christine suddenly noticed her right foot bobbing along with the compelling rhythm. "Smoke on the water . . ."
The next piece was even worse. It was faster, and Christine had problems to refrain from clapping and humming. The men had called a woman from the classical choir as a reinforcement, and perhaps they needed a German to sing "Neunundneunzig Luftballons." The song even fit the evening's theme, because it contained the line "ninety-nine years of war."
She made a mental note to look into the up-timers' history books again. She somehow missed the mention of such a long war. But the name "Captain Kirk" sounded familiar. . . .
In the middle of the next piece, while Christine was wondering if she should laugh, cry hysterically, or simply cover her ears, there was a sudden unrest behind her. A man made his way through the row of seats, excusing himself again and again, until he finally reached the empty seat behind Johann. Christine barely managed to suppress a gasp when she noticed that it was Hans, but a rather different Hans than she had seen when he left earlier.
****
Cornelia only barely kept herself from screaming when she noticed her husband's face. He looked as if he had been put through a meat grinder. His nose was bloody, an eye blackened, his knuckles torn open. He'd obviously been in a fight.
When he dropped onto the seat next to her a cloud of alcohol accompanied him. My god, he's on duty!
She took a deep breath to start a whispered tongue-lashing, but he put his finger on her mouth. "Please!" he murmured. "It looks worsh than it ish."
She'd never seen Hans wrecked by alcohol like this. Well, he had been a mercenary, and there were boozy evenings, but he always knew when to stop, even before they had married.
"You're drunk!" she hissed.
"C-couldn't avoid it," he slurred.
"And your nose is bleeding."
"Oh," he said, putting the back of his hand into his face. "Ouch!" he moaned, when he touched his nose.
Thank god, the terrible "rock music" was loud enough to avoid anyone in the neighborhood noticing. Nearly nobody. When he thoughtfully eyed his blood-stained hand, the landgravine turned around and offered a handkerchief.
"Thank you, Hoheit," Cornelia said and took it.
"I only hope it was worth the pain," she whispered, and started wiping away the blood. It was mostly dried, so what happened to her husband seemed really have been not too bad.
The music died down with a last shriek of the electric guitars and a thunderclap from the drums. Cochran re-entered the stage. "Thank you for your patience," he said grinning in the audience's direction. "That wasn't my kind of music either. . . ."
The men behind him booed.
He turned around. "Hey guys, I'm only a hillbilly. I'm not required to love this."
Then he turned back to the audience. "As a reward, food and beverages are prepared in the foyer. We'll interrupt now for half an hour of recuperation. Thank you for now."
The light went on, and the duke turned to Hans. "What do you have?"
Hans laboriously dug in his pockets, produced some sheets of paper. "Hoheit, you shouldn't read that in public. It cost me some effort to get them."
"Well," the duke admitted. "I can see that. Go refresh yourself. Cornelia help him. We'll go find a quiet chamber, and Ingrid can stand guard."
"Certainly, Hoheit," Cornelia said and rose. "Does anyone have a peppermint?"
Hans grimaced.
****
Christine only needed one look onto the radiograms Hans had somehow got hold of, and immediately saw the lines confirming her worst fears.


STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL. HESSE-KASSEL DEAD.
INFORM WIDOW. NO ONE ELSE.


She turned away and was already on her way to the door, when a hand grasped her own and stopped her.
"What are you up to?" her husband asked.
"Isn't that evident? I'm going to pack and follow Amalie. Perhaps I can catch up with her before Gotha."
"No," he said, his voice firm. "You won't do that. I need you here."
"What?" Her voice rose an octave. "You don't have the right . . ."
"Oh yes, I have. You promised to obey me."
Christine couldn't remember that Johann talked to her in that tone once during the whole time they had been married. Even when he forced her to convert to Lutheranism it had been an unemotional and quiet act. And that promise to obey . . .
"Scheiß drauf!" she blurted out, freeing her hand from his grasp. "Divorce me if you want to. Sue me. But don't go all duke on me."
"Christine," Max's soft voice chimed in.
"Keep your nose out of it, girl," Christine snapped. "You're too young to understand."
"Please . . ." Max's voice sounded as if she was about to break out in tears.
Now, that was something Christine hadn't the nerves for at the moment. She turned to the exit door again.
"No!" Max shouted. She swiftly ran after Christine and blocked her way. "Not like that!"
"But how?" Christine was tired of the whole situation.
Max took her hands, looking over her shoulder. "Johann," she said. "That was unfair! 'You promised to obey me.' What a piece of shit! Perhaps you are right, but that's not the subject here. You immediately apologize to your wife. Now!"
Christine slowly turned around. Johann's eyes were wide open. Fury fought embarrassment or so it looked. "Hmmm," the Duke of Saxe-Eisenach muttered, "Msrry."
"What was that?" Max's voice was stentorian.
Johann bowed his head. "Please forgive me, Christine. I shouldn't have said that."
"Well," Max said, nudging Christine from behind. "And now it's your turn."
Christine felt embarrassment surfacing in her. The girl was so right. "Please forgive me, Johann," she said softly. "I shouldn't have started running like this."
"Well," Max repeated, obviously very satisfied with the outcome and her role in it. "And now, we sit down and talk. Why do you want to leave?"
Christine dropped in one of the armchairs. "Most likely neither of you can imagine how Amalie is feeling at the moment. She did love Wilhelm. But that is not the worst thing. I know he made her regent when he wrote his will two years ago, but the Hesse family has a nice tradition of ignoring wills in favor of personal power. Amalie needs to work fast and put her foot down forcefully if she doesn't want to lose everything. If Georg gets wind of this before she can act . . ."
Georg II, Wilhelm's cousin, was Landgrave of Hesse-Darmstadt, a staunch Lutheran in contrast to the Calvinist Kassel family. If he should intervene with the Lutheran emperor; if he should—based on his uncle's famous will of 1604 and the Aulic Court's decision of 1626—claim legal guardianship for Wilhelm VI, which basically would give him ownership of all of the Hesse family's properties and power over all of Hesse, basically still a principality mostly untouched by Thuringia's path into democracy . . . Gustavus Adolphus might be willing to install him in this function instead of Amalie.
"She needs my help," Christine continued after a short pause. "I'm the highest-ranking person in Hesse-Kassel after her sons and before herself. If I openly cast my lot with her, she might have a chance against all these . . . opportunistic politicians."
Max had sat down in the meantime, frowning and focused on Christine's arguments. Now she was looking up. "Johann, sit down!" she said, grinning boldly.
My god, how do we deserve that girl? Johann grinned back embarrassed, and pulled one of the wooden chairs under his backside. "Christine," he said sighing. "I understand what you're saying, but . . ." He took a deep breath. "I see something coming." He pointed to the radiograms. "Something bad. The situation in Poland is critical. We all know how Gustavus Adolphus reacts in critical situations. 'Leading from the front' is his motto."
He got up again, and started pacing the room. "This time," he said thoughtfully, and Christine could see how he struggled to bring his feelings into clear arguments. Now she knew why he had been so aggressive earlier. There were a lot of contradictory thoughts he hadn't yet sorted out. Him grasping her hand had been grasping for someone to be his audience. She'd done that so often in the decades of their marriage.
"This time," he repeated. "He has no Julie Simms with him to bring him to his senses. Stearns has his own problems, Oxenstierna is in Berlin, and Torstensson is much too young and adores Gustav too much." Johann shook his head. "That situation can go right, but if anything is happening to him out there, the mood here can capsize. Not in Thuringia, but with all these hotheads here in Magdeburg . . ."
He stopped, fixing his gaze on her. "No. I have to stay here. These young whippersnappers know my name, and perhaps listen to me. And I need you on my side."
"What about Max?" Christine heard herself say.
"If you suddenly disappear," he said, sitting down again, "leaving your husband with his lover, how does that look?"
"Hmmm," Christine and Max sighed in unison. Then they looked at each other and laughed. That would smell like a jealousy drama, and the newspapers would throw themselves on it like a flock of vultures.
"So I cannot simply disappear," Christine concluded. "How about this: We stage a big weepy family good-bye in public. At the least, when the news about Wilhelm leaks, everybody will understand why I left."
Max pouted. "I'd rather travel to Kassel with you."
"Well, my little one," Christine said, grinning venomously. "Now you can experience first-hand what ceremonial duties are."
Johann frowned. "I'm not overly happy, but I can live with that," he said thoughtfully. "You should ask Bryant and Sonia to accompany you,"
Christine frowned. "Why?"
Johann shrugged. "Just a feeling. Perhaps it is helpful for Amalie to present an up-time councilor. You know how many I-love-Grantville fan clubs exist in her principality."
"Hmmm." As long as her husband didn't try to lay down the law, he could really be helpful and reasonable. "I'll leave the whole entourage with you here. I can get some people in Eisenach."
"Not just 'some,' " Max interjected. "You'd better show up with a substantial attendance. Just to look impressive. And get yourself a detachment of Jaegers. There are too many dark forests in Hesse for my taste."
Christine laughed, no longer angry but relieved.
A gong sounded.
"I'll send a radiogram to Marksuhl," Johann said, rising from his chair. "So Boyneburg can prepare everything for you in advance. Then you can switch to our coach in Gotha." He extended his hands to his women. "We'd better return to the gala now."
"But first," Max said, rising and spreading her arms. "Family hug."
****
The second half of the evening didn't pose many surprises for Christine. Orchestra and choir presented some excerpts from the opera which was going to debut next month.
Groups and single persons appeared, presenting self-written songs and poetry, and the choir of the Marines sung their new anthem "The Bloody Baroness of Bornholm."
Christine had a bad sense of foreboding, when the men from Mountaintop reappeared and plugged their instruments in again. However, this time they weren't alone on stage. The whole choir assembled behind them, and the musicians in the pit readied their instruments.
And the guitars didn't start the piece. The strings played a soft melody, which was repeated growing louder, then supported by the brass, and the choir chimed in humming.
But then the drummer exploded, driving the melody to a new speed. Then the singer began.


