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Grantville, October 1635
Bo-ring, Joseph Calagna thought. His convalescence was over and until spring he could sit at home. But Mom and Dad were, like, stifling him. If his brothers were still home, he could have gotten away from all that "my son was injured stuff."
He looked around the Thuringen Gardens, which at the moment was almost empty, and his eyes settled on the small stage. He grinned in memory. Back before the war had heated up, he and the guys had been standing there as Mountaintop, when Wiley Hanson announced them as the greatest rock and roll, blues, and country western band. Of course Dane Stevenson, Jr. the lead singer, had corrected him by saying they were the only such band, but still they had dreamed that one day it would be true.
That had been what he wanted.
But the war had intervened, and they had gone their separate ways. Dane and Dallas Chaffin were both in the Marines in Magdeburg. John Joe Coffman had gone TacRail as had Kevin Fritz. Joe had been in the Imperial College of Science, Engineering, and Technology until the push to take Western Poland had begun, and he ended up at Zwenkau with the Third USE Division.
He looked down at his leg. He'd been unlucky there. Before the Battle of Zwenkau, Joseph had been surveying a rickety bridge to make sure they could take wagons across it. One of the cart horses went mad at a crash of thunder, running away with the cart. As it did the animal knocked him down and the wheel ran over his lower left leg, shattering the bones. Luckily the EMT had stopped the bleeding, but there was a three-inch chunk of bone that had been pretty much gone. They'd done what they could, but he would walk with a limp for the rest of his life.
So he could take the pension and find a job, or go back.
As he sat there in his misery, he heard someone singing softly. There was a girl, seventeen, maybe eighteen wiping a table nearby. She had been humming, but had begun singing a hymn in German.
"Did you know your voice sounds like Stevie Nicks?" Joe asked. The girl looked over her shoulder, and he wanted to sink into the ground. Great, and what would a girl from seventeenth-century Germany know about a singer from the twentieth?
"Several of you people here have told me this. But I have never heard the man you speak of."
"Woman." he corrected. "A singer with a band called Fleetwood Mac."
"Ah." She gave the table a last wipe. "That makes me feel better. When I came to your town last month, I had an infection in my throat. I used to have a good voice when we sang in church. Now . . . I sound like a raven."
"No, I kinda liked her voice." He sat up. "Joe. Joe Calagna."
She looked him over very carefully. "If you promise not to make a noise like a horse neighing, I will tell you my name."
Intrigued, he promised.
"My name is Sibylle. Sibylle Blücher." She watched his face, and knew he wanted to make the noise. "I do not understand why the name Blücher makes your people do that."
[image: horse]"An old movie named Young Frankenstein. There is a character named Frau Blücher, and every time her name is mentioned, the horses rear and neigh." He sipped his beer. "I think it is because it means glue made from horses."
"But it does not mean that." She corrected, looking confused. "Leim is the correct word for glue."
"So . . . you're new in town?"
"Yes. My father was a boot maker in Wurzen, near Zwenkau." She blushed, looking away. Then she asked in a hesitant voice, "You like my voice this way?"
"Sure. Stevie Nicks is as an attractive woman as you are, and her voice is a boy's wet dream." At her confused look, he waved it off. "Don't worry about it. Open mouth, insert foot, chew vigorously, as my mom would say."
She looked at him for a long moment. "I think that would hurt a great deal." He chuckled, and she joined him. The barman yelled, and with a wave she went to carry more orders.
****
Joe showed up the next day, hoping she would be working, but he didn't expect her to stalk over and smack him in the face with a wet bar towel. "My voice is something for a boy to have lustful dreams about?" she shouted.
He rubbed his face, blushing. "Listen, I didn't mean it like that literally! Well, actually I might have meant it that way, but it's only a figure of speech!"
She snarled, spun on her heel, and stormed away.
He sat down, but as far as she was concerned, he was invisible. Finally Wiley took pity on him, bringing over a stein. "What did you do to piss her off, Joe?"
"I commented that her voice was like Stevie Nicks, and when she asked if I liked her voice I said I did, because Stevie's voice is a young boy's wet dream."
Wiley wiped his face. "So that's why she asked me what a wet dream is. And let me take a wild guess. You didn't explain the term to her, did you?" Joe shook his head. "Boy, when you talk to women, don't just wave things off. Explain. It beats the hell outta getting a bar rag in the face along with her screaming at you. And saying 'maybe you meant it' loud enough for everyone to hear didn't help." The old man shook his head, and headed back to the bar.
Joe sat there miserable, sipping his beer, trying to get the taste of shoe leather out of his mouth. The story of my life, he thought. I couldn't get laid if my name were egg.
Sibylle came over, and Joe was already flinching. She thumped down a stein. "Herr Hanson has told me you are too stupid to lie." She gave him a slight smile. "So you are forgiven."
"Not too stupid." Joe replied, returning a smile just as narrow. "It's just if I stick to the truth, I don't need to remember the lies."
"So, you are honest. That is good in a man." Her smile widened. "So when you say you liked my voice, you meant it?"
"Absolutely."
"And when you said you might have meant it in the other way?"
He shrugged. "I don't talk to a lot of women, except for teachers, salesladies, my mom and sister. So I said what I was thinking, like an idiot."
"Learn to not do that."
"I will, eventually. Look we got off on the wrong foot. So people have told you your voice sounds like Stevie Nicks, but no one told you Stevie was a woman?" She nodded. "When is your next day off?"
"Why?" She was wary.
"Because I have a record collection from my grandfather's time up to when the Ring of Fire happened. You can come by my place, and you can hear some of them. Including Stevie." Her face grew even more wary. He suddenly remembered that in this day and age, unmarried women didn't just visit unmarried men. "Or should I ask your parents?"
"My father died when the Swedes invaded. My mother and I came west avoiding the armies until she died not far from your town. I live now in a boarding house until I have enough money to find a place."
"I'm sorry for your loss." She nodded as if it was a given. He took one of the paper napkins, and wrote on it. "Look, bring a friend or chaperone. But make sure they can sing too."
"Why must they sing?"
"Because I used to be a member of a band. The other guys are all off in the service, and I really miss our jam sessions." He explained that term too.
"Band? As in band of thieves?" She asked making him laugh. "So perhaps with others there to participate, we can all sing together?"
"Exactly."
She took the napkin. "I am off in two days. We will come then."
****
Knowing as much about entertaining a woman as a pig knew about algebra, Joe was in a tizzy for the next day. He asked the German women that lived in the house if they could help him clean his own garage apartment, and they grinned and chattered between themselves when they discovered he expected female company. There was little soda in the town. Sassafras, the main part of root beer grew only in Asia and the New World, ginger grew in India, or what was known now as the Mughal Empire, which was used in making ginger beer. Both, therefore, were hideously expensive. As for juices, he'd zoned and not bought any. But his mom was a member of what he jokingly called the Tea of the Month Club, and he'd snagged some of it. There were a dozen different teas from breakfast tea (Both English and Irish) to the Constant Comment varieties.
He had been asked by the family next door to his parents to house-sit while they were on vacation, and given the use of the add-on to the garage to live in. When the Ring of Fire happened, the house had been left vacant. The local bank actually carried the mortgage. Joe had found that he actually liked living alone, so he bought it 'as is.' The two German families that had moved into the house paid enough to service the mortgage along with his own share of it, which was about a fifth of the total. They had helped him move all of the memorabilia of that missing family into the single-car garage and he'd carefully gone through it for things of value to sell until there was just some old clothes and his own stuff. The back yard which had once been something he hated because it was a lawn that needed mowing had become a truck garden. The garage itself had become the band's practice room since pretty much all of their families had universally loathed having them "making a racket" at all hours of the day.
But in all of his careful preparations, he hadn't realized that he had forgotten to set a time for Sibylle to arrive.
So bright and early, he staggered blearily to the door in his shorts to find two women standing on the landing. He took one look, then slammed the door, cursing a blue streak. "Give me a minute!" he shouted, then limped into his bedroom, hurriedly dressed, and came back to the door.
They were still standing there, and the blond woman with Sibylle asked in a Bavarian accent, "It this a custom? Opening and slamming the door when people come?"
Joe looked at Sibylle, who was struggling not to laugh or even smile. "No. I didn't set a time to visit, did I?" They shook their heads. "All right, my bad." At the confused looks, he explained. "Come in, please."
They stepped in, looking around in wonder. "You have all this space to yourself?" The blond asked.
"What?"
"This is large enough for a family!"
He looked around. It was only twenty by twenty, four hundred square feet with a wall between the bedroom and the adjoining kitchen living room, and his study area. It had been huge compared to what he had down the block. This is what a family would have? Both girls looked around in wonder. As if they expected a dozen other people to come out of the small bedroom area. "We're used to having more space than you have these days."
"Ah."
"As you would say, we have gotten off on the wrong shoe—" Sibylle said.
"Foot."
"Yes. This is Magdalena Heinbach, who came from Ingolstadt in Bavaria about a month ago. Magdalena, this is Joe Calagna."
"Well, come in and have a seat." He waved toward the conversation pit around the television, a sectional couch and two armchairs with a coffee table. Then he walked over to the kitchenette. "I have a dozen different teas, and some of the very stale coffee left over from what my father had when the Ring of Fire happened. I know you guys are used to broths, but I didn't think to have the Schulers or Kleins bring some over and forgot to buy any juice." He put on a kettle. The girls came over, each chose a tea, and he got out cups as the kettle heated. Once they had their drinks, he walked over to the entertainment center.
"Thinking about it, I found four different women with voices like yours. Two were famous in my time. The other two, well, they were known, but Kim Carnes is what we call a one-hit wonder." The girls listened raptly. He had found that women singers were a rarity outside of the churches and the occasional festivals in this time. So hearing a woman being not only a singer, but also a lead singer, was a surprise.
"I see what you mean." Sibylle commented as the song ended. "Her voice is not unlike mine."
Then, one after another, he played them all. Tina Turner's "We Don't Need Another Hero," Bonnie Tyler's "Total Eclipse of the Heart," and Kim Carnes' "Bette Davis Eyes," Which again he had to explain. This time using his VCR to show them an old tape of a Bette Davis movie.
"These women," Magdalena played with her cup. "What did they do when they were not singing?"
"As I said, both Tina Turner and Stevie Nicks were famous. They did nothing but singing."
"That is impossible. Surely they had work they did!"
"Not up-time." Joe replied. "If you could make a name as a singer, you could do that, and make a lot of money doing it."
His cuckoo clock sounded, and before he could reply Magdalena looked at something around her neck, and commented, "Your clock is off."
"Excuse me?"
She pointed at it. "The clock. The time is not right."
"How do you know?"
She held up the necklace. On the end of it was a small watch. "I got this at one of your, 'garage sales.' It is a wind-up watch from your time. It was not working, but I bought some small brushes and screwdrivers, and it does now. It is relatively accurate. That clock is not." She stood. "May I?" He nodded, and she took it down, opening the back. "Ah, it needs cleaning." At his blank expression, she added, "My father was a clockmaker. He began having trouble with his eyes a few years ago, and they became cloudy."
"Cataracts," Joe said. At her look he added. "That's what we call that condition. The lens of the eye starts to become cloudy, and soon you go blind."
"Yes," she murmured sadly. "He was going blind. For the last few years I was the one who had been doing the repairs when clocks needed it. When the guild found out, they would not let me take over the shop." Her voice became sarcastic. "Women cannot become clockmakers. The guild master in Ingolstadt suggested I marry his son." Now her voice was full of vitriol. "The pig was fat, ugly, smelled of beer and garlic, and knew what a clock was only because he worked in his father's shop. But he was of a family of clockmakers, so he could run the shop."
"That's bogus."
Magdalena put the clock back. "I did not bring the tools needed to do the work your clock needs. What do you mean by bogus?"
"Sorry. It means fake, and in our time it is what we say when the reason given is insulting. What did your father do?"
She kept looking at the clock. "Yes, it was as you say, bogus. As for my father, we were shopping in the market. I had bought some turnips, and the bag was heavy and I called him. He had been speaking with a neighbor, and followed her across the road. He was killed when he crossed the road toward me, by a horseman riding down the road fast who could not stop the horse in time."
"I'm sorry."
"I came here when I refused to marry the pig and the Guild took over the shop." She looked at his curious expression. "Coming alone was not difficult. I was dressed much better than I am now, and if you pretend to be a noble or a servant of them, guards assume you are. I sold the clothes to buy my first meal in three days." She waved it off as if it didn't matter, and sat again. "How is it that no one, the church or your family, objects to you playing music?"
"As for parents, they usually let you do it when it's still at the garage band level. That means you and friends play music, usually in the garage, which is where we store our cars and trucks. But that's because going from garage band to famous is really hard. So they just think of it as a hobby until some record producer hears it and hires you."
"So, it is a hobby." Sibylle commented. "So you wish for us to take part in this hobby with you? You have no friends to sing with?"
He explained the band Mountaintop, and how all of them had been in the military when the war began. "I was thinking, if you two would like to sing together, and if we can get some people who can sing and play instruments, we can start our own band."
The two women looked at each other. Then their heads came together, and they whispered. Finally Magdalena leaned back up. "You do not know what my voice is like. All I know are folk songs, and of course, hymns."
"Well, belt it out, sister." He sighed. "Belt it out means sing."
"But I am not your sister."
"A lot of people back up-time, when they became members of a group would call each other 'brother' and 'sister'."
"Perhaps if you would stop using these odd phrases, we would not need them explained," Magdalena commented tartly. She thought a moment, then began singing a Catholic hymn in Latin.
Joe listened, then stood. "Come on."
He went out on the stairway down, went down to the ground floor, and opened the garage door. Then he went along the wall, reading the labels on the boxes. With an 'aha!' he moved some of them and took down a box marked 'Music.' Bemused, the girls followed him back upstairs, and he began going through the old records instead of the stacked CDs. "Here it is!" He pulled out the album, and went to the record player. Then they listened to "This is Dedicated to the One I Love" by the Mamas and the Papas.
What he didn't expect was for Sibylle to retort. "How arrogant!"
"Excuse me?"
"These people are singing to their lovers at home, yes?" He nodded. "But do they say, 'I miss you and will pray for you'? No! They say 'I could be satisfied with your love, but I expect you to pray for me!' And not only that, demand that they look into the heavens and say 'I do this for my lover!' "
"Uh . . . Magdalena?"
"What was that other musical instrument in the background? I know the sound of a Spanish Guitarra, but the other? It is not a harpsichord, nor is it a virginal."
Having seen the old Star Trek episode where Trelayne played a harpsichord, Joe knew what it was, but he had never heard of a virginal, causing the woman to explain. It wasn't until later that he chuckled at the turnabout.
Sibylle, it proved, was critical of lyrics. When he played "Scarborough Fair," she commented that pretty much everything the man expected of the woman was impossible; make a shirt without seams? Buy an acre of land between the sea and shore? Reap the crop with a piece of leather and bind it with heather, which he had to describe?
When he looked up, it was almost noon. "Hey, let's go to the Gardens for lunch. I'm buying."
They agreed, and they were soon at a table. Like most people of their era, the girls were not into heavy meals, so he chowed down on a half-pound cheeseburger—a deer burger since it was ground venison today; with sheep cheese, while they had grilled cheese sandwiches.
They talked mainly of music. Sibylle had only been to church; first the Lutheran then Catholic ones, then back again to Lutheran because of the penchant of the nobles outside of the USE forcing everyone to convert, sometimes on pain of death. Magdalena had gone with her father to the houses of the rich to pick up clocks to repair or repair on site, so she had heard the instruments she commented on. In the corner, a young man was playing a mandolin, just noodling from what Joe could tell, since he wasn't well-versed on the popular songs of the times.
Finally he finished his beer. "So, you guys interested in forming a band?" He raised his hand. "I know you are not guys. It's an expression."
Sibylle looked at the empty plate before her. "I would love to sing again, and have people appreciate my voice when I do."
"And the music is thrilling." Magdalena was finally becoming more talkative. "There are many women singers?" she hesitated, "Are? Will be? Might be? Talking of the future is so hard!"
"Tell me about it." He raised his hand again as she started to speak. "It's a sarcastic comment when it's something bluntly obvious to the person you're speaking to. We know that just arriving here must have created a different universe. We don't even know if Tina Turner will ever exist. The black people, Moors you call them, came originally as slaves, so if our government is able to stop the slave trade, her ancestors might never come to the New World. Think of someone with that voice stuck in a village not much beyond the Stone Age." He sighed, explaining yet again.
"But we need a few more, unless you two can play." Both shook their heads. "We could start something like Peter, Paul and Mary, but for a real band we need a keyboard player, at least one more string player, and a drummer."
"Only one?" Magdalena asked. "I was sure there was more than one drum, and you would need several drummers."
On the way home, the girls chattered, and it was agreed to issue a broadside looking for new blood. Yet another explanation.
With that planned Joe introduced them to the Disney musicals.
****
"Pardone." The same mandolin player was standing at the door two days later.. "You need someone who can play a string instrument for this band?"
"Yeah," Joe said. "What can you play?"
The young man shrugged, "My father is a luthier in Naples." At Joe's blank look he added, "He makes and repairs string instruments. He sent me here to examine the work of your Ingram Bledsoe?" Joe nodded. "Such instruments! But I do not have the skill to make the parts, and he uses premade ones. As for me, I worked in the shop, and when someone comes to buy, or pick up an instrument they have ordered, you must prove it is of quality, that means you must play it, no? So let me see . . ." He cocked his head. "I can play the violin, viola, cello, bass violin and guitarra."
"Why are you not home working in your father's shop?" Magdalena asked.
The young man laughed. "Wood and I, we do not get along." He held up his hands. "The mere thought that I might use a fret saw upon a plank causes it to split in horror! I am much better playing an instrument, rather than making one."
"I like him," Sibylle commented. "He makes you appear sane."
Joe laughed. "Well, are you free?"
"Inexpensive, not free," the Italian replied, causing them to chuckle. "But my time is my own."
Joe looked at the women, then tapped his chest. "Joe. This is Sibylle and Magdalena."
"I am Gaspare Vanducci."
Gaspare was dragooned into carrying one of the amps while Joe carried the other. Sibylle carried the guitar case, and Magdalena the box of sheet music. Joe opened the case, then bent to set up the amps.
"What is this?" Gaspare was holding the electric bass, looking at it confused.
"A bass guitar."
Gaspare snorted. "I have seen them in Senor Bledsoe's shop. They look nothing like this! Where is the soundbox? It is a flat piece of what is it, fiberglass? With strings."
Joe chuckled. He finished hooking up the amp to the plug, and slid the other one into the hole in the guitar. Then he flipped the amp on and to the lowest power setting. "Try it."
Gaspare held it, and strummed it. They all jumped when the mellow bass sounds came from the amp. "This . . . box. It is what I have heard called an amplifier?"
"Yeah, amp for short. But you don't strum a bass, you pick it." He got out his own guitar, which was an acoustic. They watched him as he went through the start of "Classical Gas." Gaspare leaned forward, watching his fingers, then leaned up, and did a similar riff. "Cool." Then he explained, again.
Gaspare sat the instrument down. "As you said, cool. Do you have a record where I can hear this?"
Joe dived back into the box. His mother loved Dire Straits, specifically Mark Knoffler, the lead singer in "Money for Nothing," which had a good bass line in it, and Huey Lewis and the News where the bass player was highlighted in "Jacob's Ladder."
These songs did not go over as well. The clashing metal of Dire Straits caused him to have to turn the sound down, and the lyrics of "Jacob's Ladder" set off Magdalena, who protested the attitude. It came to a head when Joe played "Dust in the Wind" and "The Devil went down to Georgia" to show bands that used the violin.
"Your people are so irreligious!" Sibylle burst out.
"And dealing with the devil?" Gaspare asked stunned. "Man cannot defeat such with only his own skills!"
Joe looked at the band, then said, "All right. Not ready for that yet."
"Wait! What do you mean, not ready yet?" Sibylle watched him like a hawk.
Joe sipped his coffee, thinking. "Religious freedom means a lot to us from up-time. We enshrined it and the right of free speech in our Constitution as the very first amendment because we could look back at centuries where it wasn't there. The war that was being fought when we arrived . . . the people in charge say it is for religion, but it wasn't. You have Catholics conquering the small provinces, and ramming their religion down your throats, and a year maybe two later, some Protestant doing it again. Look at Sibylle! She's been Lutheran, then Catholic, then Lutheran again, in just the last decade! In our time they had been fighting a war in Ireland that spanned eight centuries that started with an invasion, then became one supposedly about religion.
"So we decided when we created the United States in our universe, that you can be whatever religion you want to be; but you have to allow others that same right. Like your own churches, ours do not pay taxes, but they are not allowed a direct voice in the government. The church, by whatever name, does not have a say in the way the laws are created except by protests, which is a citizen's rights. And that the churches, are supported not by the governments with taxes, but by those who worship there.
"Our neighbor to the south, Mexico, had civil wars after their independence almost like crops growing because the church interfered whenever they didn't get what they wanted. And sure as hell interfered again a few years down the road. So we could see what could have happened to us."
Melissa Mailey, one-time history teacher when he had been in high school would have been astonished by that succinct First Amendment explanation. His comments silenced the others.
"But . . . but . . . do you not fear for your souls? These lyrics, they trivialize the devil, and mock the church!" Sibylle burst out. The others were nodding. Odd, he thought, two different religions represented, but that much they can agree with! "The church is mother, the church is father, the church protects! Without the church, we would have no one to intercede with Jesu on our behalf!"
"That is what religious freedom is all about! You have the right to have no religion! And there were what they called religious bands. So both sides have a say." He waved his arms as he stood, going to the record box again. "The entire Protestant Reformation began because Martin Luther tacked up a series of arguments he was willing to debate with the priests of what was it, Wurttemberg Cathedral!"
"That was Wittenberg," Sibylle corrected. Her tone added 'you dolt.'
He pulled out the video tape. "I liked this before I knew what the song was about. It was by a short-lived Christian rock band named Mr. Mister." While he didn't know it, "Kyrie Eleison" was a perfect song, since that was what the Catholic church called the opening song of the mass. "Lord grant mercy" in Greek. It was one of the few things the two opposing churches still had in common.
"You seem to know something of the religious debate without claiming a religion, Joe." Gaspare commented.
Joe shrugged, suddenly uncomfortable. "Hey, I've spent years hearing first our own people back up-time debating it, and hearing the Germans who live here now going at it. I know that Luther had found practices inside the Catholic church doctrine that violated the word of the Bible, and they excommunicated him over it." He looked at them. "He wasn't trying to start a religion, any more than Jesus was when he came. He was trying to put the religion of his birth back on track. Jesus died for that."
Magdalena waved her hands. "But we are not anointed! How can we face the devil ourselves without God's priests beside and before us?"
He snorted. "And when the leaders of the church on both sides are venal men grasping for power, how are they any help? We face him the same way man has always faced him. God gave us free will, and resisting him is what we must do to go to heaven. You have heard of Doctor Faust? That is the 'man cannot succeed' version of a story named 'The Devil and Daniel Webster' in our time. A man who makes a foolish contract with the devil and escapes because since he'd signed a contract, he has a lawyer help him win free.
"But we mainly all believe that God expects you to make mistakes, and also expects you to bust your hump fixing the problem. At least that is what Father Mazzare always tells us." He looked around the group. "Yeah, I'm Catholic. But religion shapes my life. It doesn't define who and what I am. I do that.
"So, sure we appear irreligious. Because freedom of religion also allows the freedom to have no religion, or not use it to deny you the free will God gave you. And as for dealing with the devil, Gaspare, one of the things they believed all the way back to signing the Constitution, was that the rule of law is paramount over religion, and that includes the church. So you can't pass a law that makes someone join your religion. You can't persecute others because they are not of your faith. You can go to heaven or hell as your own actions dictate. Find your own place."
From the door, another voice replied. "What of those who don't know their place, up-timer? Or are told that they do not deserve one?"
[image: woman]They looked at the young woman standing there. While she was obviously a down-timer from her dress and accent, she had ink markings on her face that would have labeled her a Goth back up-time. But unlike that stereotype, her shoulder-length hair was the color of ice.
Joe took it with good grace. He had left the door open so no one could say they were acting improperly, and it was getting cold. "Please, come in, close the door so we won't freeze, and introduce yourself so we can continue the discussion."
She blushed, and did as he bade. "Anna Freyasdottir." Joe noticed the two women flinched at the name, and wondered why.
"That's an odd name. Daughter of Freya?"
The girl looked at him defiantly. "My mother was not married when I was born. So I am a bastard." Her entire posture and tone challenged him to make something of it.
"So?" Joe stood again. "I know we can all use something hot to drink. I have coffee and several teas. Which would you prefer?"
She snorted. "As if I have ever tasted tea! You have no broth?"
He shook his head. "Some boiled water, some iced tea I haven't drunk yet, and some beer."
"Beer," she said. He shrugged, drawing off some beer for her, then for Gaspare and Sibylle.
"What is that on your face?" Sibylle asked. Anna didn't cover the scrawling marks, she merely looked back with that same defiance.
"I think she learned about the people called Goths of my time," Joe said. "Ink tattoos. A big thing when I was in school with that crowd. You can look tough at school, and wash it off before you go home." He looked at it. "Nicely done." She looked at him, then gave an incremental nod.
"Now, you were asking about those who have no place, or are told they do not deserve one." She nodded. Joe sipped his coffee. Damn it, right now he wanted a beer. No help for it. "The churches of my time still argued about it. The ones who used it were always pointing out why the old days were better. Why something dead for a century and a half was still proper.
"I'm talking about slavery in my world. What you call Moors we once called property. People owned as chattel, as if they were a horse or a cow you can just buy at a market! The Bible was rewritten to say that their suffering was what God wanted, that God had made them slaves because it was their place! And your own nobles use it, don't they? That God made you a peasant, or a nobleman, and that it was God's will that the peasants should bow because God made you less worthy.
"Let's just look at the people who came from my time first. Doctor Nichols. Every ancestor of his came there jammed into a ship for transport. A quarter to a third of them died being shipped as cargo. Almost a hundred and fifty years had passed when I was born, and there are still those who think they are little better than animals. There were people still who think they can turn back the clock, make it like it was.
"He was raised in a ghetto where he was expected to stay and just die. Just as bad if not worse than Jews are treated now. But he fought back. He joined a street gang, committed crimes to support his family. And when he was caught, he was given a choice. Go to jail, or join the Marines. He served our country during one of the nastiest wars our people ever fought. Then, instead of sinking back into that place, he became a doctor, arguably one of the two best doctors in this world and time."
He lifted his hand, and had two fingers up. "Mike Stearns. He was a lot like Dr. Nichols. More disrespectful of authority than an actual criminal from what Dad said. But he was forced to join the army instead. He fought as a professional boxer, then went to college. But he returned home to take care of his injured father, and was the local head of the United Mine Workers of America before coming to this time. So a low-level politician; someone who is on a city council as a guild leader perhaps.
"Since we have arrived, he was the chairman of the emergency committee that worked out what we needed to survive. He was President of the New United States when Gustav Adolphus created the Confederated Principalities of Europe, then Prime Minister of the United States of Europe when that state became the State of Thuringa-Franconia, and is now a major general commanding the USE Third Division I served with. If he dug a pit filled with hot coals, and told any of us that we could walk across it barefoot if we believed him, none of us would have hesitated."
He stood, poured himself a beer, and resumed his seat. "Jeff Higgins, the husband of Gretchen Richter? He was the same year as me in high school. He was still a child by our definition. He fought his first battle protecting his future wife from being gang-raped, and instead of just dragging her off to his bed as she expected, he asked her to marry him. He designed and had built the first spar torpedo in this world, and sank a Spanish ship off Amsterdam with it. He's now a lieutenant colonel commanding the Third Division's tenth regiment, and was my own commander at Zwenkau where I was injured."
Sibylle flinched. He suddenly remembered that first meeting. Her home town hadn't been that far away. "Have you heard of the Hangman Regiment?" All of them nodded slowly. "He's the commanding officer. When some of our own troops decided to go back to pillaging and raping like they used to, his men were the ones who shot the sons of bitches. We don't allow our men to commit such acts.
"Now take those of your own world who have gone beyond their 'God-given station.' Rebecca Abrabanel. A Jewess who was cast out by the ghetto in Amsterdam because her father was declared heretic. She came here. She became the National Security Advisor to Mike Stearns, married him, was elected as our senator to the CPE, and remained so under the USE. If you were asked to point at the most influential member of the Fourth of July Party, over half of the members would point at her first.
"Gretchen Richter? A printer's daughter forced to be a camp whore by some of Count Tilly's men. She fought to save her family, and that was not just her blood. It was every one who needed protection. She married Jeff Higgins, the first German woman to marry one of us, and with her own hands formed the Committee of Correspondence which is the backbone of our modern democracy not to mention the army. She's in Dresden right now, creating yet more people who believe that we—" His hand swept across them all. "—deserve a right to speak in our government.
"Her brother Hans? Forced to fight for Count Tilly, he became the first German down-timer pilot in our air force. When it came time to fight, he sank one Danish ship with rockets. Then, injured and dying, he rammed his airplane into another ship, sinking it as well."
He looked at Anna. "So whatever place God put you in when you were born, we Americans believe you can become what you will." He grinned. "But if He really feels you are exactly where you belong, He'll stop you.
"So, Anna, why are you here?"
She looked around, arrogant. "I am in your high school, just as they are." She pointed at the other two girls. "I have been practicing with the . . . drum set?" Joe nodded at the term. Then she held up a copy of their broadsheet.
"You have been practicing on an actual drum set?" She gave him another nod.
"Then we need to introduce you to a piece of instrumental music." He began going through the older tapes. "Wipe Out."
Watching her pounding the table with her hands during it, he thought they had struck gold. Her face was transformed, she was no longer the belligerent young girl. She had become someone totally into the music.
There was a knock on the door. "Come in!"
The door opened, and his father stuck his head in. "Joe, I got a buck, and your mother is almost finished roasting it." He looked around the room, then back at his son with one of those "butter wouldn't melt in his mouth" looks. "She said get your clothes back on and beat your buns over to dinner, or she'll send me back to collect you. Oh, and she said they should come too, since they are more important than family."
Joe looked around. The looks the others were giving him were priceless. Sibylle looked like she wanted to roar with laughter. Magdalena as if she thought Joe should quail away from what would obviously be a beating or verbal chastising. Gaspare was grinning as if this was normal in his home. Anna merely looked at the man, and dismissed him with a sniff.
Joe immediately considered and rejected the first four things he thought to reply. "Tell Mom we have four guests, Dad. And thank you for the invite." As soon as the door closed, he muttered, "There are times I wish I was an orphan."
"I heard that!" came a shout from outside, and Joe groaned.
"Family. You can't live with 'em, and it's illegal to shoot 'em." Joe sighed.
"They honestly thought we were all . . ." Sibylle blushed.
"Nah. Mom knows I'd tell her if I was going to do anything like that. Dad was a young man once upon a time, and knows the signs. And Father Mazzare would have a fit if he thought I was!"
"Why go to your parents home to have a meal?"
"Well," he was embarrassed. "I never learned how to cook much. Oatmeal, burgers and steaks, that kind of thing. The Schulers or Kleins sometimes send me some stew during the day, but Mom is one of those old-fashioned Italian mothers." He put on a heavy Italian accent, even thicker than Gaspare's. "Eh what? you nothing but skin and bones! Mangi, mangi!"
Magdalena drew Sibylle and Anna aside for a quick huddle. "Then first we eat, then you will come to the store and we will buy food to cook. Do you have, what is it called, a slow cooker? A crock pot?"
"Mom might have one she's not using. But I want to show Anna the drum set first."
Again they trekked to the garage. It was starting to get dark, and like every American, he merely flipped the light switch. To him there was no surprise when the light came on. The down-timers had been able to create lightbulbs, but it had taken the intervention of Other People's Money, the mutual fund, to make them cheaply. So almost five years after the up-timers had arrived, electric lights were still rare.
Anna walked over running her hands across the snare drum as if it were a lover. "The sticks. Where are the drumsticks!" she cried. Joe went to the box marked "Band Paraphernalia," and opened it. He handed her the drumsticks, and for the second time that evening, she came to life. She snatched them, sat on the stool, and began giving them a rapid rendition of the tom-tom part of "Wipeout." She stopped, frustrated, and turned to see several bemused smiles. "What?" She demanded harshly.
"You're really into it," Joe commented drily.
She ran her fingers over the snare drum. "It is what I do. I have been here since before the Union of Kalmar. Eighteen months, and these were my only friend. Two hours a day at the school, four hours every Saturday."
"Well you and your friends can decide on curtains later. We had better go before Mom sends out the posse.
"Oh, How To Deal With My Parents 101. If they ask questions, just tell them the truth. Dad can spot a lie behind him a mile away at a whisper. And you all know the Spanish Inquisition?" They nodded. "Mom is a dental tech over at Doctor Sim's practice. If they saw her at work cleaning people's teeth after we ran out of Novocaine, they'd add it to their repertoire. Oh, and Mom is really into hugging."
****
The instant they were in the house, his mother descended upon them. As he had warned them, his mother hugged each of them as he introduced them. He'd worried about Anna, and when she hugged the girl, he thought for a minute she was going to start screaming and punching. But instead after a frozen second, her head fell against Mom's shoulder, and her arms came up to return it. She had the same beatific look she'd had "banging on the bongos" as Dire Straits said.
But it was not the wrath of God, it was a mother who had two boys away from home, and only one close enough to visit, "But he doesn't come over that often!"
"Mom, you're Italian, not Jewish." Joe said. At the curious looks from his new friends he added. "Like the old joke back up-time. How many Jewish mothers does it take to change a light bulb? 'Don't vorry about me. I'll just sit in here all alone . . . in the dark.' " His parents chuckled, and when they understood that it actually was a joke, the others joined them. "Whereas, if you changed it to an Italian mother—"
"Joe, get in here and change the light bulb before I sic Father Mazzare on you!" His father quipped. Again that response from Anna, but in reverse. For a moment, she had a snarl on her face, and her hands had become claws. He looked at Sibylle, who touched her hand, and Anna eased down off of red alert.
"I'm not sure which is worse. The fathers, or the sons," Vicki was saying as she shook her head in mock sorrow. Then her eyes settled on the girls. "Why look at you! You're nothing but skin and bones!" She looked confused as the younger people laughed. "Well come on! We don't want it to get cold!"
Dinner was a lot of fun, and Joe remembered when it had been just him and the family. Vinnie was down in Fulda now doing his service with the SoTF National Guard, Johnnie was a doctor in Nurnberg. The parents asked questions with all of the skill you'd expect, but so politely that the down-timers might not have even noticed.
Joe offered to wash the dishes, but Vicki put her foot down. "I want more than a light baptism for the dishes. If you girls will help?" All of the women left the room, and his father looked after them.
"Nice bunch," Dad commented. "So, you're going to do some more of this band stuff again?"
"Dad, I don't have to go back before spring. There are enough combat engineers out there, and Doc Adams tells me I should let the leg get a bit stronger before I go back into the field. If I push it . . ."
"I understand. Your mother was worried, is all."
His mother came back into the room. "Joseph Ralph Calagna! Why didn't you tell me they didn't have a lot of clothes?"
"What?" It was like being savaged by your bunny slippers.
"Sibylle only has two sets of clothes! Magdalena is a bit better off but sold her best to buy food, and Anna has no coat!"
"Mom . . ."
"Don't Mom me!" She looked at Gaspare. "Your friend there seems to be better dressed. Do you have a winter coat?"
"I was thinking of buying—"
"Buy nothing! You two. With me. Now!"
They were dragged into the garage where all three girls were, and Vicki began bustling around, pointing at boxes. Soon all of the down-timers had a small stack of clothes including warm coats.
On the way back to his place, Anna snorted. "Your family is not only undecided who you might love, but they also cannot even choose if it is a man or woman!" At Joe's blank look she added. "Giving clothing to a woman is what a man would do as a courtship ritual. Having your parents do it is almost a betrothal!" Then she pointed at herself, without a coat. "As for cold, this is a mild spring day back home!"
He was defensive. "So they're as clueless as I am. Sue us!" They all laughed at that.
So with laughter and sharing, the band was born.
****
That meeting took place the week before Halloween, and Joe was getting ready. While primarily a Celtic holiday, the children of Grantville had taken it as their own as children always have. There was no prepackaged candy any more. So the "treats" were baked treats, or fruit, fresh or dried. Not that the kids cared. It was the dressing up and being given things that mattered.
He had asked Frau Klein, the best baker, and had three plates of oatmeal cookies ready when he heard a knock on the door. He turned, plate in hand, even though it was early yet.
But it wasn't kids, it was Anna. The coat his mother had given her was missing a sleeve. Her frantic eyes met his. "Let me in! Please!"
He stood aside, and went to the pot simmering on his stove to pour her some broth. She took it wordlessly, warming her hands with the cup before sipping.
"What's wrong?"
"My mother's husband," she snapped. "He is trying to buy his way into the new cannery they just started here. He can make the cans for them to coat with zinc. If he does, he can become a partner. But the canner has a son." She shrugged. "He intends to marry me to the thing."
"That is not legal here!"
"It is in Hesse Kessel, or in Bohemia."
"I'll call the police. We have to stop him." He walked to the phone, and dialed. He'd barely gotten an answer when there was pounding at his door. He gave the address as the pounding became someone obviously trying to break the door down, and he dropped the phone to run into his room. When the Ring of Fire happened, he had brought his own weapons to his new home. He went past the Remington .300 to snatch up the twelve gauge, loading it.
"You little slut, you will come home now, or I will drag you!" a man roared.
"Oh, so you finally found a pig to buy to offer as my dowry?" Anna screamed back. "Marry that troll to it instead!"
"You will marry him willingly or I will bind and gag you!"
"Go ahead! But I warn you now, I will kill him as he sleeps if he touches me!"
Joe slammed open the door in time to see the heavyset man punch Anna off her feet. He racked the slide, and as the man turned, he had the shotgun to his shoulder, aimed between his eyes. "Step away."
"This is none of your concern!"
"You made it my concern when you broke down my door!" Joe snapped. "Step away or by God they will carry you away in a hearse!" The man stepped back, turning to leave. Joe could hear the siren coming. "If you take one more step, I will kill you."
"I will pay for the door—"
"To hell with the door! You struck a woman in my home! So stand there until the police arrive!"
He could hear feet pounding up the outside steps, and raised the shotgun as he touched the safety. He'd forgotten to even take the damn thing off!
Emil Zollner was first through the door, his gun out. Behind him was one of the female officers, Elsa Shenck.
The intruder pointed. "Arrest him! He threatened me with his weapon!"
"Quiet." Emil snapped. "I know who lives here, and it isn't you. All right, Joe?"
"Yes, Sergeant Zollner." He turned the shotgun, jacked the slide to unload it, then dry fired it.
"Wait here, please." Zollner holstered his weapon, jerking his head. "You, come with me. Elsa . . ." He jerked his head toward Anna, who was snarling at the man. Whatever else he had done, cowing her wasn't part of it.
"Please, Herr Calagna. Step into your room, and close the door. I must speak with the girl."
Joe did as instructed, racking the gun, dumping the shells into the box. Then he sat on the bed as the shakes hit. He'd always been like this, terrified before action and shaking like a leaf afterward. When he'd been at the battle of the Wartburg, he'd been unable to fire at first, then as the other rifles had cracked, he'd lent his fire to suppressing the soldiers that had been futilely trying to shoot out the lights. But he'd always been sure he was a coward. That was why he'd shifted to the engineering school when he'd gone to Imperial Tech.
But there had been no hesitation here. Maybe it was the instinct that drove a vixen to attack a wolf digging up her den and kits. This was his place, damn it!
There was a knock, and he looked up. "Yes."
"Will you come out please?" He did as told, and Anna went into his room instead. He told the gentle woman what had happened, explaining the band they were forming. While she looked like a sweet and gentle mother, Elsa had been one of the first women to join the force, and racked up a number of kills during the Croat raid back in 1632. He didn't know why Anna had chosen his home to flee to. Maybe because Magdalena and Sibylle were sharing a room in a boarding house with three others, and she might not know where Gaspare lived. He didn't know himself for that matter.
Elsa closed her notebook. "Stay here, please." She stood, and walked out. He went to the refrigerator, and made up an ice pack, then put on the kettle. He knocked on the bedroom door, and when Anna opened it, he handed her the ice. "Come out here and sit on the couch. Use that to reduce the swelling. I have water heating for a hot water bottle."
Silently she did as he told her. Her eyes were still flaming. He suddenly understood that her belligerence was more insecurity than anything else. She only felt comfortable drumming. It was her escape from the world.
Zollner came back up. Joe poured a cup of coffee, which the officer accepted gladly. Elsa took a cup of broth. "I don't understand what's going on," Zollner admitted.
"He has never liked me. There is no shame in Iceland if you are a child born without a father. Everyone knows who your mother is. Back home, he always introduced me as 'my wife's daughter.' But since my mother died, since we have come to the Germanies, he has taken to calling me 'My wife's daughter, the bastard,' or 'My wife's bastard child.' " She took the hot water bottle without a complaint. "Now, when he can gain something from my existence, now I am his stepdaughter again."
"Herr Járnsmiður claims he came to collect his stepdaughter, and you threatened him after breaking your own door." He waved before Joe could speak. "If you had, you would have needed to use your shotgun to break the lock like that, so I know he's lying.
"So I have breaking and entering, and assault and battery. The judge can make charges for giving a false statement to the police and attempted kidnapping. Do you want to press charges?"
"I don't know if it would help," Joe admitted. "These days it's a fine for both, making him pay for the door. And is it a crime to take your own daughter home?"
"Well, there is that," Zollner said. "But he's the kind who isn't going to let it go. Does this girl have a place to stay other than here?" Joe explained the situation.
"Maybe with my parents."
"No. I will not wish to cause them problems."
"No problems."
"Please." She looked at Joe. "I will find some place else."
"Stay here." Everyone looked at him. "The girls told me I had a place large enough for a family. I can take the couch, and you can put the chair against the door to keep me out."
Zollner shook his head. "We'll lock him up overnight. You have an address for these two girls?" Joe handed them over.
"No phone there, yet. We'll pick them up and bring them here. Maybe they can find her a place where her stepfather can't get to her."
"Maybe," Joe said. This would cause problems. Just picturing the explanations he'd have to give his parents caused him to groan.
Half an hour later, Sibylle and Magdalena arrived. They descended on Anna, hugging and whispering. Joe made broth for them, and then sat as far away as he could as they looked daggers at him. Right now, having a Y chromosome was not a good thing. He closed the door to block the cold, but had to open it every few minutes because of trick-or-treaters.
Finally it was late, and all of the cookies had been given away. He turned off the porch light, and jammed a chair against the door to keep the heat in. "Sibylle?" She looked up. "The bed is big enough for two, but someone will have to sleep on the floor. If you will help me, we can get more blankets from downstairs." He motioned to the couch. "I'll sleep out here."
Minutes later they were back to find Anna hugging Magdalena, who looked as if she had just been told something surprising. Joe figured it would be better not to ask, carrying all but two of the covers into the bedroom. The girls went into the bedroom, and he made up the couch to sleep. Great, just great.


