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What is this? About the Grantville Gazette
Written by Grantville Gazette Staff


The Grantville Gazette originated as a by-product of the ongoing and very active discussions which take place concerning the 1632 universe Eric Flint created in the novels 1632, 1633 and 1634: The Galileo Affair (the latter two books co-authored by David Weber and Andrew Dennis, respectively). More books have been written and co-written in this series, including 1634: The Baltic War, 1634: The Bavarian Crisis, 1635: The Cannon Law, 1635: The Dreeson Incident, 1635: The Eastern Front, and 1635: The Saxon Uprising and 1636: The Kremlin Games. The book Time Spike is also set in the Assiti Shards universe. This discussion is centered in three of the conferences in Baen's Bar, the discussion area of Baen Books' web site. The conferences are entitled "1632 Slush," "1632 Slush Comments" and "1632 Tech Manual." They have been in operation since 2000, during which time nearly two hundred thousand posts have been made by hundreds of participants.
Soon enough, the discussion began generating so-called "fanfic," stories written in the setting by fans of the series. A number of those were good enough to be published professionally. And, indeed, a number of them were—as part of the anthology Ring of Fire, which was published by Baen Books in January, 2004. ( Ring of Fire also includes stories written by established authors such as Eric Flint himself, as well as David Weber, Mercedes Lackey, Dave Freer, K.D. Wentworth and S.L. Viehl.)
The decision to publish the Ring of Fire anthology triggered the writing of still more fanfic, even after submissions to the anthology were closed. Ring of Fire has been selling quite well since it came out, and a second anthology similar to it was published late in 2007. Another, Ring of Fire III, is also in print. It also contains stories written by new writers, as well as professionals. But, in the meantime . . . the fanfic kept getting written, and people kept nudging Eric—well, pestering Eric—to give them feedback on their stories.
Hence . . . the Grantville Gazette. Once he realized how many stories were being written—a number of them of publishable quality—he raised with Jim Baen the idea of producing an online magazine which would pay for fiction and nonfiction articles set in the 1632 universe and would be sold through what at the time was called Baen Books' Webscriptions service. That has since become Baen Ebooks at this url: http://www.baenebooks.com/. Jim was willing to try it, to see what happened.
As it turned out, the first issue of the electronic magazine sold well enough to make continuing the magazine a financially self-sustaining operation. Since then, even more volumes have been electronically published through the Baen Webscriptions and Baen Ebooks sites. As well, Grantville Gazette, Volume One was published in paperback in November of 2004. That has since been followed by hardcover editions of Grantville Gazette, Volumes Two, Three, Four, Five and Six.
Then, two big steps:
First: The magazine had been paying semi-pro rates for the electronic edition, increasing to pro rates upon transition to paper, but one of Eric's goals had long been to increase payments to the authors. Grantville Gazette, Volume Eleven was the first volume to pay the authors professional rates.
Second: There are several different versions of each issue of the Gazette. It is now available through Baen E-books, Amazon and B&N, plus other methods. The on-line version, depending on timing, might still be in ARC status. That's Advanced Reader Copy. Our publications dates are 1 Jan, 1 Mar, 1 May, 1 Jul, 1 Sep and 1 Nov. In between issues, here at http://www.grantvillegazette.com you'll often be reading the electronic version of an ARC, where you can read the issues as we assemble them. You'll see the art and the stories as they are prepared for publication.
How will it work out? Will we be able to continue at this rate? Well, we don't know. That's up to the readers. But we'll be here, continuing the saga, the soap opera, the drama and the comedy just as long as people are willing to read them.
— The Grantville Gazette Staff







The Seven Dwarves and the Generals Jackson
Written by Bjorn Hasseler
[image: Seven Dwarves banner]


Northwest of Magdeburg
April, 1634
The Red Lion Regiment was in the field for a few days instead of snug in their barracks which were only a couple hours away. Four of the dwarves were sitting around the fire. Ever since Drill Sergeant Sloan had demoted them from recruits to dwarves after that snipe hunt, everyone called them that—even though they were officially privates now. Some things never changed.
Schliemann, Tüntzel, and Tüntzel's wife—the non-dwarf members of the squad—were at the Committees of Correspondence meeting tonight. So were Snow White and Angry—officially known as Corporal Barbara Danker and Private Johann Metzler. Sarge—Andreas Strauss—was at sergeants' school, and Boller—Dopey dwarf—had already gone to bed. Some things never changed. So the other four had nothing to do but share stories they had heard about the various commanders—and invite a couple of recent volunteers to join them.
"Give me that," Gunter told Hans Tauler. He took the stick Tauler was poking the fire with. "You are Clumsy. I am Torch. Tell them about our commanders."
The new guys, Martin and Bertrand, looked interested, so Tauler started at the top. "There is General Torstensson, of course, and then there is Jackson. I do not know much about him, but I heard he is a lot older than the prince. Do you think he is too old for the campaign?"
"Nein. He is an expert soldier. He has fought in three wars before," Johann Mohr declared.
"Three?" his buddy Karl Sauer asked.
"The Viet Nam . . ." Mohr pronounced it carefully with a short A. "The up-timers' civil war . . . and . . . I know there is one more."
Martin frowned. "I thought their civil war was long before they came back to our time?"
"I am telling you, General Jackson was in their civil war." Mohr was emphatic.
"Nein!" Sauer remembered something. "Jackson fought the English in some French city."
Tauler came up with it. "Orleans, ja?"
"Nein, nein," Gunter insisted. "Jackson is the one who made his men march very far, very fast. As we ourselves have found out."
"All of you are correct," Mohr insisted. "The Viet Nam, their civil war, and the French and English War."
"Drill Sergeant Sloan did say that in their civil war the up-timers named their armies after rivers. And he talked about a river in the Viet Nam. . . ." Sauer remembered half of what the drill sergeant had said. That was typical for him.
[image: May Kong]Tauler came through again. "The May Kong."
"That is it!"
"So the English and the French have fought him before?" Bertrand asked.
"Absolut. That is why they allied together in the League of Ostend."
Martin and Bertrand paid very careful attention to everything the dwarves said. They learned almost all the details. Alas, they never learned that Sauer and Mohr were dwarves Moron and Nutty. If they had, they might have questioned their intelligence windfall.
****
Once the dwarves started to settle down for the night, Martin and Bertrand made a beeline for a certain sutler.
"I told you not to come here! You are supposed to be with your company!"
"It is an emergency!" Martin hissed. "We have been tricked!"
"What do you mean?"
"Jackson was not really demoted," Bertrand explained. "It is all a ruse! The Swedes are trying to conceal that he is a very famous up-time general!"
****
Sergeant Matt Lowry was lying behind some crates in the back of sutlers' row. It was his turn at surveillance again tonight. Matt remembered a time when he'd naively dismissed the idea of assassins and spies. Not anymore. Maybe someone would finally say enough that he could have the MPs throw this sutler out. Perhaps even arrest him.
Martin and Bertrand laid out what they had learned.
Lowry spent the next ten minutes with the leather strap of his cartridge box in his mouth, to keep from laughing.
****
Matt knocked on the captain's door early the next morning.
"Sergeant Lowry?"
"Sir, it seems we have some French spies in the camp."
The captain snorted. "It seems we have some fleas in the barracks, too. Tell me something I did not already know."
"Well, a couple of the new men got talking to the Seven Dwarves last night." Lowry smirked. "They may have come away with a slightly inflated view of Colonel Jackson, sir."
"Go on."
"It seems that General Jackson marched his Union Army of the Mekong thirty miles a day while leading them to victory over the English at Orleans, France—where they fired at them from behind the Stone Wall. And then he outflanked the Confederates."
The down-time captain broke up laughing.
[image: sutler]"And then those two men went straight to our favorite sutler."
The captain stopped laughing. "Did they now?" He fiddled with his mustaches. "Matt, go tell the men to stop talking about military secrets. Just make sure you are not too successful at it."
Lowry had a very evil grin on his face. "I understand, sir. I will go take care of that right now."
****









Oh, Such Language
Written by Terry Howard and Jack Carroll
[image: Such Language banner]


On a sheet of fine linen stationery, imprinted in pale violet ink "Elizabeth Jane Amberley" above a Palmer script "L" curling over from the top into an intertwined G clef


My erstwhile Dearest,
You despicable Gollum! I am still seething. Because you were so insistent and importunate, I dragged your "precious" little treasure along to my appearance with the Pittsburgh Civic Orchestra this past weekend—which you then skipped without a word, even though you had accepted my invitation with apparent eagerness. Were you just trying to placate me? I assure you, I am not placated.
This could have been so much more civilized. We could have had a last pleasurable night together and a polite good-bye over a decent breakfast. But, NO! And so to get it off my hands and rid myself of any remaining sense of obligation to you—and hoping to purge my soul of any remaining feeling for you—I was forced to make a side trip to Grantville before I could start home to Philadelphia, on a day when I was already short of time.
But purging my feelings—unfortunately, that won't be quite so easy. I quite foolishly gave you my heart. I shall be years getting over you, if I ever do, you superficial oaf. But I had promised to return the thing, and I keep my promises. I wish you would keep yours. You told me on the phone that you would meet me in Pittsburgh. If you wanted to break off with me, you could have just said so. Really! Did you think I would make a scene if you were honest with me?
And where were you on Monday, when I did come down? You weren't at work, or at home either. Were you avoiding me? I don't know what to think. In any case, I had very little time to linger. It wouldn't have been the first time I waited for you.
Well, I'm not coming down there again, and I'm not bundling it off via UPS, either, nor did I think to leave it with a neighbor. I'm done with you, you inconsiderate social cripple. Finis. Finished. Kaput!
Let me make one more thing clear. What you said about my brother wasn't the reason I realized it had to end. It was merely the last straw. Yes, I understand that you were joking. Well, it was in poor taste. He didn't have a choice in the way he was born.
DeWayne Jeffreys, you have no sense of how others will take a crude remark. I marvel that your redneck friends haven't adorned your oh, so handsome face with a broken nose. You have no sense of anyone else's feelings at all. I think what manners you have are learned by rote, like those elaborate medieval courtesies you performed at that SCA weekend you brought me to.
I must say, it was a unique and intriguing experience, being addressed as "Lady" Elizabeth, amidst what amounted to participatory theatre in the round for two days. (You do realize, that was a thoroughly rose-colored depiction of the Middle Ages? I know far too much of what that time was really like to ever want to experience it for real.)
I won't pretend that I don't know what I ever saw in you. I know very well. But it was only a part of you. I just didn't see the whole, much less see it in balance. It was wonderful singing next to you in that choral session at the Welsh Nationals. We raised the "hoyle" higher than I've ever experienced. Even the old-timers said so. Your voice has real potential, if you would study seriously with a good teacher. You are a dream on the dance floor—and in other places.
But in time it became abundantly clear that what we had was a fling, and not a meeting of the souls that could grow into a fulfilling life together. The worst moment was when you had the effrontery to tell me that if I should become pregnant, it would be my sacred duty to have the child and devote myself to motherhood. What, did you imagine that I would abandon my career amid its first success? Are you blind to how long and hard I've worked to get this far?
I do believe that if a woman is going to end a pregnancy, she should get on with it promptly, and not dilly-dally. Well, I probably did get pregnant, but I'll never know for certain, because I took prompt action at the first hint. That was the couple of days I felt crappy, and stayed home by myself. You didn't know?
The idea of confusing a clump of a dozen cells without even a single neuron with a thinking, feeling human being! Really, could anything be more unscientific? Just because I'm a Republican doesn't mean I'm a religious reactionary! Shouldn't a Democrat from a good union family like yours be more progressive?
So, your little treasure that you wanted back? I almost threw it in the trash under the rickety stairs leading up to your dingy little room. Yes, I looked in the window of the dingy little building in your even dingier little town. Then I went to the store and bought some spray paint to write good-bye with. You would have had fun cleaning your "precious" after that, wouldn't you? But I didn't do that either. It would have been a petty, senseless act of vandalism. It truly is a lovely thing, and Keats was right, "A thing of beauty is a joy forever."
And I had to concede the logic of it, that you were right and I had no reason to keep it. After all of this, when would I ever have use for it again? If you'd had a little more presence of mind, you could have simply gathered it up when you left my apartment for the last time, and we would have had our parting then.
It was such a sweet and charming gift. That you even asked for it back was jarring enough—that simply isn't done, not in any stratum of society I've ever known. But the way you argued for it was offensive. And on top of your mysterious absence, that's why I was too furious to think of finding someone to leave it with in Grantville, and instead finally threw it down a hole in the ground on the way out of town. You want to know where it is? Since you seem to think a quest is such a wonderful thing, I had a few moments to leave you some clues as I departed.
My first thought on returning home was to write out the directions in Portuguese. But I had to go straight into a choral rehearsal without even time for supper, and during a break I fell into conversation with Mark Mandel. That's when he offered a deliciously fitting way to express the landmarks to an asocial nerd such as you—which I now enclose with great satisfaction. So enjoy finding the deep dark hole, and whatever creature might dwell there.
Sincerely no longer yours,
El


USE Steel plant cafeteria
Saalfeld
1636
Aaron ben Mordecai genannt Neuenrader looked up with a rueful shake of his head from the letter in his hands. "Ach, that was one upset woman, Wolfgang. It makes me thankful I never had to go courting in those times." He glanced back down at the sheet. "How did you come to have such a strange letter?"
"It was tucked between the pages of a book my wife found behind a clothes cabinet I shifted, when we were moving out of that upstairs room in Grantville. She wanted to leave the place clean for the next tenants. My Walpurgia is a good woman that way. It got packed with our things by mistake. I came across it yesterday, and with it was this other thing."
He unfolded a second sheet and laid it on a clean place on the table.
This wasn't a beautiful, perfect piece of up-time paper. It was a ragged-edged scrap of parchment, scraped and cured animal skin. "This must be what she was talking about at the end, but have you ever seen such writing, Aaron? Is it Hebrew, or maybe Arabic?"
Aaron moved around the end of the table, peering at it from a couple of different angles, and finally shook his head. "No, no, it's not. I read those, of course. These marks are nothing I've ever seen. I know what Greek looks like, and they say Russian looks much like Greek. It's not one of those. I'm almost certain it's not Egyptian." He paused for a moment, and tipped his head to one side. "I don't think it's Norse runes, either. I've never seen them, but they're supposed to be all straight lines."
Neither of them was paying any attention to the queue a few feet from their table. All of a sudden Wolfgang heard a familiar voice say in American-accented German, "Would you hold my place for a minute?" He looked up. Jim Pierce, the head of the company, was coming straight toward them.
"You guys got me curious. Could I see what you've got there?"
The Pierces were some of the best people around to work for, so it was only sensible to stay on their good side. They wouldn't insult or strike a worker, but they were quick enough to dismiss anyone who failed to perform—or worse, flouted safety rules. Wolfgang gestured toward the document with his open hand. "Sure, Boss."
The boss leaned over the table, his eyes lit up, and his cheeks puffed out in amused startlement. "Whoa! I never thought I'd see that here!"
Wolfgang looked at him. "You know what it is?"
"Yeah. It's Klingon!"
[image: klingon]"Klingon? I never heard of that. What country is it from?"
"Um, it's not from a country. It's a made-up language from a science fiction TV show. But it's a real language. Look, give me a minute to get back in line and get my lunch, and I'll join you and tell you about it."
That was typical of the Pierces. The idea of precedence simply wasn't part of their mental furniture. When the boss ate in the cafeteria, he went through the serving line like everybody else who worked at USE Steel. In a couple of minutes he was back with a tray, and settled down on the bench.
"So, where'd you get that?"
"It was with a letter between the pages of a book my wife found, in our room in Grantville." Wolfgang pointed at the envelope and the letter.
Pierce glanced at the envelope and scratched his head for a second or two. "I think maybe I've seen that monogram somewhere." He tapped the "L" clef with a forefinger. "Someplace along the road near the high school, maybe? Can't remember for sure. But it was years ago. It's probably long gone.
"Anyway, from the postmark this must have been in the last or next-to-last mail delivery before the Ring of Fire. I don't remember this guy Jeffreys. Maybe my kids do. He might have got left up-time." He did a quick read-through of the letter. "That must have stung, if he ever got it."
"Well, anyway, about the Klingons . . ." He took a long swig from a cup of water, and started explaining about the Star Trek movies and television shows, and the Vulcans, Cardassians, Klingons, Ferengi, and the rest. "If you get into town some time, you might be able to see a few episodes on the TV at the Gardens, or maybe at a house showing."
Wolfgang shook his head. "It's amazing. So many languages in the world already, but somebody made one up for a world they only imagined? But, you know about this? Can you read it?"
"Well, no. I only saw the symbols once during a panel talk at a science fiction convention. I never studied it, I'm just not that much of a Star Trek fan."
Wolfgang looked disappointed.
"But why don't you ask around at the State Library? They've got all kinds of stuff, or somebody there might know something about it. You're on D Crew, right? So you wouldn't be on the schedule for the next couple of days. If you go, let me know what you find out, willya? You've got my curiosity up."
Wolfgang thought about it. "Thanks, Boss. Sure, why not?"


Thuringia-Franconia State Library
Grantville
Wolfgang glanced around to orient himself as he came in the door. The room was an odd mixture of order and clutter, tranquility and activity, peace overlaid with an air of ferocious concentration. He'd heard about the never-ending rush to find the next vein of intellectual gold and bring forth a fortune from it before the scholar at the neighboring table did. If you looked and listened, the room was filled with tension in the whisper of turning pages and scribbling pencils.
Any bit of space that wasn't occupied by chairs, tables, scholars, or floor-to-ceiling bookshelves was left clear only as a matter of necessity to allow passage. A long counter at one side clearly belonged to the staff. As he approached, an elderly woman looked up with a gentle smile, and asked in a soft voice, "Can I help you?"
"I hope so, Gnädige Frau. I have something here written in a language called Klingon. It was with this letter. Mr. Pierce at the steel mill thinks maybe there might be something in the library that would help in translating it, or one of the scholars might know something about it."
"Speak quietly, please." She gave him a soft smile and pointed to a sign on the wall. "Klingon? Oh, my goodness, I don't think so. This has only been a research library since the Ring of Fire. It was just a school library until then. That's esoteric, even for us. I know I never saw anything like that before the Ring of Fire happened. But still, a lot has come in since then."
She turned to a younger woman shifting piles of books from the returns desk to a cart. "Charlotte, do you remember ever seeing anything like that?"
Charlotte shook her head. "Nope, Gladys, it doesn't ring any bells. Too bad. You could have found anything you wanted about the Klingons on the Internet, back when. But now? I can't believe anybody in this town would have something that weird. I'd bet a week's pay on it."
"You're probably right. Still," Gladys said, "this is a research library, and we don't give up that quickly. Let's have a look at the card catalog." She put a hand on the counter and levered herself up, came out from behind the counter, pulled open one of many small drawers in a long cabinet in the middle of the room, and riffled through. She paused, looked at one of the cards for a few seconds, then went to a second drawer and riffled some more. She stopped and shook her head. "No, it doesn't look like it. We have some Star Trek paperbacks, but nothing on the language itself. Let me think a minute."
She went to one of the bookcases, pulled out a middling-thick volume, and flipped back and forth until she found the page she was looking for. And put the book back and shook her head. "I had the thought that perhaps you could ask DeWayne Jeffreys, since the letter was addressed to him. But Who's Who in Grantville says he was left up-time."
A young girl swept into the room with quick steps, went around behind the counter and into a back room, and returned a moment later without her coat. The librarian smiled again. "Oh. Yes, Jackie!" She beckoned the girl to join them.
"Jacqueline, these gentlemen are asking for help with a paper they've been told"—her tone suggested skepticism—"is written in Klingon."
Aaron got an odd look on his face at being referred to as a "gentleman." Wolfgang was enough of an old Grantville hand to have heard it before from up-timers.
She turned back to Wolfgang. "What did you say your name was?"
"Wolfgang. Wolfgang Eichelberger." He gestured to Aaron. "This is my friend Aaron ben Mordecai."
Gladys flashed another quick smile. "Herr Eichelberger, here is just the person to ask. Mademoiselle Pascal collects languages the way some people collect butterflies.
"Jacqueline, do you know anything about Klingon?"
"Of Klingon? Very little, Mrs. Wood, I'm sorry. I did not pursue it, after I learned there was nobody to speak it with. I concluded I would never have use for it, so I moved on to Polish. Many come here who speak that tongue."
Wolfgang must have showed his disappointment.
The girl tossed her hair. "But it is not impossible. The Baptist pastor, Doctor Albert Green, has three books in Klingon. Two are Bibles and the third is a dictionary. That is what I looked at for a few afternoons. May I see this paper?"
Gladys—Mrs. Wood—held a finger to her lips, led them back to the counter, and gestured to a bit of unoccupied space. Wolfgang took the parchment out of his pocket and spread it out. Mademoiselle Pascal bit her lip for a long moment, then looked at Wolfgang. "Herr Eichelberger, I read that there are three known Klingon alphabets, besides the way of writing it in our Roman letters. But Doctor Green thinks the language was first invented in the Roman alphabet. Perhaps some among the fans imagined that there would be many languages on the Klingon home-world, or they just had their own ideas of what an alien alphabet should look like. Whatever they intended, your friend has the truth of it, this is a Klingon alphabet. I remember most of the speech sounds of this one, but . . ." She began tracing the lines with her finger, frowning in concentration. After a minute she looked up, with puzzlement showing on her face. "Herr Eichelberger, it is very strange. These are words, they are pronounceable, but I do not recognize any of them. They do not feel right."
"No? Perhaps your Doctor Green's dictionary could tell us what they mean. Should we visit him next, and ask if he can help, then?"
She shook her head. "I think he could not. Though he collects strange Bibles, it seemed to me that he doesn't spend much time on reading them beyond comparing a few favorite passages. He first told us of Klingon when he gave a lecture to the Bibelgesellschaft. He was talking about the difference between a true translation and a paraphrased translation. He showed us a copy called The Good News for the Warrior Race or something like that. He said John 6:35 translates literally back into English as 'I am the gagh worm of life.' Blood worms in English, he said, but he thinks that captures the connotations even though it isn't a literal translation, gagh worms being an important part of the Klingon diet, so it stands for food, like 'bread' or 'meat' can in English. Then he held up the Klingon Language Version where John 6:35 said something like 'I am the ground grain baked food of life." And Doctor Green said that was a much more precise translation for the word 'bread,' but did not even come close to capturing the meaning behind the metaphor. The Klingon warriors thought eating plants was beneath them, you see, degrading. Or maybe the Klingons were supposed to be carnivores, and unable to digest plants. He said that was unclear. Perhaps intentionally unclear. My literature teacher says that when you write fiction, 'Vague is your friend.' But to the Klingons, eating plants is only suitable for prey animals, so anything that eats plants was created to be eaten. He then showed us a Bible from some island in the Pacific Ocean where the staple is sweet potatoes and the English translation was 'I am the sweet potato of life.'
[image: worms]"Then he asked us which one we thought was the better translation, blood worm or plant food, for someone who finds eating plants improper or worse? We decided that the baked grain food is the more accurate translation but ended up wondering is it the better translation? His point was that a paraphrased translation can have merit, though offensive to purists and pedants. Oh, I've wandered off into babbling, haven't I?
"But, no, I don't think asking Doctor Green will help much. I don't think he can read this, and I do not think he has found time to begin to study these books beyond, as I say, comparing a few favorite verses. And he would not let such books leave his library, you understand, of course? It's part of a Bible seminary, now, at a farm on the rim. We must visit him there, and he will let us study this ourselves." Her finger stabbed at the parchment. "This is—I don't know what it is. Now that you have shown it to me, I wish to know more."
Gladys said, "I understand completely why he keeps them up there. We can't let most of our books circulate either.
"Anyway, Jackie, we're not busy today, I have plenty of help. Why don't you take these gentlemen up there and get them started on their project?" She picked up a few cards from a stack on the desk and handed them to the girl. "But take along some blank catalog cards to fill out, will you? Those books ought to be listed in the private-libraries catalog Jan Brinker is compiling for his Eagle Scout project."
Mademoiselle Pascal smiled. "That sounds like fun. Let me call the seminary, and then call Madame Fermat and let her know I'm going to see Doctor Green on library business."
When she came back she was wearing her coat.
Outside she asked, "Are we walking, meine Herren, or can you afford to ride the tram? It goes most of the way, and it doesn't cost much."
"We can take the tram," Aaron said.
She turned and led them to the nearest stop. "Where did you find a Klingon parchment? It must be from up-time, but it didn't find its way into the documents collection?"
When Wolfgang explained, she asked to see the letter it had come with. As she read it she became solemn. "I have read romance novels. Most of them seem silly, foolish. But this—" She shook her head. "She was so unhappy. I wonder, was courting really like that, up-time?"
"I wonder about that myself, Mademoiselle Pascal."