A time of religion and war,
Legends tell the tale of a lion.
This beast in the shape of a man,
With a dream to rule sea and land
And all those who stand in his way,
Will die, by God and victorious arms
With the righteous that follows him south,
Once more, set ashore, to war
Legends have taught, battles fought,
This lion has no fear at heart
Lion come forth, come from the north,
Come from the north


At that moment the whole choir chimed in.


Gustavus Adolphus!
Libera et impera!
Acerbus et ingens!
Augusta per angusta!


The singer continued with the second verse.


A storm over Europe unleashed,
Dawn of war, a trail of destruction
The power of Rome won't prevail,
See the Catholics shiver and shake
The future of warfare unveiled,
Showed the way, that we still walk today
Der Löwe aus Mitternacht comes,
Once more, he is here, for war
Stories of old, truth unfold,
Control over Europe he holds
Freedom he'll bring, lion and king,
Lion and king


And then the chorus came for the second time.


Gustavus Adolphus!
Libera et impera!
Acerbus et ingens!
Augusta per angusta!


What a powerful song! While she, like most of the audience, sang along, she wondered how someone had managed to bring such a mixture of English, German, Swedish and even Latin alive.
If they had only managed to keep the shrieking from the electrical guitars in rein!
Nevertheless she enthusiastically participated in the frenetic applause. The whole audience stood as one, while the artists on stage, and the musicians in front of it, stood too.
Meanwhile she heard Max next to her translating the Latin lines for the two Americans. " 'Liberate and Reign.' The second is 'Fierce and Mighty' and the third 'Through narrow straits to sublimity.' I must admit it's not the most elegant use of the language."
Then, from the corner of her eyes, she saw movement. A man ran into the room, waving a piece of paper. He reached the front row, and put the paper into Gericke's hand. The mayor looked at it, and seemed to collapse.
Christine's hand grasped for Johann's arm.
Gericke rose, then quickly entered the stage. He took the microphone in his hand, waving the audience to silence.
"Liebe Freunde," he started, his face torn with grief. "Dear friends. This news is too serious to keep hidden and give room for speculation."
Christine noticed Johann stiffen. Did his words come true so quickly?
"The emperor was severely wounded," Gericke said, and the audience gasped. "During a battle at Lake Bledno. His bodyguard died protecting him from Polish superior forces. He was saved in time, and is now on his way to Berlin. I—" His voice died down, and now broke.
He looked up, took a deep breath, opened his mouth.
But before he could say anything, someone was starting to sing.


Gustavus Adolphus!


Quickly the whole audience chimed in.


Libera et impera!
Acerbus et ingens!
Augusta per angusta!


****
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Author's notes
"Lion of the North" Music by Joakim Brodén, lyrics by Joakim Brodén/Par Sundstroem, published by Raging Beaver Publishing/Warner Chappell Music Scandinavia
Used by written permission from Sabaton Management, http://www.sabaton.net
Original presentation with German and English subtitles: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QLt0lerdgKs
Lejonet Från Norden (Swedish version): https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=j6NN0BBTtls
Also from the 2012 album Carolus Rex:
     A Lifetime of War (Thirty Years' War) https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zvdbDw5bXnQ
     Gott Mit Uns (Breitenfeld) https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yVg28azacaM
****
According to new scientific research the name of the city "Magdeburg" has nothing to do with the word "Magd" (maid) but derives from the old High German term magaþ—the last letter is "Thorn," spoken th—meaning "big" or "mighty." That's, by the way, the same evolutionary path English place names like "Maiden Castle" or "Mayville" have taken.
The name is pronounced "Mug-de-bourg," while "Magd" has a long "ɑː" like in "bath"
But the citizens of "Magadaborg" as it was written in the first document from 805AD, very early interpreted the name differently and put a maid in their coat of arms.
****
On December 4, 1971 the casino in Montreux, Switzerland, burned down during a concert of Frank Zappa. The musicians from Deep Purple were attending the concert as spectators. They were just in town to record their newest album. The sight of the smoke spreading over Lake Geneva inspired them to their world-famous rock song.
****
Calling Gustav Adolph the "Lion from the North" or more poetic "Lion from midnight," was regularly done at that time.
This is a Text from OTL 1635:


Der Leu aus Mitternacht, den Gottes Geist verheißen,
der Babels Stolz und Pracht soll brechen und zerreißen!
Wo's Fahnen in der Lust, wo's Sturm und Schlachten gibt,
Das ist ein Freudenspiel, das unser Leu beliebt.
The Lion from the North, promised by the Lord's Spirit,
to break and tear Babylon's pride and glory!
Where flags wave in pleasure, where there are storm and battles,
this is a game of joy our Lion loves.
****
To be continued . . .


Art Director's Note: Thanks again to Rainer for providing the interior images for his story, including one of his own design, Songs of War and Peace. Rainer is always a great help!







Clash of Cultures—School Systems at (the) Stake, Part 3 by Rainer Prem and Edith Wild
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Part 3: Development of Universities


The Middle Ages
The universitas magistrorum et scholarium (community of teachers and learners) was a term forged in the twelfth century after Emperor Friedrich I Barbarossa issued an edict called authentica habita. Hereby he protected roaming scholars, who were teaching at many places, and guaranteed that they couldn't be captured by local nobles and kept for their own purposes. Obviously, it was a hard time. . . .
Soon afterward the first "universities" were founded, first in Italy (both Salerno and Bologna). The university movement spread at the beginning of the thirteenth century to France (Paris, Montpellier), England (Oxford, Cambridge) and Spain (Valencia and Salamanca).
These groups of scholars were basically workgroups of less than ten students and a single teacher, but they had—which separated universities from "academies" until the twentieth century—a royal or imperial license to create new "magisters." Especially new bureaucrats who could serve the ruling nobles were needed. So the first topic was law, combined with theology.
Medicine (adopted from Arabian "high schools") joined law soon after as a course of study. Then the seven "free arts" were formulated as preparing subjects. These consisted of the three social or language-based sciences of grammar, rhetoric, and dialectic/logic—the so-called trivium (three ways)—and the four natural sciences of arithmetic, geometry, music and astronomy/astrology called quadrivium (four ways). As can be seen from the fact that these are subjects today taught at middle and high schools, the universities started from a much lesser knowledge base, and in fact the students were often much younger than today.
All the subjects taught were mainly based on the works of Aristotle, read in the Greek original or Latin translations. The term "read" must be taken literally. The professor had the only copy of these books, and the students all made efforts to write anything of importance down on their scrolls. In German, a university class is still called "Vorlesung" (reading) today, but I can assure you that the methods have massively changed since the Middle Ages.
When the universities became larger, the students were organized in groups. First they founded "nations," grouping students by origin. Paris had four of them; "Gauls" (French, all other Roman languages, and "Orientals"), "Picardians," "Normans," (all French) and "Englishmen" containing all other North- and Central Europeans. The not-really-country-oriented partitioning was not as bad as it would be today, because everybody spoke Latin anyway.
These "Landsmannschaften" existed for a long time, but were as an organizing unit soon replaced by guildlike organizations containing one or more magistri, several praeceptores, and a horde of studentes all learning the same subject. These units were called ordines or facultates. During the time four different faculties emerged, the arts, jurists, theological, and medical.
For students from abroad, so-called collegias were founded, in Germany called "Burse" (from the German term for moneybag "Börse"), where the students could live and learn supervised by a magister regens or prior. This prior was also responsible for introductory courses in Latin or mathematics.
The first university in "Germany" (read: Holy Roman Empire) was founded in 1348 in Prague, which was a bad day for the city of Erfurt as we'll see later.


The Early Modern Era
[image: table]
The development of "modern" universities began with the invention of printing. By the end of the fifteenth century, it had become a common craft; books could be produced for an affordable price. The Hierana, the University of Erfurt (=>) was founded prior to that date, and the university claims that the student Johannes de Alta Villa (Eltville on Rhine between Wiesbaden and Rüdesheim) is in fact Johannes Gensfleisch zum Gutenberg, whose family lived in Eltville at that time.
The so-called era of Renaissance (meaning re-birth) started a new interest in the classical era, and writings from Greek or Roman authors were rediscovered and reprinted. The study of these classical books was now considered a base for modern education. At the Imperial Diet in 1495, the seven Electors were instructed to improve existing universities and found new ones within their principalities.
[image: Wittenberg]The Saxon Elector followed this order, and founded the Leucorea, the University of Wittenberg (=>), in 1502.
The university education was organized in three levels like crafts. Students in the first years, like apprentices, were only learning. Then they became baccalaureus, a neo-Latin word created from bacalis (full of berries) and laurus (laurel), and like journeymen were required to "work," helping professors. The last step was the magister (master), which permitted—or sometimes forced—the scholar to teach. Some faculties called their "masters" doctor (teacher) or their bachelors licentiat (permitted). At that time there was no habilitation, each magister could be hired as teacher in a university.
The exams were held in the form of "disputations," public discussions in Latin, where the examinee had to present a theory (thesis) and to defend it against questions and anti-theses from other members of his faculty.


