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The Queen's Gearhead
Written by Mark Huston
[image: The Queens Gearhead banner]


The buggy was running good. The open exhaust behind Trent's head roared into the night with just the right tone, a low rumble with a harsh rasp at the end of the note. It sounded right. The breeze in his face over the windscreen felt great. Trent Haygood was motoring toward home after visiting what he considered a rather pretty Polish down-time girl. He was driving briskly, relaxed, and thinking about the pretty blonde with green eyes, cute accent, very nice figure, and even a fair brain. Not that he was over-thinking the brain thing.
The headlights illuminated his path as he worked his way up Route 250. He barely slowed the last few hundred yards before the turn onto his street on the outskirts of town. He geared down, and began to make the turn. He was going to move in a nice simple arc, and zip down the street to his driveway.
As he turned the buggy into the corner, he saw movement in his path, and a flash of clothing.
"Shit!"
Trent tossed the buggy sideways with a quick flip of the wheel and managed to miss the man. He still hadn't touched the brakes. If he had, he would have ploughed straight into the pedestrian. The tires were squealing as the buggy slid sideways.
He corrected, and now the buggy was slewing back in the other direction. Anticipating the spin, Trent flipped the wheel quickly back, jammed on the brakes while putting the clutch in, and let his buggy slide in a controlled spin, harmlessly down the center of his street. His three-quarter rotation put him facing the side of the road. He smelled the rubber from the tires. Expensive and irreplaceable tires. The buggy came to a stop. He was pissed. Unbuckling his seat belts, he leapt out of the vehicle and headed towards where he had last seen the pedestrian.
As he strode back to the corner, he saw the man standing on the gravel shoulder, slack-jawed. In the diffuse light of the headlights, which were pointing in the wrong direction to see him clearly, Trent saw a short man, who from the look of him was a down-timer, wearing the uniform of an officer. He appeared to be in shock. "Great," Trent thought, "just what I need. Some big shot down-timer getting' all pissy. Wonderful." He towered over the man. Trent finally stopped in front of him, took a breath, and clenched his teeth into something resembling a smile. He needed no more problems with the police, after what was being called the "Horsepoop Pursuit" concluded with the pursuing squad car half-full of horse manure.
"Hasn't anyone ever told you to not stand in the street after dark?" He asked as civilly as he could manage. Which was not very.
"How did you do that?"
"Do what?"
"How did you control that—that vehicle?"
"It's a damn good thing I did, 'else y'all would be a bug in my grille." He inhaled slowly, and then let his breath out. Slowly. "What the hell were you doing standing in the middle of my street?"
"You are still in the army, is that correct?"
"Yeah." Trent decided the shortest answer is the best when dealing with "Army" questions.
The officer, a colonel Trent could see now, stood up straight and looked Trent in the eye. "I was not certain at first, but I am now. I think you would be perfect. Report to your commanding officer first thing tomorrow morning, at zero seven hundred hours." The colonel smiled. "And that is an order, Corporal Haygood. Good night."
****
"You will stand up straight when I am taking to you, Haygood. Dammit, you are still in the army and I am giving you orders. So pay attention!"
Trent Haygood chewed on his lower lip and nodded.
"Can't hear you, Haygood!"
"Sorry, sir. I mean, yes, sir."
His CO at the Grantville radio school looked at him with frustration. Karl Orht was a down-timer. Trent knew he transferred from Magdeburg, where he learned up-time soldiering, as well as up-time style ass-chewing, from Admiral Simpson. And Orth looked grumpy this morning. "You were never much of a soldier even when we were in a first-class shooting war. Since you've been here in school, you've spent more time building that damn buggy of yours than you have learning CW. You are not a good radio operator, Haygood. Do you know that?"
Trent began to feel perspiration bead on his forehead. "I have made passing grades, I believe, sir."
"Barely, Haygood. Barely. And you will graduate in a couple of weeks, assuming that you don't screw up again."
"I hope so, sir"
Orth's tone softened. "Why did you pick this assignment, Trent? Why radio?"
"Well, sir, it is the wave of the future. Radio techs are going to be in incredible demand when we finally stop the wars. It would be a good way to earn lots of money, sir. And when I broke my ankle during the battle, it was about the only duty I could do."
"Do you like it, Haygood?"
"Sir?" Haygood swallowed and began to sweat again. Things were going so well here in town. He had his garage, the car/dune buggy he built and was racing around the streets when he could. He had started to build a couple more cars for customers, and he had made a fair number of dollars when he taught Herr Gribbleflotz to drive. When that word got around, he was certain that he was going to have a lot of customers who wanted to learn how to drive. And now, in this office, it sounded a lot like he was about to get transferred to some other duty. Obviously the CO was setting him up for something. But what?
"I said, do you like it Haygood? Are you paying attention to me, son?"
Trent brought himself back to the present. The crappy, unpleasant, seventeenth-century present. With little to keep him interested, and even less to be excited about. Especially when he thought about the future he could have had—
"Haygood!"
"Sir!"
The man's expression softened again. "I asked you if you liked it."
"It's okay, I suppose. I mean, well, radio is important. And with my ankle. Well, there is not a lot I could do running around in the army hauling a rifle, sir."
"Honestly, Haygood. I know your old man is one stubborn SOB. It's obvious that apple didn't fall far from the tree, by God. Just give me the answer that's true, don't try to guess what I want to hear."
Trent shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot. "Well, sir, I . . . I suppose the answer is no. I don't much care for it." He stood up a little straighter and added, "Sir"
The CO looked at him square in the face, and smiled. "Finally. We're making some progress. You don't like radio." The bulky man waited for an answer with a raised eyebrow.
"Well, no, sir. Not very much."
"Very well." There was a smile on the man's face that Trent found a little too gleeful. "Have some new orders for you. You will need to be fully certified in CW before you leave here, but these orders are going to be a little more to your liking, I think."
"Am I being discharged, sir?"
The CO laughed a long time over that one. Trent slumped.
As the CO finally got his laughter under control, he moved around his desk and put a hand on Trent's shoulder. "Son, you are being re-assigned, and your name came right to the top for this special assignment."
"Sir? That sounds like a load of—well, it doesn't sound likely, sir." Trent quickly faced forward again.
"Seems your little buggy is getting famous. As are you."
"Me, sir?"
"Yes, Trent. You." The man returned to his desk, rummaged for some papers, and sat down. "It seems that while you were running that buggy of yours around, you happened to buzz past a few highly placed down-timers. 'Course you can't take a shit in this town anymore without running into a handful of highly placed down-timers. But you, umm, let's say, attracted someone's attention. At the time it was brushed off as a crazy up-timer, but when the emperor's son in Vienna hired a couple of up-timers and bought a sports car, well, it seems that lots of royal courts want their own automobile or two to race around in, and an up-time crew to run it for them. So you are volunteering for special duty. As a member of the USE army, of course."
"Special duty? Sir?"
"How do you feel about the Spanish Netherlands, Haygood?"
****
The Netherlands, as it turned out, were not all that bad. At least, once he got there. Which he finally did when the war was over. Trent had trouble keeping track of which war was which. But one or more of them ended enough for him to get there. For Trent, the wars in this century all kind of ran together after a while. One after another. After another. After another. But he didn't care all that much. He had cars to play with.
There was the delay with plagues, of course. After almost two and a half years of building and buying cars and parts, scrounging tires, tools, and equipment, crating it, shipping it all across Europe, setting up in The Hague, fixing all of the shipping damage, training assistants, and finally getting the little dirt track built where the driving could take place in a reasonably safe manner, he could kick back a little, and relax. Hard work never bothered Trent, but it was nice to have the end in sight, a goal that he could sit back and admire a bit while he had a beer or three. Finally.
It was a late afternoon in the fall, warm for the lowlands, in the infield of the racetrack not far from the center of Brussels. It was a sandy area, and Trent was sitting on the front porch of his garage, drinking the third or fourth of his hard-earned beers, and feeling rather satisfied. He purposefully built the garage area with a porch. Sipping his beer, Trent reflected this wasn't exactly what he had planned for himself before the Ring of Fire, but in this universe of kings, queens, plagues, non-stop wars, way too much religion, and a whole lot of folks who thought they were way better than anyone else, he was doing okay. Nobody was actively trying to kill him in some war, plenty of girls—but no girlfriend, enough business going on the side to create a good income, a couple of guys who were starting to understand the buggies and the cars, things were honest-to-God-damn-good.
And then he met her.
She got out of her carriage, ignored the footmen and the carriage driver, in fact she seemed to ignore everything around her. She looked down her nose at the entire world, and expected it to get out of her way. Her slightly pursed lips, combined with her "look-down-the-nose" would plough a furrow through any crowd. It was working so well that Trent figured it would work on animals and insects to boot. She stepped up onto the porch, expertly tossing skirts to the side to take the stairs, and stopped directly in front of Trent. The haughty look on her faced changed only a little with the addition of a slightly raised eyebrow.
"I am the Countess Kristina von Bulow, Trent Haygood. I am sure you have heard of me."
[image: town]Trent paused. Allowed one of his eyebrows to elevate slightly. He had been around the court of the King in the Netherlands for over a year now. He was learning to not stick his foot in his mouth too badly. There had been a challenging learning curve, to be sure. For instance, he now understood he couldn't just call any dandified, limp-wristed, piss-ass, lisping courtier with a sword an insulting name without consequences. He discovered that during his first month. As a result, he now took lessons every other day from the court fencing master, just in case his sarcastic hillbilly humor was misunderstood. Again. Trent pushed back his baseball hat, (Chevy, Heartbeat of America) lowered his beer mug, and studied the woman who was addressing him. He made a decision not to stand up. He usually hated this type.
"Nope. Can't say that I have." He paused a moment to make sure the woman understood the pause, and then added, "Ma'am." He was disappointed when she didn't even harrumph a little.
"Then that is your mistake, Mr. Haygood. I am well-known at court, and have the king and queen's favor, above many. You should keep yourself informed and updated on the goings-on at court, who is in favor, who isn't. There is much I can do to help you, Trent. Improve your dismal standing at court for one thing."
She certainly seemed sure of herself, Trent had to admit. And she didn't come right out and demand a ride in one of the royal cars or one of his buggies, as was the usual approach for one of the court hangers-on. And Trent wasn't easily given over to handing out rides in vehicles that technically didn't belong to him. There was a lot of money tied up in these things, and if he granted a ride to everyone who wanted one, there wouldn't be any gas, tires, oil, or anything else left when someone from the royal family truly wanted to go driving. Not that he was against giving a pretty young lady—well, the woman in front of him was not that young, but still pretty, in a well-shored-up sort of way—a gentle ride in the Ford Crown Victoria he brought along from Grantville. The king really liked the name of that car, and it wasn't one of the old police cars. This one had belonged to some old man in town, and the thing was still in great shape. Plush seats, AC, nice stereo, wire wheel covers . . .
"Mr. Haygood, are you listening to me?"
Trent blinked. "Umm. Not really, no." He sipped his beer again.
"You really should listen to her, you know. She is trying to help you. And lord knows you need the help." That new voice came from the guy who had appeared at her side on the porch. He was bulky, looked like he was strong at one time, but was now going soft, mid-thirties, and no hair on his head. Eyebrows with a Van Dyke beard and mustache, and that was it. The rest was a cue ball. He had piercing blue eyes and such a level of earnest sincerity in his voice that it was arresting to Trent.
"Why do I need help?" He was beginning to wonder why they hadn't asked to see the cars yet. Usually they did that first.
"The queen likes you, Trent. Do you know that?"
"Well, she has told me that. She is a natural, picked up driving the buggies like she's been doing it all her life. I rather like her too." For a royal he added, into his beer mug.
Kristina paused. "Do you mind if we sit down?"
"Uh, no. Go ahead."
"Thank you. Trent, this is my associate, Bryan DePayne."
"Hello, Trent," DePayne said sincerely. DePayne didn't have that courtier swishiness about him like some of the other ones Trent had met. Some of the Spaniards in the court carried swishiness about them like a badge of honor. DePayne gave the impression of a regular sort of guy, not a puffed-up hanger-on. "Solid" was the word that came to mind with this guy. Trent nodded to him.
Von Bulow continued. "We understand up-timers are rather direct people, and I have been told that you prefer people to be direct, Trent, so I am going to lay this out plainly and simply. We have been sent by the queen, who as I said, likes you and what you have done, to improve your standing in the court."
"I really don't care about my standing in court all that much, Miss Von Bulow."
"Countess."
"Countess?"
"You need to address me as Countess Von Bulow."
"Uh, okay."
"Okay, what?" DePayne asked with sincerity. He had a way of peering out from behind her that was a bit disconcerting.
"Okay . . . Countess?"
She leaned back in her chair and put her hands together. "Very good, Trent. Thank you. We are going to improve your life here in Brussels, at court. Make it much better that it ever was. You will be more engaged, more involved, and have a much higher level of prestige within the court than you could have ever imagined."
"The queen sent you?"
"She asked us to help you." DePayne nodded vigorously in support, and Trent had an image of him as a dog wagging a tail, if he had one. Which Trent decided he might. The image of a bald, Van-Dyke bearded dog wagging its tail made Trent smile.
"Well, if the queen says so, then I guess I need to pay attention."
****
The rest of the afternoon was wasted with what Trent felt was a whole lot of bullshit. It was sophisticated bullshit, full of gilt, fine languages, hand-waving, and perfume, but bullshit all the same. Trent admired a certain amount of bullshit, if it was done well. And these two were absolute professionals. Trent smiled, nodded in the affirmative, listened, allowed them to schedule a tailor for some fittings, it seemed his Torbert overalls and T-shirts were not appropriate for wearing when seen in public. He had better clothes for his court appearances, but for just hanging around the garage he dressed much as he always did, with work boots, T-shirts and the down-time copy of overalls that were called Torberts. His remaining blue jeans he saved for special occasions. Down-time girls had a hard time resisting a man in a good pair of Levi's. But, a new wardrobe was called for—nay not called for, a new wardrobe was decreed! And etiquette lessons were scheduled. Trent had taken such lessons when he was first posted here, but he patiently allowed the pair to lecture him some more.
But never once did they ask to take a ride in a car, or a buggy, or even to see the garage area. Trent wondered about that. He looked at his watch. It was getting late. He noticed, very briefly, as DePayne's eyes flicked to his watch, a quick hungry flick of the eyes. A working wristwatch was a very valuable thing, and it was the first tiny indication Trent had that there might be more to these two than met the eye. But then again, that pretty much defined life at court. Which is why he hated it.
****
Trent drove his buggy into Brussels the next day, to his favorite machine shop/hardware store/blacksmith/fabricator to meet with Nulens Ruff. Ruff's shop provided the royal garage with all of the bits and pieces that maintaining a fleet of ageing and hand built vehicles required. It was a win-win, as the information flowed from Trent as he required parts, then into the knowledge base of the team at Ruff's shop, and then on into the local and national economy.
It was also handy, in that Nulens was Trent's handler. Handler, as in spy. Trent was, after all, still technically in the army. The time Trent spent in the shop office, one-on-one with Nulens wasn't all about discussing suspension design or shock absorber rates. But it was a perfect cover. Nulens was connected to the Nasi clan, somehow. Trent didn't ask how. And he had been here in Brussels for years. And he wasn't Jewish, as far as Trent knew. And he ran one hell of a good shop. He had taken to the new technology coming out of Grantville almost immediately, and Trent noticed he didn't just ape whatever tech he came across. The man was smart enough to adapt it to his own level of fabrication and production.
"May as well play along, for a while. I will see what I can find out for you." Nulens Ruff was the antithesis of a burly blacksmith. Slight and soft-spoken, he wore wire-rim spectacles. He was fastidious in his manner and his shop showed it. It was one of the reasons that Trent liked his shop. Nulens nodded at Trent. "Yes, play along. But be careful, court is full of want-to-be courtiers, and those who may have some sort of agenda. I will let you know if I find out anything about them. You know, Trent. We have always wanted you more involved in court activity. This may be your opportunity to become more involved, or more influential. The voice of an up-timer carries weight, more than you realize."
"Yeah, right. I'm sure it does," Trent replied with more than a hint of sarcasm in his voice, "But I'm not really sure if my opinions on tire wear, or the fact that I can't get the wheel bearings I need out of Grantville, influence a damn thing. And I'm not going to talk about foreign policy, or domestic policy, or any kind of policy when there are folks around who know a whole lot more than me. Hell, Nulens, I'm just a wrench-turning guy from the backwoods of West Virginia. Not some royal advisor. I never even bothered to vote back home."
"They listen to you more than you realize, Trent." Nulens pushed his wire-rimmed glasses back onto his nose. "And even if they don't, who knows? Maybe something you say will have an influence, a positive one, on what they do."
"Okay. I will take another set of etiquette lessons from this Kristina Von Bulow—excuse frickin'me, Countess Von Bulow—maybe this hardheaded hillbilly will learn something."
****
The lessons went on fairly routinely for a couple of weeks, with Countess Von Bulow and Bryan DePayne. When the queen eventually sent a messenger to him that she wanted to go for a driving lesson in one of Trent's motorized buggies, Trent thought he would try out some of his new lessons on the queen. Trent actually rather liked the queen. Maria Anna was a looker, and physically athletic, unlike some of the more rounded girls in town. He tended to go for the twentieth-century look with his girls, while the down-timers were more favoring to what Trent would have called "chubby." To each their own, he figured.
So for the first time, he tried his new courtier bow to the queen, and the proper greeting, "I am so grateful to see you again, Your Majesty."
"Trent, it is time to go driving. I have had a very stressful week, and I want to go fast. Very fast. Let's go."
[image: buggy]Trent stood up straight from his bow. She had that look in her eye, that look that Trent had seen before. It must have been a very bad day. He smiled. "Buggies?"
She smiled a crooked smile. "Buggies."
Moments later they were both strapped into the little modified two-seater ATVs, and went tearing around the track, spewing sand and dirt out behind like a pair of giant roosters. The Buggies, as everyone called them had started out life as ATVs. Trent had modified one into a cross between a dune buggy and an ATV for his own use, and the design caught on. There were a lot of ATVs in Grantville, and he ended up building a handful of them for customers and for himself.
The queen was a little rusty, and it took her a couple of laps to really start to tear it up. Trent drove his buggy beside her, pacing her, showing her the fast way around the tiny track, ducking under her in some corners, passing her on the outside on some corners, allowing her to pass him, then re-taking the lead as she followed. He pushed hard, and she was able to keep up with him. They tore around the track for nearly an hour, until Maria Anna finally pulled off into the pit lane. Trent took another lap at top speed, tail hanging out as he drifted the car around the final set of turns, until he grabbed the brakes and hauled the small car behind Maria Anna, who was just climbing out of her buggy. Her safety straps dangled to the side as she pulled her helmet off. Her grin was ear to ear.
Trent hopped out and pulled his own helmet off. "Damn, Your Majesty! You were hauling ass today!" They were both standing by the cars; the retainers and Trent's mechanics hanging back. Trent would many times offer critiques to the queen, and others had learned to keep their distance until the conversation ended.
"That was very good, Trent. I needed that after this week. It is so exhilarating. I try to explain the feeling to my court, but the closest I can come is horseback riding. But you have so much more control and so much more power. It is only you and the machine."
Trent could only match her grin. "I understand, Your Majesty. Nothin' better. You know, you are still a little heavy on the throttle mid-corner in the south turn."
"I keep forgetting that the tail out is the fastest way around, not just mashing down on the throttle. I want to go faster, all the time."
"Sometimes you need to go a little bit slow, to go faster."
"I know, Trent. I know. You have told me many times." She grinned while shaking her head, a mix of fun and frustration.
"Your Majesty, you've done this driving thing for what, eight months now? And in that time, you have done more performance driving than a lot of folks who have been driving their whole lives have done. You are a natural at this."
The queen nodded. "You know, Trent. People compliment me endlessly; tell me how good I am. But you have also told me, at least when we first started, how terrible I was, and how worried you were that I was going to damage the equipment or myself. You have always been quite forthright with me, Trent. It is one of the things I like about you." She glanced at the group of hangers-on, courtiers, and townsfolk who gathered for the session. "When they compliment me, there is an agenda. With you, not so much."
Trent felt himself blush. "Thank you, Your Majesty. I just like this stuff, and I like it when someone else likes it too. Especially in this time and place."
"Thank you, Trent Haygood."
"You're welcome, Your Majesty!" Trent actually didn't mind bowing his head, just a little bit.
****
Another month went by, and Trent got used to having the Countess Von Bulow and DePayne hanging around the garage. He eventually gave them a ride around town in the Crown Victoria, and they fell in love with the car, asking about how fast it would go, how far it could go without stopping, and DePayne just about wore out the electric window mechanism on the side where he was sitting. He let DePayne try to drive it a few feet, and the man was such a clod with the controls that Trent forbade him from attempting to do it again. DePayne agreed as Trent's quick action saved them from what would have been a minor accident. Von Bulow was simply not interested.
"So, on a full tank of fuel this remarkable vehicle can travel something like three hundred and fifty miles, at least?" DePayne was shaking his head in amazement. "On just nineteen gallons of fuel?"
Trent shrugged. "On the old interstates, it could be a good 400 miles, and cover that in less than six hours. But here? With these roads, and the lower grade fuels? We are lucky to get ten miles per gallon. But this car can haul ass when it needs to. Plenty of room, and most of the roads in the country around here are pretty good. I can get cross-country a lot faster in my buggies, but this will still do better than any horse. And it's a hell of a lot more comfortable." DePayne continued to play with the power window. Up. Down. Up. Down. Trent sighed. "Bryan. Please. You will break it."
"This car is so cool!"
"Great, Bryan. Maybe sometime I will take you for a ride and you can hang your head out the window."
"That would be wonderful!" Trent could almost see his tail wagging.
****
A couple of weeks later, Trent had his head buried under the hood of a Chevy pickup truck that he had dubbed "Frankenstein." The truck made the trip from Grantville to Brussels as part of the king's fleet. The truck was in a fire before the Ring of Fire, and was abandoned when he bought it with royal dollars. Somehow it hadn't gone to the scrap yards for steel production like so many others. All of the wiring, the ignition system, the battery, the interior, seats, just about any soft part or electrical part was of down-time manufacture. The engine, transmission and body were all up-time. The metal parts had survived the rather severe fire. Everything else was re-created from scratch. He was looking for a short somewhere in the down-time wiring. Fuses were not in great supply, and the short circuit was one that only happened sometimes, not all the time. So he was deep in thought when someone quietly whispered into his ear.
"May I speak with you, Trent? Alone?"
Trent twitched, and promptly bashed his head on the hood. "Dammit!" He turned and was face to face with Von Bulow. She smiled at him. Then she placed her hand on his upper arm, and stood a little close. Certainly closer than she had ever been. Trent glanced around the garage, and there was nobody else there. The countess made him uncomfortable. He rubbed his head where he bashed it on the hood.
Von Bulow looked at him with a pout. "Did that hurt? I am sorry, Trent."
"Not too much, no. I was just—"
"Working hard, as usual."
"Yeah. Well." He pointed back under the hood. "I'm kind-a busy here, Countess. Tracking down an electrical problem, takes some concentration."
"Trent, I would really like to speak with you." She stood even closer, and began to gently stroke the growing goose egg on his skull. He turned to face her, his back to the fender of the truck. She leaned into him, brushing her hips against his as she stroked his head. "Does that hurt?"
"Uhh. No." He paused a moment and thought. "Well, yeah. A little."
She pouted again, and continued to gently stroke his head. "Does this feel better?"
"Uhh. Y-Yeah."
She smiled at him, and looked down demurely. Her hand left his head, brushed across his face, and then rested lightly on his chest. She then looked up at him. "I have been watching you, Trent. You are special."
"And I have been watching you too, Countess." Her eyes flashed up to him. There was a darkness in them, Trent decided. Pretty, intelligent, hopeful, but at the core deceitful. He knew she was up to something. Nulens Ruff had told him that the only von Bulows he could find were in Schleswig-Holstein, which even he knew was nowhere near Bavaria, and there was nothing on a Kristina. That didn't mean she wasn't who she said she was, but it didn't confirm it either. He knew it was more than sex, whatever it was she was after. And he knew, with all certainty that it wouldn't turn out good. It never did with this sort. He smiled back at her after a moment. "You are special, too."
Her smile widened, and she pressed against him fully. "I knew you would say so."
Trent smiled back. "Forget it, Countess. I'm not your type."
She stepped back, and her eyes flashed. "What do you mean? You prefer those tavern girls in town to me? I have watched where you go, Trent. Those girls in the taverns, trollops for the most part, whores otherwise. I am far more worthy of you."
Okay, he thought. She's been following me. Crap. What the hell is she up to? God, I hate court life, hate it, hate it, hate it. All I want to do is work on cars and drive fast. And for that, I have to deal with crazy women . . .
"Trent, are you listening to me? I am far better for you than them. More to your station, more to your kind."
Trent had had enough. "Countess. I didn't ask you to come here. You just came." He stopped and put down the screwdriver he was using, and stepped away from her. He was angry, and he didn't want to start waving around a screwdriver and give the wrong impression. He began to pace, and he raised his voice in frustration. "You are up to something." He pointed at her. "You all are up to something. Everyone in that whole damned court. You are all full of shit. Some sort of agenda. Some sort of angle. Wanting favor. Wanting a leg up for your family. Wanting something for nothing. And I'm tired of it, lady. Countess. Duchess, princess. Whatever the fuck you are. Because I don't care. You know why I don't care? Why?" He turned to face her. Her face was a mask. A porcelain mask. No expression, just blue eyes staring at him, dead. It spooked him momentarily, until she allowed a little anger to show through the mask. "Those tavern girls." He pointed towards the center of town. "Local girls. Sure they have an agenda, some of them. Sure they would love to snag some rich up-timer. I'm not stupid, lady. Don't make that mistake. But they are who they are. What they are. No bullshit. Simple agendas. So as far as I am concerned, they are one hell of a lot better than you, Countess. If that is what you really are."
Her face went back to the mask, the anger shoveled behind it. "I don't think you are stupid, Trent. Naive, yes; spectacularly so. Stupid, no." She sighed, then looked at him with what might have been sadness. "And I am a countess."
****
It was a week later that he finally figured out what they were up to. But like most lessons in the here-and-now, it didn't come easy. He came back from a night on the town in his buggy, and pulled it into the shop like he always did. Cars were much easier than horses that way. You could come home at two in the morning, feeling little pain from the evening, and just park the damn thing. No taking off the saddle, no putting the damn thing into the stall, no brushing it down, no removing the tack and putting it away. Just park it. He really hated horses. Slow and stupid, and a shit-ton of work. Crappy brakes. Plus, he rode like a sack of potatoes.
As he was climbing out, he saw von Bulow standing in the lamplight by the big Crown Victoria. "Hello, Trent."
He stood next to the buggy, listening to the engine make quiet tink-tink sounds as it cooled. "Countess . . ."
"Well, at least you learned that from our lessons. My proper address."
"So, why are you here?"
She motioned him over. "Let me show you." He walked over to the big Ford, and she opened the passenger side door. The interior lights came on, and Maria Anna sat in the back. The queen's hands were tied behind her, and she was gagged, seat belts snugged down, but conscious. Her eyes flashed as Trent looked at her first, and then back to von Bulow. He sensed someone come up behind him, and felt a blade go to his throat.
"DePayne."
"Trent."
Trent slowly turned to von Bulow. "So, what is it? What's the game?"
"We are going to take the Crown Victoria. You are going to drive us to Ostend, by the sea. It is about fifty miles. You will do it before word of the missing queen reaches there."
"I don't even know if the roads will take this car. It's big. Much bigger than a buggy—" He felt the knife tighten on his throat.
"Get in and drive." He felt DePayne grab him by the back of the neck and steer him toward the driver's seat. His grip was like a vise. "I have the route."
They piled in while Trent started the car. "It needs some gas. The gauge is only at a quarter tank."
Von Bulow was sitting behind him. "We have already taken that into account, Trent. I have two of the spare cans in the trunk, an extra ten gallons. We have plenty of fuel. Let's go."
He started the car, DePayne got out and opened the doors to the garage, and Trent pulled out. He glanced in the mirror as DePayne closed the doors behind them, and then adjusted the mirror to look at von Bulow. She smiled at him, and leaned forward. She held a six-inch dagger in her hand, and playfully touched his earlobe with it. "Trent, I am quite good with this. I can kill you and the queen in a moment, if I wish to. So do as you are told, and you may survive."
DePayne piled into the car, sitting heavily and fumbling with his sword. Trent noticed it was impossible for the man to fasten his seatbelt with the sword and belt. There was a pile of papers on the dashboard. "Take the north road out of the track, and head for the village. We will go through the center of the village. It will be deserted this time of night. Everyone knows this is the king's car and will get out of the way. Your buggy drives in the night have shown the local populous that much, Trent." He laughed for a moment. "I have the rest of the route plotted out here. I have been working on it for weeks. They'll never catch us, and Maria Anna will be on a ship before they know she is gone."
The big car eased out of the now unmanned gate, and towards the small village nearby. This was a route Trent knew well. The headlights illuminated the absolute darkness of the seventeenth-century night. It was not only quiet, but deeply dark. Trent glanced at the clock on the dash, and it showed three AM.
"This is why you came on to me, finally. You wanted me to be here, with you, tonight. Keep me in bed, keep track of me, and keep me ready to do your bidding." Trent glanced in the mirror to try and catch a glimpse of von Bulow's face in the darkness. He heard DePayne snort derisively next to him. "You wanted to make sure I came home in time."
"Drive, lover boy." DePayne was no longer a puppy dog. He was turning into a nasty bear-baiting dog, the kind that snarled and bit, when the bear wasn't looking.
[image: ford]They drove on through the village, and he took the main road to the west. The car had a small compass display stuck to the windshield, and it was reasonably accurate. Trent knew the nearby roads, and some of the other more distant roads. He also knew that many were impassable to the big Ford. The big sedan didn't have the ground clearance of the buggies, didn't have the turning radius, and was just too damn wide for some of the bridges. Shipping the vehicles here had been a nightmare, and he knew that a cross-country run, at night, at speed, was going to be challenging. "Slow down, you are coming to a turn." DePayne growled at him. "We had to make a bridge here, in the field. Follow that chalk line." Powdered chalk had been dusted down in a line for the car to follow across a pasture. The pasture ran alongside a creek, and the headlights showed a new set of planks, placed across the creek. "The bridge for the road isn't wide enough. This is. Drive across it slowly." Trent squared the car up with the temporary bridge and eased the car across. He felt the planks dip and clatter, but it more than held the load. Trent figured they were slightly more than two tons of weight. He eased the car off of the bridge and then up a small sloped embankment. The rear tires slipped a little, but he had enough forward momentum to pull them up to the crest. He followed the chalk lines back to the main road.
"You have been planning this for a while, countess. That much is clear." Trent glanced in the mirror, looking at the countess and the queen. The queen was watching carefully. Her eyes met with Trent's for a moment. He nodded imperceptibly. An instant later he felt the cold edge of the dagger under his earlobe.
"Trent. Don't be a hero. It isn't in you. You don't join, you don't participate. You don't become part of something. It's because you are a loner. And loners aren't heroes, Trent. Loners are not part of something greater than themselves. No reason to be heroic, except when it comes to themselves. And if you behave, you will live." She played with his earlobe again with the tip of the dagger.
"And Maria Anna? What of her?"
"You can go faster here, for three miles the road runs straight and clear." DePayne shuffled his route notes and shifted in his seat sideways, facing von Bulow. "We are right on schedule. We will be in Ostend in less than an hour, we should be able to get up to fifty miles per hour on this road, Trent. So step on it."
Trent looked in the mirror at von Bulow. "And Maria Anna?"
"She is going to end up back in Bavaria, to answer for her crimes." Trent shifted his gaze to the queen, who was staring straight ahead. "We will meet a vessel in Ostend, and from there we will be out to sea. We will eventually make our way back to Bavaria, where I will claim what is rightfully mine, once again."
Trent eased the speed of the car up to near fifty, and focused on the road ahead. The car danced in the ruts, but the soft suspension and wider tires made it controllable. It was a broad lane, by down-time standards, with mature oak trees on either side. It looked like an alley, the faster he went. It was wide for wagons drawn by horses at walking speed, but for the big Ford, at speed, it was deceptively narrow. He let his vision go as far down the road as he could. "Any turns coming up? I don't want to fall off the road."
DePayne looked at him, grinning. "You stop, you die. Very simple."
"So, why? Why are you doing this, Countess? What's to gain?" He glanced in the mirror quickly, searching for her eyes. He found them. Her porcelain mask was back, but the eyes were calculating. His eyes flicked to the road ahead, and then back to her, feeling the road as much as seeing it.
"My father." Trent put his eyes back to the road, and then noticed DePayne stir next to him, turning to look at von Bulow. DePayne was turned nearly two-thirds around in his seat to look at the countess. Trent brought the speed up slightly. The oak trees whizzed by. The car danced.
"Kristina . . ." DePayne cautioned.
She held up her hand. "It doesn't matter now, DePayne." She shifted in her seat and leaned up to speak to Trent. "My father was a great man. But what she did to him was criminal."
"What did she do?"
"She killed him. Oh, not with her own hands, but by her negligent, selfish actions. When she ran away from her responsibilities, her commitments, there were many that were thought to have helped her. And my father was one of those who were caught up in Maximillian's nets of vengeance and suspicion. We lost everything. Everything that should have been mine. You asked me if I was a countess once, Trent. And I was a countess. We had lands, respect, position. All destroyed by her." She pointed casually with her dagger. "And I intend to bring her back to pay for her crimes, and to set right that which was taken from me. So you see, Trent, I have every reason, every right, to do whatever I need to do, to return this woman back to justice. You have no idea how many died because of her selfishness. Her inability to do her duty, her weakness." She spat the word, and then looked directly at the queen. "Maria Anna isn't fit to be queen of a pigpen, much less the Spanish Netherlands. My father was a great man."
Trent looked at the trees going by. With his right hand, he reached down and snugged his seatbelt as tight as he could. He then placed both hands against the bottom of the steering wheel. In one rapid motion, he tapped the brakes to settle the front of the car to give the front end additional grip on the rough surface, and snapped the wheel to the right. He hit the massive oak tree at about forty miles an hour, and he centered the tree immediately in front of DePayne. The impact was massive.
One of the lessons that Trent always tried to teach down-timers was about the damage that was created by high-speed impacts. As speed went up, so did force. An impact while walking hurt. An impact while running hurt a lot more. At five times running speeds, the impacts became fatal. Since down-timers had little experience at these sorts of speeds, the concept of the impacts, and the damage they could do, it was something they just couldn't grasp. Trent tried to get down-timers to wear seatbelts all the time. They almost never did.
The nose of the big Ford hit the tree in the center of the headlight on the passenger side. The car began to crumple as it folded around the tree, the sheet metal deforming first. The rest of the car slowed slightly, and the airbags went off. They did DePayne no good, as Trent had a fleeting image of him flying out of the car to impact against the oak tree with a wet "thwock," and the body pin-wheeling into the darkness.
Trent felt pain in his foot as the engine and transmission hit the tree, and the heavy components displaced backwards into the passenger compartment, folding under to absorb the crash. He was dazed by the airbags. He was vaguely aware of the car rotating off of the tree to his left, still continuing after the immediate impact. He felt another thump and then it was very quiet.
He smelled gas and engine coolant. He unfastened his seatbelt and looked around him. Taking inventory. His foot hurt, and looking down he could see why. It was turned at a right angle to what it should be. The foot well where the pedals were was about half the size it should be. Somewhere in the accident the brake pedal had impacted his foot. The headlight on his side of the car still worked, and it illuminated up into the tree, casting a harsh yellow light over everything. The left blinker was on, flashing steadily. His vision was clouded and his ears were ringing from the airbags going off. His wrists burned. He looked around for Maria Anna. She was still belted into her seat and was clearly unconscious. Von Bulow was nowhere to be seen.
Trent tried to open his door, but it was stuck. He could see the start of a small fire under the hood, probably a result of the fuel injection system leaking onto something hot. It wasn't large, and he wasn't particularly worried about it. He had seen several cars burn to the ground, and he knew he had time. It wasn't going to explode like in the movies.
He also knew he had time before his foot really started to hurt badly. He had broken it once while marching when he stepped into some sort of European gopher hole, and ended up missing some battle that everyone always talked about. So he crawled over the back seat to get Maria Anna. He could see she was breathing. He unfastened her seatbelt and began to drag her out of the driver's side. That door was already open. He looked around for von Bulow again.
Half crawling and half limping, he pulled Maria Anna away from the car onto the far side of the road. He grabbed his pocketknife and sliced through her bonds. He kept a spare blanket and a first aid kit in the trunk of the big car. Limping badly, as his foot started to hurt by now, he opened the trunk. The rear of the car was elevated, and the front was pointing down so he had to reach up to get into the trunk. He was met by the smell of gasoline. One or both of the cans had ruptured in the trunk. He grabbed the blanket and the first aid kit and began to attend to the queen. He elevated her feet with the blanket and opened the first aid kit. He heard a moan from the queen, and her eyelids fluttered open.
"Can you hear me? Maria Anna? Can you hear me?" He used some of the gas from the blanket, and waved it under her nose like smelling salts.
There was another small moan. "Yes, T-Trent. What happened? It was so fast."
"I wrecked the car. On purpose. DePayne is dead, and I don't know where the bitch is."
"She's dangerous. Watch for her." The queen struggled to sit up.
"Take it easy. It was a big hit. But I knew you were belted, and they weren't. It had to be fast enough to take them out, but still not hurt us. Looks like I was a little faster than I wanted to be." The queen fell back, and Trent cradled her head. "You might have a concussion, Your Majesty. Don't try and sit up." She moaned and made a confused gesture with her hands, then put her head back down.
The car had started to burn a little more by now, as the plastics under the hood caught fire. It was a very up-time smell, burning plastics. Trent heard a cry for help. It was faint. He winced as he made his way back to the car and peered inside. "Hello? Countess? Are you in there?"
"Down here, in front, I think. I-I'm trapped." Trent peered into the front seat. Somehow in the accident von Bulow ended up on the floor of the front passenger seat. She was now wedged between the floor and the distorted front seat, her head facing up and out as she tried to wriggle her way free. One arm, the left one, appeared to be still stuck. Trent crawled into the back seat, and leaned forward, with both arms extended to pull her out. The fire was growing and the smell of gasoline was strong. Stronger than it should be. That's when Trent remembered the two cans of gas in the trunk.
"I need to get you out of there! Grab my arm." She reached, but couldn't get a good grip. The interior started to fill up with smoke as the plastics and the wiring under the hood began to aggressively burn. Trent knew he was running out of time. He leaned further over the seat, crying out in pain as he put pressure on his damaged foot. "Grab my arms, I'll pull you out!"
He could barely see, but suddenly von Bulow's left hand was free. And it held the dagger, which was streaking towards his throat. He jinked back, and he felt it tick into the side of his jaw, and saw his blood spray before his eyes. "Fuck!" Trent realized that by shouting, he knew his throat hadn't been cut. He put his hand to the side of his face, blood oozing between his fingers. "What the hell's the matter with you?! I'm trying to save your life!"
She laughed at him. He couldn't believe it. Laughing. "You are so, so naive, Trent Haygood. You think you are so smart. But you don't understand us at all. You up-timers are all the same. You don't get it. You don't get how we think. You are trying to save me. I have no life left to save, you fool. I am nothing. The only thing I have left, is for you to die. He could feel the blood continuing to ooze between his fingers, and he felt woozy. The smoke thickened, and he began to cough.
"You have got to get out . . ." Cough cough. ". . . Now!" He reached across one more time, taking care to keep out of range of the dagger. He could see she was truly pinned under the dash. "Give me your hand." The dagger whipped through the smoke towards his fingers. He tried again, and the dagger swept by again. His foot slipped to the floor and it went squish as gas from the cans began to run down into the passenger compartment from the trunk. He tried one more time, and was met by the swish of a dagger once again. He crawled out the door to the ground, moving away from the car, one hand still on his neck. He felt the whump, the movement of air, and the flash of heat as the gasoline ignited. The car became a fireball.
Trent remembered the scream of the burning von Bulow for a very long time.
****
"I was a fool to trust her, but she was very, very good. We began by taking walks in the evening, in the gardens. She had a good mind, good ideas—or at least was well-coached. How is your foot coming along, Trent?"
"Better, Your Majesty. I'll be on crutches for another couple months at least. The last time I did this it took a while to heal. Is that when they grabbed you? During an evening walk?" Maria Anna and Trent Haygood were sitting on the porch to the garage. He drinking a cold beer, and Maria Anna was sipping wine. He rubbed the scar on his neck.
"You know you cannot talk about this, Trent. This is, as you Americans say, "classified". Word cannot get out about a kidnapping attempt on me. I ask you this as a personal favor to me."
"I think they know about it, at least now. My people in the USE, anyway. The guards for the garage were killed. Car wrecked the same night. My intelligence people will figure it out. And if they don't get some kind of report from me, then they will get all wigged out. So I gotta. But I will tell them to keep it need-to-know only. Sorry."
Maria Anna nodded. "I appreciate your discretion and honesty, as always, Trent." There was a pause and they looked at the sun, setting across the porch, and casting long shadows through the wood trim. "This is nice here."
"Thanks. You paid for it, Your Majesty." Trent smiled at her.
"You seem different, Trent. Something has changed."
"Never killed anyone before, for one thing. I know it was necessary, but, still, first time. And something tells me it won't be the last." He took another sip, this one much longer.
"There is something else. What is it?"
He sighed. "I think I am beginning to understand something. Something about this time. People are different. I mean I have always known they were different, you know. I'm not totally stupid. But I thought they were the same. Different clothes, different hairstyles, technology, but still the same people. People are people. And in a lot of ways, they are. But on the other hand, there are some things that are so damn different. The way folks think, the value of life, rights of common men. I mean, you ask somebody where they are from, and they answer with who they belong to. I mean they don't say, I'm from Brussels, they say, I am baron Fredric's man, or some such thing. On one level, I knew that. But until I met Countess Kristina Von Bulow, I didn't realize the difference. She was her position, a countess. She wasn't separate from it. Deep down understanding, you know?" He shrugged. "Does that make any sense to you?"
The queen nodded. "You are very wise, Trent Haygood."
"Now, Your Majesty, I like you and all, but don't go blowing smoke up my butt. I'm just a wrench-turning hillbilly from West Virginia"
They raised their glasses, and continued to watch the sunset.
****
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March 2000
"Just me here, Mom. Aunt Marian and Uncle Hunter went to do some errands."
"How are things going for you?"
"School's fine. Church is fine. It's just . . . other stuff."
"Like what?"
"Things keep going wrong."
"What do you mean by things?"
"Well for one thing, not everyone here is nice."
"You will find that everywhere you go. And you're away from—"
"I know, I know."
"Uh . . . you still on the line, Farrah?"
"Sure I am."
"You just got quiet there all a sudden. What's bothering you, honey?"
"It just feels like I made the wrong choice staying the second semester here. I wish I left after the first one ended."
"I thought you said you liked it in Grantville."
"I said I liked my classes. I never said I really liked it around here. This doesn't feel like the place for me."
"Remember a school year doesn't last forever. School doesn't last forever, even if it seems like it right now. It's just preparation for the next step."
"Well, whatever it is I'm supposed to be doing with my life, I sure haven't found it yet."
March 1633
Farrah Nisbet still felt apprehensive walking through the main entrance of the high school. She could still picture the damage the raiders had done.
And she didn't much like being in crowds. Nothing wrong with the crowds themselves. She just didn't like getting bumped into. Nor did she like it when her surroundings got too loud for comfort. But that came with high school. Though she could pick up more and more of the German words, she still struggled with conversation.
She liked visually interesting stuff, which happened to include unusual attire and distinctive hairstyles. Sure saw a lot of that in this unfamiliar era, especially at school. Of course, being caught staring at someone got her into some downright awkward situations. Usually that someone was a down-timer. Yet she wasn't very good at putting names to faces, or at getting names completely correct. Yet everyone seemed to know hers more or less. Or otherwise remember her. And she stuck out all kinds of ways. Small wonder Farrah felt like she lived in a fish bowl. Or a crowded aquarium.
Not that her first name didn't cause problems. It had never helped before when it lent itself to awkward questions about her background and origins. When it wasn't setting her up to be made fun of. Aside from that, it caused confusion: she had been called Sarah or Vera more times than she could count. Still much, much better than getting called certain things.
She had never truly fit in anywhere , at any time—least of all in a Grantville mysteriously transferred to the seventeenth century. And she never knew when she was going to pull some cultural or social blunder next. Plus people like her seemed to come across as unusual—or interesting—enough without her existence conveniently proving the point.
Her main concern these days was keeping busy with schoolwork. She never needed any kind of academic help. Her grades were good, or at least passable. Though she did get distracted by innocuous things, or stray thoughts got her mind wandering.
Hopefully she would do fine as long as she stayed out of the principal's office. Not to mention the counselor's office. Speaking of which . . . .
She saw Principal Saluzzo look at her intently from the school office doorway. He had been a counselor before last fall. Farrah tried to push aside the memory of one very terrible day as she headed towards her locker.
The counseling thing had never helped much over the years, no matter how many times school counselors had pulled her into the office. The counselors generally seemed nice enough in person, but none of them really seemed to understand her. She didn't much enjoy the discussions or appreciate the guilt-trips about not sharing all the expected perspectives. Like why she did not socialize more. Or why she got upset easily by stuff she was expected to ignore. Or the pointed hints about her maturity level. Like something was deeply wrong with her.
Farrah's attention was drawn by a zipper sound coming near her ears, followed by the sound of all her books banging to the floor right by her heels. "Heey-ee!" she found herself shouting.
Two of the Sanabria boys laughed as they started tossing stuff around. They seemed to like playing catch with her things. That or keep-away. Although this had been the first time they had ambushed her away from her locker. Taking things out of her backpack while she was still wearing it, that was a new low.
Farrah automatically grabbed a fallen folder and smacked her nearest assailant with it—face, arms, shoulders, anywhere she could hit.
"Ooh!" the second bully called out. "You're in trouble now, Fahrenheit! We're telling the principal." Both ran down the hall.
She hadn't gotten herself into trouble, had she? Yes, she was mad, but it wasn't like she was losing control of herself, right?
Sure enough other kids were watching, including some scattered up-timers. There was the Spanish teacher's daughter, Muriel . . . no, wait, Mariel. And Mrs. Penzey's kid, um, what's-her-name. This was just great.
"It's not like they're about to get you in trouble over that," she heard someone say to her. "They would have to tell on themselves." Farrah turned and stared in bewilderment, trying to identify the semi-familiar speaker. Darren or Dylan maybe? Or was she thinking of someone else altogether? He held out one of her textbooks which she reached out to take. She noticed other students picking up stray items. "You can't let them get to you. Ignore them," the kid told her.
" 'Cause people look the other way?" she declared as she snatched her book back. "Picked that up, thank you very much!" Almost immediately, he turned around and started to walk away. She noticed him shaking his head before giving a shrug.
"Thanks!" she called after him, with more bite than intended. "Really." She hoped that had come out more softly. She did not wait to see if there was a response before starting to take stock of the aftermath.
****
Dustin Bolender hadn't been looking the other way. He had gone ahead and intervened.
But if this was the thanks he was going to get, why had he bothered? And how come she looked at him like that?
Didn't matter, he decided as he headed to homeroom. He had other things to worry about.
****
Farrah mentally took inventory as she reloaded her books and other materials. She took a close look at the backpack and noticed the zipper on the main and front compartments extended all the way down the sides. That explained why everything fell out of it so easily. Maybe she should do something about the stupid thing. A way to lock it? There might be a spare bike lock in the back shed she could use.
There was chuckling off in the background somewhere. Was she being laughed at?
This was exactly why she did not automatically trust people.
****
Farrah carried her lunch tray away from the serving line. "Farrah! Come and eat with us," she heard a familiar voice rise above the multi-lingual chatter in the cafeteria. Sure enough, she was being beckoned over to an almost-full table. Farrah had intended to eat by herself but saw no way to duck out gracefully. Keeping to herself seemed to be easiest way to protect against feeling rejected. Still she felt grateful for the invite.
Wynette was some sort of cousin-by-marriage; cousin Leland was married to a sister of Wynette's father Monroe Wilson—who happened to be a custodian at this school. She was sitting by Bill Warren who was from another branch of that family. Farrah saw their families at church a lot too. Wynette was brunette and Bill was dark-haired. Farrah did not know either of their eye colors—nor that of most people she was acquainted with, truth to say.
Farrah started on her lunch without thinking about blessing it first—that sort of thing apparently looked weird anyway. Vegetable-noodle soup, bread, cheese, sausage, salted fish, sauerkraut cake with honey, plus cups filled with cider. Not too bad even if pretty predictable.
Cool air blew past her face. The antique-styled replacement windows put in last fall weren't very weatherproof. As if she needed a reminder that things were different now. Sure got more scenery change than she bargained for coming here, there, whatever. She never should have stayed out that first school year here—not with how things were turning out to begin with. She didn't want to think about what her reputation at school or around town might be like these days. One nice thing was most people had learned to watch their language around her. Everyone else she could usually avoid.
[image: LDS]Practically everyone was aware of her LDS background. Farrah was never sure if she was being looked down on because of that. In this day and age, they were definitely a religious minority. There was a small handful at the high school. She, Wynette, and Bill had this lunch shift. Wynette's brother Nolan ate at a different time. Brother Wilson worked here, as did Sister Thornton who was an English teacher. Hektor Lobitz who stayed with the Thornton family was also attending with them often.
Farrah got startled when something hard tapped the side of her head. "Oh. Didn't see you there." The unwelcome voice made Farrah cringe. Caryn Barlow, she thought the name was. Farrah inched closer to the table before turning around. Sure enough, Caryn was standing there holding a tray.
"What are you looking at, moron?" Farrah's mouth gaped open. Had she just been called that? Just because she happened to have a certain religion did not make it a license to make fun of her. She was sick and tired of getting picked on day after day.
Wynette spoke up. "What is your problem, Caryn? Just leave her be, please."
"Try making me." Then came other things Farrah would never want to repeat in a million eons. Right after what happened this morning. Un-believable.
Farrah looked around. A few teachers were present in the room, but they were there to eat rather than supervise. And the closest one was more than ten yards away. Not that adults were inclined to do anything. No one was.
She heard Wynette talking to her, "She's not actually doing anything." Easy for her to say maybe; Farrah could feel something take effect inside of her. "It's just words." But words weren't meaningless, not where she was concerned. "You could just ig—"
Farrah stood and faced her latest tormentor. "O-oh boy!" Wynette said under her breath.
O-oh boy was right! Caryn was about eight inches taller and it seemed about a hundred pounds heavier.
Farrah found herself at a loss for words. Caryn must have too, but that might not last long. Farrah glanced surreptitiously at the table. She picked up her soup bowl and held it in front of her.
Suddenly, she realized no one around her was saying anything at all. The room got noticeably quieter, until a single voice called out, "Food fight! Food fight!" Others quickly joined in.
"Just walk away, Caryn," said Wynette. "Walk away."
Farrah felt surrounded by the noise of chanting and stamping feet. O-oh, boy! This sooo wasn't the result she was going for!
Pure pandemonium broke out.
****
"I never wanted this to happen!" protested Farrah Nisbet.
Victor Saluzzo looked around at this. Only a few tables had been affected before things petered out. Nothing seemed to have hit the ceiling. Cleaning lights would have been interesting. The windows looked unscathed. Pieces of food and spills of liquid were scattered on tables, chairs, and floor. As a whole it did not look near as bad as it might have been. Still there were remnants of broken plate or two. Maybe ceramic dishes weren't such a good idea.
Most of the mess ended up on students, including a number of down-timers. Crumbs stuck on Farrah's light brown hair. Her oversized sweater had several spots, including a mushroom slice which he couldn't recall being part of the menu. People must be really bored. Caryn had bits of spaetzle noodle in her strawberry blonde ponytail. Somehow he didn't think that was a fashion statement.
When he had first walked in here, it didn't take long to narrow down instigators. Lots of fingers had been pointed at Farrah Nisbet. Other directions also, but mostly towards her. "Someone else threw things first," Farrah was saying. "Before I did."
"Who?" he asked. But she just shook her head and looked down, like she was starting to pull into her own private shell.
He wondered if she had some kind of guilt complex. On top of that, she never did seem quite the same after the Ring of Fire separated her from her own family. Her parents and siblings lived out of town, and the uncle she was staying with never made it back in either. Farrah lived at her aunt's house, as did two German girls who boarded there. Her remaining biological family was pretty much assorted cousins. There were relatives by marriage, including Owen Maddox who taught at the middle school and was part of the ESOL program there. Owen might have pulled some strings getting her placed as an ESOL aide. She also seemed to have been shaken up by the attack on the school last fall. They all were, so no surprise there either. Farrah had assured him that she was talking to someone about dealing with that. The someone she talked to must have been helpful because she seemed slightly less withdrawn than before.
Victor Saluzzo was a guidance counselor first and foremost. He had never planned on inheriting responsibility over the whole school. He wondered how Ed Piazza and Len Trout would have handled this. Compared to marauders and everything else that had come at them, a food fight was nothing. Still, he could not just let it slide. Then a stunt like this would have been a big headache. Now it was a waste they could ill-afford. Either way, it was a major disruption.
"The place has to be ready for the next group in, oh, about twenty minutes." The cafeteria served multiple shifts of students, as well as people who frequented the library and the tech center. "We'll need people to help the janitors with cleaning this up." He saw Farrah shaking her head as she looked over the scene. "Pick up what you can, and the rest will be mopped up." He focused his attention on the students in the immediate vicinity. "I also think some food service duty is in order for some of you right here."
Farrah began to look nervous. "Just don't put me in with her." She pointed over her shoulder towards Caryn who in turn was staring daggers back at her. "She was bothering me to begin with."
This was new information. He turned to address Caryn. "How come?"
"Religion," mumbled Farrah. He swept a look over the gathered group to head off any wave of chuckles before returning his gaze to Caryn. She only shrugged. Victor sighed inwardly. Religion. Why was he not surprised?
It didn't take a rocket scientist to see that those two did not like each other. Both girls were to graduate in a few weeks; surely they could be kept from going at each other until then. Besides, making them work together would probably constitute cruel and unusual for everyone around them.
"I'm going to start calling up your parents too. Or whoever you are staying with."
Now Caryn looked apprehensive. "Are you telling my dad?"
Victor caught her eye and shook his head slightly. Her parents were divorced, and if she saw no need for her father to be told, he would go with that. She, her sister, and her mother had come for a visit that long-ago day, and had been in town ever since. She definitely seemed none too happy about that.
He heard something getting wheeled in. "Let's get this mess cleaned up."
****
"Food fights in the lunch room now. I wonder what will happen next."
Farrah really was not looking forward to that response. She kept hearing grumbling all afternoon about kids these days and about those crazy young up-timers with their even crazier traditions. Classmates didn't seem very happy with her either, especially those from this era. Pretty much because of what happened to perfectly good food or what happened to people's clothes. Farrah didn't like the whole idea either.
She was able to wash off her hair in one of the bathroom sinks at school. She tried to clean off her clothes the best she could, but needed to wait to get a completely clean change that did not smell like fish and stuff. She now wore sweats. Farrah hoped she hadn't gotten something ruined today.
"Let's see what it looks like when it comes out," Aunt Marian said as she put the top down on the washing machine.
[image: cafeteria]Farrah had only got one wild shot in—not with the bowl itself, but the contents. The fact that she was the first to grab something and had actually thrown it, albeit belatedly, must have been enough to get her written up. That aside, she was too busy ducking to really see what was happening. Still she got pelted pretty good. She wondered how much had been aimed directly at her and how much was completely random. The whole thing must have only lasted a few minutes although it had seemed much longer.
She and some of the others had their first stint of cafeteria duty right after school, which was to last two weeks for everybody. At least she didn't have to deal with Caryn who was in the before-school group. Staying after was going to preclude her usual after-school routine at the middle school. She also missed her usual bus, so Monroe Wilson offered to drop her off along with a couple others who lived nearby. She almost backed out of accepting. She doubted he was very pleased with her after that whole mess. And she was too nervous to ask him straight out.
Farrah had missed part of her class right after lunch, which put a damper on getting schoolwork done. And lunch getting cut short meant she came home famished. She stuffed down some leftovers already, but was still feeling very, very irritable from the whole thing. Yeah, there went her day.
"I still don't understand what happened today."
Let me explain it, Farrah thought. "Someone started picking on me. Again," she said aloud. "I just wanted her to back off."
"So you threw something at her?" asked Aunt Marian in disbelief.
"I didn't throw anything right away."
"You snuck up on her later and—?"
"No! It wasn't like that at all." Although Farrah could see how the whole crazy scenario could be confusing. "She knew I had something. I never 'snuck up' or anything. I didn't know someone was going to think it w—"
"You mean someone got you into this one? Is that what happened?"
Farrah tossed up her hands in frustration. Yes and no, she wanted to say. But that would only add to the confusion. She seemed to be good at that sort of thing—not exactly something a person was supposed to be good at.
"And you were doing so well too."
Farrah got tense. Apparently she had messed up badly yet again. Why did everyone assume she was out to cause problems? Here it comes: the part where she got told about what she was doing wrong. Her pride hurt too much to let herself consider any other interpretations.
"Now what did I say?" asked Marian.
Farrah did not want to go through the are-you-trying-to-get-in-trouble discussion. Which usually came with the why-do-you-keep-losing-your-temper discussion. That particular issue had been gone over disturbingly often in the past, and the now-in-the-future past. What kind of self-respec—?
She couldn't take any more. " 'Course I keep getting things wrong. 'Cause everyone just waits for me to screw something up, then jumps on me once I do!" She stomped toward the front door.
"Wha—Where are you going?" asked Marian.
"Walk!" Farrah called back as she grabbed her coat.
She didn't slam the door as she went out—it was left wide open. She half-walked, half-ran into the darkness outside.
****
Farrah was not interested in looking at the trees or stars or landscape this time. She was more concerned with getting somewhere she could cry in private.
She could recall some not-so-fun conversations since getting stranded here and now:
Like anyone is going to take someone like me seriously. . . . I wish everyone would make up their minds on what I'm supposed to do. . . . I don't belong around here, remember? I never belonged. . . . It doesn't even matter what I do. It'll never be good enough.
You certainly have a way with people, she was once told. And what way is that? she had asked in reply. It isn't funny! I really don't understand.
And there were even-more-painful memories from her childhood, back in the modern era:
For being so bright, you seem dense. . . . Why don't you pay attention to things?
Might have guessed you were one of those. . . . You're a what?
Farrah still remembered being called names. Crybaby. Weirdo. Many, many others. But the most common theme that came up: Look out! Here comes Fahrenheit.
Why'd you have to call me that? her younger self still cried out. At least I wouldn't be Fahrenheit! Or Thermometer!
As she crunched through a snow patch, those terrible instances continued to rush into recollection:
You're just being sensitive. . . . You can't expect life to be fair. . . . It wouldn't be so bad if you didn't go ballistic so easily. . . . You're an easy target for teasing. . . . Stop acting like you got your feelings hurt.
That last one always made her cry.
****
As Farrah looked around the small hollow, she felt like the biggest failure there ever was. And she was unsure which idea was worse: that everything that had gone wrong with her life had been all her fault, or that she might not have been in control of things.
Her thoughts went to a more self-destructive vein: had she been out of everyone's lives a long time ago, none of this—none of a lot of things—would have ever happened.
And once again, something got awoken deep inside of her. Don't, came an urge within her. You already know better than this.
She understood all right. Had for a long time. She was fully aware of the cost, and realized she could not really allow herself to resort to that. Still, a part of her wished she had rethought this whole matter a long time ago. It sure would have made things much simpler by this point in mixed time. It wasn't like many people would have missed her long-term. Things could have been over with, back bef—
Don't. Please, that inner force spoke up with gentle insistence. You do not want that. There is still something better.
She fully realized she could have fought to ignore that, but truly did not want to. Which was a large part of why nothing had ever gone any further.
There was no denying that she would have missed out on enjoyable things too. And she could feel a dim inkling in back of her mind that there would be some kind of negative ripple effect.
And when it came right down to it, there was never any . . . anything she was willing to force herself to go through with. Way too painful. Or too . . . She hastily backed away from that disturbing territory.
Still, she did not understand how much good she was, if she was just going to keep getting things messed up along the way. And what was she even doing here here?
Long-hidden memories emerged from the recesses of her mind. Things she heard her dad say during earlier parts of her life:
Everyone has things they are good at and, yes, things they will struggle with. But that's what life is all about—growth. And learning from experiences. . . . Each person you encounter is going to have their own way of approaching things, handling things. . . . Not everyone came with the exact same set of talents and skills.
All right already, she got the hint. But what kind of useful or redeeming qualities was she was supposed to have, exactly?
But there had to be something there, right? For the sake of her peace of mind, there needed to be. But what could it possibly be in her case?
Cold started soaking through her clothing. She needed to get inside, and soon. Farrah never did very well with cold air. And now she was living in the Little Ice Age. What an irony. Also it would make for a really stupid way t—
Farrah got to her feet and started walking toward home. She considered what homework assignments she would need to do first. She expected she would have to be up extra late in order to catch up.
That was when an unexpected and unwelcome thought grated at her: finding the creek nearby and just happening to—
She pushed that away; she did not need specifics coming to mind too. Farrah could guess where that strain of thought was really coming from, and why. She kept going straight ahead like nothing had registered.
She reached the road and started to walk alongside, keeping well away . . . for obvious reasons. There was not much traffic anyway, especially not in this now, getting this late. Still she heard one vehicle pass. Then a second. And then a passing pickup slowed and stopped.
She tensed momentarily, until she recognized the markings on the side. And the license plate was familiar. She should know that truck; it had been parked by the church enough times. The driver-side window slowly cranked down.
"Farrah!" That was Howard Carstairs—Brother Carstairs to her. "Need a ride?"
She nodded eagerly and approached the paved road.
He must have gotten a good look at her tear-streaked face. "Something wrong?"
****
"So how was your day?" Howard Carstairs asked his young visitor later.
Both were seated in his living room. A dishwasher sounded off in the background. He had already called her aunt, much to Marian's relief. He too was glad he had found her—to think he almost hadn't seen her earlier. His wife Liz was doing something work-related in the den, and the kids were off doing homework.
"Eventful," Farrah Nisbet replied glumly. She seemed dry-eyed for the moment, though her eyes looked red and puffy. And judging by her flickering gaze, she must have found something very interesting about the faded wallpaper behind him.
"In what way?"
"Things at school went more or less how they usually do. Until lunch."
"What happened at lunch?"
There was a weary sigh. "Food fight."
This he had to hear. "Really?"
"Yeah." She frowned, then slowly went on, "I sort of, kind of, got it started. I didn't mean to. It's just . . . Well, somebody did something. Then I did. And before I knew it"—she swept a hand through the air—"whoosh!"
Howard smiled despite himself at that last part since it sounded all too familiar. He could only imagine what people at school must have thought—not to mention parents. And clearly none of this was very funny to her.
"It looks like there's something on your mind," he found himself saying. "Does it have something to do with today?"
"Almost. I don't like how things get screwed up with me around. Like I still can never figure out how to get things right. You know what that's been like." She looked lost in thought momentarily. "I'm not really sure if I can find anything about me to even like or be proud of."
The way she said all that sent a chill through him. He tread carefully with the next question. "Are you considering doing harm to yourself at all?" he asked quietly.
Farrah squirmed in the seat across from him. Howard feared she was about to get on the defensive this time. But she only stared down at the not-used-for-coffee table. Or maybe she wasn't really looking at anything. She looked both ashamed and miserable.
"That's . . . occurred to me," she said reluctantly. A thick silence fell between them before she resumed nervously, "Oh, I wasn't about to actu—uh . . . I couldn't. Really. I . . . I understand that's . . . how it's wrong and everything. It's just—" She inhaled sharply. "—come up so many times."
He waited to see if there would be more, but nothing else seemed forthcoming. "When?" he enquired.
She seemed to gather her thoughts before uttering them aloud. "There were some times when I would struggle with it for a while, then and now. And then there would be . . . oh, several months, even a few years, when I'd be completely fine there. Until . . ." She didn't finish with that, but it was clear what she was getting at.
"How old were you?" he asked with increasing concern. "When this all started?"
"The very first time, I was . . . nine." Howard felt his jaw drop. "Then the next time it happened, I would have been, um, twelve. It was off and on after that."
Howard was stunned. That young, and already thinking this way? A youth was supposed to be able to enjoy life, enjoy growing up.
The whole idea of anyone feeling so miserable and contemplating the unthinkable was deeply disturbing as it was. But a young child, not yet in her teens, experiencing all that? He scarcely knew such a thing was even possible. And yet it had begun at such a tender age. What could have led to something like this?
Her face had turned beet-red. "This, uh, isn't something I've really talked about," Farrah said sheepishly. "The last time I even mentioned it at all was back in the 90s."
He was not all that surprised that she felt down on herself. The suicidal thoughts didn't much surprise him either, although he had hoped it wasn't the case. He wondered from time to time, but never felt the need to ask straight out before—he suspected she would have become defensive. But he never would have guessed it had been going on nearly that long. And chances were he was the first and only person within this universe to know about it.
Farrah began blinking, as if her eyes had started to water. Howard opened the door on the side table next to him and got a tissue box ready for her. That stash came in handy enough times the last couple of years. A wastebasket sat nearby, as always.
This situation was much more delicate than he ever suspected. He did not want to say or do something wrong. Not now. Not after whatever she must have gone through to get to this point.
Howard Carstairs wondered yet again what he had gotten himself into. He felt completely out of his element with something like this.
"I think this one calls for a word of prayer." That was half for her benefit, and half for his. "I'll give it." He would not remember later what he said, aside from a mention of "perspective and understanding."
"All right now," he told Farrah afterwards. "Why don't you explain your concerns? And don't worry," he added reassuringly, "we can take all the time in the world."
At least he got a shrug.
****
Later that evening, Howard was still reviewing what he had been able to learn from the visit.
Farrah gradually opened up with some details about her recent life and her earlier life, as she decided what she wanted to share and how to put it. She would hardly have done that only a few months ago. Still, there were some things she did not bring herself to share—whether those were too hurtful, or too embarrassing. Still he thought he got a feel for what had been going on.
She made some rather interesting, and stunning, comments. Like not being sure whether she was supposed to blame herself or factors beyond her control. Not being certain how she was supposed to go about making friends. Wondering when she would get rejected next, or find herself getting manipulated. And feeling she had been left to fend for herself and not doing a very good job at it.
Howard had no real training in mental health. He was much more familiar with theology, largely by self-study. Still, he understood that spiritual matters had bearing on mental well-being. He used that perspective as he imparted counsel and advice. And reassurance. That she had something good and useful to offer. That she—her whole life, her entire existence—was of consequence. That the Creator, their own Maker, would not have lost track of or forgotten about someone—even with any sort of cosmic shuffling. Howard really hoped something he said was sinking in.
Still, not an expert with mental health in and of itself.
So how come something about this sounded almost familiar?
****
When Farrah entered the school the next day, she carried her backpack in her arms rather than risk leaving it on. She had entered through a back hallway; she was familiar with all the low-traffic areas. She did not wish to run into any janitorial staff, or food service staff, or much of anyone.
The halls weren't completely deserted though. Still, she was completely taken off-guard when someone put an arm around her shoulders. Farrah did not naturally take to being touched, though she could make herself put up with it in social settings—with people she knew. This was something else altogether. She froze right in her tracks.
"There you are," someone said. "Getting that food fight going yesterday. That was pure genius. We haven't had that much fun since you-know-when."
Did she hear what she thought she heard? Farrah looked around and spotted two guys along with the one who had stopped her. She did not see the kid she yelled at yesterday—maybe she scared him off. This was not really the reception she was expecting at all. "Um," she began, "I wasn't trying to st—"
"Don't worry, it was pretty funny. Even a few of the teachers thought so." Huh? Was that possible?
"John and Bill Sanabria were really laughing about it," stated a second voice, this one with an accent. "But you never got that from me."
That secret was sure safe with her: she had no idea who 'me' was!
"Did you see the look on Caryn's face?" the third kid asked laughingly.
Farrah hadn't paid any attention actually.
"You should have seen yours. You looked like you wanted to deck her." Had she now? Part of her had been afraid of that.
"Maybe you're cool after all," said the first one. "If you ever wanted to, ya know, sit with us . . . or something. Keep it in mind." She waited until they walked off before letting herself relax.
He said maybe. Like he still wasn't so sure about her. Not many people were, not in the long run.
Did anyone even know or care why there was a food fight in the first place? And just how was she expected to handle herself anyway? Farrah sighed. This could be a very long day.
****
Howard Carstairs had started with a half-remembered conversation. Not that there was much of it to remember.
But the more he recalled of it, the more he hoped—desperately—and prayed—literally—that he truly was on the right track.
He could not logically rule anything in or out, based on what little he already knew. Looking beyond logic, the idea taking form made an ironic kind of sense. If, if it in fact applied to the situation at hand.
Howard had been unable to concentrate on work all morning. His thoughts kept drifting the same direction: he had wanted answers. Why keep wondering, when there was a likely possibility staring him right in the face? Why try to rationalize it away again?
The fact was he had a likely possibility, no matter how much of a long-shot it looked like on the surface of it. Now what was he going to do about it?
He knew he would need to follow up somehow. He just hoped he wouldn't be the only person who would know what he was talking about.
Howard was about to look up the number for the Grantville Research Center . . . only to hesitate.
He considered what the reason for that might be. He did not know how they did things, but he figured there was some sort of research backlog. He did not want to make Farrah wait for answers. That was probably it. She needed results sooner rather than later. She had already suffered over a lifetime—more than long enough for anyone. True, she had gotten herself to hold on as long as she had. But what if something finally managed to push her over the edge? And with something this sensitive, maybe the GRC would not prove the best route for him to go.
So who to go to then? He briefly considered one possibility, then another, before settling on someone he hoped would know something. Or would know of someone who knew something.
The person he called finally came to the phone.
"Maybe you can help me with something," said Howard after a short exchange. "You see, there's something I was really hoping you were familiar with."
"Oh-kay," came the reply.
****
A couple days later, Owen Maddox watched as his young cousin-in-law opened her front door.
"Unc—Cousin Owen," Farrah said. He did not want her calling him Uncle, though that still slipped out sometimes. It was perfectly understandable, what with the two-decade age difference between them.
Owen paid very close attention to her eye movements. The green-eyed gaze briefly drifted right to his line-of-sight but did not lock on. He had been skeptical at first, but now he felt much more confident about the theory he had run down.
Her expression showed uncertainty, like she was wondering what she was expected to say or do next. She finally extended a hand toward Owen, which forced him to hastily switch the notebook he was carrying to his other hand.
Owen recognized she wasn't a touchy-feely person, yet she seemed perfectly comfortable with shaking hands. Handshakes might have been a Mormon thing. He didn't know for sure, not being one himself.
"Hello there! How are you today?" Howard Carstairs greeted her as he extended his own hand.
"Doing okay now," she answered.
Farrah stood aside to let both of them come through the door.
After all had sat down in the living room, Howard started the discussion for them. "I'm so glad we could have a visit on such short notice," he said. "Now we'll explain why we're here."
****
Farrah could not begin to guess what to expect from her visitors.
"There's something I wanted you to hear about from the two of us," Brother Carstairs said to her. "After I talked to you last time, I remembered something that got me—the both of us—looking into something. Turns out there is a very little-known neurologic condition, called 'Asperger's Syndrome.' There is still another term for it." He addressed Owen, "High Autism, was it?"
"High-Functioning Autism," Owen replied.
"There's another kind!?" Farrah asked in surprise.
"Apparently so," Howard Carstairs said. "One with more selective effects."
Farrah never expected to hear anything like this, but she was intrigued. Especially by why they would be talking about whatever-it-was with her.
"First off," she heard Owen say, "you seem to have trouble making eye contact with people."
With a start, she realized he was right! That very moment, she'd been focusing on the sofa armrest beside Owen. Making eye contact had never been natural to her, no matter how many times her mom might remind her. And whenever Farrah focused on someone's eyes, it was only for up to a few seconds at a time. It always took conscious effort, and eventually tapered off—if she even remembered in the first place. When she tried doing it this time, she found it no easier than it would have been just the minute before.
Why was that? What did it have to do with anything? Just what was going on here?
Owen evidently saw her confusion. "I'm not a shrink either, but the more I looked at this myself, the more it seemed to fit you. It sure helps explain a lot of things. Basically, the aspects of mental functioning having to do with intellect and cognition are more or less intact—high-functioning if you will. But there's another type of functioning that handles social skills, interactions with people—in whatever form it might be. You're left at a disadvantage when it comes to handling those. And that can make things complicated real fast. Which you likely found out the hard way."
This sure was a lot for her to take in all at once!
"It can show up a variety of ways. A range of possible characteristics can appear to varying degrees. Over time, someone might learn to compensate for some of those, largely by trial and error. Like you seem to have done. So the signs can be hard to spot in the first place.
"Or they get misattributed as something else—like willfulness, or stubbornness. They might get blamed on character flaws, or how someone was raised. In reality, it has something to do with how the brain was wired."
They went over some things in nitty-gritty detail.
About how and why she got confused easily by group situations. And did not automatically understand what to expect from others, and in turn what was expected of her. In short, that she did not pick up on things the way other people could.
That she had a hard time with understanding the perceptions, thoughts, and feelings of others. Or with interpreting someone's intentions accurately.
That she seemed to struggle with naturally handling her side of conversations. And often had trouble following other people's line of thinking, and expressing her own thoughts so that those made sense to others and weren't misconstrued.
"There's also a tendency to interpret things literally," explained Owen. "That isn't very obvious with you for the most part. I wasn't sure it applied at first. Then I remembered this one time, you overheard me say something colorful—I'm not about to repeat it—and you went, 'That's a religious term?' I just assumed you were trying to be funny. That, or get on my nerves a little. Or—Anyway, now I see it as a reflection of how you think about things."
They went on to the fact that she didn't automatically pay attention to facial expressions or other non-verbal cues. And that led to the realization that she seemed to focus less on faces and more on hair and clothing, which made it difficult for her to recognize individuals later on or in differing settings.
Over the years, she had found herself hoping she wasn't some kind of freak of nature. Maybe she really was, but at least she understood why she felt like one.
"I wish we could say we already know everything you—or anyone—will ever need to know about this, but we have a start. We had to piece things together. Still are," said Owen.
"But you were able to find something about this?" she enquired with interest.
[image: DSM]"So far, an entry in the DSM—uh, sorry, The Diagnostic and Statistical Manual." Farrah wasn't sure what those were supposed to be. "A reference book," Owen amended. "Then I got hold of one that talked about this specifically. We also ran a few things by—"
"Wait!" she broke in. "You talked to people? About me?"
"There are people who might need to know that something like this exists," Owen explained. "It doesn't need to be common knowledge just who might have it. And I would still be wondering about some things if I didn't have anyone to go to."
"Oh, I wasn't concerned about that," said Farrah. Although she wouldn't enjoy it if she got run through the local rumor mill, again. She just wanted to get something confirmed. She glanced toward Howard. "You, uh, didn't say anything . . . ?" She trailed off, not wanting to complete that particular question in front of an audience.
But he got the point right off. "Anything confidential or sensitive, you mean?" the other supplied. "Not a word."
"I may have clued in a few people at your school," Owen stated. "Victor Saluzzo was especially understanding about this." Farrah felt a wave of guilt. To think she had been avoiding Principal Saluzzo like a plague. "Not that you're off the hook."
"I hope it doesn't look like we were going behind your back, Farrah. I debated bringing you in on this," said Brother Carstairs, "but it seemed more important to have something concrete to share with you first.
"Speaking of sharing, you do have valid concerns. I understand all this is really personal for you. That's why I'm not going to divulge anything to anyone until and unless I have your okay first. Though at the very least, we should get your family up to speed, so they understand what's going on. That all right with you?"
She nodded her assent without hesitation.
"Also, you should realize there are some very good people out there who would be willing to help you deal with this. You don't have to keep handling everything all by yourself."
Owen spoke up. "If you're interested, I can arrange counseling for you. With anyone you choose." Farrah was not so sure about this idea; she did not enjoy getting criticism. He might have read something in her expression. "Bad experience, huh? Sorry to hear that. Hopefully, knowing about what really goes on in your head would help make that more effective for you going forward.
"Also, there are some skills that people can help you learn. Interpersonal skills, stress management techniques, among other things. It would give you some tools to help you cope with situations. That way you can have control over your own life."
Farrah pondered over what this new knowledge meant for her.
"Farrah?" asked Brother Carstairs. "What do you think?"
"Well," she wondered aloud, "the type of person this makes me? M-my having this?"
"This does not in and of itself make you anything. You choose what kind of person you want to become. You are still you, Farrah. Always have been. Always will. It's your heart that matters. Remember that," he told her. "But, I'm not going to deny that this would affect how a person perceives things and have an influence on their actions that way. It has been affecting you your whole life, and will continue to do so."
There was a thoughtful pause. "I don't get the impression you were being willfully disobedient, if that is what you are concerned about here. And it's safe to say the Lord knows already what's been going on, and surely He can take in account the full nature of a situation.
"This isn't your fault," he added gently. "You didn't know." His voice took on a far-away quality. "No one did."
****
Howard Carstairs saw her at the church building. An hour early, no less. Farrah was flipping through a hymn book. She seemed the most relaxed he had ever seen her. She grinned as soon as she caught sight of him.
"How's everything going?" he asked her.
"Good," she responded. "Thanks for telling me about the . . . what was this thing called again?"
"Asperger's Syndrome."
She sounded that out quietly. "How'd it get called that?" she queried. "And how did you find out about it?"
"I'm sure you recall that I was stationed in Germany for a few years, once upon a time. I heard a little bit over there. A Doctor Hans Asperger studied intellectually gifted children who had difficulties handling social situations, shall we say. He worked in the last century. Well, make that before you were born. He would have been in Vienna . . . from the 1930s and 40s onward." He watched as the implications sunk in. "You probably remember what was happening during that time."
"The World War II Era?" she asked in awe. It was not surprising she would see that particular connection, considering she seemed to have already brushed up on that portion of history a long future-time ago.
"And some decades after that. For whatever reasons, this particular category of research did not become as widely known as it could have been." Farrah looked very troubled. Maybe this wasn't the best time to spring this stuff on her, but she was going to find that out eventually. "Your condition not being well-known made it that much easier for you to fall through the cracks; no one knew what to look for and it can be hard to spot. And I'm sure being in the dark about all this couldn't have been much fun for you."
Farrah nodded grimly. "So what finally gave it away?" she asked. "That this was what I had?"
"Well, I knew just enough about it to know that it existed, and had been studied. I never knew in detail how it would show up in someone."
Howard paused for thought. "Still, there were things you said that started me on the right track. Like how you feel very ill-at-ease socially. Also, you went into some long-term unpleasant memories you've never been able to shrug off or fully forget about." He caught himself before letting something slip out. She knew full well what was being referred to. Plus, there were a few people further down the hall. "It was as if those got ingrained in your head, and you had no idea how to get them out.
"It was a matter of how much I did or did not know," he went on. "To me, it was just something interesting I heard. It wasn't occurring to me that it was directly relevant to your situation."
Howard was grateful that having this resolved for her hadn't been delayed any longer. Did it need to take her opening up like she did last week in order to get everything figured out? Truth be told, scattered recollections had been popping up infrequently for months, when he wasn't preoccupied. He could start telling himself that it happened to be triggered by this event, or that set of circumstances. But he suspected he had been supposed to, meant to, remember. Instead, he sat on what little he knew, because he was too distracted to follow up.
He started to wonder how many others had missed to chance to help her figure this out because they misconstrued things.
With chagrin, he realized he had no need to speculate; it was out of his hands.
He had dropped the ball too. It wouldn't have taken a whole lot of effort to start the needed inquiries.
He realized he did not want to fail someone else by not paying attention. Not understanding.
"Now I have one question for you," he said.
She looked at him, more or less.
"Can you ever forgive me for being clueless?"
She nodded vigorously, then stood up and hugged him.
He was so caught off-guard it took him a few seconds to return the gesture.
"Thank you!" she said semi-quietly.
****