Grantville, November 1635
The next morning he awoke to find Magdalena and Sibylle just sitting there, watching him sleep. He watched them chuckling at his condition as he made some of the last of his coffee. Trade with the Ottoman Empire had restored the supply of coffee and tea, so he could get more tomorrow, but the price of just a half-pound bag was a little steep without a Starbucks logo on it. As he did, Sibylle folded the blankets, and he was able to sit without being in bed, as it were.
"How is Anna?" Joe asked.
"Still asleep," Magdalena said. "But we have another problem."
"Of course we do," Joe said. "What now?"
Magdalena blushed. "Last night, when both of you went down to get the blankets, she was holding me and crying. Then . . ." The blush went deeper. "She . . . kissed me."
"Wow. And I missed it." He looked up into her glare. "Hey, you're both cute. I would have liked to see it, that's all."
"Men." Magdalena sniffed.
"How did you feel about it?"
"I was shocked. Women do not do that together."
"I understand the rules against it. So is this going to cause problems between you guys?"
"I do not think so," she admitted. "I told her I did not have feelings for her that way. It is something I expected some day with a man, not another woman. She accepted that, but still . . ."
"In our time, it was not really accepted, or not really allowed. But it isn't against the law any more, unless you want to get married. As long as she doesn't start acting like a jealous lover, I don't see it as a problem," Joe told them. "So, what's the plan?"
"We all have school today" Sibylle said. "Can you perhaps find her a place to live?"
"Sure. She can stay here until then." The bedroom door opened. Anna looked at them, blushed furiously when she saw Magdalena, then went to the stove to pour some broth. She came over, sitting on the couch as far from everyone as possible, and held it in her hands silently.
"Anna." She looked up at him. "You can stay here until we find a place for you." Her eyes grew wary. "Hey, I have to buy a new lock for the door, and I can have one of the carpenters install a locking doorknob for the bedroom door, and give you the only keys." She looked pensive. "I don't want you to get hurt. And if letting you stay here will protect you, I'll do it."
"He will not give up," she whispered. "He can take me across the border into Hesse Kassel, or into Bohemia, and use their laws to force me to marry the boy." Her eyes moved to Magdalena, then away as if she were a mouse trying to pretend the cat was not there. "I am sorry, Magdalena. Perhaps I should just leave and let it happen."
"No." Magdalena leaned forward. "I have seen you drumming. It is something you seem to love. This is your best chance to make that dream come true, as it is for Joe to have his band again." She held up an admonitory finger. "But no more kissing."
When Anna looked to Sibylle, the girl's hands came up. "Do not kiss me either!"
"You can always kiss me," Joe joked. All three girls looked at him with varying looks of amusement or scorn. "I'm joking."
"What will your parents say?"
"Hey, I'm an adult!" He cringed away from their looks. "I'll explain it, and they'll understand. I hope."
The girls got ready, and left for school. Joe called about the locks, then walked down to the street to the store, bought a paper, and came back to look at the want ads. The local paper wasn't as large as it had been before the Ring of Fire, only eight pages. But two of them were advertisements, and he went through them to find an apartment for the girl. While he had been there, he had talked to the salesgirl and manager, and he sighed. He'd have a lot of walking today.
Finding a place for Anna wasn't going to happen when Joe and the girls put their own investigations together. They had asked around, but they found the stepfather had been there accusing her of everything but devil worshiping or witchcraft. Of course, making those accusations would have him facing the judge, since they weren't going to let an inquisitor or priest try her for that. Not here.
His parents had offered, but he pointed out with both of them working, she would be unprotected during the day after school.
But he learned a lot about Anna, or at least other rumors. The nicest thing she was called was Icicle Anna, and the fact that she had hit some boy who grabbed her was right up there, including the suspension she'd drawn for it.
But being accused of theft pretty much kept her from finding a place. After Sibylle had told him the man had been lurking on the way to the school, he had taken the girls to the woods, and taught them how to fire the .38 M&P pistol. Just holding it where Anna could see it had brought a dangerous light to her eyes, so he didn't trust her with it. That was why he entrusted it to Sibylle.
So for the foreseeable future, he had a roommate, worse yet a female roommate who didn't seem to like men at all. No problem there, really. When he thought of finding out if a girl liked him, he kept seeing Sibylle's face. So Anna was safe.
They still had not found a keyboard player, but he wasn't worried yet. While he had been out, he had gone by the school to let Mr. Wendell know they would like to get one. He also found where the down-time musical students hung out. The music of the future that might have been had brought a number of them to Grantville, and he was able to find some who would notate the music, and others to translate the lyrics. Since Amideutsch was what most of them spoke, they translated them into that as well as German.
He returned home, and opened the garage. He stood there looking at the boxes of his own stuff he had kept, memories of another time and place long gone. Almost everyone who had come back had done it, at least a little. He remembered the old lady who had died that first winter. When they had gone through her garage, she had hoarded every piece of junk mail everyone on the street had thrown away, as if that would keep her in the twentieth century. They had needed a pickup truck to carry it all. But not to the dump. Someone on the emergency committee had ordered everything they might have considered trash to be sorted.
He'd seen coupons from the grocery store's last up-time sale being sold as souvenirs in the museum.
He looked at one set of boxes longingly. He opened the box, taking out an issue of Penthouse. He and his brothers had watched the people who got that, along with Playboy and all the much smuttier magazines like Vultures, and would descend upon their trash to gather them up. Hell, all the young boys had done that. His older brother Johnny had even gotten into manga, and collected a dozen different titles of those as well. Not to mention the stash of the guy who had lived in the house. He must have thought of nothing but! I wonder what these are worth?
"More lustful thoughts?" A voice asked from right over his shoulder. He jumped, dropping the magazine. The girls had obviously gotten home from school. Sibylle picked it up, and began thumbing through it. "Obviously you do have such thoughts." She held up the centerfold. "Think of me perhaps dressed this way?" Her tone was like when a woman asks if a dress made her look fat. He suddenly pictured her dressed, or rather undressed that way, and the instant it formed, he suddenly pictured her as an Amazon warrior poking him with her sword in the offending member. Not a good idea . . .
He gave them the same line every man who is caught with one would use. "I read it for the articles."
Sibylle merely returned her eyes to the centerfold. "Oh yes, she has such nice . . . articles, does she not?" she asked the other girls rhetorically.
"I was going through my old stuff—"
"No doubt," Magdalena replied.
"Will you let me finish?" The girls looked to Sibylle, and he felt like the wrong answer would make him roadkill. "As I was saying, we need a place for Anna to stay, and I was looking for something to sell to pay to turn the garage into a home for her. That way my parents won't kill me, and she won't worry about me looking at her 'articles.' " He looked to Anna, who was going through the magazine, looking intently at the pictures.
"As long as they are going out, and not coming in." Magdalena tried to take the magazine, but Anna's grip tightened. "Can we help?"
He looked at the two girls. "You're never going to let me live this down, are you?" They shook their heads. "Just great." He turned back to the stack of boxes. "All right, just the top two boxes are magazines like that." At the arched eyebrows he added. "Three young boys! They aren't all mine!" The eyebrows were not convinced. "So if you will count them to keep me away, I will start on these, which have games, some of my books, and action figures."
"No, Magdalena will count those." Sibylle said. "I will help you with the rest."
"Yes, ma'am."
Rather than just having one hell of a garage sale, he decided to go through the mutual fund Other People's Money to ask for advice on selling them. They had given him a name, and an oily man with a Swiss accent came by to look over the inventory. He made an offer to buy all of it outright for what he considered an outrageously large sum, and Joe had turned to hide his stunned expression. How much? While he stood there, the man had raised his own offer twice before Joe could even turn around. Even with paying off his chunk of the mortgage and the remodeling he planned, it still would leave a good amount of money for his children.
If he ever had children.
Five days after Anna moved in, there were workmen putting down a wooden floor and insulating the walls to convert the garage into another living area. His desk was moved into the living room, and an enclosed inside staircase with the locking bedroom door now on the upper landing allowed access to the upper floor. It would have been too difficult to build in a new kitchen and bathroom, so Anna could come up to take a bath or make dinner, though he kept the two-burner hotplate that allowed her to have her own pot of broth and installed a Franklin Stove to keep it warm.
A small quiet boy from the school came to apply as the keyboardist. Esteban Flores was shy, and had worked in an organ repair shop in Amsterdam where his family had fled from Spain after being accused of being Marranos, "secret Jews." One of the only ones that had actually been Jews. At first his family wasn't sure how they would be treated in this strange nation. Krystallnacht, which had happened only a few months earlier had made him bolder, but not much. He gloried in the electric keyboard that could imitate the musical instruments he had heard and played, going from harpsichord to piano to organ with a flick of a switch.
And always, cutting across the borders, was music. Every minute they spent together as a group was filled with three generations of music from the Big Bopper to Starship, from Hank Williams to LeAnn Rimes, from Peter, Paul and Mary to Heather Alexander as a member of a band named Phoenyx. The only thing they didn't try was heavy metal, because he didn't want to poison the well.
And when they weren't listening, they were playing and singing. In fact when their rent came due, the girls had moved in with Anna. Now a lot of his neighbors joked about how he had his own harem.
Then came the day when they stopped playing, and looked at each other. The second week of November. The song was "Everywhere" by Fleetwood Mac, and it sounded good.
"I think we're ready," Joe said.
"Are we?" Sibylle asked.
"Oh yeah." He set down his guitar. "Come on, the Gardens."
"Again!" Sibylle wailed. She knew what Joe had in the bank, and invested in OPM. He was well off by any standard unless you compared him to the Higgins Sewing Machine Company or to OPM itself. He could afford it.
"Not to eat, you twit. We're going to talk to the owners and see about a paying gig!"
****
Of course, it wasn't a paying gig as he would have known it before the Ring of Fire. If they were liked, the owners of the Gardens would let them play for drinks, food, and passing the hat for cash. But it was a start. The one person he hoped to see was there, and he asked Bennie Pierce, who had introduced the Germans to modern folk music, to come home for a chat. Bennie set him straight about trying to introduce them to "The Devil Went Down to Georgia." His adopted daughter Minnie had lost an eye when the University students in Rudolstadt had assumed that a mistranslated folk song had been a Catholic one.
So it was that a few days later, they set up on stage. Sibylle looked like a deer in the headlights as they finished, taking their positions. "Calm down girl, They won't shoot us," Joe commented checking the tune on his guitar. "I hope."
"Oh, that makes me feel so much better," she replied in a whisper.
"If they try, stand behind me so I die first."
"If you die, so will I," she whispered. He looked at her stunned, then was even more stunned when she kissed him. He could see she was surprised herself.
He stood there, his lips still burning from the kiss as the crowd whooped and hollered. Sibylle made a motion like go on, and he turned toward the crowd. "Well, everyone, even if we die on stage tonight, I know I've been given a taste of heaven." There was raucous laughter and applause at that. "So let's start off with something for all of you baseball players. 'Right Field' from Peter, Paul and Mary."
As he played and sang about the awkward kid in right field, he watched the crowd. The older people from up-time who had heard it before were grinning by the first time he got to the end of the chorus "Watching the dandelions grow." When it got to the last verse, where the boy catches the ball, the Germans were having as much fun.
They followed it with "Puff the Magic Dragon," with him singing back-up to Gaspare, and Magdalena singing the female part. Then Gaspare took up the violin to play as Joe and Sibylle sang "The King of Elfland's Daughter" by Heather Alexander. "Wipe Out" highlighted the skill Anna had, skill that was growing literally by the day. They got a standing ovation for that.
It was both exhilarating and exhausting. Finally they started into "Dust in the Wind" by Kansas, and that had the up-timers cheering, and the Germans sort of enjoying it up until then. But the applause from the Germans had been desultory. They knew an up-timer sang it, and they were not as religious. But the song had been right on the edge of their comfort zone.
Joe froze. The worst thing for a garage band was to have the audience against them. He couldn't think of what to do!
Sibylle noticed him, and adjusted her mike. Then she began to sing. Not what Joe had planned, but a love song of sorts. "Somewhere Out There" by Linda Ronstadt and James Ingram from the movie they had watched, An American Tail.
The band picked it up, and he found himself singing the male part, the audience was entranced. When they got to where it was a duet in truth the audience was riveted. The song ended, both of them looking at each other, then Sibylle moved closer, and leaned up, kissing him again.
Then the up-timers began shouting and applauding. They were followed rapidly by a lot of the Germans. Learning about up-time music from the Voice of America radio program, they had been primed for that last song, and saw it as an American would have.
Finally the applause died down. "That's it for tonight. If you liked what you heard, you know who to talk to! But for the last, let's introduce you to the band! Gaspare Vanducci on bass guitar and violin! Esteban Flores on keyboard! Anna Freyasdottir on the drums, Sibylle Blücher and Magdalena Heinbach on vocals." He waited until the applause died down. "I'm Joe Calagna on rhythm guitar. And we're United Voices!"


December, 1635
Politically, the nation was facing problems. With the emperor struck with aphasia, and Chancellor Oxenstierna pushing to turn back the clock, everyone was worried. Joe hadn't paid it much attention. The gigs had gone from twice to three times a week, and they were feeling good. Esteban and Magdalena being caught kissing gave them a lot to laugh about. Just picturing the smaller man standing on a step up so they were face to face was enough to cause them to chuckle.
After hearing the soundtrack to Mulan, they had added a new song. "A Girl Worth Fighting For," with Joe doing Yao, Gaspare doing Ling, Magdalena doing Chien-Po, Esteban doing Chi Fu and Sibylle doing Mulan. Of course they changed their singing styles to match; Joe lowering his voice and growling it, Gaspare sang a half falsetto, Magdalena drew a laugh from the up-timers being supermodel thin, but singing a part in the movie itself of a huge fat man. Esteban, who had refused to sing before did the Imperial Minister Chi Fu because that was what his voice actually sounded like.
The men in the audience, a lot of them ex-mercenaries, loved it.
****
They went back to Joe's place, and he snatched up his mail as they went into the lower apartment. The others were laughing and talking about what to add next while he went through it. Bill, bill, telegram. He opened it, and read.
"Joe, perhaps we can add "Tell Me Lies" by Fleetwood Mac?" Sibylle asked. He ignored her. Then he walked with leaden feet to the staircase. "Joe? Is something wrong?" He went upstairs silently, and the door slammed with finality.
****
"He won't answer," Sibylle told them after knocking the next morning.
"What is wrong?" Anna asked. She'd changed a lot since she met them. Joe had stood to protect her, given her clothes and a place to live. Joe's mother hadn't been clueless about Anna's reactions. She'd visited him after Anna moved in, and told him Anna's reactions looked like she'd been physically, possibly even sexually, abused. He told the other band members when she was not around, and they had acted like a family.
Both of the other men were protective, and at one point when a drunk had gotten too close, they had smoothly formed a wall of flesh to stop him.
She felt she owed him, no, owed her friends something. The new Anna was like night and day, as long as her friends were right there.
Esteban pushed Sibylle gently aside, and drew a slim dagger. In a moment, he pushed the door open. At their looks, he merely said, "A misspent youth."
Joe lay flat on the floor of the living room, an empty whiskey bottle by one hand, and beside the other, the telegram. Sibylle knelt beside him, as Magdalena read it.
IT IS WITH DEEP REGRET THAT WE REPORT THAT SGT KEVIN FRITZ IS MISSING PRESUMED DEAD AFTER THE ATTACK ON INGOLSTADT BY THE BAVARIANS
****
Joe held his head as he sat up. A gentle hand pushed him back down. "Here, take these." He opened his eyes enough to see the blue pills, and he snatched them, washing the aspirin down with a sip of water. "We read your telegram. I am so sorry, Joe. "
He gave a grave chuckle. "Back up-time there was a band named the Beatles. One of their members was named John Lennon, he was murdered by some son of a bitch because Lennon had once said that the Beatles were more important to American kids than God. When I read that telegram, all I could think of was the old joke they used to tell that my parents remembered. 'How do you arrange a reunion of the Beatles? Three more bullets.' " He looked at the glass, and it shattered in his hand. "How do you do it for Mountaintop? Four."
His depression didn't lighten up all that day, or the rest of the week. Both Sibylle and Magdalena took days off to sit with the morose man. But as the sun came up on the fifth day, his eyes lighted on the shelf where all of the tapes and CDs were. He stood, and to everyone's alarm, began going through them, throwing the ones he didn't want aside. Finally he stood, holding two of them. To hell with no heavy metal! "We're learning these for the next gig."
"But that's tomorrow!"
"We're going to learn them." He turned. "That son of a bitch Oxenstierna sold us out. He had to have something to keep the National Guard occupied! He must have helped the Bavarians take the city. He killed my friend, and killed my dream! And he'll destroy us as well."
"Please, Joe. We're just a band. We're not important," Gaspare said.
"Oh yeah?" Joe snarled. "He has to humble the up-timers to get his way. Turn back the clock five years to get his way, and he damn well knows we aren't going to just give it to him. So look at what happens."
He pointed at Anna. "Do you want to marry the pig your stepfather wants? Because it's the old law." He pointed at Magdalena and Esteban. "Have it be illegal for you to love him? Or to marry her?" He stood there like Moses coming down with the Ten Commandments to find everyone partying around the golden calf. "So we're going to rally the people. We're going to let him know, right here, and right now, that he's not going to get his way." He held up the tape and the disc. "And this is how." He considered. "But we need a bagpiper."
****
The next day, the manager tried to stop them, but the band set up. The crowd was angry and frustrated, the National Guard was already marching south to Regensburg, and they knew it was war yet again. One thing they didn't want was something sweet and gentle like they had been playing up to now.
Joe stood there, and every eye was on him. As finally the grumbling died, he spoke. "One of my best friends may be dead in Ingolstadt right now. We all lost people we know there. The chancellor is trying to set back the clock, the Bavarians are invading, and we're angry.
"But I don't think you're angry enough. So this is what we say to the Crown Loyalists and the Ox!" He signaled, and Anna began the intro. Then Joe began singing "We're Not Gonna Take It" by Twisted Sister. The crowd stared at him, but as the lyrics got through to them, the men began to pound the tables along with Anna's beat. When they got to the last verse, only drums and hands clapping, everyone was pounding or clapping along with them. When the song ended there was a roar of acclaim.
Joe let the applause die, and motioned. "So much for them. But we have this to warn the Bavarians, the same thing every nation who ever fought us in a war learned the hard way. Don't mess with the US!" The Scots bouncer had found them a bagpiper, and he along with Anna led them into the next.
Sibylle sang it with a snarl, as they introduced the seventeenth century to March of Cambreadth from Heather Alexander's solo album, Midsummer.


Magdeburg, March 1636
Franz Sylwester watched his wife silently as the carriage took them home. He took her hand, and she looked at him, broken out of her concentration on the task she had accepted. "If you want to change your mind . . ."
She shook her head. "When Mary asked, I was stunned. I could have said no, but I thought . . . I started it, Franz. I could have stayed silent, I could have been the quiet little Hausfrau instead of commissioning and singing Das Lied des Volkes." She looked out of the window on her side of the carriage.
"No, you could not." Franz pulled her to him, burying his face in her hair. She snuggled into the hug. "Not my Marla."
"Now instead of just rallying the people to be willing to fight, I have to convince them to rally to support the one thing they have seen as a plague on the land for almost twenty years. To cheer our soldiers into battle."
"It is your chance to be a cheerleader at last," he said blandly.
She pinched him.
"Now explain again, what is this USO?"


Grantville, March 1636
In Grantville, they went into high gear. Deanna had the equipment loaded onto the train the same day they received the telegram. Researchers at the State Library went through the music that reminded men of America what they were missing. They were helped by Benny Pierce, who had a lot of folk songs, and a memory that spanned what his father had told him of WWII. So among the music was a song already in German, one that had reminded German men what they left at home. They depended now on the small crystal radios.
Crystal radios were cheap to manufacture and extremely low tech. The largest expense was the lead sulfide crystals called galena. There were dozens of manufacturers in the USE, and while it wasn't common knowledge, in the nations that surrounded them.
American radio stations before the Second World War were routinely heard in Europe. Of course, the government seized all of those high powered stations before that war, and limited commercial broadcasting to only fifty kilowatts or less afterward. It is a little known fact that the first entertainment radio broadcast in 1902 was heard in Norfolk Virginia over six hundred miles south of the broadcast site in Brant Rock, Massacuttetts, and an unrecorded distance into the Atlantic.
Poznan, Paris, Rome, Brussels, Berlin, and Vienna were a lot closer than that.
But there was the Maunder Minimum to worry about. Without the ionosphere they had in the twentieth century, it might not reach the entire country. But there were ways around that . . .
They could always rebroadcast from other radio stations . . .
****
Atwood Cochran stamped his feet, knocking off the snow at the door of the Thuringen Gardens. He was barely seated when the beer hit the table in front of him and picked it up, chugging. "May God bless you, Wiley."
"What's been keeping you busy?" Wiley asked.
"It's going to be announced in about . . ." He looked at his watch. ". . . ten minutes. You listen to the Voice of America, right?"
"Every night, Mr. Cochran."
[image: men]"Marla Linder and some others are going to start our own version of the USO. She's going to do a one-hour show tonight, calling on performers from across the USE to volunteer to entertain the troops."
Wiley looked at the clock, and went to the radio turning it on.


Magdeburg, Capital of the USE
Marla Linder took a deep breath. She had done this before, singing into a mike, but never with such an audience! In the audience were dukes, counts, knights, and their wives alongside business men. People who had heard and responded before. That heartened her.
"I bid you all good evening," she began.


Grantville, SoTF
Since it was early in the window, they heard it quite clearly in the Gardens.
"Early this year we were treacherously attacked by Maximillian of Bavaria. Many of our soldiers died in Ingolstadt. Betrayed by Axel Oxenstierna, who we now know arranged that attack with our enemy for political gain. The situation is desperate. We are still at war with the Poles, and soon perhaps the Austrians will attack our allies in Bohemia. Tonight I call upon all of our people to not lose heart.
"But it is not we who will bear the brunt of that horror. It is those brave men of our armed forces who will fight and die on our behalf. When all is said and done, we will owe them a debt that can never truly be repaid.
"So I call on those within our nation with gifts. Those who sing, traveling players, any who can bring a light moment to the dreary lives they live right now, I call upon you to contact the closest government office and volunteer your service to the United Service Organization.
"If you cannot play or sing, you can still help. Treat our soldiers with respect when you meet them on the street or in the inns. Find those from your village who have no one at home who care for them, or ask about lists of them, and write them letters! Show them that they are in your hearts, and in your prayers.
"We cannot offer money as yet. We may never be able to pay you for these gifts you give to our men. But you will earn the respect of your emperor, and my own thanks. And we—myself, the orchestra you will hear, and our troupe—answer that call tonight. For one hour before the opera begins, we are going to do our humble part. Part of the proceeds of this evening's performance will be donated at the request of the members of our troupe to pay to fund the USO, along with my salary for this performance. Records of this performance will be up for sale, all proceeds going to that fund.
"So to our brave soldiers, sailors, and airmen wherever you are. From the siege lines of Poznan to the Franche-Compté, from Dresden to Regensburg, from Bavaria to the Baltic, this show is for you! And to our enemies who can and will listen to it, be warned. Our men do not fight just for pay, they fight for a dream! A dream of peace that you threaten. The disloyal members of the Crown Loyalists have tasted what comes from that. Axel Oxenstierna has learned and paid in full measure for his hubris. And so shall you if you threaten us!" She took a deep breath as the audience was on its feet, applauding, screaming and cheering, with a loud roar of "Gott Mitt Uns!" from some of the Swedes. "Maestro! Let the show begin!"
****
For the next several weeks, as post riders carried the recordings further and further from Magdeburg, it was heard again and again.
The people in taverns across the nation, in homes whether mere cabins or mansions, men in their tents in Saxony enroute to Ingolstadt, in castles across Europe listened as the opera troupe gave a performance for the soldiers of their nation.
The record went on sale almost immediately.
****
The pickup stopped, and the tired passengers piled out, moving their equipment. Joe sighed, rolling his shoulders. "Whose idea was it to go on a recruiting tour?" he asked rhetorically.
"I think it was you, Liebchen." He glared at Sibylle, who snuggled up to his side. "But we are known across the state now, my love. And President Piazza praised us in Bamberg."
"Yeah. His thanks and a buck will buy me a beer." He looked at the sign. "Which reminds me . . ."
"First we set up, oh great band leader." Anna growled as Gaspare helped her down. Esteban, stacked her drum cases on the dolly, and she grabbed it with ease and started in. "The sooner we do, the sooner we can all drink."
She pushed open the door, and waved as Wiley called her name. Eager hands helped them with the gear, and Joe moved around, linking microphones and amps, plugging them in. Gaspare and Esteban set their instruments while Magdalena and Sibylle helped Anna.
Joe stripped off his coat, looking around the crowd. Except for Mr. Cochran, they were all regulars. He walked over, turning on the equipment, then took his place. "Everyone, we're dog tired. We've been across Thuringia and Franconia this last month, on a recruiting tour for the National Guard. You'll be pleased to know that recruiting is up by ten percent statewide. So tonight, we're taking requests."
"The King of Elfland's Daughter!"
"Puff the Magic Dragon!"
"The March!" At the call a dozen voices echoed it. Joe pretended surprise. Ever since they'd sung it the song was requested every night. "All right, the votes are in! 'March of Cambreadth' from Midsummer."
Sibylle moved up beside him, "As if you didn't know," she whispered.
"Smart ass." He motioned toward the side, where the newest member of the band Ian Taggart blew until the bag was full, and at a nod, Anna began the martial beat as he played. Then Sibylle began to sing.
The crowd listened, at times shouting lines along with them as the band played. When they reached the end the crowd was on its feet, shouting and applauding. They didn't play for long, only about one half-hour set. Then they began to pack up to go home.
"Excuse me." Joe looked up from where he had been coiling up the cables.
"Oh, Mr. Cochran." He stood and shook hands. "What did you think?"
"I liked the whole set. Haven't heard 'Kyrie' played like that since the song first came out. But that one everyone requested. The march?"
"  'March of Cambreadth.' My grandfather sent Mom a copy of the album Midsummer by a singer named Heather Alexander back when I was in high school. She had the same song without the pipes and drum on another album by the band she used to be part of along with 'The King of Elfland's Daughter', which we also do."
"Can I talk to you about something new?"
"Sure." They went over to the corner. The band members looked up, shook their heads, and went back to their work. They were almost finished with Magdalena and Sibylle taking over rolling up the cables when the two men came back over. "Guys, Mr. Cochran wants us to join the USO."
Atwood explained. "But we will not be paid—" Esteban said.
"It's a duty, Esteban," Magdalena said.
"I was just saying, my love. I will not make my rent—"
"As if you sleep in that bed," she retorted, kissing him.
"I wanted to hear your answers first," Atwood told them all. "It wouldn't have affected what I am about to say, but I needed to know how fast I'd have to be back here with a tape recorder. I want your band to sign up for a recording deal. I'll press them out as fast as we can because that first song will be on your first one."
"No." They all looked at Sibylle in astonishment. She looked up at Joe. "We will have 'The King of Elfland's Daughter' on one side. And 'Puff the Magic Dragon' on the first one." She reached up, holding his face in her hands. "Two dreams, of a young boy and his dragon, and two people of different worlds finding love. And those dreams making one dream—" She hugged Joe. "—come true for us all."
"Hey, you heard the boss." Joe laughed.
"Always remember that, my love." She kissed him.
****
But they weren't singing the most famous song heard when they arrived in Regensburg a week later. The bus and truck that carried them were met by a cavalry patrol from the city. When they found out who they were, the troopers asked about that song, the one that Marla Linder had finished her performance with. Since they didn't know it, the soldiers sang it for them. And unbeknownst to that grand lady, it was already being sung in several nations.


Magdeburg
"Another one." Franz held up one of the telegrams. While she had only sung a benefit for the USO's inauguration, Marla had been receiving the lion's share of the offers from performers. But some of that flood were still for her personally.
"Who this time?" She asked.
"From of all places, Poznan. They have requested copies in Polish and Latvian." She took it as he opened the next.
"So that is what, the French, the Spanish in Italy wanting it in Spanish and Italian, Venice, Vienna in German and Magyar, the Dutch, Danes, Swedes, Finns. Who else? The Turks?"
"No." He held out another. "From the Czar. He wants it in Russian too."
When the song had become popular with the troops, Marla had talked Atwood Cochran into making records in German, and instead of paying her, he would instead give them to the troops and families of troops. She shrugged. "Send a telegram to Atwood. We'll do the records for them all. But they will pay for them if they are not part of our country." She looked at Franz, but he was concentrating on yet another telegram.
"This one was sent by diplomatic pouch to General Brahe, then was carried to the nearest telegraph station. It's from France, wanting records. In French. The 'Marseillaise,' suitably rewritten."
She leaned back in her chair. "I think the original was quite good enough."
"I hope not," Franz said. "He's offering a lot of money for it. With a lot of zeros."
She took the missive, and read it. "Oh, my." She grinned, then handed it back. "Tell him I will decide if the lyrics he wants are worthy."
He snorted. "After all, it is only money." She swatted him as he opened yet another. "You can add Norwegian and Icelandic to it."
"We're famous!"
"You are famous. I am but your humble violin player and orchestra conductor."
"Shut up, dear." Marla retorted mildly. "Bennie told me, but I didn't really believe him. Why is 'Lili Marlene' so popular?"
****
The aide to the garrison commander of Regensburg can be excused for what happened. The VOA had arranged for a live broadcast before the Third USE Division arrived, and the up-timers told him of the repertoire of the band that was coming for this first-ever USO show. But the poor lad had only listened to chamber music before, and was buried in the names of just the bands they had borrowed songs from.
Plus he'd never been before a live mike, and that increased his nervousness. So as he stood there, stunned, he fell back on one of those names. "People of Regensburg and the United States of Europe! Your attention for . . . Fleetwood Mac!"
As the band ran out, Sibylle asked, "We're who?"
"No, that would have been The Who. Just go with the flow, baby," Joe hissed back, taking his place. "Hello!" Then he started the intro to "Rhiannon" from their new namesake.
And so it was that Fleetwood Mac gave their first live radio performance.
****
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October, 1632
Hannover
“Georg! What are you doing in a closet? When I saw the cobbler’s sign out front I was sure I had the wrong place.” Georg knew the cramped shelves lining most of the space made it obvious storage was the small room’s original purpose.
“It sounds like the start of a bad joke, doesn’t it? The wealthy cobbler and the pauper shoemaker.” Georg took a moment to stretch out as he stood. In the last months since becoming a master the breaks had been few and far between, and Hans Hochhaus was an old friend and a steady customer.
“One of the journeymen next door is a friend and was able to convince his master to lease me this space. Welcome to my humble shop. I’m glad you found me. To what do I owe the pleasure?”
Hans held up a pair of boots. “These are the best pair of boots I’ve ever had, but they’ve had a mishap. I wanted to commission a new pair. I’m sure you can come up with something new to make me the talk of the season.”
Georg did not bother inventorying the contents of the shelves to know that was not possible. “I wish I could, but with how sudden this has been I don’t have the tools or materials yet. But here, let me take a look at that pair.”
“Sudden?”
“When Meister Kallenbach found out he was sick, he made sure the guild pushed through the mastership of his two senior journeymen—his son-in-law to take over the shop and me so I didn’t get stuck there. Unfortunately I hadn’t saved as much as I really needed. Look, I can make a new heel for this boot and they should work for you until I get the lasts and the quality of leather this project deserves.”
“Won’t that get you in trouble with the cobblers' guild?”
“No, no. I’ll make the heel out of new leather and take it next door for one of the apprentices to attach. I’ll send them to you tomorrow. Thank you for your patience. Until I get a bigger space and some help it’ll take longer for me to fill orders.”
“Well, Georg. I appreciate you fixing these, but I do need something this season. At least, if you’re not making boots for anyone else this season, I’ll just have to settle for second best.”
Georg sighed. “I understand. I hope you’ll come back next season.”


November, 1632
Magdeburg
Otto Gericke was on his feet glaring at the latest projections when Johann Spitzler—one of his troubleshooters—entered. Johann stopped when that glare transferred with full force to him.
"How can we already be a week behind schedule?" Despite the eyes, Otto's voice was level.
"Today it was Wilhelm Hirtz. He wouldn't let the work crew anywhere near his old home. Seems he's a bit upset there's a street running through the front half of his property. The work crew was more in danger from their laughter than Hirtz, but we still lost almost the entire morning."
"Did he accept the new location?"
"Not at first, but when he realized the new lot was a third again as big as his old one he wanted the deed before we could fix our 'mistake.' I’m worried though. Even if we are only shifting a few properties, it's going to get expensive."
"Maybe." Otto felt a plan start to form. "People would be more receptive if we came to them."


February, 1633
Hannover, about eighty-six miles from Magdeburg
The storm was past, but Georg was grateful the snowfall had been heavy enough to discourage traffic. He had a month's backlog of work and still no space for any help.
That explained the sigh when the door opened. But the fine cut of clothes of the man who stepped in made the interruption more welcome.
He paused halfway to his feet when two more men—obviously mercenaries—crowded in behind. Of course anyone who needed—and could afford—bodyguards had even more money.
"Are you Georg Baumbach?"
"Yes. Welcome. How may the finest shoe maker in Hannover serve you?" He matched those words to a flourishing bow. The bow gave him a chance to examine the shoes of a prospective client. All three pairs in front of him were quality riding boots—one pair with a tooling and two plain.
The man glanced at some papers in his hand. "Are you the second cousin of Hans Stein?"
"Yes?" Georg could not help the rising note of the word. The last time he had seen any of the Stein branch of the family was a trip to Magdeburg as an apprentice to see the tanneries' products and the only thing he could remember about Hans was a braying laugh.
"I'm Andreas von Wachtel. I'm sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but your cousin Hans and his entire family perished during the Siege of Magdeburg."
"We hadn't held much hope." Georg was not surprised by the news as much as the source of the confirmation. "Is that why you are here?"
"Only in part. According to our research you are his closest living relative, which means his remaining property belongs to you. Like most of the city the building, including all of his personal and business property, burned to the ground."
"It was a tragedy." Curious, Georg took the proffered title. "They have been in our prayers." The size matched his memory of the building, but the address on Gustavstrasse meant nothing to him.
"You have thirty days from the acceptance of the deed to challenge any of the details contained therein."
"What . . ." He jerked his eyes up, but before he could protest further von Wachtel continued as relentless as the past storm.
"As part of the rebuilding we are installing the infrastructure for running fresh water and for sewage removal. The first installment of that fee is due when construction starts in February."
"First installment!"
"Given the lot size you'll owe twenty-five thaler then, with three more installments depending on when you rebuild." Von Wachtel had the tone of someone who has more than memorized a speech. "Any questions or modifications of the payments may be discussed with the Tax Assessor's Office in Magdeburg."
"Am I supposed to travel in that?" Incredulously, Georg pointed at the snow drifts on the street.
"Of course, first, the wreckage will need to be cleared. The emperor has generously loaned part of the garrison to help with the cleanup that began at the beginning of the year. That fee will be another twenty-five thaler."
"Outrageous!" Georg boomed.
"To handle the higher traffic load of the capital, the city is now requiring that the streets are paved. Shipping in those materials has proven difficult. so that fee will be fifty thaler."
"I will not stand for this." Georg's anger and frustration from the past months finally had a focus on which to crystallize and his posture shifted to something more aggressive—until he noticed the flat look in three sets of eyes, and the nonchalant confidence in their bodies.
Von Wachtel continued once Georg settled back on his heels. "And then there is the matter of my fee. Three percent of the value of the property payable in the next two days, or at the beginning of the year at my office in Magdeburg."
The bluster drained from him as Georg slumped onto a stool he used for fittings. His mind was running in circles, too many numbers had flown by and all he could see was the walls full of shoes it would take to pay for all of that. "I will never get free of this closet.”
****
Andreas remembered going into a similar slump when he heard about the sack. His brother’s family had lived in the city and they were not among the lucky few survivors. He had already avenged them on the battlefield when he was approached with this task. He knew ensuring Magdeburg was rebuilt the right way was the best legacy for them now. As always he said a silent prayer for their souls.
[image: sack]

Of course the man in front of him was not worried for his family, but for himself, so Andreas did not feel too guilty using some up-time marketing techniques on him.
"I'm sorry. I'm just the messenger. But . . ." He placed a hand on Georg's shoulder to lift him up. ". . . I may be able to help. A group of the survivors have banded together to see that the city is rebuilt better than before and the Reclaiming the Maiden Fund is interested in purchasing land in the old city.”
It took Georg several moments before he could give a nod of understanding.
“No one can predict what the land in the city will be worth now that it is the new capital, so the fund is offering to pay what the property was worth prior to the sack, rather than the ashes it is now, and, of course, if the fund buys the land it is responsible for all of the fees. The land may be worth more, so the fund was set up to donate half of the profits directly to the rebuilding effort. That’s all we want, a beautiful city to honor the fallen.”
“I think Hans would like that too, but . . . you didn’t mention how much you could offer.”
“The Fund is offering a thousand thaler for this plot. Of course if you travel to Magdeburg yourself and try to sell directly you can probably make more, but—if you accept the offer—the funds will come to you.”
Georg had gone slack-jawed at the number. “I could afford to move into a new shop, hire some journeyman. Stop making workmen’s shoes and take commissions again. Do you have the contract with you?”
“I can return with it tomorrow. Take some time to think on it, I’ll be back tomorrow afternoon.” Andreas knew marketing techniques were not the only up-time concepts applied to this task. Spitzer had been very clear when explaining what “claw back” meant in terms of commissions.
“Sleep well, Georg.”
****
Georg did and his dreams alternated between a new shop and fanciful designs. He woke with no doubt as to what he would do.


March, 1633
Magdeburg
Johann riffled through a small stack of papers as he came into Otto's office.
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"Here are the latest deeds for the Fund. The Weavers' Guild will be happy. We finally got an answer about the lot adjacent to their old hall. They'll be able to expand."
"I've seen the design they've drawn up. It will be impressive." Otto could already see the city rising from the ashes.
"We've found the owners for over half the city. If the council’s agents keep up this pace, we should be nearly done by mid-year." Johann handed the deeds to Otto as he continued. "More importantly there are only a few of the really critical street front properties left. The extra bounty on those seems to have provided the proper motivation."
"And now that the weavers are happy, we should be able to get the 'eminent domain' provisions approved by the council." Otto could feel at least a little tension lifting.
"I’m starting to think we won’t need them after all. There have only been a handful of challenges and about half of the new owners have accepted the offer from Reclaiming the Maiden. You should take a look at that second deed. Property Seventeen, Alter Markt. Great view of the Imperial Palace's foundation. Two lots down from the one that caused that bidding war last week."
"Who won that anyway?" Otto had been too busy to really follow all the details.
"An imperial knight from Württemberg, of all things. If this one sells for even half as much, the fund will have earned back the initial investments."
Otto smiled. “Sometimes asking the right question can make it clear what’s really important. Now that we have just the people who want to be here we can really get to work.”
****









Squarely the Best by Jackie Britton Lopatin
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Piano-making firm of Bledsoe and Riebeck, Grantville, August 1632
"Marcus, you have got to be kidding!" Ingram Bledsoe exclaimed, staring at his long-time friend in disbelief.
"No, Ingram, I'm not kidding," Marcus Wendell replied. "I visited three instrument makers in Jena last week and they all gave me the same answer . . . no. These woodwinds only seem to be like what they make. Once they got a good look at the mechanism keywork and pads underneath, they weren't interested in spending a whole lot of time and money trying to duplicate them. Their customers are happy with their keyless instruments, so forget it. They're not interested."
"But there are a lot of modern instruments being recreated now, and the down-time musicians are loving them."
[image: businessman]"Yeah. The technology needed for making guitars, pianos, trombones, trumpets and other horns aren't all that different from what they're used to, but the woodwinds are an entirely different breed of cat. The fingering is so different and the mechanism is so complex and unlike anything these guys have ever made. I'm beginning to understand why it took Theobald Boehm so many years to develop his final version of the flute. Any sensible businessman wouldn't have been willing to invest the time and resources necessary . . . they'd have given it up if it wasn't immediately profitable. Aren't we lucky that Boehm hadn't been a sensible kind of businessman . . . he was a musician. He designed and refined the kind of flutes he wanted to be able to play and—after decades had passed—the music world came around to his way of thinking.
"I don't know how I can justify teaching new kids to play the Boehm instruments when there aren't any new ones being made. Somehow, someway, we have to expand the franchise."


Grantville High School Band Room, June 1633
"This is all your fault, Marcus!" Ingram stormed into the Grantville High School band room after school had let out for the day. "That instrument maker from Mainz, Leopold What'shisface, just talked Cheyenne into becoming his apprentice! She's cutting back on everything 'superfluous,' " Ingram punctuated the word with air quotes, "and getting into the GED program."
"What? She's too young! She just barely completed her freshman year!"
"Yeah," Ingram agreed. "If I'd realized she'd do something like this, I never would have agreed to let her skip a couple of grades. But she's almost fifteen and she's said that she'll have her mother supervise her home-schooling work early in the morning so she can spend most of the day at the Brassworks. So one way or another, I don't get much of a say in the matter."
"Damn," Marcus continued, frowning, "I'd been counting on having Cheyenne in the band for the next three years and I was starting to teach her instrument maintenance. I don't see many kids with the intelligence and flexibility of mind to be able to switch from one instrument to another the way she can."
"Well, you try talking her out of it," Ingram snarled. "This Leopold jerk has her convinced that he's just the guy to tap into the up-time instrument market, and that putting in the time until graduation is just 'stupid.'"