****


The branch tram line went only part way up the run. They were perhaps halfway to the foot of the trace up to Old Joe Jenkins' farm, which was now the new Bible college, when the seminary's old five-ton coal truck with the natural gas tank over the cab pulled up and stopped. The window rolled down and a familiar face popped out. "Hi, Jacqueline, are you going up to the farm?"
"Yes, Mr. Stewart, we need to see Dr. Green. And your up-time English sounds very good today, almost perfect."
"Oh, that's a compliment, coming from you, but then I have to try, don't I? The Brethren have hardly five words of Scots among the lot of them." He winked at her. "Well, then, give your feet a rest. I've room enough." He hooked his thumb back over his shoulder.
"Thank you, Mr. Stewart." She introduced the two library clients.
They could never have all fit in the cab, but there were hinged benches along the sides in back. It boasted padding of a sort, but the wooden-spoked wheels with iron tires made for a rough ride. And a slow ride by up-time standards, if breakage was to be avoided. But it was easier than walking up the mountainside. The gentler, less steep, longer approach to the farm was lost somewhere up-time.
When they stepped down to the ground, their driver asked, "And what brings you folk up here to our mountain retreat?"
Jacqueline glanced over toward the two men. "These library visitors have a letter to translate, and the only Klingon dictionary in the world is in your library."
"Klingon? Ye've got a letter in Klingon?"
"Yes. Well, it's not actually the letter, Mr. Stewart. The letter is in English. The Klingon parchment is the directions to some kind of a hidden treasure. At least, the woman who wrote the letter called it a treasure."
"A treasure guide? In Klingon? If you're not having me on, are you sure someone isn't having you on?"
Herr Eichelberger showed him the parchment.
He looked at it. "Might be Klingon," he admitted. "But what makes y' think it leads to a treasure?"
"This is the letter that was with it."
John Stewart read it quickly and looked up with raised eyebrows. "Fiery words these are, eh? Well, let us find Brother Green. He is going to want to see this, for certain. I think he's haying today. It sounds like they're running the conveyor." He led them around to the uphill side of one of the barns, cut into the hillside, where a conveyor was running to the hayloft door. He walked up to where Doctor Green was loading bales onto the conveyor and waved his hand for attention. Two of the seminarians up in the loft kept stacking the bales.
"Brother Green!" John Stewart called out when the other looked around. "These fellows have something you will surely want to see." He turned to Wolfgang Eichelberger. "Will you show him the letter first? Then the treasure business in Klingon?" He picked up a bale and dropped it on the conveyor.


****


At the words "treasure" and "Klingon" Al Green forgot all about reminding John that if they really were going to practice the priesthood of all believers, then it wasn't enough to just be called Brother instead of Doctor or Reverend, he needed to do his full share of the farm work. But it wasn't every day that Jacqueline Pascal showed up with a couple of strangers and a Klingon document.
He glanced through the letter, then looked at the parchment. "Quite a find, gentlemen, quite a find. Well, let's go see what we can make of it."
Al led them inside to the study, consolidated a couple of piles on the table in the middle to make some work space, and pulled the Klingon dictionary off the shelf. "Fortunately, I have this particular Klingon alphabet. Actually, I have all three. But this"—setting the book on the table—"is printed in the Roman alphabet, so I think the first thing we're going to have to do is transcribe your missive into Roman letters. Then we'll be ready to look the words up."
Jacqueline spoke right up. "I can do that, Doctor Green. I need only a few minutes with the dictionary, and I will have the speech sounds clear in my mind again."
"All right, Jackie. I'll get us some refreshments while you're doing that. Small beer, gentlemen? Or spring water?"
By the time he came back, she was well along. Al looked at it, was seized by scholarly excitement, and went to work trying for a first translation. To his surprise, he found none of the first dozen words in the dictionary. He stopped and looked at the words she was still writing out. "Huh. Something about those words doesn't seem right, Jackie. Are you sure this is the Roman transcription? It just doesn't sound like Klingon to me."
"No, Doctor Green, it does not. It felt wrong to me when I first saw it. But they are the words written here, and they are words, of whatever kind they are. I can pronounce them." She began reading aloud. It was plainly not English. Nor was it German, high or low, or French, Dutch, Spanish or Italian. Or any of the source languages of Scripture.
By this time John Stewart had finished up with the hay and was looking in through the doorway to see how things were going on.
The two visitors were looking at Al and Jackie. Al thought some more. "I wonder if it could be a substitution code? It isn't anything simple, like Pig Latin, or English spelled backward, though."
Brother Stewart came in and looked at the transcription for a long moment, then straightened up. "Jackie, would y' read some o' that again?" His Scots was back at full strength. It tended to happen when something excited him and distracted his attention.
She read a few lines.
"Och, it sounds a bit like what the highlanders speak. But 'tis not quite the same. I dinna have the Gaelic myself, but I've heard it betimes. No, 'tis not Scottish, I think. Nor Welsh nor Cornish, not with all those K sounds. Manx or Irish, I'm thinkin'."
"Irish?" Al and John looked at each other, then both said at the same time, "Brother Donnelly!" Al added, "Old Joe's gift to us."
Baptists were scarce in Ireland, always had been, though they claimed to have been there from the time of Saint Patrick. Whatever the truth of that, after corresponding with some Baptists in London, Joe Jenkins had gotten a letter of introduction from them and gone traveling. And here was Colm Donnelly, with a letter from Joe, talking about plans to visit everything from Iona to the Blarney Stone. What the current master of Blarney Castle might think of that was left to the imagination.
Al searched his memory for a second. "Last time I saw him, Colm was going off with the sawmill crew."
John looked blank momentarily, then nodded. "Oh, aye, I know where you mean." He glanced at the clock on the wall. "But still working into study hours? Belike they're working late to finish rough-cutting what's awaiting. I'll just go fetch him, then, aye?"
Al nodded and gave a rueful smile. Unlike the haying, the last of the sawing could have easily waited another day or two. Likely the logging crew felt guilty over others working late, and did the same.
"Did you have lunch?" Al asked his guests.
"I didn't," Jackie said.
Al smiled to himself. Typical of the girl, with her enthusiasm for learning anything and everything. Jackie got so busy doing one thing and another that she didn't slow down to eat sometimes. "Let's see what we can scrounge in the kitchen, shall we?"
Al's wife, Claudette, was washing a basket of potatoes when they came in. Al gave her an affectionate peck on the cheek. "You could sit down, you know. You got home from the job at the hospital, what, ten minutes ago?"
"Sure, but I wanted to talk with Katerina about the business of being a preacher's wife. Might as well get something done, if I'm here anyway."
"All right, I'll try to keep out of your way." He went over to the knife drawer.
While he was putting a couple of sandwiches together, Jackie brought in the letter and showed it to Claudette.
"Would you read this please, Mrs. Green? Some of the things she says here, I don't understand."
"All right. Let's see." She washed her hands and dried them, then took it and scanned it for a long minute. Her face fell and she looked back to Jackie again. "That poor woman. She was in love and it all fell apart in a fight. It all sounds pretty permanent, too."
"Yes, but what is 'hoyle'?"
Claudette smiled. "Now, I just happen to know that. You won't find it in our dictionaries, though. It's a Welsh word.
"You can use singing as a way of meditation to draw closer to our Lord. Hoyle was commonly used to describe the high that came from group singing. By what she says, she probably experienced it at NAFOW, the North American Festival of Wales. Community sings are a great tradition in Wales, usually in four-part harmony, usually in Welsh, and they worked at raising the hoyle. There was an annual gathering commonly called the Nationals, full of people from all over. A choir of hundreds was not uncommon, and boy, could they ever raise hoyle! I got to go twice while I was in college." She smiled at the memory. "I dragged Albert along once, even if the good Lord knows the man just cannot sing to save his soul. But when you raise hoyle you lose yourself in the group and your spirit soars with freedom."
"So hoyle is getting your spirit high on singing? Is that why she got silly about DeWayne?"
"Mmm, it might be where it started. Very likely. Then they danced together, and that too can be a situation where two can become one, like the Bible says of a husband and wife. It is part of why some Baptists up-time forbade dancing, since you couldn't limit it to husbands and wives.
"Then she makes it clear that they went to bed together. That absolutely is or should be two becoming one. But she and DeWayne let their bodies and souls intertwine when they shouldn't have, because they weren't planning to stay together, or didn't know each other well enough to understand that they didn't really belong together. Letting yourself fall in love with someone who doesn't share your values and culture is awfully hard. That's why so many of the mixed couples—up-time and down-time, that is—have a hard time of it. Falling in love just isn't enough.
"But this poor girl might have gotten pregnant and killed her baby, well, before it could really become a baby, she says. In the letter she sounds so matter-of-fact about it and free of all doubts and regrets, but I can't believe it didn't weigh heavily on her feelings. That is going to haunt her for the rest of her life."
Jacqueline's eyes grew wide. "Does everyone do foolish things when they fall in love?"
"Oh, that's a hard question. I'd like to think not, but maybe so, but then it's a matter of how foolish. I sure did. I had enough sense to know that marrying a preacher was a bad idea, but I did it anyway."
"Does everyone fall in love?"
Claudette smiled at the young girl. She asked such deep questions sometimes. "Most do, I think. Some don't have it in them. Those who don't are sad, unhappy people."
"I don't want to get all silly."
"Jackie, if you're lucky, in a few years your feelings will change and grow. But even if they do, I don't think you're one to ever let your heart make you lose your head."
Colm and the rest of the sawmill crew came trooping in, looking to see what was going on. Spotting Al, he led off with "Brother Green, we're after roughin' out the lot of it, and I have to tell you, two of the four-by-sixes came out bug-eaten. So we'll have to have another log to cut up t'morra. Now, what was all this about a treasure map from the old Emerald Isle?"
John smiled. "Not a map, Colm, just written directions, and maybe it's in the Irish and maybe it's not. Jackie, will y' read out that first line for Colm?"
She did.
Colm clapped his hand to his brow. "Oh, lass, your accent is that horrible! It sounds like you're tryin' to pronounce Irish like it's old Hebrew. Irish is a sweet melody and you sound like you're a cat hackin' up a hair ball."
Al let out a belly laugh. "Well, what would you expect, Brother Donnelly? Mademoiselle Pascal and I studied Hebrew, not your fine old language. Anyway, it's written in Klingon letters. You wouldn't have heard, but Klingon is a whole lot like Hebrew—you either learn to gargle the language in the back of your throat or you choke on it trying to pronounce it right. But, you say John guessed right, and it is Irish?"
"Aye, that it is. Well, let's be about it."
It took half an hour, with the Greens, Jackie, and Colm pitching in at different times, sometimes having to go back and forth to work out the pronunciation of a badly written word. And after all, it was in Klingon letters, with no distinction of upper and lower case, and no punctuation marks. But they got it into understandable Irish, properly written out in Roman letters. Well, mostly Irish. A few of the words were in other languages, probably for lack of an Irish equivalent, some of what was in Irish seemed to be bad translations and maybe bad transliterations too, and one unresolved Klingon letter stood all by itself.
With that much done, Colm set to translating it into English, which was looking to be the writer's native language anyway, though he seemed curiously inconsistent about what century's English he had in mind. And then there was the problem of a German translation, for the benefit of Wolfgang and Aaron. Hopeless. There were things there that had no German equivalent. They settled for going through it phrase by phrase, explaining as they went.
What they finally came up with was:


AT JUD PERIOD FIVE COLON ONE AND TWO COMMA LEAVING YOU ARE THE WOMAN SINGING PERIOD OPEN PARENTHESIS SHAME ON YOU PERIOD CLOSE PARENTHESIS (KHH?) TEN TO THREE SLASH ARE OPEN PARENTHESIS EIGHTY EIGHT OVER TWO CLOSE PARENTHESIS SEEK A SIGN YOU MUST PERIOD ADVANCE YOU SHALL FROWARD THE CONFEDERACY AND NIPPON PERIOD OPEN PARENTHESIS GO AHEAD PERIOD FLEE YOUR FATE PERIOD IN THE END YOU SHALL NOT ESCAPE PERIOD CLOSE PARENTHESIS PASS YOU SINISTER OF THE HOME OF THE HUMBLE CARPENTER PERIOD IGNORING YOU THE BISON COMMA TRAVERSE YOU BIFROST PERIOD FARE YOU THEN OZWARD UNTIL BEYOND ELFHOME BEHOLD YOU THE PAINTED RUNES OF TROTH PERIOD ADVANCE THEN NINE FURLONGS PERIOD HOLDING COMMA IS THE ENT COMMA A NOTE SUNWISE OF THE MOSS PERIOD TAKE YOU THE NEAR ROAD TOWARDS THE SUMMER LANDS PERIOD SEEK YOU A DEEP DARK HOLE AND FIND THEREIN YOUR HEARTS DESIRE PERIOD OPEN PARENTHESIS EAT YARGHGHESH ROOT AND EXPIRE IN SHAME COMMA UNWORTHY WHELP COMMA THAT WAS NO WAY TO TREAT A SWEET LADY WHO LOVED YOU PERIOD CLOSE PARENTHESIS


Colm read it over again, and histrionically looked up to heaven with the back of his hand to his forehead. "Oh, the mockery! The grammar is such as to make a deaf dog howl and bards to weep! No son of Erin ever wrought such mangled butchery upon his mother tongue!"
Al let out a quick laugh and looked sideways at him. "Ain't that the truth! And it's not proper Klingon, either. What it is, is Yoda-speak. Well, sort of, anyway. And not particularly good Yoda-speak at that."
"What? What is Yoda-speak?"
"It's a fake alien syntax out of the Star Wars movie series, Jackie. I thought you saw them. The verb always comes first, followed by the noun affected by the verb. I think."
"Just how many made-up languages were there?" Wolfgang asked.
"A few. A fellow named Tolkien had more than one in his books. Star Trek, Star Wars sort of, though the Yoda scenes didn't turn into a full language, it just rearranged English to sound outlandish. Outside of fiction, Esperanto was a serious attempt at a simple, easy-to-learn international language, but it never caught on." Al shrugged.
Aaron stared at the puzzle, rubbing his chin. "So now we have the words, but it's still nonsensical."
Al raised an eyebrow. "Oh, I wouldn't say that. It doesn't make complete sense to any single one of us right now. That'd be a much more precise way to put it. But it made complete sense to El and her friend Mark once upon a time, and they expected it to make sense to DeWayne. So let's begin by looking at the parts we can figure out, shall we?
"Jackie, when you have a colon between two numbers, what does that signify?"
"A ratio? Odds? A drawing scale?" She brightened. "Oh, chapter and verse of the Bible! Or a Bible. But which Bible? So the word before it could be the book, but there's no book of Jud in the Bible unless it's a Klingon book."
Green took the Klingon Language Version off the shelf and handed it to her. She read out the book titles aloud. And shook her head. "So we don't know anything."
"Ah, but you're missing the period. When in English do you use a period?"
"At the end of a sentence."
"And?"
"After an abbrev—Judges. It's not Klingon, it's English. Judges 5:1 and 2! Or does '1 and 2' mean 3?" Her whole face lit up in a grin.
Three people spoke at the same time and by the third word they were speaking in unison. "Then sang Deborah and Barak the son of Abinoam on that day, saying, 'Praise ye the Lord for the avenging of Israel, when the people willingly offered themselves. Hear, O ye kings; give ear, O ye princes; I, even I, will sing unto the Lord; I will sing praise to the Lord God of Israel.'"
Jackie looked back at the translation again. "So, 'Leaving you are the woman singing' means 'Leaving you are Deborah?' But that's wrong! It should be 'Leaving you is Deborah.'"
Claudette put it together. "No, it's 'are.' It's Yoda-speak, with the words all shuffled around. It's 'Leaving, you are, Deborah.' So it's not 'Deborah is leaving you,' it's 'You are leaving Deborah.' "
Colm looked confused. "But she left him. He didn't leave her."
"No, Colm, it doesn't mean the woman Deborah. It means the settlement Deborah. You haven't been around Grantville long. It's a largish village near the high school, where there used to be a mine head."
Aaron got a thoughtful look on his face. "Perhaps it means both. She left him, but in a way he left her too. And maybe at that concert she was a woman singing."
"Mmm. You might be right. If the way she handled words in that letter means anything, she and her friend might have been saying all of that."
Jacqueline was looking at her. "But for us, that must mean the village. We must leave Deborah." She turned and wrote that down, then looked back at the puzzle. Her finger moved back, and stopped. "Here. This part is algebra, yes? Eighty-eight over two, the answer is forty-four." She wrote that down. "But ten to three? It cannot be a ratio, or odds, he would have used a colon. Count backwards? All the numbers from ten to three, backwards?"
Claudette was looking at the clock. She murmured, "Ten to three. Two-fifty? Something happens at 2:50?"
John Stewart suddenly straightened up from looking over Jackie's shoulder and laughed. "No, Sister Green. Two-fifty is the highway!"
It all came together in Al's mind. "I was wondering what the heck that leftover Klingon letter KHH was doing there. We couldn't translate it into anything. But when Klingon is changed to Roman letters, that one is written as a capital H. And ARE isn't the verb, then, it's the letter 'R' spoken aloud and spelled phonetically. So,"
Three voices spoke together, "H 250 R 44."
Jackie was writing again. "You mean—Highway 250 and Route 44. Yes. I know where that is."
John echoed, "So do I."
Al nodded. "So there must be something there. Well. Shall we go see what we can find?"
Claudette turned back to what she'd been doing. Al reached out and touched her shoulder. "Come on! Put that down and get in the car."
"But I'm—"
One of the wives working in the kitchen snatched the bow knot out of Claudette's apron strings. "You are going wid your husband! It sounds like fun. You deserve to have some fun. We will finish making dinner."
She froze in place for a second with her mouth open. "Oh. Yes, all right. Thanks, Katerina. We'll be back. Set a place for our guests, okay?"
Al let John drive the station wagon. John Stewart was good at it, and absolutely fascinated with driving. It would wear off, but it hadn't so far. Claudette got in the middle because she was that kind of person. With the seats filled up, Colm dove into the cargo space in back—he was part of the treasure-hunting party too, now.
"What do you think the treasure was?" Colm asked. "Gold? Silver?"
Claudette snorted. "Not on a Grantviller's income. Had to be something personal. Something special, maybe something he made himself."
"An engagement ring?" Aaron speculated. "It was a custom then, yes? They had been fenstering."
Claudette shook her head. "Uh-uh. The letter said she bought paint to write good-bye, and wouldn't he have a problem cleaning it! You could spray-paint a ring, but you couldn't write on it that way, and it would be easy to get paint off metal and a diamond. No, if she was going to use spray paint to write with, it had to be something large. If she was moving it in a car, it could be a pretty good size."
Aaron turned away from the window to look at her. "What could he have given her that would have been large enough to write on and valuable enough that he would want it back? It had to be something great. You were so rich up-time."
"A gold plate?" Colm asked.
Al turned and looked over his shoulder. "Her family might have been able to afford something like that, but I doubt he could. Not unless it was a doll-house plate a couple inches across, with gold plating thinner than onionskin. I've never seen a gold plate in my life."
The rest of the way down the trace they amused themselves with more and more improbable speculations as to what the treasure was, except for John, who took driving seriously, and Al Green, who was running through the rest of the clues and preparing notes in his mind. By then he was deep into teacher mode.