Franklin’s Monsters, Act IV: Apples of Love
Written by Terry Howard
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Grantville, 1633
While tying his bag behind his saddle, Pierre Le Blanc said to his wife, "Odette, I am not at all comfortable with my leaving you and your sister alone here in Grantville for a month or two. It just does not seem like a good idea. What if something goes wrong while I'm gone? Who will take care of you?"
Odette watched her husband struggling with indecision. It was so very unlike him. She was used to Pierre being secure in the certain knowledge that God was in control. Everything was predetermined. The universe was an ordered place where he knew his obligations and his rights—what God expected of him and had provided for him. She knew he could be wrong. More annoyingly, she knew he could be wrong-headed. She was used to that. But Pierre being uncertain was unusual.
"Pierre, we've been over this. We agreed. This is the right thing to do. Louysa has settled into painting at the gallery and they will sell her paintings which will more than offset the expenses of our staying here. You can travel faster, and cheaper, without us.
"And you're not leaving us here alone. You've arranged a short apprenticeship with Master Seeley for Louysa. She will attend some evening art classes at the high school. We will be fine."
He reluctantly nodded. "If I get lucky in Berlin, I can cut things short and get back here in a month. If things don't go well, I will have to make the complete circuit. A month is a long time. You should come with me."
"Louysa Moillon is painting again. She's getting over what happened. That's why we brought her on the trip. By the time you get back, she'll be back to normal. Well, at least as normal as Louysa ever is. When you get back, she'll be ready to return to Paris."
Odette could clearly see her husband was harboring a fleet of doubts. She repeated her points, having no new ones, in the hope that repetition would strengthen the statements and make them fact. "She's painting. That's what is important. She needs this time to forgive our brother and get on with her life. Grantville is safe. Here there are fewer new things for her to react to, fewer chances for her to embarrass you in front of your associates. You go ahead and buy paintings like you always do. We'll be fine."
"I don't know what could happen. That is what worries me."
"We talked about it. We agreed. This is what Louysa needs." Odette gave her husband a polite peck on the cheek, as publicly affectionate as she dared. "We'll be fine. Everything will be fine."
Pierre mounted the riding horse he bought when he sold the carriage team. They could buy another team when they were ready to leave.
****
Anna Holt, the president of the Animation Club, found a place to stand out of sight of the airfield, waiting for lunch time. When making a tough sales call, timing was everything. What she had in mind wasn't illegal. It was just, well, bending Lyman's rules a bit. And, Sergeant Angus Mctavish, the person in charge of the work crew at the airfield, and the person who had the claim on the first of the new flipbooks, had a reputation of having an old-fashioned Scottish warrior's attitude about honor. If he thought that her idea was too grey, it would totally kill any chance she had to make this work.
A stiff wind lifted the edge of Anna's scarf as she casually walked into the hangar area and waved to attract the attention of the man in charge. "I need to talk the guys who are on the list to buy Graham's flipbook of The Belle Ascending. We've got a print run ready to go if they want it."
Angus glanced at the control tower to look at the clock. Anna had timed things perfectly. It was mere minutes before the lunch break. The Scotsman took a deep breath and bellowed, "Lunch time!" Then he added, "If you are wanting to be buying a flipbook, the little lady here is selling."
When several fellows had gathered Anna said, "Boys, I've got good news and bad news. The good news is that the woodcuts of The Belle Ascending are done." She handed one copy to the man on right and another to the man on the left. Then she waited for the books to make the rounds.
Just as anticipated, one slightly distracted airman managed to drip mustard on a copy. A soft squawk was all it took to focus everyone's attention to the clumsy airman. Now that she had their attention, she sighed and said, "My fault. I should have warned you to wash your hands first."
"No, no, that's okay. I'll just make this one the copy I buy. Exactly how much was it again?" At the stated price, he blinked. "That is a lot cheaper than I expected. Are you giving me a discount because it's dirty now?"
Anna winced. "You haven't looked at it yet, have you? Flip the book properly and you'll see why the price is so low." At that comment the other men started paying much closer attention to the other copy. And she started seeing frowns.
"I know, I know. You saw the one Graham was drawing and the printing just doesn't measure up. That is why we are selling it at the price of a beginner's flipbook." Now for the next step. She pulled out a hand-copied version that was made on the new light box. "This is what you were expecting." She held it up so they could all see and flipped the pages. "Oh, and this copy is much more expensive than the woodblock prints, so wash your hands first, please!" Everyone snickered and the ones who were finished eating queued up by the sink.
Angus carefully took the flipbook and looked it over. "That is a copy? It looks like an original drawing. And why is it so much better quality than the prints?"
Anna smiled. "It looks like a drawing because it is one. If you put a strong light under a glass table even the thickest paper becomes translucent and it's easy to trace a drawing from one page to another. So it's much faster and more accurate than trying to eyeball it."
Angus spoke up. "But, there's, what? Something like fifty drawings in this flipbook! How long does it take to make a full copy that way?"
Anna responded, "Forty-six drawings to be exact. The time to copy a flipbook depends on the artist, but right now it's about twenty minutes a page. Then we have to color it. When I can get a light box assembly line set up we can probably do it faster and drop the price. Until then we have to charge a lot more."
The sergeant looked at her and raised an eyebrow. "Exactly how much more do you mean?"
She named a price. "But the wood block prints are ready to go." She repeated the first, lower price again. "The hand-copied ones will take a while to make and they will be more expensive. That is why we had to use the waiting list." There were quite a number of sour faces. The second book was much better and what they wanted. But the price put it out of reach on what an airfield worker made.
"Because it was Sergeant Mctavish's idea to make the list in the first place, everyone here is nearly at the front of the line. You can get your copies within weeks. Mr. Seeley is insisting we be perfectly fair about this and go strictly in order."
The sergeant in question said, "I'm sorry Anna, but at that price nearly everyone here could only afford it they saved up for months first."
"I figured as much. I was planning to just cross your names off the list when I thought of a way to profit out of this." Many ears perked up and leaned closer. "I have some very impatient merchants and other buyers on my list. In fact some of the ones near the bottom are starting to offer a lot of money to bribe their way to the head of the line."
Angus frowned at this. "I hope you are not accepting bribes, young lady."
Anna rolled her eyes. "I'm not that greedy. Or stupid. Auctioning off integrity sets a bad precedent and ruins any reputation the Animation Club has. All the flipbooks will be handed out strictly in order as they finish.
"It was your idea to make a signup sheet for prints so everyone here is close to the beginning of the line. If you can wait a little longer for your copies, I can tell you how to turn a profit and then you can use that to lower the cost if you aren't willing to settle for a wood block printing." She doubted that they would be. The only reason anyone would was if they had never seen an original. If they passed because they couldn't afford a copy, Lyman would sell the copies to the other buyers at the set price. So if she could get them to claim their copies and then sell them at a profit, she stood a chance of increasing her sales when they bought copies later.
"But . . . it wouldn't be a bribe if they paid you guys directly! That way they wouldn't be paying to jump the line, they would be buying from you. Now we're going to have several of them in to the gallery tomorrow around noon, to try and sell them a stack of the wood block printings. We'll have seven copies ready for pickup. First seven guys on the list could resell their copies at a profit and then put their name back on the bottom of the list. Or, you know, just keep the money.
"If one of you was there tomorrow, you could sell them your copies at a profit and then put in an order at the original price for later. They'll be happy and you'll end up getting a better price and a better book. It will just take longer is all."