Grantville High School Gymnasium, September 1636
With a tap on his music stand and an upward wave of his baton, Marcus brought the school assembly to a hushed silence. Exchanging nods with his first chair flute, Bob Davidson, he gave the down beat for the tall, dark-haired senior to begin playing the Star-Spangled Banner. So far, so good, he thought, happily taking in the sight of this year's band in all its white on black uniformed glory, fluffy white plumes riding high off the top of the tall, visored hats.
The plan for this first pep rally of the new school year was for the solo flute to start it off, and then be joined by the rest of the band. Just as Marcus was about to widen his gestures to include the full band, the end of Bob's flute fell off.
As the sound of the piece hitting the floor was still reverberating throughout the gymnasium, and as the gasps of sympathy were beginning, Marcus vigorously motioned the band to start playing.
Out of the corner of his eye, Marcus watched as Bob stared in disbelief at the foot joint on the floor and scooped it up. Shaking his head at him, he motioned Bob over to his seat on the bleacher with a quick flick of his left hand while his baton kept the beat going. Bob sat there quietly throughout the entire pep rally, holding both pieces of his flute on his lap, staring straight ahead.
What a rotten thing to have happen, Marcus thought, but I'm so proud of how he's handling it. Just like a professional.
****
What a great start to the school year, Bob groaned to himself, slamming open his band locker and pulling out his regular blue jeans. So much for having won a seat in the Magdeburg Symphony, he thought as he unzipped his uniform pants, stepped out of them, and placed them neatly on a wooden hanger along with the jacket. Hanging it on the nearby uniform rack, he stepped into his blue jeans, pulled them up, zipped them closed, and fastened the belt.
It was bad enough that the Ring of Fire left all the music stores behind, along with all the decent flutes in the universe, leaving me with no place to buy my own flute, my own voice. So much for my thinking I could have a career as a flutist. I'd hoped that there'd be a military band before I graduated, something more than a fife and bugle drum corps, so I'd be able to play regularly in and around my regular military duties. But I guess that's just another pipe dream. I might be able to get a good keyless flute or fife at Gruenwald's, but it looks as though the only way I'm going to get my own flute is if I can make it myself.
If only I can . . . make . . . it . . . myself.
Shutting his locker carefully and quietly, Bob walked down the hall to his first class.


Grantville High School Band Room, Later that week
Bob was hesitant to approach him after class, but he really wanted to know. "Mr. Wendell, do you think I could build a new flute in machine shop this year?"
"Hmmm." Marcus Wendell took a moment to think as he straightened up the music on his stand. "With the right kind of help, it shouldn't be impossible. It depends on whether you want to make a 'good enough' flute or a really excellent one. It also depends on whether you want to make one just for yourself or whether you want to design and make flutes for sale."
"Huh?"
"Bob, if you want to make and sell a bunch of student flutes, like the one you've been learning on, like the one which just fell apart on you in the middle of a performance, then sure, go ahead and measure your flute to the nth degree while you're taking machine shop and drafting class. However you get a working flute, you'll definitely find a market for it. There are a lot of down-time musicians hungry for an up-time flute now that Marla Linder has the orchestra going in Magdeburg and made it plain that one-keyed flutes with their limited range need not apply."
"Oh." Bob paused a minute to think. After a moment, he straightened his spine and blurted out, "I don't care about making a bunch of flutes for other people, I just want a really good flute to play on."
"Oh, thank goodness." Bob was surprised to see his teacher slump in relief and say, "that's exactly what I was hoping you'd say.
"Bob, anybody who has plans for riches and glory in making up-time flutes is doomed to either disappointment or mediocrity. The original designer of the modern concert flute, Theobald Boehm, never made a fortune making flutes. He was a virtuoso on the simple system flute and could have continued doing what he did so well. When he designed his first keyed flute, he had to teach himself how to play all over again."
Letting out a sigh, he continued. "It's sad but true that most people don't want to change if what they're doing is good enough. It took Boehm fifteen years to perfect his design, and it was decades more before the music world came to appreciate what he'd done. It took a whole generation of kids growing up playing—and competing—on Boehm-system flutes for the older flutists and flute makers to realize that what they were doing wasn't good enough anymore. As you've found through experience, a Boehm flute has a bigger range than a simple system flute and it's easier to produce a strong and even tone throughout that range.
"You, at least, know what a really good flute sounds and feels like, which is a big advantage over every other down-time player. And if you're not too busy being a businessman, worrying about the practicalities of the idea, you'll have a lot better chance of leading the way back into the future of music. It's not going to be easy, but if you approach it with the right attitude, it should be possible."
Gathering up his music, and gesturing for Bob to follow, he started walking over to his desk in the far corner of the room.
"Bob, I'm going to share with you a secret I've been holding onto since before the Ring of Fire."
[image: Lopatin flute]Sitting down at his desk, he pulled open the lower file drawer and withdrew a dark, glossy brochure. "Ta-da!" he said with a flourish, "Behold the flute of the future!"
Bob sank into the chair beside the desk, opened the brochure and gasped. "Wow, Mr. Wendell, I've never seen a flute with square cups before!" he exclaimed, staring at the picture of two glistening flutes spanning the width of both pages, one with round cups and one with square cups. "Why would anyone put square cups on a flute?"
"To cover the square tone holes underneath them, of course," he replied with a smile. "You've never seen one of these before because they were very new in the 1990s and only displayed at flute fairs and conventions. I looked it up on the Internet well before the Ring of Fire and yes, it's an acoustically sound idea. The straight edge allows the air column formed by the opening and closing of a key to hit the note all at the same time for a quicker, cleaner response, while the square shape allows for a larger amount of air flow in the lower notes without compromising the tube."
Tapping the picture, he continued. "A former student of mine went to the National Flute Association's convention when it was in New York City and brought me back this brochure. He was absolutely raving about this fabulous new flute he'd tried, about how much easier it was to hit the low notes, and yet the high notes were fairly easy to hit and so much more in tune than his step-up flute. He couldn't afford one, of course, since he wasn't getting enough gigs to justify the cost of a professional flute, but it definitely made it onto his wish list.
"I don't know if making a square-holed flute is practical or realistic from a business point of view—you'll need to show this picture to your shop teacher and talk it over with him—but at least it's a worthy goal for this universe we find ourselves in . . . a flute that's better than just 'good enough.' "
As Bob was leaving the band room, flute brochure tucked carefully into a notebook on one arm and his flute case dangling from the other, he glanced back over his shoulder and saw his teacher smiling proudly after him.
****
Two days after Bob proposed his idea, Marcus was pleased to see the word starting to get around in sixth period band class.
"Hey, Ralphie!" Bob leaned back to hiss at Ralph Onofrio, the lead clarinet player who sat behind him. "Take a look at this! Isn't this neat?"
Marcus glanced over in time to see Bob pass him a short length of copper tubing and see how unimpressed Ralph looked.
"It's a copper pipe with a square hole in it," he whispered back. "What's so great about it?"
"Nothing much," Bob replied, pulling out the brochure and opening it up so that Ralph could see the middle spread, "until you put it together with something like this."
"Whoa!" Marcus grinned at Ralph's exclamation. "What kind of flute is that guy playing? Is that new?" Marcus was particularly pleased to see that his star saxophone player, Abe Nasi, scion of the jewelry-making firm of Roth and Nasi, leaning forward and taking an interest as well.
That's it, little fishies, spread the bait far and wide, Marcus thought, stepping up to his lectern and straightening the papers there.
****
Stefan Klein was in his second year at the State of Thuringia-Franconia Technical College, located adjacent to Grantville High School. He was studying the mathematics and engineering of the building trades when the buzz started going around about Bob Davidson's quest for an up-time flute. A better flute, he amended mentally, agreeing with the logic behind the thought. What's the point of making something that's merely as good as what they had up-time, why not strive for 'better'?
Which is why he was here in the band room observing what he'd been told were the "Boehm-system, or Boehm-style woodwinds," fully keyed instruments which he was finding deceptively simple-looking. Bob had disassembled his flute during a machinist class, and they had been amazed to realize that those few pieces were actually a multitude of items all soldered together in very unique ways. "Parts and parts and parts and parts!" as Mr. O'Keefe had phrased it, in his colorful Grantville way.
As they had been examining the keywork closely, one of the machining students had discovered tiny pins on the mechanism tubing which could be carefully removed for even more detailed cleaning. Their discovery had surprised even Bob . . . he hadn't known they were there.
His eye was caught by the attractive young oboist with brown hair pulled straight back into a simple ponytail. As she played along with the band, he found himself itching to disassemble her instrument as well.
****
Gerda Heinzenburg had spotted him right away sitting in the back when she came into the band room at Grantville High School. Light brown hair, tortoise-shell glasses sliding down his nose, and much broader shoulders than any geek was entitled to have.
Not a high school student, she deduced immediately. Not an up-timer, either, judging by his clothes. Nice wool slacks, but with a working man's cut. Not quite blue jeans, which is what an up-timer would have been wearing, but not the horrendously embroidered status-seeking clothes of the pseudo-nobility, either. That flannel shirt looks comfortable and warm, not fancy.
Flashing him a smile as she sat down in her section seat, she busied herself with opening up her case and assembling her oboe. As she made mental excuses occasionally to look at him over her shoulder, she realized his gaze was focused on her . . . oboe.
Another wanna-be instrument maker, she sighed to herself, sucking on one double reed as another soaked in a glass of water on her music stand. They're all over the place now. What on earth has Bob Davidson gotten started? She mentally shrugged. Oh well, at least he's cute.
****
"So let me get this straight," Gerda said, in her best up-time fashion as she and Stefan sat together in the cafeteria, "you asked to have lunch with me so that you could examine my oboe?"
As Stefan reddened, stammered and generally grew incoherent, Gerda rolled her eyes, shook her head, and used the word, "Geeks!" as an expletive.
Shoving the hard black plastic case across the cafeteria table at him, she slid her tray further down the table away from him. "Return it to the band room when you're done. It belongs to the school, not to me."
****
"Marcus!" Erwin O'Keefe, the Industrial Arts instructor for the State of Thuringia-Fraconia Technical College, caught up to him as he was heading into the teacher's lounge. "What's going on with your band kids? One of them started asking me questions about making flutes and the next thing I know just about every tech student has got a question or a project going on that relates to some kind of musical instrument."
"Really?" Marcus asked, raising his eyebrows in surprise.
"Really," Erwin replied emphatically. "My students pulled in the Partow twins to advise them on available technology and it's just blossomed out from there."
"Is that a problem?" Marcus grinned.
"Well, no, but since the questions all seem to be centered around a picture of a square-holed flute that someone framed and hung in the drafting room, I figured you might know what's going on."
"So that's where my brochure ended up!" Marcus exclaimed. "My first chair flute asked me about making his own flute and I showed him that brochure I had with a picture of what had been the very latest up-time design. I was hoping to inspire him to be the new Theobald Boehm, the guy who designed the first modern concert flute back in the nineteenth century."
"Well, it looks like you've opened up a bottle and let an instrument-making genie out," Erwin snorted. "I've got one guy working on a square-holed clarinet, another couple on a flute and piccolo, still another on an oboe and a whole group of guys are working on about three different kinds of saxophones."
"All the major woodwind groups? That's terrific!"
"Yeah, well, they've infected the whole Tech Center with the possibilities. The business division kids are outlining business plans considering the investment possibilities, the marketing department kids are writing up press releases, and every student in my shop classes—both machine shop and wood shop—have found some aspect or problem to focus on. It's all 'square-holed this,' or 'square-holed that,' or 'consider the acoustical aspects of giving a straight edge to each tone hole on this, that, or another instrument.' I've never seen anything like it before," he said, shaking his head. "What kind of a fire did you light under these kids?"
"I have no idea," Marcus replied with a smile, "but I'm looking forward to finding out."
****
Marcus found Bob in one of the practice rooms after school, working on his tone exercises. Sounding pretty good, he thought to himself as he listened. Nice and even.
"Hey, Bob," he said, pulling up one of the two plastic chairs in the room. "How's the flute making going?"
Bob lowered the flute to his lap and shook his head. "Damned if I know."
At Marcus' questioning look, he continued. "I show up for machine shop and somebody'll have me test something they made to see if the reality backs up their mathematics. If I'm lucky, they'll let me work on one of the machines doing something real basic. Yesterday I actually got to punch out blanks for one size of the cups someone designed. When I asked the engineering student why they were using round blanks to make square cups he spouted something about eliminating stress and material at the corners . . . or something . . . and all but patted my cheek and told me not to worry my sweet-little, flute-playing head about it.
"Sheesh," he continued. "It's not as if I want to make flutes for the rest of my life, but I thought I was going to be making my flute, not having someone else—lots of someone else's—make it for me.
"So since all the engineering and machining students have made it plain that they consider my role to be mainly that of product tester, I figured I'd better spend my free time becoming the best product tester they can get."
Marcus grinned in delight. "I have some beginning flute students who could use some extra tutoring if you're interested."
"That's not a bad idea," Bob nodded. "I could use the experience, and I certainly seem to have the time."
Bob raised the flute back up to his lips and Marcus stood up and slipped out the door as the sounds of a chromatic scale filled the room.
****
"Gerda!" Stefan called to her in the hallway as he saw her about to turn into the band room.
"What?" she turned to look over her shoulder. Her smile faltered when she saw who it was. "Oh, it's you," she said. "Do you need to look at my oboe again?"
"Nein!" he said happily. "No, I have something I want you to see."
Following her into the band room, he waited until she had put down her books and freed up her hands.
"Here," he said, pushing a folded piece of graph paper at her with one hand as he pushed his glasses back up into place with the other.
Gerda sat down in her chair before accepting it. As she opened it up and saw what was drawn there, her eyes widened.
"What is this?" she demanded. "This doesn't look anything at all like my oboe, it looks like, like some kind of insect!"
"It's a design for the oboe in brass," he explained. "I don't have access to the grenadilla, the African blackwood that your oboe is made out of. Even if someone handed me a good block of it today, it would take years of carefully working the wood step by step and letting it rest for months in between each step before it would be ready to become an oboe."
"No," Gerda said decisively, refolding the paper and thrusting it back at him. "It's bad enough that you're going along with Bob Davidson's square-holed woodwinds nonsense, but there's no way I'm going to play a metal oboe. Find some kind of wood for making your oboes, or forget it!"
Just then, the warning bell went off and Stefan looked up in dismay as the room started filling up with students dashing into their seats and pulling out their instruments.


Gruenwald Brass Works, December 1636
Cheyenne Bledsoe flipped the switch and carefully shifted the lathe's belt lever forward to release the tension on it before turning the chuck key to release the newly reamed out length of boxwood. She maneuvered it off the machine and dipped the ends in melted beeswax before setting it onto a side table with others just like it. She was just about to insert another dowel when she heard the bell on the front door jangle, announcing a visitor to the sales room.
Glancing over at the other workbenches lining the back wall of windows, she saw that everyone else had their hands full, so she nodded at Master Gruenwald, set the dowel back down and reached into her back pocket for her bandana before heading for the front.
****
As Stefan looked around the sales room at the various instruments on display, a slight, brown-haired girl wearing a work apron over blue jeans and a dark t-shirt came out into the front room, wiping her hands on a rag.
"Could I help you?" she asked politely.
"Y-yes," Stefan stammered out. "My name is Stefan Klein and I'm an engineering student up at the Tech College. I was wondering if you could help me with some information."
"I'd be happy to try," the girl said with an encouraging smile. "My name is Cheyenne Bledsoe, and I'm one of Master Gruenwald's senior apprentices.
A female apprentice? Stefan thought briefly before saying, "Thank you. I have here a picture of an up-time woodwind instrument I've been designing, but I don't know where to find some of the materials I'd need to make it." He pulled a folded piece of paper from his pocket and spread it out on top of the counter.
"Let's see what you've got," Cheyenne said, leaning over the paper.
"Ooh!" she exclaimed after a moment's exam. "You're making an up-time oboe!"
"Well," Stefan said, diffidently, "I'm trying to design an oboe."
Looking a little closer at the paper, Cheyenne pulled back to look up at him, puzzled. "What's with the square keys?"
Stefan cast about him both mentally and physically, trying to think of the best way to express the concept. His eyes lit on one of the up-time trumpets on display.
"It works on much the same principle as this trumpet you have here," he said, slowly. "If you push down on one of the valves, you're changing the length of the air column you're making as you blow into it." Cheyenne nodded.
"The main thing with the trumpet, though, is that the air is coming out of the same size hole at the end. It's as if you're playing a whole bunch of different-sized trumpets all at the same time."
"Okay," Cheyenne frowned, concentrating. "I can see that. . . ."
"But when you're playing one of the woodwinds," he continued, "the only note that's all correct on it is the very lowest note . . . the one that's formed by closing all the keys. Everything else is almost correct and not quite as strong as the low note because you don't have as much air hitting each note. When you add in der krümmung, the curvature of the round hole, you don't even have the air hitting the note all at the same time."
"Oh," Cheyenne said, raising one eyebrow. "I never thought about that when I was trying to learn how to play the woodwinds in middle school."
Stefan nodded. "The square gives a straight edge to each air column so it can hit the note all at the same time. On the lower notes, where the round tone holes are as big as possible for the size of the tube, putting corners on each tone hole allows a lot more air to hit each note."
"Really?"
"Yes, over twenty-five percent more air volume, and that's significant."
"Oh, I can see that." Cheyenne nodded.
"It's based on acoustical tests we've performed up at the college on a flute," he continued, "but we've determined that the same rules of physics should apply to all the woodwinds. Mathematically, it seems to be a sound idea, but we won't know for sure until we test it empirically."
"Oh," Cheyenne said brightly. "You won't know for sure if it works until you make a prototype."
"Precisely!" Stefan smiled with relief at her quick understanding. "I'm needing some wood to make my prototype out of, but I don't even know what I'm looking for or where to look."
"You came to the right place," Cheyenne said enthusiastically. "Master Gruenwald has a good supply of boxwood suitable for both down-time flutes and oboes that we've been seasoning and shaping step by careful step that would probably work well for this. We have a fair amount of time, labor and money into them, so it'll cost you a premium price per length, but you'd be able to start shaping the final form right away."
"Wonderful!"
"We also have some good sources of cork and felt which you'll need for finishing your instrument. We use them on the up-time trumpets we make and the up-time instruments we help Mr. Wendell maintain. Come on back into our work area, and I'll introduce you to Master Gruenwald. He'll be happy to learn about your project."
****
"What nice wood you've found, Stefan!" Ralph Onofrio said, picking up a turned length and peering down its center bore. "Did you find any suitable for clarinets?"
Stefan's face fell. "No," he said, "At least not locally. Master Gruenwald was willing—reluctantly—to sell me a few of these pieces of boxwood he's been working on since he first came to Grantville, but he didn't have anything that was both far enough along to be able to work and big enough at the base. So your wooden clarinet will have to wait . . . you'll have to make do right now with brass or silver.
"Don't feel bad, though. Gerda's pissed that her English horn is going to have to wait, too."
****
It took Marcus a while to find out the full story about the instrument making, but he finally got most of the information from the school newspaper after the Christmas break.
Senior Project Encompasses School read the headline. It went on to talk about how Bob Davidson, a high school senior and first chair of the marching and symphonic bands, found himself in need of a new flute before his graduation in June 1637. When he discussed the possibilities with his band director, he was given a picture of the latest design for up-time flutes: a flute with square keys and tone holes instead of round.
" 'Fully intending to reproduce this flute himself,' " Marcus read aloud, " 'Bob quickly found himself in over his head. Showing the picture to friends around the school and asking questions, his quest for the flute of the future came to the attention of the engineering and machining classes of the SoTF Technical College, located adjacent to the Grantville High School.'
"So that's why I've had those college kids observing band practice lately!" Marcus lowered the paper briefly as he laughed before continuing. " 'It was quickly determined that yes, square tone holes make a difference in the playing qualities of the flute, and it was further determined that this same principle also applies to the other Boehm-style woodwinds: the piccolo, the clarinet, the oboe, and the saxophone.'
"All the major woodwinds!" Marcus all but danced in place. "Hot damn!"
Sobering, he continued reading.
A difference in opinion about whether it's best to have the bodies be in all one long piece or in two segments has split the instrument designers into two camps, with the wood shop classes split down the middle between them. Part of the shop classes are designing cases for the full-length instruments, and the remaining students are betting on the success of the segmented bodies . . .
Before he could finish reading the article, Marcus heard a scuffle out in the hallway. Rapidly setting the paper aside, he rushed out to find Bob and an older student in angry confrontation.
"No!" Bob said shrilly, trying to pull away from the grasp on his upper arm. "Don't put me in the middle!"
"Hey!" Marcus said sharply. "What's going on here? Take your hands off him!"
"Mr. Wendell!" Bob cried out to him in a panic, finally jerking free. "They're wanting me to be the deciding vote between the two types of instrument bodies; long or segmented! What do I do? Either way I'm going to have a bunch of people mad at me!"
"Calm down, Bob," Marcus said firmly. "Both of you, get in here."
Bob flung himself into one of the chairs, and the other student cautiously sat in another. Marcus pulled up another chair, swung it around backwards and straddled it, facing them both.
"First," he said, pointing at the older boy who was a little shorter than Bob, but of a sturdier build with light brown hair and tortoise-shell glasses, "aren't you one of the students at the Tech College? You sat in on one of our band practices a few weeks ago."
"Yes sir," he said, pushing his glasses back up further on his nose. "I'm Stefan Klein, one of Mr. Carson's building trades students, but when I heard about the square-holed woodwinds, I became interested in their acoustical properties . . . the physics and the mathematics involved. It's quite an interesting subject, with a lot of practical applications."
"That's great," Marcus said. "But why were you all but fighting in the hallway just now?"
The panic had started to recede from Bob's eyes as Stefan spoke. He took a deep breath and said, "Stefan and the other Tech students were all getting along fine when they were doing the acoustical testing. They were able to agree on scale and pitch and what size to make the cups for all the different instruments. That picture you gave me helped a lot.
"They started making a business plan and raised the money to buy the material. Mostly brass, but some silver, and they even found some well-seasoned boxwood for the oboes and piccolos.
"They'd divvied up the tool and die and other tool-making jobs between themselves," he continued. "They started making the parts and were 'kind enough,' " a trace of bitterness seeped into Bob's voice, "to let me help. Just enough so that I could claim that I 'made' my own flute and have learned how to use all the machinery. They gave me an hour punching out cups here, an hour turning some posts on the lathe there. But when it came to any of the more complicated work, like soldering, they couldn't send me away to the Home Ec department to work on the pads quick enough."
Bob made a rude sound before continuing.
"Then they became absolutely deadlocked on this whole body structure business. Gerda complained to Stefan that she didn't want to have to lug her oboe around in a big long case, and so he drew up plans for segmenting all of the instruments, just the way they were up-time. But another faction opposed this, saying that made them more complicated than they needed to be and making even more parts that can go wrong. They're using what happened to me at that pep rally to absolutely justify their point-of-view and there's no talking them out of it. So they finally want me—me of all people—to make the final decision.
"What am I going to do, Mr. Wendell?"
"First of all, do you guys actually have a working instrument yet?"
"Nein," Stefan said. "No, but we're getting pretty close. Many of them have been buffed and polished now, and we have Cheyenne Bledsoe from the Brass Works helping with the final corking, felting and padding of all of the instruments."
Marcus nodded his head. "She's a good choice," he said. "She knows about as much about how all the woodwinds are put together as anyone I can think of right now. I do know she was disappointed when Gruenwald decided he couldn't afford to spend the time reproducing the modern woodwinds."
Stefan nodded his head in agreement. "I am not surprised," he said. "These instruments are so very complex. I was amazed to realize that there are over two hundred parts to a modern flute alone."
"That many?" Marcus asked, startled.
Stefan nodded again. "What looks like a single part often turned out to be made up of several parts soldered together. It's very precise and painstaking work."
"Whew," Marcus shook his head in amazement. "I didn't have a clue." He paused a minute. "Do you think there are going to be any acoustical benefits to one type of body or the other?"
Stefan hesitated before answering. "Not really. All of these instruments are being made to the same scale and pitch, so they all should sound good and blend well with each other. I feel that making the instruments in segmented bodies doesn't add that many parts to their making, and there are benefits to having them fit into compact carrying cases."
Bob snorted. "He just wants to make Gerda happy!"
Marcus looked up at the ceiling and took a deep breath.
"Let's see," he said, after a moment. "We have challenges and opportunities, as the ladies in the League of Women Voters like to say. Bob, I agree you should be one of the judges of these two designs for the up-time flutes, but only one of them. This is too big of an issue for yours to be the sole deciding vote."
Locking eyes with Stefan, he said firmly, "If you want to do this as a contest between the two designs, then we'll by darn make it a contest!"
****
Marcus was busier than usual over the next month, deciding on the final format of the contest, the venue, choosing the performers and then helping coach the performers in their choice of demonstration piece. Although he was disappointed to learn that no, there was no way to get the bigger versions of the sax and the oboe—a baritone sax and an English horn—ready in time for the contest, he was glad that that cut down on the number of performers needed, since space was going to be tight.
He decreed that if they were going to have a contest, then it would be used to raise money for the band uniform fund. All of the old uniforms were at least ten years old and if they were finally going to be able to expand the band, he wanted enough matching uniforms to go around.
The marketing students drew up press releases, radio spots and promotional flyers, and started selling advertising and tickets.
In the town and the Tech Center, they started laying wagers and buying up shares in the newly formed Grantville Musical Instrument mutual fund.
****
"Is there any more boring job than padding a flute?" Bob asked dispiritedly while sitting at a long table with a mostly disassembled silver flute in front of him.
"Or an oboe, a clarinet or a saxophone," Cheyenne added from the workbench next to him. Both of them, along with Cheyenne's younger brother, Laramie, sitting opposite them, were wielding little popsicle sticks with a small strip of tissue paper glued onto the end, feeling for leaks in their instruments.
"Sheesh," Bob grumped. "I think the whole thing is done and it sounds great, and then I come in the next day and there are leaks again. Put the keys all on, test for leaks. Find one, take them all off, shim up the pad, put them all back on, test again, repeat. Geez. It feels as if I've been doing this forever."
"At least we didn't have to make the pads," Laramie pointed out cheerily. "The ladies in the Home Ec Department just fell all over themselves to help with that."
"Who'da guessed they were looking for more portable jobs that women—or really, anyone—could do from home," Bob nodded. "These instruments certainly don't care who made the pads or keeps them cleaned, oiled and adjusted. Once Mr. Wendell told them how much a good technician got up-time for a COA, they were falling all over themselves to learn. He was even able to recruit a couple more freshmen for the band."
Cheyenne sighed. "I miss being in the band. It was a lot of fun. Dressing up in uniform and marching in a parade was the best." Cheyenne smiled. "I was in middle school back in 1631 when Mr. Wendell called me up to march in that first Fourth of July parade with the high school band. It was the craziest three days, but crazy fun. At the end of it all, Mr. Wendell was happy that even though some of the band members were left up-time, he was still able to get a warm body into every single band uniform for the biggest turn-out possible. I was totally hooked and wanted to learn how to play every instrument in the band.
"And I can, too," she added. "I'm not great on any of them, but I can oompah on the tuba in time, trill on the piccolo, follow the percussion line for any of the drums and cymbals, and pretty much demonstrate the range of every instrument the Brass Works makes."
"Why'd you quit school, then?" Bob asked. "If I'm not being too nosy," he added.
"It seemed like a good idea at the time." She shrugged. "Actually, Laramie, here, talked me into it. He was twelve at the time, and he pointed out that instrument-making is considered a craft, and if we were to apprentice ourselves to Master Leopold as soon as possible—at age fourteen—then by the time our seven years of apprenticeship was over, we'd be able to either set up our own shop or at least be journeymen by about the time we would have normally been graduating from college up-time."
"Hey!" Laramie interjected. "If we'd waited until we graduated high school, we would have had seven years of apprenticeship to get through and we would have been twenty-five. Free by age twenty-one with a good craft sounded sensible."
"Yeah," Cheyenne agreed with a sigh as she picked up a small, long-bladed screwdriver and proceeded to disassemble her oboe's mechanism. "Dad was going into business with Master Riebeck and he was getting together with Elisabetha and all her kids, and it just felt more comfortable with Leopold. Of course, that's when he was making all kinds of big noises about wanting to be the first to make the up-time instruments. After all, he already knew how to make down-time crumhorns, trumpets, hunting horns, sackbuts, simple system flutes and oboes. How much harder could the up-timer versions be?"
Laramie chortled. "Boy, was he surprised when he finally got his shop set up and got his hands on some of the band's instruments! Lots more complicated than he thought. The pads on the woodwinds alone about sent him into shock. He didn't have a clue what besides felt and a stiff paper backing was involved, and he knew that plain felt wouldn't work well." He put down his feeler gauge, picked up the tenor sax he was working on and started looking at it from different angles.
"It was only recently that Marla Linder mentioned 'fish skin' around the right person," Cheyenne continued the narrative, "and learned that this is actually goldbeater's skin which is easily available through any down-time jeweler. Little things like that were total bottlenecks for Leopold. It wasn't that he didn't want to make these instruments, he simply couldn't. Once he'd figured out how to make valves for the up-time brasses, though, he decided to specialize in up-time trombones and trumpets and not worry about the woodwinds. He had enough on his plate as it was."
"But he makes a great valved trumpet, now," Laramie added. "And one of the older journeymen in the shop is working on a tuba as his master piece."
"Cool," said Bob, nodding his head. "Good timing, that. I read somewhere that Mike Stearns wants more brass players in his army, to go along with the drummers and other down-time players he already has."
"Mike?" Cheyenne laughed, flipping her bangs back from her face. "I heard it was his son, Barry, who thought his daddy needed a big brass band. Everyone else just agreed it was a great idea and immediately contacted Master Gruenwald. That order's going to keep us all busy for quite some time. It's a good thing your engineering geeks attracted his attention with these woodwinds, though, otherwise we wouldn't be here. If we were journeymen, we wouldn't be here. Apprentices only have to fed and clothed . . . journeymen have to be paid."
"Not to change the subject," Bob said, starting to reassemble his keywork, starting with the foot joint keys, "But you still haven't gotten your GED yet, have you?"
"No, Cheyenne said, disgustedly. "Between work and everything, it just never became a priority. Mom started out trying to do the home-schooling thing with Laramie and me, but that just kind of petered out, particularly when Laramie turned fourteen and became a full-time apprentice. But now that I've had a chance to sit in on some of the classes they're starting to offer here at the Tech College, I'm really going to get on it. It's pretty amazing how they can work out so much about an instrument's acoustics through mathematics." She kicked Laramie under the table, who grimaced at her. "Laramie, too. 1637 is going to be our year for getting it done. It's ironic, though, that this is actually a year behind when I would have graduated if I'd just stayed in school the way I should've. The time just went by faster than I ever would have thought. After you've put in a full day's work, it's hard to have any energy left for studying."
Bob finished re-hooking up the straight spring wires into their tiny spring catches under the cups and nodded. "Yeah, when I helped out with maintenance at the power plant during the summer, I'd just drag myself home after work. I was too tired to practice or do much of anything in the evening. I found I had to get up ridiculously early simply to be able to get an hour's practice in every day to keep from losing my embouchure. But I knew I loved playing the flute and that I didn't want to put it aside, not if I can possibly make my living at it."
He peered down the inside of the body. "Looks good!"
Running his fingers up and down the keywork, he added, "Feels good . . . nice and snappy!"
Inserting the head joint and lifting it to his lips, he gave it a good run up and down the scale. "Sounds great!"
"At the rate we're going," Cheyenne said, looking over at the instruments left to pad, "We may be able to get them all done by graduation. Too bad the contest is much sooner than that."
"Oh, don't be such a pessimist," Bob said, laying the flute carefully on the table. "At the beginning of the school year I wouldn't have thought I'd be able to get a new flute at any price, and now here I have two flutes and a piccolo . . . just for the price of materials and my labor."
Cheyenne flashed him a grin. "It helped that the budding musical instrument barons wanted to share the cost of making the tools and buying the materials as much as possible. Anyone who's smart enough to see the future need for up-time instruments bought shares in the new mutual fund and bought one or more of the blank materials kits. I know I bought several of each."
Bob matched her grin. "Me, too."
****
"Phew, Mr. Wendell," Bob said, while he and the other judging musicians were waiting off-stage for the program to begin, "This is making me more nervous than my audition for the Magdeburg Symphony!"
"I'm not surprised, Bob," Marcus replied, straightening up from the peep hole where he had been peering out at the audience. "In many ways there's a lot more riding on this.
"But," he continued quietly, "You have the entire audience pulling for you. We all have a vested interest in seeing the up-time instrument industry succeed."
"Yeah," Bob groaned, leaning over to take a peek. "But it's the first two rows of Tech students I'm worried about. There's no way I can please all of them. They've bet their entire future on the results."
****
Principal Saluzzo was the MC of the competition held in the high school's small television studio with simultaneous radio broadcast on the Voice of America. After welcoming everyone both in the studio and on-air audiences, he carefully outlined what was going to happen and what was at stake.
The camera pulled back to reveal a semi-circle of five musicians dressed in concert black slacks with white shirts or tops, sitting in chairs with three instruments resting upright on pegs in front of them. Principal Saluzzo explained that each performer would perform a one-minute excerpt of their own choosing three times in a row. First on their original segmented up-time instrument, once on their new segmented instrument, and once on their long-bodied instrument. To be strictly fair, each player would use the same head joint, mouth-piece or reed on all three instrument bodies. Each of the players had already been playing on the new instruments for least two weeks, so they wouldn't be playing them cold. The studio audience members would vote for their choice based on what they could hear, the players would vote for which they preferred playing, and the band director, Marcus Wendell, would announce his recommendations to the arts communities.
To no one's surprise, none of the up-time round-holed instruments won any audience votes. It had been acknowledged right from the beginning that the up-time instruments were not of a very high caliber, being all factory-made student or step-up instruments.
Also to no one's surprise, there wasn't much acoustical difference between the down-time versions since they were all handcrafted to the same scale and pitch, and so the audience vote was pretty much split, many declining to vote.
Abe and Matthias, the saxophone players, expressed their opinion that they'd be willing to play either version, any time, since there wasn't any playing difference.
Gerda admitted to being partial to the segmented oboe body, mainly because she liked the convenience of having a nicely compact instrument case. From the front row of the audience, Stefan smiled broadly at her.
Ralph liked the sturdiness of the non-segmented clarinet. Admitting that he liked being able to just grab it up with a minimum of fuss caused a great cheer to rise up from the second row.
Everyone agreed that Bob's evaluation was a masterpiece of diplomacy. "I like both of them," he spoke into the microphone when it came time to give his evaluation. "They both play easily and sound wonderful. But, when I go into the military this summer and am playing on the march, this straight-line flute is what I want to go with me. When I come back to perform in a regular sit-down orchestra, I wouldn't mind the flexibility of being able to adjust the foot joint for my particular fingers. They're both good, and I like them both a lot. I appreciate all the work which went into them, from initial design, to acoustical testing, to execution. The current class of engineers and machinists have done this school proud."
As Bob returned to his seat amidst polite applause, Marcus Wendell stepped up to the microphone.
"I, too, would like to thank all the engineers, machinists and pad-makers who rose to the challenge of re-creating the up-time Boehm instruments. You've accomplished in one school year what it took Theobald Boehm more than fifteen years to accomplish in nineteenth-century Germany. Stand up and take a bow, guys!" He gestured down at the first two rows with the participating students who let out whoops of cheers as they sprang to their feet and raised their hands above their heads. As they settled back down in their seats, Marcus continued.
"I thought I was encouraging one young man to follow in Herr Boehm's footsteps, but I'm thrilled that one up-time picture, which I saved on a whim, has spawned an entirely new class of woodwinds. They combine the best of Boehm's nineteenth-century work with the improved acoustics and robust sound of Leonard Lopatin's SquareONE instrument from the late-twentieth century. As we have seen and heard here tonight, Lopatin's concept is 'squarely' the best."
Marcus paused to grin, savoring with appreciation the groans of dismay from the studio audience.
"But first, before I get on with my announcement, I have an apology to make." Murmurs of surprise rolled through the audience as Marcus held out his hand and gestured Bob to leave his chair at the far end of the semi-circle and come stand beside him at the microphone.
"Bob, when your foot joint fell off during the pep rally at the beginning of this school year, I was so proud of how well you kept your cool. You didn't run, you didn't cry, you maintained your composure in public as a true professional, and I commend you for that. Even better, afterwards, you didn't rail against the unfairness of it all, you simply searched around for the answer to your problem. You looked to see what you could do to make your world better."
Bob stood frozen in the spotlight, unsure quite what to do or how to react as Marcus continued.
"I'm here to tell you now, in front of the whole world, that your foot joint falling off wasn't your fault, or even the fault of your flute. I deliberately put some grease on the tenon of your foot joint in the hope that it would do exactly what it did. If that foot hadn't fallen off, you would have found it hard to reach the low notes anyway, because I sabotaged a couple of your pads and deliberately made them leaky.
"It was a rotten thing for me to do, and I apologize deeply for this. You seemed to be my best hope for getting something going in the up-time flute area. None of the down-time instrument makers were interested in trying something new. Even Leopold Gruenwald of Gruenwald's Brass Works—who is one of the sponsors of this contest tonight—had enough on his plate simply recreating our up-time brass section. It would have been years before he could begin experimenting with the woodwinds, if ever.
"Bob, you're the best and most dedicated flutist I've had in the band since Marla Linder graduated, and if I couldn't get you thinking about how to reproduce the up-time flutes, I didn't know what else I could do."
With a self-deprecating chuckle, he added, "I never thought of actually consulting with the Engineering Department, or showing anyone else that Lopatin brochure. It just never occurred to me.
"But you asked the right questions, and when the engineering students recognized this as a great opportunity and feasible challenge, you did what you could to help. If that meant simply doing useful apprentice-level tasks, that's what you did, all the while working at improving your playing and teaching skills.
"Your willingness to ask questions and seek solutions has started multiple new industries in this world we've found ourselves in and ensured that the music that came along with us will survive. All of us who love the jazz and symphonic music of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries owe you a debt of gratitude."
At this, the entire listening audience burst into spontaneous cheers and applause, led by Marcus who backed away from the microphone and gestured Bob forward to take his place.
As the applause finally died down, Bob leaned forward to speak into the microphone. "I don't know what to say, Mr. Wendell," he said hesitantly. "I actually had figured out by the end of the day that someone had sabotaged my flute, but I thought it was someone playing a nasty joke on me, trying to embarrass me in front of the whole school.
"I had been worrying for quite some time about what I was going to do when I no longer had access to the school's flutes. Earning a seat in the Magdeburg Symphony is pretty meaningless if you no longer have a flute to play, and the school just didn't have any extras to lend out. So although I agree that greasing up the end of my flute was a rotten thing to do, it was also the kindest gift you could have given me." Bob paused as the audience collectively sighed in appreciation.
"So I not only accept your apology, Mr. Wendell, I also want to thank you. Because of that 'prank,' I now not only have two flutes of my own, but a brand new piccolo, too. All of them sound so much better than either of the instruments I had been playing.
"I won't have to worry about losing my job with the symphony any more, and hopefully this broadcast will bring me in lots of students, too!" Bob grinned at the laughter from the audience, bowed to acknowledge the applause that broke out, and backed away to sit back down in his seat.
Marcus moved forward as he applauded until he was once again in front of the microphone. "Thank you for your gracious understanding, Bob. It's much appreciated."
As the camera moved in on Marcus for a close-up, he smiled with relief as he spoke into it. "And now it's time for me to make my decision. It wasn't a hard one and probably could have been made over a month ago, except that I really wanted to raise money for band uniforms." He mugged into the camera as the audience laughed.
"For those of you who are wondering if you're a winner or a loser in this contest, I'd like to say that you've all banded together to create wonderful instruments, each with their own strengths. Although segmented instruments were generally the norm up-time, long-bodied instruments weren't unknown, either, for all the reasons given here tonight. Ultimately, it's all a matter of personal taste as long as the instrument sounds good, and boy, do all of these instruments sound good!
"I'm recommending that the long-bodied instruments be used for military purposes on the march and for student purposes at home, and the segmented versions be used for symphonic purposes. Both schools of thought will find customers for every single instrument they make for a good long time. I hope you all continue to experiment, tinker, and strive to improve the designs of all of these instruments and more." Lowering his voice and raising his eyebrows, he leaned forward to confide conspiratorially with the viewing audience, "Don't forget that the bassoon isn't a Boehm-system woodwind . . . yet."
Returning his posture and voice to normal, he continued. "As far as I'm concerned, all bets are off because you're all winners!"
[image: band]As the applause and cheers began, the camera pulled back to reveal to the television audience at home that the seated players were now wearing their band uniform jackets and caps. Waiting until the applause and cheering died down, Marcus leaned toward the microphone and said, "And now I want to introduce one of our school band's favorite pieces of Dixieland Jazz. We find it to be a lot of fun to play after any school victory. Bob, take up your new piccolo and show us why it may be the smallest instrument in the orchestra, but also the most powerful!
"Ladies and gentlemen, this studio is so small we can't fit the entire band in here, but we're happy to present a reduced complement of the Grantville High School Marching Band playing, 'When the Saints Go Marching In!' "
With that, Marcus moved the microphone off to the sidelines as more students in uniform, playing loudly and enthusiastically, marched onto the stage. A trombonist was followed by a trumpet, a French horn, a tuba, a tom-tom drum, a bass drum with Grantville High School written on both sides, and a set of cymbals. With carefully choreographed footwork, they took up places behind and to the side of the five chairs, continuing to march in place.
Bob's eyes crinkled in delight above his piccolo as he locked eyes with Cheyenne as she enthusiastically played the cymbals at the far end of the stage.
As six cheerleaders high-stepped down the side aisle ways from the back of the studio, waving their pom-poms, the audience jumped up to join in the excitement. They clapped and marched in place and cheered each new woodwind as they stood in their turn to belt out a verse in the spotlight.
As the whole band repeated the tune one last time, the camera focused in on Bob, his piccolo singing out loud and clear above all the other instruments.
"And fade to black!" the assistant director said into his headset. "That's a wrap!" he called out to the audience from his position beside the main video camera. "Thank you all for coming!"
The standing and cheering audience spilled out into the aisles and led the way up and out of the building, followed by the cheerleaders, the standing musicians, and finally the woodwind players.
Stefan caught up with Gerda as the rest of the players were starting to get in march formation on the road heading into town. "That was great!" he said, giving her a hug. Gerda hugged him back enthusiastically, while holding her oboe carefully out of harm's way. Releasing him, she smiled up at him.
"We'll be marching down through the town and ending up at the Thuringen Gardens for a big celebration party. Meet me there?" she asked.
"I wouldn't miss it!"
"Good!" she shouted over the noise as she turned to join the rest of the band. "We need to talk about that English horn you promised me!"
****
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February 1636, Travemünde
George Watson woke to the sound of a crying baby. His first thought was that he was stuck in a nightmare, but while crying babies had long been part of his nightmares, the smell he was getting wasn't the usual burnt flesh. It was a more earthy smell. That was a real baby crying. He reached out for his bride of five months in the hope that Grietje had somehow managed to sleep through Matthew's cries. But she wasn't in the bed beside him. After a quick look around the room he realized she wasn't even in the bedroom.
He slid across the cool sheets—which suggested Grietje had been up for a while—and glanced down into the crib. In the morning twilight through the curtains, he could just make out Matthew. Someone was going to have to pick him up and the cavalry still hadn't arrived even with all the noise he was making, there seemed to be only one candidate for the job. It wasn't that George wasn't used to holding Matthew, or even cleaning him and changing his diapers. No, he was already an old hand at those skills. What was holding him back was his past association with crying babies. Already he could feel his stomach tying itself up in knots.
He swung his legs out of the bed and felt around for the sheepskin slippers that should be right by the bed. Once he found them, he pulled them on and moved toward the dark shape on the closet door in front of him. He grabbed the robe he'd hung from a doorknob the night before and slipped it on as protection against the cold that not even his up-time-inspired timber-framed house with nearly a foot of insulation in the walls, ceiling, and floor could stop seeping in overnight. He took his time, hoping that Grietje or the nursery maid would turn up before he was forced to pick up Matthew. There was just enough light for him to walk around the bed to Matthew's crib without stubbing his toes on anything. George stood above Matthew and listened, hoping to hear the footsteps of Grietje or one of their staff, but there was nothing.
Perspiration beaded on his forehead. Crying babies brought back memories of one of his worst experiences in 'Nam, when a medic had handed him a crying baby who'd been caught in a misdirected napalm strike. George reached down for Matthew, and carefully lifted him out of the crib. "Shush, little one, or you'll wake everyone up!"
Unfortunately, that didn't make much impression, and George resorted to some tricks he'd seen Grietje and the nursery maid adopt. He tried to lay Matthew's head against his chest, so the baby could hear his heartbeat. Given the rate it was racing that probably wasn't a sure-fire cure, and George pushed his little finger gently into his mouth. Matthew clamped down on George's finger, and started sucking.
George knew this was only going to be a short reprieve, so he immediately started for the door in order to hunt down proper sustenance for Matthew. And discovered he didn't have to look far, because there she was, standing in the doorway, watching. "You took your time."
There was a self-satisfied smile on her face as Grietje walked over to the nursing chair, loosening her robe as she went.
George knew he'd been set up, and Grietje wouldn't have the knowledge of psychology to think of leaving Matthew to cry like that to force him to confront his innermost demons. "Matt Tisdel, I'm going to kill you," he muttered, placing the blame firmly where he believed it belonged. On Mathew's namesake, the commander of the dive team George had been working with when he met Grietje in Husum.
Grietje put Matthew to her breast and made sure he was feeding before looking up at George. "Why would you want to do that? Matt's my friend."
"I used to think he was my friend too, until he put you up to pulling this trick."
"Matt didn't put me up to anything."
Grietje's smile was George's undoing. She was not a great beauty, but when she smiled at him like that he thought she was the most beautiful woman in the world. "If I have nightmares about Matthew . . ."
She reached out a hand and pulled George close so she could kiss him. "If that happens, then we know how to deal with it."
George smiled back. Grietje in his bed was a proven cure for his nightmares. "If you've got Matthew, then I'll head off for my morning swim."
"It's a lovely day for it," Grietje said. "I hear the ice on the Trave is thick enough to walk on."
George shuddered. Even though the water in the test tank the boat yard had built in an old rope-making shed didn't usually freeze when the river and Lübeck Bay froze—by virtue of the artificially high salinity of the water—it still got just as cold. Hopefully, Jens Petersen would have the potbelly stove in the workroom going and the room warm by the time he got there.
****
Grietje Carstensdotter watched from the kitchen as George walked off for his morning swim. In the glass of the triple-glazed window she could see the reflection of Elisabeth Hardenack gently shaking her head. She hastened to preempt her tutor and business partner. "George says it's only because he had conditioned his body to accept swimming in very cold water that he was able to save a father and baby when they fell into the harbor at Arendal last year."
Elisabeth sniffed inelegantly. "As if that's going to happen again."
"I agree, but . . ."
"He's a man, and men have their foibles. At least your husband's foibles don't include drinking to excess and gambling."
Grietje just nodded in response. Poor Elisabeth's husband had done both, reducing the family to a state of penury before he killed himself. Instead of being the wife of a well-to-do merchant, she'd been forced to find employment as a housekeeper to the interloper who'd married one of the richest bachelors in Lübeck. "I'm going over to Panacea's Potions to check how they are doing with the navy's order. Do you want to join me?"
****
George was working at his drawing board when his business partner's wife poked her head around the door.
"George, there's a man who says his name is Viktor to see you," Anna Kierstead said. "He claims you know him and the people with him."
"I do," George said as he laid down his drawing instruments and got to his feet. "I met him while I was on Bornholm last year. Show them in."
While Anna went to get Viktor and his party, George turned to his partner. "Viktor's the guy with the guns I told you about."
"So why's he turned up here?" Ernst Köppe asked.
George shrugged. "That's a good question, but I'm sure Viktor will let me know when he gets here."
George recognized Viktor and his two bodyguards, Boris and Johann, but two members of his team were missing. "What have you done with Tat'yana and Katharina?" he asked. "Are they no longer with you?"
"Tat'yana wanted to have a look around Travemünde and Katharina decided to go with her," Viktor said.
George's eyes widened at the thought of those two females loose on the streets of Travemünde. "Is it safe for them to be out alone?"
"Tat'yana and Katharina are quite capable of looking after themselves," Boris said.
George grinned. "It wasn't them I was worried about."
That inspired grins from Viktor, Boris, and Johann, who quickly got down to the reason for their visit.
****
Tat'yana kept the two youths, whom she was sure had found their courage in a bottle, in view as she and Katharina backed away. "You really don't want to make us have to hurt you."
That caused the two young men to laugh hysterically, but Tat'yana was serious. They didn't know what they were dealing with. Katharina had a feral streak a mile wide when threatened and Tat'yana had survived on the back streets of Paris before she met Viktor.
The two young men continued to advance.
"Last warning," Tat'yana said.
The youths barely had a chance to open their mouths to laugh at the warning before Katharina launched her attack. Tat'yana was only moments behind as she closed with her target and head-butted him in the nose. She followed that up with a knee to the groin, as hard as she possibly could. There was a satisfying squeal from her target and she let him collapse to the ground.
With her target taken care of, Tat'yana turned to check on how Katharina was coping. In addition to scratches around his eyes and the beginning of a black eye, the fool had had the misfortune to put his hand too close to Katharina's mouth, and he was now desperately trying to shake her off. Tat'yana timed a grab for his free hand and managed to apply a handhold before he knew what was happening.
"Make her let go!" he implored as he continued to try and shake Katarina off.
"Hello, can we help you?"
Tat'yana almost loosened her hold in surprise. For a while there, she'd forgotten that there were other people in the world. She tightened her hold before glancing at the source of the query. Two young women were watching on with interest. "No, but thank you for offering."
The older woman gestured towards the youth Tat'yana was holding. "What are you planning on doing with him?"
Tat'yana paused to consider her options, then Katharina, who'd released her grip on the youth's hand piped up. "Over there. That'll cool him down."
Tat'yana's eyes lit up when her eyes settled on the full watering trough Katharina was gesturing toward. "I like the way you're thinking, Katharina," she said as she forced the youth to walk to it.
"You can't let her do this to me, Beth," the youth protested.
Tat'yana stopped in her tracks. "Do you know this young man?"
"He's my brother, but don't let that stop you," Beth said with a smile. "A cold bath is just what Jürgen needs."
With Beth and her companion trailing along, Tat'yana not only led Beth's brother to the trough, she also managed to drop him into the water without getting more than a few drops of the near freezing water on her.
Jürgen squealed when he hit the water, and the spectators who'd gathered to watch applauded.
Moments later, Beth's soaking wet brother struggled out of the watering trough and, after sending Tat'yana and his sister a blistering glare, ran off in the same direction his companion had taken.
"That was glorious," Beth said, tears of laughter running down her cheeks. "I've wanted to do something like that to Jürgen for years."
"I was happy to oblige. We haven't been introduced. I'm Tat'yana, and this bloodthirsty little monster is Katharina."
"I'm Elisabeth Hardenack, and this is Grietje Carstensdotter Watson. It was a pleasure to see you both at work."
Katharina wiped the blood from her face with a handkerchief as she stepped up to Grietje. "Watson? Are you George Watson's wife?"
Grietje was obviously taken aback, but she answered. "Yes. Do you know my husband?"
"We met him when he was in Bornholm," Katharina said as she rolled the now bloodstained handkerchief up and stuffed it into a pocket of her jacket. "He found some sub-machine guns that had been lost overboard for Victor."
"Oh, George has spoken about you. But what are you doing in Travemünde? Have you come to see him?"
Katharina glanced over her shoulder at Tat'yana, who picked up her cue. "We managed to identify the crest on some of the items the body your husband found was wearing, and Viktor is hoping Herr Watson can arrange an introduction to the family."
"George is probably not the best person to help you." Grietje turned to introduce her companion. "But Elisabeth here might be able to help. She's used to moving in the highest levels of Lübeck society."
"Not the highest levels," Elisabeth corrected. "But I can probably help. What's the family?" Elisabeth asked.
"The crest is that of the von Krogh family, and as Bornholm was pawned to Lübeck when the man died, we thought he might be from the Lübeck branch of the family."
Elisabeth nodded. "I know some of the von Krogh family. My late husband was distantly related. However, Frau Modi is probably your best bet. She moves in the highest circles."
"Can you arrange an introduction to this Frau Modi?" Tat'yana asked.
"You're in luck. She's supposed to be coming round to the factory this afternoon," Grietje said.