Stipends
There was no regulation on what studies had to be taken. The students studied as long as they had money. This was only necessary for living; the universities in Germany (except partially the "elite" university in Erfurt) didn't charge a fee. Instead the teachers were financed by land yields and foundations. For poor students, stipends were funded by sponsors.
Some detailed information exists for the University of Wittenberg. In 1564, Elector August, duke of Saxony, donated a sum of 30,000 guilders, which yielded an annual interest of 1,500 fl. Twenty-seven students from Saxony were supported by this money. Students of law (2) and medicine (1) received a hundred; theologians (4) ninety and students of the Arts (20) forty guilders each. The rest of forty guilders was given to a professor of this university to keep an eye on these students. The seven large tuitions required the students to have finished the study of arts. Twice a year all those students had to take an exam proving their progress. Those twenty-seven students also were given rooms in the former monastery of the Augustinians, which had been inhabited by the late Martin Luther and his family. The university bought the monastery from the heirs for a total of 3,700 fl. and invested another 3,000 fl. for a renovation. Afterward, the rooms were rented out for eight to ten guilders annually.
When the university grew, the "Collegium Augusti" was expanded, a total of ninety rooms furnished, and the number of students receiving the Elector's tuition set to one hundred and fifty (nearly half of the number of students in that time). Their stipend was given in board and lodging and a pocket money of six guilders annually. Eight of the most advanced students were given the task of regularly going over the actual topics with these scholarship holders.


Today
The available subjects in the early modern time (the Arts, Law, Theology, Philosophy, Medicine) were over the centuries gradually extended by new sciences (like Anthropology or Archeology), and the sciences often divided into subparts. Dedicated studies of countries (Anglistics, Americanistics, et cetera) were introduced early, too.
Engineering, however, always played a subordinate role compared to "pure" scientific subjects. Technical universities have existed since the eighteenth century, the miner's university of Freiberg being one of the first. Nevertheless it took until the early-twentieth century for Engineering to become a regular part of the curriculum and issuing doctorates.
But arts, science and technology make up the whole existing menu of studies. All other possible jobs in Germany are not taught at universities. Crafts are still taught the same way as in the seventeenth century.
American universities and colleges provide courses in diverse major studies such as Education (teacher training); Economics and Accounting; Political Science; Liberal Arts; Music; and many others.
Although Comenius (=> Part 2) was already advocating education for girls and women, it took until the middle of the eighteenth century before the first woman was—by explicit order of the Prussian king—allowed a doctorate. But she and her few successors during the next century were the exceptions to the rule that there were no women in the academics.
Not before 1888 were women officially allowed at Germany's universities.
****
And now the most important German universities of the 1630s in chronological order. "Most important" for now means Central Germany in reach of Grantville.


The University of Erfurt (1389)
The Hierana, named after the creek Gera that flows through Erfurt, was the first university in central Germany.
[image: Erfurt]
In the fourteenth century, Erfurt hosted a flourishing academic school. Although the students could not receive an official graduation there, it attracted many young men, because the universities in Bologna, Paris, and Oxford were much too far away. Then the University of Prague was founded, and the number of students declined precipitously. Erfurt’s position as an academic leader was seriously diminished. So the council of the city—not the Archbishop of Mainz, who would have been responsible for this—sent an emissary to Avignon in 1378 to get a papal license (the Church was in the process of "schisming") for a university. They got it after one year, but before they could found the university, the schism was over, the pope in Avignon history, and the license void.
Since the hopeful university founders had been supporting the wrong pope, the chances for a renewal of the license were bad, until Cardinal Philip of Avençon visited Germany and could be convinced by the Erfurters to support their wishes. So in 1389, they got a new license, and after three years of preparatory work, including purchasing a building and hiring a total of eight professors, the university opened.
The university was an immediate success. Five hundred twenty-three students enrolled in the first two years, and afterward, a constant inflow of about one hundred students per semester had the university bursting at the seams. The size of the university at Erfurt brought back many of the students and professors from Prague, they returned to Erfurt even though about ten other universities had been founded in Germany in the meantime.
The organization of the university changed very much between the late-fourteenth and the early-seventeenth century, but there are some facts, which are still interesting. In fact, Erfurt was the first "elite" university, especially directed to richer students.
The aforementioned community of students and professors was enforced by a law that all students (even local ones) had to live in Burses. One professor was head of the Burse, and all learning took place there. The Latin term was "collegium," which until today didn't change its meaning very much. The Erfurt Burses were from the beginning organized as faculties, students from all countries studying the same subject lived together.
Since the area containing Erfurt belonged to the archbishopric of Mainz, the archbishop was (until 1631) always the chancellor of the University, even if the real supervising was done by the vice-chancellor. The head of the university, the Rektor was elected for one semester by all students and professors. The Rektor was responsible for representing the university to the outside. All the insignia he needed were kept in a wooden box, the cista universitatis, which will play a role later.
The funding of the university at Erfurt was rather complicated. The theological professors were priests, on leave from their normal duties, but still paid by the church. The professors of the artistic faculty were sent and paid by three different clerical orders (Augustines, Franciscans, and Dominicans).
The professors of the other two faculties (medicine and law) were paid by the city, with the exception of the professor for canon law, who was paid by the church again. The city also paid for the other employees, and had the nominating right for all these posts.
The university also demanded a number of different fees from the students. The matriculation fee started with ten Groschen in the fourteenth century, but rose to thirty in the sixteenth. Even the poorest students had to pay at least six Groschen, which were loaned to them until their first graduation. Students on scholarship sometimes stayed up to ten years at the university without starting their graduation, because they had no money to pay back the loan. Graduations had to be paid, and all fines for bad behavior were to be paid in cash.
All in all, the University of Erfurt became one of the richest (and most snobbish) at the time. The study was strongly regulated. All students had to study arts first; only magisters of art were even allowed to start studying one of the other three subjects, finishing with a doctor graduate.
Especially the study of the laws, (ius civilis and ius canonici) took a long time. A doctor utriusque iuris (doctor of both laws) had finally spent no less than fifteen years at the university, but this graduation was the most reputable in all of Europe north of the Alps. Erfurt was even called the "German Bologna."
Yet, only 30 percent of the students took even their first graduation, only 2.5 percent finished one of the three major subjects.


Time of the Reformation
In the early-sixteenth century, the university was apparently flourishing with over one thousand students. The city itself, which still had to fund a part of the university, was rather broke. The students grew younger and younger, beginning as young as thirteen years and sometimes graduated at sixteen. On the other hand, the professors grew older and older. Martin Luther is quoted with "In Erfurt you need to be fifty to graduate as doctor of theology."
By the way, Martin started studying arts in Erfurt in 1501, graduated as magister artium in 1505 with barely the mandatory age of twenty-two, and started studying law, before a personal experience during a thunderstorm made him leave the university and join the Augustine monks. He was ordained in 1507, and started studying theology in Wittenberg in 1508. Luther’s career will be discussed in the section on Wittenberg.
In 1509, the city of Erfurt declared bankruptcy. It was saved and supported by the Wettin princes, and by the archbishop of Mainz, but exactly this fact led to enormous political problems. All the more, when the Wettins suddenly left the Catholic church and turned Lutheran completely.
Before these events, the situation in Erfurt got out of control at a county fair in August 1510. Students started to fight against mercenaries, and citizens of Erfurt intervened. Cannons were turned against the main building of the university and several of the Burses were plundered; inventory and books destroyed or looted. Especially the Burses "the Dragon" and "the White Wheel" where completely destroyed.
With the start of the Reformation in 1517, the problems in Erfurt reached new heights. Most of the clerics remained loyal to the archbishop, but the students eagerly supported Luther. In 1521, the "Pfaffensturm" (cleric storm) happened, and all the houses of Catholic clerics were systematically plundered by students.
The city council (still nearly bankrupt) waited until the parishes offered them protection money. The same year, a plague wave swept the town. Afterward, nothing was the same.
The matriculation numbers went down to under thirty per semester. Most humanists had left Erfurt, the theological professors turned Protestant, and only one Catholic professor stayed. During the sixteenth century, the city zigzagged between Catholic and Protestant, finally ending with only 2,000 Catholics of the nearly 20,000 inhabitants in 1620.
The Catholic mass was forbidden at the university in 1525, and the matriculation number hit rock bottom with only thirteen new students.