Grantville, Twentieth Century Art Studio


[image: tomatoes]Angus walked into the gallery a quarter of an hour ahead of the time. He was the first on the list and the next six in line had opted to let him handle the bargaining. Anna wanted him there early, just in case. While he was waiting he looked over the paintings on the walls. But his eyes kept going back to the young foreign woman at an easel, whom he vaguely remembered seeing at church but hadn't really noticed. Here, suddenly, she was a paint-smudged Venus, who persistently drew his attention. There was just something about her. She was intently focused on her work painting the pomme d'amour, love apples in French, tomatoes in Grantville, 'maters, in Lyman's vocabulary, and paid him not the least bit of attention, even when he left off looking at the pictures on the walls and wondered over to look over her shoulder at the canvas she was mesmerized by.
Standing there, just behind her, soaking up pheromones that he had never heard of, Angus fell in love.
****
"Here he comes," Melle said.
The last amen was said. People were stirring out of their pews and the Brownian motion was beginning to spill the first of the congregation past the speaker and out the door.
"Who?" Louysa asked, glancing around and wondering whom Melle meant.
"Angus." Melle's voice smiled.
"It's taken him long enough," Odette replied.
"Angus who?" Louysa asked.
"That tall red-headed hunk," Melle answered. The last word was in English rather than French. The word wasn't surprising, considering the topic and the fact that this was Grantville.
Teenage girls' West Virginian slang and the attitudes and ideas that came with it were making more inroads in the polyglot culture of enlarged Grantville than anything else except for technical jargon and cuss words. Cursing was still done in their native languages, but the ability to express your displeasure with such mild words as "fuck" or "bitch" was novel. In no other language would the phrase "that was fucking awesome" make sense. And up-time English really did have some truly catchy words and phrases. While the young women's vocabulary was often invoked, the young women's attitudes that went with it were driving traditional-minded parents to extreme frustration.
"Sergeant Angus Mctavish," Melle specified whom she meant.
"What does he want?" Louysa asked in complete innocence.
"You," Odette said.
Louysa responded with a phrase she'd picked up from the girls in the Animation Club, a phrase with which she had become quite enamored. "Yeah, right." The couplet was properly dripping hyper-sarcasm.
"Louysa," Odette said, "he hasn't taken his eyes off you since you walked in. Surely even you had to have felt him staring. I did and I wasn't even the one he was staring at."
Louysa snorted in a very unladylike manner.
"Louysa, he came back to the gallery yesterday and he wasn't there to buy a painting. If you had looked up from your painting and made eye contact, he would have been all over you. But you didn't, so he didn't interrupt. But he doesn't have that problem here. He wanted to ask you out that day Anna pulled that deal selling the flipbooks and it looks like he's coming to do it," Melle said.
Louysa looked at Melle in disbelief. What she was suggesting just was not done.
"Girl, I'm telling you," Melle insisted, "the way he's been eating you alive with his eyes, your soul has teeth marks all over it . . . if there's anything left of it at all."
Louysa stopped moving. "You're serious?"
"Completely," Melle said.
"Well, he's got a long walk if he's going to talk to Papa," Louysa observed.
Melle laughed.
An offended Louysa sharply demanded, "What's so funny?"
"You are," Melle said. "This is Grantville. It doesn't work that way here. If he's interested, which he is, then he'll come to you, which he's doing. He'll talk to you for a bit. Then when he's screwed up his courage, which in this case is not going to take any time at all, he'll ask you out on a date. If you say yes, and if that goes well, in a week or a year, he'll ask you to marry him and you'll be the one to say yes or no. Your papa in Paris might as well be on the moon for as much as he has to say about it."
"But—" Louysa said, and stopped still again, her mind raced at the speed of light. She looked at Angus, actually taking note of the man for the first time. He was tall. His hair was Viking red. His shoulders were broad as an ox. He moved with the grace of an accomplished swordsman. He was clean-shaven. His complexion was clear, as long as you overlooked the freckles. Other than that, his face was completely average, which meant he was pleasant to look at. In short, Melle was right. He was a hunk.
Louysa's face blossomed into the broadest smile it could hold as she made eye contact.
Melle elbowed her in the ribs. "Don't give away the farm."
"What?" Louysa asked.
"Quit flirting."
"I'm not."
"Yes, you are! Girl, you and I are going to have to have a long talk in front of a mirror. You just told him he can have anything he wants."
"I did?"
"Yes, and you told him he doesn't even have to take you out to dinner to get it," Melle said. "Odette, you'd better run interference." The last two words were English.
Odette didn't catch Melle's meaning. "Do what?"
"Get in the way," Melle said. "Let him know he's got to work for it. Tell him he can call on her at the gallery, tomorrow or the next day. That will give him some time to cool down. Right now that smile she just gave him has him as randy as a stallion looking at a mare in heat."
Fortunately, Angus' French was quite good because Odette's English was a long way from conversational.
****
The group of girls had spent last Wednesday evening in Marcantonio's just down the street from the art gallery. This Wednesday they were at Castalanni's, who purportedly had the best pizza in town. They were there without Louysa's sister Odette in spite of Odette's doubts, fears, and trepidations about Louysa being out without her. But she had to admit that Grantville was safe. And five girls were an adequate chaperone.
Even though Odette was younger than Louysa, she was married. The girls thought of her as an adult, but accepted Louysa as an equal. A bit odd perhaps, but still an equal. The girls were all younger than Louysa, yet most of them, in so many ways, were much more mature and definitely more experienced than their host. Louysa was the host because Louysa was buying.
"What are we getting?" Anna asked.
"The same thing as last week. Remember? We agreed to decide who has the best pizza," Elke Schmidt, the vice president of the Animation Club, said.
"That's silly," Anna said. "Pizza is pizza."
Tanja translated for Louysa who was still far from fluent in the German-English mixture that passed as the common language of Grantville's high school students.
Elke smiled. It was fun to be one up on Anna. "You haven't had a lot of pizzas from different places have you?"
"No. I usually eat at home. Eating out is expensive," Anna replied.
[image: pizza]"Well, you and Louysa are in for an education. The cheese varies. The sauce varies. The crust varies. The baking varies. The service varies and that affects the mood you're in, and your mood affects how you like the pizza. Trust me. You are going to see a big difference."
"Yeah, right," Anna said.
"Hey, the unfair part of it is that how hungry you are changes how much you like the pizza," Mouse—Caroline Abodeely—announced.
She was the youngest of the lot, and for now at least the only up-time girl pursuing animation. This conferred preferential treatment and landed her a spot on the reviewing committee, which she wouldn't have gotten for several more years if she had been a down-timer or, oddly enough, if she'd been a boy. Even an up-time boy. While Fred was the treasurer, the truth was Anna ran the club and Elke ruled it. Like a prime minister and a queen, between the two of them it was clear. Girls ruled and boys drooled. The girls were in charge. Being on the committee put Mouse in the upper tier and gave her a place at the table.
"So," Anna asked completely out of the clear blue, after Elke took note of her taking note of a near-by table full of boys. "What kind of kisser is Angus?"
Mouse squeaked the squeak which gave her her name.
Elke kicked her co-officer under the table.
Tanja blushed, but translated the question. Hanna blushing, said, "Anna, that's rude."
"What?" Louysa asked at the same time.
"What kind of kisser is Angus?" Anna asked again. And Elke kicked her again, harder. This time Anna kicked her back.
Mouse squeaked again and said, "Hey, I'm in the middle." As the youngest she got stuck on the corner of the table. "The two of you stop it."
"What kind of question is that?" a truly puzzled Louysa demanded.
Anna shrugged. "A simple one. I want to know how good a kisser your boyfriend is." Elke read Anna's covert glances and was sure Anna was pleased to see the boys were eavesdropping.
"How would I know that? And if I did, I surely wouldn't talk about it."
"You mean he hasn't kissed you yet?" Anna demanded.
"No. Of course not. We're not betrothed. I've heard of your quaint German custom of fenstering, but let me assure you that a well brought up Huguenot girl's family is not about to wink at a man coming in through the window to spend the night."
"He hasn't even kissed you good night?"
"No, of course not," Louysa said.
"That's strange," Mouse said. "Everyone gets a good night kiss at the end of a date."
"It is not a French custom. Or at least it is not a Huguenot custom. Who knows what kind of foolishness Catholics get up too? Besides, what would Odette be doing while Angus is kissing me? Standing there and watching?"
"You mean you haven't been out with Angus without Odette being along?"
"Certainly not. Do you have any idea how long I had to argue just to come out tonight without a chaperone?"
Anna spoke over Louysa. "Louysa, you're eighteen. You can do what you want."
"I only managed to be here without her tonight because she thought the five of you would be enough of a chaperone for decency's sake. She certainly is not about to let me go off alone with some Scotsman."
"Strange," Mouse said.
"No, it isn't," Elke replied. "Actually it's the common way of things. It's your up-time ways here in Grantville that are strange."
"Really?" Mouse asked.
"Really," Elke replied.
"But if you don't date how do you know if you like the person or not?" Mouse asked.
"Mouse, it is entirely possible for a bride to see her husband for the first time the night they get married," Hanna said. Hanna was the quiet one of the bunch. "My sister just got married a year ago. The boy came from back home. Well, his family used to live back home anyway. They haven't gone back either. But someone knew where our rabbi went. And he knew where my sister's husband's family went. And when Papa wrote that we had not just one synagogue but several, and about the opportunities here and the family's booming business, they agreed it made more sense for him to come here than for her to go there.
"You might as well say she had never seen him before he got here. She hadn't seen him in years. They certainly didn't spend any time alone together before they got married. She got lucky. He grew up into a handsome fellow. I think he was a bit disappointed. My sister is on the plain side and way too skinny. But, she's a good cook and he seems happy. She's happy. They just had their first child and they got lucky. It's a boy and he's a redhead. So they got lucky twice."
"A redhead? But you're Jewish." Mouse objected.
"So?"
"Jews don't have red hair," Mouse pointed out.
"King David did. Joshua did. It's considered a blessing."
"Really? I didn't know that." Mouse's voice sounded halfway apologetic. Then she came back with a bigger more pointed question. "You mean your sister didn't have anything to say about it? It was really an arranged marriage?"
"Yes. Why should she have anything to say about it? Our parents knew his parents. They're good people. They're observant and he was raised to be devout. He did well in yeshiva and the rabbi thought well of him. They were sure they'd make a good match and that they'd be happy."
"Yes, but . . . well, what if she didn't like him?" Mouse asked.
"She'd have a lifetime to learn to like him," Hanna said.
Mouse squeaked. "Oh, yuck. What if he was mean to her? What if he beat her? I mean, I've heard about this. I just never knew anyone who'd done it."
"Oh, it might happen once, I guess. But if he ever did, I'm sure my father and my brothers would persuade him to never do it again."
A couple of the girls snickered.
****
"Well," Louysa said, "One day Papa, my stepfather really, will arrange a marriage." Melle had told her things were different in Grantville. But Louysa hadn't really given any thought to how that applied to herself. Yes, Angus had taken them out to dinner but that really was as far as it went in her mind. She was from Paris, after all, and would be going back. So what happened in Grantville would stay in Grantville. "I won't see whoever Papa picks until he comes to dinner to look me over. If he does. It's possible I won't see him until my wedding day. I'll have to quit painting, I guess. I won't have time to take care of a house and raise children and paint too."
"That's just plain wrong, Louysa. You're a good painter. You shouldn't have to quit," Mouse protested.
Louysa shrugged. "At least Papa is not in a hurry. Odette is younger than I am and she's already married. She's happy. He's a good man. She's expecting."
"But what if he wasn't nice?" Mouse asked.
"Mouse?" Anna asked. "Plenty of up-timers make bad choices and end up splitting up, don't they?"
"Well, yes."
"Don't some of them stay together even though they're unhappy?"
"Yes, I guess so."
"Well, for us, our family is supposed to look things over and make a good match. You are supposed to find someone you fall in love with. Just because you fall in love doesn't mean he's a good match."
"But," Mouse said, "Louysa says she'll have to quit painting when she marries."
"Didn't some up-time women give up careers to marry and have kids? Isn't that the same thing?"
"Sort of, I guess. But it's not like they were painters making art. It would be a shame for a great artist to have to quit when she could hire help to cook and keep the house and babysit the kids."
"If Louysa stays in Grantville, she can do that, and she can marry whoever she falls in love with. Or not get married at all, if she doesn't want too. I guess if she wants that, she'll just have to decide if it's worth not going home," Elke said.
"Who would look after me?" Louysa asked.
"You're a bright woman. Why can't you look after yourself?" Anna asked.
"Here's the pizza," Hanna said.
****
"Odette, I'm hungry. Let's go get a pizza," Louysa demanded.
Odette sighed. Pizza was fine every now and then, but ever since her sister discovered pizza she wanted nothing else. When Louysa found out Lyman kept an ice box in the back room along with the electric hot plate, she put her leftover pizza away for breakfast. She swore she'd rather have cold pizza for breakfast than anything else.
While they were sitting in Marcantonio's, sipping wine, waiting for the pizza to come out of the oven, Louysa said, "The wine is better in Paris, but I don't think I am going to want to give up pizza."
Odette found herself wondering what was going on in her sister's head. "Well, get the recipe. You can make it at home." If she did, it would be a change. Louysa never went into the kitchen anymore; not since she was nine and sold her first painting. Even before that, she was more trouble than she was worth in the kitchen. Once she became an economic asset, her mother told her to get out and go paint.
"That won't work," Louysa explained. "The kids were telling me about it. Even though we order a plain cheese pizza every time, each one is different. Part of a pizza is the oven. You need the right kind. They said it needs to be hotter than an oven for baking bread."
"You are never going to get an up-time oven in Paris." She'd seen the one with the electric range top in the house where they rented a bedroom. They chose not to buy kitchen privileges, settling for just the shared bathroom. She did, however, do some cooking at the gallery once Melle showed her how to use the hot plate.
"The oven here is made of brick and it is wood-fired," Louysa said. "Someone could do that in Paris and then they could sell pizzas."
"If the baker's guild would let them."
"There is that," Louysa agreed. "But I'm not going to want to give up pizza."
"Well, get used to it. We're only here until Pierre comes back."
Louysa got a faraway look, almost as if she was painting. Odette got worried in response. She knew how stubborn and irrational Louysa could get. Would they have to build a special oven just to feed her when they got home? Or worse? Surely the silly girl couldn't be thinking of staying. Yes, she was more alive than she had been in years. Yes, she had friends and admirers. Yes, she was making more money than ever before. But surely she couldn't be thinking of not going back to Paris? You could leave Paris for a while, but how could you even think of living anywhere else? Besides, Pierre would not even hear of it. No. It was unthinkable.
But, unthinkable or not, Odette found herself thinking it, while fearing that Louysa was thinking it too.
****
"Sister, Angus is taking me to see a tomato plant this afternoon."
Odette looked up from the light box desk Lyman had installed for Samuel Franklin, an artist and animator. Any time Samuel wasn't using it to work on flipbooks, she was.
"I wish you would ask first, Louysa. Samuel is painting today and I really want this book finished before Pierre gets back."
"True, you need to work on that. If Pierre objects, you might never finish it."
Odette found herself wanting to object. She wanted to say, "'He will understand." She wanted to say, "He has the soul and the eye of artist, but he just can't paint. He is going to fall in love with making flipbooks then it will be all right if his wife assists him." She wanted to scream, "It just isn't fair! Who gave him that much power?" Before Grantville, Odette had always known God gave Adam power over Eve, and through Adam, men were given power over women. She still knew that but . . .
But nothing! There were more important issues at stake here. Like a certain "date" her sister had just announced. "He just dropped off two baskets of tomatoes yesterday and there are still lots left for you to study. Won't that keep you busy for today?"
"He wants me to go see a garden with him. I said yes."
Odette knew the signs. Louysa was going. She sighed. Her hopes of spending the whole day working while Samuel painted were dashed. "When is he coming for us?"
"He's not. You're not going."
"What?"
"Angus is taking me on a date to see a garden. Just the two of us." Oddly enough, the English word slipped seamlessly into the French sentence. The up-time idea represented by that simple four-letter English word, however, did not slip seamlessly into the French life and thinking of Louysa's sister.
"No! No, he is not! You are not going anywhere without a chaperone. Especially not with a suitor! It was wrong of him to ask!"
"Oh, he didn't. It was my idea. The girls were shocked that I hadn't been out with him alone. This is Grantville."
"Louysa, Papa sent you away from Paris in Pierre's keeping. Pierre left you in Grantville in my keeping. You know full well, if we were home Papa would never let you go on a date. If Pierre were here, he would not allow you to go on a date. You wouldn't even ask. I can't let you do this."
"Odette, this is Grantville. I'm over eighteen. Here that is a legal adult. I can make my own decisions. You can't stop me. Stay here and work on your flipbook so it will be done when Pierre gets back."
"Louysa, please. Be reasonable. We are from Paris. Decent and honorable people do not go on dates without chaperones. If people find out, how will Papa find you a decent husband?"
"This is Grantville. What happens in Grantville stays in Grantville."
"Yes, Louysa, I've heard them using that phrase. It's wishful thinking. Right is right and wrong is wrong, and going on a date without a chaperone is wrong!"
Louysa smiled. "Then I will be wrong. When Angus marries me, he won't mind."
"And what if he doesn't ask? You know if he asked Papa the answer would be no. Even if he is a Calvinist, he isn't French and he is a mercenary."
Louysa got that look in her eye. And Odette closed hers and prayed.
****
When Pierre got back to Grantville and saw the outrageous price the gallery was asking for one of his sister-in-law's paintings he blew up and roundly cursed Lyman Seeley as a conniving swindler who had no real intention of selling her paintings. Pierre was sure he was just using it to get people to come into the shop so he could sell them something else. Odette took him for a walk so he could calm down and she could explain the facts of the matter to him.
When they came back, Pierre said to Lyman, "I need to apologize for being rude earlier. I didn't realize you'd already sold two paintings at that kind of a price. I really still can't quite believe you are getting over four times what I could get in Paris."
"Don't worry about that," Lyman relied. "I don't speak a word of French, so it's not like I knew what you were saying. Shoot, I'm barely getting my mind around German. At my age, it ain't easy picking up a new language. You can't teach an old dog new tricks. Welcome back, by the way. How did the trip go?"
Pierre winced visibly. "Not well. My usual sources have all raised their prices. The days of the Germanies being the home of low-priced paintings are dead. It's your fault, you know."
"How do you figure that?"
"Anyone with the time and the money to travel in Germany these days has been to Grantville recently. They've been in your shop and they've gone to the artist's market in the park. It got them thinking of buying art and paying your prices for it." Pierre shuddered.
"Then your Mary Simpson in Magdeburg let all of her friends know she wanted donations or at least she wanted to borrow paintings for a public showing. People with no previous interest in art suddenly needed something to donate or at least lend, so they all went shopping. Increased demand without an increase in production means higher prices. I can't pay what they're getting now and still sell it a profit in Paris like I could before. I don't know what I'm going to do. Half or more of what I sold was German artists."
"Well, cheer up." Lyman said. "Your people back home are doing a booming business in flipbooks. We just sent them another hundred copies of The Dragon's Treasure. You need to look at Samuel's new series about dragon fights or Graham's The Belle Ascending and place an order. I wish your wife would sell me her Sprout to Fruiting flipbook. But I can understand. She'd rather take it home and get it printed up there."
Pierre's body couldn't make up its mind if it wanted to blush or go pale and it tried to do both at the same time, with mixed results. Pierre was having a real problem with his wife—his newly pregnant wife—producing art, especially marketable art. Making a living was his job. He couldn't do it by making art and the idea that she could was sticking in his throat.
"Have you shown it to him, Odette?" Lyman asked.
"What?" Odette responded to her name. She was picking up German in her stay in Grantville, but she'd missed what Lyman and her husband were talking about. It was business, so she was politely not listening.
Pierre asked, "He wanted to know if you had shown me the flipbook you are drawing."
She went to the roll-topped desk with the light-box. She handed Pierre the stack of cards that made up the unfinished book. He flipped it and was surprised, pleased, jealous, and disappointed. He struggled to keep from being outraged and enraged. "It's not finished," he said, in a marvelously calm and neutral voice.
"The sketches are done. The single line drawings are nearly finished. With the light-box it's easy. Let me show you."
She sat down and turned on the light. One of her frames was under the clamps on the glass with a half-finished clean line drawing over the sketched picture. "With the light you can see through both sheets so all you have to do is trace the picture for the finished line drawing. You've got a good hand." She stood up. "You, try it."
Just when Odette's scheme of getting her husband involved in drawing flipbooks so she might have a chance of being allowed to keep drawing was about to get started, the door chimed at Louysa and Melle's entry into the gallery. Like Pavlov's dog, Pierre glanced at the door and then stared in shock at Louysa's transformation. Her clothes were no less loose than before, but the top draped in flattering contours and the slim skirt swirled fetchingly at her sides. The deep sapphire and warm honey colors brightened up her complexion and drew welcome attention to her sparkling eyes.
"You look marvelous!" Pierre exclaimed. "And to think I was worried you might show up in pants."
"But these are pants," Louysa said, pulling the fabric aside to show him the cloth was sewed in separate tubes for each leg. "So practical too. No possibility of getting my skirt flipped by wind or a fall."
"Ah, but it still looks like a skirt," Pierre noted. "This style will be all the rage in Paris once we get back."
"Once you go back," Louysa corrected him. "I'm not going to Paris just to turn around and come back. I'll be here waiting for you."
"What do you mean you're not going?" Pierre asked. "And why would I come back next year when there was nothing to buy this year!"
"Everyone will come after they outlaw Huguenots in France," Louysa replied. "And it doesn't matter if you have no paintings to buy, we can just sell mine."
"That's fifty years away and it might not happen at all," Pierre observed.
"Things are different now," Louysa insisted. "It will happen, perhaps. It could happen tomorrow. Or it could not happen at all. Still, we're not safe in France. We are safe in Grantville. I'm staying."
"You can't," Pierre said. "Your family is in Paris. There is no one here to look after you. We can't just leave you here."
"Yes, you can. I'm Mister Seeley's apprentice. Besides, I'm over eighteen. Anna told me I can do what I want. And my paintings sell here for much more than they do in Paris."
Pierre couldn't argue with the last statement and it bugged the absolute life out of him. So he demanded of his wife, "Who is Anna?"
Before Odette could answer him Louysa said, "Besides Angus hasn't asked me to marry him yet."
Pierre demanded an answer very loudly. "Who is Angus, and why isn't he talking to your father if he wants to marry Louysa?"
Melle spoke up. "Angus is a sergeant at the airfield. If he wants to marry Louysa, which he does, he'll ask her, not her papa. That is the way it is done here."
Pierre looked at his wife and was not at all pleased with the hint of defiance he was sure he was seeing in her posture.
Pierre looked at Lyman who was trying rather hard to be invisible and mostly succeeding. "Is that true?" Pierre asked in German.
"Is what true?" Lyman asked.
"That here a man does not ask a father if he can marry his daughter, but instead asks the daughter and the father has nothing to say about it?"
"Pretty much so," Lyman replied.
"Merde!"
No longer invisible, Lyman said, "It looks like you folks have a lot to talk about. I'm gonna flip the closed sign and go get me a doughnut. You can have the place to yourselves for as long as you need. Melle, you comin' or stayin'?"
"I'd better stay," Melle said.
"No need," Pierre announced in German. "We aren't staying. We're going to go see the pastor and let him talk some sense into my sister-in-law."
"Lots of luck with that," Melle said in German also.
Pierre could clearly hear the smirk in her voice.
****
Samuel, having been warned by Melle, was waiting in the street outside the Presbyterian Church when a pale Pierre, a red and subdued Odette, and an unruffled—even serene—Louysa exited the church office. "Pierre," Samuel called out and approached the visibly shaken man, "let's go get drunk! You need it and I deserve it."
****
[image: bottles]An angry Frenchman walked into Tip's bar. It was a very nice bar, with electric lights and an impossibly perfect mirror showcasing a kaleidoscope of exotic bottles. The gorgeous array of colored glass spoke to his artist's soul. And, for a moment at least, the Parisian art dealer forgot his anger. Slightly calmer now, Pierre looked over the available options and chose a good French wine, something familiar and comforting to soothe his frazzled nerves. "Champagne. Bring the bottle!" Pierre declared.
"Beer," Samuel told the barmaid.
"I can't believe it!" Pierre said to Samuel. "The pastor supported her in her rebellion. How can he claim to be a Christian, much less a Calvinist? A good Calvinist pastor could never have said what he said. A proper Calvinist church could not stay open in a town that allows what this town allows. But that man pronounced those heretical teachings without any shame. None at all! He even seemed proud of his heresy!"
Samuel nodded understandingly and asked, "What exactly did he say?"
"He said Louysa is over eighteen and therefore is a legal adult and can do as she likes. Angus is a fine young man and a candidate for deacon when he marries! With the Good Lord as my witness, how could they possibly consider making someone a deacon of the church when he's getting married without permission from the girl's father? It's obscene! Those people do not deserve to call themselves Calvinist!"
Samuel sat quietly nodding and listening, understanding fully just how overwhelming Grantville could be.
"Times change," he said. "Women aren't property anymore."
"When were they ever property? You can't buy and sell them! It takes a dowry to get rid of them!" Pierre objected. "And I can't believe the amount of involvement he said the ladies have in the running of the congregation. He said they sat on the church council! One of them even chairs the church council! That should be left to the men. No wonder the pastor supported Louysa's obstinacy. What passes for a church here in Grantville is corrupted and disordered beyond all recognition. You might expect it of Catholics. One knows the Catholics to be corrupted and in need of reformation. But the man claims to be a Calvinist!
"Grantville is just plain scary. You allow Anabaptists to openly worship. Grantville is overrun with them. There are at least three congregations, and, I'm told, each of them has beliefs contrary to the others. Not that anything the Anabaptists get up to is surprising. They aren't interested in reforming the church. They strike at the very root of what it meant to be Christian. They want to tear the church down and rebuild it to their own contrary vision, even if they can't agree on what that vision is.
"But one expects more sense of a group claiming to be Calvinists. And, worst of all, they sing hymns in worship! They gave over the proper chanting of scriptures, even the ones arranged by Calvin himself. They've taken to singing popular songs, even if they call them hymns! They just are not appropriate for solemn worship!"
Pierre backed off of his rant when the barmaid set a beer in front of Samuel and a wine glass in front of him, into which she poured the first round.
"What is this?"
"What you ordered, sir. Champagne."
"But there is something wrong. I ordered wine, not beer. This has bubbles in it."
"It's a sparkling white wine. That's what makes it champagne."
"No! Being from Champagne in France makes it a Champagne wine. This is spoiled or unfinished." He glanced at the bottle and took note that it was labeled in German. "This is not wine from Champagne!"
"No, it most certainly is not. It's not just wine, it's champagne. It is something new and special. It would have been from Champagne in another hundred years, but a man here in Grantville didn't feel like waiting and he had a winery here in Germany make it for him. It's new and it's quite popular. When you ordered champagne, I assumed you knew about it. You ordered it. We opened it. You are at least going to try it. If you don't like it I'll take it back. But it is what you ordered and even if I do take it back, I will still be charging you for the glass I poured."
"That is rather impertinent."
The waitress shrugged.
He picked it up and felt the chill. "It's cold!"
"That is the way champagne is served."
Pierre grimaced and took a sip. He was not expecting a pleasant surprise. "Not bad. But it is not what I thought I was ordering. If I ask for cognac, will it be from Cognac?"
"Is that a place too? A cognac is a type of brandy and our cognac is from here in Germany."
Pierre turned to Samuel. "It is not enough that they steal Calvinism and twist it beyond all recognition. Now they are stealing France, one name at a time!" He threw his head back and turned the bottom of the wine glass to the ceiling. "Leave it!" He told the barmaid. "It will do to get drunk on and if I'm paying for it anyway, I'll drink it!"
She shrugged. "If you don't like it, I'll take it back. You only have to pay for the one glass."
"I said leave it. You don't have a French wine on the list, so this will have to do." His raised voice drew attention.
Pierre groaned. "How can the future be so disappointing? Even your art doesn't measure up. The paintings from the future in the art gallery, they are rough, unfinished. You can still see the brush strokes! The ones for sale in the park are just the same. Some have great passion and vitality! Some would be fantastic if the artists would only take the time to finish them first! Arrgh!"
Pierre tossed back another glass and slumped back into his chair. "Well, that is only true of some of the paintings, the ones similar to today's art. But most of the artists are experimenting with future styles of art. Like Impressionism or Pointillism. Have you seen Impressionism? It's just blurry smudges of color representing a real painting. At least that is better than that abstract nonsense. Or gah . . . Cubism! The only thing good you can say about Cubism is that at least it came from Paris! And even two or three hundred years from now, surely the artists starved to death. There is nothing in Grantville I can buy. It either costs too much or it's unfinished or it's just plain crap!" He paused his rant in order to refill his glass.
"The only thing here my father-in-law would consent to hang is me."
The barmaid overheard Pierre. How could she not? The whole bar heard everything the man had to say. She blinked at this non-sequitur and called out, "Your father-in-law will hang you for a painting? Do you think you are that pretty?" Her French was good even if it wasn't proper Parisian.
There was a snicker or two from the few who understood her comment.
"No!" Pierre growled. "But yes! He is going to kill me and make his daughter a widow."
"Just because you couldn't find any paintings to buy?" she asked. "That seems a bit harsh."
Pierre finished another glass and laughed bitterly. "Who cares about the paintings? I'm dead because I've misplaced his daughter. I came here with my wife Odette and her older sister, Louysa. Now that it is time to leave, only my wife is coming back. Or maybe not. The way she keeps talking about all the marvels of Grantville, I may be making the trip to Paris on my own!
"So? Listen to your wife and don't go back," the barmaid suggested. There was a murmur of agreement.
Pierre scowled and took another hit of the champagne to avoid having to respond. He turned back to Samuel and quieted down quite a bit. "This champagne is like so many things in Grantville. It is just not what was expected. It is not bad. You might even say it is good. But it just does not measure up." Another long swallow of the strange wine undermined his words a bit, but he continued on.
"Nothing here is what it should be. For all of its mechanical marvels, Grantville is full of disappointments. Why, in Paris I've turned down better paintings than some of what I see for sale here. Yes, the painters here have an odd and interesting vitality," Pierre admitted while carefully upending the remainder of the bottle into his glass. "But they do not measure up! Impressionism? Disturbing? As if it were life seen by a drunk? Perhaps unsettling is a better word. At least the idea is from Paris even if it is a future Paris that now, thankfully, will never be. But the world isn't ready for it yet. You can say the same thing about Pointillism. Again the paintings are interesting. You have to step back to see the shapes in the picture. Up close it is just a mess of dots of color. But I can't hang them in the gallery in Paris. They are just too strange, too outrageous.
"Grantville shames mankind. They can build flying machines and automobiles, light without heat and heat without fire, but they cannot create a society of decency and order. And now they have seduced my sister-in-law to lawlessness.
"What am I going to tell Louysa's stepfather when I get back to Paris? 'I'm sorry, sir, but I seem to have misplaced your stepdaughter in Grantville?' "
A quick gesture to the attentive barmaid to refill his drink left the second bottle of sparkling white wine by his elbow like the first.
"I'm never going to make him understand what has happened. The man is going to have to come up here and fetch the girl home himself. He's never going to be able to trust me again. Not only am I not coming back with the paintings we need to keep our walls full, I've lost Louysa and, for the life of me, I have no idea what I am going to tell him. How can I explain something I don't understand myself?"
The increasingly maudlin Frenchman watched as Samuel finished his beer and waved for a refill. "Pierre, if you cannot buy what you expected, then buy what you can. That same father-in-law you are afraid of has already ordered a third shipment of flipbooks because they are selling at a handsome profit. If your Paris gallery really does have paintings that can't sell in Paris but are as good as what is selling here, why not just ship them to Grantville instead? Especially with the higher prices on paintings here! If you can't import, export."
Pierre looked at the Welshman over the top of his horizontal wine glass and forgot to keep swallowing. The sparkling wine ran down his chin. He set the glass down and closed his eyes. When he opened them he picked up the bottle to top off his glass then poured a generous amount into Samuel's empty beer mug, emptying the bottle.
"If I don't go home, I don't have to tell him I lost his stepdaughter. You are right. There are dozens of aspiring artists in Paris we can buy paintings from on the cheap. They will sell at a much higher price here. And if I send him a crate of this stuff, he can take a few bottles to different wine sellers who might like a new novelty. It is really quite good, once you get used to the idea. Parisians will love it. Perhaps all is not lost.
"Perhaps if we wait a bit Louysa will be willing to return home. Surely she will miss Paris before too much longer."
When the barmaid brought the next beer for Samuel, Pierre said, "Bring me another bottle. And where can I buy a crate?"
****
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Innsbruck, Tyrol
“It is a good protocol,” Claudia de' Medici said. “We agree with Dr. Guarinonius that We need for it to be uniform.” She gestured at Dr. Bienner. “Let it occur.”
Bienner, having a considerable amount of experience in understanding the regent, scheduled a “plague summit.” Innsbruck, not Bolzen. Matthias Burglechner, the Innsbruck chancellor, had a fascination with both local history and statistics. He wasn’t young any more, but would certainly want to have one or more of his sons involved in the project. Or, perhaps, he could use it to bait a hook to catch young Motzel. His mind wandered off into only vaguely related topics of personnel and administration.
Diane Jackson showed up from Basel with both of the relevant Baden-Durlach margraves in tow, Georg Friedrich protesting mightily that there were things going on in Swabia that were more important than attending meetings about plague, of all things. Plague, in his opinion, was just a fact of life. She also brought Tony Adducci.
General Horn sent an up-time military medic, Bob Barnes, as his representative—he also sent a letter that he was too busy dealing with the four Irish colonels to come right now or to send any of his senior staff. He apologized that Barnes was so young, barely twenty, but pointed out that the young man’s father, Warner Barnes, had recently transferred from the USE Department of State to the staff of Herr Piazza, the president of the State of Thuringia-Franconia. He expressed a sincere hope that this connection might be perceived as giving the boy sufficient rank that his presence at the table would not offend the well-born and highly esteemed regent of Tyrol, or any other territorial rulers and mayors who might be present in person.
Bernhard sent Raudegen on from from Württemberg, adding a couple of the Englishmen on his staff. Phillip Skippon, from Norfolk, had been on the continent for nearly twenty years and been married to a German wife for a dozen of them. Lawrence Crawford, not much older than Barnes, was Kamala Dunn’s regular translator. They picked up Barnes on the way and spent most of the trip worrying about spread of the plague by the various military units moving around, USE units as well as others. They mapped out a sanitation campaign.
Barnes and Adducci, having been in high school together, expressed their delight at the reunion by first banging each other hard on the shoulders and then starting to wrestle.
Marcie Abruzzo made them stop.
“I’m sorry, Your Grace,” she said that evening. “It’s some kind of a guy thing.”
“A ritual.” The regent nodded. “Rituals are an important part of civilization.”
Section 5. “Das ich bishero etwas unfleisig in schreiben gewesen,
bitte ich nicht in ungutem zu vernehmen, und hatten mich abgehalten
die stets werenden occasionen und travailli.”
Hüfingen in Fürstenberg, Swabia
Count Egon von Fürstenberg, the eighth of his line to bear that name, was born a younger son. Fully realizing that the income he drew from his family’s mountainous hereditary lands could never support the family he hoped some day to have, he entered the service of Austria as a boy.
Faithfully, for a quarter of a century, he carried out the tasks that Ferdinand II, Holy Roman Emperor and advocate of the Counter Reformation, assigned to him. He fought for the Empire, for the Catholic League, and for the Empire again.
Now, having survived both of his older brothers and his younger brother, with only one nephew to claim a share, his income was larger than he had originally expected it ever would be.
So were the calls upon it. He had his family. In the course of their fifteen years of marriage, his wife had borne him eleven children. Ten of them were alive, healthy, flourishing, and likely to grow up. They would need educations, dowries. . . . A fatherly mind boggled at the very thought of the expense involved.
So here he was, in his mid-forties, looking at a world in which the emperor he had served was dead, his heir had replaced the Holy Roman Empire with an Austro-Hungarian Empire, and Austria had abandoned his hereditary lands around Heiligenberg, as far as he could tell, to the un-tender mercies of a Swedish Lutheran, an up-time Calvinist heretic, and a United States of Europe that conducted popular elections.
The fact that Wilhelm Wettin had won the election was no consolation. Wettin was as Lutheran as the Swede, not to mention that he had renounced his title.
He could lie down on the floor.
If you were willing to be a doormat, you would always find someone willing to walk on you.
Or he could do something, before it was too late.
Upper Swabia had one advantage over many parts of the Germanies. It was a long way away from Magdeburg. It was not yet firmly under the Swedish heel.
Count Egon did what a man’s gotta do. He called a meeting.
****
[image: swabia]“While I realize that my status as a former commander in the imperial forces may make my motives suspect in the eyes of some of you, I am in no way ashamed of my allegiance to a Holy Roman Empire that had endured for over eight hundred years until the imprudence of Ferdinand II’s heir . . .” Count Egon von Fürstenberg paused in his oration. He had managed to gather together a considerable delegation from the Catholic Reichsritterschaften and small principalities of southern Swabia. He had no expectation that they would all join him, but . . . while other people—Gustav Horn, mainly, but others as well—were distracted by Irish dragoons in Württemberg, he could focus on what, in his opinion, amounted to saving whatever could be saved from the debacle of the USE and its up-timers.
He wasn’t going to suggest to any of them that they submerge themselves into his own County of Fürstenberg, Heiligenberg sub-line. Aside from its being Catholic, no one here was likely to see much advantage in that offer over being submerged in Gustavus Adolphus’ proposed Province of Swabia. No . . .
“At which time the advantages of forming a wholly voluntary Fürstenberg Union or, if you will a Fürstenberg Confederation on the model of the Swiss cantons in Swabia, occurred to me . . .”
Count Egon glanced around, taking in the temperature of the room. A vigorous man, he had fought under Tilly; fought under Maximilian of Bavaria. Right now, he was fighting for a way of life he had no wish at all to abandon.
“No matter what the Swedish emperor of the United States of Europe may promise us, no matter what provisions in regard to freedom of religion have been placed in their constitution, it remains the case that in June of last year, at the Congress of Copenhagen, he appointed Margrave Georg Friedrich of Lutheran Baden-Durlach as his administrator of their proposed Province of Swabia.”
There were isolated hisses at the name.
“Don’t hiss. Cheer. Remember what happened to him at Wimpfen in 1622.”
A few people did cheer.
“Gustavus Adolphus has kept his Lutheran general, Gustav Horn, at the head of regiments that have been moving through and battening upon our Swabian lands and people for the past three years.”
True enough. No reason to mention that most of Horn’s activities had gone into Fabian tactics designed to keep Bernhard of Saxe-Weimar, equally Lutheran, out of those same lands.
“No province governed by such men will be an easy place for Catholics to live.”
He gestured toward his guest of honor, Heinrich von Knöringen, the prince-bishop of Augsburg. Or, more precisely, the bishop of Augsburg who had been a prince-bishop until quite recently when Georg Friedrich of Baden-Durlach had informed him, not too gently, that in the USE, ecclesiastical princes no longer exercised secular jurisdiction.
Not much reaction. People read the newspapers. The margrave’s tame publicists had been careful to ensure that a lot of words about freedom of conscience and untrammeled right to worship had appeared in print, wafting and swirling around the hard fact of the vanishing of Bishop Heinrich’s court system into the developing Province of Swabia’s bureaucracy. Time to lighten the presentation.
“Gentlemen, like so many others, I have sent researchers to the up-time town of Grantville, the source of so much of the technology used in the Swede’s recent successes. I found . . .”
He paused for dramatic effect.
“I found that in another three-hundred-fifty years, the names of our lands had been expunged from the history books. Heiligenberg was a winter spa, to which people came to ski on the mountains and sit on balconies as they admired Lake Constance. The only significant amount of material on a Count Egon von Fürstenberg who existed in the twentieth century that my agents could locate pertained to . . .”
He paused again, to allow the others to realize just how seriously he was willing to embarrass himself for a worthy cause.
“. . . a designer and manufacturer of women’s clothing. Admittedly, the man appears to have been a wealthy, socially prominent, and successful, if somewhat eccentric, designer of women’s clothing—but still, in essence, he was a common tailor. The thought of my descendants having degenerated to that . . .”
He paused again.
“It simply turns my stomach.”
The room erupted in a buzz of whispers.
“On the table in the antechamber . . .”
A servant swept open a curtain that had divided the two rooms.
“On the table in the antechamber, each of you will find what little—and I do emphasize the word ‘little’—my agents were able to locate in their encyclopedias that pertains to your lands as they were known in that world. May I now suggest a pause for refreshments as you take this opportunity to look at these materials that show so clearly what is in store for us if this appalling ‘modernization’ process cannot be halted, or at least slowed.”
****
Diane Jackson frowned. “You couldn’t persuade your father not to do this?”
Friedrich of Baden-Durlach shook his head. “I know that you think that he should focus primarily on your apprehensions in regard to Bavaria, especially considering that Augsburg is right on the border and very likely to be a first target if Maximilian decides to take advantage of the emperor’s focus on Saxony and Brandenburg this spring. However, the task he has been assigned is the creation of a USE Province of Swabia. With Horn absorbed in the cooperative mission with Brahe and Utt and . . .” He paused. An expression of profound distaste crossed his face. “. . . and Bernhard, he felt obliged to use part of the garrison stationed in Augsburg to, ah, emphasize to several of the smaller territorial rulers along the Swiss border just how unfortunate it would be if they took the temptation being offered by Egon von Fürstenberg seriously.”
“Did it occur to him that such pointed emphasis will only serve to reinforce Count Egon’s fears, and their fears, about how southern Swabian Catholics would be treated in a USE Province of Swabia?”
Friedrich of Baden-Durlach looked surprised. He was. Honestly surprised.
****
“It’s your problem, Kanoffski.” The grand duke of Burgundy looked exasperated. “Though it’s a real nuisance that now you won’t be available for the Lorraine campaign. Barring the unexpected, the Sundgau and Breisgau are entirely your problem. Consult with Erlach on general policy, of course. However, make sure that everyone—the Landesadel, the city officials from Freiburg down to the most rural of country towns, the village councils—everyone who is anyone—is fully aware that they are now part of Burgundy. Defections will not be tolerated.”
“So, basically, I am to inform the local worthies, ‘It’s best if you don’t even think about allying with Egon von Fürstenberg. Let me assure you, though. If you should think about it, do not act on your thoughts.’ With an addition that if they do act on their thoughts, ‘steps will be taken.’ I should be accompanied on this tour by enough force to make the point clear to even the least perceptive and attentive.”
“Precisely.” Bernhard smiled. “That’s what I like about you, Fritz. You have such a quick grasp of the essence of a situation.”
“Just remember that a lot of them are likely to interpret these purely political measures as religious ones—that the Protestants, being in power, are taking an opportunity to stomp on the rights of the Catholics.”
“Get Moscherosch to write up a batch of propaganda for you. You know what we need. Something along the lines of, ‘It’s all really for your own good. Honestly.’ He has a real talent for manufacturing that sort of thing.”
****
“Dr. Bienner, this is—coming right at this juncture—immensely annoying.”
The chancellor nodded.
“We do not need distractions in Swabia just as We have reached a critical juncture in Our negotiations with both the USE and Burgundy.”
Bienner nodded again.
“Let Our administrators in every Tyrolese possession in Swabia be made aware that We will take a very, very, very dim view of anyone in the Tyrolese possessions in Swabia who conspires with Egon von Fürstenberg.”
“It shall be done.”
“Add a postscript. Something on the order of, ‘And if you’re in the Breisgau or the Sundgau, or any other historically Tyrolese possession currently administered by the Grand Duchy of Burgundy, including Alsace, just in case you aren’t taking what Grand Duke Bernhard tells you seriously, just try it and you’ll have to deal with Us.’”
Bienner’s secretary added another point to the careful notes he was taking.
“And . . .” The regent tapped a finger on the table. “Contact the imperial administrator of the proposed Province of Swabia. Let him know that We will move two of Our regiments into the Vorarlberg and Vorderösterreich as a precautionary measure against the development of dissent there—and that We are prepared to use them in cooperation with any measures he may feel required to take in regard to dear Egon.”
She smiled. “That should add a certain . . . ecumenical . . . dimension to the persuasive efforts that Georg Friedrich and Bernhard will no doubt feel impelled to make.”
The Imperial City of Leutkirch, Swabia
“I know what it is,” the mayor of Ravensburg said. “The up-timers even have a word for what they are doing. It is ‘big government authoritarianism.’ Some call it ‘totalitarianism.’ I do not believe we must necessarily subject ourselves to it.”
The other heads in the banquet hall swiveled toward him. “Do you have any suggestions?” someone asked. “Any options?”
“A century ago, during the Reformation, some former Swabian imperial cities ‘turned Swiss.’ ”
That lay on the table for a while.
“Be practical. We all realize, if we have given thought to it, that our cities, individually, no longer have the size, wealth, and influence to be recognized as ‘city states’ on the model of Augsburg or Ulm by the USE and given seats in the House of Lords.”
“It’s worse than that. The USE hasn’t even offered us the option of a collective ‘bench’ representative such as the prelates and imperial knights had in the Reichstag. They are determined to reduce us to the status of mediatized small towns within their ‘Province of Swabia,’ no longer self-governing, with all our history lost.”
That lay on the table, too.
“We may not be what we once were under the Hohenstaufen,” the mayor of Lindau said, “but by all that is holy, we are still more than a batch of overgrown villages.”
“Will the Swede allow us to secede, or will our citizens suffer?”
“We wouldn’t actually be ‘seceding from’ the USE, never having been formally accepted into it. The Province of Swabia remains in the ‘planning stage.’ Legally, we will just be declining a proffered invitation.”
“An invitation at gunpoint.” That came loudly, if anonymously, from one of the mayors seated well down the table.
“We can even say, ‘Thank you, very much’ as we decline it,” another mayor snorted.
“How would the cantons respond?” That question, from the influential mayor of Constance, was a signal that the suggestion floated by Ravensberg was not being discussed here as merely a straw in the wind. Some of the cities had been thinking about the possibility before this day’s meeting.
Throughout Swabia, various city councils started to murmur; whisper; think about it; and, a surprisingly short time later, take action.
****
“What do you think, Egon?”
“Let’s write off the lowlands. Write off any territory inside the County of Burgundy. Warn all of our friends whose lands are easily accessible to regiments on foot or on horse that they need to be extremely circumspect. Focus our attention on the mountains—landholdings around Heiligenberg and on the Swiss border, which it would be very expensive, in men and materiel, for the USE to move against. That’s where we should build our new confederacy now. There may come some other day when it will be practical to expand it further to the north, but for now, keep it in the mountains.”
Bolzen, Tyrol
“So. These documents complete the agreements pertaining to the entry of Tyrol into the USE as a state.” Philipp Sattler nodded. “With the modifications you have accepted, the new regency council for your sons should prove to be very satisfactory. May I say, Your Grace, that Tyrol has done rather well out of this, largely at the expense of the proposed Province of Swabia.”
Claudia de' Medici looked at him calmly. “Tyrol deserved some recompense. Some territories which properly should belong to this county are no longer within the USE at all.”
De Melon put his fingers over his mouth to hide a smile at her veiled reference to the Breisgau and Sundgau. The regent and Bernhard had managed to hide not only the finer points of their pre-nuptial agreement, but their matrimonial intentions altogether, from Sattler—and, presumably, from the remainder of the USE bureaucracy, all the way up to the emperor.
With Francisco Nasi, one could never be sure. If the spy had guessed, or even knew, he had apparently chosen not to bring the matter to the attention of his superiors.
Lorraine
After the latest depredations by Arpajon’s men, Haraucourt and Thysac took matters into their own hands.
It seemed inappropriate to mention to Clicquot or Marchéville, much less to Monsieur Gaston, that Arpajon was under arrest.
They just might not understand.
It seemed even less appropriate to bring up the topic that they had secretly sent messengers to Grand Duke Bernhard offering to open the gates of Commercy on condition that their own and the other of Duke Charles’ regiments, with the exception of Arpajon’s, be allowed to march out with honors.
They assured the grand duke that Arpajon’s men could easily be segregated from the remainder.
Bernhard raised a bushy eyebrow at the rest of der Kloster.
“It could be a mask for treachery,” Bodendorf warned.
Rosen chewed on the right side of his moustache. “They’re the two who chased Fernando’s men back into Luxemburg.”
“Can we ask them for some kind of security?”
Haraucourt offered precise directions to the manor where his wife and daughters lived.
“Good enough for me,” Rosen said.
Bernhard nodded.
That much went well.
Unfortunately, Monsieur Gaston and his senior advisers hid themselves among the stable hands and slipped out of the trap.
Schwarzach
“The intended marriage is going to be something of a shock to the USE officials. Especially the provisions in regard to the Breisgau and the Sundgau. If you are serious about the proposed modus vivendi,” de Melon suggested, “what about a sweetener?”
Bernhard raised a bushy eyebrow.
“Throw in the agreement of both parties, yourself and Claudia de’ Medici, that if the two of you leave no surviving children, aside from what reverts to Tyrol and will thus be an integral part of a USE state anyway, the County of Burgundy as a single entity will become a USE province.”
Bernhard raised that eyebrow even higher.
De Melon spread his hands wide. “It was just a suggestion.”
“It’s a damned good one,” Kanoffski said. “Carrots with your sticks, Bernhard. We’ll all be dead by the time it might happen. Offer Gustavus some carrots.”
Bernhard turned his mouth into something more the shape of a prune than a carrot. “Secret articles.”
De Melon smiled. Hooked. Now to reel him in. It was such fun to design secret articles and put them into treaties.
Besançon and Innsbruck
The intent of marriage between the grand duke of the County of Burgundy and the regent of Tyrol, by birth a grand duchess of Tuscany, was announced simultaneously in both capitals.
It was followed by swarms of newspaper reporters and widespread diplomatic shock, a flurry of radio traffic, and a medley of indignation, fascination, and—at the French court, at least—horror.
“You have to admire her,” Cecelia Renata said in Vienna. “At least I do. Claudia is . . . enterprising.”
“I can’t say I expected it,” Maria Anna commented in Brussels. “Maybe I should have, when we didn’t get additional information after she went to meet with him last month. It does make sense. A lot of sense. For both of them.”
Then someone leaked the proposed modus vivendi.
International suspicion focused on a deliberate leak by way of Bernhard’s publicist.
Magdeburg
Wilhelm Wettin exploded. “I thought these were two separate sets of negotiations, Philipp: one having to deal with Tyrol’s proposal and the other with the one coming from Burgundy. The only common thread was that you had to go south to deal with each of them.”
“The real ‘common thread’ in my negotiations with both Claudia and Bernhard was real estate in Swabia—his, hers, theirs, and what each of them would really like to add to their existing holdings.” Sattler assumed a meditative expression. “Acquisitive pair, I must say.”
“At least,” Mike Stearns said, “we got Tyrol’s entry through both houses of parliament and signed by the emperor before they dropped this bombshell.”
Wettin frowned. “It will just make it harder to get the emperor to accept the modus vivendi.”
“Ah,” Hermann of Hesse-Rotenburg said. “Have you seen Bernhard’s latest addition to the proposal? No?” He handed Wettin a memorandum. “Your brother is clever. The emperor is quite pleased at even the most remote prospect that at some undefined date in the future, if unlikely contingencies come to pass, Burgundy might possibly become an integral part of the USE.”
Wettin raised a bushy eyebrow. “Pleased enough to issue the apology that Bernhard wants?”
It occurred to Sattler in passing that the two brothers resembled one another to an extraordinary degree, at least physically.
Weimar
The odors of sausage and fried apples wafted out of the Hortleder family dining room.
“Look, Papa.” Anna Catharina dropped the newspapers next to her father’s place at the breakfast table. He was running late, this morning, so instead of his usual slice of cold bread at dawn, the family was eating a cross between breakfast and lunch at mid-morning. “Your clerk was so excited when he saw the news that he ran right over here with them, rather than taking them to the office as usual.”
She looked at her fingers with distaste and picked up a hot, wet, napkin to wipe the ink off them.
Hortleder perused the stories; then handed each paper in turn to Gary Lambert, who did the same.
The napkin followed to each reader, finally coming to rest next to Frau Hortleder’s plate.
“What do you make of it?”
“Bernhard is maturing. I have been following his career with interest, of course. One does that with former pupils.”
“Papa,” Anna Catharina said. “What?”
Hortleder smiled indulgently at his only daughter. “He is no longer the young general of two years ago who felt that he had proved himself at Breitenfeld and who therefore felt his honor was impugned by Gustavus’ slighting comments—who felt that Gustavus didn’t believe that he was good enough to accomplish the things he set out to do. Neither, though, is he yet the icy man whose calculations, in another world, took the fortress at Breisach in a quite different way than he occupied it in this one.”
Hortleder laid his fork down. “And, perhaps, by the grace of God, he will never, quite, become that man in this world.”
Lorraine
Haraucourt and Thysac, suffering from seriously injured pride, offered to pursue Monsieur Gaston and his associates.
“Don’t catch him,” Bernhard said. “Gaston is more trouble than he’s worth. Just keep chasing him, and delaying him, until I notify you to let him cross the border into the Spanish Netherlands. I’ll send runners ahead. Fernando can have someone there to arrest him. Ultimately, he’s Fernando’s problem, not mine. It wasn’t Burgundy that granted him political asylum in the first place.”
Bolzen, Tyrol
Marcie entered the regent’s office in response to the little bell (“just like an old-fashioned school bell, handle and all” she told Matt) that was always on the table by Claudia’s side, along with her clock. No one could say the lady wasn’t punctual.
“Finally,” Claudia de' Medici said. “A letter from the grand duke. It seems like it’s been forever.” She pried off the wax seal. “He must have realized that I would say ‘finally.’ The first thing he does is excuse himself for not being more diligent in writing to me, using the excuse that he’s been busy lately.”
Marcie had felt a little doubtful about being drafted to help the regent decipher letters from her fiancé. Probably better her than Dr. Bienner or some other bureaucrat, though—much better than one of the court’s gossipy Italian ladies-in-waiting. Once she realized that Grand Duke Bernhard was not inclined to put intimate statements into writing, her mind had become easier. “With everything that’s going on in Swabia, he probably has been dreadfully busy.”
“He writes just the way he speaks,” Claudia said as she peered at his latest missive. “Absolutely practical and straightforward. There are no literary flourishes in his German. As I am teaching myself to deal with his handwriting, I have noticed certain cues. He consistently uses ‘gk’ where many place just a ‘g’ at the end and ‘p’ rather than ‘b.’ Here, for example, he places Margrave Georg Friedrich of Baden in ‘Augspurgk.’ He writes Donau as ‘Tona;’ Donauwörth as ‘Tonawerd;’ Dresden as ‘Tresten’—what’s going on in Dresden? Dinckelsbühl is ‘Dinckelspill.’ Sometimes it’s easier to start with the proper names and then work around them.”
Marcie nodded “I did notice, when we were at Schwarzach, that even his casual conversation has a rather rat-a-tat-tat quality. His use of so many explosive consonants in his writing just reflects his pronunciation, I suppose.”
[image: thaler]Claudia worked her way through the letter. “He is concerned about recruitment problems and the cost of recruitment bonuses. He’s allotting four hundred Thaler for a company of horse; two hundred Thaler for a company of foot. That’s enough per man to make it worthwhile for boys to join. He feels a need for more systematic funding for the army, given that receipts from France are so irregular, not to mention inadequate. He plans to issue directions for holding regular annual appropriations sessions of the Estates in Burgundy and set up one common body of Estates for the county as a whole. He’ll let the traditional local Estates, chosen however has been customary, continue to meet, but only to deal with local matters.”
“Just tell ‘em so, will he?” Marcie grinned. “Elect a parliament, or else, guys. Representative government by fiat.”
“Grand Duke Bernhard has very little tolerance for ineffectiveness.” The regent waved her hand at the neat piles of paperwork on the table. “Well, neither do I. Though I have to ask myself. Why am I developing a fondness for this impatient, irascible, utterly single-minded man? Why does he, sometimes, even amuse me?”
Marcie looked at her. “I don’t know if you’ve found this out for yourself yet, Your Grace, but life’s a lot easier if you at least like the guy you marry. Maybe amusement will do for a start.”
****
“Grand Duke Bernhard wishes he were receiving better intelligence. Doesn’t everyone?” Claudia commented, holding the letter up to the light. “Part of this is water-damaged.”
“The messenger who delivered it was soaked to the skin,” Marcie said. “There are some kinds of drenching rain that will go through just about anything—plastic raincoats just as much as waxed leather, so it isn’t an up-time versus down-time kind of thing. The wet will find any available crack.”
“He has fired a disobedient commissary who refused to bake on command. I should certainly have done the same in his place—he was only requiring thirteen thousand pounds of bread and gave the man two days’ advance notice.” She tilted the paper. “I think there was more here about the importance of the regular furnishing of provisions as a way of keeping the troops contented.”
Since this seemed to be only common sense—Marcie remembered the comments that guys up-time used to make about MREs—she didn’t add anything.
“He wishes that I would . . .” Claudia frowned. “What is this?”
“Speak with the margraves of Baden? Deal with the margraves of Baden about something? That might be it.”
“Perhaps. The ink has run too badly. I will have to send him another letter and ask him to repeat it.”
The regent didn’t sound as irritated by needing to write him an extra letter as she might have been, Marcie thought.
Magdeburg
Amalie gestured.
The footman who had brought in the trays, being well trained, bowed, backed out of the room, closed the door, and stationed himself on the outside. The mistress of Hesse House did not appreciate untimely interruptions.
“Do you suppose that the emperor will actually issue an apology?” The dowager countess of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt put the first topic on the table. It was a fascinating question that had been occupying Magdeburg’s parlors for quite some time.
“Now? I never have expected him to, and surely Bernhard’s latest actions in Lorraine have come very close to destroying any prospect that the emperor will accept the modus vivendi.” Eleonore Dorothea of Anhalt-Zerbst, wife of Wilhelm Wettin, stirred sugar into her hot chocolate. “If only he weren’t so . . . bothersome. Sometimes I suspect he does these things just to irritate his brothers.”
Elisabeth Sofie of Saxe-Altenburg opened her mouth and chanted softly, in English,
Speak roughly to your little boy,
And beat him when he sneezes:
He only does it to annoy,
Because he knows it teases.
“What?” The eyes of several indubitably adult women fixed on one of the teen-aged girls in the room who were there, in theory, to observe and learn—not to contribute their opinions.
“It was in one of the up-time books that Helene Gundelfinger gave me to read. There’s a copy in the school library, now, too. Don’t you think, sometimes, almost, cousins Wilhelm and Albrecht, and even Ernst though not so much so, act like the grand duke were still an annoying child?”
“Instead of an annoying grown man?”
“No sugar, thank you.” The abbess of Quedlinburg, who also was Wettin’s cousin, preferred her chocolate dark and bitter. “Sofie Elisabeth has a point. None of Bernhard’s actions in Lorraine have been aimed directly at the USE.”
“They can be interpreted, by those who wish to so interpret them, as self-aggrandizement in an arena where it isn’t in the USE’s best interests.”
“In cooperation with the king in the Low Countries, who is the emperor’s uneasy ally at the moment.” Amalie made a slight face. If Fernando were not the USE’s uneasy ally at present, life would be easier for Hesse. Or, at least, Hesse’s prospects for self-aggrandizement in the Rhineland would be better. “If they succeed, he’ll do as well out of it as Bernhard.”
“Gustavus won’t like that, either.”
“He can’t do anything about it now,” the abbess said. “Not with the eastern front opening up. In any case, if he has to choose between Bernhard and Fernando in Lorraine or the French in Lorraine—which was the situation when this started—he would, aside from any possible loss of face, have to prefer the former.”
“Why?” Sofie Elisabeth poked herself into the adult conversation again.
“France and the USE are the mill wheels. Lorraine is—always has been and always will be—the grain ground between them. If there’s no grain, the wheels grind directly upon one another and cause much more damage to themselves.”
“So the modus vivendi will go through?”
“Probably. On the condition, in everyone’s mind but not publicly spoken, that in another six months, another year, there will always be another roll of the dice. Have you seen the van de Passe cartoon with the crowned heads of Europe dicing for lands and people?”
“Hasn’t everyone?”
Germersheim, Province of the Upper Rhine
General Brahe and Colonel Utt, on behalf of the USE and the SoTF respectively, had stayed busy chasing the Irish dragoons. After the raid against the Merckweiler-Pechelbronn oil fields, they kept up the pursuit across the Province of the Upper Rhine, managing to capture the four colonels’ baggage train before it crossed the Rhine at Germersheim.
That was the good news.
The bad news was the discovery of sick people in it. One of the down-time medics proclaimed loudly that the illness was plague.
Nürtingen, Duchy of Württemberg
Gustav Horn found it hard to believe that he was sitting in his tent, politely entertaining the envoy from Bernhard. This time the previous year, he had been busily maneuvering to keep the man out of as much of Swabia as possible, so Gustavus Adolphus could operate untrammeled in the north.
He had not liked Bernhard back when they were forced to work together under the king—the emperor. They had quarreled. He still did not like Bernhard. The man was reckless, prone to take unnecessary risks, overanxious to force things to a decision, and . . .
“There is plague to the southeast, coming up from Marseilles, moving toward this region. The grand duke is instituting all possible preventive measures. The three Paduan physicians . . .”
This upstart Colonel Raudegen’s voice went on, floating past Horn’s ears. “Strict quarantine at the borders . . . the up-time nurse . . . small capacity for manufacture of chloramphenicol will probably not prove to be sufficient . . . universities of Basel and Strassburg . . . would appreciate it if you would contact the faculty at Tübingen . . . all possible resources . . . certain that your own medical experts have warned you . . .”
Horn rested his forehead on his hands. “May God preserve us all.”
****
“It’s confirmed.” Måns Ulfsparre, recently a captain, now a colonel, and Nils Brahe’s liaison with Horn for the duration of the Württemberg combined action, shook his head. “When General Brahe stopped the baggage train of the four Irish colonels on the left bank of the Rhine, before it crossed to Bruchsal, there was sickness. One of our medics yelled ‘plague.’ We hoped he was an alarmist. He wasn’t. They had, indeed, picked up plague at some point on their journey from Euskirchen down the old Jakobsweg and then through Lorraine.”
“I suppose this means that you suspect that there was also plague among the Irish dragoons.”
“If there was not, it would be a divine miracle. The people from the baggage train itself are not such a problem. General Brahe has instituted a strict quarantine at Germersheim. No one has been permitted to leave—not that some haven’t tried. Our men arrested two and shot one when he tried to run. We’re providing food, so no one in the camp starves. Fulda sent DDT and antibiotics. And, at least, we have a vague idea where they picked up the ‘infected’ rats. It has to be rats, we suppose. That’s where the up-timers say plague comes from.”
“How does it help to know where they got it?”
“At the insistence of the three Padua doctors sent by the regent of Tyrol and the up-time nurse, Frau Dunn, the grand duke has cooperated in setting up a strict quarantine of the border between northern and southern Alsace. Strassburg and Mülhausen have also instituted quarantines for travelers coming from the north. If those succeed, we hope that the Franche-Comté can close its western border with France and thus buffer the Grand Duke’s Swabian territories—and, incidental to that, buffer you."
Luxemburg
Monsieur Gaston ran like a frightened rabbit.
Haraucourt and Thysac pursued.
The whole thing was such a pleasure.
Zuñiga and Salcido were waiting right where they had promised to be.
Gaston was sent back to Brussels to be kept in custody.
Clicquot and Marchéville were also sent to Brussels, where they were likely to face considerably more severe disciplinary measures.
Not, however, until the senior officers of both parties sponsored an immensely enjoyable dinner, each side paying the expenses of the other.
It was always such a pleasure to meet true masters of one’s art and craft, even if they did happen to be on the other side.
It was always possible that at the next encounter they would be on one’s own side.
“I wonder why Puylaurens isn’t with him,” Salcido said. By that time, they were on their fourth bottle of good Moselle wine, so his thought evaporated into the air.
Schwarzach
“Triumph,” Moscherosch said. “I just love writing about triumphant victories. It’s so much easier than wallpapering over near defeats, much less real defeats, or trying to interest the readers in waffling, interminable, negotiations.”
“Which reminds me,” John said. “Somebody will have to negotiate an agreement about what to do with Lorraine now that they have it.”
Moscherosch looked up. The left corner of his mouth quirked. The quirk spread upward to his left eye, across to the other, and down to the right corner of his mouth. “Do you take suggestions?”
“Yes. Of course.”
“From a publicity standpoint . . . Shall we have another ‘Ladies’ Peace?’ That will truly bring in the readers. All sorts of historical folderol about the 1529 Treaty of Cambrai between Margaret of Austria, who was regent in the Low Countries, for her nephew, the Holy Roman Emperor Charles V, and Louise of Savoy for her son Francis I of France. See if the king in the Low Countries will send his queen. Maria Anna is always a reliable draw for readers. The regent . . . Claudia is a regent . . . We can sort of fuzz it that at Cambrai, it was Margaret of Austria for the Habsburgs . . . An end to interminable warfare. Peace, prosperity, and enough happiness to go around. Much better than a lot of diplomatic droning.”
“They aren’t married, yet,” John said. “Practically, Claudia can hardly negotiate on the grand duke’s behalf if she isn’t his wife.”
“Well, make her his wife. In time for the negotiations. I can do something with that. Just think. Call the people who fly the Monster. Coverage of the arrival of the ladies. Wedding coverage. Talk about golden opportunities, just landing in our laps.” Moscherosch was close to incoherent with delight.
****
“Ye gods and little fishies,” von Kanoffski said that evening. “I hate to say this, Bernhard, but your little pen-pusher has a point.”
Von Erlach nodded solemnly. “Yes. It’s clear that noble self-sacrifice is called for. You can’t put it off any longer. It’s definitely time that you get married. Not some time this year or next year, but right now.”
Kanoffski grinned. “I think we all suspect just how much of a sacrifice that will really be.”
After Bernhard went back to his office, Kanoffski said, “Five thousand USE dollars, Lutz, that she’ll give birth by . . . umm, well, Christmas would be cutting it a bit close. Make it Epiphany.”
“Done.”
****
“The only thing I really hate about this marriage,” Claudia said the evening before the ceremony, “is having to leave the children behind. They belong in Tyrol, of course, but still . . . It was hard to leave Vittoria behind when I married Leopold. She was only four years old. But I knew there was no way that the Tuscan authorities would let me take her. As a special kindness, they allowed me to keep her with me during my widowhood, but I was living in Florence at the time—in a convent, under my family’s direct supervision. As a girl, she doesn’t inherit Urbino, but she does inherit the private fortune of the della Rovere family, and has been betrothed to my nephew since she was eighteen months old. They won’t let her out of their hands if they can possibly help it, but at least she’s with my mother.
“Now . . . to do it all over again. They are six, five, four, and three. Isabella Clara is so sweet and lively. Leopold used to call her ‘Pumpernickel.” No grandparents with them; no aunts or uncles. I can visit them, of course. That’s written into the provisions for the new regency council. Once a month, using the Monster. Maybe, when the boys get older, they can visit me for longer times. It would be logical. They should get to know their Swabian territories . . .”
Matt Trelli nodded. “It’s the way things go, though. Say what you will, Your Grace, people up-time had to leave their kids behind sometimes, too. Steve Salatto and Anita Masaniello left their little girls in Grantville with their grandparents when they were sent down to Würzburg in 1632. If Marcie and I had gotten married earlier and had kids, I’d have had to leave them behind all the time I was deployed in Franconia.”
“Men always leave their children behind,” Marcie said. “Always have and always will. That’s one of the prices that we’re paying for equality. Now women have to leave their kids behind, too. Remember the Gulf War?”
Claudia stood up. “I only wish that I hadn’t let them talk me into putting Isaac Volmar on the regency council. Yes, he is a lawyer, doctor utriusque juris and all that. Yes, he hates the French, if that’s a qualification. Basically, though he does not agree with this marriage. He will be a disruptive element. He will do everything in his power to alienate the other regents from me, and to make difficulties with the USE and with Herr Piazza when he comes to assist with the changes that are necessary under the new constitution.”
****
Marcie undid her braids. That’s how she was doing her hair these days—braided and twisted into a chignon—long was really easier than short down-time, unless a person was the type for a pixie cut, which no hairdresser outside of Grantville itself was willing to tackle, anyway. “Now see, Matt, she’s brought us along on her staff, so you’re in Swabia where you wanted to be and can go fight plague to your heart’s content. Aren’t you glad, now, that you didn’t blow up at her after the first meeting back in February.” She started brushing ferociously.
Matt fought down his irritation. Sometimes he got a little tired of Marcie’s relentless practicality.
She kept talking. “You know what, though? I get along fine with the regent, but Duke Bernhard gives me the chills. It must be something like marrying that character Marlon Brando played in The Godfather. This is a man who looks like his motto ought to be ‘Damn, but I’m good,’ if ever I saw one.”
“He is good.” Matt reached for his toothbrush. “From everything I’ve been able to pick up, he is good, in precisely the way you mean it. Very good indeed. Maybe better than is good for him. Or for us.”
****
“It’s not going to be a very impressive wedding ceremony,” Bernhard said. “There just wasn’t time to arrange for large numbers of internationally prominent guests—or even for delegates from them. Nils Brahe is dashing over from Mainz to represent Gustavus Adolphus. The queen of the Low Countries will be here, since she was coming to Nancy in any case. Since the papal dispensations for you have been flying along on the radio waves, the archbishop of Mainz is coming with Brahe to represent Pope Urban VIII. My brother Albrecht and his wife. That’s about all, though.”
Claudia patted his hand comfortingly. “Don’t worry about it. It’s not as if it’s the first time I ever got married. My wedding to Leopold had all the splendor anyone could have asked for, but he borrowed almost all of it from either the Fuggers or Bavaria and I didn’t enjoy the bear-baiting that was included in the entertainments.”
Bernhard looked a little disconcerted. “Even so . . .”
“We wouldn’t want to give a bad example by having a big gathering, when we’ve forbidden them for other people because of the plague. What would it look like to your average town mayor if his daughter is required to marry quietly at the church door, with no guests but immediate family, and then the grand duke himself held a huge party?”
“Even so . . .” He swallowed.
“Also, it wouldn’t be fair to the residents of your capital for you to put on a really impressive ceremony here at Schwarzach. That’s aside from the problem that even if we packed the monastery and every house in the town to full capacity, Schwarzach just doesn’t have room for hundreds of prominent guests with their entourages. The Rhine river bottoms in the spring are not a favorable location for pitching elaborate tents. And, as soon as it’s done, we have to leave—we have to go to Nancy for the negotiations. When guests travel a long distance, they expect to stay for a while.”
He took a deep breath. “Even so . . .”
“After the negotiations are over, we can do a formal and spectacular ‘entrance’ into Besançon. That will be a good substitute. We can do it at some later date when we have the time and the city has had a chance to make preparations. Really superb public celebrations don’t occur spontaneously. There’s a lot of planning involved.” Claudia’s voice trailed off . . .
Bernhard developed hopes of completing a sentence.
“In the autumn,” she resumed. “September or October are good months for ceremonial events. We can do an ‘entrance’ then, if the plague has abated. I’ll mention it to Moscherosch. He can include it in the press releases.”
“Will you pay attention to what I am about to say!”
Bernhard could achieve a truly impressive voice volume when he was in the mood.
Claudia blinked.
****
“It’s really hard to make much out of this,” Moscherosch complained. “What am I supposed to write?”
The grand duchess told the Abbot Georgius of Schwarzach that if he knew what was good for his monastery, he would conduct a Catholic ceremony. He knew what was good for his monastery. The grand duke told his chaplain Daniel Rücker to conduct a Protestant one following that. Rücker, being Lutheran, appeared to be actually happy that the grand duke did not consider the Catholic ceremony sufficient. The grand duchess, presumably, then went to confession and told her own chaplain that she had, for reasons of political expediency, willingly gone through a Protestant ceremony, after which, also presumably, he assigned her some kind of penance.
“Honestly, that’s not exactly what the reading public is waiting for. They want fairy tales. Romance.”
Kanoffski laughed. “You could try adding that the groom wore his best leather buff coat, the members of Der Kloster having persuaded him that full body armor would give the wrong impression altogether, and the bride wore the best dress she had with her, which went surprisingly well with that red hair, given that it’s pink. He pulled some of the gems and jewelry out of his hoard, more or less at random, to decorate her with, too.”
Moscherosch looked at him with utter disgust.
“A bet,” Reinhold Rosen said. “A bet, Fritz. I’ll lay you a thousand USE dollars that she’ll be pregnant within three months. Well, make that conditional on his not having to hare off on campaign somewhere.”
“Sorry, but I’ve already got a wager going with Erlach. Find another victim.”