February 29, Lübeck
George was fidgeting in his brand-new dress clothes while he waited for Grietje in the living room of Derek and Paige Modi's Lübeck home.
Derek Modi passed him a glass of whiskey. "It was a good move accepting that invitation to the von Krogh Leap Day Celebration."
George accepted the drink and took a sip. It was a good single malt, suitably aged. "Your wife was just one of the people who informed me that attending the party would secure Grietje's position in society," George muttered. He so did not like attending parties where you had to dress up, but he owed Grietje a lot, and if attending this party would help her, he was willing to suffer, if not in silence.
"Here they come," Derek announced as Paige and Grietje entered the room. "You look beautiful," he said to his wife as he laid a light kiss on Paige's cheek.
George took the hint and complimented Grietje, except they exchanged more than just a gentle kiss. He felt Grietje's hands make contact with his pistol and spare magazines in the small of his back and suddenly there was a yard between them.
"You're not taking a gun to the party!"
"Why not?" Derek asked. "I am," he said, opening his jacket to show the shoulder holster he was wearing.
"Same here," Paige said as she lifted the hem of her dress to show the thigh holster she was wearing.
George felt Grietje's glare and smiled. "We're Americans. We feel undressed if we aren't packing."
Grietje raised her face up to the heavens and sighed. Then she looked back at George. "Okay, but do you really need sixty rounds?"
George shrugged. "You know I'm a lousy shot, and anyway, it's not sixty rounds, it's only fifty-eight rounds."
"Fifty-eight rounds? What're you packing, George?" Derek asked.
George escaped the glare Grietje was sending his way by turning to answer Derek, drawing his pistol as he did so. "She's a third-generation Glock 17 with the nineteen round mags and one in the chamber," he said as he showed Derek his pistol. "I left the 'happy sticks' at home."
Derek whistled. "You've got 'happy sticks'? I wanted some of those, but they cost the earth."
"I got my first Glock and a few extra high-capacity mags pre-ban."
"Silly law," Derek muttered. He turned to Grietje. "Don't you shoot?"
"Oh, she shoots alright,"' George answered for her. "She's a better shot than me with the Glock."
"How good?" Derek asked.
"Better than five-inch groups at twenty-five yards with one hand," George said proudly.
Derek turned back to Grietje. "So why don't you carry?"
"I don't feel a need to constantly carry a gun."
"But that means you're defenseless," Paige protested.
"I said I don't carry a gun, not that I don't carry a weapon." Grietje illustrated her point by producing a knife from the folds of her outfit. She held the knife up for them to admire before returning it to its sheath.
"Okay then, if we're all properly dressed, I guess we can leave for the party," Derek said.
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****
George finally managed to slip away from the man who'd buttonholed him shortly after he arrived at the party. Andreas Buchwald hadn't been all bad news. If he could be trusted to keep his word, he was going to place an order for a new motor launch with Köppe's Boatyard. To celebrate his success, George hunted down a waiter. Unfortunately, he didn't have a real drink on his tray, so George was forced to settle for a glass of wine. He searched the crowd for Grietje while he sipped his drink.
"You're looking pleased with yourself," Derek said as he joined George. "What did Andreas Buchwald want?"
"He wants a cruising boat similar to the Fair Value, but powered by one of the new engines Kitt and Cheng Engineering have developed."
Derek nodded. "I'd heard they've started producing diesel engines."
"They aren't really diesel engines," George said. "In fact, compared to the engines we had up-time they are outright primitive. But by using compressed air created by the engine to atomize the fuel as it's injected into the cylinder, you get a much more powerful and fuel-efficient engine compared with the hot-bulb engines we've been using."
"And you've just sold one to Andreas?" Derek asked.
"If he doesn't change his mind." George grinned as he remembered Andreas' expression when he'd told him how much it would cost. "He felt the price was a little steep."
Derek shrugged. "What can he expect when he wants to buy bleeding-edge technology?"
"That's what I told him, except I called it 'leading edge' technology. I just hope Ernst will be suitably grateful for the ear-bashing I had to endure."
"I'm sure he will be," Derek said. "I guess with Andreas bashing your ears for so long you haven't seen the company Grietje's keeping?"
Derek was smiling, so George didn't panic as he searched the room for his wife. "Where is she?"
Derek gestured towards a group of women huddled together near a table. "She's holding court on the virtues of Panacea's Potions product range."
George took advantage of his full height of six foot two to study the half-dozen or so women gathered around Grietje. He was pleased to see that Paige was there with her. "Who's the woman Grietje's talking to?"
"That's Alhed Pedersdotter's mother," Derek said.
"And if Frau von Krogh's mother is willing to be seen talking to Grietje . . ." George's eyes lit up. "That means the mission is accomplished. Can we go home now?" George asked hopefully.
"Sorry, George, but Grietje's very success means you're going to have to hang around a lot longer. In fact, right now, you need to walk over there and join in."
George swallowed and ran a finger around under his suddenly too tight collar. He gestured tentatively towards the group of woman around Grietje. "Me join them?"
Derek nodded. "I'm afraid so. Everyone with Grietje, except for Paige, probably imagines that you created Panacea's Potions as a toy to keep your wife occupied."
"Panacea's Potions is not a toy. It's a business created to provide life-saving rehydration solutions and supplements to people whose diet may be lacking in essential vitamins and minerals." George got a little heated as he said that. He was very proud of the little business Grietje had started up when she'd finally accepted that as his wife, she couldn't work for someone else.
Derek slapped him on the back. "There's no need to tell me that. Go over there and tell them that."


A couple of days later, Travemünde
"How was the party?" Anna asked the moment George stepped into the office at Köppe's Boatyard.
"I survived," George said as he tried to escape the interrogation he was sure was coming. "I got buttonholed by Andreas Buchwald. He thinks he wants a Fair Value hull with one of the new KCE engines."
"You made a sale?" Anna asked. "See. That's why you should be going to these parties."
"Grietje might not want to attend any more social events," he suggested hopefully.
Anna's raised brow suggested that would be a forlorn hope.  "Did Grietje enjoy the evening?"
George shuddered. If he wasn't careful he was going to find himself attending more of these social events.
"Well? Did Grietje enjoy herself?" Anna prompted.
George reluctantly nodded. "She spent most of the evening talking to Frau von Krogh and her mother about Panacea's Potions. They're supposed to be going round to visit the shop sometime today."
"That's good," Anna said. "You'll be able to take Grietje to the next event. I'll check the social calendar to see which events you should go to."
"Don't you need to be invited to those things?" George said.
"Don't worry, George. Once word gets out that the von Kroghs accepted you and Grietje, you'll be on everyone's guest list."
George winced. It seemed he was going to be forced to attend more boring social occasions, unless he could find something better to do. He'd escaped last time by joining the dive team in Husum. All he needed to do was find somewhere he could run away to this time.
****
George was hard at work on a design when Anna announced that Viktor, Boris, and Johann were here to see him again. "How can I help you?" he asked when Anna showed them into the office.
"I would like to sell you some guns," Viktor said.
George shook his head. "I've got all the guns I need, thank you. Although I wouldn't mind an SMG like the one I fired back on Bornholm."
"That could be arranged, but I want to sell you guns to protect your enterprise in Glomfjord."
That was different. George put down the pencil he was holding and wandered over to his business desk. "Why does Glomfjord need to be protected?"
"  'Why doesn't it need to be protected' would be a better question," Johann Hering said. "You have a flourishing community, with stockpiles of food. There are millions of dollars worth of copper wire in the generators, and they'll be shipping in a few hundred kilograms of aluminum pipe shortly for the nitric acid machines."
George had been nodding his head as Johann ran through the usual valuables the Glomfjord settlement had, but the mention of aluminum caught him out. "Where are they getting the aluminum?"
Johann looked at him in surprise. "Surely you know?" He immediately corrected himself. "No, obviously you don't know. HDG laboratories have a research and development facility in Arendal where they are developing the techniques to smelt aluminum. The generator you and the navy's dive team rescued was for their mini-hydro facility."
"Where are they getting the stuff?" George asked.
"If by 'stuff' you mean the alumina, that is being imported from Hamburg, while the cryolite was mined in Greenland." Johann paused long enough to snigger. "And wasn't there a fuss raised about that."
"I'm sorry," George said, "but you've lost me. How are they importing alumina from Hamburg? I'm pretty sure they don't have any bauxite there. And what's the fuss about mining in Greenland?"
"Well," Johann explained. "The alumina is refined from ore imported from some place in South America . . ."
"Suriname," Viktor interjected.
"Thank you, Viktor." Johann turned back to George. "And the problem with the mining in Greenland was that someone had been there before them."
"So?" George asked. "I'm sure lots of places have been mined previously."
"Sure," Johann agreed, "but whoever was mining in Greenland did it without permission from Christian of Denmark. He was, as Matt Tisdel would say, mightily pissed off."
The use of his friend's name caught George's attention. "You know Matt?"
Johann nodded. "The Marine advanced reconnaissance team he was working with a couple of years ago did a lot of their training in my old back yard—the Teufelsmoor. Has the little runt stopped growing yet?"
That brought a smile to George's face. The little runt was easily a foot taller than Johann. "I think so. I haven't seen him for a couple of months."
"How tall is he now? He must be costing the navy a fortune in new dive suits."
"Six seven." George waved his hand about five inches above his head to indicate just how big Matt was.
"This is all very nice, but about you buying some of my guns . . ." Viktor said.
George smiled apologetically at Viktor. "Sorry. Well, about your guns. I don't think I can commit the company to buying any."
"Maybe if we were to show you what we have to offer," Viktor suggested.
"What've you got?" George was a normal West Virginian male, so the question leapt out without any conscious thought.
"We're running a special on modified Spanish light muskets," Johann said. "But we also have a few upgraded SRG's, Sharps clones, Winchester 1895 clones, cap and ball revolvers, cartridge revolvers and pistols. Oh, and a rifle that fires these." He placed a large brass cartridge on George's desk.
George stared at it for a few seconds before pouncing on it. It was a straight-cased cartridge with a jacketed bullet about six inches long and over half an inch in diameter. "What the heck is it?" he demanded as he examined it.
"A 50-300-800."
The numbers said that the bullet was half-inch in diameter and weighed in at eight hundred grains, or over a tenth of a pound. The three hundred described how much powder the brass cartridge case held. Which was a lot, considering the SRG used only seventy grains to send its five hundred-odd grain bullet out the muzzle at nearly a thousand feet per second. George fondled the cartridge. It was big, like a 50 BMG round. Back up time he'd dreamed of owning a 50 BMG rifle, but they'd been out of his reach before he won the lottery, and afterwards, well . . . wine, women, and the Outlaw had put paid to buying such an expensive rifle. Not that he'd been thinking of buying a Barret. Those had been way too expensive. But he could have picked up a L.A.R. Grizzly with a good quality scope for under three grand. Feeding it though, would have made running the Outlaw look cheap.
George was literally salivating over the chance of owning the rifle that could fire the cartridge he was holding. He looked up and saw the smug smiles on the faces of Viktor and his associates. "Here, little fishy," George muttered to himself. Viktor had him hooked and they all knew it. "I want to see the rifle that shoots this," he said as he placed the cartridge on his desk.
"Of course you do," Viktor said. "If you'd like to follow us right now . . ."
It was a short walk to the wharf where Viktor's ship was tied up and soon George was standing in the captain's cabin while sailors carried in a number of packing cases. So far none of them looked like they could contain the rifle that fired the outsized cartridge. He said as much.
"All in good time," Viktor said.
George folded his arms and glared at Viktor and his party. He knew what they were doing. They were going to show him everything they had to offer, keeping the rifle he was really interested in until last. "This is cruel and inhumane."
Johann grinned. "We wouldn't want you to lose interest too soon."


That evening
George had his latest purchase disassembled and laid out on the kitchen table as he carefully examined every component for finish quality. So far he hadn't been disappointed. He'd been so involved with the high-powered rifle that he didn't hear Grietje and Elisabeth arrive.
"You haven't disassembled another engine on the kitchen table, I hope?" Grietje asked from the kitchen door.
George's immediate reaction was to drop what he was holding and try to cover the gun parts with the oilskin cloth he'd covered the table with and try to appear innocent. "Hi, Grietje. Did you have a good day?"
Grietje exchanged a look with Elisabeth. "He forgot."
Elisabeth nodded her agreement. "What can you expect from a man?"
"What did I forget?" George asked.
"That Frau von Krogh and her mother were going to visit the workshop today," Grietje said.
"I didn't forget," George protested.
While he was protesting his innocence to Grietje Elisabeth swept back the oilskin. "That's not an engine," she said.
"No," Grietje agreed, "it looks like a rifle. A very big rifle. What is it?"
George released a sigh of relief. Grietje's interest in the rifle had overcome her upset that he'd forgotten that the von Kroghs were visiting Panacea's Potions today. "It’s a Beckworth Light 50," he said. He found one of the drill cartridges and offered it to her. "It fires these."
Grietje shook the cartridge and checked the base. "There's no primer, and it feels empty."
"That's just a drill round," George said. "For when you want to check the action without risking a live cartridge."
Grietje nodded her understanding. "Where did you get the rifle?"
"Wouldn't you rather talk about your day?" George asked. "What did the von Krogh's think of Panacea's Potions?"
Grietje's smile blossomed again even as she continued to fondle the drill round. "Alhed thinks that my Brewer's Bounty is just what they need to help feed the poor of Lübeck, and she has contacts in the other Hanseatic League cities who she thinks might be interested in buying some to feed to their poor."
George wanted to ask what the poor had ever done to Alhed Pedersdotter, but he knew better than to voice the question. Brewer's Bounty was a fortified yeast extract. It was supposed to contain all sorts of vitamins and minerals that were essential to a proper diet. It was also an acquired taste, and one which he hadn't acquired. The best he could do was drink a light broth made using a quarter-teaspoon of the stuff dissolved in a cup of hot water that Grietje insisted that he drink, and even for her he could only drink it hot. Discretion being the better part of valor, he dissembled. "That's nice."
"Herr Watson is just trying to distract you, Grietje," Elisabeth said. She turned to George. "What do you expect to hunt with that rifle?"
George waved at the disassembled rifle. "You don't hunt with something like this."
"Then what good is it?"
"It’s a toy. Just like his Glock," Grietje said.
George was too incensed to notice Grietje's smile. "My Glock is not a toy. It's a deadly weapon."
"Of course it is," Grietje agreed. "And that's why you've only ever fired it at targets."
George waved a finger at Grietje. "Just you wait. One day you're going to be glad I carry my Glock."
"In the meantime, back to my earlier question, where did you get the gun?" Grietje asked.
"I bought it from Viktor."
Grietje nodded. "And was that all you bought?"
George shuffled around a bit. "I also bought a hundred muskets and half a dozen Sharps clones."
"What do you need with all those weapons?" Elisabeth asked. "That's enough to arm your own company."
"That's sort of the idea," George said. "Viktor pointed out that the development at Glomfjord might be attractive to raiders, and that they should be armed."
"Does Inger Mogensdotter know you've bought these guns?" Grietje asked.
"Not yet. I was sort of thinking we might take a trip to Glomfjord. I'd like to see where my money is going, and on the way we could drop in on Inger and tell her."


Copenhagen, two weeks later
Inger Mogensdotter, her niece, Kari Magnusdotter, and a young female George had no idea why was involved, were walking around the opened boxes of weapons. Kari and Gunhild Steinsdotter handled the Spanish light muskets as if they knew what they were doing while Inger fingered them with distain.
"If you had to buy guns why did you buy muskets?" Inger demanded. "No man alive can be sure of hitting anything more than eighty paces away with one."
George disentangled himself from Grietje and walked over to a small barrel. He picked up a few of the bullets it contained and gave Inger, Kari, and Gunhild one each. "Those are nessler bullets. They're a lot like minié bullets, but designed to be used in smoothbores. With a nessler, a reasonably good shot can hit a man-sized target over two hundred yards away."
"How is that possible?" Gunhild demanded. "There is no rifling, and you need rifling for accuracy."
"That's not entirely true," George said. "Back up-time they changed over from rifled cannon barrels on tanks to smoothbore barrels, and they were very accurate."
"Really?" Inger asked at her most disdainful. "And back up-time did your gun makers also switch from rifled to smoothbore?"
"Noooooo." He tried to drag it out as he struggled to find a way out of the hole he was rapidly digging for himself.
"So why did you insist on buying these inferior weapons?" Inger demanded.
"Because for the price of ten SRGs I was able to buy a hundred Spanish muskets, with bayonets."
"And that is a good enough reason for you to arm our people with obsolete weapons?" Kari asked.
"Sure," George said. "Unless you have telescopic sights, a man is a pretty small target at over two hundred yards. So why buy more gun than you need for the purpose?"
Gunhild chose that moment to discover the Beckworth Light 50. "And how do you justify buying this?" she asked as she lifted the heavy rifle out of a packing case.
"That's mine," George said. "I bought it for me, with my own money."
"What do you hope to hunt with it?" she asked as she struggled to bring the nearly thirty pound weapon up to her shoulder.
"You don't hunt with it, Gunhild," Grietje said. "It's just an expensive toy."
George glared at Grietje. He'd managed to work out that she'd been laughing at him last time. And it was reassuring to know that she felt sufficiently secure in their relationship to laugh at him, but he'd rather she didn't keep harping on about the Beckworth.
"How were you planning on getting to Glomfjord?" Inger asked. "Kari, Gunhild, and I are planning to join the Pride of Glimminge in Arendal and sailing there on her. You're welcome to accompany us."
"The Pride of Glimminge? You're talking about the paddle steamer Peder Halvorson built for the late Lensmand of Bornholm?" George asked. "Why would she be heading for Glomfjord?"
Inger coughed delicately while Kari carefully looked anywhere but at George. He got the message. "You chartered her?"
Inger shook her head.
"Tante Inger purchased her," Kari said.
"What? You bought a ship? And you have the gall to question me buying some guns to arm the people at Glomfjord?" George demanded.
"Tante Inger got a great deal," Kari said. "The new Lensmand needs the cash."
"And I got a good deal on the guns," George said.
"Are we going to Glomfjord on a steamship?" Grietje asked.
There was a look in Grietje's eye that suggested to George that he'd be wise to accept the change of topic. "Most of the trip will probably be under sail," he told her. "She's a hybrid. That means she has both steam engines and sails."
"And we will be stopping in Arendal. Do you suppose they might be interested in some of my products?"
"It's possible," George said, although personally he doubted there would be much demand, as most of Panacea's Potions were intended for people at the edge of civilization. "Although Glomfjord might be a better bet."
The mention of Panacea's Potions raised questions as to what it was and what it produced. George left the women to it and slipped out to check up on baby Matthew.


Arendal, early May
Thomas Ellefson saw the up-timer on board the Arendal Venturer and immediately started making inquiries. He quickly learned that he was the half-owner of the company, and that he was traveling to Glomfjord with his wife and son. A grin grew on Thomas' face. The ransom for such a rich man would be enormous.
He also noticed all the barrels and packing cases being offloaded from the ship. A little investigation told him that the up-timer's wife had a cottage industry in Travemünde and that the cargo contained a lot of the products they made. Some of it was left in Arendal, to be sold on consignment, but a good number of the containers went aboard the Pride of Glimminge. Maybe they had sold it to the power company to feed to the workers at Glomfjord.
He expected to see that the up-timer had some guns, and was happy to see a rifle bag join the baggage aboard the Pride of Glimminge—up-time rifles commanded good prices on the firearms market. That just left the cargo the ship was supposed to carry from Arendal.
Thomas salivated as he watched them load some copper wire for the generators up at Glomfjord and the transmission cables to carry power from the generator house to the industrial area at Glomfjord. His share, tiny as it was, would be worth over ten thousand dollars—more than most people earned in a year. And all he had to do was warn his principal when the shipment sailed, which if he was any judge, was going to be soon. Thomas finished his rough inventory of what had been put aboard the Pride of Glimminge and went looking for a vessel heading in the right direction.


Harold's Wick, Unst, Shetland Islands, a few days later
Harold's Wick lay in a small crescent moon bay on the northeast coast of the island of Unst. There was some grazing on the windswept land, but most households depended on the sea. It was a hard life, and a dangerous one.
Barbara Williamson held her baby tightly against her chest as she watched her husband pack his weapons. "Why do you have to go raiding?"
"It's twenty pounds, Barb. Think of what we could do with all that money," Malcolm said.
Barbara stared at her husband. Twenty pounds was more money than anybody on Unst would see at one time in their lifetime. It represented over two year's wages for the likes of her Malcolm. "Why would anyone be wanting to pay you that much?" she asked
"It’s the skill with the yawl that they'll be wanting, Barb. And they'll be paying for the use of me and Andrew Jamieson's yawls."
Barbara didn't like the sound of that. Yawls were inshore fishing boats no more than twenty-two feet long and five and a half feet at the widest point. They took a crew of four—three rowers and a man at the steering oar, and were used to fish in the inshore fishing grounds around Unst. "You'll not be taking the yawls out to sea?" she demanded.
"Nay, Barb. We're being paid to row from the ship to land."
She shook her head in disbelief. "Nobody will pay you twenty pounds for just that."
Malcolm smiled at her. "They already have," he said as he pulled a purse from his belt and held it out for her.
Barbara grabbed the purse. It was heavy—more than two pounds if she was any judge. She emptied some of the coins into her hand and stared at them. Some of them were silver. "Twenty pounds?"
Malcolm shook his head. "That’s just ten pounds. I'll be paid the other ten when we get the copper the captain wants."
Barbara couldn't take her eyes off the coins in her hand. It was more money than she'd ever seen. She took a deep breath and shoved the coins back in the purse. "You don't have to do this."
"I've accepted the money, lass."
Barbara understood. Malcolm had given his word. She put baby James in his crib and flew into her husband's arms. "Take care, Malcolm, and come back. We both need you."
Malcolm kissed her. "You'll hardly know I'm gone."
"How long?" she asked.
Malcolm shrugged. "Depending on the winds, about two weeks."
"We'll be waiting for you."
"I know you will, lass." Malcolm tightened his arms around Barbara one last time before releasing her and collecting his gear. He stopped at the door. "You look after yourself while I'm gone."
"I will," Barbara said.


Meløya, a few days later
The Pride of Glimminge was traveling under power as she approached the island of Meløya. They had intended to head straight for the settlement of Glomfjord at the top of the fjord, but baby Matthew had forced a change of plans. Glomfjord was Norwegian for "noisy fjord" and, well, Matthew didn't like the noise. And when Matthew didn't like something, he had his own way of making his displeasure known.
George was standing on deck trying to make sense of the flashes coming from shore while all around him the other passengers chatted amongst themselves. He knew it had to be Morse code, but he couldn't make head nor tail of what was being said. A soft body bumped into him and he glanced down into Grietje's tired eyes. "How's Matt?" he asked.
"He's finally dropped off."
Saying "good" probably wouldn't go down well, especially as he'd abandoned Grietje and the nanny to look after Matt while he sought refuge on deck, so George didn't comment. Not that he had to explain why he'd run. Grietje knew all about his terror of crying babies, while the nanny just knew he didn't like being near Matthew when he was crying. "How are the others taking the change of plans?"
Grietje snorted. "Inger is jumping for joy. Her nephew lives on Meløya, and she wants Gunhild to see his home.'
"I assume Gunhild knows why she's here?"
Grietje raised a brow. "What do you think?"
"She's a smart girl, and Inger can be pretty obvious at times. But why would a girl with her prospects want to marry a nobody who lives way out here?"
"Inger's nephew isn't exactly a nobody."
"Okay, so he owns a bit of land on Meløya and has an interest in the power station, but Gunhild's the daughter of a fishing fleet owner."
"You saw her with your guns. Do you really think she'd be happy doing the social rounds in Copenhagen?"
George had to concede that point. Back in Copenhagen Grietje, Kari, and Gunhild had insisted in trying out the guns he'd bought. It had turned into a bit of a competition. Kari won, with Gunhild a couple of points behind, closely followed by Grietje. George had been a distant fourth. He'd claimed their younger eyes gave them an unfair advantage. They'd pointed out that he hadn't been much better using the telescopic sights on the sharps rifles. Of course, he had bested them firing the Beckworth. His greater muscle mass made it easier for him to absorb the recoil of the rifle the girls had christened The Little Cannon. "Still, Meløya is a long way from civilization."
"Some people like living a long way from what constitutes civilization."
George's conscience cringed at that statement. He gently turned Grietje so she was looking at him. "Do you regret leaving Husum?"
She drew her fingers along his jaw before rising on tip-toes to kiss him. "No."
Things might have progressed from there, but heavy footfalls warned George that they weren't alone. He released Grietje and she took a step back, a smug smile on her face.
"I've just come from a chat with the captain. He's been talking to someone on shore with a heliograph, and they'll have a couple of boats ready to take us and the guns and powder ashore as soon as we drop anchor," Inger said as she joined them.
"So you'll soon see if your plan to marry Gunhild off to your nephew is going to pan out?" George asked.
"She is perfect for Nikulas," Inger said.
"He might not be interested in her," George said. That earned him raised brows from both Grietje and Inger. He got the message. Gunhild had plenty of what it took to attract a guy. "Just because he's a guy doesn't mean he's only interested in her appearance," George protested. That earned him more raised brows from both Inger and Grietje, but at least Grietje was also smiling.
"Do you think I'm stupid?" Inger asked. "Gunhild is educated, intelligent, and she likes the far north. She used to come up with her father's fleet when they fished the waters off the Lofoten Islands."
"Why did she stop?" George asked. The Lofoten Islands were a hundred miles north of Meløya. If she had been happy there, she'd probably have no trouble with Meløya.
"Her mother's family insisted she had to learn to be a lady."
There was obvious disgust in Inger's voice as she said that, which surprised George. "I thought you enjoyed the social whirl?"
"I might, but Gunhild finds it boring."
George saw the look in Inger's eyes and took a stab in the dark. "She reminds you of your sister, Nikulas' mother?"
Inger nodded. "Maren was happy here. And Gunhild could be too, if that is what she decides she wants."
"She's got a choice then?" George asked. That earned him a sharp elbow in the ribs from Grietje, but Inger just smiled at him.
"Of course. It wouldn't do Nikulas any good to have a wife who wasn't happy to live out here." Inger punctuated the statement by waving an arm to encompass the whole landscape.
****
The next day George and Grietje were sitting outside Nikulas' house. Grietje was feeding Matthew while they watched Nikulas guide Gunhild around the garden. Inger had taken Kari in hand and wandered into what constituted the town of Meløy to talk to whoever was in charge about the guns and ammunition they'd brought with them—twenty Spanish light muskets with cap-lock actions and bayonets, and two Sharps clones with telescopic sights. The rest of the guns had continued onto Glomfjord aboard the Pride of Glimminge and had no doubt already been shown to the local militia in Glomfjord before being put into storage.
"They make an attractive couple," Grietje said.
George nodded. "It makes one wonder what she would have found for me if she'd had her way."
"What do you mean?"
"Before I turned up with you, Inger had hopes of marrying me off to someone in her family."
"Inger was trying to find you a wife?" Grietje looked outraged. "I didn't know that. Is that why she was unfriendly when we first met?"
"I expect so." George grinned. "Anna knows Inger from way back, and she says she wasn't happy to hear I'd accompanied Matt and the dive team to Husum."
"Is that why you ran away last summer, to get away from Inger and her matchmaking ways?"
George shook his head. "I didn't know about Inger's plans until Anna told me about Inger showing up wanting to invite me to accompany her to Glomfjord shortly after I left for Husum."
"So why did you go to Husum?"
George blushed. "I was being hunted in Travemünde. Everyone seemed to have a daughter or granddaughter I should meet."
"Seriously?" Grietje asked. There was a disbelieving look in her eyes.
"You ask Matt when he gets back. He thought it was a big joke." A smile blossomed across Grietje's face and George waved a finger at her. "Bad girl. A husband could get jealous when the mere mention of another guy evokes that kind of reaction in his wife."
Grietje leaned forward and kissed George. "Poor thing. You know better."
George did know better. Grietje and Matt Tisdel's relationship was very brother and sisterly. In fact, he knew she'd been giving him advice on his relationship with his girlfriend back in Grantville.
A few minutes later Grietje removed Matthew from her breast and burped him. "All finished," she announced as she looked around for the nanny, who appeared as if by magic and carried Matthew and the cloth Grietje had used to protect her clothes when she burped him.
"Are you sure you want to come with us?" Nikulas asked. "We'll be gone a while, and I expect the baby will need to be fed again soon."
"It's not a problem," Grietje said as she collected the day pack she was planning on carrying.
"Grietje's company makes dried breast milk, and the nanny can give it to Matthew from a bottle if he gets hungry while we're away," George said.
"Dried breast milk?" Nikulas asked.
"Just add water and you have nutritious mother's milk for the baby," George said.
"But if you have this dried breast milk, why did we have to wait until Grietje had fed the baby before we could leave?" Nikulas asked, a confused look on his face.
Gunhild rolled her eyes. "Men," she muttered. "What happens if you don't milk the cows?"
"They have to be milked regularly, otherwise . . ." Nikulas ' face turned bright red as he shot a hesitant glance at Grietje's breasts.
"Yes, oh," Gunhild said. "Come on, let's get a move on. I want to see this pond you say can provide you with electricity."
****
Captain Christofer Pothorst turned to the group of Shetland islanders. "Your job is to stop anybody sending a warning to Glomfjord. They will have a signal fire ready to light on the highest point." He pointed to the peak almost two thousand feet above them. "Go."
A dozen men, two of them with muskets, three with bows, two with a pistol and a short sword apiece, and the rest with spears or axes scrambled down into the two clinker-built fishing yawls that the ship had been towing since the Shetland Islands. It was a tight fit, because the twenty-two foot long boats were built for a crew of four.
Christofer watched them rowing away for a few seconds before turning his attention to pacifying the island. There would be loot, but his main objective in attacking the island was to prevent them sending a warning to Glomfjord. It would take his ships more than two hours to get from Meløya to Glomfjord, and that was more than enough time for them to set up some kind of defense.
****
They were sitting on the edge of the Steinlivatnet, a large pond a thousand feet above Meløy, soaking their feet in the cold water when they heard a bell tolling.
"What's going on?" George asked when Nikulas jumped to his feet and ran to the edge of the steep drop down to Meløy.
[image: ships]"Three ships have run aground close to shore," Nikulas said as he shaded his eyes and stared into the distance. "They look like Haringbuis, but what are they doing way out here? They should be waiting around the Shetlands until June, when the herring season starts.
George hauled on his socks and boots and grabbed the binoculars from his day pack and hurried over to Nikulas. "There are men running ashore from the ships," he reported as he watched through the binoculars.
"Raiders," Grietje cried. "We need to get Matthew."
Nikulas grabbed Grietje before she could take more than a couple of steps. "The servants will hear the bell and take him with them when they run for a place of safety."
George looked down. He could see smoke coming from buildings close to the dock. "I should be down there," he said.
"You'd never get there in time," Nikulas said. "Besides, our first responsibility is to get to the top of Meløytinden and light the signal fire."
George followed the direction Nikulas was looking. The highest point on Meløya was not much more than half a mile away, but it was about a thousand feet higher than their current location. "I've got a lighter," he said, pulling it out of a pocket to show everyone.
"Keep it secure," Nikulas said. "We might need it to start the fire. Now come on, let's get moving."
****
George was tiring fast. He was fifty-four and had been a smoker most of his life. In addition to that, he'd been a miner. Neither had been good for his lungs. It was one thing to swim regularly, and even walk everywhere as he did these days, but running up a steep hill was killing him. He pulled out his lighter and forced it into Grietje's hand. "Here," he puffed, "you take it. I'm only slowing you down."
Grietje took the lighter and demonstrated how to use the Gribblezippo to Gunhild. "You go ahead. We'll catch up with you," she said as she placed it in Gunhild's hand. Then she turned back to George and hauled him to his feet. "Lean on me," she told him.
They were hurrying along the ridge line when they heard shouts from the slope below.
"What's that?" George asked as he stopped to look down. He saw men emerge from the tree line a couple of hundred yards below. "Raiders?" George asked.
"Yes," Grietje said.
George looked up to check on Gunhild and Nikulas' progress. They were getting close to the top. "I need to stop them."
"How?" Grietje demanded. "There are . . . one, two, three, four, . . . I see twelve men."
George pulled back his jacket to reveal his Glock pistol in its small of the back holster. "With this."
"But the range is too great."
"It is now, but I think those men are heading for the signal fire. If we can find a suitable defensive position I can take them out before they know what hit them."
****
Grietje had completely forgotten about George's Glock. It gave them a chance. She started them moving again. "How much ammunition are you carrying?"
"The usual."
That meant he was carrying more than the single spare magazine she'd seen when he pulled back his jacket to show her the Glock. That was good. The usual was two spare magazines either side of the pistol giving a total of fifty-eight rounds. That should be more than sufficient to deal with a dozen men. She looked up, searching the barren rocky slope, trying to assess the ground for somewhere suitable, but she had no idea what to look for. "Where should we go?"
George pointed to a point on the ridge close to the peak but a little below it. "There. To get to the top they'll have to go right past me. And they'll be fully exposed."
Grietje had other thoughts about the "me," but now wasn't the time to fight over it. "Then let's get moving."
As they hurried along the ridge line they could hear the men below shouting and one of them fired at them. She wasn't worried that they'd be hit. She'd tried shooting George's Spanish muskets with both standard ball and the new nessler bullets and quickly learned that a smoothbore musket couldn't hit a man-sized target at much over fifty yards unless they were firing the new style bullets.
They made it to the cover George had picked out while the raiders were still over a hundred yards away and a hundred yards below them. George was breathing heavily and shaking with fatigue as he fumbled for the Glock. "Go. Join Nikulas and Gunhild."
Grietje didn't like George's color, his labored breathing, or the way he was shaking. She pushed his hands away from the Glock and drew it and the two spare magazines. "Give me that. I'm not leaving you. Now tell me what to do."
George looked for a moment like he was going to protest, but then he slumped back against the rocks, his breathing labored. "Find a comfortable position. Take a two-handed grip. Brace your arms. Wait until they're really close, before you start shooting. They won't be expecting the Glock. You'll have the element of surprise. Don't let them get away."
Grietje shuffled into a comfortable position from where she could see the raiders. The ground immediately below was rock with maybe a little grass. There was nothing for the raiders to hide behind and not a lot to hold onto as they climbed the steep slope. She ran a finger over the chambered-round indicator to confirm the Glock was loaded and ready, braced her forearms on the rock and waited.
"They've got the signal fire going," George informed her as he shuffled up beside her. The raiders must have seen the same tendrils of smoke that George had, because they increased their speed.
Grietje took aim on the front man and started to squeeze the trigger.
"Wait for it," George said. "They're still too far away."
Grietje relaxed the pressure and glanced at George. His breathing was still heavy, but his color was more natural. Reassured that he wasn't going to die on her just yet, she looked down at the approaching raiders. They were getting so close, but George had been a soldier, so she had to trust him. She swallowed and tried to relax her grip on the Glock.
"Just a little bit closer. Ready. Now!"
The range to the front man was less than twenty yards. He was in the open and moving slowly, struggling with the slope. The only way Grietje's shot could have missed was if he'd suddenly slipped. He didn't, and the 9mm defensive handgun bullet slammed into his chest. It did a lot of damage, but it didn't kill him immediately.
The raiders knew they'd been shot at, but as was usual for fighters of the period, they didn't let that bother them. The man Grietje had shot was still standing, so they assumed the shot had missed.
Grietje wanted to shoot the first man again, but George nudged her aim toward one of the musket-armed men. She took aim and fired. It was another center of mass hit, but this time the bullet exited through the man's spine, causing him to drop immediately. That got the attention of the other raiders. Grietje fired at one of the bowmen just as he moved, catching him low in the gut.
The raiders must have spotted the muzzle flash, because now they were charging Grietje and George's position. On anything vaguely approaching flat ground, they would have covered the ground in a couple of seconds and not even the Glock would have been able to stop them, but the slope was steep and their charge was more in the spirit than the speed as they advanced shouting battle cries.
Grietje cut loose, all but emptying the pistol into the tightly grouped men. The rapid fire broke the charge, if such a term could be applied to the pace the raiders had been advancing at. The surviving raiders turned and started running. Grietje leapt to her feet shooting at them as they ran until the Glock ran out of ammunition. She stared angrily at the gun. She'd had a perfect shot lined up, but now two of them were getting away.
"Reload!"
The shouted instruction was accompanied by the presentation of the two spare magazines, breaking Grietje out of her daze. She took a spare magazine and replaced the spent one. She would have immediately run off in pursuit, but George still held her.
"Rack the slide." He didn't just say it; he also put his hands over hers and worked the slide. Then he let her go.
She edged her way down the hill, trying to catch the routing raiders, but it was obvious that they were more willing to take risks to get away than she was to catch them. They were going to get away, and there was nothing she could do about it other than shout abuse at them. That had an unexpected result when one of them looked back as he ran down the hill. It was a silly thing to do, as the ground he was running on was a steep slope pot-marked with small ankle-breaking holes. The inevitable happened and he lost his footing and went flying. He landed face first on the rough ground below and bounced and rolled another twenty or thirty feet before coming to a halt against a small outcrop of rock.
Grietje saw an opportunity and slid down the hill. He was starting to move when she arrived. She shoved the Glock against the base of his skull and fired. That was the closest she'd ever been to someone being shot, and it was messy—definitely not something to be repeated. Below her the last of the raiders she'd been chasing had made it to the trees. She wasn't foolish enough to continue the chase. The Glock gave her a range advantage. She'd lose that going into the trees. She looked up hill to see how George and the others were getting on.
High up the hill she could see the tendrils of smoke had started to thicken. It looked like they'd succeeded in their objective. Glomfjord would be warned, and maybe they'd send a force to help them. And walking toward her, with a bow in one hand and an axe in the other was George. She headed towards him. George dropped the axe and bow and opened his arms.
A while later she leaned back in his arms and looked up at him. "I'm worried about Matthew."
"So am I." George looked beyond her to the man on the ground below them. "Is he dead?"
"I shot him in the head at pointblank range," Grietje said.
"How do you feel?"
"Okay," she said as she stared down at the dead man. A bright glint on the slopes attracted her attention and she pulled away from George so she could see what it was. It was a spent casing from the Glock. She picked it up and handed it to George. "That's one."
****
Things didn't go according to plan for Captain Christofer Pothorst. Normally, a raid against a settlement was successful because you hit the population before they could rally together to resist. Unfortunately for Christofer and his men, Inger Mogensdotter had called together a meeting of the island's militia for early that morning. Normally the men and women of Meløya might have ignored her call, but news of the new guns had leaked out, and so the turnout was one of the best ever on the island. Not just men, but also their wives turned up to see the new weapons demonstrated. Naturally, for a militia meeting, the men also brought their weapons. This meant that instead of being able to pick off the islanders piecemeal, the raiders ran into them while they were gathered together in a single cohesive and well-armed group. Worse still, the defenders had cover in the form of stone boundary walls and woods. What resulted was a drawn-out battle that lasted too long for the raiders.
[image: ship]The first reinforcements arrived from the small settlements across the fjord within half an hour, but the writing was really on the wall when the Pride of Glimminge turned up with reinforcements, including eighty men armed with the new Spanish muskets. It was a massacre. All one hundred and sixty-eight raiders died—one way or another. Unfortunately, the islanders paid a high price for their victory. Thirty-four men, eight women, and six children lost their lives, and about the same number were sufficiently badly injured to need medical attention. There was a somber mood amongst the survivors as they gathered to mourn the dead.