****


They drove to the center of Deborah, turned around, and headed back toward the intersection of 250 and 44. John slowed and hesitated. Al said quietly, "Let's pull over and look around."
Jackie stepped out with the paper in her hand, and read, "Seek a sign, you must."
To a car full of Bible scholars, that phrase offered more possibilities than anyone could count. Eyes began searching in every direction, to the two roads, the hills, the trees, the sky, the rocks and dirt under foot, and round again.
All of a sudden Claudette called out, "Holy cow!" Everyone turned to look. She was standing a couple of feet in front of the station wagon, pointing at the back of the stop sign on the far side of the intersection.
Wolfgang ran over and stared at it, then traced with his finger. There was a flaking remnant of purple spray paint. "This was her mark, that sign from the woman's letter, yes? This bend here, that must have been where it turned to go across at the bottom."
Colm looked at it doubtfully. "I don't know, it doesn't look like much of anything. It's just a few faint scraps of color."
Jackie showed him the note paper with the symbol.
By this time Al was looking over Wolfgang's shoulder, moving his head from side to side. "No, if you look from where I'm standing, you can see where the metal weathered more around the paint, before it flaked away. You can still see the outline of her monogram. El was here, all right. And I think she left more than one message. Did anybody notice what kind of sign this is?"
John looked at the octagonal shape. " 'Tis a stop sign. And the import of that . . . ?"
"She's telling him, 'Stop. Stop what you're doing. Stop treating people the way you've been doing. Grow up.' Everything in the letter tells us she's subtle enough to send that kind of a message."
A quiet smile spread slowly over Claudette's face. "I think I'd have enjoyed knowing El Amberley. Even as angry as she was in that letter, she never descended to pettiness or spite. She only tried to teach him a lesson. A constructive lesson. That young woman was a class act." She sighed. "It's just too bad things happened the way they did. Well. What's next, Jackie?"
"Advance you shall froward the Confederacy and Nippon. What does that mean?"
Colm's mouth compressed in intense thought. "Why 'Confederacy' in Latin? The writer could have put that word in Irish, but he didn't. And 'Nippon' I don't know at all."
Claudette picked it up. "Actually, that's not Latin, it's English. To an American, 'Confederacy' means the Confederate States of America, the southern side during the Civil War. So he probably means south. But it could mean east, because Virginia was part of the Confederacy, and Virginia used to be east of here. And Nippon is another name for Japan, which is in the Far East, so that means east for sure. But 'froward,' I don't get. What does surly and contrary have to do with anything? And why use an obsolete word for somebody's mood? The only place I ever saw it was in a Dickens novel, and it was old-fashioned then."
Colm looked confused. "What? Mood? No, missus, I know it as 'away from,' or 'opposite.' Is that no longer the meaning in your time? Should I use some other word for the English translation?"
"Uh, no, I guess we learn something every day. So we're supposed to go away from the south and east?"
John had his finger on the old road map, spread out on the hood. "Well, before the Ring of Fire brought you all here, Route 250 ran west to the town, and then turned north. So properly speaking, if we follow this road we should first go froward Nippon, and after froward the Confederacy. Odd he didn't say it that way, but perhaps I'm too nitpicky. We shall see, eh?"
Jacqueline was reading again. "Go ahead. Flee your fate. In the end you shall not escape. But that's all in parentheses, so it's not supposed to be part of the directions, is it?"
Al gave her a quick smile. She was such a bright kid. "No, it's just the writer scolding him for being mean to her. What follows that?"
"Pass you sinister of the home of the humble carpenter."
"Pass you sinister? Is he calling DeWayne dark and evil again? But it's not in parentheses."
"No, missus Green, that word wasn't in Irish, it was Latin. Heraldry. Dexter is right and sinister is left."
"So we need to find the home of a carpenter and go left of it?" Aaron asked. "How would El know where a carpenter lived? She didn't live in Grantville. So what carpenter would she know?"
Al got a twinkle in his eye and winked at his wife. She grinned back at him. She knew what he was about to say. "Now, who is the most famous carpenter of all time? At least, to us Christians?"
"Joseph," Jackie and Wolfgang said at the same time.
John looked up from the map. "Only to Catholics, lass. Jesus is much more famous to Protestants and, especially, Baptists."
Al was looking back and forth between the map and the cluster of trees to the west. "So what's another name for Christ?" Green asked.
"The Savior?" Colm said.
"The Messiah?" Wolfgang offered.
"And where was he raised?" Claudette asked.
"Nazareth." Wolfgang answered.
"So he was called a—?" Claudette left the sentence hanging.
John Stewart put his finger on the map and then turned to look toward the northwest, trying to see through the grove of trees. "Nazarene. 'He shall be called a Nazarene.' "
Al smiled at him in approval. "And right over there, on the other side of those trees—"
John hesitated. "I dinna get it. This map says the Church of the Nazarene. But I've been there. That's Leahy Medical Center."
"So it is. When El was here it was still the Church of the Nazarene. But when the Ring grabbed us, the whole congregation was at a funeral, and got left left up-time. After that, the town didn't need an empty church, but it sure needed a hospital. The older parts still look like a church."
"A thrifty thing to do, that was." He glanced at the map again. "And the highway passes left of it."
"Right. I mean, yes. So that's the right way. The way we should go."
Jackie started reading again. "Ignoring you the bison, traverse you Bifrost. But don't Americans call that animal the buffalo?" She stopped, thinking.
Colm broke in, "And Bifrost I have heard of, in the tales they still tell around Waterford, where in olden times the pagan Northmen came. Bifrost was their bridge between the nine worlds."
Al looked straight at John, prompting him. John glanced at the map once more, then straightened up. "Never you mind Buffalo Creek, cross the bridge." He raised his hand and pointed. "The only bridge is that way." West. "And three different ways she and her friend told of which way to fare."
Claudette nodded. "Yes. They certainly meant him to find it, but he was supposed to work for it. Jackie?"
[image: yellow brick road]"Fare you then Ozward until beyond Elfhome behold you the painted runes of troth." She grinned, and started singing, "Follow the yellow brick road! Follow the yellow brick road! We're off to see the wizard, the wonderful Wizard of Oz!"
John looked blank. "Yellow brick road? The roads are all blacktop, where they're not dirt. And the home of elves? In Scotland, 'tis in the wild places the elves dwell. A wild place along the road, then?"
Al explained. "It's another pair of allusions to twentieth-century fantasy literature. I think the first part just means we should stay on the road and follow where it goes. And in The Lord of the Rings, the Elves live in a place called Rivendell, a steep lush valley where they built their tasteful secluded homes. Tolkien also wrote about Lothlórien, but that was in a forest, and I don't think this is about Stoner's old commune. That's way off the main road, and it's not very likely El would have heard of it. I'm pretty sure it just means the stretch of Route 250 on the other side of town, where it runs through a valley with three or four steep-sided places all covered with trees. Hard to say which one she meant, so we'll have to keep our eyes peeled. And I suspect the 'painted runes' are painted, but they're not actually runes. Somewhere along there we should see that color paint again."
"Ah, 'tis a fine puzzle, Brother Green. Shall we go on, then?"
At Al's nod, they all piled back into the station wagon.
John took it slow once they got clear of the downtown, with eyes swiveling at every window. The new buildings became fewer, coming to an end before they passed another church beside a sharp bend. Beyond that, it was just a quiet country road. They saw nothing that hadn't been there before the Ring of Fire. Eventually they found themselves standing around the station wagon, looking straight ahead at a no-longer-pristine spherical wall rising up fifty yards away, with a tumble of rocks and dirt lining its foot. John Stewart said the obvious. "We'll go no further this way."
Jackie gazed at it with a thoughtful look on her face. "I wonder if we misunderstood what she meant by Elfhome? Maybe we came right through there and didn't recognize it."
"Or it's to be found somewhere on the other side of that? It's not as if the name was marked on the road map."
Al let out a long breath. "Well, as long as we're turning around here anyway, we might as well take it slow and give it another look. It's not as if we're in a big hurry."
"Mmph. Might as well." He took his seat and waited for the rest of the party to get in.


****


They were idling along in second gear, trying to look at every tree, when Jackie suddenly pointed out the left side and called, "There! Her color!" They were past before anyone else got a look, but John pulled over at the first safe spot.
Jackie pointed at a good-sized signboard on the far side of the road, advertising a well-drilling company lost on the day it all changed. She went running around the back, where it was just posts and braces.
And there it was. The plywood was almost covered with graffiti, hearts and arrows more than anything else, but toward the top and still fresher and brighter than the rest, was the same purple spray paint they'd seen outside Deborah. A heart enclosing the initials "EA" above the initials "DJ," all within a circle crossed by a backslash. Just below it, El's "L" clef.
Claudette laughed out loud. The down-timers all looked at her. "'Elizabeth Amberley does not love DeWayne Jeffreys.' Or maybe, 'Elizabeth Amberley couldn't possibly love DeWayne Jeffreys.' She sure wasn't subtle about the message this time. Well, she was probably still pretty mad when she wrote that one."
Colm chuckled. "And so we're after findin' the painted runes of troth. Or the painted runes makin' an end o' troth, I'd call it. And now to figure out the rest, so?"
"I'd say so. Jackie, you want to read the next part?"
Jacqueline took out the paper and read, "Advance then nine furlongs. Holding, is the Ent, a note sunwise of the moss. Take you the near road towards the summer lands. Seek you a deep dark hole and find therein your heart's desire. And then more scolding again."
Al grunted. "I should have looked up what a furlong is, before we left the house."
John answered, "No need, there are eight to the mile."
"Okay, a mile and an eighth, then. Well, the Ents are from The Lord of the Rings. An Ent is a large living thinking tree that can pull its roots out of the ground and walk around. So, we find a big tree with something attached to it. Moss grows on the north side. But sunwise . . . ?"
John took that one. "It's from the olden priesthoods before the Romans came, the way the sun arcs across the sky. Clockwise, we say nowadays. So sunwise around from the moss would be to the east, and that would have it face the road, when the road went north. The summer lands was what they called the west, where the sun went to die every night, and by that they meant the after-life. Findin' the hole she dug, though, that's apt to be a long grabble."
Al shook his head. "Maybe not. The letter doesn't say she dug a hole, it says she threw it in one, and there might be something already living there. I think it's probably a doghole mine tunnel. Back during the Depression in the 1930s, the coal companies that didn't go broke outright had so little business that they couldn't hire anybody. So a lot of people around here dug bootleg mines anyplace there was coal close to the surface, and peddled it to feed their families. She probably saw one on a side road when she turned around, after she figured out she was going the wrong way to get back to the Interstate."
"Aye. Well, then, once more into the station wagon, dear friends."
With everyone on board, he pulled abreast of the sign, punched the trip odometer, and three minutes later they faced the wall again. Claudette, in the middle of the front seat, put it into words. "Just over a mile. One point oh-five, something like that. Not as much as a mile and a tenth, much less a mile and an eighth."
Al nodded. "Yup, honeybunch. That'd be about another tenth of a mile past the Ringwall to the tree." He looked at the map. "And the first road to the left is a good half-mile beyond that."
Wolfgang sighed. "The treasure stayed up-time then, with DeWayne and El, and her friend Mark. But the directions are here with us."
Claudette smiled. "I kinda think she kept a copy. So maybe Gollum got his treasure back after all."
He thought that over. "I think perhaps the real treasure was El herself. But he surely lost her forever."
Al rested his hand on Claudette's. "She was never truly his. But maybe she left him a treasure of life's lessons."
****
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September 1635, Magdeburg central police station
Dylan Pence guided his fiancée and her son's baby carriage past Fabian Mittendorf and into his office.
Fabian shut the door after them and gestured to the other man already in the office. "You remember my colleague from Frankfurt, Herr Christian Marx?"
Dylan grasped the man's hand. "Herr Marx." He turned back to Fabian. "Your message said you wanted to see us about the attempt on Michael's life."
All eyes turned momentarily to the little boy currently sleeping in the baby carriage.
"That's right," Fabian said. "Thank you for coming at such short notice. If you'd like to be seated, I have some photographs I'd like Frau Bacmeister to look at."
The men waited while Sophia arranged the baby carriage where she could easily keep an eye on Michael and took her seat before taking theirs. Then Fabian opened a file and laid a number of photographs out on his desk. "Frau Bacmeister, do you recognize any of these men?"
The three men watched as Sophia carefully examined each photograph before finally straightening up and shaking her head. "I'm sorry, but I don't recognize any of them."
Fabian nodded as if he hadn't expected her to. He laid a finger on one photograph. "Are you sure you don't recognize this man?"
Sophia carefully examined the photograph Fabian had indicated, but again she straightened up, shaking her head.
[image: gunshot]"That's a pity." Fabian waved a hand to encompass the photographs. "All of those men were working in the Karickhoff Hotel when the shot was fired and they all tested positive for gunshot reside."
"And the one you asked Sophia to look at a second time?" Dylan asked.
"His name is Heinrich Reiser, and his fingerprints match some of those forensics lifted from the room where the shot was fired."
"What is so special about fingerprints?" Sophia asked.
"My apologies, Frau Bacmeister. We in law enforcement forget that civilians might not be aware of up-time investigative techniques. Everyone's fingerprints are different, so you can identify a person by the prints their fingers leave."
Sophia pointed to Heinrich's photograph. "Does that mean that man tried to kill Michael?"
"Maybe," Fabian said.
"But you just said his fingerprints matched those taken from the room the shot was fired."
"The man works in the hotel, Frau Bacmeister. He has legitimate reasons to have been in that room."
"Do you, or do you not, know who fired the shot?" Sophia demanded.
"We're pretty sure Heinrich Reiser is connected to the attempt on your son's life, but we don't have any proof."
"What do you have?" Dylan asked. "Other than gunshot residue and fingerprints, that is."
"We know Herr Reiser recently arrived from Schwerin, and he has been seen talking with Mathias von Hagen here in Magdeburg."
"That sounds pretty convincing to me," Dylan said. "We know Mathias came to Magdeburg to meet his henchmen."
"And any competent lawyer will point out that meeting Herr von Hagen does not make Herr Reiser one of his henchmen, Herr Pence. What we need is evidence, and unfortunately, currently all we really have is suspicions."
"So what happens now?"
"Our best hope is to find the weapon and hope we can trace its previous owners." Fabian smiled. "It would also be a great help if forensics could lift viable prints from the weapon. Once we can connect someone to the weapon, then everything should fall together quickly, and we will be able to arrest Mathias von Hagen."
"What about Jasper von Hagen?" Sophia asked. "Mathias would never do anything without his father's permission."
Fabian shrugged his shoulders. "If we can build a case against Mathias, then maybe he'll implicate his father."


Grantville


Lana Pence and her daughter Gaby waved off their guest before returning to the kitchen where the rest of the household were grouped around the table looking at the photograph Helene Gundelfinger had left behind.
Malcolm McPherson examined the  young woman in the photograph. "Dylan's woman is a nice-looking wee lassie."
Gaby glared at her husband. "She's not Dylan's woman. She's her own woman!"
Malcolm, being an intelligent man, kept his mouth shut.
Lana looked at the photo of a young woman with a baby in her arms and sighed. "I wish I could believe Dylan's in love with her."
"Come on, Mom," Robert Pence said. "You, if anyone, should know how unlikely Dylan is to marry for love."
Lana sighed again as she considered her part in her youngest son's lack of belief in the idea of love. She'd thought she was in love with the girls' father, only to fall out of love and divorce Gib when Gaby was only a baby. And then she'd topped that mistake by falling in love with and marrying Robert Pence the moment the divorce was final. Not that she regretted having the boys, but that marriage had been a horrible nightmare, and she could understand why Dylan might have been put off the idea of marrying for love. "Yes, but does he have to marry for purely business reasons?"
"Mom, you've seen what she looks like. Sophia's an attractive woman. What makes you think he's marrying her for purely business reasons?" Gaby snuggled up against her husband of two years. "I'm sure he'll come to love her."
Lana looked at Gaby and Malcolm, and smiled. They looked so good together. If only Dylan had stuck in Grantville a little longer, surely the obvious love between them would have changed his views on love. She shook her head at the thought and turned back to the photograph of Sophia Bacmeister and her son, Michael von Hagen. "The poor woman has been through so much. Firstly her husband is murdered by rogue elements of the CoC, forcing her to run for Magdeburg with her baby. And then people try to kill her little boy for his inheritance."
"She'll be safe with Dylan," Gaby said.
"Yes, she'll be safe with Dylan." Lana was sure of that. He might not love her, but he'd take care of her. She sighed. She'd so hoped her children would marry for love.


A few days later, Magdeburg
There were worse things than meeting your prospective mother-in-law for the first time, but standing on the railway platform waiting for the train from Grantville, Sophia Bacmeister couldn't think of any.
"I hope your mother likes me," she said to her fiancé.
"Of course Mom'll like you," Dylan Pence said. "Helene will have spoken to her."
"That's supposed to make me feel better?" she demanded. She'd met Dylan's boss, Helene Gundelfinger, and she was sure she'd made a poor impression upon the woman. It hadn't helped that she and her son had just missed being killed in a traffic accident earlier in the day, nor had it helped that the only vaguely suitable outfit she'd owned had been a chartreuse linen dress from Vorkeuffer's, a major department store in Magdeburg. Not that she had anything against the dress. She actually rather liked it, since a seamstress had been able to improve the fit. But back then, when she met Helene, the dress had not been a good fit.
"Helene told me she thought you were too good for me."
A bright smile flashed across Sophia's face. Personally she agreed with the sentiment, and it would be nice to believe that Frau Gundelfinger really had voiced such an opinion. However, she'd learned that Dylan had what some of his friends and associates called the "gift of gab," and she knew she couldn't completely trust anything he said. A train whistle drowned out anything else Dylan might have intended saying, and Sophia watched the train come into the station.
She had a vague idea who she should look out for, because Dylan had told her a lot about his family and that they were all coming to Magdeburg for the wedding, but she failed to identify the woman who burst out of the carriage onto the platform as his mother until she rushed up to Dylan and hugged him.
Dylan grabbed Sophia's hand and pulled her towards his mother. "Mom, this is Sophia. Sophia, this is my mother."
"Pleased to meet you, Frau Pence," Sophia tried to say before she was smothered in an enormous hug. The hugs from an obviously pregnant Gaby McPherson and her down-time husband were fortunately less enthusiastic, as were the hugs from Dylan's eldest sister and her husband. The hug from Dylan's brother felt as though he was embarrassed to hug her. With the hugs over Sophia retreated to Dylan's side.
"Come on, everyone. Have you got your luggage?" Dylan asked. "I've got rooms for everyone but Mom at the Karickhoff."
"Where's Mom staying?" Meaghan Allen asked.
"Frau Pence will be staying with me." Sophia hoped her ambivalent feelings about living with her future mother-in-law for the next few days didn't show.
****
Back in Sophia's apartment Dylan sat with his brother watching his mother and sisters chatting with his fiancée. Malcolm and Jim, respectively Gaby and Meaghan's husbands, had retired to the spare room to entertain their children while the women talked. To Dylan's eyes, Sophia didn't look too stressed meeting his family.
"Nice apartment," Robert said. "It must have cost a mint."
Dylan did a slow survey of the room before turning to address his brother. "I bought the lease before they got the elevators installed, so I got it at a discount."
"And getting married? That can't be cheap."
Dylan scowled at his brother. "It’s a legitimate business expense, and anyway, I got a special price from Tommy for being the first wedding in his new hotel."
"Dyl!" Robert landed an affectionate hand on Dylan's shoulder. "What I'm trying to say is, if you're a running a bit short, don't be embarrassed to ask for help!"
"I'm okay, Rob."
Robert sighed. "Dyl, there's a look in your eyes whenever you don't think anyone is looking that reminds me of how you were just before the Ring of Fire." He held his thumb and finger a hairsbreadth apart. "You were this close to financial disaster."
"I was doing okay," Dylan lied. In actual fact he'd been barely staying afloat financially. "I made a lot of appointments to talk to people about insurance at the Stearns-Simpson wedding."
"Dyl, Gaby and I found some of your old bills when we were cleaning out your room for Mom. We know how getting the loan for the house must have stretched you to the breaking point."
"But it didn't," Dylan protested. He was sure he would have been okay, especially if some of those appointments he'd made had borne fruit, but the Ring of Fire had certainly had a positive impact on his financial situation. He'd gone from owing a small fortune for his share of the house, his credit card debts, and a two-year lease contract on a new pickup truck, to being debt-free and owning the pickup truck and his share of the house and furniture outright. Getting to keep the suit he'd rented for the wedding hadn't hurt either.
"Gaby and I have talked. If you need your share of the house, we're happy to sell it. Heck, if it hadn't been for you getting that cheap loan through the company you worked for, we'd all have been stuck in the rent trap."
"I'm doing okay," Dylan repeated, hoping that his brother would get the hint. "There's no need to sell the house. It should be worth another ten percent in six months."
"I tried!" Robert released a heavy sigh, clapped Dylan on the shoulder and walked off to join Jim and Malcolm.
"May I ask you a question?" a voice asked from behind Dylan.
The voice belonged to Sophia, and his first instinct was to curse his interfering brother. He didn't know how much she'd overheard, but he assumed it was too much. He put on a smile and turned. "Sure."
"Are you short of money?"
She'd definitely heard too much for his comfort. Dylan kept the smile plastered on his face. "You don't want to believe everything you hear."
Sophia nodded. "That's why I'm asking. I've still got that money you gave me." She dug out her purse and started to hand the roll of bills over to Dylan.
It was the money he'd given to her just before he hurried off to meet with his boss. At the time he'd thought he'd given her a couple of hundred dollars with which to encourage her dressmaker to finish an outfit in time for dinner with Helene that evening, but unfortunately, he had been in too much of a hurry to get off to the meeting to pay any attention to which roll of bills he handed her. Now she was offering it back because she believed he was short of money. No matter how nice it would be to have that money back, he couldn't afford to have anybody, not even Sophia, suspect just how tight things were. Regretfully, he refused to accept it. "I gave it to you. It's your money to do with as you like."
"I'd like you to have it," Sophia said, but Dylan continued to refuse to accept it. Sophia reluctantly put it away. "Did taking the bedsit until the wedding cause you some problems?"
Dylan shrugged, trying not to show just how inconvenient that extra expense had been. "I could have done without the added expense, but Frau Spiegel was right. It would have reflected badly on you if we'd cohabitated before the wedding."
"And paying for the police to protect Michael?" Sophia didn't wait for Dylan to answer before continuing. "Or getting the Ponseti nurse to make house calls?"
"The money had to be spent!" Dylan didn't want to upset Sophia, but her line of questioning was treading on sensitive ground. "Look, don't worry. Everything will be okay."
Sophia stared hard at Dylan. He could see she wasn't convinced, which just went to show how smart she was. He offered her a little reassurance. "The first payments from the brickworks are due in three months."
Her brows shot up. "But you have to leave clay out over the winter to condition it for brick making," she protested.
"That's the old-fashioned way, but we've mechanized conditioning of the clay. With our equipment we can take clay straight out of the ground, feed it in at one end, and shaped bricks all ready to go into the kiln come out the other end. If you like I can probably arrange to show you around the brickworks here in Magdeburg. They use a similar system."
"So you will have plenty of money in three months?"
Dylan nodded. "I should get about thirty thousand dollars." He noted how her brows shot up. No doubt she thought it was a lot of money, and to most people it probably was. There was no need to tell her that it was a drop in the ocean of his current borrowing. It wasn't that he was poor. He was just a little highly geared at the moment. But when his boat came in, he was going to be rich beyond his wildest dreams.