PART III
April 1635
Section 1: “Unser volck ist dermassen obedient und behertzt gewesen,
das ich es nicht genuch beschreiben kan.”
Nancy, Lorraine
“Newspapers,” Doña Mencia de Mendoza announced happily. “Frankfurt on top.” The lady-in-waiting cum shrewd political advisor deposited the pile in front of the queen in the Low Countries.
As a response to the Irish colonels’ raid upon Pechelbronn–—ostensibly, at least–—the King in the Low Countries has proclaimed his annexation of the left-bank territories of the archdiocese of Cologne, their former employer, and moved his army into them, despite some previous rumors to the effect that they, like Cologne city-state itself, would join the USE. He has reached a detente with the USE, negotiated by the Republic of Essen, in regard to this move, by promising not to make any effort to annex the city state of Cologne itself (with hinterland) which is already a city-province of the USE.
Maria Anna looked up from her reading. “Sounds impressive, doesn’t it?”
Claudia de’ Medici, formerly regent of Tyrol and currently grand duchess of the County of Burgundy by virtue of her third marriage, which had taken place a scant couple of weeks before, giggled. “Wait until you get to the next paragraph. The writer becomes more opinionated.”
That accomplished, this upstart “king” has extended his “protectorate” over Metz, Toul, Verdun, and northern Lorraine while the emperor of the USE is preoccupied by the campaigns in the east. He has accompanied this action with many sanctimonious statements in regard to how the ineffective government of the Lorraine duke creates openings for such events as the recent passage of the Irish dragoons formerly in the employ of Ferdinand of Bavaria through Lorraine and beyond through the Palatinate and into Swabia (see editorial below in regard to the scandalous lack of alertness on the part of the USE military that permitted the Pechelbronn raid) and the incursion by Gaston d’Orleans.
“Not bad,” Maria Anna said judiciously. “A person can almost envision the editor frothing with righteous indignation as he writes.”
Bernhard of Saxe-Weimar, brother of the new USE prime minister who has so ineffectively responded to the recent spate of Committee of Correspondence-instigated riots, with equal sanctimony, has seen fit to occupy southern Lorraine. Officially, he also has disguised this act of sheer political opportunism as a response to the Pechelbronn raid and Monsieur Gaston’s adventurousness. What the USE now faces, therefore, is a bastardized “joint protectorate” over Lorraine, the specific terms of which were, we hear, negotiated by Maria Anna quondam archduchess of Austria now claiming the title of queen and Claudia de’ Medici quondam grand duchess of Tuscany, now claiming the title of grand duchess of the county of Burgundy.
This time, it was Maria Anna who giggled. “Is that why Bernhard picked that particular title, really? So he would be equal to the one you had by birth?”
“It’s as good an explanation as any. Personally, I think it’s the result of being the youngest of the surviving sons. He wants to score off his older brothers by ending up with more than they have. More land. More prestige. Umm–not more endless forms of address on his correspondence. More, more, more. It’s one of those tendencies I will have to try to moderate with time. He’s really quite brilliant in his own way,” Claudia said kindly. “He was just at the wrong age when his mother died—not quite thirteen. He needs a woman’s influence.”
Both participants in this travesty have stationed occupying forces in Lorraine.
Maria Anna peeked out the window at streets filled with marching men. “Why, what do you know? So they have.”
****
Jacques Callot produced a series of engravings to supplement the one of some years earlier, The Horrors of War.
The past couple of years had created enough new horrors to make it worth his while. Now there were such things as the death of Hans Richter in his flying machine, the death of the diver in Copenhagen, the sinking of the ironclad ship—the new technologies to insert as a counterpoint to the continuation of the “traditional” types of horror in this spring’s Lorraine campaign.
Balthasar Moncornet produced a series of not-necessarily-flattering engraved portraits of the important guests and visitors. Like van de Passe, he had purchased the copies of Daumier drawings that were published from photographs taken in Grantville.
[image: books]Both did reasonably well from the current turn of events. As Moncornet said, the van de Passes weren’t the only people in Europe who were capable of producing graphical comments on society and politics. Both sets also sold quite well at the Frankfurter Buchmesse, making a substantial profit for both the artists and the publisher—their very own Lorraine ducal court printer, right here in town.
Nancy had its own resources when it came to satire.
****
Bernhard strode into Claudia’s private room. “My Lady Wife, we have a guest. A rather unwilling guest, but a guest nonetheless.”
Claudia looked up. “Dr. Volmar?”
Dr. Volmar, formerly chancellor of the Tyrolese administration in Alsatian Ensisheim, was clearly rather unwilling to be a guest. Each of his arms was firmly held by a rather large member of the grand duke’s uniformed bodyguard.
“We—well, Moscherosch, to be precise, along with some of his friends who are prone to publish the occasional supposedly funny political commentary—have determined that he is the author of the satires.” Bernhard did not seem inclined to be amused.
“The ones about the new constitution in Tyrol? I suspected as much, but aren’t they covered under the new ‘freedom of speech’ and ‘freedom of the press’ provisions?”
“Those,” Bernhard said, “And yes, they are. But that is not all.”
Volmar was looking sicker and sicker.
“He also wrote the rude satires on our marriage,” Bernhard said. “The obscene ones. The ones which insulted your dignity, your . . .”
“My decision to marry a French-allied Lutheran,” Claudia said. “Dr. Volmar’s pro-Austrian sympathies are well-known.”
“Your honor, your virtue . . .”
“The fact that I have been married three times now, with some unfortunately spicy allusions to the probable events of our wedding night.”
“I found the allegations based upon the fact that several years ago, the Tyrolese commander of Breisach had named two of the bastions ‘Leopold’ and ‘Claudia,’ combined with his comments on my conquest of the fortress, particularly rude and offensive. He will now,” Bernhard said, “do penance. Very suitable, since he is, after all, a Catholic, and thus may regard it as an opportunity for contrition on his part rather than retribution on my part. Let us move this discussion to the grand salon and send for every important person who is still in this city.”
****
The grand duke had copies of the satires. All of them. No individual pamphlet was particularly thick, but together they amounted to quite a pile of ink-printed rag paper.
The personal satires, only. The grand duke invited impartial witnesses to observe that the purely political satires on Tyrol’s entry into the USE, no matter how venomous, were not included in the stack.
“No,” the grand duke said in answer to the chancellor’s stammered request. “You may not boil them. You do not deserve the courtesy of a kitchen. Neither may you have water, beer, or wine with which to wash them down.”
“My Lord and Husband,” Claudia protested. “The man is past fifty years of age.”
“Old enough to think before he picks up his pen to write. He will swallow his literary productions uncooked.”
In the presence of the assembled dignitaries, Dr. Isaac Volmar ate his words.
Magdeburg
“So Charles IV remains titular Duke of Lorraine,” Philipp Sattler said.
“God in heavens, why?” Prime Minister Stearns was not happy.
“Something to do with the principle of legitimacy,” Francisco Nasi answered. “Both Claudia and Maria Anna apparently consider it to be important. Would you care to apply your excellent mind, Michael, to figuring out why that is the case?”
Sattler kept going. “He’s titular duke of a Lorraine which somehow during the negotiations has absorbed the intermixed former ecclesiastical principalities of Metz, Toul, and Verdun and any number of French enclaves. Their bishops will remain bishops, but no longer sovereign princes—not that they have actually been sovereign princes since the French occupation, in any case. That’s old news. The French have held all three dioceses since 1552—the Holy Roman Empire has just refused to recognize the occupation as legal for the past eighty years.”
Nasi nodded. “I’m sure that seemed familiar enough to the king in the Low Countries. He’s already absorbed Liège. I expect the left-bank territories of the Archdiocese of Cologne to vanish in the same direction just any minute now, since Gustavus is preoccupied in the east. If Essen doesn’t nibble some of them up, of course.”
“I agree,” Sattler said. “The emperor has been made aware of these developments.” His face took on a frustrated expression. “By the time the emperor has time to consider the implications, it will probably be too late for him to intervene outside of outright war.”
“Which the USE cannot afford. Not two fronts.” Stearns said it, but Wilhelm Wettin would have if Stearns hadn’t gotten there first. If neither of them had said it, Hermann of Hesse-Rotenburg would have. There were a few topics on which the USE cabinets, current and shadow, were pretty much unanimous.
Nasi kept going with his original train of thought. “The Spanish don’t have these independent ecclesiastical principalities that were dotted through the old Holy Roman Empire. Fernando doesn’t like them. Plus, being a Habsburg, he can make a colorable claim that he’s merely righting a past injustice to imperial principalities.”
Sattler cleared his throat. “A very pastel shade, to be sure. I assure you that neither Fernando nor Bernhard had, from the beginning, the slightest intention of returning Charles IV from Brussels to his hypothetical domains. Not given his rather clear lack of talent for either civil administration or military enterprise, combined with his overweening self-esteem, not to mention his matrimonial and extra-matrimonial tangles. Duchess Nicole has indeed, as rumored, petitioned for a legal separation.”
“So?” Stearns drummed his fingers on the table.
“For the time being, they have established Lorraine under a ‘joint protectorate’ of the king in the Low Countries and Grand Duke Bernhard, with Claudia de' Medici as the official regent. Not only is her mother Christine of Lorraine, which makes her the first cousin of this whole generation of the ducal house, but the theory appears to be that she’s likely to look out for the interests of both her current husband and the Habsburg relatives of her prior husband and her children—the king and queen in the Low Countries being among such relatives. For day-to-day administrative purposes, she will be represented on-site and in practical military matters by Johann Aldringen. They’ve hired him jointly.”
“Aldringen?” Wettin exhaled with surprise. “That’s . . . Really, that’s a brilliant choice. If I were still a field commander, mind you, I’d prefer not to be facing off against Aldringen. But with Franz von Mercy out of the picture—if Aldringen is going to be facing off against someone, I’d far rather see him in Lorraine opposing the French than also working for Ferdinand III with the prospect that he might be facing Gustavus some time soon.”
“Yes, I’m sure that’s really convenient for the USE military,” Mike Stearns said. “But why so brilliant?”
“Born at Thionville and his father worked as a municipal lawyer in Luxemburg, so acceptable to Isabella Clara Eugenia,” Nasi said. “Former imperial commander, loyal to Ferdinand II, so acceptable to Fernando—or, at least, to Maria Anna. He fought in the Netherlands, of course.”
Mike snorted. “Didn’t everybody?”
“That war did go on for eighty years,” Hermann of Hesse-Rotenburg said mildly. “It’s not surprising that so many professionals got their early training in that theater.”
“There’s even more than what Francisco has told you. He worked for Archduke Leopold at the Tyrol court in Innsbruck, so he’ll be acceptable to Claudia, not to mention that he’s fluent in Italian. He’s experienced in both flatland and mountain fighting. Experience under Wallenstein, though the king of Bohemia never liked him—called him an ‘ink drinker’ because he started as Madruzzi’s secretary rather than as a fighter. Since his wife died last year, he’s no longer tied to Gallas because they married sisters, not that he was ever given to wine, women, and song the way Gallas is.” Wettin laughed suddenly. “And once upon a time, in your other world, he was roundly defeated by one Bernhard of Saxe-Weimar. His grace in dying in battle under those particular circumstances should make him acceptable even to my brother.”
“How old is he?” Stearns asked.
“Close to fifty,” Nasi answered.
“Children whose interest he’ll be pushing?”
“His own children, two boys, died as an infants. Brothers and sisters, though not as many nephews and nieces as you might expect from a family that large.” Nasi looked around. “Are there any?”
Hermann made a vaguely negative motion. “One of his brothers—Paul, I think his name is—is the suffragan bishop of Strassburg. That means he does all the diocesan work for Maria Anna’s little brother Leopold Wilhelm, who’s been the politically appointed bishop there since he was twelve years old. That should make coordinating with Bernhard and Claudia when it comes to confessional problems easier. The other brother is also a bishop, but not of a wealthy or prominent see.” He glanced around for assistance.
“Marcus,” Philipp Sattler said. “He’s bishop of Seckau, over in Austria. Out of the picture for us. There were several sisters, but I think that only two married. One is a nun in Cologne. At least one of the girls who married has children and she’s still young enough to have more.”
“Not highly born, then?”
Amalie shook her head. “Respectable, certainly. Middle-class. Snobs tend to refer to his father as a ‘city clerk,’ and not to mean it as a compliment.”
“Hell,” Mike said. “Maybe he really is a brilliant choice.”
“We down-timers do have our moments.” Francisco Nasi took off his glasses and polished the lenses.
Nancy, Lorraine
“It’s a formal letter of congratulations on your marriage, from Landgrave Wilhelm of Hesse-Kassel and Landgravine Amalie.” Michael John entered it into his ledger of letters received and placed it on the desk.
“Anything special?” Bernhard grunted absentmindedly.
“The landgravine references your prior occasions of working together with her brother Philipp Moritz, and encloses a separate letter for the grand duchess.”
Claudia reached out a slender hand. “Let me see.” She read aloud:
Please call upon Philipp if he can be of assistance to either Bernhard or Fernando in Lorraine, since he is still in Metz. His wife Sybille Christine has left Metz and gone to Jena, to see if the physicians at the new hospital there can enable her to bear stronger children, since only the one little girl born two years ago is still alive and she is expected to deliver soon. I hope the up-timers can be of assistance, for if our line fails, Münzenburg will fall to the Hanau-Lichtenberg line, which is Lutheran. With the new USE constitution’s requirement for freedom of religion, that might not be so disastrous to our people’s Reformed faith as it would have been otherwise, in that other world, but still, I would prefer to see the succession of my nephews. Wilhelm Wettin’s wife Eleonore strongly recommended this course of action to her sister, which I find generous, considering the religious situation in the principality.
She laughed. “Layers of political implications in and beneath every word.”
Bernhard nodded. “As always.” He paused. “I really like Amalie.” Then he stretched. “I’ll be so glad to get back to Schwarzach. I just loathe getting dressed up for these diplomatic things.”
Schwarzach
“What is this?” Claudia asked.
She, Bernhard’s French correspondence secretary Feret, and the monks of Schwarzach were deeply involved in writing thank-you letters for wedding presents. There may not have been many guests, as important weddings went, but there most certainly were a lot of presents. As the courts of Europe caught up with the news, the presents kept arriving, piled in the abbey’s corridors and, once acknowledged, shipped on to Besançon, where more of the grand duke’s clerical staff, under the leadership of another secretary, were doing the same.
At some time, they would have to coordinate the two lists.
“Hmmm.” Bernhard picked up the package. “It’s a book, from Friedrich Hortleder and wife Catharina. Why am I not surprised that it’s a book? Hortleder is my old tutor. He’s head of the County of Saxe-Weimar chancery now, working out of Jena.” He gave her one of his rare smiles. “And doing double-duty by still providing all of us Saxe-Weimar boys with a constant stream of indubitably excellent advice. I have no doubt that he will continue that practice until he dies, which he shows no sign of doing—he kindly double-checked all the legalities having to do with the modus vivendi after my own staff thought it was finished and caught a couple little points. Certainly, he would like to have seen me better educated than I am.” He pulled off the remainder of the wrappings and thumbed through the pages.
“A hymnal.” He looked more carefully at the title page. “University of Jena, Printed for the Ducal Saxe-Weimar Academy of Evangelical Church Music, 1635. Hot off the press, too.” He leaned against the wall.
“What is the, aahh . . . ?”
“Academy. One of Ernst and Albrecht’s inspirations, if I recall rightly. One of the up-timers had a Lutheran hymnal, with an accompanying handbook. The compilers were thorough. Kind enough, from our perspective, to provide not only the names of the authors of the lyrics—including the Bible verses on which each set of lyrics was based—and composers of the melodies, but also their dates of birth and death, with short biographies containing such useful information as where they were born. So we—well, they, since I am not directly involved—are out beating the bushes for the already-born-but-still-very-young leading hymn writers of the century, in order to provide them with the best possible musical education that can possibly be afforded. We—they—are planning to bring in the best poets and musicians of this generation to teach them. The theory, I believe, is that since they will not be called upon to write what is in this book—" He waved the hymnal in the air. "—having already done so in that other world, we will prepare them to do even better.”
He pushed himself away from the wall again. “Ah, Teschner’s music for Valet will ich dir geben. One of my favorite tunes. I learned it when I was with Great-Uncle Johann Casimir at Coburg, between Jena and the army. After our mother died, that was, I guess, the best year of my life. The music was brand-new then—he kept wonderful musicians in his Kapelle. I’m sorry the old man is gone.”
He examined the page more closely. “But new words, and based on my own motto from Romans: Si Deus pro nobis, quis contra nos? by some fellow named Paul Gerhardt who’s working in Magdeburg since the rebuilding got started and in that other world would have written this”—he peered more closely at the tiny print of the notes at the bottom of the page—“some twenty years from now.”
He started to hum, then to sing in a surprisingly tuneful baritone,
If God Himself be for me,
I may a host defy;
For when I pray, before me,
My foes, confounded, fly.
“Now there’s a sentiment with which I can concur wholeheartedly. I only wish it worked that way. It would be a lot less effort than making sure every single man in every single regiment knows exactly where he is supposed to be when the assault starts. Give me a piece of paper, Lady Wife, and I will thank the Hortleders in person. And borrow the book.”
He scratched a note in his own imitable scrawl while Father Bonifacius wrote the names of the donors on his list and then checked the entry off.
“Fifteen verses and no refrain.” Bernhard produced a grin that sat rather unexpectedly on his usually rather grim face. “That’s what I call a hymn with meat on its bones. I don’t have much patience with the kind where you sing one line and then the choir goes off into six or eight repeats of Alleluia, alleluia, allelu-u-u-u-u-u-i-i-i-a-a-a. How can any author fit doctrinal teaching into that sort of thing?” He meandered out the door, hymnal in hand, still singing. His spurs clanked on the tile flooring as he made his way down the cloister walk, past the rounded arches with their worn Romanesque pillars.
Claudia looked at the big Benedictine monk who was currently her amanuensis. “My confessor, Father Malaspina, assured me that one of the benefits of this marriage, making it acceptable in the eyes of Mother Church, was the possibility that I might convert my heretical husband to the true faith. He based this hope on the conversion of the grand duke’s former tutor Nihusius by the Jesuits at Cologne.”
Bonifacius looked at the door rather than at the grand duchess. “We at Schwarzach have been acquainted with Grand Duke Bernhard longer than you have, Your Grace. Your confessor is an Italian Jesuit who does not know him at all. He is reasonable. His original contract with France provided that in the regions where he fought against Gustavus, he would neither prohibit the exercise of Catholic worship nor confiscate church property. Since establishing an independent county, he has continued to adhere to this—as you will note, he has not confiscated the Abbey of Schwarzach from us, although he is making rather free use of our buildings. But barring direct divine intervention, there is no more likelihood that he will be budged from his attachment to the Lutheran teachings than that the earth will end tomorrow. Of the two, the latter might be slightly more probable.”
She smiled. “I was beginning to suspect as much already. So, I guess, I can scratch one item off my ‘to do’ list altogether.”
She looked out at the now-empty walkway. “I suspect that the introduction of opera into the court of the County of Burgundy has just dropped to the bottom of my priority list as well. Do you suppose he would enjoy equestrian ballet?”