After the Reformation
With the treaty of Hammelburg in 1530, freedom of belief was introduced in Erfurt. Eight churches stayed Catholic, including the cathedral; the rest of the thirty-eight churches in downtown Erfurt became Lutheran.
After 1529, no further doctors of Catholic theology graduated until 1629. New professors were hired for mathematics and natural sciences in 1531.
During the sixteenth century, the university in a Catholic enclave suffered more and more. After the Schmalkaldian war, the universities in Wittenberg and Leipzig were temporarily closed, the students came from those universities to Erfurt. However, this was only "a drop in the bucket." New Protestant universities were founded in Marburg and Jena, stripping Erfurt from its hinterland.
With the Peace of Augsburg in 1555, the archbishop's aim to restitute his former properties in Erfurt was forfeited. The Hammelburg treaty remained in force.
The city council founded a gymnasium in 1556 as the feeder-school for the university. It was established in the Augustine monastery, whose last monk had just died.
Ten wealthy citizens funded a professor of Protestant theology and a professor of Greek, and so a Protestant theological faculty was finally founded. That made Erfurt the first university in the Holy Roman Empire where both confessions were taught.
The late-sixteenth century saw the economy in Erfurt finally blooming again, thanks to the enormous amount of woad (a plant-based dye for the color blue), which was grown in the farm villages around and sold in all of Europe—until the plague swept through again in 1597 and killed eight thousand people, thought to be a third of Erfurt's inhabitants.
At the beginning of the seventeenth century, the Catholic church stepped up efforts to "reform" (=counter reformate) their properties. The Jesuits roamed the cities and the country areas trying to convert all Protestants back. In Erfurt, they founded a "Kolleg" (another name for a Latin school) in 1611. It started with five classes up to Secunda, and then in 1618, a Prima was added. The year 1618 marked the climax of autonomy of Erfurt. A treaty between the archbishop, Johann Schweikard von Kronberg, and the city council confirmed the freedom of religion and extended it to all villages around Erfurt within the properties of the archbishop. On the other hand, the city had to restitute all former properties with the exception of the gymnasium buildings.


The Thirty Years' War
In the first decade of the Thirty Years' War, the city of Erfurt tried to keep out of trouble by buying several "salva guardia" (writ of protection) from the Imperial leaders for a total of more than 100,000 guilders, but the area was plundered and devastated anyway.
The university was nearly not in existence in these days. A handful of professors and a larger handful of students tried to keep it alive.
Still there were no new doctors of theology, because they had no doctor of theology who was allowed to perform the promotions. The faculty swallowed the bitter pill and accepted the principal of the Jesuits' school, Dr. Johannes Bettingen from Trier, as member, even dean, of the faculty. In 1629, finally two new doctors were promoted. Peter Jacobus Zelierus of the Augustine order from Diedenhofen (Thionville) in Lorraine, and Caspar Heinrich Marx, a son of Erfurt, born in 1600.
Caspar had been inscribed at Erfurt University at the age of seven, but was denied, because the boy didn't manage to recite the required oath. He then attended school and university of the Jesuits in Mainz, but returned to Erfurt at the age of twenty-four to be ordained. Being hired as "Kanonikus and Kantor" at the cathedral St. Mary's, gave him the opportunity to finish his studies at the university. He also worked as parish priest.
During the year 1629, he had to endure three disputations to be graduated. All protocols of these events were immediately printed (most likely for propaganda purposes).
Marx soon gained a reputation for his controversial writings. In 1630, he wrote "Anti-Coronis Meyfartica . . . pro . . . Mertani Becani" (against the conclusions of Meyfarth to support Martin Becanus) against a writing of Matthäus Meyfarth, who was director of the gymnasium in Coburg at that time.
Contemporaries praise the courtesy and friendliness that both theologians used in their publications, which was completely unusual at that time.
[image: Gustavus]When Bettingen was elected as principal of the university in 1631, Marx was appointed dean of the theological faculty on September 30, 1631. Two days later the Swedish army, led by Wilhelm von Saxen-Weimar, occupied the city, and on October 3, King Gustavus Adolphus of Sweden entered the town in a triumphal parade after the victory at Breitenfeld.
This was another turning point for the fate of the university. All the properties of the archbishop were dispossessed and given to the Lutheran city council with the requirement to rebuild the university to its former (but now Lutheran) glory. The Swedish king became chancellor of the university.
Soon afterward, the city council, awaiting the arrival of several Lutheran professors with a new dean, prompted Marx to return the cista universitatis mentioned above. To Marx, at that time the only professor of the theological faculty, the trunk represented the Catholic history of the university, and the legitimacy of his post. So he refused to return the trunk, and started to assail all possible persons with—very politely written—letters (some of them still existing today) pleading his cause.


A Short Trip into the Old Timeline
After Gustav Adolph's death in December 1632, Axel Oxenstierna became chancellor of the university, and massively enforced the Lutheran influence. To him Erfurt was a symbol of the Lutheran victory over the Catholics, militarily, politically and educationally.
The removal of the trunk from Marx's apartment by the "Pedell" (caretaker) on July 2, 1633, Marx's last sermon in the cathedral on the morning of July 11, and Matthäus Meyfarth's first sermon on the afternoon of the same day marked the final confessionalization of the university.
Meyfarth reformed the theological faculty not only from Catholic to Lutheran, but also by introducing new methods for the education of pastors. Church history, or oriental languages, had never been subjects at the university before; rhetoric had been taught during the trivium, mostly by the gymnasiums, for use during disputations, and not as part of a "vocational preparation" for pastors-to-be.
The matriculation numbers rose to one hundred forty men per semester, and the whole theological faculty became quickly reputable again. Meyfarth is in hindsight called a "light house professor" by modern writers. The new university laws of 1634 emphasize on the "personal role model" the professors had to be for their students.
The personal struggle between Marx and Meyfarth about the trunk never really ended. They had a polite correspondence during the following years. In May 1635, the Peace of Prague restituted Erfurt and its surroundings to the archbishop of Mainz. Suddenly the university lost all its income, and the Lutheran professors were forced out of their official residences.
In September 1635, Meyfarth held his last sermon in the cathedral. On September 30—again—an election for the post of dean of theological faculty was held. In fact, there were two elections, one for the Protestant dean, and another for the Catholic one. That brought Marx back on his post, and in the position to reclaim the famous trunk.
His death from the plague on December 19, 1635 ended his part of the game, but the trunk stayed the bone of contention between the declining Protestant faculty and the Catholics regaining strength over years.
Nevertheless, it took the Catholic professors, supported by an Imperial commission, until 1649 to find and return the trunk to the now again Catholic principal.


The New Timeline
After the Swedish troops moved on to southern Germany (as described in 1632), it's most likely that the struggles between Protestants and Catholics lasted in Erfurt. Although the city became a member of the New United States in late 1631/early 1632, it certainly took its time to settle the problems.
It's not documented who became principal instead of Meyfarth (who went to Franconia during the events of 1634: The Ram Rebellion). But it's certain (and in the meantime canonical, see "Ein Feste Burg, Episode 8" in Grantville Gazette 47) that Marx kept "his" trunk as he had done OTL. Since the relations between the Catholic Church and the political authorities in Thuringia developed more to a teeth-gnashing cooperation instead of open conflicts, the auxiliary bishop decided to send him into the Thuringian diaspora to Eisenach instead of enduring his constant nagging.


The University of Leipzig (1409)
The Alma Mater Lipsiensis is the second-oldest university in Germany (after Heidelberg), which still exists today without interruption. Erfurt was closed in 1816 and reopened in 1994.
The University of Prague was nearly torn into pieces through the papal schism, when King Wenceslaus ordered all clergy in Bohemia to stay neutral. From the four student nations at the university, only the Bohemian one obeyed, and was by royal decree privileged with three votes in the council, while the other nations (Bavarian, Saxon, Polish) each had only one. The Bohemians even demanded to combine the other nations into one and give them only one vote.
As a consequence, nearly one thousand professors and allegedly twenty-four thousand students of these three nations left Prague in 1409.
[image: salary]Between four hundred and two thousand professors and students arrived in Leipzig shortly thereafter. They were welcomed by Magister Vincentius Gruner, former professor in Prague and now living in the monastery of Altzelle. Vincentius immediately contacted the Saxon Elector to initiate the founding of a university in Leipzig.
Friedrich "the Belligerent" and his brother Wilhelm "the Rich" immediately reacted; Friedrich allegedly to take a swipe at the Bohemian king, who had denied him the hand of his sister earlier.
The faculty of Arts received a papal license in the same year—in their case from the "official" pope in Rome.
Two buildings in Leipzig were given to the university, exempted from all taxes and the town's jurisdiction. More buildings followed in the next years, and then again after the Reformation.
The salary for twenty magisters was guaranteed by fiefs. The university was (OTL until the eighteenth century) organized into four nations: Meißen, Sachsen (including all of Northern and Central Germany), Bayern (including southern Germany, France, Austria, Italy, Spain and Portugal) and Polen (including the east European countries down to Hungary).
The university immediately gained a positive reputation, becoming a home for high nobles and clerics, mostly because the Elector paid for reputable magisters from all over Europe to teach in Leipzig.
During the sixteenth century, the teaching was organized into the four normal faculties.
The massive size of the university and the large number of professors allowed the Arts to cover many more different subjects such as History, Roman, Greek, and Poetry.
The law faculty started with two professors (canon law and Roman law), but the latter was soon subdivided into specific classes. There was a dedicated professor for contract law, and especially one to interpret the Roman law and teach his peers.
The latter institution increased the reputation of the university. Princes, cities and courts sent inquiries about the meaning of the laws. They shaped a new generation of rules independent of the medieval interpretation of the glossatores (commentators of law), mostly from Bologna, and integrated the native German law of the Sachsenspiegel from the thirteenth century, which had been ignored during previous centuries.
When the Reformation, massively supported by the Ernestine Saxon Electors from Thuringia, came into being, the University of Leipzig—along with the Albertine Wettins in Saxony—refused the ideas massively. The famous disputation between Martin Luther and the Catholic professor Johannes Eck from Leipzig was held here in July 1519, observed by the anti-Lutheran duke Georg "the Bearded." The town and university burst at their seams from visiting theologians and other scholars. According to contemporary sources, the university was "like a madhouse full of arguing lunatics." Only after Georg's death in 1539 and the succession of his brother Heinrich "the Pious" did the university turn Lutheran.
The Reformation then brought new sources of income from former monasteries, and allowed the university to hire professors of anatomy and surgery. Elector Moritz added the income of five more villages to the budget of the university to fund more stipends for poor students.
After these events, nothing notable happened here until the year 1631. Nothing is written about this university in the 1632-verse.