Next day, the Karickhoff Hotel
The hotel was alive with guests helping to celebrate the official opening of Tommy Karickhoff's new hotel. The seven-story structure shared the Neustadt skyline with the nearby Magdeburg Towers apartment complex. It offered the usual hotel facilities, plus it housed the new and improved Karickhoff's Gym and a casino. Right now Dylan and his family were enjoying the sights in the casino where some people were already donating their hard-earned money to Tommy's retirement fund.
Dylan felt a nudge in his side and glanced over his shoulder. He saw one of his friends gesturing to a nearby table.
"Melchior's cleaning up at the poker table," Paul Lückemann said.
Dylan noted the pile of chips in front of his old enemy, then he checked out the other players. He didn't recognize any of them. "He's plucking pigeons," he said with some disgust. "Come on. I'd better see how Sophia's doing."
Paul looked about the room for Sophia. "I thought she was with your mother and sisters?"
"That's why I better check how she's doing. You haven't met my mother and half-sisters, have you?"
****
Sophia had been with Dylan's mother and sisters, but she'd managed to escape. Well, maybe escape was overstating the case a little. In fact she'd just walked off while they talked about Gaby's pregnancy. They were all very nice people, but there was only so much of them she could take. As a mother she did have a meeting of minds with them over children, but that was where it ended. The problem was she'd grown used to a higher level of conversation since associating with Dylan and his friends.
She spotted Veronica Niesing and Gertraud Westfahl chatting away in a corner and started to work her way through the crowded floor to her friends. She was half-way there when she saw Melchior Djuis stand up and approach Dylan. She hoped her betrothed wouldn't do anything stupid, but she knew he enjoyed taunting the larger man, so she changed course and headed for him.
Sophia arrived in time to catch Dylan sitting down at a small table opposite Melchior with three small cups standing inverted between them.
"Pick the one you think is hiding the counter!" Dylan told Melchior.
Melchior reached out to pick up one of the cups, but Dylan stopped him. "Not yet. How about a little bet." He placed a coin on the table. "I'll match you a Brass Brillo for a Brass Brillo that you guessed wrong."
Melchior looked at the three cups, then back at Dylan. "I see why a fool like Herr Lückemann thinks you're lucky. You find people willing to accept a payout of two to one when the odds are one in three."
"Fair enough," Dylan said. He studied the two remaining cups before lifting one of them. "Now you've got one and I've got one. Are you prepared to bet that your cup is hiding the counter?"
Melchior placed a Brass Brillo on the table beside Dylan's one. "Lift your cup!" Dylan said. Melchior did, revealing the counter. "You win." Dylan pushed his Brass Brillo to Melchior and scooped up the counter and grabbed the three cups. "Another go?" he invited.
While Dylan and Melchior played another round, Sophia edged closer to Paul Lückemann. "What's going on?" she asked.
Paul glanced at her, recognized her, and whispered into her ear, "Melchior tried to get Dylan to play poker against him, but he wasn't interested. Instead he invited Melchior to test his luck with a simple game of chance."
Sophia asked Paul what the chips in front of Melchior were worth and barely managed to stifle a gasp at his answer. She was glad Dylan was smart enough to avoid playing poker against the man, because she was sure he couldn't afford to risk that much money on something as chancy as a game of poker. She turned her attention back to the game when she heard Melchior speaking out.
"This is a waste of time," Melchior protested. "Why not make it interesting?" Melchior pushed some of his chips towards one of the cups.
Sophia turned to Paul. "What's happening?" she asked as she tried to see how Dylan was reacting.
Paul leaned close. "Melchior's won three guesses in a row. Now he's trying to up the ante."
Sophia had some familiarity with gambling terms, so she understood what Paul meant. She edged closer to Dylan.
"I don't have that kind of money on me," Dylan told Melchior.
Sophia didn't like the smile on Melchior's face. He was up to something.
"I'm sure your credit with Herr Karickhoff is good," Melchior said.
Yes, Sophia thought, he was definitely up to something. It was possible he knew, or suspected something of Dylan's current financial position.
"I don't gamble on credit." Dylan nodded towards Sophia. "I especially don't gamble on credit when my future wife is watching."
That caused most of the crowd to laugh. The notable exception was Melchior. He looked her up and down before turning his attention back to Dylan. "I'm sure your betrothed has sufficient confidence in your luck to allow you to gamble on credit. Are you sure you don't want to wager on your luck because you can't afford to lose even as little as I have wagered?"
Dylan was going to have to play for the amount Melchior wanted to wager. To do otherwise, and especially when he was playing his own game, might cause people to question his financial situation, and that could be fatal. Reluctantly. Sophia felt for the purse that'd been her constant companion since Dylan gave her a roll of one hundred dollar bills. It was the first real sum of money that she'd ever been able to consider her own, but Dylan's need was greater than hers. She edged up beside him and as unobtrusively as possible forced the roll of bills into his hand. "My fiancé is right. I don't approve of gambling on credit, so if he's going to gamble, it should be for the money he has on him."
"Ah! But your fiancé has said he isn't carrying enough to match my bet," Melchior said.
"He lied. He does have the money he promised to buy me some new dresses with." She smiled down into Dylan's eyes. "You can gamble with that, but I still want my new clothes."
Dylan made a show of pulling the roll of bills from a concealed pocket and held it up. "Cashier, could you change these for chips, please?"
Sophia would have stepped back, but Dylan reached out a hand and held her close, so she had a ringside position as the game proceeded. Dylan won the first round, but lost the next two. After that the luck seemed to desert Melchior as more often than not he picked the wrong cup. Several times Dylan offered to stop the game, but Melchior insisted on continuing, saying that his luck would turn, until suddenly the table in front of him was empty. All of his earlier winnings now stood in stacks in front of Dylan.
"You cheated!' Melchior roared as he shot to his feet.
Dylan remained seated and apparently calm. Sophia thought he was being foolish, until she noticed the three men standing behind Melchior. One of them was the proprietor, Tommy Karickhoff. The others were members of his security team.
"Don't be a sore loser, Melchior!" Tommy said. "I was watching, and I didn't see any sign of cheating. If you were unhappy with the play you should have said something earlier, not waited until you'd lost everything."
Melchior shot an angry glare at Tommy before turning his glare onto Dylan. "You were just lucky!"
Dylan grinned. "The object of the game is to show people just how lucky I am!"
Melchior's response was to stalk off in outraged silence. The crowed parted to allow him through. When he left the room, Tommy called to Dylan. "Cash up and meet me in my office. I want to talk to you!"
****
A few minutes later Dylan led Sophia into Tommy Karickhoff's office. Tommy wasn't alone; he had his security team of Conrad Bauersachs and Georg Wachter with him. They stood behind him in their dark grey pinstriped suits.
Tommy pointed to two upholstered chairs. "Please take a seat.'
Dylan helped Sophia into a chair before seating himself. "You wanted to talk to me?" he asked.
Tommy nodded. "What happened out there?"
"I'm sorry?"
"Don't play the innocent, Dylan. We both know you took Melchior for a ride. The game looked fair, but you managed to clean him out. I want to know how you did it!"
"I didn't cheat. You were watching. Melchior lost in a simple game of chance."
"Yeah, right. It was such a simple game of chance everyone out there believes you won because your luck is better than Melchior's. But I know you had an angle. What was it?"
Dylan sighed. It'd taken long enough for Daniel Pastorius, a down-time mathematical prodigy, to convince him that the odds weren't even. "This might be hard to explain. Could I have three cups and a counter?"
Conrad placed three cups and a rolled up piece of paper in front of Dylan. Dylan picked up the ball of paper and hid it under one of the cups. "Right, which cup do you think is hiding the ball?"
Tommy selected a cup and Dylan placed his hand over it. "Right, what are the odds that the ball is under this cup?"
"One in three," Tommy said.
"Correct!" Dylan moved the cup Tommy had picked to one side and touched one of the other cups. "So if I lift this cup . . ." He did so, revealing that it hadn't been hiding the ball of paper. "Then the odds the ball is under your cup should now be . . . ?"
"Fifty-fifty."
"And you'd be wrong." Dylan smiled as he said it. "The actual probability is still one in three."
"Whoa!" Tommy protested. "How do you get one in three? The ball can only be under one of the remaining two cups."
"I told you this might be hard to explain."
"So try!"
[image: door 3]"Okay. The game I played is based on something called the Monty Hall paradox. Some guy called Monty Hall ran a TV game show where contestants were given the choice of three doors. There was a big prize behind one door, and booby prizes behind the other two. After the contestant picked a door the host would open one of the other doors to reveal a booby prize, leaving two doors unopened. He then gave the contestant the option of sticking with their initial choice, or switching to the remaining door."
"But you didn't give Melchior the option to switch to the other cup."
"Of course not. If he switches he has a two in three chance of winning."
Tommy shook his head. "You've lost me."
Dylan gave him a sympathetic smile. "I had trouble getting my head around it when Daniel Pastorius first described the paradox to me. Okay. Instead of just three doors, imagine there are a million doors."
"I've had trouble understanding Daniel a time or two myself."
Dylan allowed himself a smile at Tommy's muttered comment. Daniel tried not to talk over people's heads, but there weren't that many people about who were on the same level when it came to mathematics and statistics, and most of them were his teachers. "What is the probability the door you pick conceals the prize?"
"One in a million."
"Right! Now imagine the host opens all but one of the remaining doors!"
Tommy stared hard at Dylan. "I want to say it's still fifty-fifty, because there are only two doors left, but . . ."
"But," Dylan agreed. "That's what I thought, but all those open doors that you could have picked but didn't . . ."
Tommy nodded. "I think I'm starting to believe you. The game is rigged."
Dylan pulled a face. "I wouldn't call it rigged. It's just the payout doesn't truly represent the odds. Rather like your roulette tables, with the zero and double-zero." He smiled as he said that.
"You never claimed the odds were even, did you?" Tommy asked.
"No I didn't, and it's not my fault if people can't correctly calculate the odds."
"As the proprietor of a casino, I'm forced to agree," Tommy said. "How did you and your tame mathematician discover this Monty Hall paradox?"
"Daniel discovered it when he was proofing the mathematics and statistics in Norris Craft's new psychology textbook."
"And why would he have told you?"
"We got to talking one day after he handed over his latest insurance premium calculations. He wanted to talk about what he'd read and I had time that day to listen."
"And Daniel didn't come across this paradox until he proofed a recently written book about psychology?" Tommy asked. "How come he missed it? He told me he'd read every up-time mathematics and statistics textbook and journal article there is."
"More correctly," Dylan said, "he's read everything he and his teachers have found. There might be a few hidden treasures out there they've missed. Since learning about the paradox, Daniel's tried to find more about it in up-time psychology books, but without much success. I think the paradox is something Mr. Craft remembered from some book he read up-time and decided to include in his latest book. It was in a chapter about commitment and decision-making, and how difficult it is to get people to change their minds once they've made a decision. According to Mr. Craft's book, in the Monty Hall game show, very few people would switch to the other door, even though they would double their chance of winning by doing so."
"I'll take your word for it, Dylan, but I suggest you look out for Melchior. He lost a lot of money this evening, and he's not happy about it."
"He's going to be even less happy when he finds out he was played for a fool," Conrad said.
Dylan looked at the man standing to Tommy's right. "How's he going to find out? You aren't going to tell him, are you?"
Conrad looked like he was actually thinking of telling Melchior—the evil grin on his face sort of gave him away—but in the end he shook his head. "Nah! But sooner or later he's going to start wondering why you always made him pick one of three cups."
"And then he'll smell a rat," Tommy said. "You might want to think about leaving Magdeburg for a while, Dylan."
"I'm not scared of Melchior."
Sophia exchanged a look with Tommy. "I'd like to see what is happening with the brickworks," she suggested.
"There you are. Take Frau Bacmeister away on a honeymoon for a couple of weeks. Nobody will be surprised if you take one, and it'll be even more credible if people think you're mixing business with pleasure."
Dylan gave Tommy a deeply offended look. Why did everyone seem to think he only thought about business? "What about Michael's treatment?" he asked. Sophia's little boy had been born with a clubfoot, and she'd brought him to Magdeburg in the hope that the up-time medicine could treat him. It could, and he was currently having his foot manipulated back to where it should be by a down-time trained Ponseti nurse.
"I'm sure Maria will be happy to go with us," Sophia said. "We've talked about the charity I want to start to fund treatment for people with clubfoot, and I'm sure she'd love the chance to make herself useful in Schwerin."
"Hang on. Schwerin? Didn't your recent problems originate in Schwerin?" Tommy asked. Dylan nodded. "You might want to take a bodyguard."
"We don't need a bodyguard," Dylan protested. "I'm quite capable of protecting my family."
Sophia ignored Dylan's outburst. "Dorothea Spiegel is Michael's nursery maid." She smiled at Tommy. "I understand she's enrolled in a bodyguard course you run."
"She's a good girl," the man on Tommy's left said. "Very proficient with the quarterstaff, and she should graduate from Body Guarding Level One just in time for the honeymoon trip."
Tommy turned to his man. "Where did she learn quarterstaff?"
Georg Wachter smiled. "She worked for Kelly Construction on the Magdeburg airport job. They used to do a half-hour of quarterstaff drills with shovels every morning to warm everyone up."


The next day
"How would you like to fly to Schwerin after the wedding?"
Sophia raised her head slowly from the book she'd been reading and stared at her soon-to-be husband, who'd just breezed into her apartment. She exchanged surprised looks with Dorothea, who'd opened the door to let him in, before turning back to Dylan. "Fly? Isn't that expensive?"
Dylan sat opposite Sophia. "I'm feeling flush with the money I won off Melchior, and it only takes an hour to fly there, instead of over forty hours if we go by steamer."
This, from the man who just a day ago hadn't wanted to leave Magdeburg, rang warning bells in Sophia's head. "Why the sudden urgency to get to Schwerin?"
"The latest news from Markus is that the Schwerin city council is willing to make a deal on some of the land I'm interested in, and I'd like to close the deal before they change their minds."
"You own land in Schwerin?" Sophia asked. "Is that where you've been investing all of your money?"
"Not just Schwerin, but also in Wismar and all along the canal route. The Gustavus Adolphus canal is going to bring prosperity everywhere it goes."
"If they ever build it," Sophia said. "There was an attempt to link Schwerin to Wismar in the twenties, and they ran out of money before they finished it."
"Yes, but this time Gustavus and the USE are behind the effort, and they have the advantage of modern technology to build the canal."
"And if they run out of money again?"
"It's a government project," Dylan said with a smug smile. "Once they start the project, the politicians will be too scared of the backlash if they stop pouring in the money. Nobody wants to be accused of wasting public money."
"And building this canal is not a waste of money?"
Dylan shrugged. "If they weren't building it large enough for the navy's ironclads to navigate, it might have been commercially viable. But they are, and so only the government can afford to build it."
Sophia pointed an accusing finger at him. "You're only interested in what's in it for you."
"If it wasn't me profiting from the canal, it'd be someone else."
She wanted to wipe that smug look off Dylan's face, but the unspoken names of Melchior Djuis and his sister and her own brother-in-law rang in her head. It was time to change the topic. "I would like to fly, but what about Michael, Dorothea and Maria?"
"The plane has seating for four passengers, and as the trip is under an hour, we can take turns holding Michael."
Sophia correctly interpreted that as being the women could hold Michael. "When do we leave?"
"The plane is booked to pick up some passengers in Wismar the day after we get married, and Bamberg Charters is happy to carry us to Schwerin, but we have to get to the airport early."
Sophia had a bad feeling what the answer was going to be, but she had to ask the question. "What constitutes early?"
"The flight leaves Magdeburg airport at sunrise."
Sophia winced. It was what she'd feared. To be sure of being at the airport at sunrise they'd have to be up by five—on the morning after her wedding.


A couple of days later, a wood near the Schweriner See
The body had once been human, but that was before the local wildlife had discovered it. Much of it had been chewed on and it looked like pigs had played football with the head, leaving it some distance from the torso.
Jasper von Hagen had called on his neighbors to help look for his eldest son, who had failed to return from a walk a couple of days ago. Or at least that was the claim. Hans Becker had good reason to be suspicious of the circumstances surrounding Mathias' disappearance. A little over two weeks ago he'd overheard Jasper von Hagen tell his son to go to Magdeburg to kill Michael von Hagen, and he'd been in Magdeburg when someone had tried to shoot Michael. True, he'd left Magdeburg to return to Schwerin before he heard if any of the men detained as suspects in the shooting had actually been charged, but he was sure that if the Magdeburg police ever caught the right man, that man would implicate Mathias.
Hans walked up to the head and gently rolled it over with his foot. The flesh had been chewed and gnawed at, but there was still enough of the face still intact to positively identify the dead man.
"Is it Mathias von Hagen?"
Hans almost jumped at the unexpected voice. He turned to see the policeman from Magdeburg standing beside Markus Lehmann. "Yes, it's Mathias von Hagen, Herr Marx."
[image: Schwerin]Christian Marx crouched down for a closer look at the head. "I understand the young man went missing the same day I arrived in Schwerin hoping to question him about events in Magdeburg. And now here he is, dead. A coincidence, I'm sure."
"It is certainly a very fortuitous coincidence for Jasper von Hagen."
"It'll take the heat off his father," Markus Lehmann agreed. "Now he can't implicate his father in the attempts on Michael von Hagen's life."
"We can't even connect the attempts to Mathias von Hagen," Christian admitted as he stood up. "When I left Magdeburg they were still looking for the firearm that fired the shot into the baby carriage."
"So there's no evidence to connect anybody to the attempt on the boy's life?" Markus asked.
"Nothing that would stand up in court," Christian said.
Markus gave a snort of laughter. "So Johann von Hagen murdered his son for nothing."
"We don't know that Herr von Hagen murdered his son," Christian said.
"So his death so soon after you arrived in Schwerin wanting to talk to him is nothing more than a huge coincidence?" Hans shook his head. "If you believe that, I've got a bridge I'd like to sell you."
"The trouble is it could be a coincidence. Without evidence we can't really say otherwise," Christian said.
"Yes, well, we might as well get this farce over with and let von Hagen know we've found his son," Markus said.
"He's probably known where the body was all this time," Hans muttered before forming a trumpet with his hands and calling out that they'd found a body.
Jasper von Hagen was one of the first to arrive, and he put on a suitably teary-eyed performance over the scattered remains of his eldest son. "Thank you for finding my boy," he said to Markus as he hugged him.
"Hypocrite!" Hans muttered the moment they were far enough away that no one could overhear. "He killed his own son. Even my father wouldn't do that!"