To be continued . . .
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Chapter 24: Make the Deaf Hear and the Mute Speak
The North Sea off Husum, Nordfriesland 
November 1634
Lorenz Melffsen looked over the water, his tears flowing. "Are you sure," he asked the captain of the fishing boat. "That this is the place where Morsum was?"
The old man shrugged. They had come here at high tide. The salt water, no longer impeded by a dam, now flooded the whole area twice a day. At low tide, the grass plains, where cattle had grazed, would emerge out of the water again, filled with mud, and dying from the salt water. The first vigorous flooding, when the dam broke during the storm, had taken all of the houses of Morsum away, including the small church.
"It really doesn't matter," his wife Helena said, hugging him around his waist, "if this is the place or one mile off. They all died somewhere near here."
[image: nortstrandt]Her parents had lived in Eesbüll, another one of the twenty villages on the island of Strand, which no longer existed. A few survivors had made it onto one of the three Halligen, which had barely survived the flooding. He could see some land to the west; Pellworm most likely. But everyone else and everything else was gone.
It was only because Lorenz had been in Tönning on the mainland with his wife and daughter, delivering an altarpiece he had carved, that they weren't dead, too. He took a deep breath. "What is it worth to be a survivor, when all the people you once knew are dead? Our house is gone, even the land where it stood. All my tools, all that fine wood, all my unfinished work . . ."
"Stop whining," Helena scolded him, her voice harsh. "We have survived. We are unharmed. We can start again."
Lorenz looked in her red, tear-stained eyes. Does she even believe what she just said?
Marksuhl 
January 1635
"This will be your empire, Sonia." Christine, landgravine of Hesse-Kassel, the wife of Johann Ernst of Saxe-Eisenach, opened a heavy double door.
Sonia Burke looked around doubtingly. The "empire" consisted of a number of rooms in one of the buildings belonging to the Jagdschloss. One of those buildings that had stood empty for three decades, since the duke had left Marksuhl after his first wife's death in 1596.
Sonia sniffed.
"We had these rooms whitewashed last summer," Christine said, "but the windows have been closed for the last three months."
"It's not too bad," Sonia said, looking around. "At least it's warm."
"There's a large ceramic oven in the cellar. It was state of the art in the late-sixteenth century. The heat is distributed through brick pipes."
"Okay, no danger of the children burning themselves. How many children will I have to care for?"
"How many can you manage? There are about fifty between three and six in Marksuhl."
"Oops." Sonia looked around again. "That's too much for a beginning. The rooms are large enough, but with me as the only kindergarten teacher . . ."
"There are some mothers willing to help."
In fact, Sonia was not really sure that she could manage that. Basically she had no experience at being a kindergarten teacher at all. When Ruben Nasi had hired her, she had taken the opportunity to get herself, and especially Bryant, out of Grantville, out of their depression after Kaylee Joy’s death, with a vengeance.
Fortunately, Erica Masaniello had lent her some books on the basics.
"That doesn't matter. You want to have a real kindergarten, not a storage facility for kids. We'll need material, toys, books, instruments . . ."
"Instruments? Do you want to teach them the violin?"
Sonia laughed. "Not really. Simple instruments to learn rhythm and sound. Xylophones, drums, pipes, that type. In the old timeline they were designed by a German composer named Orff."
"Well," Christine said, smiling. "If you don't need violins or grand pianos, it should be within our budget."
"Nevertheless, they need to be ordered and built. That takes time. And I don't think anybody makes child-safe toys at the moment."
Christine frowned. "What makes the normal toys unsafe?"
"Wood with splinters, metal with rust, poisonous paint colors. . . . Do you want me to continue?"
Christine lifted her hands in defense. "Okay, okay, I'm convinced. How many children then?"
"Let's start with ten or so of the oldest children. We can take more if everything runs well."
Until I’ve at least read more of those books.
Kindergarten Marksuhl 
February 1635
"What?" Sonia Burke blurted out, her eyes examining Elisabeth Gigenagel who stood in front of her.
On one hand, Elisabeth knew what Ms. Burke was seeing. A girl in her early teens, too small and too lean for up-timer standards, barely more than a child. On the other hand . . .
"I want to become a kindergarten teacher, Frau Burke," Elisabeth repeated. "I want you to take me as your apprentice."
Since she had heard of an up-timer woman coming to Marksuhl to be the head of a "pre-school" for little children, Elisabeth had only one thought all day, and only one dream at night.
"Are you telling me you want to volunteer?"
Elisabeth had read that term already. It meant working for a short time to just get a taste for that specific job, so one could later decide. But Elisabeth had already made up her mind.
"No," she said firmly, shaking her head. "I want to start a real apprenticeship."
"How old are you?"
"Fourteen. That's more than old enough for an apprenticeship. My brother Bartholomäus started at the age of twelve. He's eighteen now, and on his journeyman tour through Germany. He can become a master soon, perhaps in one or two years.
"That is what I want to do, too."
Elisabeth blushed when she saw the scrutinizing gaze of the woman. There is no reason to blush, girl. Your request is absolutely viable. Then she tried to look very confident.
Sonia laughed. "Don't look at me like that. My son Cory is three, and he's better at it than you are."
Elisabeth blushed again. How could it be that people always thought she was defiant, when she only tried to act like a grown-up?
"I can't take you as apprentice. I'm not a master."
"That doesn't matter. Master certificates are overrated." Please don't tell Papa I said that. "Call me an employee, if you have problems with the term apprentice."
"I don't have money to pay you a wage."
"Hogwash!" Elisabeth was very proud to have learned some up-time phrases. Especially if they made the up-timer woman smile. "You don't need to pay me. Apprentices don't expect to get money. You don't even have to feed me. I can easily walk home for the night."
"Are your parents well-off?"
Elisabeth hesitated. What exactly would the up-timer woman consider "well-off?"
"If you want to work for me, you must tell me the truth. Always."
Perhaps she only wanted to know more about Elisabeth's situation and reasons?
"Papa came here from Eisenach last year. He's a Messerschmied and Schwertfeger." She saw Sonia's puzzlement. "He makes knives and swords. Um—he made swords before you Grantvillers came here. Afterward, everybody wanted to have one of these fireguns instead, so his business—um—went south. There are two other knife makers in Eisenach, who are older than Papa.
"I attended the Winkelschule in Eisenach for six years, but then I had to leave. Last year he heard about the governor's offer to finance joint ventures in Marksuhl. So he paired up with Valentin Mock, a master carpenter, and now they make silverware up-time style."
Before the up-timers' arrival, forks weren't really widespread, but now nobody dared to spoil his fingers during a meal.
Elisabeth shrugged. "He doesn't tell much about his business, but he offered to send me to the newly founded Mädchengymnasium in Eisenach in summer. That would cost him for a room and food and a chaperone. So, yes, I think his business is succeeding. Mock & Gigenagel Silverware sells well."
"And why don't you want to go to that school? There's so much to learn."
"I can read and write. Not only books, but even my brother's scrawl. I can add, subtract, multiply, and divide. I even had one year of geometry. I speak French and Latin. And I'm learning up-time English. That's more than enough knowledge for a girl."
Elisabeth saw Sonia shaking her head. Let's throw something more into the bargain.
"During the last years, I earned money by—um—babysitting in the neighborhood. I love little children. Becoming a kindergarten teacher is the best work I can think of."
Unconsciously she cocked her head. Was that laid on too thick?
"Well," Sonia said laughing. "If you want to do it right, you will have to learn more."
Elisabeth nodded eagerly.
"I don't know if the books you need to learn from are already translated into German."
"I can read English," Elisabeth said. At least more or less. "I'm a quick learner. Challenge me, Frau Burke."
Sonia sighed. "Okay," she said. "I'll give you a try. You'll be on probation for one month, then we'll talk again."
Oh, thank you, great God, I've done it. I hope I don't faint now.
April 1635
Elisabeth was on her way home after another tiring day in the kindergarten. When she passed her father's shop, she stopped. There were some people standing there she hadn't met before. A haggard man, perhaps not very old, but his face furrowed by lines of worry. A haggard woman, looking tired, her clothes tattered. A girl, three or four years old, looking around with bright eyes and smiling.
The man was talking to Elisabeth's father, his voice soft, his stance subservient. Newcomers, Elisabeth decided, looking for a job. Many of them had arrived in Marksuhl since the winter started turning in to spring.
Then she remembered that she was late, and quickly went into their house to help her mother prepare the dinner.
****
"The new man isn't bad," Elisabeth's father said two days later at the dinner table. "He claims that he's a master wood carver, but he has no papers to prove it."
"How can that be?" Elisabeth's mother said.
"He says that he has lost his home and family during last year's flood near the North Sea. His wife and daughter are the only survivors."
"And you don't believe him, Papa?"
He grinned. "He works for a journeyman's wage. Why should I pay him more than that?"
Because it is unfair. But that wasn't something a daughter could tell her father. Especially because "fairness" was a completely new concept in this world.
Perhaps he had seen Elisabeth's frown. His face became serious. "If he is as good as he says, I can give him a bonus. But he can't read, and he only knows the numbers up to twenty. I can't simply give him a design and expect him to produce the handles for a cutlery set on his own. So I need someone else to make a template for him.
"His wife is working well, too, but she can't read either." He shrugged. "I'm not stupid, dear daughter. I know exactly what you're thinking."
****
Later that evening, Elisabeth was reading the book she had brought home. It was about the "normal" development of children, and what to do to find out if a child was or was not "within normal parameters" in their development.
The book presented a number of different methods, one by using a "computer program" on a "companion CD," another with a "multiple choice quiz" on "forms" to be ordered with a mail address in "New York, N.Y." Elisabeth didn't understand many of these terms, but she copied them into her notebook to ask Sonia about. She was rather sure that a letter addressed to "New York, N.Y." wouldn't reach its target soon.
[image: cow]But on the next page was a picture of another test. It consisted of a number of wooden blocks in different shapes, and a wooden box looking like a cow, with holes in the same shapes as the blocks. The blocks were painted in different bright colors.
Elisabeth jumped up, and ran down the stairs, the book in her hand.
Her father was sitting at the western window to catch the last rays of sunlight, working on some calculations on a large sheet of paper. Elisabeth knew that he hated nothing more than to be disturbed when working with numbers. So she waited until he drew a line under the last number and straightened, his face showing satisfaction.
"Papa?"
He looked to her. "Yes, my dear?"
Elisabeth stepped over and perched herself on her father's lap. "Can you make this?" she said, pointing at the picture in the book.
"That's wood, not steel," he said.
"I mean, can you have this made in your shop? Can you ask Herr Mock?"
"What is this? A toy?"
How could she explain an intelligence test to her father? Better not.
"Yes, it's for the kindergarten. Please, Papa!"
"Valentin is too busy at the moment. But you can ask Lorenz."
"Lorenz? Is that the new man's name?"
"Lorenz Melffsen, yes. But you have to pay for it. I won't make an exception."
No problem. Sonia had insisted on paying Elisabeth a wage. It wasn't much, but it should be enough to pay for this box.
****
"It doesn't have to be so colorful," Elisabeth explained to Lorenz Melffsen. "But do you see the edges? They need to be rounded."
"Hmmm," the man answered.
"And each block must be small enough to fit through one of the holes, but large enough not to fit through one of the others. Do you understand that?"
Lorenz pointed to the top of the box. "That lid must be removable," he said in a crisp dialect. "So it can be opened, and the blocks taken out again."
Elisabeth tried to hide her surprise. She always thought that people who couldn't read or write were somehow dull, but Lorenz seemed to be different.
"And the surface must be smooth," a female voice said over Elisabeth's shoulder. The dialect told her that this had to be Lorenz's wife.
"Yes," Elisabeth said. "Frau—um—"
"Meinstorfin. But call me Helena, Fräulein Gigenagel, we're not nobility."
"But I'm not nobility either. So you must call me Elisabeth."
"A nice name," Helena said softly. "My older sister's name was Elisabeth, too."
"Is she—?"
"Dead? Yes. All our family is dead. Drowned in the great flood."
"I'm sorry."
A long pause followed. Elisabeth didn't know what to say. Then she suddenly saw the little girl sitting in a corner of the shop, playing with some wood shavings.
"Is that your daughter?"
"Yes, her name is Edda. She's five."
"Isn't the shop too dangerous for the child?"
Helena shrugged. "We have no money. We're lucky that your father has work to do for us both. We can't leave her home alone."
"I can take her with me to the kindergarten instead."
"What is that? A garden for children? What if it starts to rain?"
Elisabeth shook her head. "We've got a roof over our head. It's an English word."
"How much will it cost?"
"Nothing," Elisabeth said firmly. "It's financed by the governor."
That wasn't exactly true, because the employees were paid from the tax income of Marksuhl's businesses, and the governor only let them have the rooms for free, but Elisabeth didn't want to make it more complex than it was.
****
"Sonia?" Elisabeth said. She always had to bring herself to use the first name of her boss. But the up-timer woman wanted it that way.
"Yes, Beth?"
"I brought a little girl with me. Her name is Edda. She's the daughter of some of my father's employees. Her parents are both working, and she hasn't any siblings or other family. Can she stay here?"
The kindergarten hosted twenty children at the moment. Elisabeth knew that Sonia originally wanted to take only ten, but somehow the smaller brothers and sisters of the ten had suddenly appeared, too.
Sonia sighed. Then she waved her hand. "No problem. How old is she?"
"The parents say she's five, but she's very little for her age."
"Malnutrition?"
"Sorry?"
"Wrong food, too little calcium, lack of Vitamin D."
"If you say so. What can we do?"
"See to it that she gets an extra slice of cheese and a spoonful of cod liver oil a day."
Elisabeth shuddered. She hated cod liver oil. At least she didn't need it. Of all the medicines the up-timers had introduced this was certainly by far the worst.
****
The next day Elisabeth took her time watching Edda at play, mentally checking the items in her book, and writing the results in her notebook.
Gross motor skills: Check. She should take the girl through the complete program, but for now, she couldn't see any abnormalities.
Fine motor skills: Hmmm. Not too quick with her fingers. Perhaps a consequence of the suspected malnutrition.
Intelligence: Over average. The girl had been the fastest to understand the box of forms and quickly dropped all the blocks through the correct holes. Note to self: Tell Papa and the Melffsens that this was a big success with all children. Perhaps he can expand his business here.
Language: Edda didn't speak. That wasn't good. On the other hand, the girl had lost her home and most of her family. Many children needed time to overcome such a—um—trauma.
But somehow . . . Elisabeth took the pencil out of her mouth. She hadn't noticed that she was chewing on it. Edda seemed to notice everything around. She even started to follow orders before they were spoken completely. But there was something in her stance . . .
"Edda," Elisabeth said, while the girl was just looking into a different direction.
Edda didn't react, but Anna Pistorius next to her elbowed the girl and pointed to Elisabeth.
"Come here," Elisabeth said, trying to move her lips as little as possible.
Edda jumped up and ran to Elisabeth. So much for a scientific test. Let's try something different.
Elisabeth hugged the little girl. Then she put her down. "Sit," she said. "and look to Anna."
Then she indicated Anna to keep still. "Edda," she said.
No reaction.
"Edda, girl, can you hear me?"
No reaction. But then Edda started to squirm, turning her head left and right, trying to throw a side-glance at Elisabeth.
"She's deaf," Elisabeth heard Sonia say from behind.
And that was nearly as bad for the little girl as a death sentence.
****
"Can't we do anything? You have these fabulous doctors." Elisabeth could barely refrain from sobbing.
Sonia shrugged. "We needed a lot of expensive equipment to even decide if it's a kind of deafness we could do something about. If she could hear something, we could try to help her. But it seems she's completely deaf."
She sighed. "No, nobody can give her working ears at the moment. But if you want to, there might be a way to help her."
"How?" Elisabeth nearly jumped up. "I'll do all I can."
"Let me make some phone—um—let me send some radio messages."
May 1635
"Truman Morton is the husband of Aunt Phebe," Sonia said.
The Grantvillers were even more connected in large family clans than the Germans, although they had fewer children. So much Elisabeth had learned. Sonia was related to many families in Grantville; some of her ancestors even came from Germany.
On the other hand, Elisabeth's father's ancestors came from Switzerland, hence the very unusual family name. And her mother was a Meyfahrtin, an old Thuringian family.
"And Uncle Truman is also one of the few teachers in Grantville with a degree in Special Education. "That means," she continued, obviously expecting a question, "he was responsible for the organization of classes for handicapped children. He's now in Bamberg, but he gave me a name."
In Elisabeth's opinion, the following pause was for effect, but it could also be that Sonia was indulging in old memories, so she didn't prompt her.
"I just tried to remember if I ever met Jerry Wright. Truman wrote he had a daughter who was deaf, too. His wife and two daughters stayed up-time, because they were in Fairmont that day. If anybody has teaching material for children with hearing loss in their attic, he's the best possibility."
"Did you radio him, too?"
"Uh-huh, but he didn't answer. Uncle Truman wrote that he's a 'misanthropic asshole.' He lives alone in his family's house with only a servant to do his clothes and food."
Another long pause.
"I'll visit him," Elisabeth decided. "And I'll take Edda with me. Nobody can resist her smile."
"Um—are you sure?"
****
The next two days were hectic for Elisabeth. First she tried to find someone who was already going to Grantville. But, apart from the governor's daily courier, she found no one. Even if the courier were willing to take them with him, he was riding a horse.
Thurn & Taxis were offering a daily coach service from Eisenach to Weimar as part of their big route, Frankfurt-Leipzig. But when Elisabeth saw how much they charged for the trip, she decided to abstain.
She walked home, her thoughts spinning, when she saw a familiar silhouette standing in the door to her father's shop.
"Bartel?" she said.
The figure turned around. When she had last seen her brother two years ago, he had been a too tall and too slender boy. Now he had grown to a man.
"Bartel!" she shouted and started to run.
"Else!" He opened his arms wide, caught her around the waist, and spun her around and around as he had done so many times when they were kids.
"You have grown up," she said, when she could breathe again.
"You too," he said. "Where did you leave that ugly little chicken?"
She boxed him in his chest, laughing. "Beanpole!"
"Toad! No, strike that. I'll call you tree frog. No longer full of warts, but still the same big mouth."
"Come in, children, dinner's ready," Mama said smiling. "Oh my God. How long since the last time I could say that?"
****
"Uh-huh," Bartholomäus said, swallowing a too large spoonful of stew. Then he burped. "Good as ever, Mama.
"Yes, the steel production in Essen is going up, Papa. You should be able to buy your blanks there much cheaper than anywhere around here. If you want, I can send a letter to my old master in Solingen."
"It's thrice the distance," Sebastian said, "and there isn't yet a railroad. Perhaps the transport fee will eat all the profit instead."
"Can you please stop talking shop?" Mama said. "Don't spoil our first family evening."
"Have you been in Grantville?" Elisabeth asked her brother.
"Not yet," Bartel said. "But I want to."
"I need to go on a business trip to Grantville," Elisabeth said, trying to hide her excitement. Nevertheless, she noticed the shocked faces of her family. "Do you want to play chaperone for me?"
****
"I heard you need a ride to Grantville," a female voice said from behind. Elisabeth was sitting on the floor, watching the children play with the new wooden blocks Lorenz had produced.
[image: blocks]Each of the blocks had eight round studs at the top and matching grooves at the bottom. So they could be stacked to form houses, animals and so on. In the meantime, the toy business of Mock & Gigenagel was gathering speed. Elisabeth had concluded a contract with the company that she always got one set for free in exchange for a detailed experience report from the kindergarten.
"Uh-huh," she said, turning her head around. Then she jumped up and curtsied deeply. "Eure Hoheit," she said, blushing. "I didn't hear you enter."
Christine smiled and waved her hand. "No problem, girl. It's more important to keep this gang of rascals in view. What are they playing with?"
"Our newest product, Your Highness," Elisabeth said, certain elation in her voice. "It's called Duplo Bricks. I found them in an up-time catalog."
"The children seem to like it. But I think it's too early for our twins to try them."
"The catalog said the minimum age is eighteen months, Your Highness. And yes, I need to go to Grantville. With Edda."
"That's what I heard. You can take our coach. We won't need it this week. But you'll need someone to accompany you."
Elisabeth smiled. "Thank you very much, Your Highness. I already asked my big brother. He can do it . . ."
She hesitated.
"Do you want something else from me?"
"Yes, Your Highness. I heard you speak English very well. Can you explain to me what a 'misanthropic asshole' is?"
****
"You can't do that," Helena Meinstorfin said frowning. "It's too dangerous."
Elisabeth shook her head. "There is nothing dangerous."
"Highwaymen."
Elisabeth shook her head again. "Not between here and Grantville. The Mounted Police patrols the area."
"Wild animals."
"The wildest animal in Thuringia is Brillo the Ram, and last I heard, he's safe behind the bars of his paddock."
"Rainstorms."
"The governor's coach is waterproof." At least I hope so. "And WVOA predicts good weather for the next week.
"See, Helena, I'll take good care of Edda. Bartholomäus will accompany us, and the governor's coachman. They both have weapons if push comes to shove."
"Weapons!"
"Come on, Helena," Lorenz chimed in. "Be reasonable. We walked five hundred miles through Germany without any weapons, and we survived.
"This is only a three-day trip."
Edda's head had jumped between the people speaking. Now she crawled in her Mama's lap, smiling and eagerly nodding.
"Three against one," Helena sighed. "I can't win this."
"Oh," Lorenz said, smiling sheepishly. "I think we can win a lot, having two nights without Edda in our bed."
Grantville 
Two days later
Gerald Wright looked at his image in the mirror. The fact that this mirror was immaculately clean emphasized how bad he looked.
His electric shaver had died two years ago, and of course, nobody could replace the blown motor. The razor blades they produced here were ridiculous, and so he had stopped shaving and only used scissors from time to time to keep his beard at bay.
He ran his fingers through his hair. It was starting to turn gray and show more of his forehead. His laugh lines had long since turned to creases.
He went back to his bedroom. The white shirt and black pants on the chair reminded him that it was Sunday. Sunday was always the worst day of the week. The workshop was closed; all the people went to church. All the other people went to church. He had stopped after the Ring. God had taken his family away. What should he thank Him for?
He donned the starched and ironed shirt. Margaretha had obviously mended the small rip at his wrist. He shouldn't have tried to repair the toaster with his best shirt on.
The black socks were mended, too. He sighed. What would he do without Margaretha? But she couldn't bring his family back. All the little things she did only reminded him of Donna Sue's knowing smile, whenever she had to mend his shirts, socks or pants. And perhaps Margaretha only did this to secure her Christmas bonus.
He went through the hallway, and down the stairs. Once again, he wondered if he would feel better if he rented out a part of the house. Most of his neighbors did, but it often was a necessity. He didn't need it; his company had enough income to pay for the workers, the taxes, food for himself, and the salary for Margaretha.
The breakfast table was laid, eggs and bacon under a cover to keep them warm, three slices of white bread under a cloth in a basket—roasted in the pan, since the toaster was still in the queue of things to repair.
The coffee was hot and strong. Sometimes he wondered how Margaretha always did his breakfast perfectly . . . and the dinner . . . and cleaned the house . . . and mended his ripped clothes.
He took the newspaper and started to read.
The doorbell rang.
Gerald didn't realize what that meant. It had been years since anybody rang the doorbell. He didn't stop reading.
A small part of his consciousness noticed that Margaretha left her room to answer the bell.
He put down the newspaper when she appeared in the kitchen door.
"You should better come to the door, Herr Wright."
"Huh?" Not the most intelligent answer, but he couldn't imagine who the heck might break the Sunday peace so rudely.
He took a deep breath and stood.
When he reached the front door, he could see two young down-timers—a young man with worn clothes, and a girl in her teens wearing a long, light brown dress—standing at the garden gate.
Oh my God. It was like a stab through the heart. Heather would be near that age if she were here. Kara three years older. Hate, anger, sorrow flushed through him.
"What?" he barked. Then he noticed that the two youngsters were not looking at him. They were looking in his direction, but lower.
He looked down.
A little girl stood there—long blond braids, a similar dress—smiling toothlessly up to him. She held a stack of cardboard sheets in her hands. The topmost showed two letters.
HI
When she noticed his gaze, she dropped the sheet, uncovering the second one.
MY NAME IS EDDA
The girl still looked unflinchingly in Gerald's eyes, saying not a single word.
I CANNOT HEAR
She lifted the left hand to her ear, and shook her head, no longer smiling.
Another stab went right through Gerald's heart. He had to grip for the doorframe to keep himself from falling.
Then she dropped the next sheet.
CAN YOU
And five seconds later
HELP ME
****
Gerald sat on the sofa in the living room.
"That was unfair," he said to Elisabeth.
The German girl shrugged. "Should I have started to argue?"
On his other side, little Edda had snuggled into him, her hand on his chest, her eyes quickly moving between his face and Elisabeth's. The deaf girl would most likely understand very little of what he said.
Heather had always insisted that he shave in the morning. She wanted him to speak as clear as possible.
Margaretha came in, putting down cups full of cocoa for the girls and a fresh cup of coffee for him. Then she smiled, and left. That smile . . . it was nearly the same Donna Sue had smiled when he sat in the living room with his daughters.
He took a deep breath. Too many too emotional memories.
He started the VCR. "This is Heather," he said.
On the screen was a black-haired girl, standing in the same room in front of a bare wall, looking straight into the camera. She had been nine at that time.
The subtitle said "Lesson One."
Heather smiled, lifting her right arm in the air, and giving a high-five without a partner. "Hi," she said.
"She could speak?" Elisabeth gasped. "You said she was deaf from birth."
"Wait," Gerald said. "I'll tell you later."
Heather put her right hand over her heart. "My." Then she put her hands in front of her belly, fingers straight, thumbs half-extended. She tapped her right pinkie against her left forefinger. "Name."
She lifted her right hand to her right shoulder, fingers down, the first two fingers extended. She shook the hand quickly, then she put her hand on her face to the left of her nose and moved it to the other side. "Heather."
"Oh, come on," Gerald heard his own voice from off-camera. "That was 'purple flower,' not 'Heather.' "
Heather pouted.
Then she quickly made several movements with her right hand, pointing with two fingers to the side, making a fist with her thumb hidden, another fist with her thumb up, and so on. "Heather," she said.
Gerald paused the tape.
"Did you understand this?"
Elisabeth frowned. "There are signs for words and signs for letters. How many signs do exist?"
Gerald shrugged. "Twenty-six letters, ten digits, and uncounted words. The 'Gallaudet Survival Guide to Signing' has five hundred of the most common words."
He looked at Edda. The girl smiled at him, suddenly moving her hands. Name. Then she lifted her shoulders.
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E-D-A Gerald signed carefully. The girl repeated the movement—not quite correctly. He took her hand and adjusted the thumb.
"A," he said, his mouth wide open. Then, pushing the thumb over the fingers, "S", then back again "A".
Edda opened her mouth wide and signed A.
"You wanted to tell me," Elisabeth said, "how Heather learned to speak."
"It was a long and tedious process. She went to the special school in Romney. They worked with a lot of microphones, taking voices, and displaying them on a computer screen. Then she had to try until her sounds looked the same as the teacher's. Do you know what a computer is?"
Elisabeth nodded, frowning. "I think we'll stay with the 'sign language' for now."
"Edda is still young. She has a lot of time to learn. But you need to work with her each day. Start with four sessions of half an hour distributed over the day."
"That I can do. Um—the book you mentioned. Do you own it? Can I buy it from you?"
He nodded. "I don't need it any longer. You can have it for free. And all the other books as well."
"Many, many thanks, Herr Wright. We are so grateful to you.
"And the 'tapes'?"
"No!" he flared up. Then he calmed down. "No," he repeated. "That's all that's left of my family."
"You should try to move on," Margaretha's voice came from the side. He hadn't noticed that she still stood there.
Then he realized what she had said. She had been living with him for the last three years, and she had never intruded in his personal life. He stared at her with his mouth open.
What did she just say? He had moved on. He had built up a company from scratch, employing people who didn't know the difference between a screwdriver and a corkscrew. He had given them work, had fed their families. And Margaretha, whom he had also fed over these years, dared to . . .
But his anger ended suddenly. Margaretha's eyes were still firmly locked on him. Her smile was warm and caring. Just as if . . .
He shook his head. That was a subject for another time. Not as long as these children were sitting here.
"It wouldn't help you," he said softly. "You'd need a VCR and a TV. But you can visit as often as you want.
"Wait a moment," he continued. "I want to show you something else."
He stood, took another tape out of the cardboard box.
When it started, it showed two girls.
Kara was just walking away from the camera. "Are you ready?" she said.
"Yes," Heather answered.
Then Kara sat down next to Heather and then both started to sign with lightning speed.
Gerald only knew what they were saying, because he had seen this video a hundred times.
"What are they saying?" Elisabeth asked.
"They are singing a very, very dirty song," Gerald said grinning. "With many verses in very filthy language."
The girls finished. "Happy Birthday, Daddy," they said in unison.
Kindergarten, Marksuhl 
Some days later
Sonia Burke was on her routine tour through the group rooms. When she opened the door to the group of the oldest, five-year-old children, it was suspiciously silent.
She looked at her watch. The time for afternoon nap was over, so why were they so silent?
"E-L-S-E, Else," one of the children suddenly shouted.
"Very good, Anna," Elisabeth said. "Magda, it's your turn."
Sonia was stunned. That Elisabeth was practicing sign language with Edda was normal. But it seemed the other children were involved, too.
She went closer. Yes, Magda Schmidt was signing letters. She had a sheet of cardboard in front of her, hidden from the others, with a red ball and the letters ROT.
"R-C-T, that isn't a word," Ruth Leinweber just said.
"Magda," Elisabeth said. "Look how the O looks. You need to close the circle like this. If your fingertips don't touch, it's a C, not an O. Try it again."
"Sure," Magda said, and as far as Sonia could decide, did the letters very nicely. When Elisabeth had returned from Grantville with the big box full of books, Sonia had decided that she needed to freshen up her rusty knowledge of ASL. She had used it for speaking with her Grandma, and the knowledge came back quickly. At least for reading.
"Okay," Elisabeth just said. "Sentences. Edda, you start."
The blond girl grinned and started to sign. Sonia remembered the words, but they didn't make sense. "My hot E-D-A, what does that mean?" she said aloud.
Elisabeth laughed. "Edda doesn't speak English," she said. "It's 'Ich heiß Edda' - 'I am Edda'. And it's—" she started to sign herself "—very good."
****
"I made these cards for Edda, and in the blink of the eye they were all participating."
"They are reading words? Just like that?"
Elisabeth shrugged. "They are more looking for the forms."
"And what about this—um—Amideutsch?"
"It was Edda's idea. I explained 'hot,' and suddenly she came with this whole sentence. As far as I understood the books, the sign language was not a completely fixed set anyway, but open to modifications."
She frowned. "I only wonder what her parents will say."
Workers' Rooming House, Marksuhl 
The same evening
Lorenz and Helena returned home after a day of work. "Home" was only a single room, but it was more than they had during the months before they arrived in Marksuhl.
Twenty couples and families lived in this house. The rooms were heated; the house had two water toilets, a communal bath, and a communal kitchen. The rent was affordable, and the Melffsens could save part of their income. Perhaps in a couple of years they could find a house of their own.
"Guten Tag."
Lorenz and Helena looked at each other. A girl they didn't know was sitting on the bed next to Edda.
"Good afternoon," Lorenz greeted back. "Are you Edda's friend?"
"One of her friends, my name is Anna Pistorius. Your daughter wants to tell you something."
"Edda? Tell us?"
Edda stood and approached her stunned parents.
She lifted her right hand fingers straight, her thumb extended, and touched her forehead with her thumb.
"Papa," Anna said.
Edda moved her hand down and touched her chin with her thumb.
"Mama."
Edda turned her palm to her parents, folding the two middle fingers.
[image: I love you]"I love you."
Then Edda ran to her parents and hugged them both.
Marksuhl 
June 1635
"I've got a brother," Sonia Burke said to her husband, waving a sheet of paper.
"What?" Bryant was never exactly receptive when he was sitting at his computer. Slowly the news reached his brain.
He looked up.
Sonia's father had just remarried last year, to a nearly forty-year old widow of a master gunsmith from Suhl, which allowed him to take over the shop. At that time, everybody had thought it a business transaction, and not an emotional one.
But it seems that has changed.
"Congratulations," Bryant said, and turned back to his programming problem.
"We're invited for the baptism," Sonia continued. "Lutheran baptism, next Sunday in Suhl."
Bryant groaned.
Neither he, his wife, or their son was a member of a church. Sure, he had been baptized; his grandfather, an elder in the Presbyterian parish, had seen to that. Bryant himself never consciously attended a service. Nearly the same had happened with Sonia, and so both decided to not have their children baptized until they were old enough to decide for themselves.
He was sure that his employer knew that. Johann Ernst had never asked a question and never urged them to attend a service. But most of the other down-timer inhabitants of the Jagdschloss had done this at one time or the other. The others, as nice as they were, were simply not accustomed to people not attending any church.
"You know," Bryant said, "what kind of running the gauntlet that will be again?"
****
Max suspiciously eyed the cup of cocoa on the table in front of her. She'd rather have a cup of coffee, but when she was at home she tried to nurse the twins, and coffee wasn't really the best for small children.
"So you want to travel to Suhl next Saturday and return on Monday? That's no problem; I'll be here all three days." She grinned. "Don't forget all the other women here who love to entertain the kids."
"Thank you. I haven't seen Dad for two years." Then Sonia frowned. "If only Bryant didn't have these bad feelings about being mobbed by the Lutherans."
"And why is this a problem for you? I lived in Grantville long enough to know that religion doesn't mean the same for you as for us 'down-timers.' "
The up-timer woman shrugged. "Let's say that I start feeling—um—awkward, too. I ask myself every Sunday what keeps me from going to the service. It's not that I'm a reborn Nietzsche or anything. It simply was never a subject, at least in my closer family."
"And Bryant?"
"His grandfather is an elder in the Presbyterian parish; his father quit membership—" She painted quotes into the air. "—'for personal reasons.' As far as I could interpret the family's gossip, he hated how the council of elders tried to push him into becoming a pastor. He quit membership at eighteen; he refused to go to college, and the relationships have only recently been ironed out."
"So your husband himself has no aversion against religion?"
"Not that I know of."
"What would you think if I arranged something for you both?"
Sonia looked doubtfully, then shrugged. "Why not?"
****
"You are the pastor?" Bryant asked, surprised, when Peter Altmann sat down at the other side of the table in the Outhouse, a stein of beer in his hand.
They had seen each other rather often. At the beginning, Bryant was rather reluctant to attend the weekly sauna. But Sonia had told him that there was a lot of socializing going on, and even some decision-making. Finally, he decided to come, and he enjoyed the relaxing atmosphere especially after having spent a week on horseback and in lousy inns.
Peter and his wife Anna were nearly always there, and he knew that Anna was one of the midwives who had helped Max with the twin birth last Christmas. But he had never learned that Peter was Marksuhl's pastor. How could I? It's not like he has "Jesus loves me" tattooed on his chest.
"Sure," the middle-aged man said. "For the last twenty years. I came here directly after graduation and never regretted it." He grinned. "Especially after Johann and Christine moved here and ever since then have generously helped our parish. I don't think that too many towns around have free electricity or no beggars in the streets.
"But let's talk about you." He looked deep into Bryant's eyes. "You want to become a member of the Lutheran church?"
"Honestly?"
"Hey, we're in the free-speaking zone." Peter grinned. "Spit it out."
"Okay, honestly, I didn't care too much about religion, church or God in my life. I make money programming computers, and there is nothing supernatural involved in electronic circuits."
"I wouldn't want to speak about anything supernatural," the pastor said smiling. "For me, God is a part of my everyday life. What, for example, is your opinion about the Ring of Fire?"
Bryant shrugged. "A big time machine, perhaps."
"Well, and who built this time machine? Or even better: Who created time itself?"
"Does there have to be a 'who' behind this?"
"That's our belief. And your up-time scientists couldn't prove the opposite, could they?"
Bryant slowly shook his head. "What do you know about up-time scientists?"
Peter laughed. "Albert Einstein was the man who said 'God doesn't play dice.' And like many theologians who tried to dictate what God would do, he was wrong."
"And Darwin?"
"I have no problem with Mr. Darwin. For me it doesn't matter if God created this world—and the whole universe—on October 23, 4004 BC, hiding gazillions of misleading fossils, or if He 'only' initiated the so-called Big Bang twelve billion years ago, and the world, the life within, and we humans, too, evolved since then along the physical rules He once created.
"Neither of the two theories makes Him less almighty in my eyes." He stopped, then grinned. "Even if I must say, that if this—how's it called—creationism is right, He needs to have a massive sense of humor.
"Or, to quote Stephen Hawking—"
Bryant lifted his head in utter shock. A seventeenth-century pastor knew that name?
"—'God still has a few tricks up his sleeve.' To make that clear: If—no because—God created the rules for this world, He's not subject to them, and so Heisenberg's principle has no governance of Him. Because He's omniscient, He always knows if Schrödinger's cat is alive or not without cheating."
He grinned into Bryant's shocked face. "You don't need to think that I am that kind of genius to make up all these reasons. The German theologians had enough time in the last years to read your books and send letters around.
"There is an up-time theory that this universe is the only possible one, because all so-called cosmological constants need to have exactly the value they have in this one or it would collapse. So I wonder, is it only coincidence that this universe exists? Did the Big Bang really create matter and energy from nothing by sheer chance? Or is there a greater power behind all that? And if—"
He paused, and took a pull from his beer. "And if there is a greater power, why not simply call it 'God'?"
"Hmmm." Bryant wasn't sure what to say. This man had a certain way . . .
"I don't say," Peter continued, "that God must exist, but when I read these books I didn't find anything contradicting my belief."
He took a deep breath, then he downed the rest of his beer.
"But God on the grand scale is not exactly what matters. Let me tell you a story, which just happened here in Marksuhl. Your wife is playing a supporting role in it. It started in November last year, when a family who now lives here lost their complete life in the North Sea Flood . . ."
Burke family apartment in the Jagdschloss
"This is a different world," Bryant Burke said thoughtfully, looking out of the window, overlooking the small town of Marksuhl.
Not long ago it had been, apart from the Jagdschloss, only a village. In the meantime, more and more craftsmen settled here, taking advantage of the temporary tax reduction and "venture capital" Johann Ernst in his persona of duke of Saxe-Eisenach offered them. The main precondition that largess required was the duty to work together with other masters of the same or other crafts. Founding of different guilds was strictly forbidden here, all masters were required to communicate and cooperate in a single chamber of craftsmen.
Still . . .
Modern management measures didn't change the society. The town was still pitch-dark in the evening, and the number of streetlights could still be counted on the fingers of one hand. There was no sewer system, so the honeypot wagon had to travel through the town each morning. And so on.
"You took an awful long time to realize that," Sonia said. She was already lying in bed.
"What? No . . . That means . . ." Bryant stopped. She's right. He had tried to keep his small bubble of the modern world alive around himself while they had lived in Grantville.
That small bubble contained him, his wife and their children. Child now, singular. The number of people who had attended Kaylee Joy's funeral had been very small. If they had been members of one of Grantville's parishes that would have been different.
The Americans always said that it didn't matter what your belief was, or which parish you belonged to. Fact was, if you didn't belong to any parish, it could matter. A lot. The difficulties in getting a good job—outside the sphere of influence of his uber-rich father—had partly been founded on his lack of college education. Had he been a member of a parish, another member might have ignored that and given him a job. Brothers and Sisters helped each other.
He heaved a deep sigh.
"Let's do it," he said.
"Oh, yes, come, I'm waiting," his wife said huskily, and patted the bed next to her.
"No . . . yes, sure. But that wasn't what I meant. Let's join the Lutheran church. If nothing else, it'll give us something to belong to."
The next day
"We got a little distracted yesterday," Peter Altmann said. "Tell me why you want to join our church."
"We're still speaking honestly, aren't we?" Bryant asked back.
Peter nodded. "Sure, you can speak freely."
"Well, what I'm mostly missing is the community. Going to the service with others, then perhaps sitting down afterward with someone, chatting, making friends."
"Drinking a beer," Peter offered, taking a pull from his own one.
"Yes, that too," Bryant admitted, grinning a little sheepishly.
Peter looked seriously into the up-timer's eyes. "Very few people joining a church have such good reasons. You know what 'cuius regio, eius religio' means?"
Bryant nodded.
"Many people were forced to change their religious allegiance in the last eighty years since that 'golden rule' was introduced. And mostly their sovereigns did the change for purely political reasons.
"Not forgetting children who are not able to decide of free will. But that's the reason we have the confirmation ritual as soon as they can decide."
He lifted his hands in defense, when he noticed that Bryant wanted to say something. "I know what you want to say: Teenagers at that age are not really able to break with their parents over religion. But you and Sonia are certainly old enough to do this."
"So you'd take us?"
"Sure, you're both baptized; I've got the verification from Grantville already."
"Even if I can't wholeheartedly say 'I believe in God, the Father Almighty,' etc.?"
"Still? After the story that I told you yesterday? Did I tell you that it wasn't the 'happy ending' it sounded like?"
"Why not?"
Peter took a deep breath. "Well, for one thing, Edda is still deaf. Knowing the sign language helps her speaking with her family and friends. Later she will learn to write down what she needs.
"But that isn't the end. She'll need much more attention from her teachers during her time in schools. We don't have a special school for disabled children like that in—"
"Romney."
"Yes, thank you. Not a single one on the whole world. So what does that mean for her?"
"Elisabeth could become a Special Education teacher. We have some in Grantville. As motivated as Sonia describes her to be, she could manage that easily."
"And do you think a German knife maker would pay for such training? For a daughter? Daughters of craftsmen marry wealthy other craftsmen. Her husband would be a substitute to keep the shop in the family if Bartel died too early."
"Well . . ."
"Sebastian Gigenagel is a clever man. He sent his daughter to a Winkelschule in Eisenach, so she can read, write and speak in the trade languages of Europe. She has enough knowledge of arithmetic to take all the boring office work from the shoulders of her future husband, in the evenings after all her children are in bed. So she can relieve him to earn more money. She's a valuable asset for her husband."
"Well . . ."
"Sebastian can live with her running free for a couple of years, gallivanting with other ideas. He offered to send her to the new Mädchengymnasium. That's the second-best alternative for her after attending Grantville High. I'm sure—" He took another pull from his beer. "—he even extended his feelers to Grantville. That would be an excellent investment, increasing her value as a wife massively."
"I thought it was for her good."
"We don't think that way. Sons are replacements for oneself. Daughters strengthen business bonds. Or political ones in the case of nobles."
"For her to become a Special Education teacher would mean . . . what?"
Peter stood, and took a pose of a full-figured patrician, striking his non-existing beard. "Your daughter does what? Spend her whole day trying to care for poor handicapped children? What a pathetic purpose. Why should a deaf girl need an education? No man with his wits together would marry her anyway. What your daughter does is waste her time. She'll never catch a good husband that way."
He sat again.
Pause. Long pause.
"Everybody needs a chance," Bryant said feebly.
"Hey, you just repeated what Luther and Melanchthon thought. Not that their 'everybody' extended to handicapped children.
"But giving 'worthless' people a chance for a better perspective in life is pure Lutheran doctrine. God created us equal, and balancing disadvantages is doing God's work. Whether you believe in Him or not."
****
Two days later, Sonia darted into the Outhouse, where Bryant was sitting at his computer. "Come quick," she shouted. "Max just told me that Johann is staging an official reception with some company suits and their families over at the church, and he wants us three to attend, too. We've got only half an hour to get dressed up."
"I don't have anything to dress up in."
"Yes, you do. I had your wedding suit cleaned and your white shirt starched. I knew the day would come when you'd need them."
****
When they were on their way to St Hubertus forty minutes later—of course Sonia herself had needed more than half an hour—Bryant wondered where Sonia had gotten the suit for little Cory.
At least for his wife there hadn't been a fashion problem. In the time they had lived at the duke's court, she always wore dresses. He had to admit that the one she had selected—a long white dress with short sleeves and a dark blue bolero jacket—was a real nice one.
The village was empty—rather unusual for a Friday afternoon. Normally children would be playing on the streets, women would be on their way to the community well, and men would be leading their teams pulling wagons overflowing with hay, wood or produce.
But at the moment he couldn't see anyone. Ordering people to stay at home when VIPs visited didn't seem like Johann's normal behavior.
When they opened the church door, the organ started to play and hundreds of people were standing there and staring at them.
"Oh my goodness," Sonia gasped. "What is this?"
"Are you asking me?" Bryant whispered. "Didn't you tell me it was a 'reception'? That's a complete assembly of the parish . . . and more."
His eyes fell on Peter—Pastor Altmann for now—standing in front of the altar in full fig and waving them—Us? Oh my!—to come closer. Bryant could see the ducal family, lining the aisle, and there was even Andy Rudolph and his family.
Suddenly something was dawning on him. "This is for us," he hissed, starting to walk slowly in Peter's direction. "Don't tell me you didn't know about this."
One look into Sonia's innocently grinning face, and everything was clear.
"I didn't know," she whispered, "that this would become so big."
"So this is our confirmation?"
"Uh-huh. And Cory's baptism, too."
"Who will be the godfather?"
"Johann has volunteered, and Andreas, too. I said we'd take 'em both. It doesn't hurt . . ."
Bryant groaned. It's a good thing that my dad can't see this . . . Oh Shit! He had no idea how it could have happened, but there were a lot of very familiar faces smiling at them from the first rows.
Of course, Gary Burke was one of the "company suits." The Wish Book Company was one of the big economic factors in the USE. Bryant's mom and his sisters were, of course, crying. Grandpa Ansel and Grandma Janie—both eighty-two—were sitting on chairs in the front row. Grandpa Byron—one year younger than they were—stood behind them, at attention as if he were still a young man.
It seemed as if the whole Presbyterian parish from Grantville was here to witness Bryant's final defeat.
He cast a sidelong glance at Sonia. She was scrutinizing the other side of the aisle. Judging by her facial expression, her own family was present in the same numbers. Now this can become a real nice afternoon. Sonia's mom had converted to the Catholic Church when she adopted two orphans from the Eichsfeld, and Sonia's sister Raquel had married—Bryant assumed in revenge for that—a Calvinist Huguenot from the Netherlands. That could be an explosive mixture.
At least it didn't look like the Baptist branch of her family was there. Aunt Tammy always had an assortment of barbed remarks prepared for the "heathens" at the family celebrations back up-time.
"Who the heck arranged all this?" he whispered, but he didn't exactly need an answer. The grins on both the duke's women's faces were too broad to ignore.
They arrived in front of the altar—Johann and Andreas having joined in behind them—and the organ finished.
"Brothers and sisters," Peter Altmann started, smiling. "We are gathered here today to welcome three people into the fold of our church and our community of believers.
"Let us pray."
Jagdschloss 
Two hours later
"Hi Dad," Bryant said, when he finally found his father. Gary Burke was standing in the large dining room, a glass of something sparkling in his hand, and animatedly chatting with Johann Ernst and Eitel vom Stein.
"Bryant!"
Bryant couldn't exactly read his father's mood. Was he angry, because his son had done the one thing he himself had always resisted? Was he proud how well-connected his son suddenly was?
Well, the latter was a fact.
"I was just talking to your employer about building a branch office and warehouse here in Marksuhl. It seems that there are a lot of craftsmen willing to supply us here."
"Not to mention," Bryant said smirking, "the many potential financially strong customers."
"That too," Gary admitted.
"I only wonder," Bryant continued, "how you managed to get the whole mishpocha here. That must have been a real convoy."
"No problem." Gary shook his head. "Johnny was a big help."
"Johnny!" Bryant shouted. "Johnny is here? Where? I must see him."
His father thumbed behind him. "In the backyard."
Bryant turned and could barely refrain from running.
"Johnny?" he heard the governor ask, but then he was already in the hall.
"Johnny!" he shouted as soon as he reached the yard. "Where have you been all these years?" Then he caressed the hood of the vehicle parked there.
Johnny might once have been born a completely normal Ford pickup. But when Bryant saw him the first time—at the age of eight or so, after dad had won him in an illegal poker game—he had already been massively rebuilt by his prior owners.
His original motor had been replaced by a twelve-cylinder engine, better suited to drive a muscle car. But at the time, it still had the original transmission below that couldn't really handle the three-hundred horsepower. Bryant knew this very well, he had often had the doubtful pleasure of helping his dad to repair the fragile gearset until they finally installed a truck's transmission.
Johnny—the name came from a spray painting over the hood showing the text "Johnny B. Goode" surrounded by flames—was the first car Bryant ever drove. He did it as soon as he was able to look over the rim of the steering wheel at the age of twelve. His dad had cut away the side panels and mounted a cable winch and a fifth wheel, thus making Johnny able to serve the company well.
With a mobile home in tow or a flatbed carrying a manufactured home, Bryant had steered Johnny over ten thousands of miles through West Virginia and the neighboring states.
He looked up, his vision slightly blurred. Yes, there was the flatbed, but someone, most likely his father, had mounted a large tent on it and fastened a number of wooden benches inside.
The ban on private usage of fuel had retired Johnny in 1631. Or at least that was what Bryant always thought. But it seemed as if Dad had hidden him somewhere and waited for the moment when he could hit the road again. There was certainly no demand for moving mobile homes at the moment. But if the Wish Book Company really expanded into more remote locations like Marksuhl, Bryant might see Johnny more often in the future.
"He really seems to love this vehicle," he heard Johann Ernst's voice from behind.
"They have a history together," his dad said.
Bryant wondered if his dad knew that he had scr—um—made love to Sonia for the first time in Johnny's cab. "Oh yes," he suddenly heard his loving wife sigh. "A boy and his toy."
Then he looked at his smug-looking father in a custom-tailored down-time suit, complete with an enormous white lace collar, and suddenly he had an answer for a question.
"Can we meet in ten minutes in the dining room for a toast?" he said. Not waiting for an answer he turned and darted back into the house.
****
Sonia had pointed out the Gigenagels and Melffsens during the service earlier. They hadn't been invited into the castle, but would most likely still attend the barbeque Johann had sponsored.
It took fifteen minutes for his preparations. Then he stood at the linen-covered table, a glass of sparkling—um—something in his hand.
"Sorry for speaking English now, but I don't want to stumble over some annoying phrase. At least not involuntarily."
The crowd laughed.
"I want to thank you all, also on behalf of my wife, and my son, for coming such a long way to attend this celebration. Dad, I can imagine that it wasn't easy for you.
"Back up-time, such an august event was always a good pretense to run a little charity fundraiser. Purely by chance, I have such a cause at hand.
"Come, Edda," he said in German, "wave at these nice people," he continued, lifting the girl to stand on a chair before him. Far from being embarrassed, Edda smiled and waved.
Most of the people present waved back.
"Unfortunately, Edda can't thank you for your friendliness, because she's deaf and cannot speak."
A sudden murmur ran through the crowd.
"Certainly most of you know what that normally means in the here and now. She'd most likely end in a corner of a dirty street begging for alms. Back up-time she could have gotten special education, attended a special school, learned to speak and perhaps even gotten an implant to make her hear."
He paused, looking over the people gathered.
"During my travels in the last half-year, I talked to a lot of the ordinary people around. They sometimes see us up-timers as half-gods or half-demons. But one term always fell during a long evening in one of the villages' inns: Stinking rich.
"Another term unfortunately was never mentioned: Charitable. Perhaps they live too far from Grantville to see any examples.
"I think it's time to show them that we can indeed be charitable. I challenge you here and now: Donate enough money to create a fund to finance Edda's education in the next twenty years. Enough to pay for the training of special education teachers and for the material she needs.
"Elisabeth, here, is Edda's teacher and the first candidate for getting that training. I heard that she always has her notebook with her, speaks English, and will be happy to write down your names and amounts.
"And, Daddy, I'm sure, if you ask nicely, the government of West Thuringia might declare all donations to this fund fully tax-deductible."
"Done!" Johann Ernst, the governor, shouted laughing.
Everybody joined in the laughter.
Eisenach 
October 1635
In the newsletter of the registration office of West Thuringia county:
Company Name Changes
Former "Mock & Gigenagel, Silverware," now "Mock, Gigenagel & Melffsen, Silverware and Quality Toys."
Marksuhl 
January 1636
Wochenblatt Marksuhl, Family ads
Births
Lorenz Melffsen and Helena Meinstorfin proudly announce the birth of their daughter Elisabeth.
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Author's notes:
The people of the Melffsen family are fictive, but based on a list of casualties from the OTL Burchardi flood on the doomed island of Strand.
****
The men in the Gigenagel family are historical; father and son are listed as knife and sword makers in the Eisenach address book 1630-1640 by Hugo Peter; Valentin Mock, the carpenter, is also listed.
****
Did nobody really mention Lego until now? There should be about a quarter million of them (80 per person in world average) in Grantville. Of course, there is no plastic, but a joint venture of smiths, carpenters and woodcarvers should certainly be able to come up with a usable wooden version.
****
Alphabet Copyright © William Vicars, sign language resources at Lifeprint.com
****
Art Director's Note: Thank you to Rainer for providing the images for this story.
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Previously . . .
In 1628 Matthias Ehrenhardt was orphaned at the age of 14, when his family home in the small village of Vehra burned to the ground. To have any sort of future, he was forced to leave his Heimat, the place where he grew up and truly belonged, and go live with his aunt Grete Ehrenhardt and her husband Berthold Felbers, a businessman and political leader in Eisenach. His childhood sweetheart Dora Hammelin makes him a fine knife and sheath as a parting gift.
By 1634 Matthias has completed Latin secondary school and his first year at university, with the intention of studying law. During a visit to his old friends and relatives around Vehra, he informs Dora and her father Thomas Hammel that he has changed his career plans with Uncle Berthold's agreement, and he is now on his way to Magdeburg to pursue chemical engineering at the new Imperial College of Science, Engineering, and Technology.
It becomes clear during the conversation that Matthias and Dora hope to eventually marry, when they can both afford to. Thomas has no confidence that this new profession he doesn't understand will bring Matthias financial success, though he wishes him well. Thomas forbids betrothal until Matthias proves himself in the world.
In Magdeburg he shares a cramped lodging in a rooming house in the industrial district west of the wall with Germund, a mechanical engineering student from southern Norway.
Meanwhile, the Hammel family's situation has improved. Thomas has been appointed Adelmeister smith at the new flax mill in Sömmerda. The water-driven mill is being equipped with 18th and 19th century textile machinery, as rapidly as it can be recreated. He obtains a position for Dora in the mill office, a much better opportunity to build her dowry than domestic service.
Imperial Tech is stuffed into odd crannies of the Latin school building in the old city, a monastery in previous centuries. The down-timers among the student body need to catch up to the up-timer high school graduates in mathematics; the up-timers need to learn Latin. His first day brings the start of an algebra course, taught in German by Lennon Washaw. He is able to begin class work in chemistry simultaneously, since advanced math isn't a prerequisite.
Matthias and Germund help each other keep up.
At the mill, Thomas is suddenly confronted with a Grantville-built metal-working lathe, owned by Hannes Dirck Bosboom, the civil engineer in charge of building the mill and bringing it into operation. Bosboom's mechanic, Gregorius Hochuli, was supposed to install the lathe and use it to make and modify mechanical parts as needed to get the mill up and running, but he staggered into the mill race and drowned. Thomas does the best he can with no manuals and no experience with modern precision machine tools. He gets it to work, but not well.
Meanwhile, Georg and Friedrich Fritsche, owners of a blacksmith shop a few miles from Erfurt in Bischleben, are getting inquiries for metal parts they can't make at any reasonable cost or production rate by traditional methods. Friedrich goes to Grantville to investigate whether it's true that the shops there could do the work, if they weren't overloaded with orders. He returns with Karl Reichert, one of the newly trained machinists. Karl advises them that their water power could run a small machine shop. They decide to make the investment, and they hire Karl to run it and teach them the new methods. For the first time in his career, Karl finds himself with nobody to go to for advice. He must find his own solutions.