Unst, Shetland Islands, three weeks later
A single woman stood atop the windswept cliffs of Unst, her baby in her arms as she stared out across the sea in the direction her husband had taken over a month ago. Two weeks ago there had been twelve women, but slowly, as hope for the return of their men folk faded, the numbers had dwindled, until only Barbara Williamson remained. Tears ran down her face as she whispered prayers that Malcolm would return to her.
****
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Wednesday, July 25, 1635
USE Army encampment near Halle
"More regiments are arriving. Make sure the company area is squared away. Do it right and you probably will not have to do it over," Leutnant Rupert Spitzer repeated as he passed by.
Sergeant Andreas Strauss smiled to himself. Spitzer hadn't changed at all since he'd been promoted from sergeant to lieutenant this past spring. He had a good point, too, so Strauss set down the firewood he was carrying and checked the row of tents. Red Platoon had everything under control. A little too under control—half of Sixth Squad was circled up while Private Johann Metzler read something to them.
"CoC pamphlet, Metzler?"
Metzler stopped and looked up. "Nein, Feldwebel. It's Astounding Time Travel Tales. It is a new science fiction magazine."
Strauss's eyes widened. Not at the half-English, half-German sentence, but at the idea that his men were reading science fiction. That seemed fairly harmless—and completely out of character for his squad. Sixth Squad hadn't gained the nickname Snow White and the Seven Dwarves for their exemplary behavior, after all.
"A few minutes, and then go help one of the units that just arrived." Strauss delivered his firewood and went to check up on the rest of his platoon before heading back for another load.
****
Sergeant Barbara Danker was reading over Metzler's shoulder. "Is there an issue two?"
"Not yet. The first one just came out in the spring."
"I like it, but by now I know all the stories in it. It is too bad we cannot get issue two. It would give us something else to do while we are sitting around waiting to invade Saxony."
Metzler closed the magazine and cocked his head to one side. "I wonder . . . could they send the magazines to us in the field? There are a lot of copies in the regiments."
"Oh, I think getting enough food and ammo to us will be hard enough, " Private Ernst Boller ventured. "They probably do not take requests."
That got a round of laughter.
"Ja, what soldier needs reading material?" Boller continued.
"Well, General Stearns thinks we do." As usual, Private Hans Tauler's observation came out of nowhere. "You know he publishes a broadside. He has a printing press, just for that."
"The army has a printing press?" Metzler's face lit up.
"Of course. Those broadsides do not print themselves."
"Wait, Johann," Sergeant Danker cautioned. "I know what you are thinking."
"What is that?" he challenged.
"You just realized that you do not have to get lots and lots of magazines shipped to wherever the army goes. You just need one. And the Prince's printing press."
"Ja, that is what I am thinking."
"Johann, have you ever heard of copyright laws?"
"Do those actually work?"
Barbara Danker shook her head. "Give me that. See right here? This is the publisher—Jakob van Baen in Halberstadt. You are not supposed to print other people's books. It is the same as stealing their things. Do you not pay attention at the CoC meetings?"
"Okay, so we pay him."
"To print his books?"
"A licensing fee. See, I do pay attention at the CoC meetings."
"On the Prince's press." Danker put her hands on her hips. "Really? It does not matter because you still cannot get issue two to wherever we will be at the time."
****
A couple days later Red Platoon was one of several units assigned to help unload a train.
"I do not see a train," Private Boller observed.
"We were told to be here at 15:45," Sergeant Strauss told him. "Haup'n Keller talked to Sergeant Hudson, and the train is due at 16:00."
A couple of the men nodded. Eric Glen Hudson claimed to dislike Germans, although past experience suggested that if they got the train unloaded and back on its way within whatever arcane schedule the railroad used, the sergeant would be more than happy to spend a few minutes telling them about an up-time movie.
The train rolled in a couple minutes ahead of schedule.
"Two box cars and two flatbeds," Corporal Sauer observed.
"We are assigned to box car two," Strauss told them. He clambered up as soon as the conductor threw the door open. "A lot of boxes. Hand them down. Pass them on. Stack them out of the way. Supply will tell us where to take them later."
Red Platoon could be very efficient when the men wanted to be. Agneta Bacmeisterin staggered as Mohr half-tossed her a box.
"What is in these things?" she asked.
"It is written on the side," Tauler told her as she handed it off to him.
The next one was equally heavy. She checked the side of the crate. "Paper? Why so much paper?" She got a variety of answers.
"For cartridges."
"For the Prince's broadsides, probably."
"And for the schools."
Metzler stopped and just held onto his box. "Danker! They already ship us paper!"
"Ja, a box car full of the stuff," Sauer agreed. "Keep the boxes moving, Metzler."
He tossed Sauer his current box. "We just need them to ship us a little extra. One box. Maybe two."
"Why?" Sauer hadn't been part of the earlier conversation.
"He wants to pay some publisher to print copies of that science fiction magazine," Danker explained.
"That should work. If you can pay for it." Sauer had learned to be very conscientious about paying for things.
"I am still working on that part," Metzler admitted.
"Get people to pay you up front."
"No. What if something happens?" someone else countered.
The Seven Dwarves came up with a number of hare-brained ideas while they passed and stacked the boxes of paper. Metzler stayed out of the conversation. He was thinking about what he needed. With this much paper, there had to be ink somewhere on this train. So there was the cost of supplies, the use of the printing press, and convincing the publisher it was a good idea.
****
That evening, Johann Metzler visited most of the Red Lion Regiment's company areas. He found several science fiction fans in Bad Company. Led by Privates Martin Döbel and Balthasar Rottenberger, they enthusiastically agreed to join in on any reasonable scheme.


Thursday, July 26, 1635
On the following day, he visited a couple other regiments
"Johann Metzler, Red Lion Regiment."
"Matthäus Köpler, Black Falcon Regiment."
"Would you happen to read Astounding Time Travel Tales?"
Köpler's face lit up. "I sure do. A whole bunch of us from Magdeburg do. You know it is published in Halberstadt, right?"
****
After a confused Lieutenant Felder turned down their requests for leave, Metzler, Döbel, Rottenberger, and Köpler regrouped at the train station.
"It is not as though we were going to miss the war!" Metzler complained. "We could have gotten to Halberstadt and back before anyone marched out."
"Where did you buy your copy?" Köpler asked.
"Magdeburg. A bookseller west of the Big Ditch."
"Ja, me, too. Small shop, stocked all the new kinds of magazines?"
Metzler nodded.
"Do you think they print all that in Magdeburg or ship it in from Halberstadt? It is more than a day's journey?"
"What are you Krauts doing out here?"
The four volunteers hastily assembled themselves in a line.
"Relax," Sergeant Eric Glen Hudson told them. "It's not like you're busting up the place. But what are you doing?"
Hudson heard them out, smirking the whole time. "So," he summarized, "you are trying to get science fiction delivered to the troops? Is this quality stuff?"
Metzler handed over his copy. Hudson flipped through it.
"This is . . . Well, this one isn't bad, actually." Eric Glen Hudson looked up. "You're trying to get them delivered here?"
"We thought about that, Sergeant. That will work for this issue, but we do not know where we will be for the one after that. So if the publisher will sell the right to print a certain number of copies . . ."
"You'd only have to get one copy delivered. Lemme radio up the line to Magdeburg."
"Can we do that?"
"You can't, but I can. May as well give the radio operators something to do."
Köpler nudged Metzler. "Radio operators," he hissed.
"What's that, soldier?"
"We do not need the magazine delivered, Sergeant. Es könnte gefunkt werden."
Hudson shook his head. "Yeah, the whole thing could be gefunkt. Defunct. Radioed. Whatever. Yes, it's possible, but it would take forever and be expensive. We don't have enough operators as it is."
"Then could you use it to train the new ones?" Döbel asked.
"Huh." Hudson thought about it. "I don't see why not. You wouldn't believe some of the stuff they practice with. Last week a couple jokers sent a whole chapter of the book of Revelation in Morse—dressed up as an enemy contact report. I haven't seen any messages from those two since. I think the captain still has them peeling potatoes or digging latrines."
****
Hudson sent a radio message to the base in Magdeburg. Metzler, Köpler, Rottenberger, and Döbel thanked him and went on their way, figuring they had time to see if anyone in the Freiheit Regiment was reading Astounding Time Travel Tales.
They heard a sharp whistle. "Metzler!" Captain Keller hurried over. "Good thing I spotted you. I need everyone back in the company area right away. We have an assignment."
Second Battalion of the Red Lion Regiment marched out at dawn.


Tuesday, July 31, 1635
Camp Destruction
"Company . . . halt!" Captain Keller ordered. "Listen up! I know you are all just thrilled to be back at Camp 73, but try not to cause too much trouble. Remember, what we faced was not the whole Saxon army, so do not get overconfident. And do not get too comfortable. We will be moving out again soon. Dismissed!"
Barbara Danker and the rest of Sixth Squad went straight to the field hospital. They weren't the only squad. Sergeant Strauss tagged along, too.
"Stop! You cannot go in," a soldier posted outside the door told them. He was wearing a blue uniform.
"Why not? Who are you?"
"Ich bin Corporal Martin Apfel, SoTF National Guard. Look, men—and women—we know you want to see your buddies, but the medics are trying to keep everything as sterile as possible. Plus there is not enough room for all of you."
"Who are you—" Sauer began.
"The Corporal Apfel?" a voice from the back of the crowd asked. Sergeant Andreas Strauss pushed his way forward. "Only man still on his feet after the attack here?"
Barbara had no idea what Strauss was talking about, but Corporal Apfel's eyes widened.
"How do you know all that?"
"Hauptmann Keller and Leutnant Felder pulled me into the planning for this operation," Sergeant Strauss explained. "I read about what you did. What if just Sergeant Danker goes in to see Metzler? She's his squad leader. She can tell the rest of us how he's doing."
Apfel considered that for a moment and nodded. "Just the sergeant."
Barbara Danker opened the door and stepped into a large entryway. There were double doors straight ahead and on the left, but only a single door to the right. A medic greeted her with, "Mask. Gloves," and held them out. Only then did he gesture toward the doors straight ahead.
She stepped through and found herself in a big room that probably stretched the length of the building. There were a couple hundred beds, but only the first few were occupied.
"Metzler?"
The man in the third cot on the right looked up in surprise. She laughed. He was reading his magazine again.
"Danker!"
"How are you doing, Metzler?"
He grimaced. "Broken ribs. They hurt but I will heal. But getting better is boring."
Barbara came out a few minutes later with a bunch of messages.
"And Moser says you all owe him from that poker game," she told Echo Company's Ninth Squad. Then she turned back to the Seven Dwarves. "Metzler's got some broken ribs, but he will be okay. Mostly he is bored. We do not want Metzler bored. He needs a new magazine."
Between them the Seven Dwarves dredged up the name Döbel in Bad Company.
"Exzellent! You are the Seven Dwarves. Go get a message to Döbel without getting all of us in trouble."


Saxon Army Headquarters near Leipzig
Hauptmann Phillip Deuerlin held the earpiece in place with his left hand while he scribbled down letters with his right. Paperweights held the page in place.
"I have something," he said aloud.
"Another train schedule?" one of the other officers asked.
"We know where the trains go," another one stated. "We do not need radio to tell us that."
"Quiet so I can hear," Deuerlin barked. We had someone steal a radio last year and that railroad operator we bribed showed us how it works. Of course we get the train schedule. That is what he listened to. He kept writing.
A major leaned over his shoulder and snatched the page. Deuerlin started, and the earpiece fell out. He scrambled to put it back in and reached for another piece of paper.
The major read the page aloud.
DABN DABN DE DADF DADF 1635 JUL 31
BT
ATTN E HUDSON FIND DOBEL B CO OUR RGT X PLS CONTACT VON BAEN ABOUT LICENSING SECOND ISSUE OF MAGAZINE FOR TROOPS X SEND COSTS
BT
SNOW WHITE AND SEVEN DWARVES
"Be quiet!" Deuerlin shouted.
"This is worthless information, you insubordinate—"
"Is it?" Deuerlin cut him off. "The USE troops at Wengelsdorf are low on ammunition and you think it is unimportant?"
"I will have you charged with insubordination!"
When the matter came to Colonel Bose's attention, he sent an aide to settle it.
"How do you know it is from Wengelsdorf?" he asked.
"The heading," Captain Deuerlin answered. "This DABN is the train station at Halle. It gives orders to other train stations all the time. But DADF is different. The only time I hear that station is when they send a request for a train to stop there. Their signal is weaker than DABJ Weissenfels but stronger than DABI at Naumburg Station. So it is probably that camp in between them."
"That makes sense," the aide allowed. "What about this licensing ammunition?"
"I do not understand how they supply their troops at all, but I think it is clear they are asking for more ammunition. They do use letters for their companies. Whoever is at the camp left their second company at Halle."
"Hauptmann, keep listening. Unit locations are invaluable. The rest of you, get out of here."


Saxon Army Headquarters near Leipzig
Friday, August 3, 1635
"Anything today?"
"Ja, Herr Major, but it is all railroad orders and coded messages," Deuerlin reported. "Moving local trains out of the way for the passenger train to Magdeburg. I can tell you where the passenger trains are going to be within five minutes, all day long. Is there any chance we could get permission to capture one?"
"Ha! Nein! Not after what happened last Saturday."
An hour later, after the colonel had left, the radio started chattering. Deuerlin seized a pen and began copying. Reception was poor.
DABN DABN DE DEXP DEXP 1635 AUG 3
BT
ATTN E HUDSON RELAY TO SEVEN DWARVES X YOU ALL WAHNSINNIG X MANY FANS HERE AND VAN BAEN BIG SUPPORTER OF MILITARY X SIGNED CONTRACT WITH VAN BAEN X AUTHORIZED ONE HUNDRED COPIES X SEND PAYMENT AFTER SALE X CAN AUTHORIZE MORE IF NEEDED X INSTRUCTORS IRRITATED WITH NEW RADIO CLASS SO WILL TRANSMIT 1900G TOMORROW DOWN 8 FROM NET FREQ
BT
HQ MAGDEBURG
Captain Deuerlin understood enough of the message to alert Colonel Bose.


Saturday, August 4, 1635
The next evening, Deuerlin was standing by at the radio shortly before seven o'clock in the evening with a number of officers watching over his shoulder. He tuned the radio to the new frequency. A few minutes later, he heard beeps through the static and started writing.
When the transmission faded out, he risked a few words. "This is not local." Scribble, scribble. "It is not coming through Halle or Merseburg." Scribble, scribble. "Very poor reception. I am missing pieces of it."
One of the staff officers reading over his shoulder muttered, "You are getting enough."
. . . EXPECT THE TIME TRAVELERS BACK AT 1500 LOCAL. COMMANDER ? TAKE THE ENTERPRISE AND THE CONSTELLATION TO PICK THEM UP ? TELL THEM TO MAKE SURE THEIR LASERS ARE FULLY CHARGED ? JUST IN CASE. . . .


. . . ? THERE THEY ARE ??? LOOK ? THE ENEMY IS RIGHT BEHIND THEM ? THE COMMANDER BARKED AN ORDER ? ? FIRE ? ? A BRIGHT BLUE BEAM SCORCHED THE SAND AT THE RETURN SITE . . .
"This is quite melodramatic," one of the staff officers remarked.
"We have all read accounts of battles that are just as bad," another reminded him.
"I apologize," Captain Deuerlin said. "They are transmitting characters I do not recognize."
"Keep listening. We can figure it out later."
. . . THE SKYSHIPS SWUNG AROUND IN A WIDE ARC ? RETURNING TO BASE WITH THE TIME TRAVELERS SAFELY ABOARD ? . . .
"I do not know why, but the transmission is gone. I cannot hear anything now." Deuerlin turned and faced the others. "I am sorry I could not get more."
"Never mind that, Hauptmann. Start thinking about how to make a skyship explode."


Monday, August 6, 1635
Camp Devastation
"Attention in the tents!"
Sergeant Strauss jumped to his feet and saw Hauptmann Keller approaching.
"Fall in!" the captain ordered.
Fuchs Company sped into formation.
"All present or accounted for!" Sergeant Thaler reported.
"Some of you are in a reasonable amount of trouble. I have it on good authority that the Prince wants to know who the hell was using his printing press. Now, I know the general's printing press is in the camp outside Halle and you are here. But he also specifically asked about a Sergeant Snow White."
Strauss cringed. Whatever this was had to be caused by the Seven Dwarves.
"But," Keller continued, "I am told he was laughing about it afterwards. So you have been assigned to lead a patrol. We are crossing the river. Red Platoon, you have point. Then Fuchs Company, then the rest of Second Battalion. The militia will get us across by boat at dawn. We are to march northeast and link up with the rest of the army. Radio room is off limits to everyone, and no one is allowed outside of camp except Red Platoon. I want you out in a field practicing. And I am supposed to tell you, 'They are printed.' Dismissed!"
"Woo-hoo! Fire team vees and overwatch!"
Strauss just put his hand over his eyes.
"Do you have any idea what that was all about?" Leutnant Spitzer asked.
Strauss looked sideways at him. "Do we really want to know?"
****
That afternoon as Red Platoon was drawing cartridges and rations, Johann Metzler stumbled into line.
"Metzler, what are you doing?" Sergeant Strauss asked.
"Drawing ammo and rations, Sergeant!"
"I mean, why are you not in the hospital?"
"I checked out, Sergeant. I heard the rest of the army has radio-transmitted advance copies of Astounding Time Travel Tales."
Strauss shook his head in exasperation. "Can you even march?"
"Ell-tee said I could ride shotgun on a supply wagon. Besides, somebody has to write this campaign down as it happens."
Metzler is a good man to have around in a fight, Strauss reflected. "Okay, do not fall off the wagon, and you can come along and get your radio advance whatever."
"Radio advance reader copy, Sergeant. They call it an r-ARC."


Near Zwenkau
Monday, August 20
"He wants to enlist."
Hans Friedrich von Hessler wondered why the brigade commander was sending him a specific Saxon prisoner. "But, Herr Brigadier, why are you sending him to me?"
"Something your Seven Dwarves were up to."
"Jawohl, Herr Brigadier!" He returned to the tent that housed his command group of a lieutenant, a radio team, and the captain of camp followers—and a Saxon hauptmann who stiffened to attention.
"Herr Major!"
"Hauptmann . . .?"
"Phillip Deuerlin. I was captured at Zwenkau, Herr Major. I would like to enlist in your skyship corps."
****











The Djinn are Lazy by Terry Howard
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August 1635
"Uncle, I have just been made the strangest offer of my short life. I think it will still be the strangest offer of my life when my old gray head finds its grave."
Diego Nasi looked up from his cup of thick, sweet, Turkish-style coffee. "Oh? Do tell me about it, Isaac."
Diego was sitting at the table in the conference room, which doubled as the break room in the Abrabanel business offices in Grantville. The offices pretty much functioned as a bank and trust, a stock brokerage, an import/export house, an investment brokerage, and offered the services of various financial advisers. It was the Abrabanel business offices and the Abrabanel's business was making money. Diego was an older man, and the current, in-house, senior partner, by the prestige of age and wealth and therefore presumed wisdom, and had but recently arrived in Grantville. He found his interest piqued at his young kinsman's curious statement.
"Do you remember me talking about the old man on the mountain top, the one who sold me the seed corn we sent to Aleppo, the seed that Josef's customer was so pleased with?"
Diego had a memory for names and details. "The old man, Herr Jenkins? Yes, he was also being mentioned as having sat in the back with the Catholic priest and the mayor and the Baptist priest when they had the open house to celebrate the opening of the first synagogue."
"Well, he stopped into the offices the other day and asked when I could come up to the farm. Not if, mind you. When! His farm is the highest point on the rim and maybe the highest point in the ring. It has no paved road, hardly any road at all by Grantville standards, so it is no small matter to walk up there. Still, we did all right on the corn, mostly in terms of public relations, so I set a time and trekked up there.
"Herr Jenkins met me and thanked me for coming, and said he had something I wanted to see. Not something he wanted to show me, but something I wanted to see."
"I followed the old man to the farther of the two barns. There he showed me two mostly wooden machines that he had made."
Isaac fell into a traditional storyteller's cadence as he related what happened.
****
[image: cotton gin]"  'This here is a cotton gin,' " the old hillbilly said. " 'It will separate the fiber from the seed and hulls, ten or twenty, maybe a hundred times, faster than it can be done by hand. I hear tell India's got something called a charkhi but it don't work half as well as a gin does. I'd show you how it works, but we ain't got any cotton bolls.
"  'Now, this one here is a one-row, horse-drawn cotton picker. I've got to tell you, I think it will work. I know the gin will, and I think the picker will. I got a good look at a gin and a picker in a museum years ago. How they worked fascinated me, so I took a good long look and it stuck with me. It ain't gonna be too long before someone works out how to make a spinning jenny.' "
"He saw my puzzlement at the words, 'spinning jenny,' and explained. " 'It's a powered spinning wheel that will turn out more thread in an hour than a woman can make in a week. When they get it made, the demand for fiber will go up. The price will go up, and someone will turn out a cotton gin, 'cause they're easy.
"  'Now back when we came from, I was told that cotton almost died out as an export crop in the southern states because of the labor-intensive job of gettin' the seed out. A fella by the name of Whitney made the gin and the South went into cotton in high gear. The profits went up and the demand for labor to grow more cotton went up, so slavery increased instead of dying out.
" 'I had one teacher when I was a child tell us that John McCormick an' John Brown made the Civil War possible. McCormick, 'cause his reaper, which they're crankin' out down in Grantville, freed up enough labor so the U.S. could build an army that didn't have to break off to go home and harvest the wheat. Brown, 'cause he scared the south into turning their militias, which were a joke before he came along, into serious little armies. But it was Eli Whitney who made it necessary, 'cause he made cotton profitable.' "
Isaac paused to take a deep breath. "Well, I'm sure I must have been looking confused again, because Herr Jenkins continued."
"  'Well, never mind all that. I've got a cotton picker that will probably work, and a cotton gin that will work. I think one man and a horse can out-pick ten or twenty people. I've got no cotton to test it on, and I ain't got the years left to go where they do. I need some help. So I thought of you.' "
"How much is he asking for these machines that might work?" Diego Nasi asked Isaac, skeptically, interrupting the narrative.
"He does not want to sell them."
"How odd. What does he want?"
"I asked him that, Uncle, and this is what he said . . .
"  'Now, I know these ain't gonna sell for very long. Any competent wheelwright can take either one of these apart and put it back together and then with a little help from a blacksmith he can start makin' 'em from scratch and probably makin' 'em better 'cause he'll be where they're bein' used and can correct any problems. So you can sell one in a region and then you've lost the market.'
"By this time I was quite confused, and I said, " 'Mr. Jenkins, if you can't sell them, then you don't need capital to build a plant to make them. What do you want from me?'
" 'I want you to send these down to Egypt to someone who will follow through on it and make the cotton picker work. When he's got a working cotton picker you can send him the gin. But only after he's got the picker workin'. I ain't a-gonna help slavery with a hand up on the cotton prices until I put the cotton pickers out of work.'
" 'Mr. Jenkins, if we can't sell it because it is too easy to reproduce, how are we going to make any money off of it?'
"  'Son, we ain't going to see a dime out of this, unless you speculate in cotton futures. But that's gamblin'. It's your business, not mine.'
" 'If you won't see a dime out of it, why have you done all of the work? What are you getting out of this?'
"  'I'm gonna get the same thing you're going to get. This will take a chunk out of the slave market. It will put more clothes on more backs and keep people warm in the winter. It will increase international trade and that increases peace in the world.
" 'What do I get? I get the same thing you do. It is a mitzvah.' "
The word, mitzvoth, or in this case the singular mitzvah, in Isaac's tale caught Diego Nasi's full attention. "Isaac, don't put words in the man's mouth."
"Uncle, I am not. That is the word he used."
"How strange. Did he understand it, do you think?"
"Yes. I think he did. Getting these machines into production will be a good thing for many people. The farmers will make more money with less work. The seasonal labor market will be greatly diminished, so the slave market will decrease and lessen the attractiveness to the slave stealers to ply their trade. More people will have better clothes. It is indeed a mitzvah."
Isaac continued telling the tale to his elder partner.
"  'Mr. Jenkins,' I said, 'I think we will be able to do what you ask. We will lose money on it, perhaps, but it can be done. I have just one question. You are not Jewish. Why do you care about doing a good deed before the Lord as he has commanded the Jews to do?'
" 'Son,' he said, 'can we just say I owe the world a thing or two and let it go at that?' "
Diego Nasi blinked. "So he wants to give us these machines?"
"Uncle, he has given them to us already. I just have to send a horse to bring them down from the mountain top."
"And we are to send them to Egypt and give them away?"
"He did not say that. We can sell them if we wish. He doesn't care. But he did point out that they can be easily reproduced. So selling them might pay for shipping, but we're not going to make a lot of money in direct sales."
"Still . . ." Diego Nasi smiled. ". . . if we can't figure a way to make money off of a vast increase in cotton production, then we deserve to die in poverty. Do you understand how to use these machines? Can you write up instructions?"
"Herr Jenkins already has a series of pictures for each machine, showing how to use them."
"Very good. Yes, to answer your unasked question. I will authorize the cost of shipping these two machines to Egypt at a complete loss to ourselves, through our associates in Cairo. We will send them to Rabbi Solomon Halevy at the Ezra Synagogue in Fostat. I know Solomon from when we were young. He will see to it that they get the exposure Herr Jenkins needs for his mitzvah."


Near Cairo, Egypt
The gabbai disturbed the rabbi as he was reading in the cool of the shade in the inner courtyard beside the fountain.
Part of his job as gabbai—assistant to the rabbi (the non-Jewish neighbors might say servant, but it was service to the rabbi and servant does not capture the honor and respect or scope of the relationship)—part of his job was seeing to it that the rabbi was not unnecessarily disturbed while he was reading, and to see to it that he was disturbed when he should be.
This was clearly one of those times.
"Rabbi, there is a shipment at the door for which you must sign."
"Well, bring it in," Solomon Halevy said excitedly. There was a text from Syria, a commentary on the writings of the Rambam, that he was expecting.
"Reb Solomon, they won't fit through the door. Well, one of them won't."
"Curious. What are they?"
The gabbai shrugged.
"Let's take a look then."
Outside, the delivery man was unhitching the donkey from between the shafts of the wheeled contraption that had a smaller affair and some bundled bits and pieces strapped to the top of it. The horse shafts were oddly off-set to one side of the vehicle.
"Rabbi Halevy?" he asked.
"Yes?"
The drayman opened a pouch and handed the rabbi a package of papers. A wax-sealed letter was tucked under the string. Solomon slid it out and started to read through it. When he finished, he went back to the top and started over. Then he opened the package of paper and his eyes grew large as he looked through them.
"Shimon?" Solomon asked the gabbai, "Do you know anyone who still has cotton bolls to separate from the seeds?"
"No. But that shouldn't be hard to find." The harvested bolls were put in storage and the farmers and their families worked on separating the seeds as other work allowed, often after dark, for several months after the harvest.
"Get me a large hamper of them, please. Right after we push this contraption out of the lane."
****
Late the next morning, Rabbi Solomon cranked the handle while Shimon fed the bolls into the hopper.
Clean cotton came out the other end. The seeds dropped out the side. Shimon's eyes grew large and Solomon's smile grew larger.
"Stop, Shimon," Solomon said.
"But we have half the hamper yet," Shimon protested.
"Yes, and unless you want to go buy another hamper, we'll need that half. Go find Mordecai Hakohen and ask him to come here."
****
Sometime that afternoon, an annoyed Mordecai showed up. "Solomon, what is this great wonder your gabbai insists that I must see today? Do you have some new book that pleases you? Surely it could have waited until tomorrow."
Solomon smiled. "Come." He led Mordecai to the part of the courtyard just inside the double doors that could handle a carriage, where the machines waited. He picked up a handful of cotton bolls from their basket and gestured at the contraption.
"Now, Mordecai, turn that lever while I feed the bolls into the hopper."
As clean cotton came out the far end and the seeds dropped out the side, Mordecai's mouth dropped open and Solomon smiled as he continued feeding bolls into the machine.
"Was I correct in bothering you with this? Should I apologize for wasting your time and seek another partner?"
"Solomon, don't be an ass," Mordecai grumbled sourly at his friend's smugness. "How much?"
"Half of net. My machine, your warehouse. We start buying cotton futures now. And we have to buy one crop in the field."
"Why?"
Solomon quit feeding the machine and Mordecai quit turning the crank. Shimon was setting drinks on the table in the shade near the fountain.
"Come. Let us have something to drink."
Solomon seated his guest and handed him the drawing showing the cotton picker.
"If we use the separator, we become obliged to make the picking machine work. With the picking machine, the number of laborers needed to harvest the cotton goes down. Without it, because of increased demand due to the ease of separating out the seeds, the number of needed laborers goes up. One creates slavery and the picking machine reduces it. If we use the machine to separate the cotton from the seeds, we undertake a responsibility to help end slavery."
Mordecai nodded solemnly. "We were slaves in Egypt and now that we have returned we should not increase slavery in Egypt."
"Our commitment is to a much larger world," Solomon said. "The cotton picker will help stop slavery from spreading to the new world. My childhood friend, who now works out of the town from the future, Grantville in the Germanies, made it quite clear. If we use the separator, we must use the picker, also."
"What of the pickers who are put out of work? I guess we can hire them to spin thread and weave cloth."
"Yes, until, we are sent mechanical spinners and powered looms. And I am told to look for them. Then we will need to find other work for the pickers. Sewing garments, perhaps, on the sewing machines that my friend is asking me to find buyers for."
[image: cotton]"Yes, Solomon. I will go halves with you on using the separator and the picking machine. I will clear warehouse space. We will have spinning wheels and looms made. We will buy futures in cotton bolls and I will buy one crop in the field." A smiling Mordecai was mentally rubbing his hands together in anticipation of what the future would bring.
****
Mordecai was not at all happy late that fall after the cotton harvest was separated from the seed.
****
Mordecai stood up from where he was sitting next to the fountain in the shade of the rabbi's courtyard and practically shouted, "Solomon, you can't mean that! Do you have any idea just how much we are going to make?"
"Mordecai, I made it very clear when I showed you the separator. We have the use of it only if we made the commitment to seeing to it that we were using the picker."
"But the picker does not work."
Solomon looked sad and solemn. He did indeed know just how much money was at stake. But the letter that arrived with the gift was clear. The cotton gin was not to be used without the picker.
"Mordecai, believe me, I do understand. You have plans for building more separators and buying more cotton. If you are buying more cotton, the farmers will grow more cotton.
"The large land owners will see them making money and they will then need more laborers and they will buy them from the slave dealers who will need more slaves to sell, so the slave stealers will take more slaves and cause more misery. And don't tell me they are better off working here than living in the wilds farther south. You are right, but they would rather live badly in the wild than work from dawn to dark here in the north, separated from their homes and families."
"I am not dismantling what we already have! We bought cotton that was already being grown. We will not change things if we continue to buy that cotton. We have an investment in spinning wheels and looms. We have people who look to those jobs for their living. Solomon, would you have me put them out of work? Would you have me be so cruel as to turn those children back into the streets to starve again after they have just gotten used to eating every day?"
Mordecai was running a scam and they both knew it. But Solomon had to concede that Mordecai did have a valid argument. And he had to concede that his half of the sale of the finished cotton cloth was a very nice income.
"All right," Solomon conceded. "We keep what we have to provide employment for our needy workers." He could do so with an easy conscience. With what they were paying spinners and weavers at the warehouse, the able-bodied were not taking the jobs. Grandmothers were coming at dawn with grandchildren in tow. Street urchins were sneaking back inside to sleep for the night and when they started feeding the urchins breakfast, the grandmothers started coming earlier. Mordecai had a Frankish sewing machine in use and a dozen more on order. They would keep the employees working in the warehouse year-round, except now that the cotton picker proved unworkable, they would go to the fields in season to pick cotton.
Mordecai quieted down and settled down, at least some, at least for now. The vast fortune he was dreaming of was gone. But the warehouse factory, spinning and weaving and soon to be making garments, was still in play.
"It was a shame about the picking machine breaking," Mordichai complained. "By chance, I was there when a wheel broke turning at the end of the field and they dragged it aside and abandoned it. They were ready to give up on it by that time anyway. For the most part it would not work at all. When it did work, it mostly did so poorly. The few brief times that it worked well it seemed to work very well indeed. But neither rhyme nor reason could be fathomed for the why of those times, compared to the why not all the other times. So the cost of fixing it was pointless. It truly is a shame."
"Yes, Mordecai, it is a shame. But . . . could you sleep at ease knowing you were counting your vast fortune at the cost of untold human miseries?"
****
Mohamed was pleased when the Jewish merchant's agent once again bought his crop in the field, though this year the agent did not even try to use the horse-machine. His shop manager just showed up each morning with the entire work force of old ladies and young kids. He didn't buy anyone else's crop in the field, but he did offer an excellent price for the picked cotton. Other pickers were jealous of the care the merchant's shop manager provided for his laborers. They were fed before the work began, and they were fed when the work was over, and they rested in the heat of the day with a snack of melons. When Mohamed asked the shop manager when they were coming for the picking machine, he was told to consider it his, they were through with it.
Mohamed was looking it over where it sat between two fields to see what should be stripped off before the rest was burned when his neighbor, Haji, stopped to chat.
"You are lucky. You do not have to pick your field. But why do they not use the machine?" Haji asked.
"Did you not see? They could not get it to work. I am going to break it up and burn most of it."
"Because it is lazy?"
"Because it will not work."
Haji looked at the broken wheeled contraption. "Mohamed, I was here last year. Each morning when they first put it to work it cleaned the plants like a farmer who owns them. Not long after that, it picked cotton like a hired laborer who did not care if some were missed."
"And shortly after that," Mohamed said, "it would not pick cotton to save its life. And now that life is forfeit."
"Mohamed, my friend, you do not kill a horse because it is lazy. You motivate it."
"But how do you whip a machine?"
"Why do you need to? What is different? Why does it work in the morning and not at noon? Is it inhabited by a djinn who does not want to work, but will work in the cool of the day, but not in the heat? Would a holy man's blessing motivate it? That is something the Jews did not try, though they did curse it often enough.
"I have a wheel that will fit and we can try it on my field for the third picking of the season."
"If you want to waste your time, go ahead," Mohamed said. "When you give up, I want the machine back."
"And if I succeed?"
Mohamed laughed. "As Allah wills. If you succeed, then the machine is yours."
Haji smiled. "I will bring the wheel this evening and the mule in the morning."
****
[image: cotton machine]One morning late in the picking season, when it was time to strip the plants and not just pick the fluffy white bolls as they popped open, Haji put the machine to a row of cotton soon as the dew was off the bolls, and gave the donkey permission to amble. His wife and daughter scrambled to get the cotton as it came out of the chute into a sack. The machine had been designed to discharge into a wagon but a second donkey or a horse to pull a wagon was beyond Haji's means. In short order, the machine quit working well, and shortly after that, it quit working at all.
"There are evil, lazy djinn in the machine," Haji told his wife and daughter. "It can work. It just does not want to."
Looking up at him, his daughter, Fatima, pointed out that, "The fingers in the machine at first, as they spin, grab the cotton and twist it around. Later, the fingers do not grab the cotton. It is the same cotton. Why does it not keep picking?" she asked.
"This is so much easier. If we started earlier, would it work longer?" she wondered out loud.
"Fatima, you know you cannot pick cotton heavy with the dew," her mother told her.
"But, the first of a morning the cotton sticks to my fingers if it is just the least bit wet. Is that it?" she asked. "Does the cotton collect on the spinning metal fingers if it's damp, and then it doesn't when it is fully dry just a bit later?"
Haji's eyebrows met in a collision over his nose. "Go fetch some water, and let's find out."
By flinging water off of their fingers onto the spinning spindles, they kept the machine working. The next morning, Haji had a drip system in place. By the end of the next day, people were flocking to watch the machine work its way through the fields. Mohamed showed up and Haji let the donkey have a rest.
"I suppose," Haji said, "that you will want your machine back."
"No. We abandoned it. You have made it to work. The machine is yours. What I want is your cotton. Considering the time you are saving, though, you should be able to give me a good price on it."
Haji saw no reason to take a lower price, relieved as he was to keep the machine. "Considering that you are being generous about the owning of the machine, I see no reason to ask any more for machine-picked cotton than I could get for hand-picked cotton."
"But you do not have to pay the cotton pickers."
Both Haji and Mohamed ignored the growling that grew in the ranks of the on-looking crowd.
"No, but I must feed the donkey year-round. And it takes both my wife and daughter to keep up with the machine and I must feed both of them year-round, also. Without cotton seeds to separate, what will they do with their time?"
"I will send wagons and you can feed the machine's harvest into them so your wife and daughter can stay home and cook.
"And, I will tell you what else I will do. I will pay you the old price for this year's harvest. You will loan me the machine when the fields are picked so I can make others to send elsewhere. I will return your machine before the next harvest."
"I could sell the machine for a lot of money," Haji answered.
"I could claim the machine is mine," Mohamed countered.
Haji nodded in admission of defeat. "I will sell you my cotton at the going rate," he agreed. "But you are putting my wife and daughter out of work."
"If you have no work for them," Mohamed said with a smile, "then send them to the mill. With the picking machine working, my master is eager to build more and bigger separating machines, and I will need more spinners and weavers. Or I can sell you spinning wheels and you can buy separated cotton from the mill and sell me spun cotton thread in return. Then they can spin any time they do not have other work to do."
"How much will a spinning wheel cost?" Haji asked. "They have drop spindles already."
"But the wheel is so much faster," Mohamed said. "And with what you are saving on the cost of paying pickers, you can afford the new spinning wheels."
"What of us?" came a lone voice from the growling crowd. "My children will starve while the machine does our work!"
The growling grew in volume.
"Send them to the mill," Mohamed called back to the unseen voice. "By this time next year, we will need all the help we can hire and there will be work all winter for many and all year for others. My master has promised, no one who is willing to work will need to go hungry because of our machines."
****
"Isaac," Diego Nasi sought out his young associate with a letter in hand. "I have a letter from my old friend, Rabbi Solomon Halevy, in Egypt. I thought you would like to know how that business three years ago turned out. He writes that the cotton-picking machine was made to work after some difficulties. The gins are doing a booming business. They have now opened up three shops that house and feed spinners and weavers, providing employment to widows, orphans and cripples that had nowhere else to go. Our partners in Cairo speculated in cotton, knowing that demand would go up, and they are shipping finished cloth to Venice by the boat load."
"It is good to hear that Herr Jenkin's mitzvah is prospering."
Diego Nasi chuckled. "And it does not hurt that our associates in Cairo are prospering and owe us a favor. My childhood friend, Solomon, is also prospering. He asks if there is some return kindness he can do for his benefactor."
"Uncle, very shortly after Herr Jenkins gave me the machines, he gave the farm over to the Baptist priest in town to open a school. He is gone, I hear, to England and then to Ireland. I have no idea if he is even still alive, much less if there is any way of getting a letter to him.
"It will have to suffice that he has done a good deed as the Lord has commanded. One does not need to know why he is being blessed to enjoy the blessings of the Lord."
****
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PART VII
August 1635


Section 1: “Ich bin aber an meinem ohrt durch meine unpässlichkeit,
deren ich nun mehr, Gott lob, gentzlichen endlediget, verhindert...”