The next day, Schwerin
Dylan and his party were nearly mobbed when they stepped off the plane after it landed in a field just outside Schwerin. The surging crowd wasn't interested in them of course. They were interested in getting a close-up look at the wondrous machine they had arrived in. All of the forty or so people crowding around the plane had seen planes fly overhead before, but this was the first opportunity for many of them to get close enough to actually touch an airplane. There was a professional photographer in the crowd, and he quickly struck a deal with the pilot to allow him to photograph individuals sitting in the plane.
Dylan saw what was happening, shook his head in amusement at the entrepreneurial spirit of the photographer, swung on a backpack, and picked up his and Sophia's suitcases. Then, with Sophia carrying Michael and the nursery maid and Ponseti nurse carrying their own bags, he led his party to where Hans Becker and Markus Lehmann were waiting with a pony-cart.
"Let me take that!' Hans offered as he reached for one of the suitcases Dylan was carrying.
Dylan let him load his case while he lifted Sophia's onto the cart and added the backpack. Then he and Markus helped Dorothea and Maria load their bags onto the cart. "Do you want to carry Michael, or ride with him on the cart?" he asked Sophia.
"How far are we going?" Sophia asked.
"We booked rooms for you at an inn in the city," Markus said. "The stuff you sent ahead by steam packet is waiting for you there."
"I'll walk then, thank you, and Dorothea can carry Michael." She handed Michael to the nursery maid. "Shall we be on our way?"
Dylan looked around. There were still people gathered around the Ziermann Flugzeugwerke Dragonfly II they'd arrived in, but he knew the pilot had a schedule to keep, and even the money the photographer was paying couldn't make it worth his while to be late to his next stop. "It'd be a good idea to get moving before the crowd starts back."
They'd barely taken a dozen steps before Markus announced that Mathias von Hagen's body had been found the previous day. There was a shocked intake of breath from Sophia, but Dylan wasn't so surprised. "Do you know the cause of death?"
"Being in a position to incriminate papa," Hans said. "Although the policeman from Magdeburg thought there was a faint chance he died of natural causes."
"What policeman from Magdeburg?" Dylan asked.
"Herr Marx," Hans said. "He arrived in Schwerin with a couple of men from the Mecklenburg Mounted Constabulary a few days ago."
"He's actually from Frankfurt," Dylan said. "I wonder what he's doing in Schwerin?"
"I think he'd been hoping to interview Mathias von Hagen," Hans said.
"Could we get back to business?' Markus asked. "I didn't mean to distract you by telling you Mathias is dead, and we've got more important things to talk about. I've arranged for you to have lunch with Jacob Thoming," Markus told Dylan.
"Who's he when he's at home?" Dylan asked.
"An alderman and the proconsul for Schwerin," Sophia answered.
Dylan, Hans, and Markus shot her surprised looks.
"I did live in the area for five years," she reminded them. "Why do you want to talk to him?"
"He's representing the council in our negotiations," Markus said.
"He'll be interested in jobs for his family." On the rest of the walk to the inn where they were staying, Sophia told Dylan and his colleagues what she knew about the man and his family.
****
Sophia had known Jacob Thoming's wife, Katharina Scheffer, for years, but hadn't had much to do with her during her marriage to Johann, as he had made keeping up with her friends very difficult. After the initial discussions about their children, and a further discussion of how Michael's club foot was being treated and how a specialist nurse was currently in Schwerin to assess the level of need Schwerin had for a Ponseti nurse, the conversation turned to the real reason for the meeting.
"Your husband seems very convinced that Schwerin will benefit from the construction of the new canal."
"That's right," Sophia agreed. "He's betting his own money that the new canal will bring prosperity all along the canal route as transportation costs are slashed and the canal becomes the main trade route from Magdeburg to the Baltic."
"The old canal was an expensive failure," Katharina noted.
"I know," Sophia admitted. "But Dylan is convinced that the government will continue to fund the Gustavus Adolphus canal until it is finished, even if it costs over two thousand million dollars to build it. He believes that the politicians won't cancel the project now they've committed to it." Dylan had actually talked of a sum of two billion dollars, which was a number she'd never heard of before, and he'd had to explain what he meant. She was using a more easily understood term with Katharina.
"Where are you getting that figure from?" Katharina asked.
"Dylan commissioned Sterling and Bonnaro to make some cost estimates," Sophia said, naming the premier accounting firm in Grantville, and thus the USE. "They came up with that number as a low-end estimate based on the work that needs to be done, the new dredging technology, and more importantly, how much bigger than the old canal the Gustavus Adolphus canal will have to be if it is to be big enough for the navy's ironclads to sail along."
"The ironclads are over fifty times the size of the salt barges the old canal was intended for," Katharina muttered.
Sophia could guess where Katharina's thinking was going. If they spent close to two hundred million on the failed old canal, surely a canal big enough for vessels fifty times the size should cost fifty times as much? "It doesn't quite work that way," she warned Katharina. "Dylan says that the canal only has to be big enough for a single ironclad. They don't have to make it big enough for them to pass going in opposite directions, and that will save them a lot of money."
"Two thousand million dollars is still a lot of money. What happens when it starts to go over budget? Won't they stop building it?"
Sophia shook her head. "Dylan thinks that the politicians will be so scared of being blamed with wasting public money on a white elephant that they'll keep funding it until it is finished, no matter how much over budget it goes."
"What's a white elephant?" Katharina asked.
"Dylan says it's something that costs more than it is worth."
"But why call it a white elephant?"
Sophia laughed. She'd asked Dylan the exact same question when he used the term. "I don't think he knows where the term comes from; he just sort of knows what it means."
"And your husband thinks this canal will bring prosperity to Schwerin?"
"You should start getting the benefits soon as the laborers start work. There are going to be over four thousand of them, and they're all going to need to be fed, clothed, and entertained."
"Four thousand?" Katharina appeared horrified. "But there isn't enough room inside the walls for even half that number."
"They won't be living in Schwerin, Katharina. Most of them will be living in work camps close to the canal. But there will be a much smaller influx of support personnel, and it is to provide for those people that my husband wants to build his new apartment complex."
Katharina released a sigh of relief. "You had me worried for a moment there. It's bad enough in Schwerin now with all the footloose young radicals who've decided to invade the city. Of course the city needs the money they bring with them, but still, they are radicals."
Sophia beamed at Katharina. She'd planted the seeds Dylan had asked her to plant. Now they could only wait and see what happened. By mutual consent, the two women returned to their menfolk.
****
"How did your talk with Frau Scheffer go?" Dylan asked the moment they were out of the inn.
Sophia glanced back over her shoulder, then at Dylan. "Not bad, I think I planted the seeds in fertile soil. And your discussion with Jacob, how did that go?"
"He's the worst procrastinator I've ever had the pleasure of doing business with," Dylan said with feeling.
"I did warn you," Sophia said.
"I know, but I thought you might have exaggerated. After all, the guy is supposed to be an alderman and proconsul to the city."
"Schwerin is a very small city, and they don't have a very big pool of talent to draw from."
"They were really scraping the bottom of the barrel when they picked Jacob Thoming. If it's left up to him, we'll never get the land we need."
Sophia laid a sympathetic hand on Dylan's shoulder. "Don't worry. His wife will make sure you get the land you need."
****
There was a fresh grave in the family plot, but Sophia ignored it. She had no interest in mourning the father of her son. Instead she crouched down beside the headstone of her daughter, who'd died of smallpox shortly after her second birthday. She had a new reason to hate her first husband. Katharina Scheffer had told her that Sanitation Commission workers had passed through Schwerin en route to Wismar as early as September 1633. But for Johann's pigheadedness, Maria Magdalena could have been vaccinated and would still be alive. She wiped a tear from her eyes as she stood up and walked over to Johann's grave so she could spit upon him.
She felt a presence just behind her and turned to see her new husband watching her. "I killed him you know." That comment didn't elicit any response so she expounded on the topic. "He'd hurt me again, and I hit him with a candlestick as he walked away from me. He fell like a rag-doll. I was sure I'd only knocked him out and that when he woke up he'd be really angry with me, so I grabbed Michael and ran. That's why I wasn't in the house when the CoC column attacked the house."
Again Dylan didn't say anything. He just walked up to her and enveloped her in his arms. It was warm and comforting. She looked up at his face, trying to read what he was thinking. "Aren't you going to say something?"
He smiled down at her and dropped a kiss her on the forehead. "It was really good timing. If you hadn't killed him and run, you would have died that night as well."
"I didn't mean to kill, but I was so hurt and angry."
"I used to dream of killing my father, and when I wasn't dreaming of killing him, I was dreaming about someone else killing him."
That opened the floodgates. She'd finally confessed her secret and her husband wasn't condemning her. She stood in his arms, welcoming the warmth as the tears fell.
Dylan kissed her head, then tilted her head up so he could drop a kiss on her nose. "My wife, the axe murderer," he joked.
"It wasn't an axe," Sophia protested. "It was a candlestick."
Dylan's lips twitched. "My wife, the candlestick murderer, just doesn't have the same ring to it."
He was laughing at her and her fears. Indignantly Sophia poked him under the ribs and broke free of his arms. She sent Maria Magdalena's grave a glance, silently promising to be back, before placing her hand in the crook of her husband's arm. "You were going to show me around your brickworks . . ."
"Don't let Barthel Wenrich hear you say that. He thinks of it as his," Dylan said as he led her away from the graveyard.
There was a bit of a reception committee waiting for them when they arrived back at the brickworks cafeteria. Obviously there was Dorothea and Michael, but Markus and Hans had turned up as well. "I've just heard that Mathias' funeral is in two days. Are you going to attend?" Markus asked when Dylan and Sophia were seated.
Dylan turned to Sophia and raised an eyebrow in question. "We probably have to, don't we?"
Sophia nodded. "It would look strange if we didn't."
****
Jasper von Hagen was a moderately important person in the area, so the funeral party for his eldest son included a few important people from Schwerin as well as the surrounding land owners. Sophia had difficulty meeting Jasper's eyes as she made her condolences to the family, and she dropped her eyes the first chance she had. That was why she found herself staring at Jasper's hands. More specifically, she found herself staring at the ring on his right hand. It was a very unusual and distinctive ring, and the last time she'd seen it was when Johann had slapped her before walking away from her. Just before she grabbed a candlestick and struck him. Suddenly she realized the mourners had backed up behind her, waiting their turn to give the family their condolences. She pointed at the ring. "Why do you have Johann's signet ring?" she asked.
"It is my ring. I had one like Johann's made."
Sophia stared at the ring that Jasper was now trying to hide without seeming to do so. It was possible she was wrong, but then she noticed the ring catch on his clothes. A broken claw had pulled a thread. She fingered the tiny scar on her face where a broken claw on her Johann's signet ring had cut her once when Johann had struck her. "And you asked them to make it with the same broken claw as Johann's ring?" she demanded.
Jasper stared at Sophia in shocked silence. Then Christian Marx stepped out from the crowd of mourners that was now watching and listening intently. "When did you last see your late husband's signet ring, Frau Bacmeister?"
"The last time I saw Johann's signet ring was the night I ran away. The same night a group of CoC men attacked our home."
Markus stepped out of the crowd of mourners to join Christian. "I was there when Johann von Hagen's body was found the next morning, and there was no jewelry on his hands." There were oohs of astonishment from the mourners, and all eyes turned to stare at Jasper.
"Are you accusing me of killing my brother for his signet ring?" Jasper demanded.
"Not for the signet ring," Christian said, "but for the tens of thousands of dollars the brickworks that has been built on his land will bring. Since his father's death there have been two attempts on Michael von Hagen's life by people who have been traced back to your son. We believe the motive for those attacks was his inheritance. The same inheritance you stand to gain if Michael dies."
At that moment Jasper totally lost it. He barged past Sophia, knocking Dylan to the ground as he passed. Sophia was able to see his target—the baby carriage with her son asleep in it. "Nooooo!" she wailed as she started to give chase. But even as she ran she knew she wasn't going to be able to save her baby from the enraged Jasper.
Then it happened. Sophia froze in her tracks as she saw Dorothea step in front of Michael's baby carriage with a shovel she'd pulled from the slack hands of one of the grave diggers who'd been filling in Mathias' grave. She swung it, but she didn't aim for Jasper's head, or even his torso. She aimed for his legs. The shovel was almost silent as it swung through the air, and the impact was inaudible over the cries of horror from the mourners. The sheet metal blade of the shovel sliced through the flesh behind Jasper's knee, bringing him to the ground. Dorothea stepped back and raised the shovel ready to bring it down if Jasper tried to move. A few seconds later, as it became obvious that Jasper wasn't going anywhere, she lowered the shovel to the ground.
Everyone but Dorothea stood in shocked silence as they stared at the bloody scene until the Ponseti nurse who'd accompanied Dylan and Sophia to Schwerin dashed out and started to apply pressure to the severed arteries. "I need a tourniquet!" she called.


Later that day
Dylan had one arm around Sophia and his other holding a mug of ale. He lowered his mug and stared across the table at Christian Marx. "Didn't you tell me back in Magdeburg that you couldn't connect the attempts on Michael's life to Mathias von Hagen?"
Christian shook his head. "That's not quite correct. What we said was that we didn't have evidence that would stand up in a court of law to connect Mathias to the attempts on Michael's life."
"So why did you say it?" Sophia asked.
"To see what would happen," Hans said. "It's an old trick. You pretend you know more than you really do to provoke a reaction." He turned to Christian. "You were lucky this time."
"Not really," Dylan disagreed. "The police still don't have evidence to connect Jasper to the attempts on Michael's life, and as for murdering Johann von Hagen . . ." he shot a quick glance towards Sophia before returning to look at Hans. "They don't have any evidence that he was involved in that either."
"But his behavior at the funeral," Hans protested. "Surely that is incriminating?"
"Herr Pence has it right," Christian said. "Just because Jasper von Hagen had his brother's signet ring doesn't mean he killed him. However, his attempt to deny the ring was his brother's as well as his attempt on Michael does suggest he is guilty of something." He sighed heavily. "Oh, for the good old days where a blow such as Frau Spiegel struck would be fatal. Why did that woman have to interfere?"
"Because she's a nurse," Dylan said. Up-time that would have been sufficient explanation, but down-time, there wasn't the same experience of the medical profession. "They swear an oath. It doesn't matter what kind of scumbag the patient might be, they see it as their duty to do what they can to preserve human life."
"What I want to know is why did he try to attack Michael at the funeral?" Hans asked.
"I'd like to know why he wore his brother's signet ring." Dylan said. "Surely he must have known that it could incriminate him?"
Christian smiled sadly. "I can only guess that he saw the child as the cause of all of his problems. If Michael had died in the attack that killed his father, then Jasper would have inherited the land and would be reaping the rewards with no one the wiser. As for why he wore the ring, maybe Frau Bacmeister can help?"
"It was his father's ring," Sophia said. "Johann said it was proof that his father had loved him best"
Christian nodded. "That could be it. Possession of the ring might have represented final acceptance by his father to Jasper." Christian shrugged. "Anything is possible for a man in his mental state."
"Is there going to be a trial?" Hans asked.
"Given Jasper von Hagen's current mental state, I doubt it," Christian said. "But just in case he recovers, I'd like to track down and question those men who were involved in the attack on Johann von Hagen's home. Maybe they can connect Jasper to his brother's death."
Dylan felt Sophia freeze, and he tightened his arm around her. Such an investigation could implicate her. "What do you know about Johann's death?"
"Not a lot," Christian said. "He was found dead in his bed, but his body had been badly burned in the fire the intruders set. I doubt even an up-time policeman could find any clues in those circumstances."
Dylan felt Sophia relax and he held her close. "You're in the clear," he whispered in her ear. She had to be. Why would intruders carry a dead man to his bed? It was more likely that she'd only knocked Johann out, and he'd recovered enough to climb into his bed, where he'd been killed by the intruders. "My wife's not an axe murderer," he whispered.
"It was a candlestick!" Sophia whispered back.
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Chapter 21: From the Government
Mayor's office, Brotterode, West Thuringia County
May 1635
"Isch bin von der Regierung, und isch bin hier zu helfen." Bryant Burke didn't even try to hide his outlandish accent. He was completely unable to pronounce the German word "ich" correctly.
Born and raised in the twentieth century in America, he'd never had an interest in foreign languages. Since the Ring of Fire had transplanted him together with the whole town to the seventeenth century in Germany, he had noticed that his accent brought him a certain reputation in the villages of the Thuringian Forest underlining his "coming from the government to help" stance.
But it seemed in this village nobody was even going to listen to him. The mayor was not interested in any "help from that lousy government." In fact, "lousy" was not the term he had used when Bryant made his appearance in the "mayor's office" above the town's Gasthaus.
The fact that they called the inn "The Inn" said, in Bryant's opinion, much about their creativity and intellect. So without any further comment, he pulled out the sealed parchment which ordered "all official personnel of West Thuringia County" to support his mission.
"And that, dear Mayor, means you, too."
****
When founding the USE, the local princes and democratic counties and states had been more or less forced to clean up the mess that centuries of splitting properties had brought on, giving whole Ämter as pawns for loans and not being able to redeem them after the agreed period.
So the Herrschaft of Schmalkalden in Thuringia, inherited by the Hessian landgrave after the last count's death in 1584 and completely surrounded by Wettin properties, had been integrated into the new State of Thuringia-Franconia, together with several other enclaves, in exchange for properties on the other side of the Werra. Bureaucrats had drawn new country borders for a more logical organization, regardless of historical relationships, and so the small forest village of Brotterode as the only Lutheran parish in the Calvinist principality had been assigned to West Thuringia County, while the Rest of Schmalkalden went to Suhl County.
****
Bryant had to go from house to house to collect the information he needed. In the other villages, the mayors had always been eager to call the men of the village together in the town's largest meeting room.
He had no idea why the people of Brotterode, of all villages he had yet visited, hadn't the slightest interest in helping him. They were finally part of a Lutheran community, had the right to vote, freedom of speech, and all the other advantages of a modern society. So why did they come across so massively unfriendly?
Bryant Burke was annoyed. Again. Even after half a year in this new job.
House of the Burke family, Grantville
November 1634
Bryant Burke was annoyed. Again. In fact, he really felt pissed off. Linda Colburn, his boss a the Biogas and Methane Company, might be enthusiastic about collecting feces—human and animal alike—to provide "green energy" for Grantville. Bryant was definitely not. He sniffed at his clothes. They should be clean, but somehow he always had the feeling that he stank.
His fields of interest in middle school had been chess, mathematics, and physics in that order. When he attended high school, he added one. Computers. More than anything, he was interested in computer games of all types.
As soon as he had his driver's license, he went to work in his father's company, hauling mobile homes through West Virginia. With the money earned, he could buy his first computer, and start to program computer games himself.
In his senior year, he switched to a summer job in Morgantown. Peter Jones, one of his father's friends, had owned a small software development company there. And the middle-aged man quickly understood that this youngster had a knack for the most complex problems.
Immediately after graduation from North Marion High, Bryant started working for Peter in earnest. After two years, he became a partner, and in 1998, they had, thanks to Peter's economic skills and the skillful horde of geeks Bryant had gathered around himself, a flourishing enterprise.
That was when Bryant suddenly noticed that the fat girl from the neighborhood, with whom he had unavoidably spent years in elementary and middle school, had dropped all her fat and grown up into a charming young lady.
It took only three months for Sonia Hill and Bryant Burke to decide that they would live together. He built a house in Grantville next to his parents' house. Sonia quit her job in Fairmont, and Bryant moved all his computers into the basement and worked from there.
The birth of their long-awaited daughter Kaylee Joy in late March 2000 was, in hindsight, the absolute prime of their life. From there on their life went south. Steeply.
One week later they were no longer in shiny West Virginia but in—ugh!—the Dark Ages in a foreign land called Thuringia. Suddenly his life was in the crapper. What could a computer programmer do for a living in the seventeenth century?
Nobody during the Thirty Years' War needed the modern kind of software he specialized in. Helping others with macro programming in Word or Excel was something he detested wholeheartedly.
Taking jobs further away from his core competence had been even less satisfying, but a real necessity while Sonia stayed at home caring for the now two children . . . Darn missing contraception. And then Kaylee Joy had died from rubella—for Heaven's sake, one of the most harmless child diseases back up-time—in 1634 and Sonia had immediately decided to become a pediatric nurse to be better able to help the next time. And the next time would certainly come.
Bryant had earned a living for his family by working for the Stinkers since the company had been founded in 1631. With each and every working day, he hated the job more and more. For the last two years he had tried to find a better one. But without college or professional training—no chance. He wasn't the kind of guy to spontaneously jump into the dark muddy water of founding an enterprise of his own without any startup capital.
But when he opened the front door of his home this evening—only one beer in the American Ash this time—he heard a strange male voice in his living room.
Entering, he saw one of these Turkish Jews who lived in Grantville and managed the money flows.
Hey, will they introduce online banking now? But that thought was too good to be true.
"Hi, everybody."
"Hi, Bryant," Sonia said. Then she pointed to the Turk. "Ruben Nasi here has a business proposal for both of us. Perhaps that will bring you out of your depression."
"Good evening, Mr. Burke." The portly man rose and extended a hand.
"Good evening, Mr. Nasi." Bryant took the hand. No, this wasn't one of the bank guys. "To what do we owe the honor?"
"Mostly to the fact that your wife has successfully finished her nurse training."
Bryant frowned. Shit! I really hoped he was here for me.
"And," Nasi continued, "because some people have told me that you have the natural talent to explain complex things in readily understandable terms.
"My employer, the Hereditary Governor of West Thuringia County, is looking for several specific talents, and finding two of them in one family hits, as you Americans say it, two birds with one stone."
"He wants me," Sonia said, "as a nanny for his children, and to set up a kindergarten for the town. And he wants you to organize his county."
"What?" Bryant looked puzzled from his wife to the Turk and back.
"Preparing a census," Nasi said. "Providing a database application with search function and briefing the interviewers."
And he doesn't even stumble over all these modern words.
Das Gasthaus, Brotterode
May 1635
"Yes-sh, I'm from the gov-vernment. And yes-sh I'm here to help me—you. Believe it or not." Bryant's voice was a little too loud and a little uncertain. "Rosh-shi, bring me another beer. And for all my friendsh-sh here around. At least that’s something the government can do for y'all."
He slapped the shoulder of the sturdy man next to him. All men in the inn seemed to be sturdy. Lumberjacks. Charcoal makers. Blacksmiths. Everything in this village in the boondocks of the county seemed to turn around the forest. Perhaps they even ate the wood. He hadn't seen any fields when he arrived here.
"Sh-sho you tell me: How can I help you?"
A voice from farther away shouted: "We need more beer!"
Everybody laughed. But then another man shouted: "Michael is right. Every time the weather is bad, we don't have enough beer."
What? Bryant tried to get his wits together. He turned around and faced that man. "And what's the reason for this?"
"The road. It's the road." Several men now chimed in. Then all talked across each other.
Bryant knocked on the table. "Please, meine Herren, please.
"Choose one of you to tell me the story."
A burly man stood up. "I'm Sebastian Ackermann. I'm the brewer master. We can't grow any barley here. The weather is too bad. So I must buy barley and hops. We've got only one road. It leads to Kleinschmalkalden. But they haven't much crop themselves. And so everything is too expensive.
[image: field]"When the weather is good, we can use the path north over the Inselsberg to Tabarz, but that takes too much time, and there are no merchants using the path. We need a real road to Tabarz. But we're no road builders. We don't have the tools or one of these newfangled machines."
"Okay," Bryant said and tried to fend off the clouds around his brain. This might be a chance. "Rosi, please make me a coffee from my stash." Then he reached into his rucksack and seized his laptop. Fortunately the battery was still working. Drafting one of the natives to pedal duty wouldn't be a very good idea at the moment. He opened it, and switched it on.
The people around him were staring at the screen in front of him, which changed from black to light blue, showing clouds and a colored flag. Then they jumped back when suddenly "the Windows Sound" announced the system's availability.
Accustomed to this behavior, he always wondered how they would have reacted to the fanfares of the NT 5.0 Beta he had tried out in 1999. Anyway! He started to search through the data he and his assistants had gathered during the last months.
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Saxe-Eisenach, Marksuhl
Late November 1634
Sonia Burke looked around. The salon in the Jagdschloss looked old-fashioned, with small windows, chairs and tables made from dark wood, and walls draped with cloth. In contrast, electric lights brightened up the dark corners, trying to supplement the little light coming in from a grey and foggy morning outside.
"It's clean here," she said to Bryant.
"It smells clean," he answered. "It smells like . . ." He sniffed.
"Honey?" a voice asked from behind their backs.
Bryant and Sonia turned around. An elderly man approached from a side door.
"I must work on my manners," he said smiling. "I'm not accustomed to doors that open so silently."
Bryant and Sonia rose. That had to be their employer-to-be, Johann Ernst. He spoke rather good English.
"Excellency," Bryant bowed. He wasn't a raging redneck, so he had no problem following the down-time rules of politeness when meeting a member of the high nobility.
Sonia tried a curtsy and stumbled.
"For Heaven's sake," Johann Ernst exclaimed. "Don't break your neck, Ms. Burke." He quickly approached Sonia and extended both hands. "The parquet is freshly polished."
Sonia seized the hands with a sigh and straightened.
"Thank you, Excellency," she said. "That's not easy."
"Yes, indeed," the governor answered grinning. "Our girls learn curtsies very early. It's second nature to them. And you don't need to do it again in my house. We are accustomed to people who are less formal."
He shook hands with Sonia and Bryant, and they all sat again.
"Please tell me," the governor started the talk. "Why do you want to leave Grantville?"
Sonia looked pointedly to Bryant. The governor followed her gaze.
Bryant blushed. "Okay, it's more or less my fault. See, I've got a very esoteric job . . ." He stopped, searching for words.
"Programming computers," Johann Ernst said. "I've heard that."
"Yes. . . . No. . . . Not really. Not the computers you can see in Grantville. Up-time, we had other computers. As powerful as ten thousand of those in Grantville. Calculating the weather forecast or simulating explosions." He looked quizzically at Johann Ernst. Did that hit home?
Johann Ernst smiled and painted quotes into the air. " 'Highly parallel,' they told me. But I didn't really understand that."
"It's like the difference between a man with a gun trying to shoot an enemy and the combined attack of ten thousand guns trying to kill ten thousand enemies with a single volley."
Johann Ernst beamed. "Oh, they must avoid shooting the same enemy a hundred times and leaving ninety-nine unharmed. That I can understand."
"Yes, exactly. How would you formulate the order to each of the shooters, if their enemies were constantly changing places? That's the kind of problems I was solving up-time."
"And Grantville doesn't give you the same challenge?"
Bryant snorted. "Not in the least. My neighbors call me whenever their computers go down. Mostly because some piece of electronic equipment finally went kaput. And we no longer have a spare part that fits."
Johann Ernst frowned. "Will all computers 'go kaput'?"
Bryant shrugged. "The government tries to get a hold on as many computers as possible. Preserving them, even the broken ones, for the time when replacement parts can be made. Capacitors and resistors will come soon, transistors perhaps in one decade.
"The worst are crashed hard disks. It will take many years before they can be replaced. And each one that fails takes its data with it. It's like burning books when you have no other copy. And a hard disk has the memory of a million books or more.
"Yes. I fear there will be a time—ten or twenty years from now—when all computers are dead."
"Hmmm." Johann Ernst leaned back. "And what will you do then?"
"To be honest: I have no idea. But I heard you have a job for me to fill the time until then."
Das Gasthaus, Brotterode
May 1635
Bryant felt the gazes of at least ten of the men at his back while he was browsing through the database. Not long ago he would have panicked with all these kibitzers.
"Okay," he said and straightened. "I haven't got a complete solution, but enough to send out some letters.
"It happens that the smiths in Ruhla have started to build scrapers and other construction tools. And as I can see on the wish list of Tabarz, they want to have this road, too. But after the last sweep of the plague, they have just enough men to cultivate their fields. Now in spring, they can't spare any of them to build a road.
"But they've got enough money in their coffers to pay for two-thirds of the tools. This would leave Brotterode to provide the last third and the manpower.
"How does that sound?"
The men he addressed looked unhappily to one another. Then another man rose. It was Thomas Meier, the mayor who had been so not helpful a couple of days ago. He was also the innkeeper, and Rosi was his wife.
"We don't have much money in our coffers. We're a lumberjack village. We cut down the trees in winter, and the last winter was not exactly fitting for this task. With the switch in allegiance we also lost our clients in Hesse downstream at the Werra."
"But do you have any seasoned beams?" Bryant asked.
"Oh yes, we had cut them for the new castle of the von Gleichen family, but then the last heir died, and nobody wanted to pay for the wood. That's a lot of money if they can be sold."
"So what do you need?" Bryant now addressed everybody.
After some minutes of murmur and whisper, another voice from the back came through. "Someone who will buy our wood and pay at once."
"And I think I know someone."