In part 2 . . .
Imperial Tech's chemistry department under the leadership of Allen Dailey acquires a bankrupt laundry outside the city wall and remodels it into a temporary teaching lab. The apparatus is sparse and somewhat temperamental at first, but the students begin getting vital hands-on experience.
Dora gains respect and additional responsibilities at the flax mill, along with a wage increase. Her dowry grows faster.
Karl Reichert attends the wedding in Sömmerda of his friend Fritz Wedemann from his early days in Grantville. During a break in the dancing at the reception, he overhears Thomas Hammel describing his difficulties using Hannes Bosboom's lathe. He offers his help, and teaches Thomas and Dora the correct way to install and set up the machine. His kindness impresses the Hammel family, coming as they do from a village where kindness and compassion were a central part of the local culture. Dora's lively intelligence appeals to him.
By the end of the term, the chemistry students are ready to try analyzing samples. Raimund Treck proposes to analyze an ore sample from his second cousin's mine in the Harz Mountains, instead of a standard teaching sample from lab stock. Professor Dailey allows it, but asks Matthias if he would like to work on the same sample, so that there will be an independent analysis for comparison. Matthias agrees. It's nominally a copper ore, but they find sulfur, some silver, traces of gold, and several other elements.
Raimund proposes to Matthias that they start a venture during summer vacation to extract the silver and gold from the smelted copper using electrochemistry. It seems simple. Matthias is torn between independent study at home in Eisenach to shorten the time to earn his degree, versus trying for early profits from separating the precious metals. He's becoming concerned that he might not be able to demonstrate to Thomas Hammel that he can earn a decent living as a chemical engineer, by the time Dora accumulates her dowry. He dithers, then decides to take the risk. Raimund persuades Jupp Fimbel, an Imperial Tech student in the electrical trades, to join them.
Through the summer the three partners encounter and overcome one difficulty after another, sinking more and more time and money into the business. By August they have a shop in the village of Gräfenstuhl, and a steady source of electricity from the generator at a mill run by Gerd Hartmann and his wife Marta Seidelin. They get their first revenue from the sale in the Mansfeld commodity markets of a cartload of high-purity copper. As they overcome problems after problem, the chemistry grows more complex, and the work of maintaining the line increases. Profits are thin.
In Sömmerda the flax mill is running into machine repair problems they can't handle with just a lathe and a drill press, and then Bosboom moves on to his next project and takes his machine tools with him. The mill begins sending work to the Fritsche Brothers shop. Thomas and Dora go there several times to handle the business arrangements and technical consultations.
September comes, and Matthias faces a decision that can no longer be put off. Return to college and push on full speed for his degree, or put his efforts into ramping up production at the electrolytic refining shop. Matthias agonizes, then stays.
Dora is getting concerned that Matthias' few letters are all about the business and the technical progress, with nothing personal in them, and he hasn't visited in close to a year. Thomas understands that the problems and the hard work are weighing on his mind, and just hopes Matthias hasn't made a mistake.
By now there is enough anode residue to begin the long-anticipated work on silver separation. One by one, they get past a new series of obstacles, at the cost of more time and money.
Personal notes are starting to find their way into the correspondence between the Fritsche Brothers machine shop and the Sömmerda mill. Some of Karl's stories set the Hammel family laughing.
Early in December Matthias and Jupp are anxiously hovering over an experimental benchtop silver separation setup, watching the first favorable results appear.
But a freight wagon is due, and Jupp goes outside to stack their stock of refined copper for shipment. He slips on a muddy patch, and falls on a sharp piece of metal sticking out of the ground. He gets a puncture wound in his left calf. Matthias cleans and bandages the injury and advises Jupp to take it easy until it heals. But by dawn Jupp is in pain, and the area around the injury is tender, red, swollen, and hot to the touch. Jupp's moaning wakes Matthias, who immediately recognizes that the wound has gone septic and Jupp is in mortal danger. The nearest competent help is at the new hospital in Magdeburg. Raimund wakes up village carter Oswald Weckesser to rush Jupp to the Kloster Mansfeld railroad station.
Jupp's condition deteriorates visibly during the short ride to town. Matthias runs ahead to buy the tickets and appeals to the station agent to do anything possible to make sure he and Jupp get on the next train, already approaching. The agent runs up to conductor Karl Alpendorf on the platform and explains what's happening. Alpendorf recognizes that this is a dire emergency, and makes the decision on his own authority to hold the train and incur the resulting disruption of rail traffic up the line. When Jupp arrives a few minutes later on Weckesser's horse, Alpendorf rushes him and Matthias aboard, and hands the telegraph operator a message to the division dispatcher as the train begins to roll.


In part 3 . . .
The faraway dispatcher holds a southbound freight at Stassfurt so Karl Alpendorf's passenger train won't be sidetracked further south for it to pass. He brings Magdeburg Memorial Hospital into the stream of telegraph messages:


SEND PATIENT NAME AND SYMPTOMS


Matthias writes the reply.
Jupp's lower leg turns darker and the pain grows worse.
At Aschersleben there is another message from the hospital.


RECLINE X SUPPORT AFFECTED LIMB HIGHER THAN HEART X GIVE FLUIDS X


Karl finds Jupp a place to lie on the floor next to one of the coal stoves, and he and the passengers do wht they can to make him comfortable.
Karl cuts short the breakfast stop at Stassfurt to make up some time. Now Jupp's leg is turning an ugly bronze color, and something is seeping into the bandage. His pain is worse. Karl would run the train faster if the track could stand it, but it can't. The station agent at Salbke saves two minutes by manning a door.
As the train approaches Magdeburg, Matthias asks Karl whether there are carriages for hire at the station, or any other way to move Jupp to the hospital. Karl tells him he won't have to. The train dispatcher and the hospital have made arrangements for a special stop at the nearest street crossing.
A horse-drawn ambulance is waiting. EMTs Ernst Boch and Janusz Lewicki come aboard with a stretcher and pick Jupp up as gently as they can. Jupp screams at the first touch.
As they come through the front door of the hospital, Nurse Susie Hunsaker is ready and waiting. She recognizes gangrene as soon as she has the leg exposed. She sends for the on-call surgical team, high-dose IV antibiotics, and Doctor Vittorio Di Benedetti, the hospital's expert on infected wounds. As they wheel Jupp into the operating room, the discussion turns to the cost of all the treatment. Jupp signs a statement permitting Matthias to use his lab skills to manage the IV apparatus, so that the hospital won't have to provide a technician round the clock for the next week.
Matthias writes to Dora with the unhappy news that the long-awaited Christmas visit to Sömmerda and Eisenach is no longer possible.
He writes to Aunt Grete, and mentions in passing that work on extracting silver must stop until the business can afford it once again.
For the next week Matthias works the night shift, regulating Jupp's IV apparatus while healing proceeds, saving the cost of covering that period with a hospital employee. Nevertheless, the bill mounts rapidly. Meanwhile he studies the procedures for the physical therapy Jupp will need later. One morning at the end of his shift he brings a letter to the mailroom, and finds it open. The clerk sees his name on the return address, and gives him a letter that came in two days earlier, forwarded from Raimund at the shop. It's from Dora, telling him how much she's looking forward to his visit. Has his letter reached her by now? Should he send a telegram?
A more philosophical letter arrives from Aunt Grete, praising his loyalty to his partner, and asking for the details of the refining process. She's thinking of investing in the business, if a small infusion of capital would get them through the experimental stage and into extracting silver and gold.
Finally Matthias no longer needs to spend long hours by Jupp's bedside. Susie suggests that he coordinate the craftsmen needed to design and build the ankle brace Jupp will need because of the amount of muscle mass he's lost, saving the cost of someone else doing it.
Finally, the hospital's work is done, leaving a heavy debt. Matthias and Jupp are able to return to Gräfenstuhl and Raimund, to take stock and begin the long recovery from all that's happened. They go to work, shipping product, making process improvements, and keeping up Jupp's physical therapy. After a month or so a letter from Dora arrives. Matthias nerves himself to open it, not knowing what to expect. But Dora is understanding. And sad.
In Sömmerda, Karl Reichert arrives for a meeting with Thomas Hammel, the mill's factor Christian Folte, and the head of textile crafts Siegmund Pels. The management is happy with the machine work Karl has done for them, and they're disappointed with their machinery supplier's progress. They want Karl to help them develop a flax spinning machine by making mechanical parts to try out. He suggests building a test bed that can be rapidly reconfigured to test ideas as they develop them, rather than attempting to build a whole machine without knowing in advance what will work. A look passes between him and Dora as lunch is delivered to the conference room. Thomas invites him home for supper. Another pleasant evening follows.
In Gräfenstuhl, the partners discuss Aunt Grete's offer. She will finance the development of the silver extraction step if they file incorporation papers and issue shares to her. They accept. After more experimental work, the process finally yields a small but steady output of silver. They begin depositing it to the company account at the bank in Mansfeld, paying the current bills, and slowly paying off the hospital.
Then the spring rains come, stopping traffic on the roads while the mud lasts. When the wagons can move again, the ford has been washed away. Wagons can't cross the river. There's a ford at a new place, but there's no road there. All the shops and mines are cut off, with bills to pay and no revenue.
Karl is coming to Sömmerda more often now, to deliver experimental parts and observe the tests. He and Dora are seeing more of each other.
Erhard Faulstich, the Amtmann for the Mansfeld stift, calls a general meeting of the residents and masters west of the river to decide on a course of action. He barely manages to keep order and achieve a consensus. Raimund's suggestion is agreed upon for lack of a better solution: make plans for a permanent stone bridge where the road is, but throw up a crude wooden one as fast as possible, to last until the permanent bridge is ready. The project will be financed by a temporary special tax, to be paid in money or in labor. Raimund and Matthias contribute labor.
Inevitably, the payments to the hospital fall behind schedule. Raimund worries that if word gets around that they're not paying their bills, the whole business could collapse. On the recommendation of one of his relatives, they secure a business loan from the Hamburg banking firm Schickelgruber und Muntz, to tide them over until they can bring in raw copper and ship refined metals again. While the bridge work continues, Matthias starts experimental work on the gold extraction step, which involves considerably more chemistry.
And finally the temporary bridge is able to carry wagons. Raimund tries to arrange a copper shipment, only to be told that every wagon on the road has its eastbound runs booked for the next week. One of the wagoners offers a westbound load in three or four days. Jupp says take it, so they can at least get some raw material into the tanks again.


In part 4 . . .
With not even a wheelbarrow available to carry copper to market, the partners run the line as fast as possible just to get anode slime to process for silver. That, they can carry out on their backs. Then, they make a crucial mistake. Instead of depositing the silver at the bank in Mansfeld and sending a bank draft or a telegraph money order to Hamburg for their overdue payment, they send the silver itself. Albrecht Schickelgruber smells blood in the water, and moves to invoke penalty clauses in the loan contract and foreclose on the entire business.
Matthias sends a copy of the notice and the loan contract to Uncle Berthold, asking for advice.
A rare angry confrontation erupts between Berthold and Grete, when she reveals that she has a large portion of her money tied up in TEF Metals, Inc. stock, and he reveals that he had been counting on her money for their share of the capital in the Werra Hydroelectric project which he has been instrumental in organizing. Their own financial future is now balanced on a knife edge. They exchange stiff apologies for not properly consulting each other, and then sit down to figure out how to salvage the situation.
Meanwhile in Sömmerda, the mechanical test beds are producing encouraging results. Thomas invites Karl to attend the blacksmith's guild dance with his family when he visits again.
After a rapid exchange of telegrams, Berthold makes an expensive and dangerous charter flight from Eisenach, survives a close call during a failed instrument approach to Magdeburg, lands at a mountaintop government communication station, and finally arrives at the Hartmann mill in Gräfenstuhl aboard an army supply wagon. He shepherds the young men through a tense creditors' meeting in Mansfeld, using his decades of business experience and force of personality to forge a deal that allows the business to survive and continue paying off the loan. To satisfy Schickelgruber and his partner Egon Muntz, he is forced to agree to send his talented young assistant, Stefan Gerstner, to take charge of the corporation's business affairs. Raimund and Jupp will handle the technical work.
Berthold commands Matthias to return to Eisenach as soon as Stefan is adequately oriented at TEF Metals, and take over as much of Stefan's work as he can. The behind-the-scenes dealings for the hydro project are now at a critical stage, and losing Stefan's help at that moment puts him in a precarious position. He will not allow Matthias even a day to take a side trip up to Sömmerda to see Dora and her family. All Matthias can do is send her a letter.
In less than two weeks Stefan reports that the loan is paid off and a plan is in place to catch up with the rest of the company's bills. He used his business knowledge to identify the proper markets for their refined copper, and for the large stockpile of zinc they had been unable to sell, which proved to be of very high purity. Then he reports that it would be more profitable to stop work on silver and gold, and instead concentrate on electrical grade copper, zinc, and sulfuric acid as their major products, selling the process residues to a specialty refiner. Berthold gives Matthias and Grete an earful about going into business without first learning how to run a business. They both absorb the lesson.
Thomas Hammel has been watching how Dora and Karl talk and act together. He tells him that for Dora's future security he requires that she marry a master craftsman who has his own shop. Karl is taken by surprise at the revelation that Thomas is willing to take him seriously as a suitor.
At the end of the summer Berthold is able to let Matthias return to college, traveling by train all the way from Eisenach except for a side trip on foot to his old friends and relatives around Vehra and Henschleben—and Sömmerda. He's late, arriving after church has already started. When he finally meets Dora and her mother at the end of the service, the encounter starts off awkward and stays that way, in spite of everyone's best efforts. Over dinner he explains that he will concentrate on his education from now on, and not risk any more lost time. Studying through the summers, he expects he can finish in a little over three years. Between the further three-year wait before any possibility of marriage, the missed visits, the sparseness of the letters, and the absence of an emotional spark of romance, Dora is disappointed and frustrated. Matthias' confidence has been shaken by the events of the last year, and Thomas misinterprets his admission of business mistakes and becomes even more worried about Matthias' long-term prospects. The Sunday dinner is a special one, and enjoyable, but Dora never hears what she's been listening for. Communication during a long walk beside the river afterward is no better. They have both grown in the past two years, but in different directions.
Matthias returns to the station at Erfurt and resumes the trip to Magdeburg. Just before the city he passes the new campus, where a couple of buildings are already in use. Not the chemistry department, as yet.
The same day Karl arrives in Sömmerda with the next set of test bed parts, this time a spinning and winding mechanism. Thomas invites him home for dinner with the family and Dora's friends from the mill Heidi Meinhart and Sabena Geller. They chat over the leftovers from Sunday dinner and the things Dora's friends brought. Thomas reads aloud after dinner from the Erfurt newspaper Karl wrapped the machine parts in, while the girls do some of their mending. All in all, it's a pleasant evening.


In part 5 . . .
Matthias is nervous at first about how he'll be received after being away from college for more than a year, but Professor Dailey sets his mind at rest and helps him with course planning and catch-up.
Grete and Berthold journey to a TEF Metals stockholders' meeting at the tavern in Mansfeld. Stefan Gerstner presents a proposal to return Grete's capital, which has been an urgent concern ever since the creditors' meeting at the beginning of the summer. He, Raimund, and mining patriarch Augustin Treck along with Erhard Faulstich make an offer to purchase her shares. Then he stuns Berthold by announcing that he won't return to Eisenach, but intends to stay on to manage the growth of TEF instead. He points out that TEF can supply large quantities of electrical grade copper for the Werra project. Negotiations begin over the stock price and how many shares Grete will sell for the money offered.
Afterward, Faulstich hosts Grete and Berthold, treating them to a fine dinner with his family and an overnight stay, and picks their brains about the electric power business. His daughter Elisabeth is stunningly beautiful, fashionable, graceful, and accomplished in art and music, but seems somewhat preoccupied with fashion and luxurious living. Grete takes note.
In Grantville, Nat Davis receives an inquiry for his machine shop to manufacture crankshafts. His new production plant in Schwarza could do the work, but custom tooling is necesssary for the quantities required. He, his senior machinists, and all the other local shops are backlogged. He remembers Karl Reichert, and sends an inquiry to Fritsche Brothers. Karl takes on the job. He has to not only make the custom fixtures, he has to design them, manage the project, and write the instructions for their use and maintenance. Davis's senior machinist Louis Giamarino signs off on Karl's drawings, but it's still Karl's reputation on the line.
In Sömmerda, experimentation with the test beds continues. The knowledge needed to develop a successful spinning machine is accumulating in the craftsmen's notebooks.
Karl delivers the production tooling. Giamarino measures it against the drawings, tests it out, and accepts it along with the documentation.
At college, Matthias has advanced to calculus and Newtonian mechanics. He demonstrates gravitational acceleration to one of the Latin school students, disproving one of Aristotle's assertions.
More machine shop work begins flowing into Fritsche Brothers.
Matthias is working harder than ever at his studies. He's taking organic chemistry now. He tries to find words to write to Dora, and can't always find them. Some of his letters are very brief and not well-organized. Dora is dissatisfied at the absence of anything personal in them.
Dora begins receiving letters from Karl. They're chatty, sometimes have jokes in them, and express a wish that business might bring them together again.
Machine work suddenly starts flooding into Fritsche Brothers. Word has gotten around about Karl's tooling job. The shop has become widely known. Karl and the Fritsches are faced with a decision: either take jobs selectively and decline orders beyond their capacity, or add machines and people. Karl offers to take out a loan and buy some of what they need in return for an ownership share, and take on an apprentice machinist.
Berthold and Grete again attend a TEF Metals company meeting, this time at the Faulstich home in Mansfeld. Grete has sold enough of her appreciated stock to recover the needed capital for the Werra project, but has retained the rest. Stefan has commissioned Matthias to compile and present a report on an advanced method of extracting copper from the ore, using electricity to replace much of the heat used in conventional smelting. Just as he's getting started, Elisabeth comes down the stairs, says something to her father, and goes out the door with her mother on a social call. Elisabeth is the most beautiful wonan Matthias has ever seen. It takes him a few moments to recover his train of thought so he can continue with his presentation. Aunt Grete gives him an enigmatic look.
Karl accompanies another batch of test bed parts to the mill in Sömmerda. He wants to see how they perform, but he has another reason. He presents Dora with a fine hardened steel comb that he made in the machine shop and sent out for nickel plating. It's a courting gift. He tells her and Thomas about his new arrangement with the Fritsche brothers.
Berthold Felbers and Hannes Bosboom stand beside the Werra, watching a steam shovel break ground for the first of the power dams. Now they and their associates are committed.
Matthias does well in the chem lab courses. Dailey offers him the lab assistant position for the next term, a job with a modest stipend.
Karl writes to Folte that in his opinion, the test beds have accomplished their purpose. The mill's craftsmen now understand the mechanical motions necessary to mass-produce thread. He recommends that they confer with the machine designers at Dave Marcantonio's shop in Grantville, and offers to participate.
Matthias writes to Dora that the term is ending, and this time he will be able to take time to visit Sömmerda on his way home for Christmas. When he arrives, Dora is surprised and dismayed to see him. She had written to him in Magdeburg, but he left before her letter arrived. She calls her father and Karl in from the kitchen, introduces Karl, and announces that she has accepted his proposal of marriage. Further, Karl's new partners have agreed to let her become Karl's apprentice; she will be not only the wife of the master machinist, she will be publicly recognized as a skilled tradeswoman in her own name. Times are changing in the SoTF. She explains that between the missed visits, the awkwardness of the September visit, and the sparseness of the letters, she had become less and less sure she and Matthias had a future. Meanwhile, Karl had proved to be a fine man who cared for her. The time came to decide, and she made her choice.
Matthias is stunned. He explains that everything he did was to gain a secure income at the earliest possible date, so that he could support her and their future children. Dora replies that she couldn't tell that, says she's sorry about the way things turned out, and wishes him well. Matthias gives her the scented candles he'd intended as a Christmas present, saying they can be a wedding present instead, and takes his leave.
Grete is waiting on the platform in Eisenach when Matthias gets off the train. After their greeting, she asks how everything has been going, and did he have his visit to Sömmerda? Matthias tells her about Dora's betrothal. She gives him her sympathy, and immediately thinks of Elisabeth Faulstich as a possible bride who could bring all kinds of valuable connections to the family. She saw how Matthias reacted to Elisabeth. She says nothing of this. It wouldn't be the right time.
At dinner on Christmas eve, Matthias mopes, speaking only when he's spoken to, and not much even then. Nothing seems to cheer him up. He goes to the church service only because Grete takes everyone along. But when the choir sings the beautiful carol "Stille Nacht" and then the English version "Silent Night" he begins to lose his tension and his face settles into a look of serenity. Grete gives thanks for that, as a small part of Grantville's miracle.
When Matthias returns to Magdeburg in January to begin the next term, Aunt Grete travels with him. They stop off for a brief company meeting at a cookshop near the Kloster Mansfeld train station. Matthias presents a more extensive report on electrical refining as practiced at Ilmenau, and Stefan gives a financial report.
Afterward, Matthias and Grete board a local railbus to complete their journey. Elisabeth and her mother Juditha Emmerling board a few minutes later. They're going to visit Juditha's brother Lorenz in Magdeburg, who works in the city architect's office. Grete seizes the opportunity to sit together so the young people can converse and begin getting acquainted.
It's a fiasco. Grete and Juditha like each other, but Elisabeth turns out to be a shallow airhead, concerned with little beyond clothing fashion and social gossip, of mediocre intelligence, and not particularly considerate of others. Soon Matthias is glancing at the overhead baggage rack where his math books are, restraining himself only out of politeness from taking them down and getting in some study time. The culmination comes on arrival in Magdeburg, when a baggage handler struggling to unload Elisabeth's oversize trunk loses his grip and drops it a few inches to the pavement. Elisabeth flies into an over-the-top tirade and threatens to bring influence in high places against the man. The conductor takes charge of the situation, and tells her what's what.
Grete is appalled. She gives up any thought that Elisabeth would ever be a suitable bride. To a family such as the Ehrenhardts, brought up in the Vehra and Henschleben Heimat where Pastor Kleinke's moral teachings of kindness and compassion prevail, Elisabeth's selfishness and coldness are unacceptable. Grete is thankful that she never spoke aloud of considering Elisabeth as a suitable match.
Episode Six