The University of Wittenberg (1502)
Back at the end of the fifteenth century, the Electorate of Saxony was ruled by the Wettin family as a whole, Friedrich II "the Gentle" had died in 1464, and his two oldest sons Ernst and Albrecht ruled together. But as always (at least in German history) that didn't last long. In 1485, they decided to split their property into two parts. This is not really exact, because the whole area consisted of about ten distinct parts. Two of them in Lusatia the brothers continued to rule together. The Ore Mountains and the Elbe valley with Dresden and the capital Meißen went to August, along with the northwestern wedge from Leipzig to Langensalza. Several small principalities were embedded into the rest, so Ernst's parts—Eisenach and Gotha; Weimar, but not Erfurt; Coburg in Franconia, the Vogtland around Plauen, and a small stretch between the Augustine properties, containing Altenburg, Grimma, Torgau and Wittenberg—were rather rugged.
Ernst died one year later, and his son, Friedrich III "the Wise," took over at the age of twenty-three. He invested a lot of money into building a castle in his new capital Wittenberg. He was a famous collector of relics, so his first shopping spree took him to Jerusalem, accompanied by his personal physician, Martin Pollich from Mellrichstadt (called Mellerstadt). It is not exactly documented what caused Friedrich to decide to found a new university, the order of the emperor, or the constant nagging of his doctor, who had fallen out of Leipzig. But after the two had returned from the Holy Country, they both started a well-organized campaign for a new university.
Mellerstadt used his connections to hire the most famous scholars from Leipzig, Prague, and especially Tübingen, which had the most reputable theological faculty of that time in the whole HRE (and still today in Germany). Friedrich wrote to the Emperor—not to the pope as all founders of universities in the Germanies had done before—and soon received a universal license. He afterward contacted the pope for an agreement, but when the new University of Wittenberg Leucorea celebrated its opening on October 18, 1502, it was still eight years before the arrival of the final papal license.
When the number of new students stalled in the third year—mostly because Frankfurt/Oder in Brandenburg now had a university of its own—Mellerstadt, in the meantime chancellor of the university, started an advertising campaign as never seen before.
He commissioned a book, which told the story of a young student from Freiberg meeting an older student on his way to his new alma mater in Cologne. The older student paints the advantages of Wittenberg in the most radiant colors, until the younger one agrees to start his studies in Wittenberg, too.
When Christoph Scheurl became principal in 1507 he praised the pleasant, plague-free climate in his inaugural speech, emphasizing that living in Wittenberg was—for only eight guilders a year—only half as expensive as in Leipzig.
The university register in the winter semester 1508/09 shows the name "Frater Martinus Lüder de Mansfelt Augustianus." Martin Luther had been sent after his ordination by his vicar general Johann von Staupitz from Erfurt to Wittenberg to fulfill his duty of teaching arts—in this case ethics of Aristotle—and at the same time study theology.
The young monk needed only one semester to graduate as Lizentiat and already prepared himself for his first exam in the next semester, when he was unexpectedly relocated back to Erfurt. Not before he had left his home country for the first time for a journey to Rome, he returned to Wittenberg in fall 1511.
He needed only one more semester before he was appointed doctor of theology. Staupitz resigned and transferred his professorship to the young man. The rest is history.
After Martin Luther's death on February 18, 1546, the university fell into a deep hole. Historians debate if his death was the trigger for the Schmalkaldic War that broke out the same summer, or not. The Protestant princes of Germany, led by Duke Johann Friedrich I, Elector of Saxony, decided to fight against the Catholic Emperor Charles V before he would be able to mobilize his troops.
In June, Rektor Johannes Marcellus told all students that they would be free to participate in the war, but the classes would carry on. The summer semester went normally, but in October Moritz, the Lutheran duke of Saxony, having declared his loyalty to the Emperor, besieged Wittenberg. Philip Melanchthon, who had taken over many of Luther's duties emigrated to Braunschweig. He returned after the war, and was head of the theological faculty for another decade, but never completely made a home there; his family stayed in Northern Germany.
In spite of the war, the classes continued—more or less. Moritz didn't manage to take the town, nevertheless he won the war, became Elector and was given a big part of the former Electorate, including Wittenberg.
The new Elector declared that he would not make himself "dependent to popish abuse" and instead wholeheartedly supported the Lutheran Church in his principality, which now hosted two universities, Leipzig and Wittenberg. In October 1547, the classes started anew, and in January 1548 the university was formally renewed. New properties were assigned as income, and soon students flocked into Wittenberg again.
Even the fact that the university temporarily had to move to Torgau in 1552 to avoid a plague wave didn't diminish its reputation. The only notable person who left the university in these years was Matthias Flacius, because he considered Melanchthon as too gentle against the Catholic attempts to suppress the Lutheran doctrine.
In the years leading up to 1560 most of the original reformators died, and their sons, sons-in-law or nephews took over.
The next decade was shaped by the so-called Crypto-Calvinism. While the new Elector August, who had grown up in Vienna as a close friend of later emperor Maximilian II, first openly declared his sympathy for Calvinism, Wittenberg tried to follow a moderate Lutheranism in opposition to the orthodox movement in Jena, which in turn led to them being suspected for being hidden Calvinists when August himself turned to an orthodox point of view.
While most historians praise August for his economic reforms that led to Saxony accumulating a lot of money, the theologians in Wittenberg called him a despot. Letters between Lutheran scholars didn't reach their recipients but ended up in August's hands. The current dean of theology, Melanchthon's son-in-law Caspar Peucer was ordered to show up in Dresden, imprisoned and forced to sign an admission having introduced an "alien doctrine" in the duchy. He was released on parole, but continued his fight for what was called Philippism, the Lutheran doctrine according to Philip Melanchthon. He was imprisoned again and only released in 1586, shortly before August died.
The university's chancellor Georg Cracow, son-in-law of the late dean of theology Johannes Bugenhagen was not as lucky and died in prison in Leipzig. More university teachers were imprisoned, released after they signed admissions, but dismissed and had to leave Wittenberg.
New teachers were hired by the Elector. When Martin Oberndörfer held his first sermon, ranting against "deviants and heretics" he was interrupted by foot shuffling, coughing and "other unrulinesses" by the students. At least he was quick-witted enough to immediately change his behavior.
Several members of the second generation mentioned before returned to Wittenberg, allegedly to exterminate Philippism, but tried to cheat their way through.
All these quarrels led to a constant decrease in numbers of teachers and students, not only in the theological faculty but in all of them. All professors who were suspected to sympathize with the "Crypto-Calvinists" were fired, but not always replaced. Their Elector-approved successors often couldn't meet the requirements.
In 1580, a new constitution for the university was created by the Elector and his council of orthodox theologians. The number of positions and their titles stayed the same, but their job descriptions were worked out in minute detail leaving no room for interpretation. Draconian penalties were pronounced for straying away from the path of the new constitution.
When August died in 1586 "few hours after a stroke" his 26-year-old son Christian immediately did a one-eighty concerning the university's policy. He turned away from the Catholics and sided with the Calvinist Count Palatine Johann Kasimir. For the university that meant that all oppressions were lifted, reading the works of Luther and even Melanchthon now became part of the curriculum. The teachers who had been placed into the university more for their political loyalty than for their teaching skills quickly quit and disappeared into friendlier parts of Germany.
Christian died in 1591, his oldest son only eight years old, and the dukes of Brandenburg and Saxe-Weimar were appointed legal guardians. The latter, Friedrich Wilhelm, was appointed administrator of Saxony. He was a strict Lutheran, and orthodoxy returned to Wittenberg. The more liberal professors left again or were thrown out quickly and never returned.
The following time was rather uneventful, the plague waves hitting town and university roughly twice a decade didn't really diminish their size, between 550 and 600 students kept the university running well. The Thirty Years' War mostly spared Saxony, because the new Elector, Johann Georg, was on the emperor's side. That changed, when Gustav II Adolf came to Germany, more or less forced the Saxon Elector on his side, and crossed the Elbe at Wittenberg on September 1, 1631, to challenge Tilly's army that occupied Leipzig.
The city welcomed him heartily. His only son, Gustav Gustavsson, enrolled at the university and was given the title of "Rektor." This was not an unusual act; all high nobles that attended the university were given that title, while a professor as "Prorektor" had to perform the necessary functions.