Lorraine
The grand duke of the County of Burgundy opened his eyes.
They informed him that he was in the same bedroom in Châtel-sur-Moselle where he had been the last time he had a clear memory of anything other than pain and fever.
The pain, he ascertained, was much milder than it had been.
The fever, it appeared, was gone.
Perhaps he was dreaming.
There seemed to be, seated next to his bed, the redoubtable USE ambassadress to Basel, Frau Diane Jackson. He closed his eyes and kept them that way for some time.
When he opened them again, she was still there.
“How long has it been?” He asked.
“Since you were last both awake and rational?”
“Yes.”
She looked at the up-time style disposable calendar with little blocks for each day that was hanging on the wall next to his bed.
“Three weeks. No, more. Twenty-three days.”
“Is everything lost?”
“Child. You are not the center of the universe. Other people have held it together for you, which is probably more than you deserve and why they should be so loyal is not something I will ever understand. But they did, so learn. It is time for you to get over the delusion that you are indispensable.”
She stood up. “Now, I will call Herr John. To him, you will say, ‘Thank you’ now. As you have the chance, you will say it to your lady wife, to Herr Rehlinger, to your officers. My husband’s mother always told the sons I have lost to the up-time, ‘It gets easier every time you say it.’ ”
****
The minute Kamala Dunn opened the door, the man napping next to Bernhard’s bedside jumped up.
“Good morning, Herr John. It’s just me, wandering past the tumult.” She nodded toward the window. Outside, the grand duke’s regiments were heartily singing their way through Sunday morning services. “The Monster just got in. Raudegen and one of Diane Jackson’s door dragons gave me permission to come up.”
Bernhard’s secretary sat up, put his feet on the floor, and bowed sleepily.
“Comfortable?” Kamala gestured at his canvas cot. “It scarcely matches up to the rest of this impressive pile of a castle.”
“For the past three weeks, I’ve been sharing the watches with Moscherosch, his friend Jesaias Rompler, and the up-timers from Basel.” John reached for his boots and started to pull them on. “One of us is always here, no matter who else is around and no matter how much the grand duke grumbles about it when he’s awake. Which he is, now, at least part of the time. Feret is doing my work—most of it, at any rate. I check the desk when I get off here.”
“Rompler?” She wrinkled her forehead. “Do I know him?”
“Probably not. He’s a poet, a friend of Moscherosch’s. He joined the campaign in hopes of writing an epic poem about the expedition. Still, both of them are trustworthy and none of the Kloster proper could be spared from purely military duties. They’ve been skirmishing with Monsieur Gaston’s forces the whole time the grand duke has been sick.”
“You didn’t classify anyone else as trustworthy?”
“There are plenty of people who would be delighted to see the grand duke out of the picture. Of course, deciding to handle it this way meant that I haven’t been able to keep up with the correspondence, but Ohm contributed two great-nephews and a first cousin once removed who’s a good accountant to assist Feret.”
“Where did he find them on such short notice?”
“Somewhere over by Augsburg, probably. He’s related to the Rehlingers. Or in Frankfurt am Main—he was born at Bockenheim. Or up by Heidelberg, perhaps. Ohm’s grandfather and great-uncle were ennobled for zealous paper-pushing in the service of the bureaucracy of the Palatinate. Most of his family are still middle-class people, looking for a job. As a family name, ‘von Ohm’ or ‘von Oehm’ or ‘von Ehm’ started out as just plain Ehem. His wife’s Alsatian. He has relatives all over the map.”
“What about the grand duke’s staff doctors?”
“Schmid’s probably okay, but he’s in the field. I don’t trust Blandin, the Genevan, at all. Haven’t let him into the room. Anyway, he’s been sick himself.”
“So. How’s the patient.”
“No worse. A little better. Frau Jackson says to let him sleep.”
“Sick as a dog and refusing to admit it.”
“That pretty much sums up the situation.” John paused. “He’s been sick enough to get a real sense of his own mortality. Sick enough to frighten me, pretty bad. Sick enough that I’ve done everything I could to keep people, even der Kloster, from realizing just how sick he is.”
“That’s what the grand duchess was afraid of.”
He looked at her. “Can you . . . ?”
“Let me take a look at him. I’ve brought every medication in the up-time arsenal.”
****
“By the time I arrived, he was starting to recover on his own. Maybe I can speed things up. With the tools available to me in an army camp, even one headquartered in a castle, I can’t reach a scientific diagnosis, Your Grace. I apologize for that. There have been many occasions since coming down-time that I wished I had been trained as a doctor rather than a nurse, but I wasn’t. I know it, you know it, and the grand duke knew it when he hired me. I have placed the grand duke on a course of antibiotics and will insist that he continue to take them for two solid weeks. I will do my utmost to keep him alive.”
Kamala looked at the report she was sending to Claudia de’ Medici and added a sentence.
“Please send Dr. Guarinonius, if he is willing to come. I would feel a lot easier in my mind if there was a physician on the case.”
****
“With all due respect to his physical complaints,” Kamala wrote in her accompanying report to Dr. Guarinonius, “it’s my opinion that the grand duke is just about as tough as they come. He survived smallpox as a teenager, and I greatly suspect that he’s just survived a bout with the plague. I’ve talked to his batman as well as his secretary. It definitely wasn’t anything a person could call ‘colic,’ even though that’s what he wanted the doctors to treat him for at first. He never developed buboes during these last few weeks, though he did at one point have a serious rash. The fever, vomiting and bloody diarrhea, the constant headaches, nausea and abdominal pain, don’t seem to be accounted for by anything else he’s likely to have caught. There’s no typhus going around right now. No wonder he reported that he constantly felt weak.”
She paused a minute, fiddling with her pen.
“No, to answer the question that the grand duchess asked, no, I don’t think it was poison. I’m just glad that I sent gallons and gallons of sugar/light saline energy drink with him in his baggage, for it probably staved off the dehydration that might have actually done him in. I can’t believe that he actually likes the stuff, but he does. He drank it all. Please have more prepared and shipped as soon as you can. Dr. Weinhart has the formula, since he has been using it for the children in the orphanage.”
She thought another moment.
“Then there’s his chronic gastritis. I don’t have an up-time lab culture, of course, but I’m pretty sure that the grand duke has peptic ulcers. Maybe duodenal ulcers, but I think peptic is more likely. You can look up the difference in the reference book I left in the hospital library. You know, Dr. Guarinonius, up-time medicine wasn’t perfect, either. For decades and decades, doctors thought that people got ulcers because they had bad tempers or were under a lot of stress. Their opinions weren’t that different from the down-time ideas about the humors. Basically, they thought that people with choleric temperaments developed stomach ulcers.”
She thought a minute more. The Lord only knew that the Grand Duke of the County of Burgundy could be choleric enough when the people around him weren’t producing the results he wanted, so she inserted a CYA.
“Maybe being choleric can be a complicating factor, but less than twenty years before the Ring of Fire, some doctors in Australia figured out that ulcers were the result of infection with Helicobacter pylori bacteria, not just temperament. House flies can pick it up from fecal matter and transmit it by landing on food. DDT helps there, too, by cutting down on the number of flies, and in general, we get back to the recommendations for cleanliness. People should wash their hands thoroughly with soap and water, eat food that has been prepared in a sanitary kitchen, and get their drinking water from a safe, clean source.”
She got up, walked to the window of her room, looked down at as much of Bernhard’s camp as she could see across the walls and the distance imposed by the surrounding sixty-three-yard wide dry ditches, and swallowed. At least they had dug reasonably good latrines and both the officers and men had been issued soap. Erlach was making the men boil their drinking water. “Sanitary kitchen” was off somewhere in a different frame of reference, though the noncoms were supposed to enforce the washing of cooking pots before re-use. She wandered back to the pen and paper on the table.
“Anyway, up-time doctors were starting to treat ulcers more aggressively, with antibiotics than just with a bland diet and antacids.”
She thought again.
“The stinky thing is that chloramphenicol won’t fix ulcers any more than it’s effective against diphtheria. If you look on my desk there in Besançon, in the pile on the right side labeled ‘To Do,’ you’ll find a letter I got from Leahy Medical Center in Grantville a couple of weeks before I left. It lists what they found on treating H. pylori. To cure the grand duke would take four or six different antibiotics, none of which we can make yet, so you’d better prepare the grand duchess and the whole medical staff in Besançon for a decades-long course of soothing his stomach.
“And whatever you do, don’t let him take any more aspirin. It’s wonderful for a lot of things, but not for people with ulcers. No more little blue pills.
“Please write to the Leahy Medical Center and ask whether or not ‘Pepto Bismol’ or some equivalent is within our manufacturing capabilities yet. Even better, get the grand duchess to write Lothlorien Pharmaceuticals or Dr. Gribbleflotz’ operation in Jena, or both of them, and say that she’ll pay to get it manufactured.”
“And, please come, if you possibly can.”


Besançon, Franche-Comté
Claudia de Medici was astonished at the relief she felt when she received reports from Dr. Guarinonius and the up-time nurse that the grand duke was clearly on the mend.
Part of the relief was political. For the last several weeks, she had been trying to persuade herself that she would be able to hold Burgundy together if Bernhard died.
It would have been hard. Much harder than her regency in Tyrol. There, the county was an established entity, with a history. She had been married to Leopold for several years before he died, long enough to get to know the people and establish ties to the influential ones. She had the backing of his brother and nephew in Vienna, who were not all that far away.
Here? The County of Burgundy was barely more than Bernhard’s dream, held together by men whose loyalty belonged to him—to him personally—rather than to the emerging principality he had cobbled together by sheer brilliance, arrogance, and stubborn refusal to be stopped. Would they have transferred that loyalty to her? To her personally, or to her as regent for the child she was now certain that she carried?
She straightened up.
She could have done it. She would have done it, but it would have been hard. So hard.
It was better that she would not have to do it.
Not yet, at least. It might still come. It was unlikely that Bernhard would abandon generalship for a life of sedentary administrative tasks any time soon now.
Not for years, if God was gracious enough to grant those years to him.
It was really—astonishing, yes, that was the correct word—how much relief she felt. She was astonished.
Especially because not all of her relief was political. She would, she realized, have missed him. Greatly.
Yes, she was astonished at the relief she felt.
She felt calmer, more defined, once she had put a word to what she was feeling.
She reviewed the report from Kamala Dunn. She owed favors. She rapped on the table.
Volpert Motzel, the competent young jurist whom Dr. Bienner had managed to entice into the employment of the former regent of Tyrol by offering unparalleled opportunities for advancement and new experiences not likely to be matched in the fastnesses of Salzburg no matter how much Paris de Lodron was willing to pay him, appeared from the outer office.
“Call Knorr to take dictation for Us. We owe the following persons public recognition, honors, and suitable rewards for their outstanding services during the grand duke’s recent illness . . .”
Claudia was back at work.


Merckweiler-Pechelbronn
“Utt refused to report Garand as a deserter,” Matt wrote to Marcie in frustration. “Officially, he’s ‘missing and presumed dead.’ That’s what we radioed over to Fulda, for what comfort it may be to his wife, considering that she’d already lost her dad. If you ask me, he’s out in the woods somewhere, or at least his body is, dead as a doornail. This sort of thing comes close to driving me nuts. Maybe you’re right, that a lot of us are too squeamish to survive down-time in the long run. Denver Caldwell died yesterday, along with six down-time soldiers from Utt’s regiment and seventeen refugees. I never knew him much. He was a couple of years younger than we are, different churches, and he didn’t go to college. He married a down-time girl over at Fulda Barracks.”
****
“Damned cat,” Matt Trelli said. “Ran right between my legs. I hate cats.”
“He’s been hanging around ever since Joel died,” Derek said. “I’m not too fond of him, myself. I throw him some scraps now and then, but don’t let him indoors the way the others did. Sometimes he sneaks in—he seems to think he has a right to live inside. He was Andrea Hill’s.”
“Well, keep him away from me. I hate cats.”
“He ducked under the bed. I’ll roust him out later. How many have we lost today?”


Grantville
“. . . formal letter of consolation from General Nils Brahe to the administration of the State of Thuringia-Franconia on the death of Colonel Utt,” Robert Herrick read from the pulpit of the Episcopalian church.
“. . .torn from us in his youth, which in these difficult times has caused immense sorrow to all of us who knew him . . .”
Mary Kat blinked as the words slid past her.
". . . God has seen fit to remove him from the miseries of this world . . .”
That was from Brahe’s personal letter to her. She’d loaned it to Father Herrick to read at the service, too. Brahe referred to Derek as his friend. She believed him. At least, in the years away, Derek had found a friend.
“. . . so that he might gain possession of that eternal and happy life which awaits us in heaven where we will follow him when it pleases God to call us."
All right, it just said what she believed herself.
Or, at least, what Grandma had taught her to believe.
But the down-timers were just so damned . . . fatalistic.
The baby started to whimper and root at her shoulder. Maybe she shouldn’t have brought him to the service. It wasn’t as if he’d be able to remember. He was only a week old. But at least he could grow up with people telling him that he had been there. That would be some kind of a connection between them.
At least, Derek had known about him. Hadn’t seen him, but by grace of radio communication knew about him and named him. Maybe that was some comfort.
Maybe. But it just wasn’t fair.
She looked at her watch. The little congregation was standing up with a rustle.
There wasn’t an organ in the Episcopal church yet. The building had been in terribly bad shape, up-time. Abandoned. They’d started with the basement and the roof. So far, they had restored the sanctuary. Unboarded the stained glass and brought specialists in to repair the frames, replace the cracked panes, and re-lead them back together. They’d get a new down-time organ built as soon as the congregation could afford it.
Down the curving staircase in the entryway. The old coal baron who paid to have this built, way back when Grantville was a boom town, knew the flooding habits of Buffalo Creek. No basement, utility space on the ground floor, and the worship space upstairs. He’d made the double staircase as impressive as possible.
Not exactly handicapped-accessible, but impressive.
Everyone out, into the street, down to the Methodist church. Simon and Mary Ellen were loaning the use of their organ. Linda Bartolli was coming over from St. Mary’s to play it. She was the best organist in town. Open windows, with a couple thousand more people standing around.
Her parents hadn’t been able to get back to Grantville for this. Ed Piazza had given all the state employees the afternoon off. Her father was running the memorial service in Bamberg. Right now.
There was someone in Fulda, directing the regimental chorale. Right now.
There was someone at the oil field. She couldn’t remember who it was. One of the captains who had served under Derek. Right now.
Two o’clock sharp. Linda struck up the first chord of Ralph Vaughan Williams’ Sine nomine.
Regimental anthem, for the highest-ranking military officer the up-timers had lost so far. That’s what all this was about. Derek only happened to be her husband and little Charles Roger’s father. That was accidental. This whole service was about the war.


Oh, may your soldiers,
faithful, true, and bold
Fight as the saints who
boldly fought of old
And win with them
The victor’s crown of gold.
Alleluia! Alleluia!


Lorraine
“As far as I’m concerned,” Aldringen said, “Gaston is his brother’s problem again. And Richelieu’s. It would be the height of stupidity for us to cross into French territory. I’ll keep a heavy watch on the western border. You had better focus on chasing down the men from his mercenary companies that went into the Province of the Upper Rhine. The Low Countries can worry about any who may have headed north toward Luxemburg.”
Nils Brahe concurred.
“The most absurd thing,” Abraham Fabert said, “is that in a way I started this. It was my failure as a military engineer to take Moyenvic, near Marsal, back in 1631 that really started Louis XIII’s plan to annex all of Lorraine, I am afraid.”
Aldringen shrugged. “No point in crying over spilled milk. Now about these ironworks by Metz, you were saying to General Brahe that . . .”
****
“Now that I’ve spent so much time here, for one reason or another,” Bernhard announced, “I think that I’ll just hang onto Châtel-sur-Moselle. It’s a nice fortress and, after all, it was originally Burgundian and not exchanged with Lorraine until 1544. I’ll be willing to make a reasonable recompense to whoever turns out to be the ruler of the duchy.”


Basel
“Aieeeeeee,” Diane Jackson shrieked. “Will you look at this, young Tony. Just what does it take to make him understand?”
Tony Adducci, who some time during the course of the summer, as crises came and went, had decided that his next stop after Basel would be Larry Mazzare’s town house in Magdeburg, where he would request permission to study for the priesthood, just sighed.


Lorraine
Once the grand duke was up and around again, Dr. Guarinonius, having made the official call that Bernhard had been suffering from a rather atypical case of the plague, went home.
From Merckweiler, Gus Szymanski, the EMT from Fulda, arrived from the oil field, at Aldringen’s request, to train the Lorraine militia in plague-fighting.
“What do you think, Gus? Kamala asked. “Guarinonius and the other Padua men call it plague, but is it? From a public health perspective, I mean?”
She looked at him sharply. In her opinion—make that a professional opinion—the sixty-year-old medic from Fulda was just about on his last legs. “Sit down, would you? Put your feet up for a few minutes.”
“Do you want a guarantee? No, we’re not a hundred percent sure that it’s bubonic plague. That is, we’re not a hundred percent sure that it’s caused by yersinia pestis. But let me assure you that it’s a nasty disease that kills a lot of people.”
“Gee, thanks.”
“Out here, in the field, we’re focusing on preventing it, not on curing it after someone has it. Quarantine. Isolation of identified cases—I preach about not coming into direct contact with the patient’s bodily fluids until I’m hoarse. Sanitary disposal of the corpses.”
“Don’t you care about getting a certain diagnosis?”
“Sure, we send samples to the medical school at Jena, just as you did for your grand duke, but we’re not in any position to conduct on-site research. It’s some kind of epidemic pestilence, but it’s a lot more contagious person-to-person than the classical bubonic plague was supposed to be. Maybe it’s mutated into some form of pneumonic plague. I preach till I’m hoarse about not coming into contact with any droplets that the patients breathe out, and then I preach some more. Flu mutates like crazy—why not plague? It’s not smallpox—though that’s endemic, of course. It’s not typhus, either, or measles, or diphtheria. It’s what the down-timers call Pestilenz.”
“Have you heard back from Jena?”
“If we have, I haven’t had time to read the letter. You want my honest opinion?” Gus Szymanski asked.
“Yes.”
“It really is bubonic plague. I might have to eat my words when the lab results come in, but that’s what I think. Maybe not exactly the same kind of plague that, up-time, people in the southwest picked up from prairie dogs when they went camping out in the desert, but it’s plague. Something bacterial, at any rate. If it were some kind of unidentified virus, chloram wouldn’t cure it, even in the rare instances where we manage to get a new case of infection and a medic with enough chloram to treat it in the same place at the same time.”
“But you are curing it.”
“Yeah. Some of the time. With chloram and supportive treatment, we’re only losing about fifteen percent of the people who catch it. Without those, somewhere between fifty and ninety percent die. It seems to depend a lot on whether the person has some kind of latent immunity from prior epidemics. The up-timers who get it, like Andrea Hill and Fred Pence did, or Jeffie Garand last month, come down with the most severe cases we’ve observed.”
Kamala pursed her lips. “One thing I didn’t know, until Dr. Gatterer told me. I knew about rats. You knew about prairie dogs. Did you know that cats can carry the plague, too?”
“Hell, no! Never say that what you don’t know can’t hurt you. We’ve been encouraging people to keep cats around, to try to get the rat population down. I thought that the local desire to kill off all the cats was just some kind of witchcraft superstition.”
“Dr. Gatterer has collected quite a bit of data to show that house cats are another transmission vector. He thinks it’s pretty sure that inhaling droplets from coughing cats is what starts rounds of pneumonic plague transmission. Once that gets started, it does go from person to person if you aren’t awfully careful.” Kamala sighed. “And the death rate from pneumonic is a lot higher than from straight bubonic plague. What I mean is, just about everybody who catches it that way, dies. It’s probably where you’re getting your ‘ninety percent’ fatality rates.”
“Well, damn.”
“Ain’t that the truth, though.”
“Now that I think about it, Andrea Hill had a kitten. I wonder where it got to?”
****
The draconian anti-plague measures that Aldringen, in Claudia’s name, imposed on the population of Lorraine did not make him, her, the king in the Low Countries, or the grand duke of the County of Burgundy particularly popular with the inhabitants of the territory that they were now administering.
For the time being, wherever a person was, whoever he was, soldier or civilian, patrician or beggar, in a city, a village, a military encampment, or the countryside, a nunnery or a brothel, there he or she would stay until such time as the quarantine was removed.
At least Lorraine was, for the moment, free of moving military units that might further spread disease.
The reaction of all the above authorities to the public discontent was, “So be it.”
Cold weather would be coming.
****
“You must understand, Moscherosch,” Jesaias Rompler said, “that before I undertook the project of this epic based upon the actions of Grand Duke Bernhard and King Fernando, I made a close study of up-time models as compared to the traditional models.”
“Up-time models?”
“Yes, entirely. I devoted a full half-year in Grantville, its libraries and its salons, to the study of the up-timer ‘superheros.’ I have studied the various media in which they appeared—the comics, the movies, everything that the town’s resources had. I felt a need, an impelling need, to comprehend to what degree the underlying assumptions of what makes an individual ‘heroic’ might be in that culture.”
“Any success?”
“To some degree. The up-time world had not abandoned the custom of maintaining and modernizing the classical models. I was, upon one occasion, invited by Frau Piazza, the wife of the SoTF president, to a private screening of a movie called A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum. It was in essence, as she herself pointed out in her introductory words, a remake of Homer’s Odyssey, with modernized characters and settings.”
“I suppose there is some moderate comfort to be derived from that knowledge.”
“They also re-used other traditions—those of the Arthurian cycle, for example. However, at the most fundamental level, the characteristics which the up-time authors provided for a ‘superhero’ were . . .”


PART VIII
September 1635


Section 1. “Meiner Herrin dinstwolliger treuer freund allezeitt.”


Nancy, Lorraine
“Damned fools. Listen to me, Fernando. There is no way—none, do you understand me, none—no way I will agree to having another go-round of leaving these idiotic Lorrainers in place on the northern border of Burgundy.”
An inkwell flew across the elaborate tent, leaving a trail of splatters behind it.
Not many splatters. Michael John, upon noting his employer’s mood, had prudently removed most of the ink earlier that morning, along with the carpet between the desk and the most likely targets.
“Duke Charles has been dead for a while, now,” the king in the Low Countries replied calmly.
“You know as well as the rest of us that while he was alive, he made no effort whatsoever to reign in Gaston’s activities. Not that anyone expected any practical help from him—hell, you had him, plus his brother and wife and sister-in-law, under house arrest—but he didn’t even make diplomatic contacts or PR statements. Neither has his brother since this last round.”
The grand duke of Burgundy was in the full spate of one of his temper tantrums.
As tantrums went, they were widely famous.
Johann Ludwig von Erlach looked concerned. Reinhold von Rosen chomped on his mustache, looking satisfied.
Friedrich von Kanoffski leaned back to enjoy the show. He had been getting a little bored with civil administration of the Breisgau. It was good to be with the rest of “the cloister” again.
****
“No matter how much the grand duke yells,” Erlach commented, “we know that the Habsburgs are going to insist on some principle of legitimacy. Aldringen can’t run Lorraine all by himself, not even with Claudia as a titular regent. He just can’t.”
“True. But if they exclude Nicole from Bar as in her turn titular duchess, or Nicolas as equally titular duke of Lorraine for himself and possibly for Bar in right of Claude if Nicole were willing to renounce in favor of her sister, what ends up in their place?” Rosen chewed on the left end of his moustache.
“I hear the younger brother is not so bad.” Poyntz waved in Kanoffski’s direction. “Ask him. He heard the same thing when we were up in the Low Countries. Congratulations on your marriage, by the way.”
Rosen smiled. “I managed it during the summer, in between Gastonian eruptions.”
“A nice Alsatian girl,” Kanoffski said. “With nice Alsatian estates. Highly suitable for a Latvian soldier of fortune who has more expectations than current income.”
Rosen swatted him.
“Back to the brother,” Rosen said. “An ex-cardinal installed by an ex-cardinal?”
“Hey, the Catholics have to park their younger sons someplace that’s politically useful and brings in an income while they decide whether or not they’ll need to put them out to stud.”
“That’s sick, Kanoffski.”
“Maybe, but true. It’s not as if they make them priests. Look at Hatzfeld.”
“He wasn’t a cardinal.”
“No. But he was a bishop.”
“Pay attention,” von Erlach said. “Think politically. You’re supposed to be an advisory council. If they do get rid of the ducal house, what then? As I was saying, the Habsburgs are going to insist on some kind of principle of legitimacy. We don’t want Fernando taking it over. He’s grabbed enough out of this year’s campaigning with Cologne.”
“I think that Aldringen’s done a damned good job,” Ohm said. “Not that anybody’s going to ask me.”
“He doesn’t have the rank to hold the duchy. That’s just a simple fact,” Poyntz said. “They may keep him on to do the actual work, but even if they keep Claudia as the official regent, they’ll have to find someone else she can be regent for. Do another set of negotiations.”
“Rerun the Ladies’ Peace?”
Moscherosch perked up. “Did I hear ‘first’ Ladies’ Peace? Is there going to be another one? Are Fernando and Bernhard going to bring in Maria Anna and Claudia for a second set of negotiations?”
“I don’t think so,” von Erlach said. “Both gentlemen say that their wives aren’t up to flying, right now. They’ve been feeling a little queasy in the mornings.”
They looked at each other.
“Heirs,” Moscherosch said happily. “Heirs make wonderful publicity.”
“Continuity,” von Erlach said. “A future for all of us. And if this leaks out before the grand duke is ready to make the announcement, you will be one very sorry poet.”
“Timing,” Moscherosch said cheerfully. “It’s all in the timing. I assure you that I have a great sense of timing.”


Brussels
“It hasn’t been easy to bring them all to this point,” Maria Anna wrote to her brother Ferdinand, the emperor of Austria-Hungary. “Tante Isabella Clara Eugenia and Doña Mencia have been very helpful in getting the crucial parties to agree to the arrangement I am suggesting. You do see, I hope, how much sense it makes. In that other world, Papa raised Aldringen to the rank of Reichsgraf, after all (please see the enclosed pages from C.V. Wedgwood, The Thirty Years War, which I am finding to be an invaluable up-time reference work). Imperial countships have been so useful to the family that I truly hope you have not abandoned them, along with the other trappings of the Holy Roman Empire. You can just make such men imperial counts of the new Austro-Hungarian empire.”
She paused, chewing on a thumbnail.
“It occurred to me as a possibility because Katharina Charlotte of Zweibrücken has married Melchior von Hatzfeldt who is now an imperial count, which is really a quite similar arrangement, but the preconditions were not in place at the time of the April settlement.”
There. That was a truly tactful way to say, Charles of Lorraine wasn’t dead, then—yet.
“One problem is that before he became an imperial count, Hatzfeldt was at least of the lower nobility, whereas Aldringen’s family is not. Nicole is not happy about having to remarry at all, but she sees where her duty lies. At least, we have been able to assure her, in all honesty, that Aldringen has never displayed the kind of behavior she found so undesirable in her late cousin, and should be a conscientious and effective steward of her heritage.”
She frowned at the letter.
“Additionally, Aldringen told her a long, sad, story about the first young woman he hoped to marry and her decision to become a nun instead. I did not think that a simple Fräulein Anna Maria Schmidt would make a particularly persuasive precedent in the eyes of a duchess of Lorraine, but Aldringen believed that the narrative of how she preferred him, a simple soldier, to a richer suitor favored by her brother but was eventually persuaded by the mother superior of the convent where she went to school that she had a religious vocation would play on the duchess’ sympathies. He turned out to be correct. He followed that by the equally sad story of his rise through the officer’s ranks, eventual practical but contented political marriage, and his wife’s unhappy death in childbirth at Passau. It was all really quite touching, I understand. Nicole was moved to sentimental tears, involving, according to Doña Mencia, the application of numerous lace-trimmed handkerchiefs to her eyes by the hovering Marguerite.”
Now that had really been a surprise.
The lace as much as the tears.
“Perhaps Wallenstein is not so far off the mark to call him an ‘ink-drinker.’ Aldringen appears to have a considerable gift with words and exerted himself to use it.
“Of course, I doubt that any man ever exerted himself on Nicole’s behalf since her father died nearly a dozen years ago, so she probably found it to be quite a change.
“In any case, touching or not, it is absolutely necessary, because Claudia is not able to persuade Bernhard to agree to accept Nicolas François and Claude as regents in Lorraine and Bar, a lapse on her part which I consider very disappointing. I believe his final word on the matter was that we were welcome to ship them off somewhere to breed a generation of heirs, but that was as far as he was willing to go, and the ‘somewhere’ had better be as far as possible from anywhere close to here. If, therefore, you have some suitable occupation available for them, preferably on the Hungarian border, Fernando and I would be most grateful. They both really are quite hard-working and competent.”
She nodded. For the time being, it seemed, in the interest of continued cooperation with the County of Burgundy, it would be better to get every Lorrainer but the comparatively staid Duchess Nicole herself well out of the way. Out of sight, out of mind. The grand duke had a choleric temperament. She did not envy Claudia the task of dealing with him.
“Nicole has consented to an October wedding, saying that Charles deserved no mourning period at all, but the citizens of Nancy do deserve a couple of months in which to prepare the appropriate festivities, so if you would be kind enough to send me a patent of ennoblement for Johann Aldringen as expeditiously as possible, I remain, your devoted sister. Maria Anna R.”


Besançon
Claudia looked at the latest letter. “Signed, ‘Meiner Herrin dinstwolliger treuer freund allezeitt.’”
“My lady’s true friend, willing to serve her at all times,” Marcie said meditatively. “That’s practically effusive.” She looked at Claudia. “The thing is, I’m beginning to think he actually means it. You might want to consider that.”
The grand duchess laughed. “Have you taken a look at the topic?”
Marcie looked at the body of the letter.


Since the up-time encyclopedias indicate that the Moselle valley from Nancy through Metz to Thionville was highly industrialized, with coal-mining and steel manufacture, Fernando would appreciate it if you would send the “steel girl” or up-time engineeress to consult with Aldringen, his administrative staff, and Abraham Fabert on the resources there.


She cleared her throat. “I’m moving again?”
The grand duchess answer was short and to the point. “Yes. To Metz. Fabert, in addition to being a soldier and local politician, is an iron-master. Some years ago, he took over the management of his father's works at Moyoeuvre. That’s where the Conroy runs into the Orne river, a few miles above Thionville. Since 1632, he has channelized the water power and made such progress that the works now profit him to the amount of approximately sixty thousand livres per year. He is seriously interested in further improvements and modernization.”
“Where’s Matt going to be?”
“I don’t recall at the moment. Check with Motzer if Knorr doesn’t know. You may be excused.”
Marcie bowed herself out of the room.
Claudia picked up a quill and began a letter. “Unser hertzgeliebtester herr unndt gemahl.”
This was, after all, one request from her “most dearly and heartily loved lord and husband” with which she could easily comply, with no trouble to anybody.


Section 2. “Nachdem unsere parteyen undt aussgeschickte kuntschaften wider zurück kommen . . .”


“On the basis of the intelligence that has come back to all concerned parties,” Hermann of Hesse-Rotenburg said, “with all due respect, Your Majesty, in my office as Secretary of State, it is my duty to inform you that the settlements in the proposed treaty are the best we can hope for. The USE has added the wealth of Cologne itself and its hinterland, Bonn, and the other right-bank territories of the Archdiocese of Cologne, if not the remainder of the left-bank lands, which Fernando has annexed and secularized. The settlements that have been negotiated around the Republic of Essen in regard to the former principalities of Jülich, Cleves, Mark, and Berg are also incorporated. This treaty, combined with the modus vivendi, represents the best we can hope for—in the northeast, in Swabia, and in regard to Lorraine and . . .” He paused. “Burgundy.”
William Wettin looked at the proposed treaty articles with distaste. “At least we’re headed for the cold season and it looks like the plague has been, for the most part, kept out of the USE. There have been no more than the usual occasional report of local outbreaks. For a lot of which, in all honesty, we have to thank my brother Bernhard. Yes, his main interest, without the slightest doubt, was keeping it out of Burgundy and then, after his and Fernando’s maneuvering during the spring and summer, out of Lorraine. That did, though, have the effect of keeping it almost entirely out of the USE, for which we can only be thankful.”
Philipp Sattler nodded. “True. Our earlier considerations were directed toward what benefit we might derive from having Fernando and Bernhard set up a military screen, no matter how narrow, between the USE and France in Lorraine. Now, it seems that a screen can have other benefits—let other countries expend their resources keeping the plague out. That’s been the usual pattern, the public health people tell us. The plague waves start at the Mediterranean and sweep northeast, usually. With quarantines at the French and Italian borders . . .”
“It can still come in through the Balkans,” Amalie pointed out.
Hermann made a face. “Oh, yes. The Balkans we have always with us. They are like the Biblical poor.”
“So, in the light of everything . . .”
Philipp Sattler decided to direct people’s attention back to the paperwork lying on the table in front of them. “Given the unexpected strength of the Saxon resistance, the potential problems with Poland, the possibility of chaos in the Balkans, truly, Your Majesty, I, like the honorable Secretary of State, do not really see any practical alternative to compromising with Bernhard and Fernando. You don’t have to like it, given that they have made off with quite a lot of territory that you would have preferred to include in the USE. However, with the ‘carrot’ that has been negotiated in regard to a possible eventual reversion of the Grand Duchy of Burgundy should Claudia de Medici and Bernhard remain childless . . .” He let his voice trail off.
Gustavus Adolphus, emperor of the United States of Europe, agreed to sign both the modus vivendi and proposed treaty. He would sign reluctantly, but he would sign. On one condition.
****
“That is absolute,” Gustavus said. “Non-negotiable. The final version of the treaty must include a provision that I have the right to repurchase—using my own funds, not USE tax funds—the Protestant territories that Counts Georg Johann and Georg Gustav of Pfalz-Veldenz first pawned in 1583 and subsequently sold to Lorraine in 1608 in order to establish them as an independent principality for my aunt’s surviving sons and grandsons.
“As it happens,” Gustavus added, a beatifically innocent smile on his face, “Johann Friedrich is already in Mainz, serving in one of Nils Brahe’s regiments. He spent most of the summer in Swabia.”
Wettin looked at him. “Very convenient.”
The emperor nodded. “I thought it would be. I am glad that everyone else finds it so.”
Everyone else agreed to find it so.
The emperor withdrew.
****
“Convenient?” Hermann of Hesse-Rotenburg raised his eyebrows. “That’s not precisely the word I would use for it, considering that those are the territories constituting Henriette of Lorraine’s little principality of Pfalzburg. She’s currently in deep negotiations with the Province of the Upper Rhine about commerce and industrialization. I’ve received a whole sheaf of reports from Johann Moritz of Nassau-Siegen. For what it’s worth, Scaglia—the Savoyard who has become one of Fernando’s main advisers—considers her to be very clever.”
“She’s not married, is she?” Wettin asked. “Just at the moment, I mean? Johann Friedrich isn’t married, either. I know that Gustavus instructed him to propose to the oldest sister of the young dukes of Württemberg, with which he duly complied, but she firmly refused, both for herself and on behalf of her sisters as they reach marriageable age. His cousin Georg Otto isn’t married either, but he’s marginally too young for an ideal match with Henriette and Leopold Ludwig is still a child.”
“It would help guarantee the rights of the Protestants in that part of Lorraine.”
Wettin shrugged. “The Pfalz-Veldenz line is Protestant, true. But Calvinist—Reformed, not Lutheran.”
“Oh,” the Calvinist Amalie commented. “What a pity.”
“You do not find it a pity, my dear landgravine,” Wettin said.
“That’s why the counts built up those territories and founded the new towns to start with—as sanctuaries for the Huguenots expelled from France. I’m sure that one of Ferdinand II’s designs when he approved Pfalzburg for that Lorraine girl at the time of her marriage to Guise’s bastard was to have them introduce the Catholic Reformation there.”
“Which, you must admit, la Henriette has done only most indolently, if at all.”
“Sattler,” Wettin. “See to it. The next time I see you in this room, I will expect news of an engagement, if not an actual marriage. The marriage would be better. The emperor will be happy enough to achieve the same effect without having to spend any money on it, and letting her keep them, even if jointly and under some kind of protective pre-nuptial contract, should help to sweeten the pot for Fernando once we explain what the emperor’s original intentions were.”
He rose. “Not to mention that she will still be available, in the immediate vicinity of Burgundy, to annoy my baby brother.”
Hermann smiled. “It’s just as well Michael Stearns is not in the room this morning. Just as well he isn’t serving as prime minister any longer. He would never have understood.”
Philipp Sattler nodded. “We understand, but he would never have understood. Not on his own. And since the emperor just sprang it on us, Rebecca wouldn’t have had time to explain. At the very idea of deliberately setting up a brand new independent principality on the USE border, he might have said something that would have undone all the hard work that’s gone into the modus vivendi.”


Saarbrücken
It was a working lunch.
Coal. Steel. Corporate law.
Henriette de Lorraine-Vaudémont, ruling princess of Pfalzburg, or princesse de Phalsbourg if one preferred French, glared at the newspaper over her bowl of cold soup. She wasn’t fond of the things, with their nasty cartoons and rude editorials, but sometimes, at least, they provided advance warning of looming disaster.
“They plan to marry me off again,” she said. “I have no desire whatsoever for a husband who will rule over me, but it looks like the damned Swede has it set up so I either give up Phalsbourg or give up my freedom.”
“For various reasons which I’m sure you understand,” the deputy administrator of the Province of the Upper Rhine said, “I do not want a wife at all. However, a wife who lived somewhere other than with me and had interests of her own would certainly be the most tolerable of the category.”
“One advantage of marrying a widow is that they—” Henriette gestured vaguely to indicate the existence of the generic “they” who made a person’s life such a hassle. “—can hardly send midwives to examine the female party to the marriage for evidences of virginity in the case that someone should challenge the validity of the union on the grounds of non-consummation.”
“Johann Friedrich of Pfalz-Veldenz is in Mainz.”
“He’s not likely to hurry.”
“Yes. It should be several days at least before he and that damned Sattler get here.”
“The Swede has already signed the modus vivendi. Do you suppose that Wettin would rather see my principality’s resources handed over to Pfalz-Veldenz or inside the borders of the USE?”
“If it were a fait accompli, I have little doubt that he would prefer the USE placement.”
A couple of shrewd people could get a lot done during a working lunch.