The Imperial Palace
The exhibition stretched along the walls of a couple of busy corridors in the public parts of the palace, hardly a space intended for the purpose. Even so, the light was adequate, the palace being one of the first buildings in the city to have electricity.
The royal portraits were conventional enough, except for a recent one of Princess Kristina in up-time worker's costume holding a hard hat and safety goggles. It commemorated the opening of some sort of major industrial facility. The background was quite dramatic, but her posture and the artist's use of light made her the focus of the piece just the same.
Most of the exhibition, though, had been arranged by a number of the city's wealthier women, under the theme "Fine Art through the Centuries." It was an eclectic collection, mostly reproduction paintings by artists in their first stages of exploring what they'd found in Grantville. There were even a few authentic nineteenth- and twentieth-century originals, by the art teachers and amateurs of Grantville itself. One of the odder manifestations had been a short-lived fad of painting on black velvet.
[image: canal]Grete stood for a while, taking in a rendition of Turner's "Chichester Canal." There was a placard on the wall beside it, describing the essentials of the movement it belonged to, with a few words about the contemporary artist who'd painted the copy from a wall calendar illustration. Matthias looked over her shoulder. "You like the English landscapes?"
"Yes, I think I do. This one reminds me of the Flemish of our time in some ways, but not so dark. I think this is a happy painting. Perhaps later on I could afford to seek this artist out and commission something."
"If this is the way he paints when he's being himself!"
"Heh, heh, I'll bear that in mind." She turned her attention to the next example, an arm's length further along the corridor. "Oh, this is nice, isn't it? Let's see, eighteenth century, 'View of the Entrance to the Venetian Arsenal,' by Canaletto. A charming composition." She read some of the text beside it, then went back to the painting for a few minutes.
The paintings didn't seem to be in any particular order, but perhaps that was intentional. The next one was a blurred village scene in strident colors, a recreated Kandinsky under the heading "German Expressionism, 1900-1930." Grete looked, exclaimed, "This is what German art was to become? Could the original really have looked like that?" Then shook her head, and went on.
"Oh, look at this, Matthias! Such an interesting technique, and look at the clothing of the period."
"Yes, French Impressionism, late-nineteenth century. 'Luncheon of the Boating Party'? I don't see a boat, though. But a pleasing scene."
She moved on, past a turn in the corridor. "What on earth?"
The placard said "Late Seventeenth Century and Early Twentieth Century: Dutch Masters." The upper painting was a reproduction of a group portrait Rembrandt van Rijn would have painted in a few more decades if the Ring of Fire hadn't intervened, "Syndics of the Drapers' Guild." The lower painting was a perspective view of an open box of cigars resting on a coffee table next to a Zippo lighter and a half-filled ashtray. On the front and the lid of the box were cropped renditions of the same Rembrandt. The wall placard discoursed on American advertising art.
Matthias grinned. "A phrase I heard from one of the professors at school fits, I think. 'The good, the bad, and the ugly.' I think they've found some of everything."
Grete laughed. "I believe they have!"
****
It had been a good visit, but Matthias had just seen Aunt Grete off at the railroad station, and it was time to get back to making some serious progress. Whatever direction his life was to take now, accomplishing anything could only rest on making a mark in his profession. The new term would be starting in the morning, so . . .
He settled into his chair and opened the calculus book where he'd last left off, about halfway through the chapter on logarithms and exponential functions. Some of it was clear enough at first glance, some of it needed longer contemplation to grasp the reasoning. And then, he came to a short chain of steps, going from y=Aekt, to dy/dt=ky. What? He looked at it again, following the chain of reasoning backward. If the derivative is proportional to the variable itself, then the function is an exponential? All right, all right, I see that. But then if k is negative . . .
Suddenly, the implication leapt out at him. If the rate of a chemical reaction was proportional to the concentrations of the reactants, which was what you'd expect if you thought about it, then the rate as it settled to equilibrium would be a decaying exponential. It would get closer and closer, slowing down more and more the closer it got, until the remaining difference was lost in the randomness of chemical bonds forming and breaking under thermal agitation. Well, that was what the chemistry book said it did, but now the reason was staring him in the face.
If there was one thing the engineering mind wanted above all else, it was to understand. Matthias wondered what else mathematics had to tell him about chemistry.
****
Most of the lab assistant job consisted of making sure everything would be ready for the students to do their experiments. Matthias went through the lab course book, checking off materials and apparatus for the week's assignments. The first one was a fairly complicated extraction and purification of inorganic salts by fractional crystallization, a much more thorough introduction to the subject than anything he and his partners had done at their shop in Gräfenstuhl. Let's see, potassium chloride, sodium nitrate, filter paper, filter funnels, thermometers, acetate tubing . . . All right, there was enough of everything listed. Better put some trays of water outside overnight to freeze, so they'd have enough ice. While he had the cabinets open, he ran his eye over the shelves.
He went over to the desk, where Professor Dailey was grading some papers. Dailey put down his pencil and stretched, looking up.
"Professor, I see that the acetic acid is getting low. Shall I order some more?"
"Hmm. I'd like to hold off ordering anything right now, unless we need it right away. Some things are going on, and I want to wait and see how it works out."
"What? Does that mean . . . ?"
"We'll see."
February
The lab quieted down as Professor Dailey bustled in, rubbing his hands. "Good news, folks. I had a look around the new lab building yesterday. They've got the plumbing on the benches hooked up, and the wiring's live. They're just cleaning up the construction trash now."
Anni Schwenk looked up. "Oh? How soon, then?"
[image: lab]"Not long at all. After today's session here, we'll use the rest of the week to plan the move and crate everything up so we don't break anything. I hope. Ladies and gentlemen, we're getting out of this chicken coop! The chemistry department is finally going to the main campus. No more heating test tubes over alcohol lamps. Not only that, we're jumping right past the Bunsen burner era and going straight to electric hot plates and baths with calibrated thermostats. And we won't need to keep squeezing math and physics sections into odd corners of the Latin school any more, either."
The class broke out in applause.
****
By the time Matthias came dragging himself up the stairs carrying nothing but a cheese sandwich wrapped in newspaper, Ulf was already washing up and getting ready to turn in. He looked at Matthias doubtfully. "Is that all you're going to eat?"
"Tonight, it is. I just didn't feel like coming up here to get something to carry away soup in, and going back down to the corner shop, and back up here again, or cleaning it up afterward either. The day is used up, and so am I. But it's done. Last wagon load. Everything's in the new lab. Still in crates and baskets all over the floor and the benches, but it's in."
"The stuff at school, you mean." Ulf looked around the room. "I don't see anything different here."
"That comes next. I need to see the bursar tomorrow, and get a place in the dormitory on campus. Look, my share of the rent is paid until the end of the month, so I'm not going to break my back to move everything at once, but after that, the room is yours. We're the last department to move in, so there won't be any more Imperial Tech students looking for a room around here. The best thing you can do is put a notice in the newspaper for a new roommate, like I did last autumn. Aside from that, how was the Green Horse tonight? I don't know when I'll get there again."
Ulf rocked his hand, palm-down. "So-so. Some Bohemian with a dudelsack was playing. He wasn't very good."
****
It had taken a few days, but things were mostly where they belonged now. Matthias was in the middle of checking lab stocks, when Jupp Fimbel came in, hoisted a toolbox to a benchtop, and set it down with a thump. He was walking pretty well these days. Matthias put down the clipboard and went over to him. "Hello, Jupp, it's been a while. What's happening? I hope nothing is wrong with the circuits in here."
"No, nothing like that." He opened the toolbox and took out a sheathed knife. "Here, this is for you."
Matthias's jaw dropped. It was the knife Dora Hammelin had made for him, all those years ago. "What? How did you . . . ?"
"I didn't think we'd see it again, either. I didn't even know until afterward that you traded it to the blacksmith for making the steel parts for my brace. He couldn't remember who he sold it to. Anyway, I was wiring a butcher shop today, and I saw one of the men using it. No mistaking that grip. So I made him an offer. And here it is."
"Thank you, thank you very much. What do I owe you?"
"Owe me? Don't be foolish. I owe you. I'll always owe you."
March
This new building really was an improvement. The lab was on the second floor, on the south side. The late morning sun came in through generous windows, only single-paned as yet, but they let in plenty of light. The whitewashed walls and the natural coloring on the woodwork under the varnish made for a brighter and more cheerful place.
Matthias finished setting up the front counter with the supplies for the session on nitrogen chemistry later in the day, and turned to the note Professor Dailey had passed on to him. The campus steam plant's head mechanic wanted a liter of battery acid. Fortunately, the professor had written in the concentration; he didn't need to look that up.
He ran over the method in his mind, before he gathered up the glassware and cleaned it. When you diluted sulfuric acid, you had to do things the right way, or you were liable to get a nasty surprise. The first thing to do was label a sturdy bottle to deliver it in, then weigh a good-sized beaker to use for the actual mixing, and put in the distilled water. Right. Now an apron and full face shield . . .
The professor came in while he was transferring the now-cooled dilute acid into the bottle, and started quietly writing a series of reactions on the chalkboard, interspersed with explanatory notes. Matthias finished up, capped the bottle, rinsed the glassware in the lab sink, and put everything away. The professor glanced over when he picked up the bottle and turned toward the door. Matthias hesitated. "Is there something else?"
"No, I don't think so. Everything's ready for this afternoon, isn't it?"
"Yes, I read over the instructions in the lab book again after I put everything out, just to make sure I hadn't forgotten anything."
"Okay. See you after lunch, then."
****
You just couldn't rush the critique sessions, if you wanted to get anything out of Latin composition seminar. Sure enough, it had run overtime again. Lynn Pierce grabbed up her books and papers helter-skelter and scurried out the door. Not that she exactly wanted to turn into a guru on classical Latin, but it was a necessity in this day and age, if you had to handle any kind of international business. If I had a chance to design a language from a clean sheet of paper, like that first century crowd of fancy-dandy poets pretty much did, I sure wouldn't . . .
A bell rang. "Oh, rats! I'm gonna be late for fluid dynamics!" She rushed down the stairs and around the corner into the central corridor. She caught a flicker of motion out of the corner of her eye, and planted her foot for a sudden stop. It wasn't sudden enough.
****
"Excuse me, can you tell me where the entrance examination is?" Matthias turned his head to see a man and a half-grown boy coming up behind him.
"No, I'm sorry, but if you go to the registrar's office on the ground floor, they should know." Before he could turn his head back to see where he was going, he was slammed flat on his back, so hard he couldn't catch his breath. He looked up through wavering vision to see a pretty face framed in glossy red hair, looking down at him.
"Oh, my gosh! Are you all right?"
****
The guy she'd run into wasn't getting up. He wasn't out cold, though; his hands were moving, and his mouth was too, but his voice didn't seem to work. Then she saw the shattered bottle, and the puddle spreading under his back and soaking into his clothes. There was a label. She looked closer . . .
Lynn drew in a lungful and let loose with a voice trained in a steel mill. "WHERE'S THE EMERGENCY SHOWER?" She looked around for a sign or any kind of clue.
Someone shouted back from two doors away, "In here!" and a head poked out.
She reached down, caught the struggling man under the armpits, and started dragging him down the hall. As an afterthought, she called out to the two strangers, "One of you guard that puddle, until somebody comes to clean it up. Don't let anybody step in it. It's dangerous."
****
Al Dailey didn't know what was going on, but when somebody hollered "emergency shower," you didn't waste time asking questions. His first thought was to run over and help get Matthias back to the lab, but as fast as the other student was hauling him across the floor, he'd just get in the way at the doorway. She was in an almighty hurry, and pretty strong. He kicked the wedge under the door to hold it wide open. A couple of seconds later she backed into the lab. Matthias was starting to make purposeful movements, which was a good sign in a lot of ways. But he wasn't standing up on his own. Al reached in to help the girl get him over the low curbing around the drain grate and stand him up under the shower head. Before he could reach for the ring and dump the deluge, she grabbed it and yanked. And stood under the edge of the downpour.
"What happened?"
"I ran into him. He went down. Sulfuric acid spill, underneath his back. We need to strip and flush our skin. Is the tank refilling?" By this time Matthias was taking some deep breaths and putting less of his weight on Al's arms. The girl was trying to undo his shirt buttons.
Al was still catching up; that was some lightning-fast report. What was she, a volunteer firefighter or something? He managed to answer, "Yes." Matthias was trying to push away her hands and say something; he probably hadn't caught up yet either. "She's right, Matthias. Undress and shower off again. I'll rinse your clothes in water and sodium bicarbonate. It might save them."
"Uff, cough. Not proper . . ."
"Never mind proper, we've got acid on us! We've got a chaperone, right?" She yanked off her sweatshirt and threw it at the sink, then started unlacing her sneakers.
Al thought fast. The outside of their clothing should be safe enough to touch now, and anyway, his hands would be in fresh running water if he was sloshing around in the sink for the regulation fifteen minutes it would take them to finish decontaminating their exposed skin. For sure, unbuttoning a shirt wasn't something you could do wearing lab gloves. Matthias was standing by himself now, but not doing much more than that. "Take it easy, just catch your breath. I'll help you with your clothes."
Jack Bartholow from the electronics lab down the hall stuck his head in the door. "I heard all the hollering. Holy mackerel, what's going on?"
"Acid spill in the hall, by the stairs. Can you round up somebody to run over to the dorm and get dry clothes for these two? Then find some help to clean up the spill, but don't let anybody touch it until I get there. I don't want to have to decontaminate anybody else."
"Right. Okay, I need your names and room numbers." He pulled out a pencil.
****
Al Dailey glanced with sympathy at the two shivering students. Nobody had ever supplied hot water to an emergency shower that he'd heard of. He brought over his wool overcoat from the hook by the door; it was the only large piece of cloth he had handy that he'd trust to be free of chemicals. "Here, you can both use this to dry off. I'll get you a couple of lab coats from the closet, to put on until your clothes get here."
The girl, Lynn Pierce, was brushing most of the water off her body with her hands, probably to keep from saturating the coat. Smart idea. "I'm sorry about this whole mess. I feel like such a fool."
Matthias was carefully looking away from her. Al just determinedly kept his mind on business. He'd have bet the embarrassed expression on her face had nothing to do with being naked.
****
She hadn't seen the guy she'd knocked down at breakfast or lunch. When she came into the dining hall toward the end of supper time, he was sitting at the far end with a book open in front of him, dipping into a bowl of soup. The other two at the table were just getting up to leave. He looked kind of cute, actually. Better go mend fences with him. Imperial Tech was a small place, and having somebody mad at you would be no fun. Now, what to say?
She thought about it while she went through the serving line, then headed for the table where he was sitting. He looked up at the sound of her footsteps. She hung back a little, around the corner of the table from the bench where he was sitting.
"Hi, Matthias. I just wondered whether you're all right. How are you feeling?"
"Feeling? Not too bad. A couple of bruises, that's all. They'll heal soon enough. It's kind of you to ask."
"No acid burns? Your back doesn't hurt? I was really worried, when I saw that label."
"No, because you got me to the shower so fast. I couldn't do anything, until I got my breath back. And yet you risked being burned yourself, pulling me to safety."
Her face got hot, for a second or two. "Well, I had to. I couldn't just leave you there, in that puddle of acid, after I ran you over and knocked you down in the first place. I was responsible."
"I suppose I was too." He looked a little embarrassed himself. "I wasn't watching where I was going, for just a moment. Professor Dailey has made a new rule about how chemicals should be carried when they go outside the lab. But you don't need to stand there holding your tray. Would you like to sit?"
"Oh. Oh, sure." She set down the tray and slid into the opposite bench, dithered for a second about what to say next, and finally settled on standard getting-acquainted stuff. That should be safe enough. "So, you're majoring in chem? Seems like a good choice."
"Well, chemical engineering. I talked with my uncle Berthold before I decided, and he asked some people he knew which specialties had the best prospects. It seems that what all these new firms want is somebody who can design a whole chemical plant and teach the workers to run it, not just figure out the reactions to make a product. It's all these materials you up-timers used to have, that we need now. Tons and hundreds of tons of them. What about you, Lynn? I think you said your name is Lynn?"
She paused from unloading her dishes, and smiled at him. "Amanda Lynn Pierce, if you want the whole string, and guess what instrument my dad plays? When he has time to play, any more?"
He looked blank. "Instrument? I don't follow."
"Oh. He plays a mandolin."
"He named you with a pun?"
"Oh, yeah, he did. But Ma let him get away with it, because Amanda is at least a nice-sounding feminine name, and not anything made-up. Anyway, I'm up here getting through the academics for my mechanical engineering degree. There's only just so much you can learn on the job. I'll be more use when I get back."
"Back? Back where?"
"Oh. USE Steel, in Saalfeld. Ma and Dad got it started, back in '32, and my brother and I pitched in from the beginning, but by the time we got the plant past some of the teething troubles, the college was up and running, and they thought the best thing would be for me to come up here and study full-time, so I could finish my education faster. They need me to be a real engineer. There aren't anywhere near enough engineers."
"USE Steel? That's your family business? I hear of it everywhere. You're changing the world. I wish my partners and I had done as well." An unreadable expression passed across his face for a second.
"You've got a business too? What kind?"
"An electrolytic metal refining shop. It's a long story . . ."
****
The set of experiments on nitrogen chemistry amounted to several days' worth of class sessions. When he got back to the lab, Matthias replenished the ready reagents and supplies on the front counter, then set up to mix another bottle of battery electrolyte. This time, he had a thermometer dunked in the mixing beaker, a stopcock to control the acid's flow just to make sure it wouldn't all run in at once if anything went wrong, and everything clamped to a ring stand. After classes ended for the day and the hallways were quiet, two boiler operators came up for it, one to carry away the bottle cushioned in a mop bucket stuffed with wood shavings, and the other to walk in front. All that might have been overdoing it a little, but nobody was eager for a repeat performance.
****
A face popped into Matthias' thoughts every once in a while as he plugged along through Newtonian mechanics, now that he had the math for it. A friendly, sympathetic face. He went back to the business at hand; this was important stuff, and he needed to get a grip on it. After all, a chemical engineer was just a mechanical engineer who knew a lot of chemistry. Somewhere in the back of his mind a voice echoed, a voice that was soft and yet strong. He wondered for a moment what that voice would sound like, raised in song. He shook off the thought and followed the flow of the mathematical derivation to the next step.
****
Matthias closed the organic chemistry book. It was getting late, time to quit for the night, maybe go outside for a few minutes and breathe some fresh air. It wasn't too cold, and the moon was just rising, big and yellow on the eastern horizon.
When he came back inside, he heard the new multi-band vacuum tube receiver in the common room being tuned in to a broadcasting station. Just as the audio became sharp and clear, the announcer stopped speaking and some lively music started. He changed direction and went down the hall to listen.
Lynn Pierce was just straightening up from adjusting the tuning knob. She looked over at him in the doorway and smiled. "Hi! I didn't see you standing there." She waved her hand toward the speaker. "That's the Old Folks Band, from the Thuringen Gardens. How do you like 'em?"
****
"It's got to involve conservation of energy, Matt. What the heck, everything else involves conservation of energy."
"Matz, if you want my nickname. As you say. But maybe the key to understanding this is in conservation of momentum. Or direct application of Newton's second law."
Dave Kitt watched the toy gyroscope pirouetting around the wooden stand where one end of the gimbal rested, as it slowly spun down and the axis tipped further toward the horizontal. Their scratch paper was covered with false starts. Matthias' fingers moved again into the configuration shown in the open physics book, with his thumb pointing parallel to the axis, one finger pointing in the direction of the force applied to tilt the gyro, and another pointing in the direction of the resulting motion. It was mind-boggling. They didn't even notice the radio melodrama a couple of students were listening to, on the other side of the common room.
Lynn Pierce stuck her head in and saw them. "Hi! Anni Schwenk and I are planning to go into town after supper, and see who's on stage at the Green Horse. You guys feel like coming?"
Matthias smiled back at her. "That would be nice, but I don't think I can take the time. This business on rotational motion has us stuck, and my notes from today's lecture aren't helping. I think we need to keep on with it tonight."
"Oh, yeah, that's tricky. We had it last year." She came over and pulled out a chair. "I'm a little rusty on it, but maybe I can help you figure it out. Gyros just don't act the way you'd expect."
****
More and more, Lynn found herself admiring Matthias Ehrenhardt. He'd been a real help with Latin; well, he'd been a university student before Tech, so it was a given that he knew Latin forwards, backwards, and inside out. Especially inside out; it was that kind of a language. Word had gotten around about the way he'd put himself out for that sick partner. Not everybody would have done something like that. And he wasn't just a nice guy, he was smart and one heck of a hard-driving student. He wasn't here to party, that was for sure, but then not many science and engineering majors were. She started keeping an ear open for anything anyone mentioned about him.
A Saturday in April
Matthias didn't often get down to Gräfenstuhl these days, but Stefan was looking for ways to increase production without the expense of a bigger building. The opportunity was there, now that the East Harz Electric Company had managed to lease some more water rights and could supply the extra power. Raimund and Stefan didn't have a feel for the problem, so the company paid Matthias to come down for the day.
The three of them stood around a dry tank, looking at the shape of it and the way the electrodes hung. One thing Stefan had done was get a potter to make some rectangular tanks. They wasted less space on the rack than the old round crocks did.
"So then I wondered, could we put the plates closer together?"
"So you can fit more of them in a cell, you mean? Alternating anodes and cathodes?"
"Oh, can we do that? I was only thinking of making the tanks narrower, so more of them will fit on the rack."
"Yes, you can do that, Stefan, I saw that trick in Ilmenau. There's no reason it wouldn't work. If you made the tank to hold just two plates, you'd end up taking up a lot of space with tank walls, and you wouldn't gain much. But moving the electrodes closer together . . ."
Raimund put in, "It means the voltage drop falls across less electrolyte. I have no idea what that would do, do you?"
"Not really. The best way to find out is to try it. With less tank volume for the plate area, you'd be loading up the electrolyte with zinc a lot faster, so you'd need to be set up to drain and reprocess it more often. But what I'm wondering about is whether the copper might build up unevenly and close the gap. I don't think so, but trying it will tell us. And then what if the plates swing in the convection current? They could short together. Unless we put in separators."
"Huh. Then the rest of the cells in the string would get too much voltage. Could that make the chemistry go wrong?"
"Maybe. We'd have to try it, and watch what happens to the ion concentrations."
There was some noise outside, and then a knock on the door. Raimund opened it, to reveal Erhard Faulstich, and Elisabeth behind him.
"Good morning. We're on the way up to visit some of the villages, and perhaps make some sketches. It seemed a good time to look in and see how our investment is doing." He pointed to the tank in the middle of the group. "Are you starting something new?"
Matthias explained the gist of what they'd been talking about. Meanwhile, Elisabeth said nothing. She completely ignored the shop, and gazed outside toward the wildflowers and the budding trees on the hillside. He glanced her way several times as he briefed her father; after all, it wasn't every day a woman as beautiful as Elisabeth Faulstich passed before his eyes. Just the same, he felt no desire to speak to her. Afterward, he went back to brainstorming a set of experiments to develop a practical arrangement for interleaved close-spaced plates.
Magdeburg
The grounds outside were still mostly open space, not all of it leveled. The college was too new to have given much attention to landscaping, with so much construction left to do, but the intervals of sunshine slipping between the clouds onto the fresh dusting of snow made the view a pleasant one anyway. Matthias was putting away the supplies from the session just finished, to leave the lab in a reasonable condition for the cleaners. Professor Dailey slid a paper he'd just finished grading onto the stack to his right, and leaned back in his chair.
"Made any plans for this summer?"
"Well, I haven't yet looked at what courses will be offered, but I should do that soon. I want to keep going, so I can graduate the year after next."
"What about practical work experience? You know, I always encourage engineering students to take a summer job in their field, or even a working year. We can teach the theory here, but knowing chemistry and knowing how to be a working chemical engineer are two different things. It's a real part of the education."
"Yes, there's sense in that, but there is all the work I did at the metal refining shop, not so?"
"That's true, and you got more all-around experience that way than most students would in a year working for somebody else. But it was all inorganic wet chemistry. I'd like to see you get some hands-on experience with organic chem on an industrial scale, for balance. It would give you some flexibility, and make you attractive to more employers."
"Hmm. That's a thought. Maybe the petrochemical refineries in Wietze or Hamburg?"
"Maybe. I'll ask around. I'll be glad to write you a recommendation, when you're ready to send out a letter."
****
When Matthias came out of the serving line, Lynn half-rose from the table where she was sitting and waved at him, then dropped down again. He went over and set down his tray.
"Hi! How was class today?"
"Good enough, I suppose. Nobody blew anything up."
She gave a soft laugh. "I'll bet it wasn't for lack of wishing. I know what guys are like."
A rueful smile was all the answer he could muster to that.
"So what else happened?"
"Well, Professor Dailey asked me what I plan to do this summer. I was thinking of staying here to get ahead in math and physics, but he thought it might be better to try for an industrial job in organics, for the experience, not so much as the money. Maybe the refineries in Wietze or Hamburg might want some extra help."
"Sure, I guess so, but how about the coke plant in Saalfeld? It's right next to our mill, we buy the coke while it's still hot. They sort out a lot of the organics that come off and sell them, but I think they'd like to do more of that, and maybe convert some of the output to other chemicals. I'll bet they could use you, and then we could see each other sometimes."
Matthias looked at her in surprise. She'd been friendly, but this daughter of such an important and prosperous up-timer family wanted to see him? He was flattered. He needed a second or two to get his tongue back.
"I—I'd like that. Maybe they would want me for a term."
A happy smile lit up her face. "Okay. I'll ask who you should write to, next time I write home." She reached across the table and touched his hand for a moment.
Eisenach
"Dinner will arrive at the table before you do, Berti. You can continue this afterward, if you must."
"Eh? Thank you, Grete." He laid down the ledger book and followed her out of the office.
Once past the first of the still-warm bread rolls, he looked across at her and asked, "Have you had anything more from Matthias lately?"
"Not since the end of the month. He seems to have taken your admonishment to heart, and applies himself to his studies constantly."
"Well. After you read me his last letter, I made a few inquiries. You know I sometimes make use of a business agent in Grantville?"
She nodded.
"It seems that your Matthias has hooked a big fish. A very big fish. My man reports, 'Amanda Lynn Pierce. Graduate of Grantville High School in 1632. Second child of James Alvin Pierce and Elaine Mockbee Pierce, who are the principal managers and among the largest stockholders of USE Steel Corporation, in Saalfeld. This is a very important firm, growing rapidly with the energetic encouragement of the state government and the crown. Following graduation from high school with very good grades, Miss Pierce immediately joined the company as an engineering trainee, and is believed to have contributed in a serious way to the success of the enterprise.' He also gave a brief report on the rest of her family."
"Goodness. They sound prominent. Do you suppose she will have a good dowry when the time comes?"
"Perhaps she would, if they weren't spending it all by sending her to college. Matthias tells us she will take a degree next year in mechanical engineering. Both her parents are mechanical engineers, but her older brother Peter, who helps manage the firm, is not. We are left to infer that they intend her not to attract a husband who could become their successor in the technical direction of the enterprise, but to assume that role herself."
"I hadn't thought—but, of course. The world is changing. It's their way. Well, I can hardly think she is interested in Matthias for his money. Still, if we should have business in Magdeburg again, perhaps we could arrange to meet her and take her measure. But what of the electric enterprise? You were examining the figures when I came in?"
"Not profitable yet, but getting ever closer. We need a better source of poles, someone who can deliver as we need them. I have inquiries out."
Magdeburg
Lynn wasn't smiling this morning, and she wasn't looking at Matthias. She was scowling at a marked-up class paper in her hand. She dropped it on the table with a disgusted snort. "Piss on Latin and piss on the clowns who invented it!"
He raised his eyebrows.
"I got a word ending wrong again, and I ought to have the whole bushel full of them straight by now. Damn." She looked at the bowl of porridge, shrugged, and dug in with her spoon.
"Surely it won't hurt your grade that much!"
"No, it's just that the grammar keeps fighting me. The ridiculous complexity of it! It's offensive to the engineering mind. And I'm short of sleep, and my blood sugar's low. At least there's some honey in this." She popped the spoonful into her mouth and swallowed.
"But offensive to the engineering mind? How do you mean?"
"It's this n-dimensional explosion of word endings. For every combination of number, and gender, and case, and whatever, there's a different one, instead of one ending each to mean one thing. And not one, but four sets of declensions. Not to mention the roots that morph. It's not that it's impossible to remember them all, it's just that it's a big hassle of a learning curve for no good reason. There isn't even any principle you can grasp to organize them all, no, that would be too logical. For pity's sake, English proves that we don't even need cases, and inanimate objects don't need gender. For that matter, even English has some stuff we could do without."
"Yes, well, the spelling, and the homonyms . . ."
"Huh. I can't argue with you there. Maybe I'm just cranky this morning."
"Oh, well, be glad we don't need to learn Finnish. Germund was telling me about that. Twenty-eight cases!"
She made a face, and then gave an ironic half-laugh.
Matthias ate, thinking. Offensive to the engineering mind? Maybe there was a lesson in that about engineering.
****
Herr Ehrenhardt:
I read your report on the prospects for producing polyethylene in the near future with interest. Your conclusion is disappointing, but demonstrates the thoroughness your professor Dailey speaks of. Though I prefer to speak with an applicant in person before offering a position, the distance between us makes that somewhat difficult. If a trial period of a week would be acceptable to you, please reply as soon as possible, and be here by the middle of June. There certainly are tasks here at Saalfeld Cokerei for someone who understands chemistry.
Scriptum Saalfeld
Cordially,
Georgius Klinger
Late June
"You have a plan worked out for installing the thermocouples already, Matthias? That was quick."
"No, Herr Klinger's instructions were to inspect the piping closely, before attaching anything that might hide a problem. The magnetic particles are clumping at one place on the elbow, at the drain from the next-to-highest pan."
"Well, what do you expect me to do about it?"
"You're asking me, Herr Tolz? You're the shift foreman. Herr Klinger said I should tell you if I found something, and I have."
"A few bits of iron dust sticking to the pipe elbow? So?"
"It means there's a crack. That's what the manual says."
"Wunderbar. A crack. A little crack, or all the way through and about to fall apart?"
"Magnetic particle inspection can't tell that. It only can tell if there's a crack at the surface. To see deep into the metal, we'd need X-ray or ultrasonic testing."
"And, of course, we don't have either one. So what are you suggesting, take it off and put on a new one? Cool down the still and then have to start up again? Lose a day's production?" He looked meaningfully at the nearly full tank of light oils, waiting to be fractionated.
"I suppose we'd better ask Herr Klinger, if you're not sure." Matthias looked around at all the pipes and tanks of chemicals around them, and the flat ground around the still. No berm to contain a leak. The plans called for it, and there was space left for it. It was even on the construction schedule, but it wasn't built yet.
"He isn't here. He's been called away to some meeting with the Bürgermeister. All right, you can't tell me what it means, you're just doing what you were told. Show me." He went up the ladder on the side of the fractionating tower. Matthias followed, and pulled a hand magnifier out of his pocket. Tolz took it, squinted, and frowned. "Mmph. I suppose there's something there. Doesn't look like much."
"Yes. Well, what happens if it breaks? What's the worst that could happen?"
Tolz said nothing for a good five seconds. He looked at the pipe elbow, then down, then at the apparatus all around them. "Mmph. Maybe yes, maybe no." He looked up at the sky, as if for inspiration. "All right. We'll shut it down. You know the steps?"
An hour and a half later they finally had enough of the piping disassembled to get to the elbow itself. Tolz heaved repeatedly against the long-handled wrench, trying to break loose the joint compound. It started to give a little, and then there was a sharp snapping sound. The elbow was still in one piece, but now there was a clearly visible crack, a quarter of the way around. "Well, wasn't that a fine piece of ironwork? Hold your wrench on the pipe behind it, I don't want to loosen that too." He braced himself to throw his weight on the wrench gripping the elbow. "So. You were right. It had to be cracked almost all the way through to do that."
"I wish I could have given you the answer you wanted. I just didn't know. No way to tell."
"So you just did what Klinger told you, and didn't pretend to know more than you did? There are a couple of others around here I wish would do the same. Tell me, what would you have done if the decision had been up to you?"
"The same thing you did. I don't believe in gambling, if you can't afford to lose."
"And now we won't need heroes, the way they did three years ago in Magdeburg."
****
Matthias hurried to the gate as soon as the lunch whistle blew. Lynn was already there, with a well-worn canvas carrying bag hung from the crook of her elbow. She waved as soon as she saw him.
He waved back and smiled. "Would you like me to carry that? It's so kind of you to get lunch for both of us."
[image: grassy river]"Well, we both didn't need to get hung up in line, and anyway, you sprang for lunch last time. I brought some things from home. Let's go this way. We can get away from the plant for a few minutes." She let him take the bag, and took his other hand, then started toward a path between some buildings. In a couple of minutes they were at the river bank. They settled down on a sun-dappled grassy spot underneath one of the trees. Lynn dumped the bag into her lap, and then patted it flat on the ground and spread everything out on it. She picked up a sandwich and gestured at the rest as she unwrapped it.
"What are they?"
"Well, that one's roast beef, and that one's cheese. I wasn't sure whether you like mustard or tomato, so I brought them on the side. There's salt there too. Dig in."
He picked up the roast beef sandwich and took a bite. "This is good, really good. Did you make the bread?"
She laughed. "No, I wish I could take the credit, but Frau Miethe did. She's our cook. I gotta tell you, it feels really strange, having other people doing the cooking and cleaning for us. But there's so much work piled on Ma and Dad at the mill, nothing would ever get done around the house if they didn't hire somebody to do it. Me, too, when I'm here. There's just so much stuff we still haven't gotten to. We've gotta find time to do something serious about all this fly ash and soot. Never mind complaints from the town, it's not good for anybody around here or the crops either, and it might even be worth money. But we're running around like crazy just trying to build up more plant capacity and fill orders, and figure out stuff like design rules for rollers so we can get away from cut-and-try. But let's not talk shop for a minute. Isn't it beautiful here?"
Even at this distance from the steel mill, there was still a good deal of noise in the background, but it was possible to hear the birds singing, and the breeze high in the trees. For the moment they had the spot to themselves.
"Yes, it's peaceful. The river's so quiet. I would have expected more barge traffic."
"Sometimes there is. It comes and goes. The mill doesn't get much of it any more, of course." She sat quietly for half a minute or so, just finishing her sandwich and looking at the breeze rustling the tree leaves and rippling the water. "Are you doing anything special Sunday afternoon?"
"No, not really, maybe just read ahead on some of the math, and take a walk away from the town if the weather's good. Why?"
"How about coming over to the house? We have a late lunch after we get back from church in town. Ma suggested it."
"That sounds wonderful."
They watched a brood of ducks paddling around for a few more minutes, and then it was time to go back to work.
****
Joachim Gebhardt held up the thermocouple probe, looking at it through his spectacles. "So what do we do with this thing, we clamp it to the pipe?"
"That was my first thought, but then when we were taking things apart, I realized the pipe has a pretty solid thermal connection to the column wall where it goes through, so that's the temperature it would pick up. We really want the temperature on the bottom of the pan inside, where the vapor is condensing."
"Well, I'm just an electrician, but how are we supposed to bring the wires out without making leaks? You don't want leaks, right?"
"No, for sure we don't want anything leaking out. But you can see what they did to pass the pipes through. The probe has a copper jacket, maybe they could use the same kind of fitting to seal it to the wall."
"Maybe. You need to talk to the pipefitters, then. And you'd better see Herr Klinger, before you make any holes in his pretty fractionating column."
"All right, the pipefitters first. We need to have the answers, when we show Herr Klinger what we want to do."
"And then we need to get those little wires all the way down the side of the tower to the control hut. They don't look like they'd last long, whipping around in the wind. You want me to run metal conduit?"
"Maybe. Can you show me what you mean?"
"Ja. And you can show me the special way to splice these thermocouple wires and connect the meters."
Remschütz
Matthias was watching his hosts, trying to take his cues from them.
James Pierce's brilliance and energy were deceptively easy to overlook when he was relaxed, especially when he was in a mood for puns and redneck humor. His red-headed good-old-boy manner was no affectation. He was a Grantville native as much as he was a hard-headed engineer of decades' standing and a musician of some accomplishment.
Lynn's mother Elaine, on the other hand, was more reserved, having spent much of her youth among New Hampshire Yankees. She was pleasant and welcoming enough, but a sharp intelligence was unmistakable by the smooth efficiency of her movements and the alertness in those gray eyes.
She talked chemistry with Matthias while she passed the last couple of serving dishes to the table, then called, "Come and get it!"
Matthias looked at the unfamiliar vegetable Frau Miethe deposited on his plate. "Ah, how do I eat this?"
Lynn's father grinned. "Corn on the cob is finger food. I'll show you." He picked up an ear with his fingertips, twirled it over a blob of butter on his plate, salted it, and began nibbling his way across a row of kernels.
Matthias tried it. "Interesting. Do you grow this yourselves?"
"No, there's no way we could do any gardening, not with all the time we put in on the job. But a couple of the farmers around here sell it. This looks like it was picked yesterday. I'll tell you, we're glad to have a few of the same things we had back home. Even if this is home now. How do you like it?"
"It tastes very good. I wouldn't have thought of the butter and salt. But vegetables are always better when they're fresh, aren't they?"
"Yeah, half the trick is not cooking them to death. These are steamed in the husk. Had to convince Lena to try it that way."
Frau Miethe tossed her head. "It did seem strange. But it goes quickly, and it comes out tender."
"Not to mention, it keeps all the vitamins in." Lynn's mother paused with her fork in the air. "And your baked chicken is just fine, Lena. Isn't it, Matthias?"
"Oh, yes. I wish we could have managed as well, at our shop in Gräfenstuhl."
"Ah, well, you young ones! Too impatient. Good cooking is an art."
Mrs. Pierce got a thoughtful look. "Lynn was telling us about that business of yours. How did it work?"
****
Lynn's father stood up and stretched. "Now that we're all fed and watered—" He sketched a bow toward Frau Miethe on the other side of the kitchen half-wall. "—you feel like a little music, Mandy Lynn?"
"Jim Pierce, that joke's older than dirt, and it was feeble when you first dug it up." The lopsided smile on Elaine's face didn't look too displeased, though. She pulled a case out from behind a comfortable-looking couch and took out a guitar.
He plucked a lead-in on his mandolin, and she came in on the guitar as the verse began.


I wish I was an apple, a-hangin' on a tree
And every time my Cindy passed, she'd take a bite of me


Git along home, Cindy, Cindy, Git along home, Cindy, Cindy,
Git along home, Cindy, Cindy, I'll marry you some time.


Lynn came in with a harmonica on the first chorus, weaving a counter-melody between the lines. The picking style shifted as the verses rolled by.
"Very nice. Is that one of your American folk songs? It sounds like some of the things the Old Folks sing."
"Yup. It's from the southern mountains. It's so old, nobody knows who wrote it. Now, I got a special one for you. Lainie, can I borrow that guitar of yours?"
"Oh, yeah, I think I know what's coming. Here you are."
He rippled off a slow G7 chord, and then hit a C and launched into a fast Irish tune.


Paradimethylaminobenzaldehyde
Sodium citrate, ammonium cyanide
Mix 'em together and add some benzene
And top off the punch with trichlorethylene


Matthias' head went into a spin, trying to figure out the reactions between that mad collection of ingredients.


Got gassed up last night on some furfuryl alcohol
Followed it up with a gallon of phenol
Drank hydrazine hydrate 'til midafternoon
Then spit on the floor, and blew up the saloon


The light dawned.


Whiskey, tequila, and rum are too tame,
No, the stuff that I drink must explode into flame
When I breathe, and dissolve all the paint in the room
And rattle the walls with a ground-shaking boom


Paradimethylaminobenzaldehyde
Powdered aluminum, nitrogen iodide,
Chlorates, permanganates, nitrates galore
Just swallow one drink, and you'll never need more!


Matthias leaned back against the sofa cushion, laughing so hard he felt his eyes water. "No, I don't think anybody who drank that would need any more! Where did that come from?"
"I picked it up at a science fiction convention down around Washington, oh, years and years ago. 'The Chemist's Drinking Song.' Glad you liked it."
Mrs. Pierce leaned forward, to take back her instrument. "Matthias, Lynn tells me you compose. Can we hear one of yours?"
"Oh, yes. I don't play either of those instruments, so I'll just sing." He stood up.


In Vehra, in der Heimat . . .


Lynn's mother was smiling at him when it ended. "I like that. There's something about any song about home, but the melody is really sweet. It sounds like something Schubert could have written."
"Schubert? Well, maybe something was in the back of my mind when it came together. They have played some Schubert pieces on the radio."
Lynn clapped her hands and grinned. "Well, if you're going to write something derivative, you might as well derive from the best. Ma is a big fan of Schubert. I think she'll learn that, if you give her a copy."
July
It was late, and getting later. Matthias flipped back and forth through his notes some more, trying to pick out the low-hanging fruit. As well as the fractionating columns worked, what came off at some of the taps was still a whole motley menagerie of products, even after bubbling the coal gases through water to pull off the water-soluble compounds before distilling. Some of the components, the phenols and polycyclics in particular, were very desirable as feedstocks, and the purer, the more valuable. Herr Klinger needed some simple processes they could try, and maybe get to the pilot stage, before Matthias returned to college.
There were a lot of possible handles to sort out molecules, of course. Semi-permeable membranes; what was there available that might work? Maybe nothing, if polytetrafluoroethylene film had been the favorite choice up-time; that wasn't likely to be available any time soon. Solvent extraction. Freezing point, though solidifying some of those substances could make a sticky mess. Chromatography, was that good for anything but analysis? Nothing he'd read mentioned any other use for it. Adsorption? Centrifuging? Maybe reacting with other substances, if the reaction product was marketable? What could be turned into a safe and economical industrial process, without a lot of experimentation and expense?
Well, how about bubbling the distillates through inorganic acid or base solutions? Any organic molecule with an OH group might ionize and get trapped in a sodium hydroxide solution. He could try that in the morning. Driving the product out again should be a simple process of heating to the right temperature. Different solutes might come out at different temperatures; he could watch for that. Now, what would an acid solution grab?
Trainer was the real expert, but he was far away at the oil fields. Professor Dailey had been trying to get him to visit as an adjunct professor to teach plant design, but hadn't managed it so far.
But the coke plant wasn't the only place around Grantville manipulating organic chemicals. Lothlorien was actually working with coal tar derivatives. Maybe somebody there would answer a few questions and save going up some blind alleys. Matthias made up his mind to call on them. After all, if there was anyone to ask for advice, it would be foolish not to. That was one lesson he'd learned the hard way.
Eisenach
"There's a letter from Matthias, Berti."
"Mm? What does he say?"
"He has been invited to the home of Lynn's parents, several times already. They got on well, but their customs weren't altogether what he expected. For the heads of such a powerful enterprise, they seemed almost humble. They keep only one full-time servant, the cook, and treat her with great familiarity. A man and his son come on Mondays to clean. The house is new and well-built of brick, and comfortable in the up-time way, but with little ornamentation, and not very large. Do you suppose they're not as prosperous as we thought?"
"It's possible, but I've heard that most of the up-timers are suspicious of ostentation. It may have to do with their philosophy of equality. I should make some more inquires, though. What else?"
"He says his employer has praised his work. The workers are 'fine-tuning' the stills with the aid of the instruments he installed. Fine tuning? The sound has something to do with it? They sent him to the state library to look for ways to improve things. He's always wanted to go there."
"Good, good. We'll still see him before he returns to college, won't we?"
"Yes, nothing seems to have changed about that."
Saalfeld 
August
Lynn spotted Matthias just sitting down on one of the benches. The Pierces ate at the plant cafeteria sometimes, when they weren't so backed-up they ate at their desks; it was one way of getting the message across that they trusted the kitchen. He had a portfolio open in front of him when she slid into a seat on the opposite side.
"Hi!"
He looked up with a sudden smile, and reached under the bottom of the pile of papers to pull out a folded sheet. "Hi, yourself! I have something for you." He held out the paper to her.
She set down her tray, sat, and took it and unfolded it. It was a handwritten manuscript of "Vehra."
"I'm sorry it's a little rough. I didn't have any music paper, so I just ruled a blank sheet on the drafting board."
"Oh, Matthias, it's fine. Is this your only copy?"
"Yes, but I have it in my head. I might change a few words yet."
"I'll copy it tonight. Ma will love this, but you need the original back. This should be published."
"You think it's good?"
"Oh, sure. I told you, Ma will learn it. I should pick it up pretty quick too. Listen, how'd you like to come over after work Saturday? We might be ready to give it a try."
"I'd like that. I always feel happier after we make some music."
"I do too." She stopped talking and lifted a spoonful of soup.
Saturday
Some cookies might be nice. It was the cook's day off, and Ma had other stuff to do than play hostess—she was out on the front porch with a sketch pad in her lap, wrestling with the choice between building another Gilchrist-Thomas converter and taking on the technical risk of trying to make an oxygen lance work. Lynn was pretty sure she could find everything without having to bother her with questions, though.
Matthias started to straighten up when she got up from the sofa, but she waved him back down. "I'm just going out to the kitchen to get something started. It'll only take a few minutes, so go ahead and enjoy the music." "The Maple Leaf Rag" was playing on the turntable.
By the time she got back, the record was ending. When the arm lifted, she slipped the disc back into the jacket and put it away in the big bookcase. Her eye fell on a title in the middle of the next shelf down. As she set it on the turntable and cleaned first the dust brush and then the grooves, she told Matthias, "I think you'll like this one. It's by a Canadian folk singer named Stan Rogers. He wrote some pretty real stuff about life the way it was where he lived." She settled back down on the end of the sofa with one arm over the back.
The first song drew him in, but it was toward the end of the second one that he suddenly looked off into the distance for four or five seconds. She'd seen him do that in study sessions, when he was working through a problem. Then his eyes snapped back into focus, and he turned toward her with an intense look on his face. She raised an eyebrow and gave him a questioning half-smile. He paused for just a moment more, and then said, "Forty-five years, the song says. That would be 1682. I think I would like very much to still be seeing your face in 1682."
Her smile grew wider and brighter. "I think I would too. That didn't come out right. Never mind." She leaned in for a long, lingering kiss, that got steamier the longer it went on. Before long, she practically melted against him.
After a while her engineer's mind demanded attention to the passage of time. She straightened up and slowly came to her feet, staring into Matthias' eyes, with the palm of her hand still resting on his cheek. Finally her fingertips disengaged. When she spoke, her voice wavered for a moment. "I think . . . the cookies are done."


Author's Notes:


The music:
"Beware o' Bonny Ann," Robert Burns, circa 1800
"Nine Inch Will Please a Lady," Robert Burns, 1789
"The Yellow Rose of Texas," Music: Traditional, Words: Jack Carroll, 2012
"Bist du des Goldschmieds Töchterlein," Traditional, 16th century
"O Heiland, reiß die Himmel auf!", Friedrich Spee von Langenfeld, 1623
"Ein' feste Burg ist unser Gott," Martin Luther, 1527-1529
"Stille Nacht," Joseph Mohr and Franz Gruber, 1818
"Silent Night," John Freeman Young, 1859
"Cindy," Traditional American
"The Chemist's Drinking Song," Music: "The Irish Washerwoman", traditional Words: Jack Carroll, 1963
"Vehra," Music: fictional, resembles "Die Forelle" by Franz Schubert, Verse fragment: Rainer Prem, 2013
In the final scene Lynn and Matthias are listening to: "Forty-five Years," Stan Rogers, 1976, on the Fogarty's Cove album, (mentioned, but not quoted)





Clash of Cultures—School Systems at (the) Stake, Part 2
Written by Rainer Prem and Edith Wild
[image: Clash of Cultures banner]


Wolfgang Ratke and the "Ratichians"
Since the ideas of Wolfgang Ratke, aka Ratichius, influenced all of his successors, friends and foes alike, the whole bunch of pedagogues of the seventeenth century interested in reforms is routinely called "Ratichians."