To be continued (Part 4 contains the University of Jena, and the sources)







This Issue’s Cover -58 by Garrett W. Vance
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[image: Sow the Seeds of Victory]This issue's cover features some text in German, so I thought I had best explain.
It is inspired by an old USA propaganda poster. I imagined someone at the Grantville Grange seeing it hanging on the wall and being inspired to do an updated version with the lady dressed in USE colors to promote new crops from up-time.
I asked our own Rainer Prem for help in translating it, and he kindly obliged. Here are some of his notes regarding his translation (slightly edited by me):
"...dropping the "Sow" in the first sentence sounds better.
Die Saat der Zukunft!
I'd drop the "raise" from the next part, because in German its meaning is too close to "plant" and would sound repetitive. The literal translation "aufziehen" implies activity, and is normally reserven for children or animal offspring, while plants "wachsen lassen" (let grow) sounds too passive in this slogan.
Pflanzt euer eigenes Up-time-Gemüse.
There isn't a really fitting translation for "Grange." "Bäuerliche Genossenschaft" sounds awkward. So I'd keep the American term.
And I suggest to add the postal address...
Schreib an die Grange des Landes Thüringen-Franken, Grantville, Postfach 321"
-I am very grateful for Rainer's kind help. He was a bit concerned about what down-timers would think of the bare shoulders, but I decided to risk it. I am pleased that he liked the up-time touch of the baseball cap.





























Generations: Notes From The Buffer Zone by Kristine Kathryn Rusch


I find science fiction comforting.
Not the stories themselves, necessarily. They disturb me, make me stay up all night, force me to root for the worst people (in the best way) and make me understand what is alien is often what is human.
Not the visions of the future, which are often bleak and disquieting. Even the bright clean Star Trek future is a bit too generic for me. I like my worlds gritty, maybe because I love cities, which are never just one thing.
Not the characters, who can be despicable or heroic, often in equal measure.
What I love about science fiction is the vast possibility of the genre. Give me an sf adventure story and I’m lost in a different world until I finish it. Give me a gem of a short story, with just a glimpse into an alien mind, and I’m enriched forever. Give me a different version of the past, and I feel like I’ve lived in a version of history that could actually have happened.
I also love the way that science fiction gives me a common language with so many people who are quite different from me. We might live in different lands or hold different beliefs, but we can talk about the stories, and we can bond.
I love the genre’s contentious history, from its early founding to the fights at the first Worldcon (destructive as they were to those involved) to the divisions in the 1950s to the anti-Star Wars/Star Trek campaigns of the 1970s to the embrace of fantasy (finally!) in the 1990s. I love the sense of generation, the passing of the torch from one to the next.
In the 1980s, I listened to Algis Budrys tell stories about the people in his past who, until that point, were just famous bylines on books I loved. At Superstars, the writers convention that Eric founded with Kevin J. Anderson, Brandon Sanderson, David Farland, and Rebecca Moesta, I found myself telling the same kinds of stories that Algis told me, only about the people in my past who, to the writer I was talking to, were just famous bylines on books he loved.
I’m rather astounded when I see articles about Ian and Betty Ballantine, who pioneered the mass market paperback, and realize that I had had several conversations with them. Or how, at every convention we were both at, I spent time with Jack Williamson, who published his first short story in the 1920s. Or the way that Julius Schwartz, “Mr. D.C.” during the comic company’s silver age, squired me around New York City in the car D.C. sent for him whenever he needed it.
I feel like I’m standing on the shoulders of giants, and when I tell those stories, I hear the echoes of their stories. I hope the people I’m telling stories to will someday tell stories to a generation yet unborn, continuing the legacy of sf’s oral tradition.
I know we’re in a new world of publishing—an sf world, in many ways. I will write this column on my computer, email the file to Paula, and within hours, she will have proofed it, and put it on this website, where you all will read it on your computer or your tablet (which sf used to call a “handheld”) or your phone (which sf missed).
The delivery system is different, but the content is the same (in concept) as the content in paper magazines that got shipped all over the country fifty years ago. Now we have list servers and Facebook instead of APA zines (Amateur Press Association magazines) which were mimeographed by their central managers (or overall editors) and mailed to all the members. Discussions were slower, but the passion was the same.
Even though the sf genre infuriates me at times, and saddens me at other times, it remains my home genre, the genre from which my entire career (and fannish life) springs.
Sometimes, it takes small things to remind me of that.
Like a conversation about sf history with a younger writer—when the history isn’t history to me, just memories. And to that younger writer, the history is something precious, something not in books, something unusual and strange which makes the entire genre come alive.
Science fiction comforts me.
And I value that.
****







Time Spike: The Mysterious Mesa, Part Six: A Serpent in the Garden by Garrett W. Vance
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Tilted Meadow Camp
Ni-T'o sat by the fire studying the bones he had recovered from the great beast that had expired nearby. They had been picked clean by the enormous flying lizards that played the role of vultures here, as well as a murder of crows from the mesa top, who were adapting quite well to the New, New World. The heavy remains of the unfortunate creature were undoubtedly good for something, he just hadn't figured out what yet. No stranger to working with bone, the tribesman had simply never been presented with any quite so large. He held one of the odd, pointed, triangular plates that had grown in a line down the creature's back before him, turning it over and over in the firelight. The strange growths were colored a striking sunset-orange framed by crimson, and smooth and glossy, like antlers. This one was of a medium size, about two hands in width and three in length. He pounded it with a rock and found it to be very sturdy. A smile came to his lips.
Ah! A digging spade! A use for it had come to him at last. Pleased at his inventiveness, he smiled. It would be a bit of a shame to use something so beautiful for such a dirty job, but the shape and weight were perfect for it. He would find a nice, straight branch in the morning and begin work, something to pass another day away while he waited for his companions to return from their sojourn on the mesa's top. As usual, he could hardly wait to show his cousin T'cumu the new tool he would create, the poor fellow would hardly be able to hide his jealousy. Ni-T'o considered T'cumu to be a fair craftsman, but the poor fellow, try as he might, could never hope to match his own skills.
Still smiling, he picked up the arrow-making materials he had gathered earlier in the day, and set to work. As he carefully sculpted the flat stone into a razor sharp point, he felt a tell-tale prickle at the back of his neck— He was being watched. Pretending not to notice, he kept working, but his eyes were covertly scanning the surrounding darkness for the intruder he was certain lurked nearby. A whinny from Gonzalo's ever-vigilant stallion, Flavio confirmed his suspicions.
It was time to stop feigning ignorance. Ni-T'o lit one of the torches he had prepared. With the torch in one hand and his trusty stone ax in the other, he entered the makeshift brush paddock, the safety of his three precious charges being paramount. The jet-black mare Bella nickered worriedly, and he spoke softly to her, urging her to be calm. Moving quickly, he lit the torches he had placed on poles all around the edges of the circular pen, just in case of such an event as this. Even the terrible beasts of this unthinkably ancient age disdained fire, and he hoped it would keep whatever was out there at bay, at least until he could get a good look at it, and determine if he would fight, or flee with the horses. The circle of light grew, illuminating most of the oddly canted meadow in flickering orange light. Ni-T'o's sharp eyes scanned the surrounds. There! He saw motion in the brush, something was heading up the crumbling slope toward the mesa top. He caught only a glimpse, a shadow roughly the size of a man, but too fast and agile to be one.
Ni-T'o's expression was grim. He would stay here close to the horses the rest of the night, taking no chances. He had a suspicion of what the visitor might be, and it was nothing pleasant. Looking for tracks and sign would have to wait for the morning. He gazed up at the mesa towering above him, its great, black bulk outlined against a dizzying expanse of gleaming stars. Retrieving his arrow-making tools, he continued his work by torchlight, always keeping one eye open for further danger. The horses occasionally came around to nuzzle his face and shoulders affectionately. This gave him some comfort, he had grown most fond of these intelligent and loyal animals that had come from the future along with his new friends, Nate and Gonzalo. He couldn't help but worry for them, and hoped they would be safe from what he feared might be coming their way.