Chapter 22: From Magdeburg to Eisenach
Weimar, Home of the Rudolph family
April 1633
"No, no, no," Anna Hackenbergin emphatically told her husband. "I don't want to return to Magdeburg. It doesn't matter how wonderful Otto's offer is and how generous the payment will be. I lost my parents in the sack. You lost your parents, and we lost our Margarethe. I don't want to see that town again. Ever!"
Andreas Rudolph's forehead showed deep furrows. He should have foreseen this. They had fled their hometown in 1631 and, after a kind of odyssey, ended in Weimar. Anna was so happy to have a home again. She had refused all the offers that Andreas' old friend Otto Gericke, the Swedish-supported mayor of Magdeburg, had sent to ask Andreas to return and help him rebuild the city.
Andreas had taken some short assignments there, but then the new "atmosphere" of the rapidly growing—rampantly sprawling—metropolis had repelled him, too. Otto's newest offer was more than generous, but Andreas wanted to stay with his family. And when his family refused to move, he had no choice.
For some time he had earned a living working on the plans for a new fortress in Erfurt, but after the founding of the CPE, which brought southern Thuringia into the center of a peaceful area, Gustavus Adolphus had ordered the stop of all fortification activities to save the money for more important things. For his new capital for example.
"I can stay here, but how can I earn the money we need to live? Anna will turn six next year, and then she should attend a good Gymnasium. I'm not sure my connections are enough to get her a scholarship for the stay."
Now his wife frowned. "Isn't there any job you can take and stay in the vicinity? Andreas has nearly forgotten what his papa looks like."
"I heard the city council of Gotha is looking for a librarian to organize the 'county library.' They don't pay much, but it includes free stay for all of the family. And if Anna can attend the Gymnasium in Gotha, we don't need to pay for her lodging."
"And what speaks against it?" Anna asked.
Andreas shrugged. "Basically nothing. I just don't want to wither in a library."
Anna rose, approached her husband, hugged him, and kissed his cheek. "You will do something else again, I'm certain. If—no, when—the opportunity arises, you will build the most wonderful palace in Germany."
Library of West Thuringia County, Gotha
March 1635
Andreas Rudolph looked up from the books he was classifying. Some weeks in Grantville's National Library had given him a kind of love of the Dewey Decimal System. He was sure that the amount of time that could be saved later was worth the one-time task of bringing all the books of his library into that system.
Now he was distracted by two young women entering his library. The first one was a tall, muscular blonde, clothed completely in black leather. She looked like the illustrations of Valkyries in the Germanic sagas. And her face was as threatening as they were. She looked to the right and left, moving fast between the shelves, her hand on a large up-time "revolver" in a waist holster.
A middle-sized woman with dark curls, wearing one of the new-fashioned padded jackets called "parkas" and a long skort, followed on her heels. Her smile was somewhere between amused and apologetic. While her companion—obviously a bodyguard—continued scanning all the aisles between the shelves, she approached Andreas' desk.
Andreas rose and bowed. "Guten Tag, meine Dame. I am Andreas Rudolph, the librarian."
"Guten Tag, mein Herr," she said and extended a hand. Hesitantly Andreas took and shook it. "I am Maximiliane von Pasqualini," she continued.
"How can I help you, Your Grace?" Andreas asked. "What are you looking for?"
Frau von Pasqualini frowned. "Ideas, Herr Rudolph."
"What ideas?" Andreas felt a little confused.
"If I had an idea, I wouldn't be here."
Hmmm, a little snippy. Well, nobles are like that. Smile and bear it!
"So what exactly do you want to see, Your Grace?"
"I heard the library owns a large collection of architectural plans and drawings of castles and palaces in Thuringia. Is that true?"
"That is correct, Your Grace." He pointed to a shelf full of large paper rolls. "Do you want me to get some for you?"
"No, thank you. I think I prefer to browse them on my own." The woman turned her back to Andreas and started in the direction of the shelf.
"Please return them to the same shelf afterward," Andreas said to her back, but got no response. So he shrugged and continued with his work.
****
Whenever he looked up from his work, the picture was the same. The large blonde leaning against a shelf; her eyes moving between the exit, the librarian, and the other woman. The dark-haired one moving paper rolls from the shelves onto a large table near a window, leaning over the plans and drafts, constantly murmuring to herself, taking notes in a kind of notebook with metal rings.
Until finally Anna entered the room, carrying Andreas' afternoon coffee. The blonde straightened first, scrutinizing the newcomer, and then relaxing.
Anna's face showed concern when she saw the armed woman, but Andreas waved her to his table. She put down the tray and lifted her eyebrow questioningly.
"Some noble wants to get 'ideas' for her new palace," Andreas told his wife softly and nodded in the direction of the dark-haired woman.
Anna turned, hesitated, but then she started into the same direction. She approached the woman, and then curtsied. "Guten Tag, Frau von Pasqualini," she said.
Now Andreas was completely confused. How does Anna know that woman? And why does that woman blush?
The woman looked up from the plan she was studying, and then straightened. "Oh please," she said. "Don't be so formal. And, by the way, have we met before?"
Andreas saw Anna smiling shyly. What? Since when does Anna smile shyly?
"No, Frau von Pasqualini, but I saw your photo in the Grantville Times last month. May I congratulate you on your children? They are so cute."
Children? Photo? Grantville Times? Somehow, Andreas felt left out. Sure, he hadn't the time to read these modern "newspapers" thoroughly, which entered the library to be archived, but . . .
Then he slapped his forehead. "The duke's mistress." Oh shit, did I say that out loud? His jaw dropped, and heat shot through his veins.
Anna and von Pasqualini looked in his direction, looked at each other, then laughed. All three women laughed. The noble's bodyguard had come closer, too.
"Yes," Frau von Pasqualini said. "The duke's mistress—and damned proud of it. No need to worry, Herr Rudolph. Thank you. By the way . . ." She sniffed. "Can I have a cup of coffee, too?"
****
"See, Anna," Max said, leaning back. "I had a kind of apprenticeship on my papa's and my uncle's construction sites. I've studied architecture in Bologna. I've designed concrete buildings in Grantville."
She took a deep breath. "I have no problems with calculating the amount of materials or manpower we need to build the New Wartburg. But when it comes to 'beauty,' I'm kind of lost."
Anna smiled knowingly. "I understand." She took a sip of her coffee.
"The library of Gotha is known for its richness of architectural drawings," Max continued. "So I thought I'd browse through them for some ideas."
Anna smiled again. "I understand." She exchanged glances with her husband.
"But . . ." Max frowned. "I think, what I really need, is someone who has already built—" she painted quotes into the air "—'down-time' buildings. Half-timber. Clay. Bri— Can you please tell me why you both are grinning so broadly?"
Anna broke into laughter. "What you need sits exactly before you."
"Before me? You?"
"Not me," Anna said, still grinning. "But my dear husband. Magister of the Arts Andreas Rudolph. Studied mathematics and architecture in Leiden. Did his Grand Tour with Otto Gericke. Visited all important towns and buildings in Europe. Helped his father to design and build the unfortunate fortifications of Magdeburg." Then she smiled lovingly at Andreas. "And rejected an offer from the same Otto Gericke for building the new opera house in Magdeburg to stay with his family in Thuringia.
"I think he's exactly whom you need."
New Wartburg construction site
Some days later
"What is this?" Andreas Rudolph asked, scowling. The monstrosity before him didn't look like a castle. It didn't look like anything he had ever seen before. The skeleton of a giant bridge perhaps, leading to nowhere, consisting only of some pillars and connections between them.
Wooden scaffolds offered the possibility of climbing onto this skeleton. Yes, it looked like the skeleton of a monstrous leviathan, lifting its skull threateningly into the sky over Eisenach.
Max laughed, steadying her horse. "That's always the first reaction, when somebody arrives here for the first time."
Then she turned her horse toward the village to their right. "Let me show you the plans; perhaps that will change your mind."
Change my mind! Andreas shook his head. Forcefully he averted his gaze from the—thing. That's certainly necessary.
****
"That surely looks better than the reality," Andreas said, looking up from the drawings to the monster's skeleton. "But what exactly do you want to build, Max? It's not a fortress, it's not a church, and it's not a palace. So, what is it?"
"A cultural center," she said. "A place for events. Balls, conferences, concerts, and so on."
"So the whole building is centered on a single large room?"
"More or less." Max shrugged. "There will be smaller rooms, a kitchen, and toilets—"
"But a single large room in the center?" Andreas asked impatiently and tapped with his finger on the plan. "And where are the windows for this large room? Do you want to light it with candles? That will become expensive."
"Um, well . . ."
Andreas turned the sheet, took a pencil. "I've been to Grantville, too," he said. "They've got these gleaming panels at the ceilings in their high school, but we won't have them."
He started to sketch. "When you have the 'large room' in this area, what about putting windows all along this wall? We could build a wooden framework, but instead of straw and bricks, we fill the space with glass. Double glass to be exact; that will keep the heating costs under control."
"Oh my goodness," Max gasped, staring at the sketch. "Glass?"
Her gaze went into the distance to the skeleton, then back to the paper.
"But yes, I think it's possible. We would need sheets with . . ." She tugged her pocket computer out of its sheath and started to calculate.
Andreas smiled. From the moment he first saw the large sheets of glass covering several buildings in Grantville, he wanted to try this out. Now was the opportunity. What did Anna say two years ago? "The most wonderful palace in Germany." Perhaps she had really inherited her great-grandaunt's second sight.
June 1635
Ruben Nasi had an imaginative mind. It was necessary for someone who constantly worked on unclear hints and orders. Being the duke of Sachsen-Eisenach's factor in Grantville for several years had taught him to take all surprises with a stoic mindset. And the stories he had been told about the building progress had prepared him for the view he encountered here.
More or less.
So his thoughts didn't show on his face when he visited the construction site for the first time. Much. Lifting his eyebrow was all he allowed himself before he steered his horse to the "architect's office."
The two younger men and an older one who followed him didn't try to hide their astonishment. They were discussing what they saw with loud voices and sweeping gestures.
"Ruben," he suddenly heard a familiar voice. Max had left the office, a middle-aged man and her Swedish bodyguard in tow.
Ruben dismounted. "Guten Tag, Frau von Pasqualini," he said and bowed deeply.
Now it was Max's turn to lift her eyebrows. Ruben hoped that his short side-glance to the men accompanying him was sending the right signals.
"I didn't expect you to come here," Max said, nodding slightly. Then turned to the man. "Andreas, this is Ruben Nasi, the governor's eyes, ears, and hands in Grantville. Ruben, this is Andreas Rudolph, architect from Magdeburg, my . . . um . . . right hand."
The men shook hands. "Frau von Pasqualini," Ruben said, pointing at his companions, "these are Nicolaus Greiner from Sonneberg, his nephew Hans Adam Greiner from Grumbach, and Stephan Müller the Younger from Schmalenbuche. They are all master glass makers. Nicolaus' father and Stephan's grandfather founded the famous glass works of Lauscha.
"Meine Herren, this is Freifrau Maximiliane von Pasqualini, the chief architect of this whole project."
Ruben could see that the formality of the introduction and the deep bows with which the men greeted her were embarrassing Max. But this time it's necessary. They should get the impression that we do them a favor, not vice versa.
In the meantime, a small cart drawn by another horse had stopped; a teenage boy climbed from the coach box and fastened the horse.
"So, Ruben, meine Herren, what are you bringing me?" Max asked.
"Some assorted samples from our glassworks," the older man Nicolaus answered, bowing again. "You might consider entrusting our company with the task to provide the window glasses you need for the New Wartburg.
"But first, Conrad," he told the boy, who had taken a package from the cart, wrapped in gift paper with an obvious up-time origin. "Please accept this gift as a sign of our devotion."
"Please be careful, meine Dame," Conrad said to Max. "It's heavier than it looks." Then he grinned impishly. " 'Handle with care,' " he continued in English.
A large goblet made from deep blue glass emerged from the package. Five heads were artfully engraved. Ruben could identify Max, Johann Ernst and Christine. Below he could see the heads of two children. Suddenly tears appeared in Max's eyes. "It's wonderful," she whispered. "Many, many thanks."
She cleared her throat and wiped her tears away. "Yes, I will 'handle with care'!" she said softly and smiled at the men surrounding her.
****
[image: Butzenglas]"This," Nicolaus explained the first sample, "is a standard window pane made from 'Butzenglas.' " The crown glass was light green; it had a circular bulge in the center that prevented looking through.
Ruben knew this kind of glass from the churches and patrician houses he had visited in his life. And, of course, from the 'outhouse' in Marksuhl, where a whole wall was constructed from a framework of these panes, each roughly a square foot in size.
"We have brought it with us," Stephan commented, "as a reference."
"Yes," Hans Adam continued. "This was the best we could do before the arrival of the up-timers. But then my father, may God rest his soul, decided to send me to Grantville. Stephan's father did the same for him. We were shocked by the giant windows they have there. And our families paid a lot of money to get all the available information on up-time glass making from the libraries."
"Which finally resulted," Nicolaus said with a deprecating stare to the youngsters and a whiff of elation in his voice, "in this."
"This" was another pane lying on a bed of straw in a wooden box that Conrad had unwrapped carefully. It was thinner than the crown glass, completely flat and shiny. Max took it carefully in both hands, held it against the sky, and Ruben could see that it was nearly perfect, only a slight grey haze tarnished the impression of perfection.
"It's very good," Max said slowly. Ruben could see a hint of disappointment in her eyes. He knew that the quality was not comparable to up-time glass.
"We built a new foundry in Lauscha with large tables made of bricks," Nicolaus explained proudly. "We cover them with sand and cast the molten glass on them. When it's cold, we grind it in six passes and polish each surface twice. It's the same process, which in the other world produced the mirrors of Versailles. I think," now his breast visibly swelled, "no, I'm sure it's the best window glass available in this world."
"But—" Ruben had silently listened the whole time, but now interjected softly, "the most expensive glass, too. Perhaps apart from wine goblets from Venice." He could see Max and Andreas flinch. The new castle—cultural center—had already devoured an enormous amount of money. And making one complete wall of the ballroom—over forty feet long, and fifteen feet high—from glass, would certainly tear another large hole in the project's coffers. Although the money from the collections all over Germany, big contributions from nobles and cities and many smaller contributions from people everywhere, had stuffed those coffers a little.
Max cleared her throat. "How large can you make this and what would it cost?"
"Three feet long, and three feet across at the moment," Nicolaus said. "And the price depends on the amount you buy. Normally we sell these plates for fifty guilders each."
Ruben could see panic appear in Max's eyes. Over three, no—remember the double glass—over six and a half thousand guilders just for the glass of one wall. That was a year's income of a small principality. A very small principality perhaps, but nevertheless a big sum of money. Plus all the other windows which were planned for the building.
And he also knew that the leeway for bargaining was small. The Greiners and Müllers had a near monopoly on the process. Not because of legal means—the up-timers were strictly against such business methods—but from their vicinity to Grantville and the time they had been working on it. Other glassmakers in the Thüringer Wald hadn't yet decided to try the new process and the ones in the Spessart or the Weserbergland, the other centers of glass making in Germany, most likely didn't even know about its existence.
The "nouveau riche" in Magdeburg were already lining up to buy the nearly perfect panes. So the price might go up in the near future.
Into the silence that followed Nicolaus' last sentence, Ruben spoke again. "There is another possibility." He could see Nicolaus frown.
"Yes," Hans Adam interjected eagerly. "Float glass. We started to make it."
Conrad unwrapped another package. The content was of similar size as the first one, but no way as impressive as the plate glass had been before. It also was nearly uncolored, but showed metallic stains, air bubbles and even a small black object embedded. One surface showed a slew of tiny ripples.
"You're joking," Andreas said. "Why should that be an alternative?"
"That's what I said," Nicolaus commented. "Pack it away."
"No, wait," Max said and took the piece of glass in her hands. "Is that really float glass?" She looked at the edge of the sheet, and then she gave it to Andreas. "That's the way all the up-time panes are made. I heard they needed seven years in the twentieth century to perfect the process."
Hans Adam nodded eagerly.
"And seven," Stephan said, "seven million up-time dollars, the encyclopedia says. We've been working on it for two years now and used about two thousand guilders from our family and two thousand from Herr Reuß. We've built the furnace, and we've built a tin bath, one foot wide, twenty feet long. We've not yet managed to seal the bath completely and fill it with protective gases. We are working on that problem at the moment." He took a deep breath. "But we already made a batch of nearly one hundred feet of glass." He pointed to the sheet in Andreas' hands. "In that quality."
"I think," Max said, "it would be good enough for most Germans who have had to live with oiled paper until now. It's already better than crown glass. Look, Andreas, it's completely even."
"One quarter of an inch thick," Hans Adam said contently. "The whole batch. And we can sell it for half a guilder per square foot and still have a profit.
"A very small profit," he added smirking in Max's direction. "No grinding, no polishing," he explained to Andreas. "We can cut it in every necessary length."
"But it's ugly and bad," Nicolaus said. "My glass is much better."
"Sure," Max answered soothingly. "And the rich people in Magdeburg and the nobles around will tear it out of your hands, even for ten guilders a square foot. It's a fine piece of craftsmanship, even a masterpiece."
Now she took a deep breath. "But believe me—that," she pointed to the stained sheet in Andreas' hands, "will be the future.
"Perhaps in ten years from now it will be as perfect as yours."
"So you will buy my glass for the castle?" Nicolaus insisted.
Max hesitated, looking helplessly from Andreas to Ruben and back again.
"There is a third possibility," Ruben finally said. "I've talked to an old couple in Grantville. They own a house with what they call an 'enclosed porch.' In fact it's a large balcony completely covered with large sheets of up-time glass. They are willing to sell it." He shrugged. "They certainly know what it's worth, but I personally think it's more suitable for a high window than Nicolaus' delicate plates.
"They told me about the measures they needed to take when a storm had been announced up-time. These large glass sheets tend to swing back and forth with strong winds, and I suspect—no offense intended, Nicolaus—that your glass might be too thin to survive that."
"Perhaps," Andreas interjected eagerly, "we can combine all these ideas."
He looked at Nicolaus. "A number of large mirrors in the ball room like in Versailles to enlarge the room optically. They have to be impressive. For these we can use the thinner glass. Using up-time measures for mirroring will make them even better than those they would have had in France.
"I envision them six feet high and two feet wide with gilt frames. Can you do this? Not now, we'll need them in spring next year earliest."
Ruben had noticed Nicolaus' face becoming very thoughtful on the mention how fragile his glass certainly was. Now his eyes lightened again and the glassmaker nodded firmly.
Then Andreas turned to Ruben. "The main window made from up-time glass, and—" to the younger men, "—we can take the float glass for the smaller windows. Believe me, there will be a lot of them."
Hans Adam and Stephan looked at each other, grinned, and then gave each other a very American high-five.
"A very good idea," Max said. "But we can go one step further. I'll talk to the duke and suggest that he invest in your float glass factory. That should give you," she looked into Hans Adam's and Stephan's grinning faces, "the freedom to build a wider facility with better results until next year. And we get the preemptive right for as much glass as we need to complete all the buildings here."
Ruben lifted an eyebrow. He hadn't met the young woman very often. He had heard from his cousin Samuel how forward she was, and now he had experienced it himself. Yes, that was an interesting business idea. If the young guys could get that project of theirs going, it might become a good, an extraordinarily good, source of income.
As far as he had learned from the enthusiastic stories Hans Adam had told him during the two days' way from Grantville, there were still a slew of technical problems; seals, purity of materials and so on. But no basic problems. Nothing that seemed insurmountable.
On the other hand, once the young men had solved these problems, they would have a head start of two or three years before anybody else could copy them. A monopoly in all but name. And Ruben's employers getting a perhaps substantial part of the profit.
Which in turn would bring Ruben a hefty commission. Not too bad for a week’s journey.