On the Eastern Front
Mike Stearns looked at the newspaper with a certain degree of glee.
He was really rather pleased that it was Wettin rather than himself who had to co-sign the modus vivendi with Bernhard in regard to Burgundy.
His eyes lit on the last paragraph of the article. “What in hell is this provision about some dinky little new principality that Gustavus set up inside Lorraine?”
Frank Jackson snorted.
Francisco Nasi’s eyes twinkled behind his spectacles.


Magdeburg
“To be honest,” Amalie said to Wettin’s wife, “there’s a considerable amount of Schadenfreude going around inside the Fourth of July party, even if Bernhard’s various annexations actually did take place on their watch. After all, in the next USE election, there should be plenty of conspiracy rumors going around to the effect that somehow the Crown Loyalists were complicit in the loss of part of Swabia because of their leader’s family connections.”
Eleonore Dorothea, wife of the prime minister and sister-in-law of Europe’s newest grand duke, moaned dramatically.
Kunigunde Juliane, Eleonore’s younger sister, shook her head. “Bernhard and I used to go wading together when we were little. The nursemaids were always having to pull us out of the creek by Hornstein and dry us off. I’ve never understood why William gets so irritated with him. He could always come up with something new to do. I thought he was a lot of fun.”
“ ‘Something new to do’ is what everyone is afraid of,” Eleanor said repressively.
“Tell me more about what he’s like, Kuni,” Sofie Elisabeth ordered—most inappropriately for a girl her age in the presence of her elders.
They looked at her with disapproval.
“Well, I need to know. If Ernst ever has time to come home, pretty soon I’ll be Bernhard’s sister-in-law, too.”
They gave her “that look” again.
“Well, I will,” she said. “I’ll be sixteen next month and Ernst will be thirty-four in December. I don’t want to wait to get married until he has one foot in the grave, for heaven’s sake.”
“The last letter I got from him . . .” Kuni said to Sofie. “If you’re as pleased with the married state as he is, you’ll be okay.”
The looks turned to her.
“You have been writing to Bernhard? All these years since he broke with the emperor?” Eleanore was clearly horrified.
Kuni put both hands out, palms up, in the universal gesture of placating angry deities. “I’ve been writing to Bernhard since I learned how to write. Nobody told me to stop. We’ve always been friends. I like Bernhard. Philipp liked him, too. They were exactly the same age.”
Philipp was—had been—William of Hesse-Kassel’s younger brother, Hermann of Hesse-Rotenburg’s older brother, killed in action at Lutter am Barenburg under Christian IV. Everybody had expected that he and Kuni would get married some day. After nearly ten years, Kuni didn’t show signs of wanting to marry anyone else.
So many dead young men since this war started . . .
“It will work out,” the abbess of Quedlinburg, aunt or cousin of them all and imperial politician of note, said. “Things may be uneasy right now, but we can work them out.”
“Don’t we hope,” Eleonore muttered, only half under her breath.


Section 3: “Wollgeborene insonders vilgeliebte Herrin und Freundin.”


Besançon
“So, my well-born, especially well-beloved lady and friend, it is finished. Signatures, radio announcements, newspaper reports, satirical engravings, and all the trimmings that accompany major treaties.”
“I was a little surprised that you delegated Erlach to sign for you.”
Bernhard shrugged. “It just seemed that it would be, maybe, simpler for Gustavus and my brother William if I weren’t there to make them feel like I was grinding their noses in the manure once I had the apology in hand.”
“That was kind of you.”
“Kind? Kind? Claudia, my lady, I am not kind! I am never kind. ‘Kind’ is not within my repertoire of emotions. Aside from not turning up for the actual signing, every provision in that modus vivendi ground their noses just as far as I could push them down into the shit.”
She shrugged in her turn.
“I just wanted to soften them up before I hit them with the other.”
“What a thing to say about impending fatherhood.”
“I will particularly enjoy Gustavus Adolphus’ reaction to the official announcement that we are going to be parents and Burgundy will have its heir.”
He gave a short, silent, private prayer of thanks that he had been in a position to burn the only copy of the will he had made the previous summer. Of course, Rehlinger knew . . . That was an uneasy thought. He shrugged it off. For now.
“We’ve known for quite a while, but I really didn’t think it would be prudent to let the news out until after His Exalted Emperorship had signed on the dotted line.”
He whirled her around the room. “Call your Monster. Let’s go visit Magdeburg. I do want to see their faces for that one.”


Jena, Saxe-Weimar County, State of Thuringia-Franconia
“It was a lovely wedding.” Duke Albrecht of Saxe-Weimar and his duchess, Dorothea, beamed.
Friedrich Hortleder bowed deeply. “You honor our house by your attendance, Your Graces.”
“Wouldn’t have missed it for the world,” Albrecht said. “Delightful. Far less strenuous than my own. I thought all day long that I would swallow my Adam’s apple.”
Dorothea smiled at the groom. “Not to mention Bernhard’s wedding.”
Gary Lambert wondered what to say to a duchess.
He was saved by the appearance of the next-ranking guests waiting to pass through the receiving line.
The dignified count of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt pumped his hand. The pretty young countess kissed him on the cheek.
The head of the medical school, Gerhard, was letting Rolfinck go ahead of him, although the primacy properly belonged to theology. Probably, Gary thought, because he himself was associated with the Leahy Medical Center in Grantville, which worked cooperatively with the medical school. But what did he know? The Hortleders had worried about the protocol.
“Not too many more, now,” Anna Catharina said, tucking her hand into his arm and her head against his shoulder.
****
“I do wonder about Lorraine, though,” Anna Catharina said after the distinguished guests had departed and only family and close friends continued to stand around in the parlor.
“In what way?”
“Well, at least the plague season is over, so we should all be thankful for that. But, everyone has talked about this new marriage for the Duchess Nicole as if—well, you know. As if nothing would ever come of it except that General Aldringen will keep the French out of Lorraine.”
“So? That’s why they made the match, after all.”
“Oh, honestly.” Catharina Barthin, Hortleder’s wife, looked at the group in exasperation. “Men! What the girl means is that Duchess Nicole is still only twenty-six. She looks like she was born middle-aged, but what does that signify? She’s only a little more than a year older than Queen Maria Anna, she’s several years younger than Grand Duchess Claudia, and General Aldringen—I suppose I should call him a count, now—isn’t exactly in his coffin. They may not need to rely on the ex-cardinal. She could very well produce her own heirs.”
****
“Now that all the gossips are gone,” Anna Catharina said, “and you don’t have to give the ‘varnished version’ for Duke Albrecht, what did you really think of the signing ceremony for the modus vivendi, Papa?”
“Mainly, I was surprised that Bernhard did not attend. Even though he has dreamed of ruling a principality of his own for as long as I can remember, he wasn’t there.”
Gary shook his head. “I’ll never understand that kind of ambition—I’ll be perfectly happy to spend the rest of my life as the business manager of the Leahy Medical Center, doing a good job in the station to which I feel that God has called me. I simply believe that it’s where I belong.”
Anna Catharina hugged him. “It is where you belong, and I love you just the way you are.”
“Belonging. That is, in itself, a grace of God,” Hortleder answered. “Especially for those of you who have been so roughly transferred by the miracle of the Ring of Fire, it is a grace for you to have found it. I do not think that Bernhard, born into a life of considerable privilege though he was, whatever his accomplishments are, has ever truly felt that he belonged.”
****
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Chapter 27: Days at the Races
Marksuhl
August 1635
"Where are they?" Johann Ernst looked around in the living room, waving a sheet of paper in his hand.
"The women, Hoheit?" Cornelia asked, who was just clearing the coffee table. Then she turned to him and pointed over her shoulder. "They've left for the sauna park with the children. The landgravine said they wanted to have some brain storming about the gowns for the opera."
Johann groaned. Wasn't there another subject for those women? The day the opening date for the newly built Opera House in the capital of the United States of Europe had been revealed they started browsing through all volumes of fashion and "life style"—whatever that term meant—magazines available for lending in Grantville's libraries.
Caspar Bernschneider, Johann's personal courier, who made the trip to Grantville and back six times a week, had threatened—perhaps only half joking—to go on strike, because his Felleisen was about to burst at its seams.
Maybe they could be distracted by the news Johann had just received. So he started across the corridor, through the heavy oak door into the outhouse and from there through the outer door into the open.
Last year one could only walk the few steps along the plunge pool to the sauna, and the area was surrounded by a high and thick hedge. This spring Christine had met with Claus Hunold who for over ten years had been responsible for the gardens in Marksuhl, and they increased the size of the area massively.
Now a path led through the hedge to the meadow with the old oaks, and some of the cots from the outhouse had been brought here so people could rest whenever the weather was good enough.
At the moment it often fit that description. Even when the up-timers called it the "Little Ice Age" it didn't mean the summers were cold. Just the opposite. The weather was hot and wet, often with thunderstorms in the afternoons.
The thought made Johann frown. Here on the west slope of the Thuringian Forest there was much too much rain, often mixed with hail. The Thuringian Forest itself was dry, too dry to sleep without worry. The thunderstorms crossed it without any downpour.
[image: forrest]
So since early August, by Johann's order, a fire watch was sitting in a shed on top of the skeleton which was to become the tower of the New Wartburg. It consisted of well-paid volunteers, because the job was not completely safe.
Especially because a large bell was hanging there to ring alarm, its sound reaching down into the valley. And according to the up-timers' words a large chunk of metal was prone to attract lightning. But Johann hadn't wanted to depend on the radio they had alone and that it would work when needed.
This watch was far from being the only one in the Thuringian Forest, but most of them didn't have either binoculars or a radio.
Hearing the sounds of female voices, he shoved these thoughts aside. Two or three weeks, and the dog days should be over, and with them the biggest danger.
He rounded a corner and his gaze fell on a domestic idyll.
[image: idyll]
The children—his twins Alex and Chris, Cory, the son of their up-timer nanny, and Rosina, the mayor's youngest—were playing in the grass. The respective mothers were standing close to them, chatting, most likely about new cuts and colors.
And they were again wearing new dresses. Oh my bank account! But then he froze. Wow! That was unexpected. He had seen them all bare naked when they attended the sauna. But nudity was a necessity for that. This, however, was shocking! Wearing such indecent clothing out here in the summer sun, before the eyes of the children, and a slew of seamstresses and embroiderers, working at large desks.
And they were not only wearing these skimpy dresses, but moving the hems with their hands forward and back while talking. That was—how was this modern term, oh yes—flirting. Wow, again.
Okay, the American woman was often wearing skirts bordering to frivolity. But Christine and Max . . .
They obviously had noticed him, looked at him, noticed where he was looking at and started to laugh.
"Knees!" he gasped. "You're running around with naked knees?"
The hems of their dresses showed not only calves—a view he had been accommodating to during the last years—but ended at least one inch above their knees without any stockings to cover their nudity.
His outburst caused a wave of laughter.
He pulled himself out of his rigor. "Don't tell me," he said, walking closer to the giggling horde, "that these are the dresses you will wear for the opera." He could already see the headlines of the Magdeburg newspapers.
Max closed the distance and hugged him. "And if?" she said, taking a step back and spinning quickly around. The movement made the hem of her dress fly up even higher. "Aren't they magnificent?"
Did she refer to the dresses or to her thighs?
Johann cleared his throat. "Uh-huh." Then he grinned, shaking his head. "Girls and their clothes!" Well, it was a new era, so why shouldn't they have their fun?
Especially Max. She was four decades his junior, and—apart from those wonderful nights—he always felt more like a father for her than a lover.
Clothes like these, as indecent as they were, surely enhanced her attractiveness. And since he was rather sure that he wouldn't have much more time on this earth, Max would need to move on, and find a life of her own.
He smiled. Youth. He loved that girl, and she would hopefully make another man, after him, very lucky.
She took his arm in hers and dragged him to the others. "But you didn't come to admire our dresses, which are, by the way, sundresses and in no way intended to stir up the sedate society of Magdeburg."
She grinned devilishly—he was sure there was something more to come—then sobered. "For that occasion, dear Johann, Sonia has a magazine with photos from the 2000 Golden Globe Awards ceremony. I think we'll copy some of those ball gowns. They're much hotter than these."
Johann stopped. He had seen those photos, blushing. He looked from Max to Christine, but suddenly noticed the smirk in their eyes. "Phew!" Only a joke. Hopefully!
Another round of laughter. That he needed to adapt to. The time when women had been subordinate to men was certainly over.
"No, yes, okay," he said, relieved, waving the sheet of paper he was holding, which had collected some of the sweat he'd produced in the last minutes. "I've got a radio message. The Battle of Zwenkau is over, and we've won. General von Arnim has retreated to Leipzig, and our army is on its way to Dresden, pursuing Johann Georg." He looked around. "Doesn't that call for a celebration?"
Christine laughed. "You're only longing for another barbecue, aren't you?"
Johann grinned. "By pure chance, I just ordered half an ox to be put on the spit." Then something came to him. "You'll not wear these dresses for the barbecue, will you?"


The Steigerwald (Wawith), South of Erfurt
Early October
The big owl, soaring in the darkness over the forest, hadn't seen such a thing before. Mice, rats and other small animals, but two two-legged beings, standing in a clearing in the middle of the night, and handling a weird contraption? Never.
The owl soared deeper to take a closer look, but then the delicious scent of a mouse drew away its attention.
****
"Papa," Frank von Möbisburg said. "I want to go home. I'm afraid. What if a bear comes?"
"There are no bears here in the Wawith," Freiherr Peter von Möbisburg answered harshly. In the falling night he was busy—nearly desperate—to find the adjusting screws on the telescope he had assembled. He should have tried this in daylight first.
But now he had spent a full hour driving with his son into the Wawith, then struggling in growing darkness along the Teufelsteich to the highest point of the forest. He would not drive home again without having seen with his own eyes the mythical moons of Jupiter that nearly had cost Galileo Galilei his life. But for this he needed to find the damned screws to adjust the expensive thing.
"Come closer, Frank," he said. "And lift the lantern."
Frank took a step closer to his father and stepped on a twig. The loud crack made him jump with fright.
The lantern swung around, spilling burning oil on his father's jacket. The jacket started to burn.
"Thank you," Peter von Möbisburg said. Now it was bright enough. He could see the screws well in the flickering light.
"Papa!"
"Don't disturb me now. I'm just—"
"Papa, your jacket is on fire."
Peter whirled around. "Ah! Scheiße!" Frantically he doffed the jacket and started trampling on it. Unfortunately, the sparks were flying in all directions.
Verflucht! Freiherr Peter von Möbisburg knew all too well what it would mean to such a bone dry piece of forest if he couldn't manage to douse the fire quickly: A big loss of earnings for him, who owned the wood rights here and could lease them off profitably.
There! A gleaming spot. He stepped on it and turned his foot to the left and to the right. Done!
Thinking about that, he should take his time and meet with the owners of the new paper factory in Bischleben again. They eagerly wanted the kindling wood from the Wawith for their "new process."
He swept the sweat from his forehead and looked again into the dark. Scheiße! Another light flickering below some bush. He jumped over and started his frantic dance again.
His forest was worth its weight in gold. When the lease with his last tenant expired two years ago, he decided to wait, anticipating what would happen. There had already been rumors at that time about paper made from wood. And since the day Grantville had appeared the price for paper was reaching all-time heights again and again.
So Peter had been prepared, when the owners of the new factory appeared in his court. He dangled the rights before their noses like a carrot before a donkey. Their offer had improved and improved again during the last months, after the factory had started working and the price for wood was following the increase in distance to fetch it.
"Ouch!" The embers had worked their way through the soles of his brand-new Italian shoes. He lifted his foot, using the next tree as a support. Only when this tree slowly tilted he noticed that it wasn't a tree at all.
The expensive telescope had lost its footing and the tripod was collapsing. Peter heard something break, and the parts of the telescope distributing themselves over the forest soil.
But there was no time to care for it now.
These last two years, the dead wood had gathered in the Wawith because Peter's rangers had successfully expelled all wood thieves and poachers, who had tried to steal from the Freiherr. The remaining wood would burn like tinder and his well-thought plan would literally end up in smoke. So the Freiherr picked his jacket from the soil and used it to douse the flames that threatened to ignite the dry grass.
He'd rather lose that expensive custom-tailored jacket than his forest! So he swished and trampled and beat until the last tiny spark had disappeared.
He straightened, took a deep breath, and looked around. Finally!
Then his gaze fell on his son, who still stood frozen like a tailor's dummy. Hot anger welled up in him. "Frank August von Möbisburg! Are you crazy? Didn't I tell you a hundred thousand times to be careful when using an oil lamp in the forest? Did you intend to have us both and the forest burst in flames? For Heaven's sake! This forest is like paper and straw!"
He took another deep breath to continue his well-chosen speech, but then he realized how the boy looked. A picture of misery, the lantern high above his head, his lower lip trembling, his tears barely in rein.
Peter sighed. Then he waved dismissively and turned around. And now his eyes fell on the mess he himself had produced. The telescope's parts were distributed in a circle of ten feet, barely visible in the lantern's flickering light.
"Who?" he panted, and slowly dropped onto a tree stump. "Who was the idiot who decided that we shouldn't take any servants with us?"
Frank's eyes widened. "You, Papa?" he squeaked and bit his lip.
"Me?" Peter thundered. Then he began to laugh. "Me." Himmelarschundzwirn! Yes, he was to blame. Thank God that the forest survived his stupidity.
He stood, and began to collect the telescope parts. He took the cone and the tripod and put them on the wagon. Then he looked and scratched his head.
Now in the darkness, he couldn't find the screws. Perhaps he should return with a handful of servants tomorrow . . . No. Tomorrow was Sunday; not enough time after service. Monday would be time enough.
"Come on, Frank," he finally said. "Let's get home. Your Mama might worry."
His son took an audible deep breath. Most likely the boy still expected a punishment. The thankful beam in Frank's eyes nearly compensated for the damage inflicted on the telescope.
****
The big owl, soaring in the dark over the forest, hadn't seen such a thing before. Mice, rats and other small animals, but nothing like the thing the two-legs had left behind. It looked like a tiny lake, reflecting the moonlight.
The owl soared deeper to take a closer look, but then the delicious scent of a mouse drew away its attention.
Late in the morning, the sun emerged from behind the large trees and the sunlight fell on the thing. The main lens of the telescope was two inches in diameter. Its curvature was enough to quickly set fire to the dried-up grass. Then the large amount of fallen wood caught fire and let it spread—well—like a wildfire.
Unfortunately, a strong wind kept the smoke from forming a column, so it wasn't until late afternoon before the first fire watch saw it and gave alarm.


Gotha Railway Station
The same Afternoon
"Du dumme Meesch, wat makst du da?"
Johann turned around. It had been a long time since he last experienced Hans, his servant, bodyguard and friend, doing something the up-timers called "going ballistic." Especially when Hans forgot his High German and dropped into his native, nearly unintelligible, dialect.
Only a handful of people knew that "Hans Hansson" wasn't a Swede, but born Johannes von Schwallenberg, the third son of a Pomeranian baron, who had decided to emigrate over the Baltic rather than become a pastor.
"Can you read?" Hans just asked. He apparently had calmed down enough to talk High German again.
"Y-y-yes," the poor porter stammered, obviously dazed by the sudden outbreak of anger.
"Read!" Hans ordered and pointed to one side of the man-high trunk the porter intended to knock over.
Each time Johann saw that thing he didn't know whether to laugh or to cry. A carpentry in Marksuhl had built it based on plans Max had drawn. But then Max had nearly choked when she saw all the ornaments these carpenters had added, including pictures of the ducal family.
"This . . ." The porter hesitated, he lips moving soundlessly. "Sibe . . ." he then said uncertainly.
"SIDE!" Hans interrupted him. " 'This Side Up!' is written here." He pointed to a large red arrow that contained the just-quoted text not only in English, but also in all five popular languages. "Diese Seite Nach Oben! Denna Riktning Uppåt! Haec Directio Superne! Ce Côté Vers le Haut!"
Johann hid a smile. To lay this trunk down on its side was, of course, an unforgivable crime. It contained the ball gowns for the evening at the opera, carefully lined up on cloth-clad hangers.
Wooden handles had been fixed all around the four sides, so it could easily be transported upright by two people. Only, the porter had tried to manage it by himself.
The imminent danger eliminated, Johann continued his walk to the passenger car. He had rented two of those offered by a private company for people having the necessary wherewithal. In this special case—the planned conquest of the capital of the USE by the thrill-seeking hordes from West Thuringia; namely himself, his women, and their three bodyguards; the Burke couple, two seamstresses and a total of twelve maids and servants—two cars plus a baggage car had still been less expensive than buying tickets for all of them.
Especially because . . . Johann's gaze fell on the locomotive, and he smiled. This was a completely different kettle of fish. Normally, the private cars were simply hooked up to a normal train. But Johann Ernst being one of the major investors of the company—which even carried his initials in its name by "pure chance"—had made it possible to wheedle an engine out of them to pull his personal train.
They wouldn't reach Magdeburg much faster, due to the poor condition of the mainline tracks, but would be independent of the normal train schedule. They weren't in a rush. The distance to the capital of the USE was only one hundred and fifty American miles; fifty on the new track to Jena, and then a hundred on strap rail along the Saale mainline. That would be a total of twelve hours net travel time.
They would arrive tomorrow morning, and had two days to see the sights before the opening gala would take place, if . . . yes, if they managed to depart today.
Johann climbed into the passenger car. Christine looked up from the book she was reading with an expectant gaze.
"Nothing has broken yet," he said. "I only hope the others will arrive before the Huckepack train is scheduled to depart. If not, we need to give it a head start." Which would really spoil my plans.
He sat down and seized a stein of beer.
****
One hour later, the redeeming whistle sounded, and the little train came to life.
It had just cleared the last switch of the station, and reached the track to Erfurt, when the station master darted out of his office, his head flushed and a piece of paper in his hand.
****
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"Well," Christine said, looking out of the window. "That's pretty fast." Then she looked at her sheepishly grinning husband.
She lifted an eyebrow. "What have you been up to now?"
"I asked Marshall for a favor," he answered, very complacently.
"And that means?" Christine couldn't get rid of the impression that the train was still accelerating. Not like the opening train they had ridden in spring.
"We've got the prototype."
Max looked up from her book. "The express locomotive?"
"Uh-huh." Johann grinned.
Christine frowned. "Do I need to worry?"
He shook his head. "Not really. They already did a couple of test drives."
As if to underscore this, the train jolted. Christine clung to the armrest. "'A couple?'" she asked suspiciously. "As in 'several' or 'two'?"
"That was only a switch." Max put a hand on Christine's arm. "You need not be afraid," she said with a voice that might be thought to be soothing, but had the totally adverse effect on Christine's mood. "The track is designed for four hundred Kilofuß per hour. This engine can run two hundred tops." Her head swiveled around. "What did you just mutter, Johann?"
"Nothing." He still grinned, looking out of the window.
Johann was up to something; that was evident. Christine followed his gaze to the small signposts denoting the distance to Jena. She'd heard how difficult it was to estimate speed, if it was far beyond her horizon of experience.
However, she was absolutely sure that she never in her life had moved so fast. But if that was one hundred or one thousand Kilofuß per hour, she couldn't say. On the other hand, she knew that man too well, whom she had married thirty-seven years ago.
Suddenly the Pfennig dropped. "You're trying to break the speed record," she stated. Johann's astonished gaze confirmed her suspicion. "You want to be mentioned in the book that brewer master from Eisenach wants to sponsor to advertise his beer. Wasn't it Deichmüller's Book of World Records?"
Johann shrugged.
"And how fast must this iron dragon run to achieve that?"
"Two hundred and fifty," Max chimed in eagerly. "Fifty faster than during the last test run. Johann, how do you want to do this?"
"There is this long downslope," he said. "Between Bischleben and Hochheim. That's a distance of ten Kilofuß. If we make that in less than two and a half minutes, we've got it."
"One hundred and forty-four seconds," Max corrected him smiling.
"Great Lord," Christine moaned. "And why don't you pull that off without me?"
He shrugged again. "We've got this engine only for today. It was already a tough job convincing Marshall to release it for this one journey. He is not in the least eager to put up a new record."
"But you are," Christine said. "You're still on the mission to immortalize your name. As if introducing the 'Johann-Ernst-yardstick' wasn't enough." Which, if she was honest, was her machination and not his.
Johann Ernst shrugged again, this time obviously too embarrassed to speak. Instead he looked out of the window.
"Hoheit," Hans said from the other side of the car, "we should reach Bischleben soon."
Johann took his pocket watch in his hand.
Christine followed his gaze, and saw a signpost labeled "160" appear. At the same moment, Johann pushed a button on his pocket watch.
****
Suddenly a bell rang.
Johann's head jerked around. His gaze fell on a wooden box at the front side of the car. Hans got up, went over and pushed a button. "Yes?" he spoke into a funnel.
"We've got a problem," a strange voice came from another funnel above the box.
Johann jumped up. "What's the matter?" he shouted into the microphone.
The distorted voice of the train engineer answered, "There's a wildfire!"
"What?" Johann shouted.
"The forest is on fire to the right and ahead."
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"Then, for Heaven's sake, stop the train. The record is not as important as the life of my family."
"Um . . . " came from the loudspeaker. "If I apply the brake now, with this speed on a downslope, we can't stop before we reach the Gera bridge. We'd run into the fire anyway."
He looked to Christine. What a mess! He had endangered his family for a tiny piece of transient fame.
Christine cleared her throat. "Tell him—what's the term Bryant always uses—to floor the pedal. The faster we drive, the quicker we're through."
His eyes widened. His wife was right. "Full speed," he shouted into the microphone. "Let her run until we're through the fire."
A slight pause. "Yes, Exzellenz, I understand." Then the intercom went silent.
He ran back to the window. Yes, the forest to the right of the track was ablaze. That wasn't too big a danger, because the Gera ran between the tracks and the forest.
The creek didn't carry a lot of water during the summer, but the fire couldn't easily jump over it.
He pulled down the window and stuck his head out, looking forward. There, not far from the racing train, the Gera turned left; the track led straight over a small bridge, and there the forest was on fire to the right and the left of the embankment.
Only two or three Kilofuß farther, even before the creek reached Hochheim, it turned right again, and the train had to pass another bridge. The stretch between the two bridges was the most dangerous one. Fortunately the embankment was built to eventually support two parallel tracks, so the at least to the right the distance to the trees was a little bigger.
But on the left side. . . . He closed the window. "Seal the windows on the left side," he shouted to the other passengers. "Lift the seat pads and push them against the windows."
He set a good example, and Hans helped him to block the foremost window. Christine and Max sat on the right side and looked out of their window mesmerized.
The train rumbled over the first bridge. The air in the car got immediately hotter.
"Our Father in Heaven," he suddenly heard Christine pray aloud.
He looked to the right. The flames shot up along the pines and firs. The wider oaks didn't seem to be aflame, but that would only be a question of time.
He could see that the whole forest floor was burning. Apparently too much dry deadwood was lying around.
Another rumble—the second bridge—and suddenly the fire was farther away. The Gera might keep it away from the track, but if one of these towering conifers fell across . . . Something had to be done quickly.
Christine nudged him.
"What's up, darling?"
"There's the next signpost." She pointed outside.
Had that only been—he pushed the button and looked at the second hand of his watch—"one hundred and forty seconds," he gasped. "My god!"
The trained passed Hochheim station, slowing down, but still at high speed.
He went back to the telephone. "Do you hear me?"
"Yes, Your Excellency. Are you all well?"
"Nothing has happened here. Are you okay?"
"Yes, we're fine. There were only some branches that went flying through the air. We can continue with normal speed until we reach Jena in two hours."
"No," Johann decided. "Stop the train in Erfurt. We must organize fire fighters."
"Yes, Your Excellency."


Erfurt Railway Station
Ten Minutes later
"Who is in charge here?" Johann shouted, charging into the station building, followed by his family and friends.
The stationmaster looked up. "That would be me, mein Herr. Valentin Newenhan."
"My name is Johann Ernst von Sachsen-Eisenach. I own a part of this railway, and I urge you to collect people to protect my property from the fire."
News of the wildfire in the Wawith had reached Erfurt even before Johann's train arrived. The next train bound for Gotha had been stopped, and at the moment conductor, engineer and passengers were arguing whether they should return to Jena. Instead of doing something, they had been lolling around for the last hour.
"Hoheit!" Newenhan bowed deeply, his eyes wide. "I can't do that. That's business of the city council or the county administration."
"I declare that my business now," Johann said, barely keeping his voice under control. If he relied on those politicians, the forest would still be burning on Christmas. Oh, the good old days, when everything had been much easier! "They can sue me if they feel like it." He turned to Hans. "Go outside and offer a hundred dollars to each of the men who is willing to fight the fire for twenty-four hours."
Hans nodded and disappeared.
Back to the stationmaster. "Herr Newenhan, make sure that the merchants' wagons get unloaded from the train. We'll need the cars for men and material. Do you have a water car?"
Newenhan shook his head. He turned to one of the railroad men, who had gathered around them in the meantime. "Gregor, see to the unloading. Anton, take a horse and ride to the town's fire brigade. Tell them we need their fire pumps."
Anton started running.
"On highest command," Newenhan shouted behind his back.
"If you don't have a water car," Johann said, "we should commandeer the largest barrels available in town. They shall pour out everything inside—beer, wine, water—in order to get them here faster. Money doesn't matter."
Newenhan's eyebrows went up. "Ernst, Fritz, Peter," he shouted. "You heard that? Go!"
The men shot out.
Hans came back from the outside. "I've got fifty men, Your Highness, but most of them don't have good shoes."
Johann frowned. "Do you have shovels?" he asked Newenhan.
The stationmaster shrugged. "Five or six. We never needed more up to now. Some axes, one large saw."
Johann took a deep breath. The men couldn't fight the fire with bare hands and feet. Where could he get shoes and tools? Go from door to door, asking craftsmen?
He'd obviously thought too loudly, because he heard Bryant Burke clear his throat next to him. "Isn't there a warehouse of the Wish Book Company in the vicinity?" the up-timer asked Newenhan.
The stationmaster nodded and pointed. "Next to the station. Do you have enough money? The depot master is a real pighead."
Johann turned. "Hans?"
Hans shrugged. "I paid the men in advance to avoid changing their minds. I've got only a thousand dollars left."
"Well," Johann said. "Let's see who's the stronger pighead among us both."


Wish Book Company Logistics Center, Erfurt
Five Minutes later
"I need fifty pairs of work boots," Johann said to the little man behind the counter. He pointed outside. "For the men who are about to fight the fire."
"No problem," Karl-Heinrich Adermann—a sign on the counter gave his name away—answered. "We've got work boots in all sizes."
"But I don't have money with me."
Adermann's face hardened. "Well, that is a problem. I've got strict instructions to release merchandise only in exchange for cash or letters of credit."
"Even to the governor of West Thuringia?"
"Even to the emperor of China! To anyone, without distinction of person." His voice was as hard as his face.
Oh, a noble-hater!
"Okay," Bryant intervened. "I think our money should do for a radiogram to Grantville." He turned to Adermann. "Do you have a radio?"
"Of course," the little man said, producing pencil and paper from behind his desk. "Sender?"
"Bryant Burke. To: Gary Burke, Wish Book Company, Grantville. Text: Dear Dad . . .why'd you stop writing?"
Adermann's face had suddenly turned crimson. His eyes darted to Bryant's face and there was recognition in his expression.
"You are . . ." He bowed. "Sir, you are the boss's son? Why didn't you say that earlier? Of course you have credit."
Johann snorted.
"What about 'without distinction of person'?" Bryant said. His voice was purest sneer.
Adermann shrunk visibly behind the counter.
Johann could just suppress an evil grin. The world might have changed massively during the last four years, but people were the same. A big mouth, and then suddenly so feeble.
"Mister Burke," Adermann said. "Please, forgive me, sir. What can I do for you?"
"As my boss already said, fifty pairs of work boots. Forty shovels, ten axes, five large saws. Do you have fire pumps?"
Adermann shook his head. Suddenly his face lightened up. "But we've got water hoses and a few hand pumps."
Johann had looked into the shelves in the meantime. He pointed to one full of clothes. "The men need some decent trousers." Why not take advantage of the situation and give these people out there a treat?