Mesa Top Camp
The morning of their second day on the mesa dawned warm and bright, the perpetual summer of the Cretaceous somewhat cooled by the elevation, and the salt-scented breezes wafting up from the adjacent ocean shore. Nate and Gonzalo rose to find T'cumu with the latest addition to their troop, the wild mare they had captured the previous day. Nate, considering himself something of an equine expert, came too close, and was rewarded with a swift, sneaky kick to his calf.
"Ouch!" he hollered loudly while hopping out of range, snarling obscenities at the beast. "That smarted, you mean little cuss!"
T'cumu shook his head, unable to understand why such an experienced horseman was so lacking in understanding of his precious prize. The "mesa cayuse" nuzzled him fondly, and he cooed back to her in the nonsense words she loved to hear as he fed her the fresh fruits he had gathered for her breakfast.
Gonzalo enjoyed a bit of a laugh at his unfortunate friend's expense, until he came within range and became the recipient of a mean-spirited bite to his rear end.
"Mother of God! You monstrous beast!" he bellowed, aiming a swipe at the offending creature's blunt, dark-furred muzzle, but she was far too fast for him, and retreated to the safety of T'cumu, who chided her in what his injured friends considered to be rather too gentle tones.
It was Nate's turn to have a laugh as Gonzalo rubbed his posterior gingerly, cursing under his breath in a most unchristian fashion for one usually so devout.
"What comes around, goes around, my friend!" Nate told him, still nursing his own sore spot. Fortunately, their prides were wounded far more than their flesh, which was not seriously damaged beyond a bit of bruising.
T'cumu looked upon them pityingly. "Two big men afraid of my poor little horse!" he said sardonically in very clear English, a tongue that he was learning with astounding rapidity.
Nate grinned at this fine display of sarcasm, pleased that their tribesman friend was picking up the art from him. "I haven't yet decided if this danged critter is a horse, or not!" Nate said haughtily, scowling at the unrepentant animal as it preened for its proud new master. Still favoring their hurts, they left the two lovebirds to their own devices, fleeing the sound of T'cumu's sickeningly sweet crooning and the still half-wild mare's answering snorts of delight.
Nate and Gonzalo strolled the quarter-mile to the edge of the mesa, which was cut as cleanly as if by a razor. The phenomenon had also sliced through the trunk of a tree, leaving the remaining half looking lopsided and forlorn, as if wondering what had happened to its former fullness.
Gonzalo studied the odd scene, eyes squinting under the glare of the primeval sun, already much too bright, even in the early morning.
"Nate, do you suppose that in the time this mesa came from that this tree's other half is still there, sliced down the middle as perfectly as this?"
"I reckon it is. I can't help but wonder what ended up next to it, though. Maybe a piece of this time's world, including some of those devil-lizards."
"One must wonder if any of those creatures came to be in our own eras?"
"Now, that would be interesting, wouldn't it? Imagine one of those big dragons like the one we killed showing up for dinner, with some unsuspecting soul on the menu. Gives me a shudder just to think of it." Nate reached up to grasp the monster's fang beneath his shirt, where it hung on the leather necklace their tribesmen friends had made. Gonzalo sported one, too, souvenirs of their victory against a creature of mythical proportions, and all too real in its fury. They were lucky to have survived. The teeth were as long as steak knives.
"Well, at least we haven't seen any of those awful things up here." Gonzalo said, his hand instinctively going to the silver crucifix which hung incongruously beside his fang necklace.
"Yet." Nate said with his usual sober take on things. "Eventually I figure those big critters will find their way across the Drained Sea, and maybe even be able to climb up here like we did."
Gonzalo crossed himself, and whispered a prayer beneath his breath.
[image: sea monster]They moved a bit closer to the edge, but not too close, fearing that it might be unstable. The ocean swept off into the distance, disappearing over the horizon in a blue haze. What lay beyond they couldn't even hazard to guess, it seemed that the continent of North America ended here on this lonely stretch of beach in what would one day, perhaps, be Illinois. In the middle distance something broke the water, a huge, glossy hump of green the shade of wet moss. Their eyes widened as a monstrous head appeared, dwarfing even the great monsters of the land, rows of teeth the size of sabers lining long, crocodilian jaws. A snakelike tail made a mighty splash, and the stupendously large creature sank beneath the waves.
Not that long ago, the sight would have left the two men wide-eyed and breathless with amazement.
Nate just rubbed the back of his sweaty neck and said, matter-of-factly, "Looks like going for a swim is right out."
Gonzalo let out a long, wavering whistle. "I would not dip even one toe in, not for all the gold in El Dorado!"
"It's a darn shame, would have been nice to cool off on the way back to the village. Guess we better warn everyone to stay out of the water. Here be dragons, no fooling!"
"Is no place safe in this hellish world? The very Leviathan of Revelations swims that sea!"
Gonzalo frowned mightily at the view below, an indescribably sad expression on his face. Sometimes the never-ending perils of the New, New World were too much for even a seasoned soldier such as Gonzalo to take.
Nate saw this, and grew concerned for his often sensitive friend. "I have an idea, Gonzalo. After we get back to camp let's find a wide spot in one of those creeks and we'll go for a dip. I don't think there's anything up here worse than a lion or two, so it should be pretty safe."
Gonzalo nodded, forcing a small smile. He knew very well that Nate worried about his ever-changing moods, and resolved to try harder to control them. He was still having trouble adjusting to their new life, who wouldn't? Even so, it was not all bad. He had found friends, good ones, and valued their companionship highly. "That is an excellent idea Nate, a bath would be most welcome. I have no doubt that I smell a bit ripe."
"Not too bad from over here. Just don't get any closer, phew!" Nate kidded him, and they both laughed. It was too pretty a day to dwell on the negatives, best to just keep on living as best they could in a time and place full of dangers beyond reason. The wind whipped up across the mesa's green fields, a welcome relief from the pervasive Cretaceous heat. Tiny seeds were lifted from the nodding heads of the meadow grass, to drift past in translucent clouds out over the dry, exposed bottom of the Drained Sea.
"Now there's something to brighten your day," Nate told Gonzalo, "Those are grass seeds blowing off the mesa. Maybe they'll take root out there. The horses sure would be grateful."
"In my youth on my father's winery I was charged with keeping the weeds at bay. I think there is nothing more tenacious than grass. It will root in any available soil, no matter how poor!"
"Well, let's hope so. Now we just need a little rain to go with it."
On their way back to camp, thunder began to rumble in the distance. Ominous gray clouds were marching in from the ocean, and the wind grew stronger. By the time they arrived, rain had begun to fall.
"Be careful what you ask for," Nate said glumly, pulling his wide-brimmed hat down firmly onto his head.
T'cumu, who could always be relied upon to be resourceful, had already begun work on a simple lean-to shelter. Gonzalo and Nate pitched in, and by the time the rain began to come down in buckets, they were protected from the worst of it. T'cumu fretted a bit about his new pet left standing out in the downpour, while Gonzalo and Nate were both secretly pleased that the cantankerous cayuse was receiving a bit of a drenching, thinking it might wash away some of her meanness.
"Have you decided on what you will name her?" Nate asked T'cumu.
"Not yet. To my people naming is . . ." He searched for the word from his growing English vocabulary. "Important. I must think on it for a time."
"May I suggest 'She-Devil'?" Nate said, giving his young friend a wry grin. T'cumu returned it with a sour face. In the eyes of her master, the young mare could do no wrong.
"I was going to suggest 'Viper'!" Gonzalo joined in the fun, his humor having brightened despite the foul weather.
T'cumu harrumphed, and turned his gaze away from his teasing friends, chin held high to show that he was above such nonsense.
Nate scratched his chin thoughtfully. "Ya know, I been thinking. Just how in Sam Hill are we going to get T'cumu's new horse down off of here?" Nate asked, scratching his chin.
Gonzalo frowned. "The chasm is the problem. Once across there, it won't be too hard. I have no doubt that she is a sure-footed beast."
"Yeah, the chasm. It almost killed me once. I don't look much forward to crossing it again."
T'cumu listened, his expression thoughtful. After a moment, he had an idea. "Rope. We make rope."
"Yeah, that might do the trick," Nate said. "You can do that?"
"Yes. I can make good rope. Very strong."
"Teach us how, and we will help you!" Gonzalo chimed in eagerly.
"We'll need a lot. The rain is letting up, so we best get to it," Nate said. The air smelled fresh, and full of flowers. At moments like these it really was hard to believe he was so far and gone forever from Texas.
****
They followed T'cumu around, harvesting the materials from the mesa's abundant supply of familiar, and almost familiar, vegetation. When they were ready, they all sat in a circle in the shade while T'cumu taught them the techniques of his people. There were some tricks involved, but it was a fairly simple, if tedious, process.
[image: rope]"You are lucky," T'cumu told them with a smug grin. "My rope is better than that made by Ni-T'o. I will teach you to make strong rope!"
Nate and Gonzalo both rolled their eyes. They had heard this old song before, from both T'cumu and Ni-T'o. The cousins were fast friends, but they did have a bit of a rivalry going. As near as the men from the future could tell, the two tribesmen were both gifted craftsman of excellent and equal skill, although there was no point in telling them that.
Once Nate and Gonzalo got the hang of it, they were able to pass the time in conversation as yard after yard of sturdy rope grew from their labors. The talking ran its course, then the three men sat quietly for a time, each in deep thought.
It was T'cumu who broke the silence. "I know her name now!" he proclaimed proudly.
Gonzalo and Nate looked up at their young friend with interest.
"She is Oklilinchi, the dawn of the day."
Nate nodded. "Pretty name. It goes with that dusky yellow coat of hers."
Gonzalo concurred. "Yes, it fits her. According to those future men you spoke with, Nate, we are millions of years closer to the dawn of time than we were before. Perhaps we could start a new dawn for humanity here, make a better world for ourselves than the one we left. I do hope so."
"Well, I figure we are on that path, let's see where it leads. Meanwhile, we just keep doing the best we can with what we have."