Chapter 23: Topping out, scoring high
Wartburg Construction Site
July 9, 1635
"Andy, Andy!"
Andreas Rudolph looked in the direction the voice came from. Only one person he knew called him "Andy." Bryant Burke, the up-timer.
The men had met several times during the last months. The up-timer was living in Marksuhl with his family, had been traveling through the duchy—um, county—while Andreas spent four days of each week on the construction site, and three days with his family in Gotha.
So from time to time, they had had the opportunity to sit over a stein of beer and exchange stories. Andreas still didn't yet understand completely what the younger man—who called himself a "software developer"—had been doing apart from traveling, and drinking beer with the "natives," as he called the inhabitants of West Thuringia, but the results were clearly visible.
New roads had been built in the county due to collaboration between towns, villages and companies. Dams and pipes providing fresh, clean water or electrical energy. Schools had been built by citizens, and then staffed and outfitted by the government.
Many small steps to "bring the society forward," as Bryant called it.
But the most important achievement was that the New Wartburg no longer looked like a skeleton of a leviathan, but had a wooden framework at its front and back. Of course, none of the glass they planned to use had arrived yet. The up-timers' sheets were resting in a warehouse in Grantville for now, and the others were not needed for at least a year.
Andreas looked up to the large beams holding the roof. He still wondered where in the county all these seasoned trunks had suddenly come from.
But with these beams in place now, the construction had made enough progress to justify celebrating Richtfest combined with Constitution Day and the duke's seventieth birthday.
The construction site was already populated with people, the craftsmen, their families, and a small number of dignitaries from Eisenach. Andreas was happy that Bryant had reserved places at a table for Andreas' family.
"Hi, Bryant," he greeted the up-timer. "You don't know my family yet. This is my wife Anna, my oldest daughter, also Anna, my son Andreas, and this our Elisabeth. You're playing babysitter today?"
"Yeah," Bryant said, while exchanging handshakes. "Sonia is on duty." He waved in the direction of a table, where the duke's family had taken place, a large twin carriage was standing, and Bryant's wife was apparently caring for the twins. "So I need to entertain our son." He pointed. "Come on, Cory, say hi to Mr. and Ms. Rudolph."
The boy stood and offered his hand, smiling shyly.
"Papa," Andreas junior said in that moment. "Can we please ride the cable car again? Please?"
"Oh, yes, Daddy," Cory chimed in. "Me too."
"Not yet," Anna told her son. "We'll use it later when the party is over. Come on, sit at the table; I'll get you something to drink."
"Don't want to sit." The three-year-old boy stamped with his foot. "Want to see the machines."
Andreas sighed. If the afternoon went on like that, the boy's mood would certainly deteriorate farther. On the other hand . . .
"Anna," he said to his daughter. "Would you like to prove that you're a big girl, and take your brother and Cory on a trip around the site?"
He could see how the girl was torn between two thoughts. On one hand, they had just discussed the evening before that Anna was now a big girl and would soon go to school. On the other hand, she didn't like to be responsible for her little siblings.
But then her gaze fell on Bryant's son who looked at her with pleading eyes. The girl visibly straightened. "Sure," she said.
"You can go to the grill first," Bryant said, and took a ten-dollar bill from his pocket. "Buy some bratwurst and something to drink for y'all."
"Yesss," Andreas junior yelled.
Anna took the money after her father nodded, and carefully put the bill in her purse.
With one smaller child holding each of her hands, she then disappeared between the people. Andreas sat down. The crowd wasn't thick enough to obstruct his view completely, and so he could see Anna and the others. They stopped at the grill, and he could see how his daughter discussed their wishes.
He grinned. Yes, this was a good test run for his oldest.
****
[image: ceremony]During the next hour Andreas got completely occupied in explaining the ceremony, which was about to take place, to Bryant. The governor and the master carpenter appeared on the highest point of the roof. Then a small tree decorated with ribbons in different colors was hoisted up, fixed there, and the master carpenter was shouting something. Everybody clapped their hands.
"I've seen that several times up to now," Bryant shouted through the turmoil. "Why the heck do they put a tree on the roof instead of a flag?"
Andreas had to shout as well. "It's a symbol of life and good luck. It's nearly the same with a Christmas tree. Would you replace that with a flag?
"If the building owner, in this case the governor, is not willing to buy the beer for the celebration, the carpenters hoist a broom instead."
Bryant laughed. "And what about these colored ribbons?"
"All the traveling carpenters own colored scarfs, where they carry their supplies during their journey. Most of them leave the construction site to travel on once the roof frame is up. So they fix their scarfs to the tree and hope that their employer fills it with food for their journey."
Then the governor took a hammer and hammered a large nail into the topmost beam.
The master carpenter shouted again, a cup in his hand; the rhythm suggested that it was a kind of poem, but due to the height of the roof, nobody could understand.
"They're in dire need of a good PA," Bryant commented.
"What?" Andreas asked.
"Never mind," Bryant said grinning. "Y'all know the text anyway, I suppose."
Finally, the master threw the cup down into the yard where it broke into shards, accompanied by frenetic cheering.
"It would be considered a bad omen," Andreas explained, "if the cup didn't break. It didn't break when we built the bastion to the east of Magdeburg, and you know how that ended."
Bryant shook his head. "You've got a lot of rituals and traditions."
"Sure," Andreas concurred. "All the people involved in such a project are proud to—what's the English term—show off."
Bryant chuckled.
"Andreas," Anna interrupted the men. "Have you seen the children recently?"
Andreas started. He had followed their movements for some time, but in the last ten minutes, he hadn't seen them. Better make it an hour, he thought after a look at the large clock at the unfinished tower.
"No," he said and stood. "I'll go looking for them."
Bryant rose, too. "Let's go."
They walked from the future courtyard on the plateau of the Wartenberg down to the craftsmen's village, then to the top station of the cable car. But the children were nowhere to be seen.
The people operating the big steam engine had seen them—an hour ago.
Slowly Andreas felt some worry arising. "We need to go up again and look between the material piles," he said to Bryant, pointing back to where they had been sitting.
"Don't you think we'd have seen them if they had come back?" Bryant asked.
Andreas shrugged. "They have to be here somewhere. Anna wouldn't voluntarily walk that steep road down to Eisenach."
Just as the two men crossed the bridge, where the old drawbridge had been, a childish shriek erupted just below their feet.
Two hours earlier
"Come on," Anna said to the two little boys. "I know where we'll get the best bratwurst."
She had to make the best out of it. Caring for two little children was not how she wanted to spend the afternoon—not with all those interesting machines on display. On the other hand, if she did well now, her parents might be willing to give her more freedom back home.
So with a filled bun in one hand and a cup of clean water in the other, the three kids first settled on the rampart around the large steam engine, which huffed and puffed all day.
"You must know," Anna started to explain. "There's a little demon in the water. His name is Dampfo. And as soon as you heat the water, he gets more and more unpleasant. And then he tries to escape, pushing against these steel rods."
"Pistons," Cory said. "They're called pistons."
Anna felt a little embarrassed. The three-year-old boy knew more words—at least English words—than her. On the other hand, he was an up-timer. Or at least born in Grantville to up-timer parents.
The boy lived among all those modern thingies, while Anna had to take all her wisdom from circulating comics dedicated to partially illiterate adults. "Der kleine Dampfo" told them about the dangers of steam engines. The little demon—called Steamo in the English version—got too angry if he was cooped up for too long a time or at a too high tem-pe-ra-ture.
And as soon as he got too angry, he was about to rip apart all of the engine, shooting the parts into everybody around.
Sure, Anna knew that there wasn't a real demon—Pastor Walther had explained that this was only a picture, and this kind of demons didn't exist. But for many people the devilishly grinning round face with the horns and fangs made the danger more apparent. And so it quickly became the sign for danger.
Many people had started painting the demon's face on modern things, which were dangerous without obviously showing that. Even if there was no steam involved. The poles at Gotha's market place, for example, holding copper wires, which connected the city's "hy-dro-e-lec-tric ge-ne-ra-tor" at the Leinakanal to the town hall, showed Dampfos in yellow.
Even at a bridge in Gotha, which a spring flood had nearly washed away, signs with Dampfo's face in blue had appeared the next day.
Anna knew that there had been another time not long ago, when no steam engines, generators, and electrical wires had existed. She had been born in 1629. Her memories of the siege and sack of Magdeburg consisted mostly of sitting in a cellar, where Opa had stored all his drawings. Mama had told her that she had lost a little sister then, but Anna couldn't remember.
She could remember the long odyssey through all the principalities between Magdeburg, Hamburg, Dresden, and many other towns and villages she didn't know the names of. Papa had shown her on a large map where they had been during the two years until they settled in Weimar, and then finally in Gotha, where Papa became a librarian.
That was when little Anna realized for the first time that something had happened—according to Papa just a couple of days after Magdeburg—which slowly but surely changed the world. She had lived with books all her life—apart from the two years on the trek—but the new ones that showed up in Papa's library were something completely different.
And whenever she asked where these wonderful books, newspapers, or comics came from, the answer was always "Grantville." The famous town that had somehow been somewhere else before and dropped out of the sky like a bird, filled with people who could do magic. Oh, they always denied it, but compared to the rest of the world the girl had encountered before, it was magic.
It only needed this black contraption in front of her to prove that. Before Grantville there had been no steam in Anna's world, no machines made of steel, no pistons and turning wheels, and steel cable, and, and, and . . .
"I'm bored," Cory said.
"I'm bored, too," Andreas said.
Anna was far from being bored. She could have sat here for a much longer time, looking at the moving parts of the steam engine, dreaming of one day building one herself.
But she had promised to take care of the boys, so she shook her head and stood. "What else do you want to do?" she asked. "Look at the big tools?"
"Naaa," Cory said. "That's even more boring."
"More boring," Andreas echoed.
"Okay," Anna said. "Let's go back to the table."
"Naaa," Cory insisted. "That's boring, too. I've got something better."
****
Just as the two men crossed the bridge, where the old drawbridge had been, a childish shriek erupted just below their feet. Another one joined in immediately.
Andreas' heart skipped a beat. What was happening there? Images of blood and gore flashed through his mind. Two steps brought him to the handrail. He leaned over. Now he could see the three children in the shadow below the bridge.
A scene of utter peacefulness greeted his eyes.
Anna was sitting in the grass, some kind of book—of course, what else—in both her hands, and the two little ones were dancing around her, jumping up and down, waving their hands and squealing.
At least it didn't look as if there was any imminent danger. But why had they shrieked?
Cory was shouting the same words over and over, which sounded like "Hai Skor," and little Andreas was trying to repeat them.
"What does he shout? Something about a shark? There's no water down there."
By now, Bryant was at the rail beside him. "Oh no, I told him to leave that damned thing at home."
"What 'damned thing'? The book Anna is holding?"
[image: gameboy]"That's not a book, my friend." Bryant straightened, frowning. "It's my old Gameboy."
"What? A boy for games?"
Bryant chuckled. "More of a 'game for boys.' But it seems your daughter does well enough with it. Judging by Cory's hollering, Anna just beat my ten-year-old high score in Tetris."
****
Author's notes:
Brotterode was the only Lutheran village in the Schmalkalden principality, which was ruled by the landgraves of Hesse.
Andreas Rudolph's story about becoming a librarian (and body servant) in Gotha for the sake of his family after a career of fortress architect in Magdeburg, forced work for Tilly after the sack, flight to Hamburg and then to Thuringia is historical.
He later designed the new castle Friedenstein in Gotha for Duke Ernst of Sachsen-Gotha-Eisenach. He also started to build the castle, but then Ernst decided for another design by Caspar Vogel, which resulted in some style breaks in the finished castle.
The Greiner (Gryner, Greyner) family, led by the first generation Hans, immigrated to Thuringia from Swabia in 1525; they first settled near Schleusingen (Henneberger Land). The fourth generation Hans, called 'Schwabenhans,' born in 1550, moved to Sonneberg and founded a new glass factory together with his friend Christoph Müller in 1575. His factory still exists today, directed by Michael Greiner, generation XIII.
Hans IV's oldest son Peter moved into the Reuß Herrschaft southeast of Rudolstadt and together with Christoph Müller's son Christoph the Younger founded a new glass factory, or better a whole new village named Grumbach, in 1616. Peter's five sons Hans Adam, Hans Georg, Hans, Hans the Younger, and Conrad all became glassmakers. All three daughters married husbands with the last name Müller, at least one of them another glassmaker.
Hans IV's younger son Nicolaus, called 'Schwabenklaus,' inherited the original glass factory, which later became the town of Lauscha. One of his descendants, Elias Greiner Vetters Sohn, invented the glass marble in 1849.
Hans IV's youngest son Hans V moved to Bischofsgrün near Bayreuth in Franconia. And yes, he founded another glass factory in 1616.
Christoph Müller's two older sons Stephan and Hans moved to Schmalenbuche, 15 miles south of Schwarzburg, in 1607. Their glass factory reportedly produced windows and mirrors.
All the glassmakers in Germany massively married in the craft at that time; since many of them lived in houses deep in the forest (making the so-called forest glass) they had no social contacts to the towns near them.
The whole genealogy of these families can be found here and here.
****







The Undergraduate, Episode Five
Written by Jack Carroll and Edith Wild
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"Shall I blow out the lamp now?"
"Yes, go ahead, Thomas. I've been thinking. I'm glad you brought Karl home. It gave me a chance to watch him with our Dora. Did you see the way he looked at her and listened to her?"
"At Dora? It seemed to me he looked at all of them. Us, too." Thomas settled into bed and took her in his arms.
"Well, yes, he noticed they were there, and talked politely with them. Heidi is prettier, I suppose, but it was Dora he kept coming back to. I wonder if some of it is because he can talk with her about what you all do together. After all, Heidi and Sabina aren't smith's daughters. Dora hasn't said much, but anyone ought to be able to see that they like each other. And you said yourself you could take him seriously as a suitor."
"When he's established in his own shop, yes. But he's mentioned that he's been saving all he can, and I've heard that machinists can almost name their own wages, there are so few of them. The Fritsches have nobody better to head their machine work, though he's still a journeyman. So he might manage it before Dora has enough of a dowry."
"So, should we encourage it?"
"Why put our thumb on the scales before we have to? While they're still getting their feet under them, they can get to know each other better, and we can watch how he behaves and understand him better, before we have to speak. We haven't known him from childhood, the way we have Matthias. I would never worry about how Matthias would treat her. I only worry whether he will succeed in this new trade."
"Matthias is why I'm asking your thoughts. I can't make Matthias out these days. I don't know whether he came again after all this time, only because of a half-promise in his own mind. Dora is upset. She doesn't know what to think."
"You think he isn't sure about her any more? Well, maybe you have better eyes for that than I do. But I think all we can do with either of them is watch and wait. Watch, especially."
"Well. Maybe so. I'm glad your cold is getting better. Sleep well." She turned on her side, and her breathing slowed.
****
Dora dreamed of birds singing in a tree at the edge of a sunny field. As the mists of sleep vanished in the light from the window, she really was hearing a bird singing outside. Then the church bell chimed. She hurried to wash her face and hands. One of her dresses needed washing, but there wasn't time now. She put on the other and went downstairs. Mama had a pot of porridge and some broth, keeping hot on the back of the stove.
"Good morning, Dora! You must have slept well. Your cheeks are all rosy this morning."
"That must be from the cold water I washed with. But yes, I slept like a hedgehog in the frost time. I always feel happier after some good company, don't you?"
"Well, unless the company is certain people I won't name, I do, especially if there's singing. So last night's company made you happy? Never mind, I can see you smile. Here, I'll fill a bowl for you. Your father has already gone to the mill, and he'd like your help keeping good notes, if they don't need you right away in the office."
"Oh, they must be starting early because Karl can only stay until just after midday. All right, I won't dawdle."
Mama didn't say anything more, but her eyes twinkled.


Magdeburg
Papers signed. Fees paid. Time to sit down with his faculty adviser and work out a class schedule for the fall term. Matthias was a little nervous about what kind of a welcome he was likely to get from Professor Dailey, after being absent from college for more than a year. But . . .
"Hello, Matthias, good to see you back here. I hear you had quite a rough introduction to the working world. I wish I'd thought a little more before suggesting that ore analysis to you. I had no idea where it was going to lead."
Matthias gave him a relieved smile. "Well, it wasn't you who talked me into going for the gold. So to speak. But Uncle Berthold made my ears ring about making a plan and sticking to it. After what happened, I had to admit there was logic to what he said, however he said it. So now the plan is to finish my degree before I do anything else. And he thinks I should study some business while I'm here, to go with it. Accounting and finance, at least, whenever it will fit in."
"Hmm, not a bad idea. We could take a look at when you might be able to do that, without slowing down the core curriculum. Whether you go into business yourself or work for somebody, you'd be more valuable if you understand money and management. For this term, though, let's put together a course list you can take here in town where the lab is, so you don't lose half your time running back and forth to the new campus. Math is still your bottleneck, starting out without the courses the Grantville high school kids get. Let's see . . ." He studied Matthias' transcript for a few seconds. "What do you say to taking the algebra and trig exams unofficially this afternoon, so we can see whether you need a little refresher tutoring before we drop you into calculus and analytic geometry? I'd really hate to have you get swamped."


Zur Gelben Ente
The two men sitting beside young Raimund Treck were influential enough, a patriarch in the Treck mining family and the county administration's Amtmann. For a tiny firm, TEF Metals, Inc. seemed to be attracting notice in the world.
"This appears to be more than a stockholders' meeting, Stefan. You have some things to tell us?"
"Yes, Herr Felbers, Frau Ehrenhardt, I'll get right to business. You've been asking when and how your investment capital can be retrieved. We are now able to give you an answer."
"We look forward to that with great interest. The recent dividends have been very welcome, but they come slowly."
"Yes. Well, I've been able to find enough investors to purchase your shares, Frau Ehrenhardt." He glanced around the table. But there was something in the way he said that, and his posture . . . and here it came. "As I'm sure you're aware, I have some savings, and as soon as I properly understood what this business can become, I made the decision to save as much of my salary as possible. Now, I don't have enough cash of my own on hand to buy out your whole investment, and I would consider it imprudent to borrow that much. So I must combine with others. Hence Herr Augustin Treck, here, and Herr Erhard Faulstich, who each have their own reasons to join, and Herr Raimund Treck, who is of course already a stockholder. Herr Fimbel declined to make an offer today, preferring to invest in further education at the college next year, and of course you're well acquainted with Herr Matthias Ehrenhardt's financial position. But between us, we are prepared to offer you all that you invested."
Berthold stared at him for two seconds, trying to decide what to respond to first. "Are you telling me you intend to drop everything and make a career of this? You have no intention of coming back to Eisenach, with all that was left undone?"
"I would have gone on my own some time soon, Herr Felbers. Working under you was always an apprenticeship in business, even if it wasn't called that. If any of this surprises you, it should be only that this is the time, and not some other. This is too precious an opportunity to let slip away."
"By Jesus, what if the Werra project slips away? There is much to do, and little time to do it in!"
"I know the situation well enough. The capital is what you need the most, and we offer that here and now. But if you truly need me at a critical moment, I can get away for a few days at a time, now that things are in proper order here. You taught me the value of good will in business, and I believe we each have reason to keep the other's good will."
Berthold folded his hands on the table and leaned forward. "Perhaps. And just why would I need your good will if you leave my employ?"
"Because you and your associates will soon have need of a great deal of electrical grade copper. It would benefit you to be on good terms with a supplier willing to sign a contract with a set delivery schedule and a set price, and believe me, our production is about to go up sharply. So, Frau Ehrenhardt, here are the offers from the four of us, to buy out your stock." He passed over a sheet of paper.
Grete looked at the paper, then at Berthold as his eyes came back up. Berthold snorted. "Stefan, this adds up to precisely what Grete invested in the first place."
"Yes, we were able to meet that sum, so that all of your capital can be retrieved to use as you wish."
"Good try, Stefan, and you even managed to keep a straight face, but you know me better than that. When was I ever content to simply get back what was invested, in any venture? What would be the point of investing, if there was no profit at the end? She took a risk when the founders needed it most, and the company is now worth a great deal more than it was then."
"It's worth more because I made it so. Very quickly, I might add."
"Yes, you did, and you were paid a proper salary for doing it. Your money was never at risk. Hers was. The stock price will reflect the capital gain."
Old Treck narrowed his eyes. "Spare us the lecture on elementary finance, Felbers." He reached out and stabbed his finger down on the paper. "Here is the bottom line. This is how much money we offer at this moment. The matter to be settled here is how many of those shares it will buy us at this moment. Everything else we can talk about afterward." The bargaining had begun.


The Faulstich home
Mansfeld
"How gracious of you to invite us, Herr Faulstich! The roast duck was excellent, certainly better than we might have found at an inn."
"I'm pleased that you enjoyed it, Frau Ehrenhardt, and I'll pass on your compliment to Aristide. He really is an excellent cook. We're fortunate to have him here in Mansfeld."
"Oh, yes, Papa, what would life be without a decent dinner? Or some music and dancing?"
"Now, Elisabeth, it would still be life, and it's not that long ago far too many people had neither. We've been fortunate."
"Yes, I suppose so. And thank you so much for the green silk. Gisela and I are almost ready to start sewing. It will make such wonderful new gowns for Mama and me. If you don't mind . . . ?" She half-rose.
Faulstich gestured toward the stairs, palm-up. "I understand, Elisabeth. Herr Felbers and Frau Ehrenhardt and I have some things to talk about anyway. Come down later and sing for us, all right?"
She bounded away with a gay wave of the hand and a dazzling smile. Berthold couldn't help watching her leave. Elisabeth Faulstich was a stunningly beautiful girl. Really extraordinary, and very graceful. As he brought his attention back to their host, a quick smile of amusement crossed Grete's face for just a moment. Or maybe an expression of something else; it was hard to tell. At any rate, Berthold had no doubt at all that Erhard Faulstich had a reason for offering them a fine dinner and a comfortable guest room overnight, after the day's business was done.
Faulstich was looking back at him. "Would you care for coffee or wine, while we talk?"
"Wine for me, if you please." He glanced at his wife.
"For me, the same."
Gisela, the maid, half-curtsied as she carried away the last of the serving dishes. Faulstich settled back in his chair. "Well. Your reasons for withdrawing from the metal refining investment drew my curiosity, Frau Ehrenhardt. I caught a few bits, and would like to know more, if it isn't confidential. I understand you're taking part in a large venture to make electricity? This is a mining county, and electricity seems to be part of the whirlwind of change sweeping through here. I'd be interested in whatever you can tell me about what's involved in the business of doing it on a large scale."
"Ah. Berthold, why don't you begin?"
"All right, Grete. Well, to understand electricity as a business, it's necessary to first understand a little of the principles of making it. You have mountains and rain here, so you'd be turning your generators with water, yes? You know about water power, I'm sure, but our Dutch engineer tells us there are new mathematical principles that show exactly what can be done with water and how best to do it. With the new kinds of wheels . . ."