Wolfgang Ratke (Ratichius, Ratich)
[image: Memorial]On May 7/17,1612, when the princes of the Holy Roman Empire gathered in Frankfurt to elect a new emperor, a scholar showed up and presented a breakthrough in education. Oddly enough, it wasn't a thick book written in Latin, but a single sheet of paper in German.
"Memorial, given to the German Empire at Election Day . . .
"Wolfgang Ratichius knows, with the help of God, and to serve the whole Christendom,
"1. how to teach Hebrew, Greek, Latin, and other languages in very short time, to old and young, so they understand it and can pass it on,
"2. how to prepare a school to teach and propagate all arts and faculties, not only in High German but also in all other languages,
"3. how to introduce a common language, a common government, and finally a common religion in the Whole Empire and keep them peacefully.
"To prove all that he will give a written example in Hebrew, Chaldean, Syrian, Arabian, Greek, Latin and High German language, from where one can form an opinion on the whole opus."
Ahem. An august target if I may say so. But the man born as Wolfgang Ratke in Wilster/Holstein on October 18, 1571 was never an overly humble man. (BTW: No images of Wolfgang Ratke are available on the Internet. If you enter his name in Google, you'll always see a picture of Philipp Jakob Spener; I have no idea, why)
Wolfgang graduated at the gymnasium in Hamburg, studied from summer 1593 on in Rostock and Helmstedt, learned several modern and classical languages in Leyden, and during the same time prepared himself to change the world. After he returned to Germany in 1608, he began to visit city councils and princes and tried to get support for a realization of his ideas.
He perhaps never realized that all men were massively annoyed by him. His best supporters were women, especially the two daughters of Prince Ludwig of Anhalt, Dorothea Maria, Duchess of Saxe-Weimar and Anna Sophia, later Countess of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt.
[image: lady]The former was widowed in 1612 and served as regent for her seven surviving sons. Ratke was recommended to her by Johannes Lippe, her sister's former teacher.
She hired him as teacher for her sons, but they soon encountered the "Ratich-effect," too. Duke Ernst, for example, wrote in his diary how harsh the man was. And Prince Ludwig of Anhalt-Köthen, Dorothea's brother, considered him unable to "habituate to court rites." (In 1619, he even arrested him and kept him in prison for half a year, but I don't want to skip the most important years.)
So, in 1613 he had to leave Weimar again, Dorothea gave him 100 fl. and a "Gnadenpfennig," a coin containing her image, to show her appreciation for him. She also got him positive reports on his methods from professors in Jena. Her sister gave him 500 fl. and a recommendation letter addressed to the city council of Frankfurt.
He went to Frankfurt, and worked on the implementation of his ideas, together with other scholars sent by different princes.
During this time, he designed a structure of teaching with two major branches "Dogmatica" or "Lehre," which structures the content of education, and "Didactica" or "Lehr-Art" (way of teaching), which for the first time lists subjects a teacher should master.
The "New Method"
[image: New Method]
Ratichius refused to specify his methods in writing for a long time, he "wanted to sell them to kings and emperors" he allegedly said to Comenius.
But, pressured by his sponsor, Price Ludwig of Anhalt-Köthen, he wrote a summary in thirteen points:
1) The art of teaching is a common permeating opus, from which nobody, boy or girl, old or young, can be exempted.
2) Because the fear of the Lord is the right wisdom, not only all lections should start with a prayer, but also the very first tuition of reading and writing should be based on God's word.
3) The youth should be taught in not more than one language at a time, and not accepted to another one, before they have learned and comprehended this one.
4) All should be done by the order of nature, which has the habit of progressing from the simple to higher, and from the well-known to the unknown.
5) The student shouldn't memorize rules he doesn't understand.
6) All arts [meaning the seven free arts] shall be taught first in short terms, and then in a comprehensive way.
7) All should be targeting harmony and unity, not only the languages shall be done consistently, nothing should be taught in one art, which is contradicted by another one.
8) All teaching must be done first in the mother language, from there in the other languages, too.
9) All should be done without force and reluctance. So no student should be beaten by his teacher to enforce learning, but only because of wantonness or fiendishness, and not by his teacher, but by another appointed supervisor [means principal].
10) The arts and sciences shouldn't be taught in Latin or Greek alone, as was custom until now, but also in High German language.
11) Schools shall be established by difference of language and at different places.
12) Each school shall have its own teachers and principals, who should regularly report to the secretaries of education in the council.
13) As boys are taught by teachers, girls should taught by able woman teachers.
These rules were always feverishly discussed. Most subsequent pedagogues decided that they were basically correct, but not realizable.
The extreme idea of rule #9 that it should be possible to keep peace in a classroom without a cane was commonly refused by German pedagogues until the late-twentieth century.
But rule #8 immediately changed the whole German scholar school system. The German language became important, and so more parents from the middle class of craftsmen and merchants decided to allow their children better education.
****
The next years saw him in Augsburg, Ulm, and back in Weimar, where the duchess forced him to promise that he would "write down all his methods for printing, stop his offensive speeches and beware of calamities and damage." But his old enemies at the court didn't stop sneering at him, and Johann Kromayer introduced Ratke's methods in Weimar without asking him, so he moved to Erfurt, then, in 1616, invited by the landgrave of Hessia, to Waldeck, and on and on.
In February 1618, he was imprisoned in Lörrach, because he hit a noble's dog in an inn. In March, he had to leave the town and remembered that Prince Ludwig of Anhalt-Köthen had invited him.
In April 1618, Ratke arrived in Köthen. There a new school was founded with six classes for 231 boys and 202 girls. The three lower classes were only taught in German, the fourth and fifth in Latin, and the sixth in Greek. Hebrew and French were also offered as optional languages.
This is the first German school with a "secondary" part.
The rules for this school said explicitly that the teacher for the lowest class should be a condescending man, not required to speak any other language but German.
In November, Ludwig made a contract with seventeen different professors for providing textbooks and encyclopedias in all the subjects to be taught at the school.
The prince, supported with money from the Saxe-Weimar court (10,000 Thaler total), also funded a print shop, bought a number of lead fonts from the Netherlands, hired six printers from Saxony, and bought enough paper from Quedlinburg to print a complete set of new grammar textbooks written by Ratke and the other professors.
But our friend, a strong Lutheran, soon came into conflict with the Calvinist society, with Superintendent Adam Streso, and all teachers, when he for example insisted the children had to learn the Ten Commandments in the Lutheran variant. Also, they started with all six grades at the same time, and Ratke hadn't considered the problems the students in the higher classes had when thrown into the cold water of his methods.
During the year 1619, his relationship with the prince decayed more and more, and finally Ludwig had enough. In October, he ordered the arrest of Ratke and his imprisonment in Warmsdorf Castle. Judging by his impertinent answers to the prince's requests, Wolfgang didn't realize in the least that he was in danger of execution or imprisonment for the rest of his life.
Eight months later, Ratke, under pressure by the prince and the Calvinist clergy, finally signed a paper stating that he had promised much more than he could keep (true) and that he had pretended other people's works were his own (not true).
On June 22, 1620, he was handed a horse and 100fl. and allowed to disappear from the principality.
First, he went to Halle to revive his connection with Sigismund Evenius. The dean of the gymnasium suspected that Ratke's name was a little too spoiled to keep him there, so he wrote a recommendation for the mayor of Magdeburg.
Ratke moved to Magdeburg, and shortly after he arrived, all of the pastors sent a letter to Prince Ludwig asking about the repercussions of the new method. Ludwig's answer was full of praise for the method, but he doubted that "Ratke as a quarrelsome, despicable, double-minded, termagant, and defaming human might bring much good."
Wolfgang had another good takeoff and then another hard touchdown when Evenius was given the job as the principal of the gymnasium, which he had expected for himself.
In 1622, he left Magdeburg, moved to Rudolstadt, and gave Hebrew lessons to his most reliable supporter, Anna Sophia. She was the only one supporting him without any reservations, even when the master court chaplain of Dresden, Matthias Hoë von Hoënegg, condemned him completely.
She let him introduce his method at the newly founded girls' school in Rudolstadt. In the meantime, she wrote letters to all former friends of Ratke trying to convince them to start a new cooperation. With the mediation of Balthasar Walther, he met with Kromayer and others in Zwätzen near Jena. Ratke did another three-hour-monologue, and Kromayer wrote in his report to Anna Sophia that "he is still the old Ratichius trying to reform the entire world at once . . . But the world will not be obedient to him." He finished "because he started all this good way of teaching, we cherish him very much—notwithstanding his behavior—and he has earned a lifelong salary."
She finally managed to persuade Ratke to sit down and write books about his method. She did not manage to reverse the expulsion order from Anhalt, so Ratke stayed persona non grata there. In 1627, he was invited to Weimar by the new Duke Wilhelm to work as a kind of external consultant on the educational reform introduced by Kromayer.
Ratke went to Weimar, read Kromayer's books, and, of course, condemned everything that did not originally come from himself. Saved by the bell—or, better, by approaching enemy troops—the episode had no further repercussions for him.
Delayed by more troop movements, Ratke arrived in Jena in 1628, and again worked on books together with some of the friends Anna Sophia had gathered.
In 1629, Duke Wilhelm of Saxe-Weimar ordered another examination of Kromayer's continuing reforms by Ratke. There was no meeting, but only exchange of papers. Afterward, Ratke wrote to Anna Sophia, "Kromayer's New Methodus is completely buried, and Didactica triumphs." But in fact, Kromayer stayed on his way. Ignoring all of Ratke's objections, he published all of his works by summer 1630, denying that anything originated from Ratke.
Since the war was flaring, Ratke moved to the castle of Könitz (near Kamsdorf) in 1631. Anna Sophia informed Gustavus Adolphus about Ratke's inventions during the four days the king stayed in Erfurt after the Battle of Breitenfeld. Since Gustav moved on to Mainz, Axel Oxenstierna invited Ratke to Erfurt in January 1632. Oxenstierna later said to Comenius that he was very disappointed when Ratke, instead of talking to him, only handed him a heavy book. "I did the tedious work [reading the book], and found that he diagnosed the defects of the schools very well, but lacked the proper medicine," Oxenstierna continued. After this meeting, Ratke moved to the castle of Kranichfeld, Anna Sophia's widow seat.
OTL, The Swedish court appointed Ratke as tutor for Gustav's daughter, Kristina. The king's death in the Battle of Lützen prohibited the realization of that plan.
Shortly thereafter, Ratke suffered from a stroke, disabling his tongue and right hand. He died in Erfurt two years later, on April 27, 1635.
There is no information in the 1632-grid or canon, how he ended up being appointed secretary of education for the SoTF, but it is very likely that Anna Sophia was string-pulling again. She is the sister-in-law of the count of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt and Kranichfeld is only ten miles from the Ring of Fire.
Sigismund Evenius
[image: Sigismund Evenius]Sigismund Eue was born between 1585 and 1589 in Nauen (Brandenburg), son of a cloth-maker with relationship to lower nobility in Pommerania.
In 1602, he started studying at Wittenberg University, graduated as Magister of Philosophy in 1608, and joined the faculty in 1611, teaching mathematics and philosophy.
Soon his reputation exceeded Saxony, and he got requests from Hamburg and Danzig to become principal of their respective Latin Schools.
He refused and instead in 1613 he became principal of the Gymnasium in Halle. He married, had three sons, but his wife died in 1621, and only one son called Martin survived.
It is very likely that he learned of Wolfgang Ratke's publications from the very beginning. He even organized a non-authorized publication of the basics of the "New Method" in Halle.
In 1618, the two met for the first time in Köthen, where Evenius was sent by Halle's city council to learn about the method. Evenius managed to stay two days with Ratke, listening to the never stopping monologue. He then wrote a report for his council strongly supporting Ratke's theories, but dissecting Wolfgang's practical abilities, which made him Ratke's best foe.
A central part of Evenius's report "Formul und Abriß" (formula and compendium) was a definition of ten different grades starting with a basic "school" to learn reading and writing, the second grade for introduction into religion, a "schola artium Germanicae," and several grades dedicated to different languages.
The "German arts school" was the biggest difference to Ratke's concepts. It contained arithmetic and geometry, music, optic, astronomy, geography, and "physica," natural sciences.
From 1620 on, he worked as advisor in questions of education for Sigmund Hesse, mayor of Magdeburg. So when the principal of the gymnasium in Magdeburg died in 1622, Evenius became his successor, much to the disgust of Ratke, who wanted that job for himself.
Evenius married again, Anna Agnes, the youngest sister of the famous pastor Dr. Christian Gilbert de Spaignart. They had three more children. Christian Andreas, the youngest son was just three years old when Tilly's troops sacked Magdeburg. There are different reports, but most likely Sigismund had to watch when Croats killed several of his students. He then paid all his money to get his family and himself out of the burning city.
After two more years, and two jobs as principal in Reval (appointed directly by Gustavus Adolphus) and Halberstadt he was hired as principal of the Gymnasium in Regensburg after the city had been conquered by Bernhard of Saxe-Weimar. There he met Ernst of Saxe-Weimar, and followed him to Weimar, still with his wife and three children, hired as "consiliarius scholasticus" for a salary of 100fl. per quarter. Evenius wrote suggestions how to move from a "Latin" school to one teaching realities and religion. He also wrote schedules, curriculums and textbooks. One of the latter was the first (before Comenius) illustrated textbook for religion classes. He died in 1639 from the plague, never seeing the fruits of his work.
Obviously, all that didn't happen NTL, so his fate after the sack is unknown at the moment.
Johann Kromayer
[image: Johann Kromayer]Johannes Kromayer was born in Döbeln/Saxony, studied in Leipzig from 1597 on, and worked as pastor in Eisleben during his studies. In 1600, he finished as Magister of theology.
In 1613 he came to Weimar as court-preacher, and became General Superintendent in 1627.
He was the spiritual counterpart of the secular teachers I mentioned before, constantly in touch with them, and despising Ratke even more than they did.
As early as 1618, he wrote a "German Grammar to the New Method," explaining the whole German language from an enumeration of all letters (including the three umlauts) over the different types of words with pre- and suffixes, all tenses and cases, syntactical rules and so on. Apart from some strange and inconsistent spelling, this book is still valid today.
He was one of Ratke's biggest foes, later denying that anything of his own works derived from Ratke.
There is nothing contradicting that he is NTL still head of the Lutheran church in the county of Saxe-Weimar and member of the council of new Duke Albrecht.
Andreas Reyher
[image: Reyher]
[image: Andreas Reyher]His father, Michael Reyher, was a wine merchant, like many of the people in this village, buying wine in Southern Germany and selling it in the vicinity, buying weapons in Suhl and selling them in Southern Germany.
Andreas attended the village school in Heinrichs between 1608 and 1614. He learned reading and writing and "a little figural singing," (all quotes from his aforementioned CV) but not more during six years.
Because he ought to follow his father in the family business, but showed "no interest for horses and wagons," his father planned to send him to Magdeburg to learn a merchant's trade. So he was sent to the Latin school in Suhl to learn more mathematics and the international trade language, Latin.
In the two following years he walked to Suhl every day, "and home in the evening with particular passion," and showed the behavior of a real bookworm. Through pressure from Andreas's brother-in-law—he was the youngest of five children—his father finally resigned himself and sent Andreas to the school in Schleusingen, which had become a Gymnasium illustre in 1577 by order of the last count of Henneberg, Georg Ernst. For the seven classes from "Septima" to "Prima" with an all-time high of 426 students in 1616, they had a faculty of eight teachers, including principal Jakob Sorger.
The gymnasium had an associated "Kommunität," a dormitory for "20-30 poor boys," founded by Count Georg Ernst. Ten of the places were completely free, the others had to pay half boarding.
Andreas was admitted to the Tertia after an entry exam in January 1616. Normally children had to stay for three years in the first and last of the levels of this school and two years in each of the levels between. Andreas however moved to Sekunda after the harvest holidays in 1617. Although he was sick for three months in 1619 (when his mother died), he finished school in summer 1621.
In December 1621, he moved to Leipzig to attend the university, and started studying theology and philology. Due to the economic troubles of that time ("Kipper-und-Wipperzeit") he had to work as home teacher for sons of Georg Winckler, a merchant and a friend of his father's, the mayor Friedrich Mayer, "and other upscale people in rather big number." This work showed him how much he loved teaching children, and additionally gave him free lodging and a yearly salary of 20 fl.
In the meantime, he had become baccalaureus in 1624 and magister in 1627. In March 1631, he was hired as professor.
In 1629, he published tables for learning Greek, between 1630 and 1632 he did the same for logic, physics, ethic, policy and economy. But after the sack of Magdeburg, when Tilly's troops approached Leipzig, he did his old friend Mayer a favor and accompanied the mayor's family into the safety of Dresden.
He possibly went back to Leipzig, but was seen in Coburg shortly afterward.
OTL he was appointed principal of the gymnasium in Schleusingen by Duke Johann Casimir the year after. In 1634, Croats devastated Suhl and the area around including his home village Heinrichs, and his father was killed. Schleusingen was spared because a high official was an old friend of General Isolani. After a plague wave in 1634 and a famine in early 1635, his school went down to 86 students. The dormitory was closed in 1637. The last part of his outstanding salary of more than 250 fl. from that time was paid in 1657 after a personal intervention by Duke Ernst.
The School Reform in Gotha
Everything described in this section will of course not happen in the new timeline, but this sheds an interesting light on how education was handled in Germany in the early modern era, and how different school politics was—and still is—here.
[image: Special bericht]When Duke Ernst of Saxe-Weimar in 1640 inherited part of the properties of Johann Ernst of Saxe-Eisenach with the newly founded duchy of Saxe-Gotha, he found nothing but devastation.
As much as I'm personally fond of the old duke, he has to be blamed for not caring for the part of his duchy he inherited from his brother in 1633.
Croats under General Isolani had plundered nearly every village and town between Nordhausen and Coburg in 1634, and nobody had any money to repair the damage.
First thing Ernst did was get himself an able team of councilors. He contacted Salomo Glassius, professor of theology in Jena, and made him General Superintendent in Gotha.
A pastor named Christoph Brunchorst was already designing a new official Bible together with Sigismund Evenius, until the death of the latter.
Duke Ernst already knew Andreas Reyher, who had just moved to Lüneburg to become principal of the gymnasium. But Ernst executed his preemptive rights as Reyher's sovereign to call him back to Gotha. The Lüneburgers were not amused, but couldn't do anything.
Ernst ordered the consistory under Glassius to perform a complete "visitation" of all villages and parishes in his duchy. They prepared a questionnaire to all pastors with over 80 detailed questions about the status of their parish, the number of people attending communion and confession, and the number of people being able to read, write and do mathematics on a ten-step scale between "good" and "nothing." This visitation started in 1642 and took until 1645 to complete.
Meanwhile, Reyher was ordered to collect all information about the "New Method" and distill it into new school law. In the year 1642, his results (435 numbered chapters) were printed with the title Special and peculiar report, how by divine bestowal the boys and girls in the villages and towns of the duchy of Gotha—those who represent the lowest heap of pupils—can and shall be taught quick and useful. This document was later called the Gothaer Schulmethodus (School Method).
Apart from the enormous share singing took in this first edition, which was in the second edition reduced from 40 pages to two, the rules were kept, slightly modified and expanded by "Realien" (the scientific subjects Evenius had designed for the German arts school) over the next thirty years. It didn't only contain rights and obligations of students, but also those of teachers, principals, pastors, and parents.
New German schools based on this document were founded in all villages and towns of the duchy, and shortly after the saying spread in Germany that "the peasants in Gotha are more educated than the nobles elsewhere."
When Evenius presented his ideas, Duke Ernst missed a special course for children who needed to read and write Latin (like the original course Reyher's father had in mind), but didn't target a scholar's career. So the "Latinitas vulgaris" (common Latin) class was introduced based on Comenius' Janua linguarum reserata. Other suggestions led to different curriculums with and without Greek or Hebrew. The two languages should be reserved for students who wanted to study theology, philosophy, or medicine.
Joachim Jungius
[image: Joachim Jungius]Joachim Junge (see also http://www-history.mcs.st-andrews.ac.uk/Biographies/Jungius.html) was born on November 1, 1587, son of a teacher at the Gymnasium St. Katharinen in Lübeck. His father died 1589, and his stepfather, Martin Nordmann, was another teacher at the same school.
So nothing was more natural for him than to attend the same school, where he soon started a career as clever orator and playwright.
In 1606, he finished school and started studying in Rostock, the same university Wolfgang Ratke had attended earlier.
His specialty soon became mathematics, or better the subjects considered "mathematics" then, especially metaphysics.
In 1608, he went to Gießen to study mathematica pura, mathematica mediae (scientific application of mathematics like optics, theory of harmony, or astronomy) and mathematica mechanicae (technical application of mathematics like physics or architecture). Only one year later, he graduated as Magister Artium, and started to teach the same subjects. In that period, he also spoke several times about the necessity to teach these subjects not only at university level, but also in schools.
After Ratke had presented his Memorial in Frankfurt, the landgrave of Hesse-Darmstadt, Ludwig V, selected him and Christoph Helwig (died 1619) to work with Ratichius, formulating the new method for print publication.
In 1615, back in his hometown Lübeck, Jungius started to study medicine, then went to Padua and there graduated as Doctor in 1619.
Back in Germany, he held lessons at different universities in Northern Germany (mathematics and medicine alike) until in 1629 he was hired as principal at the Academic Gymnasium in Hamburg.
He spoke and wrote a lot about "freedom of thinking and teaching," which earned him enemies in the faculty as well as the Lutheran church.
During his life, he wrote books about mathematics, optics, biology, astronomy (he created a new star catalogue and studied sunspots), chemistry (he fought against alchemy and spoke with miners about the different salts and elements they knew), and several other scientific subjects.
A special creation of his is the word "Heuretica" (derived from "Heureka") meaning the art of invention. He wrote a book with the same title and even founded a scientific society in Hamburg ("Societas Ereunetica").
About 25,000 pages of unpublished thoughts (a quarter of those he originally left behind, the rest was destroyed during a fire in 1691) still exist in an archive in Hamburg, where he died without children in 1657.
NTL there will be nothing holding him back from visiting Grantville, and then writing dozens—no, hundreds—of articles along the line of "I was right and you were wrong."
Johann Valentin Andreä
[image: Andrea]He was born in Herrenberg near Stuttgart on August 17, 1586, son of the Lutheran pastor. His grandfather, Jakob Andreä, had been chancellor of the University of Tübingen. His mother became head of the ducal pharmacy in Stuttgart after his father's death.
In 1602, he started studying arts (history, literature, and the modern languages Italian, French, Spanish, and English) in Tübingen, and was one of the founding members of the esoteric society following the mystic Christian Rosencreutz, the so-called Rosenkreuzler (Rosicrucianism). The three main works of this society from the early-seventeenth century seem to come from him, for Chymnische Hochzeit (Chymnical Wedding) his authorship is proven.
(Note: The other about ten students, who were part of this group, are not relevant for this article, but still alive in the 1630s.)
After being fired from the University for being—most likely innocently—involved in a prank of his friends, he decided to leave Tübingen for a time. He started a long and winding journey with studying at nearly all universities of Europe and working as tutor for his living, accompanying young nobles on their Grand Tours.
In 1611, he returned to Tübingen, became tutor of young nobles, but didn't stay until his employer died in 1612. During this year, he traveled to Genf, learning and adopting the Calvinist doctrine.
After one semester in Padua, he returned to Württemberg, and continued studying (Lutheran) theology in Tübingen, finishing in 1614. He also officially distanced himself from the Rosicrucianists. Later he told Comenius that all had originally been a students' joke and a satire on the emerging secret societies.
He started working as deacon in Vaihingen, and encountered a slew of moral decline, drunkenness, quarrels between neighbors and spouses, and profanation of the Sundays. He wanted to fight against these bad habits by introducing the Ten Commandments as official town law, collecting penalties for the poor. Of course, this project was doomed from the beginning.
But he wrote a total of forty books during this time about all his thoughts and experiences, which became quickly very famous among the German scholars. One of these is called Christianopolis, a Christian Utopia with an emphasis on education. It is not known how much he was inspired by Ratichius, but this book contained most of the thirteen rules mentioned above.
After he had become Superintendent in Calw (Black Forest) in 1620, he started another attempt to improve morality, this time by founding a society to help the poor, sick and young. The so-called "Calwer Färberstiftung" (Dyer foundation of Calw) OTL existed until 1923. They documented feeding about 110,000 poor people in five years, and when he left in 1638, the foundation had collected a capital of 18,000 fl.
During all this time, he was massively writing letters to the other Ratichians, and Comenius labeled his works as his biggest inspiration. He wrote nine hundred letters to Duke August of Brunswick-Lüneburg and his family, and received five hundred letters back.
Johann Amos Comenius
[image: Comenius]
[image: Comenius]The best known pedagogue of the seventeenth century and the only one who has several appearances in the 1632 canon (The Three R's, and The Wallenstein Gambit, Ring of Fire; The Rudolstadt Colloquy, Grantville Gazette 1; The Anaconda Project, Episode 3, Grantville Gazette 14) was born as Jan, son of Martin from Komna (Komenský) on March 28, 1592 in Niwnitz, Southern Moravia (today Nivnice near Brno/Brünn in the Czech Republic).
His father, a wealthy miller, died in 1602, his mother and his two sisters soon afterward, and Jan was reared by distant relatives.
His family were members of the Jednota bratrská (Moravian Brothers), later called Unity of Brethren, who separated from the Catholic Church as early as 1467, fifty years prior to Martin Luther's theses. (Note: don't confuse their German name "Brüdergemeinde"—parish of brothers—with the name "Brüdergemeine" of a later descendant church founded in 1722.)
The brotherhood survived peaceful takeover attempts by the Dominicans and bloody pursuit by King Wladislaw II in the early sixteenth century. Martin Luther negotiated with them for joining his new confession, but they were too "Catholic" for his taste (celibacy and seven sacraments were part of their doctrine).
A confession written in 1575 (Confessio Bohemica) was verbally accepted by Emperor Maximilian II, and freedom of religion was finally given to them in written form by Emperor Rudolph II's "majesty's letter" of 1609.
During the finest days of the Brethren, Jan attended their gymnasium in Přerov (Prerau). He signed letters with "Jan Amos Nivnicensis" (from Nivnice).
From 1611 on, he studied Calvinist theology in Herborn (Hessia), and from 1613 in Heidelberg. He bought a manuscript written by Copernicus, in which he wrote his name as "Joannes Amos Nivanus Moravus." The several names all don't contain a real last name. Later he returned to his roots and used the Latinized form of his father's byname "Comenius."
When his money drew to an end in 1614, he aborted his studies, returned to Prerau, and worked as a teacher at the school until 1617. In 1616, he was ordained as pastor of the Brethren. In 1618, he moved to Fulnek, becoming elder of the parish, writing books and working on a map of Moravia, which he finished in his later exile in Amsterdam.
[image: Majesty letter]In 1620, after the Battle of the White Mountain, Emperor Ferdinand II himself took the aforementioned majesty's letter, and cut it into pieces. This can be still seen in the National Archive in Prague.
The Brethren went into hiding. Comenius was constantly fleeing along the Moravian border, while his wife and his two daughters died from a plague outbreak following the sack of Fulnek in 1622.
During the next years, he lived with twenty-four of the Brethren in Brandeis (Brandýs nad Labem) on the properties of Karel starší ze Žerotína (Karl von Zerotin), a Protestant Bohemian noble who had managed to keep his properties from being confiscated, and helped victims of the counter-reformation following the Battle of the White Mountain. In 1624, Comenius married Dorothea Cyrillova, daughter of one of the eldest of the Brethren, and shortly afterward was on the run again. An Imperial order expelled all Protestant pastors from Bohemia.
Comenius' magnum opus, Opera Didacta Omnia (1657), contains a chapter describing how he fled to Slaupna (Moravia) and hid on the properties of Baron Georg Sadowski. There he literally (visiting a library) stumbled over handwritings by a man called Elias Bodinus, who had died in 1618.
"When we [he and Johannes Stadius, another of the Brethren pastors] went for a walk on the dog days to visit the famous library at Castle Wilcitz, we suddenly stumbled over the 'Didactica' by Elias Bodinus, which had arrived from Germany just before. We read it and were provoked to write a similar book in our language. This plan was heartily greeted by the Brethren. Another Imperial edict, expelling all Protestant nobles, who denied religious conversion, spurred us."
While still working at this book, the Brethren were hit by another wave of persecution, and Karl von Zerotin barely managed to pay for them and their printing presses to be moved to Leszno (Polnisch-Lissa, 60 miles northwest of Breslau in Poland) where another Brethren community existed since 1547.
Comenius became teacher at the gymnasium (some sources call him principal) and he continued writing his Magna Didactica, "youthful ardor and premature hope let me give it the byname 'the Great.' "
[image: Janua]This book contains a concept for a life based on education, morality, and religiosity.
Six chapters deal with man's goals in life, twenty-two with a school education in the mother language, only two with Latin School and University.
The book was OTL finished in 1632 in the Bohemian language, but not published before 1841. In 1638, he started a Latin translation, and in 1657, this version was published.
Another book he wrote at that time is the source for his fame throughout the centuries.
Janua linguarum reserata (The Gate to the Languages Unlocked) is a revolutionary textbook; not a translation from any existing Roman source, but a textbook to learn Latin from scratch like the translations in a modern tour guide.
Within fifty years OTL, it was published in twelve languages; here is a page from the sixth edition of the English translation from 1638. More about this edition at http://mcrsrarebooks.blogspot.de/2011/07/annotating-1643-english-latin-phrase.html.
The last historical event before he showed up in Grantville for the first time was the death of his father-in-law and his election to bishop in 1632.
OTL he soon begged for release from his duties, and from 1636 on he was writing more and more textbooks, and didactical books to teach the teachers.
In 1658, another revolutionary book was published, Orbis Sensualium Pictus (The World Experienced in Pictures). Here he combined his Janua with the illustration ideas of Evenius to a book, which stayed the definite European textbook during the next three centuries. A complete, annotated English edition can be found here: http://www.gutenberg.org/files/28299/28299-h/28299-h.htm; the original German edition from 1664 here http://books.google.de/books?id=6fY9AAAAcAAJ.
Christian Gueintz
[image: Gueintz]The teacher for the next generation of pedagogues was born on October 13, 1592 in Kohlo (near Cottbus, Lower Lusatia). He attended at least six different schools until the age of twenty-one. In 1615, he started studying philosophy and theology in Wittenberg, finishing as Magister one year later and became professor in 1618.
In 1619, he was called to Köthen on recommendation of Wolfgang Ratke to help introducing the new method. During that time, he translated Ratke's Grammatica universalis from Latin to Greek, and wrote his own Greek textbook, also in German language (Griechischer Sprach Ubung). He also married Catharina, daughter of Köthen's deceased mayor Johann Brand (Bernd).
In 1622, he returned to Wittenberg studying law. After his graduation one year later, he was elected as member of the consistory of Wittenberg. In 1627, he was appointed principal of the gymnasium in Halle as successor of Sigismund Evenius.
OTL he mainly stayed in Halle until his death in 1650, but also worked part-time as professor in Jena. His membership in the Fruitbearing Society was the inspiration and motivation to write a German grammar and a German orthography during the 1640s.
Contrary to Ratke, he was a doer, and had very good relationships with people of different backgrounds. His mastership of law makes him perhaps a good choice for secretary of education in Magdeburg.
Summary
Basically the sometimes quoted American saying "Those who can, do; those who can't, teach" is definitely not true for the early-seventeenth century in Germany. The men mentioned here, all commoners, had high reputations, and were theoreticians and practicians (with a noted exception) alike. They wrote books, were principals, discussed with high nobles, and mostly earned their money by teaching children.
****
Art Director's Note: Thank you to Rainer for providing the images for this article.







The Mysterious Mesa, Part Four: Giants in the Earth
Written by Garrett W. Vance
[image: Mysterious Mesa banner]


Ni-T'o stood at the outer edge of the slightly tilted meadow, a chunk of terrain that had slid down intact from the collapsed tip of the mesa. It was grassy, and lined with trees, so they had made it their camp. Ni-T'o knew its foliage well, the same grew in his homeland. Perhaps all of the unknown country above would prove so hospitable? While his friends reconnoitered, he remained below, guarding their precious horses. So far, this had been an uneventful task. He had spent the afternoon gathering materials for a round of arrow making, a pleasant way to pass the time while he waited. Even while so occupied, Ni-T'o always kept a watchful eye out for danger.
While making one of his frequent scans of the surrounding area, he saw something that gave him pause, a dark shape in the distance, growing slowly closer. It was coming from the far edge of the Drained Sea, a region that seemed to be native to what his new friends had dubbed the New New World. Ni-T'o instinctively checked the horses, who were contentedly grazing themselves to near bursting in their makeshift paddock. Satisfied with their well-being, he shimmied up a nearby tree to get a better view of the approaching visitor.
Less than a quarter-mile away, a large, four-legged creature lumbered along at a steady trot. Ni-T'o saw that it was a new kind of great beast, oddly shaped, even for a creature of this inconceivably strange and ancient realm. It stood more than three times taller than himself, and was as long as a line of six caribou. The body was bulky, supported by short, stocky legs. The head was rather small in comparison to the rest of it, and vaguely resembled that of a tortoise, but longer in the snout. Its most interesting feature was a row of triangular plates growing out of the spine, stretching from neck to the tail. The largest of these plates, at the highest hump of the curved back, was thrice the size of a man's head. They were brightly colored, sunset-orange framed by crimson, while the rest of its pebbled hide was grass-green with a mosaic of purple stripes. Its long, muscular tail was tipped with a set of four vicious-looking spikes, each as long as one of Ni-T'o's legs; it would be wise to stay well clear of those! It was plain this beast would present a very challenging meal to any toothsome monster that might chance a try.
Ni-T'o watched the creature for a few minutes, trying to decide if it presented a danger or not. Whatever the thing was focusing on, it wasn't the man in the tree. It seemed completely oblivious to his presence. Now that it was only a few hundred yards away, Ni-T'o decided he had best mount up, just in case he needed to lead the horses away from the thing. As his feet touched ground, the creature abruptly fell to its knees, then keeled over onto its side, breathing in short, whistling gasps. These became slower and slower. The creature was dying. Ni-T'o's wide, bronze-skinned brow furrowed in thought. After a moment, he made his decision. It was perhaps a bit risky, but curiosity won out over caution. Working as fast as he could, he took Bella's tack into the paddock.
"Bella, Bella, Bella," he crooned, followed by a short whistle. The jet-black Spanish mare's ears perked up. Upon seeing a faithful provider of tasty snacks, she cantered over to him, lowering her head for him to pet her brow.
"Good Bella," he said in Spanish, gently stroking her smooth hair. He slipped her a handful of the black cherries he had found growing near camp, which she slurped up eagerly. "Pretty Bella. Time for a ride." He placed the saddle on her, adjusting the straps with care, as Nate and Gonzalo had taught him. With halter and reins in place, he mounted, sending her eagerly through the paddock's thorn-bush gate. Flavio and Poppy watched for a moment, wondering if they might like to come along, too, but bent their heads back to their meals instead. Ni-T'o laughed at their gluttony while he secured the gate. With a click of his tongue, Bella moved into a brisk canter in the direction of the stricken beast.
As they drew near, the battle-trained mare took a good whiff of its odor, and turned her head back to her rider in what Ni-T'o interpreted as a question—Do we really want to get any closer? He smiled, urging her on with a gentle squeeze of his knees. Well-trained Bella obeyed, protesting only with a brief shake of her head—If you say so. . . . They were close enough now for Ni-T'o to get a good look, but still far enough away for them to make a quick getaway if the thing should suddenly lurch to its feet, full of new-found vigor, which seemed increasingly unlikely with each ragged breath.
Ni-T'o dismounted, dropping to the blistering-hot sand with the fluid grace his people all appeared to be blessed with. He patted the horses' nose, and whispered for her to stay put. Moving cautiously, he approached the creature's head, surprisingly small for being attached to such a large body. Rheumy, spring-leaf-green eyes regarded him for a moment, then fell back out of focus, too busy with the business of dying to be bothered with a visitor. Ni-T'o felt sorry for the poor creature, and thought about easing its suffering by hurrying its passing, but then its breaths turned into a death rattle. With a final shudder, life left the beast. Ni-T'o reached down to pull its heavy eyelids closed; they were surprisingly soft, like well-worn leather. Standing with palms turned up toward the skies, he spoke aloud a prayer, asking the gods to aid its spirit's journey to the next world.
As he finished the timeless ritual, he came to an important realization; creatures such as these were not demons, or devils, not any kind of monsters at all. They were just animals! Strange-looking, and of incredible size, but no different than a deer or a frog, or any other living thing. There was nothing evil or unnatural about most of them, although he still thought those types that had proven to be so fantastically dangerous were most certainly demons from the underworld. He wondered what had driven the unfortunate beast to come all this way to die? Perhaps it had been misplaced in time just as he had, and was searching for a home that was no longer where it should be. This made him feel very sad. Shaking his head, he pulled out his bone knife, and began to strip long steaks of fatty, pink meat from its thighs, all the while thanking its spirit for providing him with such a delightfully unexpected meal.
Ni-T'o was nearly done with one leg and about to start on the next, when a shadow passed over him. Bella let out a snort and began to do a nervous little dance. Looking up, he saw some of the huge 'lizard-birds' circling overhead, just as buzzards would. Something in their horrid, croaking calls sent chills down his spine. Creatures such as these were trouble. He hurriedly gathered up his bounty of fresh meat, and stuffed it into a saddle bag. Ni-T'o glanced wistfully at the spikes, and back plates he had intended to harvest for possible use as tools. Fortunately, they were inedible, and he could return for them later when the carcass had been picked clean, making his job all that easier. Hopping lightly back onto Bella's broad back, he sent her into a canter away from the corpse in a wide, indirect circle toward camp, in case the monstrous scavengers decided to follow him.
Feeling that they were safely out of range, Ni-T'o paused to watch the squawking, swooping devils land, one-by-one on fearsome talons, tearing into their bounty with vicious glee. He observed that one of them had sustained some injuries. His eyes widened as he realized there were several arrows stuck in its thick, leathery hide—T'cumu's arrows! Ni-T'o shifted his gaze worriedly to the top of the mysterious mesa, hoping his friends had escaped the encounter unscathed. He still had three nights of waiting ahead, and this would not ease his slumber.
Cursing under his breath at this possible bad turn of fortune for their expedition, he was about to ride on when he noticed a group of newcomers had joined the vulture-lizards in their feast. He began to smile when he realized the nimble little creatures were crows! The ebon-plumed birds were dwarfed by their competitors, which turned out to be an advantage. Small and quick, they easily eluded any irritated strikes from the long, deadly looking beaks, simply hopping beneath their bellies to stay out of reach, all the while merrily gobbling up whatever they could get. It pleased Ni-T'o to see them, fellow creatures from his own time, unfazed by life in the New New World, adapting and thriving.
"Have a good meal, Brother Crows!" he called out to them before urging Bella into a trot. He thought that their raucous caws returned his greeting, and with his spirits lifted, returned to camp.
****
High atop the mesa, T'cumu took a deep breath of the warm, blossom-scented air, a balm for the senses after the stench of salt and decay lingering over the Drained Sea below. They had climbed onto another world, a world much like the one he had come from, and he rejoiced. He spread his well-muscled, bare arms wide and crowed, "This is good land, good for life! The gods are here! No devils!"
"No devils, yet." Nate muttered with long-suffering skepticism. "Let's just be sure to keep our eyes open."
Gonzalo regarded the idyllic terrain they had entered with no small amount of relief.
"Can this truly be the Garden of Eden?" Gonzalo mused, looking around with dreaming eyes. "We have seen so many wonders, could even such a place as that have been brought here? Ni-T'o thought this was the home of his gods, now that we are here, it seems somehow possible. Blasphemy perhaps, but I feel it is not my place to judge his heathen beliefs after all I have seen. Whatever the truth, we have found a blessing after the horrors of the world below."
Nate just shrugged. He thought the ever-hopeful Gonzalo might be overstating the case, but kept mum.
Heading vaguely west, toward the far tip of the great, crescent-shaped mesa, they walked through verdant meadows dotted with wildflowers. Here and there, copses of trees provided shade from the cruel, Cretaceous sun. The mesa was around a thousand feet high, its elevation made things a bit cooler than the dry, scorched sea bottom they had crossed. A fair breeze blew in from the western sea, carrying a hint of ozone, a promise of rain in the near future.
The mesa grew wider as they traveled, the edges now lost in the distance. There was plenty of water, the product of natural springs. It ran clear, and none of them hesitated to drink straight from the many brooks and streams. The taste was beyond compare, mineral-rich, fresh, and cool as snow melt. They drank until their bellies felt near to bursting. Sated, they refilled their canteens and water skins, always a wise precaution in an ever-changing landscape.
Leaving the stream, they pushed their way through tall, coarse, water-loving grass nearly as high as their heads. Coming out into the open again, they heard a loud snuffle coming from uncomfortably nearby.
[image: bison]The three of them turned as one to view the biggest bison anyone had ever seen, just twenty yards away, sniffing the air while eying them fiercely from beneath its shaggy mane. It was easily twelve feet tall, and more than half as wide in its massive head and chest, which were covered in a thick layer of curly, brown fur. At first, Nate thought it was a plains buffalo, a common sight in his youth, but then he saw the two huge, tapering horns, fully four-feet in length, enough to make the biggest longhorn bull in Texas lower its head in shame. Whatever breed of kine it may be was speculation for later. It had decided it didn't like these intruders in its realm, and lowered its head with a loud, angry snort, preparing to charge. An angry bull was an angry bull, and it only took Nate a split-second to shout, "Run!"
They all broke into a sprint, heading for the nearest chance of safety, a lone tree standing thirty yards off. A few paces in, Nate looked back to see that Gonzalo was struggling, his heavy breastplate and helm proving a liability in this case. The enormous bison bull was gaining on them. He looked ahead to see that T'cumu had miraculously reached the still-distant tree, and was standing on an upper limb, shouting encouragement.
"That cussed injun's faster than poop through a goose!" Nate growled between heavy breaths. The leg that Gonzalo had found Nate hanging by in an unfortunate encounter with one of T'cumu's game snares, had never been quite right again after the experience. His boot hit a rock hidden by the tall grass, sending a shocking pain shooting all the way up to his thigh. There was no avoiding it, he was going down. He managed to shout "Goddammit!" before hitting the ground and rolling, just as he had been taught to do when getting thrown from a horse. Despite landing with no further injury, Nate struggled to regain his feet, his leg shrieking with pain.
Gonzalo saw what happened, and grimaced as he struggled for wind. He was not as young as he once was, and had spent a bit too much time in the saddle recently. His body ached from the effort of the run, and his wind came hard, and hoarse. He turned back for a moment to see that his pursuer was only a few scant yards away, breathing hard, head lowered, ready to skewer him on those preposterously long, wicked horns. That was when a thought occurred to him that split his face into a wide, loopy grin. He stopped running.
Nate saw this, and shouted, "Run, you damn idiot, that thing's gaining on you!"
Gonzalo nodded, still wearing what Nate thought was a downright loco expression, considering the circumstances.
"It's a bull! It's just a bull!" the Spaniard shouted back in a cheerful tone. With a flourish, Gonzalo pulled a long, canary-yellow-and-scarlet-patterned scarf from his belt, then shook it out with both hands with an audible snap. It was only two-foot square, but he held it before him between his hands, blowing in the breeze, and began to walk calmly toward the charging bull.
"Come here now, big fellow, come and let Gonzalo have a closer look at you!" he called out in a voice completely devoid of fear.
"You have got to be kidding," Nate muttered under his breath, watching the spectacle unfold. The bull focused on the scarf, lowering its head and with a burst of speed, it came in for the kill. With the unstoppable beast just scant inches from achieving that goal, Gonzalo made a dainty, sideways leap, leaving the bull to run full-speed past him into thin air.
Nate could hardly believe his eyes. Gonzalo was a bullfighter. T'cumu appeared beside him, pulling him gently, but quickly, to his feet. With a glance over his shoulder, the tribesman simply remarked "Crazy!"
With T'cumu's support, Nate reached the tree. Despite the throbbing in his bum leg, and with several helpful boosts from T'cumu, he managed to scramble into the lower branches. Safe in the tree, they turned to watch Gonzalo. It was truly a sight to see, a master at work.
Gonzalo's attention was focused solely on his opponent. He had spent his youth in sunny Seville playing at bullfighting, and had proven to be adept at the dangerous sport. Certainly, he had never faced a bull of this type, or of such startling size, but the principle was the same. As a minor noble, it was the custom in that time and place for Gonzalo to play the part of the picador, the knight on horseback, but when needed he could easily take the role of the matador, the squire on foot. The latter was more fun anyway. He watched the furious bull turn around for another charge with relish. It came, and was a bit faster than he had expected. Overconfident, his leap came a bit late, the deadly sharp point of its left horn barely missing skewering him through the thigh. He would not make such an error again. He studied the creature's moves more carefully now, sizing up its abilities. With each pass, his confidence and skill grew.
Watching from the tree's safety, Nate saw a few close scrapes that made him wince with concern, but he soon realized that clever Gonzalo was quickly gaining an understanding of the creature's size and speed. What would be a life and death struggle for anyone without his ability became an artful dance. After each mighty charge, the bull would arrive to find the spot that Gonzalo and his distracting scarf had been occupying empty. Carried on by momentum, it would skid to a snorting, angry halt, shake its massive head about until he relocated the target, then begin another charge, only to have the Spaniard elude him yet again. Gonzalo laughed aloud, enjoying the battle of wits and reflexes.
The bull was beginning to tire, each charge a bit slower than the last, while Gonzalo minced about effortlessly, obviously enjoying himself. Eventually, the huge bison simply stopped and stood in place, breathing hard, its dark eyes sullen. Gonzalo knew then, he had defeated the creature. It was time to finish the game. He drew his sword, and marched toward the beast, intending to dispatch it with the speedy mercy it deserved, and very much looking forward to steaks for dinner.
"No!" T'cumu shouted, alarmed at what his friend was about to do. "No, Gonzalo, no!" T'cumu leaped out of the tree into a sprint across the field, closing the distance in two blinks of an eye. Barely breathing hard, the young warrior placed himself between Gonzalo and the exhausted bison.
"No, please! Do not kill this one! He is a spirit-animal, the grandfather of all his kind! We cannot harm him!" he cried out with arms held wide as if to block the blow.
Gonzalo was surprised at the unexpected plea from the young tribesman, but graciously lowered his sword.
"As you wish, T'cumu. I won't hurt him." He re-sheathed the long, steel blade, bemused, and certainly a bit disappointed, but he felt indulgent toward his young friend, whose ways were at times very foreign to him.
T'cumu was visibly relieved, and turned back to the bull, speaking softly to the exhausted creature in his native tongue. Gonzalo was able to catch most of it; T'cumu apologized to the great bull, grandfather of all bison, and promised not to disturb him any further. When he finished, they walked slowly over to a very unhappy Nate, still perched in the tree, keeping a watchful eye over their shoulders for any renewal of aggression. The bull bison nonchalantly took a mouth-full of grass just as if nothing had happened, turned, and ambled away in the opposite direction. Chewing contentedly, the great bull headed toward a herd of around twenty cows and calves, all waiting silently just inside the tree line for the return of their master and protector. The explorers then understood that they had unexpectedly wandered into the bull's territory, and that he was simply defending his own.
Nate came out of the tree with his friend's help, ouching and grouching all the way down. He bent down to massage his leg for a few moments, then tentatively stretched it.
"I think it's all right now. Just need to go slow a bit," he said, limping around the tree to test the leg. He stopped in front of Gonzalo and smiled gratefully
"You are the damn craziest and bravest fella I've ever seen. Thanks for saving my bacon again, Gonzalo!"
Gonzalo returned the praise with an elegant bow. "It was nothing, Nate. A childhood hobby. I am better for the exercise."
T'cumu was also smiling, his face flush with excitement. "Fun! I want to try!" he proclaimed eagerly in Spanish, and they all laughed.
"You would!" Nate told him, "You're the only man I know who might be even crazier than Gonzalo here. Now, let's get clear before that big fellow comes back for another try."
****
The mesa's terrain they had seen so far was all fields and meadows, a lush grassland stretching for miles, occasionally broken by areas of forest, and low, rounded hillocks. Familiar animals went about their business here and there. They noticed that most were a fair bit larger than any of them were accustomed to. Nate pointed out a rabbit that he at first thought was a deer sitting on its haunches, a giant of its kind. They caught glimpses of other, unfamiliar animals, as well, including a gangly, long-necked mammal that Gonzalo swore was a camel. A while later, on a low hill in the middle distance, they saw something that made them freeze in their tracks.
"Are you fellas making those out?" Nate asked in a soft voice.
"Big, big cats! I have never seen before," T'cumu answered in English, a language he was still mastering.
"I'm afraid I have," Gonzalo said, squinting to clear the image. "Those are lions!"
[image: lion]"Well, they sure ain't catamount! That real big one has a big head of hair just like the paintings of that Bible story, Daniel in the Lion's Den. There's a whole family of them!"
"Yes, he is the boss, the strongest male. They are much like those I saw in Africa, but even larger! Everything in this place is of greater size than what any of us are accustomed to . . . what does it mean? Can this be a piece of that far continent brought here, as we were?"
"I don't think so. So far, everyone I've met was in the Illinois region when they were brought here. Which makes me think this mesa is from yet another time, back when there were animals we know, but a lot bigger, and a lot more we don't know; animals that aren't around anymore by the time people showed up. Not even T'cumu has seen lions before, and his folk have been in North America for thousands of years, according to the future people, and all their fancy learning."
"As it says in the Book of Genesis: 'And there were giants in the Earth in those days.' Alas, we are not in Eden, as I had hoped, but well east of it. Perhaps we were cast out of our own times for our sins, as Cain was banished to the Land of Nod." Gonzalo's face turned thoughtful, and sad.
Nate tried to put on a hopeful expression for his frequently morose friend. "Well, whatever the case, let's give Daniel's lions a wide berth. This Tucker is too tuckered out to run his ass off from another big, mean critter today."
****
The sun had reached its apex, and began to sink reluctantly into the west, glowering hotly all the way down. The party was growing tired, even hearty T'cumu's step had slowed. With a plethora of tasty-looking game at nearly every step, thoughts of rich, smoky meat filled their heads, and their empty bellies began to clamor for it.
[image: antelope]Beyond a row of alders lining a brook, another wide field lay, inhabited by a herd of what Nate thought, at first, must be pronghorn antelope. From the cover of the trees, they watched quietly as the graceful animals drew closer, drawn by the water. At first glance they seemed normal enough, with a tan-and-white furred, deer-like body, and black, cloven hoofs. Upon further study, their heads were unusually elongated, stretching from two, small horns standing between pert, upright ears, down to a single, three-foot-long horn sprouting phantasmagorically from just above the nose. This decidedly unusual protuberance divided into a fork at the end. It was the oddest-looking animal they had encountered on the mesa yet. Nate was about to pronounce them to be the unicorns of fable, when Gonzalo spoke up.
"I don't recognize them from my travels, although they do bear a resemblance to the African antelopes. Nate, do you know what these are called? " Gonzalo continued to squint hard at the things, fascinated by the increasingly unusual, yet still familiar, animals they were encountering. He was very glad that the only reptile they had seen so far was a small rock lizard.
Before Nate could respond, T'cumu raised his bow and shot the nearest individual clean through the heart. With a final, honking snort from its prodigious snout, it collapsed in a heap, sending the rest of the herd bolting away. T'cumu grinned, and proudly answered Gonzalo's question: "Dinner!"
****
They made camp there beside the brook, and as the sun bloated into a great, angry red sphere, the three explorers sat around a cheerful fire, happily enjoying the bounty of T'cumu's kill.
"I really don't know what the heck this thing is, and I do not care. It sure tastes fine," Nate said between ravenous bites.
T'cumu, who was also the evening's chef, grinned proudly. "Better than big lizard things," he pronounced before popping another cut of lean, red meat into his mouth. He chewed contentedly for a moment, then stopped, his eyes growing wide. He slowly lifted his hand, pointing toward the far side of the field. They all rose slowly, peering into the deepening twilight.
Another herd had arrived, animals a size again larger than that which had provided their dinner, and lacking any kind of horns, or antlers. There were around thirty head of them, gathering into a close huddle to protect each other from the night's perils. Nate's jaw dropped. T'cumu's face lit up with his infectious, joyful grin. Gonzalo peered into the gloom, frustrated, still unable to focus properly enough to see what new creatures had joined them.
"My friends, my old eyes have grown weak and weary. Please, tell me, what manner of beasts are these?"
T'cumu looked to Nate, deferring politely. Nate's throat was suddenly dry from intense emotion, but he managed to gasp out one word: "Horses."
****
To be continued . . .







Notes From The Buffer Zone: A Different World
Written by Kristine Kathryn Rusch


I’m really not nostalgic for the past.
The world I was born into had elevated racism to an art, didn’t believe that women could contribute anything of value to society, and the average US life expectancy was less than 70 years (66.6 for men; 73.10 for women). The poor were what we called dirt poor—without most amenities in their homes. (Now they may have ancient telephones and televisions, but not enough food—poverty and starvation seem to be a constant no matter what generation.) Computers filled an entire room, and only sf nutballs dreamed of going to the Moon.
However, now that I’m in my fifties, I’m beginning to understand how people can be nostalgic for their past. We spend our childhoods learning to navigate the world, and we think that world is set in stone. So that world is comfortable, even if it isn’t desirable.
What brought that home to me, besides another birthday, was the realization a few days ago that All The President’s Men by Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein, a book that influenced my life, interests, and career choices, a book that actually changed the history of America, hit the bookstands forty years ago.
The media is rightly celebrating the Civil Rights Act, passed fifty years ago, but I don’t remember those debates. I do remember seeing the images of kids getting hit with hoses and chased by dogs in downtown Birmingham, but I don’t remember much else. I was too young.
I read All The President’s Men in my English class, hidden by the gaudy green and white cover of our stupid English textbook that I had read the first week of class. I read All The President’s Men in January of 1975, while multitasking and answering questions about Greek myths (which I had read as a precocious eight-year-old. Yes, I was one of those kids who was horribly bored in school).
The book, more than the movie, had a major impact on me. I read the book to understand the previous two years. An Andy Williams Christmas special in my twelfth year got interrupted with the news that Congress approved Gerald Ford as Vice President. I watched the Senate Watergate hearings during the summer of my thirteenth year, and then spent my fourteenth year trying to understand these adult concepts that led to the resignation of a President.
There was a feeling of might and right in the air, and a sense—at least to young me—that words could condemn a person (Nixon, hoisted on his own verbal petard), solve a real life mystery (Watergate) or elevate working writers (writers no one believed in) into heroes who could bring down corruption.
As a result, I became a journalist first, interested in truth (and not realizing there is no such thing). But fiction became my true calling over time, when I realized that the words which had changed my life and influenced my dreams were all in service of a story.
That world of my childhood and teenage years, while confusing to every adult around me, was understandable to me. It was normal because it was the world that raised me.
To celebrate a birthday or the last day of school or the fact that it was Friday, I would go to a movie with friends. The theater was a magical place, filled with far-off vistas and fantastic worlds. I saw Star Wars with a dozen friends in a theater that someone (not me) had to drive to at a very glamorous brand new mall at the top of the hill in Duluth, Minnesota. Afterwards, we went out for pizza, and the night was very, very special. So special, I can still taste that pizza, nearly forty years later.
Fast forward to now. (Or slow forward, because forty years takes a lot of time . . . weirdly enough.)
I went to movies on my most recent birthday. I chose the films carefully because they had to be films that worked better on the big screen.
I know for a fact that the theater we went to (at a dying mall in Salem, Oregon) was a lot more comfortable than the theater I had gone to as a teenager, but the Oregon theater seemed less comfortable. It wasn’t as nice as my couch at home, with the big screen the proper distance across the room, the sound system set to my preferred loudness, and a remote that would allow me to pause the film when I needed a pee break or more popcorn.
It was nice to see the films, but not special. Special is harder now. So much is available at the touch of a fingertip that doing something unusual seems . . . oddly enough . . . almost out of reach.
Yet this world is so much better than the world of my youth. My nieces and nephews, born in this decade, have a life expectancy of about 80 years. Only throwbacks care what race these kids are (if anyone can tell, because so many kids are mixed race). Many women are still fighting for our place at the table, but a lot of great women have already joined the group at the table and are now holding positions of power.
We have a space station in orbit. We’ve been to the Moon enough that some people consider it passé. And now sf nutballs turn our attention to the entire galaxy rather than our tiny solar system.
Somehow journalists turned themselves from superheroes to idols with feet of clay (mouths of mush?), and I’m not sure any modern teenager believes that words can change the world.
But you know what? I don’t know what teenagers believe. Because the years skate by for me. I don’t examine them minutely like I did when I was a teen. I’m rather stunned that I’ve been married over twenty years (to my second husband), that my Clarion writers workshop class will have ended thirty years ago (next summer), and that I have known my closest friends longer than a lot of people who read this have been alive.
I’m just beginning to understand the vast sweep of history—and how vast that sweep is, how influential the people who comprise a generation are, and how when those people die, a sense of a certain time period gets lost. No history book, no matter how detailed, will capture the sense of the time period that those who lived through it knew intimately.
I actually think that science fiction rarely gets this part of future history right, maybe because so many of us wrote sf when we were young and had no concept of the different ways people of different generations view the same event. I’m finding more and more that the future history, generation-spanning novels don’t interest me, but the stories that look at a single (future) period do.
I think that’s why the science fiction that’s the most memorable deals with adventures and single moments and individual characters rather than sweeping arcs.
For fiction to last, it needs to speak to all generations, not just the ones that were alive when the fiction was written, but also to people who are older, people who are younger, and people who have yet to be born.
Tall order. Impossible in most cases, since we’re talking about pieces of entertainment.
I’ve always known that about fiction.
But that All The President’s Men jolt made me realize it’s a tall order not just of fiction, but of nonfiction, and historical moments (or reality, as we would have called it then).
What seems good and certain and absolute isn’t, not because opinions change or because someone disagrees, but because the passage of time makes it all irrelevant.
And it’s up to the fiction writer—the storyteller—to make the past (or the future) relevant again.
It’s not nostalgia per se to look at the past with a dispassionate but understanding eye. It’s something else, something we don’t have a word for in English.
Maybe we don’t because the concept is too complex to encompass in a single word.
So, I stand by what I said. I’m not nostalgic for the past, but sometimes I miss that sense of understanding I had when I was younger, when I believed the world was set in stone. It’s odd to see how different the world is now, and how easily the world of my youth has vanished into something impossible for anyone but those of us who lived it to understand.
****
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