A few hours later they needed a rest, their hands sore and tired. Nate looked at their results and scratched his chin with a frown on his face. Despite their best efforts, the piles of coiled rope were still obviously too small.
"We've done fairly well, but it ain't going to be enough by no means. It'll take us at least a week to make all we need for a bridge sturdy enough for a horse to pass over, and we can't leave Ni-T'o down below on his own that long, it's asking for trouble."
"Gonzalo, Nate, you go to the village with Ni-T'o, bring our people here. More people, more rope! I will stay with Oklilinchi."
"But T'cumu, it will take us at least a week to get there and back again, maybe more. You would be here all by yourself, it's too dangerous!" Gonzalo protested.
T'cumu just laughed. "Down there, more danger! Here is safer."
"He has a point there." Nate agreed, "I'd rather be in the lion's den than on the run from hungry dragons. Do you think your people will agree to coming here?"
"Many will say yes. The visitors from the other village need a new home. Some of my own people will come, too. Tell Ni-T'o I say this is a good place to live. He will know what to say to the elders."
T'cumu looked confident. Nate and Gonzalo knew he was fearless, and had proven himself quite capable of facing unexpected dangers. Despite some misgivings, they consented to the new plan without questioning it.
"I wanted to get people up here anyway, the sooner the better I guess," Nate said, "We'll bring back tools, whatever it takes to found a new village up here. Once we do that, we can start ranching these here cayuse, and find out if we can make use of them or not. I'm itching to try."
With that decided, Gonzalo and Nate gathered their gear while T'cumu placed the coiled lengths of rope they had made over Oklilinchi's broad back. She didn't bat an eye at the load, eager to please her beloved new master. T'cumu started walking, holding her lead, but he didn't even to tug on it, she fell into step behind him just as neat as could be. Nate and Gonzalo followed along, knowing to stay well clear of her sharp hooves.
****
After a pleasant walk through the idyllic countryside of the mesa, they came again to the fallen log bridge, which hung uncomfortably high above the chasm created by massive slabs of the mesa breaking free and falling into the short-lived, but powerful, currents of the Drained Sea. As they drew near, T'cumu froze, and motioned for them to halt.
"Stay here, please." he told them in a tense tone. He tied his ferocious little native horse to a convenient sapling, both of his friends being unwilling to even try to hold her lead, then approached the log bridge cautiously, checking the ground for sign. Traversing the area around the uprooted base, he leaped onto the trunk, as nimbly as his namesake, the bobcat, might. He examined the mossy bark thoroughly, a grim look on his face. Satisfied, he returned to his friends.
"Something crossed the bridge," he told them in his own tongue, speaking a bit slowly so that his student, Nate, would have a better chance at understanding. "Maybe last night."
"What do you think it was?" Gonzalo asked him in the same language, his skills much greater than Nate's, having learned a dialect descended from it back in his own time.
"I don't know. It was clever. It left no clear prints."
"A lion?" Nate asked in Spanish, the language they all shared the most proficiency in.
"No. It walked on two legs." T'cumu answered, his eyes narrowing as he scanned the surroundings. "I think its been watching us."
"A man?" Gonzalo asked.
[image: wolverine]T'cumu only shrugged. Whatever it was had been careful not to leave much of a trail. A man could do that, of course, but there were some animals capable of it, too, like the wolverine. But wolverines didn't walk on two legs. He shook his head, and made the signal that his friends had come to learn meant "Keep a sharp eye out."
After Nate's near demise during their last crossing, they had decided to make a few improvements to the bridge before attempting it again. Upon ascertaining that there were no giant flying monsters currently in the vicinity, Nate secured one end of the rope they had made to the largest of the sturdy, upended roots at the tree's base. T'cumu, walking as swiftly and confidently as if crossing a shallow stream, carried the rest of the line, playing it out as he went. When he reached the section where branches began to grow from the thick trunk, he chose a strong one to tie the other end to, then tied the remainder to the next such branch as a backup. The rope was very taut, a man crossing the tree from the elevated mesa side could now hold onto it just over his head to start the journey. By the time he reached the branches it would be at waist height. T'cumu grinned as he demonstrated, using the rope as a guide on his way back up the tree, then turning to show them his method of following the line down.
"He makes it look so dang easy," Nate grumbled, scowling at the still very unsettling trip ahead of him.
"I will go first, if you wish," Gonzalo offered with his typical chivalry, although his face was nearly as green as Nate's. Neither of them were at all fond of heights.
"No, thanks. That didn't work out so good for me last time. I better just get it done before I get too skittish to go." With that, he grasped the rope firmly in his hands, tested his weight against it, and stepped out onto the slightly too steep slope of the tree. Gritting his teeth, he took another step, and another, keeping one hand holding tightly to the rope as he moved the next ahead between steps. After a few more steps he got the hang of it, and the next thing he knew T'cumu's calming hand was on his shoulder at the beginning of the branches, where safer and easier going began.
Nate looked back, wiping the sweat from his brow, now that he felt safe enough to free one hand. Gonzalo waved bravely, then began the journey himself. When he joined his companions on the other side, they all breathed a sigh of relief.
T'cumu smiled at them, and raised his hand in farewell. "Come back soon!" he told them.
"We will. You be careful now, T'cumu!" Nate replied, still concerned at leaving their young friend alone, no matter how capable he was.
"Yes, may God be with you my friend!" Gonzalo said, his face a picture of worry
"See you!" T'cumu said cheerfully before running back up the log without even bothering with the rope, making his friends cringe in fear. With a final wave he disappeared over the mesa's edge. Nate and Gonzalo just shook their heads in amazement, and began the long scramble back down.
****
T'cumu spent an hour scouting about the area near the bridge. Something had arrived on the mesa from below, and he very much wanted to know what it was. His attempts at tracking it proved unsuccessful, so he returned to camp, wary all the while. As he made himself a simple meal from a squirrel he had trapped, he began to feel that there were eyes upon him. Being an expert hunter, T'cumu was certain now that he, himself, was being hunted. His very core shouted danger! He still wasn't sure what it was, but he didn't think it was a man. That made things easier, no matter how clever an animal might be, a man could always outsmart it. Smiling inwardly, he hatched a plan.
Nonchalantly placing a length of snare line over his shoulder along with his leather tool bag, he sat about improving Oklilinchi's paddock fence, making the walls higher, and more difficult to cross, from within or without. As he worked he could sense that he was being watched, but made no motion that would betray his awareness. He regularly scanned his surroundings for approaching danger, because that was a normal thing for anyone to do, but he made no obvious attempt to spot where his watcher might be hiding, although he did think it might be in a thick copse of trees a fair distance away. That told him something about his hunter, it must have good eyesight in order to watch him from afar.
After what he decided was a long enough while, he sat his tools down and hurried off into another copse in the opposite direction of the suspected hiding place. The rope for his snares was still over his shoulder. Once he was sure he was completely out of sight from anything that wasn't standing right next to him, he quickly defecated, but didn't bury it as would usually be his practice, leaving it instead as bait. The smell of his soil would be something any animal stalking him would be very interested in. He began to grunt loudly, as if he were painfully constipated, and then added several loud imitation farts, a trick performed by blowing into the palms of the hands, a perennial favorite of young male children. Continuing to make a variety of such disgusting sounds, he set a snare, the same type that had accidentally caught Nate. He still felt bad about that every time he saw his friend favor his injured leg, and vowed to make it up to him somehow one day. The snare in place, he let out a big sigh of relief, and came out of the trees wiping his behind with a handful of leaves. Nature's call thus heeded, he returned to his work, looking forward to seeing what his trap would yield.
It was late afternoon when he heard the snare snap along with a startled snarl. So, it was indeed not a man. He quickly untied Oklilinchi's halter, having decided that if something bad did happen to him he wanted her to be able to escape to roam free. He was confident that he could always find her again if she did run off. She whinnied fearfully, but remained in place, watching T'cumu as he made haste for the copse of trees, weapons drawn.
The snarling grew louder, and the branches around the snare moved with the thrashing of whatever was captured within. T'cumu entered the small clearing to behold a terrifying, but none too surprising sight: A demon-lizard, of the kind they had encountered during the four-legged-goose hunt. It hung by one leg, which was not too different from that of a falcon's, ending in deadly claws. T'cumu saw that its free leg sported a long, curved claw like a rooster's spur, a twin to the one he had shaped into a knife, and now held in his hand. Eyes wide, T'cumu looked at the entangled leg. To his amazement, the claw on that side was missing! He smiled coldly then as the creature's eyes fell on him, and it paused in its movements.
"We meet again! I told my friends I hoped I would get a chance to kill you with your own claw, and that is what I shall do." He stepped forward cautiously, well aware that even though the demon-lizard was in a vulnerable position it was still dangerous. Sure enough, it lunged at him with its long, serpentine neck, fangs snapping with a loud hiss. T'cumu was ready for that, and dodged the bite. He made a stab at its throat, but it was too fast, and he only grazed it. He needed to end this quickly, and readied himself for another attempt. That was when the creature raised its free leg, and with a swift, sure motion driven by a very unexpected intelligence, sliced through T'cumu's rope with its remaining dagger-claw. It flipped over as it fell, landing upright a scant few feet from T'cumu.
T'cumu steadied himself, raising his stone ax and the claw knife. He doubted he had much of a chance with an opponent of such speed and power, but he would end his days heroically, fighting to his last breath.
With a shrieking cry, the demon-lizard charged.
****
To be continued . . .
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