Near Naumburg
Some Time Later
Johann awoke with a start. His dreams had been full of flames and racing railroads and burning people. He took a deep, slow breath. Hopefully that wouldn't happen in reality.
Where am I? The room he was in was completely dark and completely silent. That couldn't be his sleeping room at home. Marksuhl was far from being a city that never slept, still . . . The Jagdschloss was located between the old village on one side with dogs, cattle and poultry, and on the other side not far away the newly built foundry, working all night through.
A flash lit up and showed his surroundings. Now he could see that he was lying in the little sleeping berth of the passenger car. A thunderbolt rumbled through the night. A gust of wind shook the car, and then rain started to pour down.
Well, that should solve the problem of the wildfire. But how did he end in this sleeping berth? Last he remembered was the train from Jena arriving with more material and people to relieve the ones that had been fighting the fire for nearly twenty-four hours.
He'd wanted to organize tasks for the newcomers, but his wife had told him to sit down and rest. During the day, several of the up-timers living and working in Erfurt had shown up offering help. Some of them had real experience with fighting forest fires, and had taken over the front ranks of the little army.
Relieved, Johann had dropped down on an upholstered seat in the passenger car, and closed his eyes . . . just for a minute.
It seemed the minute had extended a little longer. . . .
He got up, and tried to switch on the electric light in the compartment, but it didn't work. So he used the recurring lightning flashes to find his trousers and shoes and put them on.
He opened the door and found a badly lit scene of people sleeping partly on the seats, partly on the floor. Christine and Max were huddled against each other on one of the seats. Hans and Bryant were nowhere to be seen.
The view through the windows didn't help any. There wasn't any building to be seen. The train must have stopped outside any town. Strange enough. Stranger that the electric generator of the engine wasn't working, that meant that they had doused the fire, or perhaps let it burn down to save coal.
One of the doors opened, and Hans and Bryant entered, soaking wet.
"What's up?" Johann asked.
"Hoheit," Hans said. "You could have stayed in bed."
"Yeah," Bryant chimed in. "It'll take at least until dawn before we can start again."
"Where are we?"
"Near Naumburg," Hans said. "The water has risen over six feet since yesterday and threatens to flood the bridge. It seems the rain started earlier upstream."
"Our engineer confirms," Bryant said, "that there is no immediate danger. The bridge was built to stand occasional flooding, but he has a standing order to cross the flooded bridge only by daylight and with two people walking ahead to check the structure."
A reasonable rule, although it delayed their journey again.
Johann took his pocket watch and tried to see something in the flickering light.
"Four in the morning," Bryant said. "Two hours until sunrise. The engineer has shut down the fire in the engine to save coal."
That confirmed Johann's suspicion. He looked around. Nothing to do for now. Hans and Bryant were looking at him, perhaps expecting a comment.
"Go to sleep," Johann said, pointing over his shoulder. "You can take the berth. I've had enough sleep for now." If he calculated correctly, he had slept for twelve hours or so.
He shot a last gaze out into the darkness and the pouring rain, and then sat down next to Christine. His wife sleepily opened an eye and then pulled him into a hug. "You have done well," she whispered. "Nobody was harmed. They could barely confine the fire to the forest south of the Gera, but prevented it from sweeping over the dry meadows and flax fields. Oh, and Erfurt's mayor said that the administration would take care of your bill at the Wish Book warehouse."
Johann smiled in the dark. His wife knew his priorities very well. First the people, then the money, even if some of his critics claimed the opposite.
"Do you think," she continued, "we can still make it to Magdeburg in time?"
He frowned. The fire had cost them one and a half days, and now they were losing another half day. If the rest of the journey went well, they should reach Magdeburg in the afternoon, enough time for the women to prepare themselves for the gala.
"Sure," he said. "We've still lots of spare time." I hope.
Magdeburg
Early Afternoon
Hans jumped out of the train before it had completely stopped. Then he rushed through the still-pouring rain to the stationmaster waiting on the platform.
"We need wagons for our baggage. Quickly. We're late," he nearly gasped.
The stationmaster took some time to scrutinize the leather-clad man with the large pistols in his belt. He then cleared his throat. "Nothing can be in such a hurry," he said stoically, "as to forget the simplest rules of courtesy. Good afternoon. My name is Friedrich Westphal, and you might be?"
Hans took a deep breath. "Sorry, my name is Hans Hansson and I am the Personal Assistant of his Excellency, the governor of West Thuringia, Johann Ernst, duke of Saxe-Weimar. We need several coaches and two wagons for transporting our baggage to his temporary court in Gustavsvorstadt."
"Welcome to Magdeburg, Herr Hansson. Please send my best regards to the governor." He pointed over his shoulder. "The wagon rental is situated just over there."
****
At least they could bring the wagons close to the baggage car and move the baggage over without getting it too wet. Hans had also managed to rent two "bus taxis," large coaches suitable to transport up to ten people, so they could form a single convoy to bring everything and everyone to their temporary home in the new suburb, which was named for the emperor.
Hans snorted. Here in the new part of Magdeburg nearly every new street and suburb was named for the emperor or his daughter, the former prime minister and his family, or the late Hans Richter. The Eastern Sepharad Stearns Avenue, the Hans Richter Memorial Street, not to be confused with Hans Richter Street or Hans Richter Avenue. Personality cult, the up-timers called it. Lack of creativity, Hans suspected.
On the other hand, a city rising from the dead like a phoenix perhaps needed those symbols.
The convoy started—Hans riding shotgun on the first baggage wagon—and they entered Outer Ring Street. One article in the Magdeburg Times had reported that a local initiative was collecting signatures for a petition to rename it "Ring Of Fire Avenue."
Of course, to qualify for the title "avenue" a lot of work would have to be done. For now it was only a wide road, free of obstacles, but free of paving as well. In earlier times they would have paved it with cobblestones or flag stones, in West Thuringia it would have at least a cover made from gravel. In Magdeburg, however, at the moment each and every stone coming from the quarries in the Harz went directly into construction of houses, factories or government buildings.
Even if most of them were built in the typical half-timber framework with wattle and daub filling, they all needed a stone foundation to carry the weight of three, five or sometimes eight stories.
Thus, dirt roads with ostentatious labels, at least wide enough to let wagons pass each other with enough clearance to avoid splashing the mud into the other coachman's face. Barely. And perhaps only because repeated large signs forbade to let horses gallop under penalty of a substantial fine.
Not that galloping was an option at the moment. The traffic close to the railroad station was heavy. Heavy enough to require a policeman standing in the middle of a large crossing and regulating the traffic.
Afterward, the traffic thinned considerably, and the coachmen let their horses trot.
Suddenly Hans heard the muffled sound of a single horse galloping through the mud from behind. He leaned to the side and looked back, then he drew his revolver.
A one-horse shay was catching up quickly, its coachman ignoring the traffic regulations. But perhaps the guy knew that there were likely no policemen here.
Ignoring the oncoming traffic, it launched into overtaking the convoy, the wheels and hooves splashing mud on the people riding outside. The coachmen began shouting obscenities, but the guy steering the coach didn't react.
Suddenly, Hans heard a shrill whistle sound coming from ahead. His head darted around. The approaching coach was black, sporting the large sign "Polizei" painted in white.
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Hans grinned and holstered his revolver. That guy had lost. He turned his head back again. That guy obviously didn't agree with Hans' assessment of the situation. He whipped his horse to finish passing before the police coach could block him.
Hans stared mesmerized on the emerging catastrophe. The one-horse shay was now head-to-head with the wagon he was sitting on, then gained the lead, drew over to the right, and in this process touched the left horse.
The horses shied to the right, the wagon veered. Hans leaned to the left, while the driver frantically tried to keep the horses in rein.
Then the wagon rumbled over some flagstones marking the part of the road reserved for pedestrians. The horses shied again, turning to the left, and collided with the police coach, which was turning to pursue the fleeing road hog.
Hans went flying, when the wagon finally toppled over. Fortunately the mud was soft.
[image: wagon]
****
"Oh my God! Oh my God!"
It was very unusual to hear Christine, landgravine of Hesse-Kassel breaking out in what came very close to blasphemy.
When Hans finally managed to remove the mud from his face and was able to see again, he softly started cursing, too.
The wagon had broken and lost all its load. Most of the trunks had survived the fall, with the notable exception of the big special trunk containing the women's ball gowns.
All the effort he'd invested into keeping this trunk safe and sound and standing upright was wasted. The gowns were lying evenly spread in the mud. The different colors they had sported were gone.
He took a deep breath. What a disaster!
****
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Grantville High School Television Studio
June 1637
"Are you ready to go, Bob?" the assistant director in the small high school television studio asked Bob Davidson as he nervously shuffled his papers at the lectern.
"I'm about as ready as I'll ever be," the tall, dark-haired teen-ager replied, putting down the papers and taking a deep breath. Several flutes and a piccolo rested upright on pegs beside him.
"Okay," the AD said briskly. "We're going to be just taping this segment, so if you feel—or I feel—you bobbled something, we can stop the tape so you can start the sentence over again. So don't worry if you're not perfect. . . . By the time we finish editing everything together with your graphics, it'll look great."
Bob nodded and watched him carefully as he started counting down from five, mouthing the last two numbers. The red light on the camera blinked on at his sharp hand signal.
"Hi," Bob said simply, looking directly into the camera. "My name is Bob Davidson and I've been asked to speak with you today on the design of the modern twentieth-century concert flute, and how we were able to reproduce it here in the seventeenth century." He reached down beside him and held up a flute in front of him. At the AD's gesture, the camera zoomed in and panned down its length.
"This is a round-holed flute, made in the twentieth century. It's a lot more complicated than it seems at first glance.
"The seventeenth-century flutes generally only have one or two keys on them. Otherwise the holes are closed directly by the tips of the players' fingers. The bigger your fingers, the easier they are to play, which is why during this time period, most of the flute players are men. Our hands are generally bigger and so is our lung capacity. Even so, there are only so many holes on a flute one person can cover directly, and only so much of a range these holes can play.
[image: flute]"The modern concert flute, however," he said, rotating the body of the flute to present the sides of the cups towards the camera, "substitutes cups with pads in them for individual fingers. These pads, which are generally made of felt and cardboard covered with two thin layers of goldbeater's skin, mimic the tips of the player's fingers, and can seal its tone hole closed. These cups are connected by a system of thin rods within tubes with a complicated system of buttons and levers that can be played by pretty much anybody, regardless of the size of their hands. That is why the twentieth-century flutes could be played by women. Oftentimes the only limitations were on lung capacity, which is why taller women had an edge on shorter women with smaller lungs. But if a piece was written by a composer who took into account a flutist's need to breathe every so often, the size of the person playing it made no difference."
Bob placed this flute back on its peg and picked up the next flute.
Displaying it for the camera, he continued, "You may notice that the flute we decided to recreate here on the campus of Grantville High School and the State of Thuringia-Franconia Community College has square cups and tone holes rather than round. That's because this was the very latest in professional flute designs before the Ring of Fire.
"No examples of Leonard Lopatin's SquareONE flutes came here with us, but one of Mr. Lopatin's brochures provided us with side-by-side pictures of both his round-holed 'Classic' flute and his SquareONE. By my making a few assumptions about tubing diameter and round-holed cup size, I was able to make a good approximation of Lopatin's flute scale.
"You see, there is no perfect scale for a flute. As Mr. Wendell explained it to me, if you make one note—say, middle C—dead on perfect, the other notes which depend on that same tone hole come out either too sharp or too flat.
"By comparing Lopatin's round-holed cup placement with my student flute, I was able to—fairly accurately—determine where his scale differed from the known scale. Or at least I was able to make my best guess." He smiled and shrugged.
"It took me about two weeks in Mr. Ambler's drafting class to create my comparison drawings, but after that, I didn't have a clue what to do. I wasn't even sure if it was possible to get seamless tubing for the body, let alone how to make any of the parts.
"Before the Ring of Fire happened, I'd often been advised to 'not try to re-invent the wheel,' meaning that I should find out how the experts do something and not just try to figure it out by trial-and-error testing. That saying had to be thrown out the window when it came to up-time instrument creation following the Ring of Fire, since there were no 'experts' to consult.
"So, I opened my mouth and started asking questions. I asked my shop teacher, Mr. O'Keefe, about whether he thought square cups and tone holes were practical, and he said, 'Hmmm, that's a good question.' It was such a good question, he passed it along to his other students to see if they could come up with ways to test both the scale I had in my drawing and the whole square versus round concept.
"The next thing I knew, my flute was a class project, being used as a practical example of the mathematics of acoustics. Somehow, someway, the whole technical college got involved, from the machinist and engineering students, to the business and marketing students as well. The project quickly expanded to include almost all of the other modern woodwinds.
"Which was pretty cool. Particularly when the testing proved on all the different-shaped bodies that yes, square tone holes make a difference in ease of articulation and in clarity of tone.
"Since the fingering is so similar between the flute, the oboe, the clarinet and the saxophone, theoretically, if you learn how to play one, you should be able to learn how to play them all, but the differences in mouthpieces and a few other structural differences between them make the reality of learning how to play multiple woodwinds well a lot harder than you'd think.
"I know that up-time a good many flute players also doubled on the saxophone. For me, right now, I'm still trying to master the flute and the piccolo so that I can retain my seat in the Magdeburg Symphony. Over the next few years, other flute players are going to get up to speed on these up-time flutes and start giving me some real competition, so I need to stay ahead of the curve. I'd rather concentrate on playing one instrument really well than be just okay on several different instruments.
" 'Okay' can be good enough in some situations if, say, a small band can't afford to hire both a flutist and a saxophone player, but pretty soon that won't cut it for the major gigs of this world. Pretty soon all the big cities and the powerful courts will have their own up-time orchestras and they're going to demand the best.
"So once I was politely—but firmly—relegated to the sidelines and it was made clear that my true value to the engineers and mathematicians was as a product tester, I decided to concentrate on becoming the best product tester possible. When my English teacher asked me to document the whole woodwinds development process, that also seemed like a valuable contribution that only I could make." Shrugging, he added with a smile, "It didn't hurt that she offered me extra credit.
"But it was really neat watching these guys work. I wasn't sure at the beginning if square tone holes were even feasible. Certainly I'd never heard of being able to drill a square hole, but the machinists knew their business. They knew that although you can't drill a square tone hole in a tube, you sure can mill a square hole! With drilling, you go down through the material, but Mr. O'Keefe showed me how you can drag a mill bit across a tube, taking off layer after layer of material until you break through. The main problem is knowing when to stop. But square holes in a tube? No problem.
I also wasn't sure how they were going to make some of the other square parts . . . the cups and the tone hole chimneys . . . but by darn, they did it. Basing the cup sizes on the measurements I made, Mr. O'Keefe divided his advanced college class into pairs and assigned each pair one size of cup-making punch and die sets. I was amazed at how quickly they created a complete set of all four sizes and their matching blanks.
[image: parts]"And all the parts! By the time we finally figured out just how many parts were soldered together to make the keywork, I wasn't surprised to discover that there are over two hundred parts in each flute. Seventeen cups attached to mechanism tubing by seventeen arms, each with its own pad coming down to meet its own chimney surrounding seventeen tone holes. Fourteen of these pads also have washers holding them in place with tiny screws which are screwed into tiny spuds which are soldered into the cups. Each cup is held in its 'at rest' position by a straight spring which is hooked into a tiny spring catch which is carefully soldered into place onto one of the twenty-four pieces of mechanism tubing. Then there are nineteen posts which are hard-soldered onto five different ribs which are in turn soldered onto one of the two body tubes using a different solder with a lower melting point so that the posts won't fall off in the process. There are ten lengths of steel rods within the tubing, plus seven or eight removable pins holding the mechanism tubing to the steels. That adds up to over two hundred parts, without even adding in the barrel joint, the box joint, and the seven or eight rings which protect and strengthen each tube. Oh yeah, and there's the different parts which have to be either sculpted individually or cast . . . such as trill levers, rollers, thumb levers, and several other different types of parts.
"Mr. O'Keefe summed it up best: 'Parts and parts and parts and parts!' "
"But I'm getting a little ahead of myself.
"Shortly after the engineers did their sound testing and decided that yes, square holes had many features which made them superior to round holes—although many non-musicians had a hard time discerning the difference—it was time to analyze just how many parts there were and how they could be made.
"I could tell just by looking that we needed several sizes of seamless tubing, but I wasn't sure if the tech level was up to doing that yet. A rolled and soldered tube might work for the flute body, but I didn't know how that would work for the tiny mechanism tubing. I thought that maybe, for my one flute, we might be able to make some thick enough wire or bar stock and ream out the individual parts, but that would have made any kind of assembly-line parts-making very slow and enormously labor-intensive. I was willing to do the work for my own flute, but what would it mean for the whole Boehm woodwinds industry as a whole? There was no doubt that we'd be able to make a flute—obviously if it had been done, it could be done—but whether we'd be able to make one that people in the here and now could afford and be willing to buy, that was the question. There might be a couple of people who could buy a fifty-thousand dollar flute, but you can't base a whole industry on that!
"So I was really holding my breath on the night that the Partow twins—Brent and Trent—the owners and founders of the Twinlo Park Research Center, came to help us disassemble and analyze my student flute, Gerda Heinzenburg's oboe and Abe Nasi's tenor saxophone.
"Besides being the original designers of the Higgins sewing machine, and only being two or three years older than me, Brent and Trent have all kinds of contacts within the Grantville business community. If something were already available or in the process of becoming available, they would know about it and be able to advise us where to go to get something made, so it was really kind of them to agree to help.
"So on that first Thursday in November, we all gathered around a couple of tables pushed together to make a big square as I helped Brent disassemble the flute onto a sheet and we all made notes. He probably could have done it on his own, but the keywork is a bit tricky in that the parts have to be removed in a certain way and replaced in exactly reverse order. And you definitely don't want to lose so much as a screw!
"So first I unscrewed and removed the C-sharp trill key from its steel and passed them to Brent. Then the left hand section, the right hand section, the trill section, the thumb keys and the foot joint keys.
"It was a privilege to watch these best and brightest of our school system work. All of the team leaders from the engineering, drafting and business departments, with Mr. O'Keefe and Mr. Ambler looking on, and me and Abe.
"Unlike Gerda, who just wants an oboe of her own that sounds good, Abe and I are actually interested in learning how our instruments are made. Abe's been apprenticing with his father's jewelry business like forever, so he brought a jeweler's perspective to the table.
"It turned out that Abe's input was vital. He was the only one there familiar with casting and could identify which parts were likely to have been cast, or possibly could be cast. He's also the one who—when I mentioned that I had been told the felt pads were covered with two layers of 'fish skin,' recognized this as another name for 'goldbeaters' skin, which is a membrane found lining a cow's stomach and which is used a lot in the jewelry trade. The pads alone could have been a total game stopper, because without pads, the flute doesn't work, but Abe was able to get us a good supply, no problem."
Bob paused to take a deep breath before continuing.
"So many things came together to make these instruments possible at this time period. One of the team leaders—Jasper Klaus—is a journeyman smith, specializing in copper work, at the nearby Kudzu Werks plant during the day, while taking up-time engineering classes nights and weekends.
"He and his bosses apparently had recently had dies made for drawing seamless copper tubing and wire, so when he saw what was needed for a flute, he already knew the technology involved and how to draw up the specs for precisely the sizes we needed.
"It turned out that we needed two different sizes of mechanism tubing, plus the matching steel rods to go inside them. We also needed two different sizes of body tubing; one size for the main body and foot joint, plus a slightly bigger size for the barrel and box joints.
"Someone suggested that we just draw up a piece of body tubing to make it wide enough to work, but that idea was shot down as costing more in the long run in time and energy for multiple flutes than simply having it made to the right inner and outer diameter the first time around.
"We also needed two different diameters of tubing for making rings . . . one size for the crown of the head joint, and another size for the body rings. Each end of the body tube needed some kind of ring for reinforcement so it wouldn't be so easily dented in. That was a strong factor in the decision by some of the students to go with an unsegmented body. Extra segments meant more parts.
"What really surprised me, though, was the number of different size tubings needed for the chimneys . . . the little rings that surround the tone holes and enable the pads to close off each hole. We needed six different sizes, even though we only needed four different-sized cups. Go figure.
"But that was okay. Brent and Trent, the other students, and even the teachers agreed that these instruments simply create another sales outlet for technology that craftsmen have already decided to pursue. So rather than having to create these dies totally on spec, the people who invested in the up-time symphonic instrument mutual fund . . ." Bob waved one hand in the air and pointed enthusiastically at himself, "ended up paying for the die creation. Since the Kudzu people will be able to use them for other purposes, they gave us a good price on them.
"The upshot of this meeting was to not only outline what kind of tubing, casting and stamping abilities were needed, but also to assess the current technology available to make these up-time instruments. In so many ways, it's comforting to know that most of the technology needed either already exists or is high on the desirability to be developed list.
"It truly is a blending of the old and new techniques and methods of teaching. It's not something that you can just take classes in to learn—although you can learn many of the techniques—but it involves so many cross-disciplines that—right now—there isn't any one down-time apprenticeship that fits.
"Abe already has many of the skills he needs to do a lot of the actual hands-on work, but his jewelry background really didn't prepare him for the physics, mathematical and acoustical engineering background required for instrument testing and design work.
"I got to make some of the parts for my flute—the apprentice-level grunt work that mainly involved using muscles to stamp out the parts from a blank, like the cups and washers. The guys also let me do some lathe work on the posts and rings and chimneys after they'd got the tools all set up.
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"But I learned that I just don't have the training yet for so much of the parts-making and assembly work. In addition to the general machine shop class I took last semester, I'm going to need to take a class at the Tech College on the basics of soldering, and a least a couple of different ones on casting for jewelry making, as well as more detailed classes on lathe working. These are skills I could pick up over the course of a six- or seven-year apprenticeship, but if the classes are available, this is a much quicker and easier way to learn. Trial-and-error experimentation for these basic skills would be a waste of my time and energy. I'd rather learn how to do it right the first time.
"Once I have the skills, then there's a lot of experimentation I'm eager to try, particularly in the realm of head joint creation." Bob leaned over and pulled off the head joint on the nearest flute and held it up for the camera.
"The one aspect of this whole flute creation where I feel I made a real difference was when the mathematician and engineering students started concentrating on the head joints." Bob paused and smiled. "They were all stressing about how to reproduce them mathematically when I remembered a classic story about Thomas Edison and how he had handed one of his mathematicians a glass light bulb and asked him to calculate its volume. The guy told him it would take about a week and a half to do the mathematics, at which point Edison took a pitcher of water off his desk, poured water into it until it was full, handed it to the guy, and told him to 'measure that!' "
"So when they were trying to figure out how to best reverse-engineer the mandrel which had been used to draw down a length of body tubing and give the head joint its taper, I suggested we use some of my Mom's stash of plastic wrap to line the head joints, and then pour in some plaster of Paris to create a measurable reproduction of its mandrel.
"Once they got over the shock of hearing an intelligent suggestion come out of this person they'd dismissed as 'just' a musician, we got along fine. They took my advice and pretty soon we had four different types of head joint mandrels.
"Now, the head joint is a very key part of the flute. A good head joint can make the difference between an adequate sound and a great sound. I'd kind of heard this before, but this whole creation process really brought it home to me . . . there is no perfect head joint, but there are head joints which are better on some lips than others.
"We had four up-time head joints to work with, and every single one of them had a slightly different shape. They all started out at about the same diameter at the crown, and ended at the same diameter where it fit into the actual flute body, but everything in between was different. None of them went straight from the crown to the body . . . they all had differing curves down to the body. They also all had different-shaped lip plates and their risers underneath.
"One of those head joints sounded good on my lips, another sounded good on Marla Linder's lips, and one could only be described as a 'toilet seat,' since it had no undercutting at all. Once we made a reproduction of it, however, and did a little undercutting, it didn't sound bad at all.
"I suspect that there's an almost infinite number of combinations possible regarding mandrel shape, the cut of the riser, the shape of the lip plate opening and the materials used for the tube, the lip plate and riser.
"The samples of professional trade magazines that Mr. Wendell had made it clear that there were some companies up-time which made entire instruments, but also some which concentrated strictly on head joints, so flute players could mix and match bodies with head joints until they found just the right combinations for their needs.
[image: floutist]"Once I get my schooling and military service out of the way and get settled in my playing and teaching career, I'm hoping I'll have time to do more experimentation with head joint making. I found it absolutely fascinating how such minute differences in shape and materials could result in such incredibly different tonal qualities. I have two pretty good flutes and head joints now, but I'm interested in seeing what other possibilities are out there, and whether another shape or a different combination of lip plate and riser wouldn't work even better for my lips.
"This has been a pretty long program already, but really, I've just barely scratched the surface of what all's needed in making an up-time flute, and haven't even begun on what's needed for a piccolo. I have no doubt that there're lots of different possibilities for improvements and changes to this current design. And yet, when you compare my newest flute to the picture of one of Theobald Boehm's original flutes in the state library, you can see that Herr Boehm himself would have no problems picking up my flute and playing it. Which, ultimately, is the highest compliment you can make to the man and his instrument's design.
"Thank you for tuning in, and thank you to the audio-visual department of the Grantville High School which made this program possible."
****
Art Director's Note: The title banner art and interior illustrations for this article are based upon original art and photos created by the author, Jackie Britton Lopatin.
Thanks, Jackie!     -Garrett







Bumped by Thomas Mays
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Doug Collins tried to calm his hammering heart while Melissa checked out the string trick, but as the seconds built up without remark, he realized he was pretty much screwed. A first date had only one objective: impress the girl enough to earn a second date. And Doug had chosen to impress her with a weighted string dangling unsupported at a forty-five degree angle.
Idiot, he thought.
Melissa Reynolds stood up straight from her close inspection of Doug's portable demonstration rig and smiled at him. "This is the promised mad science?"
He spread his hands and shrugged, placating. "I don't quite recall promising to show you 'mad' science."
She came close and took one of his hands in her own. "You didn't need to promise me mad science, but you did make that promise. It was cute, only I never imagined you actually were working on something like . . . all this." Melissa waved her other hand at the shutdown lab and the shielded test chamber Doug had brought them to. Then she nodded to the gadget and its jiggling, askew string. "Why doesn't it hang straight down? Magic? Illusion?"
Doug hazarded a relieved grin of his own. "Way better: impossible physics! I know it doesn't look like much, but forcing the string to hang at an angle like that changes everything."
He moved as close to her as he could, trying to figure out how to somehow spin the details of his experiment into a prelude for a kiss. But the opportunity was snatched from him when the lights in the lab outside the test chamber came on. Doug and Melissa looked up when four figures entered the outer lab.
In the lead was Neal Lafleur, one of the lab's many VPs.
Doug felt an embarrassed heat rise in his cheeks, caught by management showing off to a date while the lab was on official shutdown.
The other three men with Lafleur were a mystery, though: a tall, refined gentleman, a tech-geek, and an immense man who looked to have been hewn from granite.
Doug sensed Melissa stiffen at his side and grip his arm tightly when the four interlopers saw them and came to an abrupt halt. Lafleur's face colored and, if anything, he appeared even more guilty and shocked than Doug felt.
Melissa spoke low, her voice leaden with worry and warning, "Doug . . ."
The unknown gentleman's eyes narrowed. "So much for a clean operation. Augustus, would you mind dealing with this little hiccup?"
"On it, Boss." The massive man's voice rumbled like crunching gravel, but he moved swiftly enough. He stepped forward, reached into his ill-fitted jacket, and pulled a pistol.
Melissa shouted, "Down!" in an authoritative tone Doug did not know she possessed, but he complied.
They both dropped while two shots rang out, peppering the perforated-steel wall behind them. Doug and Melissa cried out, but they did not freeze. Melissa dove to hide behind the solid isolation table holding Doug's gadget. Doug himself slid forward, staying low, and hit the emergency secure button right outside the test chamber's entrance.
Two more shots spaanged off the stainless steel doorframe next to him.
Doug leapt back inside before the door slid shut on smooth hydraulics and, for a brief instant, he locked eyes with the deep cold gaze of the gentleman who had just ordered them killed.
Those eyes lacked even a hint of mercy or compassion.
****
The gentleman—known only by the alias "Octavius"—glared at the shut test chamber door barring him from his objective and ground his teeth in frustration. I am surrounded by fools, he thought. He snapped his fingers and pointed at a keypad next to the armored door. "Julius, open please."
The tech geek waddled forward and popped the keypad off with deft, quiet moves without saying a thing.
Satisfied someone knew what they were doing, Octavius turned a basilisk glare upon his equivalently aliased subordinate Augustus. "What part of 'Take care of this hiccup' implies I want you to start shooting from across the lab?"
"You always give me crap for going kinetic, until it turns out going kinetic first really was the best choice." Augustus returned his pistol to its shoulder holster and shrugged his jacket back into place.
Octavius shook his head. "At the very least, get closer before you start blasting away. You might have hit the prototype. You certainly didn't hit them."
Augustus ignored the jab, so Octavius turned his attention to Lafleur. "Well?"
Lafleur's eyes were wide and beads of sweat stippled his brow. "I closed the lab myself! No one was supposed to be here this late at night, least of all Collins and some bimbo. I mean, he's just a junior researcher. He's never displayed much initiative or been found anywhere he wasn't supposed to be. Believe me, his being here is totally random. Octavius, you can't blame me for this!"
"Yes, I can. You were paid for three things: all the research, the drive itself, and discretion. We currently lack two-thirds of those, and I blame you entirely."
"I can fix this. I'll talk them out!"
"You can try. Are we exposed, though? Can they call out from within there?"
Lafleur shook his head. "No. It's a Faraday cage, with only an intercom to the outer lab. There is an external network connection, but it only ties into phase two's live traffic and shipping database—there's no way to contact anyone over that."
Octavius nodded and turned to Julius. The taciturn techie looked up from the multimeter buried in the keypad's wires, frowned, and shrugged, silent as always.
Augustus grunted and said, "'Our little friend in there must have disabled it from his side already. Unless he reconnects it, we're gonna have to burn through this mother."
"Fine," Octavius answered. "You and Julius get started on that. Mr. Lafleur and I will try our hands at diplomacy."
****
Doug stepped back from the mess he had made of the door mechanism's wires, still breathing heavily. Only then did he notice the line of fiery pain that streaked across his left shoulder. "Ow . . ."
Melissa peeked out from behind the isolation table supporting the gadget. The muted shock and wary appraisal that showed on her face disappeared behind a mask of professional concern. She rose and went to Doug's side, inspecting the wound he had earned. "You're not bleeding too badly. Looks like a bullet just grazed you. Do you have a first aid kit?"
"Of course . . . uh . . . oh, it's right on the other side of that door."
She gave him a tight smile. "That figures. We'll just have to make do, shall we?" Melissa unwrapped the scarf from around her neck and fashioned it into a makeshift bandage.
Doug winced when she secured it over the fresh wound the bullet had made along his shoulder. "Must be my lucky day. I happen to bring an ER nurse to the lab on the one night shooting breaks out." He started to shake.
"Your lucky day? What about me?" Melissa's smile softened, becoming less the upbeat mask of a professional nurse treating a patient and more the sly expression a girl reserves for her guy. "Most fellas just try to get me drunk as fast as possible. You offer up super-science and deadly peril. This is way better than drinks and a movie."
He shook his head. "You seem to be handling all of this very well. Better than me at least."
She shrugged. "I think you're doing fine. Anyway, it's not the first time I've been shot at."
"Really?"
"I worked as a paramedic while putting myself through nursing school. Not everybody is happy when sirens and flashing lights show up, even if they're attached to an ambulance." She finished with the bandage, patted him on the arm, then fished out her phone and dialed 911.
Doug smiled in apology. "Yeah, sorry. This place is shielded against all signals. There's no way for us to call out other than the intercom."
As if on cue, the intercom crackled to life. Neal Lafleur's voice sounded out in the test chamber. "Collins? You need to open the door. We can work this whole thing out to everybody's benefit if you'll just cooperate."
Doug felt a new, different heat rising in his face and sudden anger displaced his fear. His shakes forgotten, he crossed the test chamber and jabbed a savage thumb on his own intercom button. "Neal, you weasel, I can't believe you're helping to steal one of your own projects!"
A new voice sounded from the speakers. "Mr. Collins . . . Doug, my name is Octavius, and I'm the leader of the men outside. Mr. Lafleur is telling the truth. We can all profit if you'll only open the door and give us the prototype for the reactionless drive."
Doug turned to Melissa and mouthed Octavius with a question in his eyes. She shrugged and shook her head.
He keyed the mike again. "Well, Octagon, only an ass like Neal would call the gadget a reactionless drive. It makes me wonder what other lies he's fed you. How about you guys just take off, get your stories straight, and we'll wait here for the police to arrive."
"The only one lying is you, Mr. Collins. We both know the police aren't coming. The only way out of there is through us, and if we have to cut our way in, you'll find me in a very uncooperative mood."
Doug turned to Melissa again, who came close. He tried to smile, but it failed. "I'm really sorry. I just wanted to give you a memorable evening."
She grinned back. "Oh, you've got memorable covered. The funny thing is, you didn't need to do any of this. . . . I've been waiting for you to ask me out ever since I moved into your building. . . . You're a good guy, Doug. The way you leapt up to shut that door, with no fear and no second-guessing, that just proved it to me. You should have more confidence in yourself."
His smile became a bit more authentic, if melancholy. "Great." He gestured to the intercom. "I can't make this decision for both of us. What do you think?"
Her eyes widened. "I think we're both dead without that door, whether we open it or they do. I've seen the results from his type of 'cooperation,' both in the field and the ER. They aren't pretty."
Doug nodded and keyed the intercom.
****
"Screw you, Ocho."
Octavius' teeth ground when Doug's contemptible voice sounded in the lab. He stepped away from the intercom and gestured past Lafleur to Julius and Augustus, who were busy setting up the gas rig for an exothermic burning bar next to the chamber door. Both men looked up.
Octavius growled. "Start cutting your way in. And when you get done with the door, cut down that pair as well."
"On it, Boss." Augustus nodded and twisted the valve on the gas bottle while the ever-silent Julius hit the striker to light the bar.
Octavius smiled at the growing horror upon Lafleur's face.
****
Melissa turned to Doug when they heard the hiss of a torch beyond the protective door. "Damn it, I don't even know why they're trying to kill us. What is this gadget?"
Doug forced himself to turn away from a spot which had just begun to glow red on the wall. He led her back to the string trick. "This is a portable demonstrator rig to show off mediated momentum transfer, the non-localized transfer of momentum through a virtual 4D collision."
"That went right over me."
He nodded in apology. "Sorry. Do you remember any of Newton's Laws of Motion?"
She squinted, an unsure expression on her face. "For every action, there's an equal and opposite reaction?"
Doug smiled. "That's the one. I knew I liked you. Now, do you know what a wormhole is?"
She nodded. "That's easy. It's a shortcut through space and time, connecting two places that are normally far apart."
He blinked. "Unshakeable medic, hot nurse, and closeted sci-fi fan. I . . . I think I may be in love." Doug grinned wider.
Melissa smiled and squeezed his hand upon the table. "Focus, physicist!"
"Right! Well, that's what this is, momentum transfer through sort of a virtual wormhole. Normally, to change something's motion, it has to interact with the environment. Billiard balls don't move until something collides with them, and rockets don't move unless they're shoving mass really fast out their back end as thrust. That's Conservation of Momentum and it's the Law. Problem is that law makes for inefficient rockets. You have to carry around all that reaction mass to shove out the back end, making your rocket 99 percent fuel and 1 percent payload, limiting how long you can accelerate. But if you could create something like a reaction-less drive that didn't violate conservation of momentum, you'd pretty much change everything."
Doug pointed to the jiggling string, hanging down at a taut forty-five degrees to the vertical. "Which brings us to the string trick. This weighted string is pushed off from the vertical by an unbalanced force with no apparent origin. It jiggles there, against the constant pull of gravity, without anything pushing or pulling on it and without expending any jets of material. It looks reactionless, but it's really not."
Melinda nodded slowly. "Because . . . wormholes?"
Doug picked up a fat object like a large remote control with too many buttons. He gestured to a pair of spinning flyweights on the table that shook in time to the jiggling of the string. Pressing a button on the controller, the string swung down and swayed to a normal vertical hang, and the spinning flyweights smoothed out. "Right. We call them congruence points: similar to wormholes in that they connect two separated points in spacetime, but nothing physical can pass through them. Instead, they put two things that aren't touching into brief contact with one another, setting up a virtual collision."
He aimed the controller at the weight on the end of the hanging string and hit a button. A red laser dot lit upon the weight. "First we designate a target. Then we designate a momentum source." He turned the controller on the spinning flyweights, where a laser illuminated one of the weights while it spun around. Instantly, the flyweights jostled and the weighted string jumped to one side as if struck, even though they were not touching. Each time the flyweights swung past that spot, the string reacted, until it once more swung to a jostling forty-five degree angle to the vertical.
Doug continued. "It's not truly reactionless, because there is a collision, but it's non-local, with the momentum transfer mediated through the congruence point instead of an actual contact. Either way, attach a similar rig to a vehicle and you'll have what is, for all intents and purposes, a reactionless drive. It's a definite game changer."
His lecture done, their situation reasserted itself. Sparks exploded from the wall above the door, chopping through one of the bars locking the door into place. Melissa split her frantic attention between the wild sparks and the table in front of her. "Okay, time's up. We have to make this thing work for us instead of just getting us killed. We can't jump through one of these wormhole congruence points?"
"No, they're like a four-dimensional virtual solid, contact but no passage."
"Can we . . . momentum us a new way out of here?"
"No! The only sources we have are these flyweights and they're way too small." Doug thought for a moment, and then pounded his hand on the isolation table. "But there is the momentum net!"
He dropped the controller and ran from the table, going to a desktop workstation on the other side of the chamber.
Melissa followed asking, "The what net?"
Doug uncoiled a long USB cable from the back of the workstation and stretched the cable over to connect with the controller. "The momentum net is for phase two, when we get away from strings and start moving larger masses. It's a live database maintained by the Department of Transportation showing the position and instantaneous momentum of every freight train, ship, plane, and long-haul trucker in the US."
He picked up the controller and pushed a button. The string fell again and the flyweights smoothed out. Then he aimed the controller at the center of the wall opposite the door, which he was fairly certain was an exterior wall. A laser dot flashed upon it. "First, we designate a target."
He put down the controller and crossed back over to the workstation. Melissa followed and saw him scrolling through a list of vehicles, with their positions, velocities, and registered weights. Doug smiled. "Then we designate a momentum source." He clicked on one vehicle and turned to Melissa. "How do you feel about catching a train? Watch out. There might be a slight bump."
****
The conductor of the northbound CSX freight train out of Syracuse, New York dozed in his seat while his trainee monitored the engine with one eye and looked over his certification course with the other, all by the light of the full moon overhead. Then the train lurched back, throwing them both forward. Each man, now awake, looked around wildly. Everything seemed fine.
"What the hell was that?"
****
Octavius and Lafleur picked themselves off the floor where they had fallen when the building shook. Octavius looked at the two men cutting with the bright actinic burning bar. They had both kept their footing, but Julius' aim-point with the torch had skittered off and almost burned through Augustus' hand. Now they just glared at one another through their welding goggles.
Their boss growled. "Keep cutting and get that door open!" Octavius turned on Lafleur and demanded, "What the hell was that?"
Lafleur's wild gaze darted about the room. "How should I know?" Understanding seemed to dawn on him, and he turned fearful eyes on Octavius. "Collins has jumped to phase two. He's using large momentum sources to bust out of the test chamber."
Octavius yelled in frustration. He reached into his own jacket and pulled out a pistol. "This was supposed to have been a simple operation." He gestured with the pistol from Lafleur to Julius and Augustus. "Make sure they stay on task!" Octavius stalked toward the lab's doorway.
"Where are you going?" Lafleur cried, following him halfway out of the lab.
"To the other side, in case they make it out!"
****
Doug and Melissa stared agog at the wall of the chamber. The sheet metal was punched inward several inches in a wide circle, with popped rivets revealing insulation, wiring, and cinder blocks from the exterior wall. Plaster dust filled the chamber. Had the force of the train punched through completely, the room would have been filled with a deadly shower of debris.
Melissa gestured to the bulging wall. "That was a small bump?!"
He gave her a shrug. "In hindsight, picking a northbound train was a bad idea. I'll definitely go southbound next time." He began to set up the next congruence point.
She remained quiet while he worked, but then she looked to the door, where the sparking had punched through another locking bar. Only one barrier was left. "Doug, even if we knock out the wall and get outside, won't they just go outside and chase us down? We need to think about stopping them first. And preferably soon."
He stopped and twisted in his seat to look at her, unsure whether to be frightened or impressed. "What did you have in mind?"
Melissa's eyes narrowed and she gave the door a hard glare. "How about that same northbound train and whatever's on the opposite of our door?"
Doug smiled.
****
Satisfied at last with the condition of his engine and its cargo, the conductor put on a good front for his young protégé. He tried to blow off the whole incident. "This is the sorta stuff that happens when ya drive the rails, kid. All sortsa mysteries out here in the night. Why, I remem—"
The train lurched again.
"What the hell?!"
****
Doug had aimed the controller at the door and then modified the target to be one foot beyond that. The invisible congruency plane thus flashed into being and collided the exothermic rig, a wide circle of acoustic ceiling tile, wall plaster, and non-slip flooring, and the bodies of Augustus and Julius with the full force of the CSX train's lead engine. Struck literally by a freight train, everything outside the door was cast northward, sending men and debris hurtling into the lab. The oxygen tank ruptured and exploded, throwing fire and shrapnel throughout the enclosed space.
Lafleur stood just outside the lab's doors, unsure whether he should stay or go. The blast erupted from the lab and blew him along the passageway like an autumn leaf in a cyclone. A brief gout of flames curled along the halls to either side of the doorway.
Dazed and bloody, Lafleur picked himself up again, shook off the ringing in his ears, and stumbled back to the lab. What he saw inside was a mess no one could have survived. With only a glance at the test chamber door and the circle of damage from which the blast had originated, he knew exactly what had happened.
He ran to find Octavius.
****
The test chamber door was now warped in its track by the blast, never to open again. Some modest tongues of flame had jetted through the cuts already made, but the test chamber was none the worse for wear. Melissa stared at the damage her suggestion had wrought, looking grim. "Do you think any of them survived that?"
Doug came to her and took her in an embrace, their first. She rested her head on his shoulder and he could feel her warmth and the rapid beat of her heart. "I don't know," he told her, "but you didn't bring this on them. This was their fault and they left us no real choice. Okay?"
She nodded and lifted up her head. Her eyes were red but dry. "Okay."
He tried to give off a reassuring air. "Just in case they weren't . . . incapacitated by that, we should stick to the original plan and go out the back, taking the gadget with us." Doug used the controller and re-designated the already damaged back wall, then went to find a southbound train.
Melissa ducked down behind the isolation table. "I hope you aren't parked in that south lot."
****
Octavius stood in the south parking lot and glared at the circular indentation in the building's wall, starkly illuminated by bright moonlight. He held his pistol tightly, ready to kill as soon as they finished collapsing the wall and showed their faces. He almost wished Julius and Augustus would fail, so the pleasure of putting down these two meddlesome idiots would be his and his alone.
A different idiot ran out of the building. Lafleur looked odd, however, covered in dust and bleeding from the nostrils. Octavius' heart raced in alarm. "What now?"
Lafleur held up a hand to pause him, took a deep breath, and said, "Your men are both dead and the other entrance is wrecked. Forget the prototype and let's get out of here."
"Forget? Explain yourself!"
"I mean that your boys just went from Caesars to Caesar salad with the help of that gadget! Collins is on the offensive and you're just standing here in front of the blast zone. Let's go!"
"The wall's collapsing to the interior. This is the best position to go in and grab them."
"Momentum sources go both ways, you idiot!"
Octavius did not wait for Lafleur to finish insulting him. He jumped to the side, past the other man, just as the test chamber wall exploded outward. Cinder blocks, sheet metal, insulation, dust and debris blasted out to engulf the southern lot.
****
The test chamber wall exploded outward at seventy-two miles per hour, the exact speed of the Union Pacific freight train out of Billings, Montana. A cloud of dust, cold air, and bright moonlight rushed in through the wide opening to the outside. Ignoring the dust, Doug and Melissa went over to the prototype and began disconnecting it. She looked down at all the monitoring and network cables in her hand. "Hey, this isn't going to blow up in my face, is it?"
Doug raised his hands uncertainly. "Probably not? It's got a battery back-up." He pulled the device up by the straps, straining to get them over his shoulders. "A very heavy battery back-up."
They proceeded with care out of the lab. Melissa carried the controller and picked a route through the rubble, while Doug heaved the gadget itself. When they exited, Melissa saw Lafleur, lying amongst the chunks of cinder blocks, logy, bleeding, and mostly unconscious. She pointed him out to Doug, but he just kept walking. Doug would have kicked the traitor, but he could not spare the footing with his heavy load. They continued out into the lot.
"Stop!"
They both halted and shuffled around to face their adversary. Octavius stood at the edge of the debris field, a bleeding gash on his forehead and blood running down his right arm. He did not appear to be armed, but he still looked enraged and dangerous. Doug lowered the gadget carefully to the debris-strewn ground and tried a defiant smile. "Ocho! Glad to see you made it out okay. Now if you'll just turn around and run off the other way, we won't have to do to you what we did to your crew."
Octavius shuffled forward, but his steps became surer as he continued on. "My name is Octavius, and I will have what I came for. I'll take it and then I'll end you both."
Doug stood in front of Melissa. "Going to be kinda hard to end both of us without your goons, right?"
Octavius sneered and stalked toward them, his hands clenched. "I don't need any help to kill the likes of you."
Doug swallowed hard. Yesterday, he had been a man who never upset the status quo, who took months to ask a woman out, and only after creating an elaborate plan to impress her. Yesterday, he had been a lesser man, but this situation had changed him. Today, he had defended his date, his work, and his ideals, no matter the odds. Today he had the courage to face one such as Octavius, no matter the likely outcome. Doug squared off, spread his stance, and raised his fists to face the other, more imposing man.
But while he had gained courage, Melissa seemed to have gleaned knowledge about his work. She peeked out from behind Doug, aimed the controller in her hand, and pressed a button. A laser dot briefly lit up Octavius' chest.
The thief stopped and looked down, then gave them a short, dismissive laugh. "I am continually surrounded by fools. I seem to understand that device better than you do. See, you have to designate a target AND a momentum source. The device is just a stand-alone box now. You have no momentum net. You have no momentum source. Pathetic." He started forward again.
Thinking furiously, Doug dropped his fists and reached over. He grabbed the controller, aimed it into the sky, and pressed a button.
Octavius laughed again and looked up. "What do you expec—"
Approximately 2.6 seconds after designating his momentum source, a peal of thunder cracked and Octavius flashed into a red mist headed easterly at almost 1400 miles per hour.
Doug stood up straight, looking at the spot where Octavius had stood. Melissa stood close to him, and they sought each other's hand to hold without thinking about it. Melissa looked up at the sky and the source of silvery light hanging there. "Did you just hit him with the moon?"
"Yes."
"Oh." She squeezed his hand. "Thanks for a lovely evening."
Doug smiled and turned to face her. He gathered her into his arms. "Should I show you the other mad science experiments we've been working on?"
"Just shut up, Professor."
They kissed under the light of the full moon.
****









Notes From The Buffer Zone: Infighting by Kristine Kathryn Rusch


The folks in science fiction fandom have always fought. At my second science fiction convention in the early 1980s, I showed up in a stylish skirt and blouse, high heels, and a matching purse. I was a reporter who had just covered a press conference with the governor of the State of Wisconsin. The sf convention was only a few blocks away.
Another woman, dressed in medieval garb, told me that “people like me” didn’t belong in sf, and asked me to leave. I stayed, partly because I’m stubborn, and partly because I had just insulted another woman based on her appearance. She was dressed in a green Sherlock Holmes outfit (complete with deerstalker hat and pipe) so I asked her where the con suite was. The Sherlock-wannabe snapped at me, “I’m not with ‘those people,’ ” and vanished into the elevator.
Over the years, I have mostly found sf welcoming and warm. I love the community so much, I write a mystery series set in science fiction conventions. One of my protagonists, Spade, is a Secret Master of Fandom. The more enigmatic Paladin flits in and out of conventions, never really belonging. (If you’re interested, you can find their stories in The Early Conundrums, from WMG Publishing.)
Still, I knew that sf wasn’t all hugs and sweet hellos.
Around the edges of sf, the infighting went on without me. At the Hugo ceremonies of the late 1980s/early 1990s, the griping would reach epic proportions when the First Fandom award was given out. Back then, most of the members of First Fandom—those who were around for the 1939 World Science Fiction Convention that started it all—were still alive—and still fighting.
It seems some group was banned from attending that Worldcon by another group, and the first group held its own convention, and . . . heck, I don’t know, because a lot of the First Fandom members were my friends, and many of them hadn’t spoken to each other in fifty years. I didn’t want to get dragged into an ancient war, so I never learned the details.
Because of those fights, major names in the field—our founding mothers and fathers—hated each other. Whenever one person from Side A was honored by the First Fandom award, Side B would bitch. Whenever Side B was honored, Side A would moan. That generation never agreed on who the Good Guys were.
I was clueless about the fighting in other generations as well. Once, I brought Algis Budrys over to Damon Knight and Kate Wilhelm’s house because I had to drop something off at Damon and Kate’s. (I lived in the same town at the time.) Wow, was that meeting awkward. Damon and Kate were gracious, but deeply uncomfortable with Algis’s presence, and Algis was even more combative than usual. My husband Dean Wesley Smith was there as well, and when we were alone, I asked him what that was about.
He said he didn’t know, in the same tone I always used about First Fandom, which meant, I have a hunch, but I’m not going there because if I go there, I’m going to get dragged into a war that has nothing to do with me.
Yeah. And so it goes. This past summer, news from the sf world filtered out of conventions and into the mundane media (as con-goers call it). Sides were chosen, battles fought, and wounds occurred on all sides. New magazines have been published because of the fighting, some businesses had to clean house as awful behavior got revealed, screeds have appeared on major blogs, and some of my friends got badly hurt.
In other words, sf is involved in another war, and I don’t want to be part of it. The difference is the internet has made this family fight public in horrid ways. Some of the infighting is so bad that I can’t read it without crying. Why? Because the side that I “should” agree with is either attacking the wrong people or dissing the contributions of those of us who have come before.
The fighting is ugly—probably just as ugly as the fighting that First Fandom went through. And some of the brand-new wounds won’t heal for fifty years.
My way of dealing with all of this is the online equivalent of walking through a convention with my head down. I’m ignoring most of the details, trying not to get sucked into the fighting, and hoping that some kind of rapprochement will occur.
Until then, I’m avoiding a place I absolutely love—the science fiction convention. I don’t want to sit on a panel where the infighting spills over into the discussion and both sides (all sides?) force me to choose an allegiance. All sides have hurt me and my friends (male and female) with careless language and complete ignorance.
If I lose my temper in public, there will be epic wounds—and they won’t be mine. If I don’t, well . . . I tried to write a sentence about that, but there is no “if I don’t.” I will lose my temper, it will be ugly, and there will be horrid damage everywhere.
As we move into 2015, and the Worldcon comes to my region of the world, people are sending me notes, asking if I’ll be there. No, I won’t. And I won’t be at the local conventions or the big international ones either.
I have made my share of enemies in sf over the years, sometimes inadvertently (but only sometimes). The difference is that they were and are my enemies. Not the enemies of my friends or my acquaintances. I don’t want to walk into a situation that just by being associated with someone, I will be dubbed “evil.”
This kind of infighting has become as rigid as First Fandom. Either you’re with one side or you belong in the other. And of course, nothing is that simple.
Right now, a storm is moving through the field, and the battles have gotten public, ugly, and horrible. I always felt bad for the First Fandom fighters, because their war remained a smoldering ruin for fifty, sixty, and in a few cases, seventy years.
I see the same kind of ruin happening now.
I’ve contributed a lot to the field, as a writer, an editor, and a publisher. I shall continue to do so. But I don’t want a battle in the ongoing war named in my honor, so I shall do what so many of the more hidden members of the First Fandom generation did. I shall vacate the field until the fighting ends.
I won’t see most of you at a convention in 2015. I do hope to see you in 2016. My fingers are crossed that the current sf war will move from active bombing to quiet smoldering by then.
I can negotiate my way around the occasional fire. All I have to do is remind myself that sf’s great history is filled with infighting. Continual, non-stop infighting.
And then I’ll be all right—so long as I stay off the battlefield.
****
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