Grantville
Nat Davis could hardly complain about the rumble and clang Hanni Feldbaum was making, punching out sheet metal chassis for Grantville Radio Labs. She was an ace operator on that big turret punch. Unfortunately, the only place left to put the beast was right outside his office.
So much for literally keeping an open door policy. The best he could do was put up a sign, "Come on in, sorry about keeping the door closed," and hope it would be enough to let everybody who worked for him know they could come see him when they had something to say. And start thinking about where to get some more space. Again.
He looked up from the balance sheet in front of him when Leonhard Weicker walked in with a letter in his hand―and closed the door again before even trying to talk. "Whaddya got, Len?"
"Boss, you remember that crankshaft Louis Giamarino made for old man Dunkelberger, two, maybe three months back?"
"Sure. Never heard anything more about it, after we shipped it. Does he want some changes?"
"No. He wants another hundred like it. Maybe some more orders afterward, if it sells like he thinks."
"Good, that's a nice chunk of business, not that we're short of backlog." He turned to look at the schedule board on the inside wall. "Hmm, maybe the big lathe at the Schwarza production plant. We could free that up pretty soon. But we'll have to tool up, we can't run an order that size one-at-a-time. Tooling is what's gonna take time, even if we keep it simple. What kind of delivery is he asking for?"
"Well. He'd like the first two in three weeks. And ten every week after that."
"Holy catfish! That guy's been a good customer, but Lou's out sick with the galloping whoopsies, and I've got to go on the road next week. Anybody else around here I'd want to throw that kind of job at is loaded to the eyeballs. We could make the production rate easy once it's on the machine, but no way three weeks is gonna happen."
Leonhard walked over to the board. His finger reached out toward one of the magnetic markers. "What if we . . ."
Nat shook his head. "Uh-uh. I'm not pushing some other customer back to slip in a new order. Not unless it's a defense priority. I don't play those kind of games."
"So we say no?"
"Well, I hope not, except for the three weeks part of it. Call up Marcantonio's, they're the biggest tool-and-die shop around."
"Ja, everybody else knows it, too. I talked to them yesterday about something else. They're backed up worse than we are."
Nat tossed his pencil down on the desk, and looked out through the glass at nothing in particular, thinking. One of the junior machinists on the shop floor was setting up a job on a vertical mill. The new Braun & Scharff vertical mill . . . Brain cells clicked together. What the heck. "Got an idea. This is off-the-wall, but the guys at B&S could do it, for sure. I wonder if they could fit it in?"
Leonhard shrugged. "Busy place, but that reminds me, I was over there last week to see what they've got that they didn't have the week before, and they were crating up a nice-looking vernier index table. And guess where it was going? Fritsche Brothers, in Bischleben."
"Fritsche Brothers, huh? That's where Karl Reichert went, isn't it?"
"Ja, I think so."
"Karl Reichert. Smart guy, he was a good machinist when he was here. He's got to be better by now. Yeah. Send them a telegram, find out if he can take on a fixture job. If they say yes, airmail the crankshaft prints."
Leonhard gave back a startled look. "Airmail? The train could get them there by morning, if I mail them now."
"Fine, but send that telegram. I want an answer right away, especially if it's 'No.'"


Magdeburg
It was a good enough room, a little closer to school than the one he'd shared with Germund, and just a bit larger. Matthias had finally resorted to advertising in the newspaper for someone to share the rent. Ulf Duben was an oiler in one of the factories, a thoroughly decent fellow even if there were still people who thought a son of a knacker was unehrlich, but he wasn't somebody Matthias could ask for help with calculus. He'd been talking about becoming a steamfitter, which certainly offered a good future.
"Coming to church, Matthias?"
He looked up. "What? Is it time already?" He closed the book with a thump. "All right, maybe we can pick up some food on the way back so I can eat while I go over this again. This chapter on integrating trig functions is making my head spin. I'm going to have to stay on it once we get back here. If I can get that clear in my head, maybe I can get off a letter to Dora before bedtime, and tell her how things are going."


Bischleben
Karl pinned up the first of the blueprints to the wall. There was his fixture design, staring him in the face, checked and signed off by Giamarino himself, but it was still his own reputation spread out on that sheet for all to see, if he had it wrong. Stacked on the bench were the index plate castings, made to his specifications, and the two special-size reamers and matching drills, custom-ground at Braun & Scharff. He really didn't trust a fly cutter for this. You wanted to play in the big leagues, Reichert. Time to step up to the plate. He lifted one of the castings, clamped it to the milling machine, and chucked an edge finder in the spindle.


Sömmerda
It would have taken close to a week to send for more parts to speed up the last roller pair so Pels could do his next test. It made more sense for Thomas Hammel to knock out a pair of shaft supports on the forge and shape the ends with a file to fit the test bed rails. Even files were better these days. There was a piece of shaft left over from a machine repair. It was bigger than he really needed, but it was easiest to use what he had, and there was a drill on hand that could make the right size hole in a bearing cut from a stick of firewood. It didn't need to last long, to tell them whether they were on the right track.
He looked over to the other bench. Dora was nearly done whittling the pair of pulleys they'd need for the run.


Grantville
"You wanted to see me, Lou?"
Louis Giamarino gestured at the fixture parts lined up on the big surface plate in the toolroom. "Yeah, Nat. I went over it myself. I don't see anything out of tolerance here. The locating surfaces he put on the side are a slick idea. All we need to do to get the two sets lined up on opposite ends of the workpiece is slide them on after the main journals are ground, lay the end fixtures on a surface plate so they're at the same angle, and lock the collets. Gives us a clear shot at everything in between, once it's on the lathe. Wouldn't do it that way for mass production, but for a hundred it's plenty good enough. He even came up with a simple rig for center-drilling both ends in line with each other right on the lathe, so we don't need a separate operation on a milling machine and another big fixture."
"So you're happy with it? What's the next step?"
"Take it over to Schwarza this afternoon and run a couple of pieces myself to make sure it works, then walk the machine operators through setting it up and using it. Karl's operation sheet is pretty good. I don't think I'll have to touch that."
"Glad to hear it. Let me know how it goes."


Magdeburg
[image: tool]One of the Latin school students stuck his head in the seminar room, about the fourth time the metal weight hit the sandbox. The metronome kept clicking. "What's all this noise in here? Are you repairing the building, or just breaking it apart?"
Matthias couldn't resist giving him a logically precise answer. "No."
The youngster looked at him blankly, caught off guard. Well, a Latin school student ought to be used to linguistic precision by his age.
"No, I'm not repairing the building or breaking it apart. I'm refuting the ancients, by something they didn't bother to do, a simple physics experiment." He gestured at the apparatus, a pulley mounted high on the wall, with a cord over it, and slightly unequal weights on the two ends. "This is called Atwood's machine. The total mass of these two weights is a kilogram, but the difference between them is a tenth of a kilogram. So when I haul the lighter weight to the floor and let it go, the whole thing accelerates at a tenth of a gravity, slow enough so I can observe by eye where it is at the end of each second along that calibrated scale behind it. And by that I can verify that it moves at constant acceleration, not constant speed. And test the correctness of the equation that describes the motion."
"What? Didn't Aristotle say . . ."
Matthias smiled, and reached up again for the smaller weight. "Watch."


Bischleben
Friedrich Fritsche brought the latest box of parts up the stairs. "Here you go. I hope you can do these as quickly as you said. We seem to be getting a lot of these small jobs all of a sudden."
[image: valves]"Ever since that tooling job for Davis. I think he must have been satisfied, and told some people." Karl looked inside. It was a few dozen cast iron valve handles from The Steam Engine Company down near Grantville. He looked at the wrinkled print on top of the parts. Each one needed a slightly tapered square hole through the hub, and then both sides had to be faced off so the hub would have the correct thickness to fit the valve stem. There was a custom broach wrapped in oiled paper, and a couple of go/no-go gauges. "This is pretty simple. I wonder why they didn't do it themselves?"
"Too busy, maybe? It almost doesn't need a machine shop."
"It wouldn't, if it was wrought iron. You could just heat it up and drive a punch in, and do the rest on the anvil. Well, why don't I face the flat surfaces on the lathe and bore the center, and then you can broach the square hole on the arbor press. We'll need a simple fixture for the piece to rest on."


Magdeburg
Matthias went back three pages, and started reading again. The naming rules for hydrocarbon molecules should have been easy enough, for anyone who'd managed to learn to speak grammatically correct Latin without having to think about it. So why was it 3-ethyl-2-methylhexane, and not 2-methyl-3-ethylhexane? Oh. Here it was in a footnote. Alphabetical order, not positional order or length of functional group. An odd way to do things.
A couple of pages later, he hit another stumbling block. How were stereoisomers possible in straight-chain alkanes, without any double bonds to prevent rotation? He stared at the ball-and-stick diagram some more and visualized the three-dimensional layout of the carbon atom's bonds, and it began to make sense.
What he really wanted to know was, how had they made all those polymer plastics with such precision and purity up-time? But there was a lot of chemistry and mechanical engineering yet to learn, before there would be any hope of understanding that.
He rubbed his eyes, and decided it was time to get up and walk around. But if he was going past the mailbox at the corner anyway, he ought to finish the letter to Dora that had been on his desk for days, and take it along. He pounded his brain for five minutes for something to say to end it properly. Finally he gave up, signed, folded, and sealed it, and stuck on a stamp.


Sömmerda
Dora picked up the mail as she came in the door. "A letter from Matthias, Mama." She flicked her finger through the seal.
"Hmmph. Only one sheet. What does he say?"
"He says they learned to make a chemical they need for determining exactly how strong an acid solution is. He says it's an important step forward, and many industries will benefit."
"What else?"
"He got a bigger dividend payment from the metal refining shop. He's less worried about paying tuition, and he's sure he can afford the train tickets to travel at Christmas break."
"Nothing about you? Us?"
"He hopes we're well."
"Hmmph. What's the other one in your hand?"
"It's a note from Karl, that came tucked into a business letter to the mill. He hopes Papa and I might have business in Bischleben again some time soon, or Erfurt, where he could walk to in an hour, and there's a long, outrageous joke in it about a what a Swabian does to our German language. Here, you can read it."


Bischleben
"Georg, I've never seen so many inquiries. Look at this one. Two thousand hardened twelve-millimeter nuts. No drawing, just some handbook page reprinted in Grantville. And here, a drawing for a connecting rod, twenty-eight of them. All machine work, not smithing."
"I think it was that Davis tooling order that did it. Word got around. Now everybody knows about us. You and I can do some of this work, but . . . Karl! Will you come down here? We need to talk about all this."
"Coming, Herr Fritsche."
Half a minute later, Friedrich pointed to the papers stacked on the drawing table. "Have you seen what's been coming in? It's extraordinary."
"I've seen some of it, of course. I know I've been falling behind. Are you displeased?"
"No. More business is nothing to be displeased about, and it seems to be because your work is being recognized. But now we must decide what to do. Clearly, there is more coming in than one machinist can take on―" A smile flickered across the corner of his mouth. "―even with two gray old smiths lending a hand. So, we either pick and choose jobs, or we somehow find a way to do more." He looked a question at both men.
Karl took a deep breath. "Yes. I have thought about this. If I order a set of turrets for the lathe, or make them, it will become a hand screw machine, and run some of these production jobs much faster. But the milling machine work is growing, too. We need a second one, or we will before long."
"But one man can't run two milling machines. We can't even keep everything we have working now, and still do the forge work."
"No. We can't. So if we add another machine, we must have an operator to run it after I set it up, maybe two operators. And I believe the time has come for an apprentice."
"An apprentice? To have an apprentice, we would need to have a master machinist!"
Karl's hand came to rest on the stack of drawings and letters. "So we would, a master with his own shop, yes? Well, I have some money saved, and I've talked with the Abrabanel bank. With a loan from them, I can buy the parts for the lathe, and a small milling machine for precision jobs. They're making better ones now, you know. I'm willing to make that investment, for a share of the business."
Georg stared at him. "You'd put in all the money you have, and more besides, to become a partner with us? Is that what you mean? That's a bold proposal."
"I suppose it is, but I have my reasons. Masters, you've asked me to show you the new methods I learned in Grantville, and you've put them to quick use." He paused, and looked them in the face. "Is that enough to satisfy you that I can teach an apprentice?"


Eisenach
Grete looked up from her sewing. "Business in the capital, to do with the Werra project? Certainly, I'd like to go with you, Berti. Why, we might be able to go hear the Magdeburg Symphony in the evening, and perhaps Matthias could go hear it with us. Their playing is supposed to be magnificent. And if we go all that way, we ought to stop in Mansfeld, to look in on what they're doing at the shop. I've been thinking, it might be a good idea to just keep my remaining stock, if Stefan's plans look sound. I'll want your opinion about that, and Matthias' about this 'electro-winning' process he thinks will save money and capture much more of what's in the ore. Do you know, Stefan wants to be styled 'general manager' now, instead of 'factor'? He thinks it will sound more modern to customers. Oh, we ought to let the Faulstichs know we'll be there. Perhaps we might make a little social visit—after all, there's no telling when a connection to the Wettins and the Magdeburg city council could be useful. He seems to like you."
Grete was sometimes an overflowing fountain of ideas, when she got going. "It's a thought, Grete, it's a thought. There might be time enough. Let's see how it looks when all the appointments in Magdeburg are firm."


The Faulstich home
Stefan Gerstner set down his briefcase on the table. "Thank you for letting us meet here for company business, Herr Faulstich."
"It's my pleasure, Stefan, and more comfortable than the tavern. We have space enough, for anything that can be discussed without going up to the shop."
"Well, you're welcome to come see what we're doing there, any time."
"I'll try to do that again, the next time I tour the villages. There are several aspects I need to become a little more familiar with."
Augustin Treck shifted a little, where he was standing in front of the stove. "What I want to become a little more familiar with is how our costs would be affected by this new process you want young Ehrenhardt to give us a report on. If it saves money on charcoal for the smelting, I want to know how, and how much. Is anyone else doing it, and does it work for them?"
Stefan gave back a judicious nod that could have fit on an older man. "That, and are there pitfalls to step around, what would it cost to set up, and how much experimenting might it take to get it working right? Those would all have an effect on how much it might help our profits, and how soon we might see the increase, eh?"
Gisela put her head in from the entryway. "Herr Felbers and Frau Ehrenhardt."
"Ah, yes, come in, please. Gisela, show Herr Matthias Ehrenhardt right in when he arrives."
****
Matthias hadn't been to the Faulstich residence before, but the directions in the letter were clear enough. It looked well-kept, but you'd expect that someone responsible for much of a whole Stift's affairs wouldn't need to skimp. Having someone like this as a fellow stockholder was perhaps a double-edged sword; an Amtmann was in a position to sweep away many obstacles, but on the other hand it laid open every detail of the company's finances and operations to the county's de facto lords, the Wettins and the Magdeburg city government. So far, the arrangement seemed to be working, though.
The front door opened as he approached. A woman in servant's clothing looked at the portfolio in his hand, and beckoned. "Herr Ehrenhardt? This way, please." She opened an inner door.
"Yes, thank you." He stepped into a good-sized room on the ground floor, where several people were talking.
As he entered, Aunt Grete rushed over to him and took his hands. "You're looking well, Matthias. That school must be feeding you properly. Here, I'll introduce you to everyone. Here in front of us is our host, Herr Erhard Faulstich . . ."
". . . so, what have you found out about this electrical smelting trick?"
Matthias smiled. "That's not a bad way to think of it. It's not really smelting, and it's not completely electrical, but what it does is use electricity instead of heat to supply most of the energy to separate copper from its ore. Using heat means paying for fuel. Charcoal is expensive, coke is becoming less so, at least where the trains can bring it, but it still costs. Electricity is cheaper, as long as we can get it from water power, and don't have to use coal to make steam. Now, to understand how it works, I'll have to show you the chemistry. It's commonly done with two kinds of ores, oxides and sulfides. Both can be found around here. Now with sulfides . . ."
A sudden rush of footsteps on the staircase at the side of the room momentarily drew Matthias' attention away from the process diagram he was just picking up from the stack of notes in front of him. A young woman about his own age came flitting down the stairs with a cheerful smile on her face. He lost his train of thought completely and froze. He had never seen anyone so beautiful.
"Oh, Papa, you have people here? Mama and I are just going to visit . . ." And she was through to the entryway. He caught just a glimpse of an older woman who looked very much like her, before the inner door closed.
Aunt Grete was looking at him, but she didn't say anything. He gave his head a slight shake, and looked down at the diagram in his hand to get himself back on track. "With sulfides, one method starts by roasting the ore in air to turn it into an oxide, but that doesn't take nearly as much heat as smelting it all the way to copper metal. The roasting is done in an enclosed chamber, because the main by-product is sulfur dioxide, which is not only noxious if released, it's worth money if it's captured and further processed to . . ."


Sömmerda
Thomas straightened up. "It looks good and solid, Karl, it should hold up fine for extended testing, but you really didn't have to come up here with it."
"I suppose not, Herr Hammel, but I wanted to see whether the flyer-winder really works right with the roller train feeding fibers to it. And there's another reason. I wanted to give you this, Dora." He brought a comb out of his coat pocket and held it out. It glittered almost like silver in the sunlight coming in the south windows.
She took it in her hands and turned it over, looking at it from all sides, and finally looked back at him. "This is beautiful, Karl. The teeth are so even and smooth, even at the root. I've never seen anything quite like it. Where did it come from?"
"I made it on the milling machine, with a little fly cutter I ground to make the profile of the teeth. I hardened it in the forge afterward. It's spring steel, so it ought to last a lifetime with any luck. There was a batch of hardware parts going out for nickel plating, so I sent it along."
"Is—is this a courting gift?"
"Yes. Let me tell you about my new arrangement with the Fritsche brothers."


Beside the Werra
Berthold Felbers contemplated the construction crew on the far bank, digging a foundation hole for the wheel pit. Steam hissed into the air, as the machine pivoted, dropped another scoop into the dump wagon, and turned to reach down into the excavation again. Hannes Bosboom stepped out of the tent behind him and strode over to where he was standing. Another crew was putting up a construction office so the paperwork could be out of the weather; meanwhile some blueprints were laid out on a couple of planks propped on sawhorses, with river rocks for paperweights.
Berthold jerked his head over his shoulder. "Well, Bosboom, now we've done it. That's the consortium's money we're spending over there. All this planning had better be right."
The Dutch engineer gave back a judicious nod. "True enough, Herr Felbers. But I am confident, not foolishly arrogant for no better reason than the accumulated experience of twenty-seven years dealing with water works. Of course I had another engineer examine every calculation, and that was after we drilled in dozens of places and tested samples from everywhere the dam and powerhouse will rest. Fear not, it will stand."
"A master's confidence, yes, but there is never certainty in this world. Still, I understand, it's no higher than a common mill dam, and they stand through the winter's ice and the spring floods well enough. And thinking of that, it's an irony that we can't take advantage of all the high ground around us to build taller. But the townspeople upstream would certainly disapprove."
"Ha! I should think so! Not that we have no other tricks for later on, to raise a head of water without flooding towns. But we must leave our grandchildren something to do, eh? Let them go to the Alps and build dams taller than the Ring wall."


Magdeburg
December
"Nice, Matthias. You nailed that concentration. If you're interested, the lab assistant spot for next term is open, and I think you could do a good job at it. It's mostly preparing samples and reagents for the first year classes."
"Thank you, Professor Dailey, I could use the money. Thank you for your confidence."
"You've earned it. Come see me after the new year, and we'll go over it."
****
Herr Folte:
Since you ask my opinion, following the reports by Master Pels and Master Hammel which you have sent copies to me, my belief is that the test beds for the different parts of the spinning machine have accomplished their purpose. Your craftsmen now understand the motions necessary to spin linen thread mechanically, and can explain what is required.
My opinion, therefore, is that the time has arrived to seek the services of the machine designers at Marcantonio's machine shop in Grantville, who could create a set of engineering drawings for a practical spinning machine. It would be best to hold the consultations at your mill, where the designers could see the test beds in operation and possibly conduct further tests. If you think it would be useful, I could come to Sömmerda again, to help explain what we built and have learned.
Of course, our shop remains ready to make any of the machine parts which you may desire to order from us.
Scriptum Bischleben
Cordially,
Karl Reichert
****
My dear Dora,
The term is ending soon, and I know now that I will have enough left for traveling. I've missed you, and I look forward to seeing you again on the way home to Eisenach. There is other good news besides . . .


Sömmerda
"Matthias!" Dora's hand flew to her breast. "I wasn't expecting to see you. Haven't you gotten my letter?"
"Letter? No. Maybe it's in Magdeburg now, I left several days ago. I had to wait in Erfurt for the weather to get better before I could walk up here from the train station. What did it say?"
"Oh. This is difficult. Maybe it's best to . . . Papa, Karl, will you come in here?"
"Coming, Dora." A young man with a book half-open in his hand, about Matthias' age, came in from the kitchen. Herr Hammel followed close behind, with an unreadable expression on his face.
"Karl, this is Matthias Ehrenhardt, I told you of him."
"Herr Ehrenhardt." Karl offered a sort of uncertain half-bow.
"Matthias, this is Karl Reichert. He is a master machinist, who has been doing work for the mill. He has been courting me, and on Papa's advice I have agreed. We are to be married."
Matthias' knees went weak for a moment. "What? I don't understand. I thought . . . Do you mind if I sit down?"
Herr Hammel gave him a look that had to be sympathy, and waved to one of the chairs. "No, of course not. Please."
"What happened?"
"Matthias, I didn't know where I stood with you. I hardly heard from you for the last year, and when you did write, it was almost nothing but chemical reactions and pipes and pumps, nothing about our future. If you cared, I couldn't tell."
Herr Hammel put in, "And the business failure, Matthias, and all the delays finishing your education, no end in sight. You're bright, but I had to wonder, could you harness that to provide for a family? Please forgive me, but I had to think of Dora."
"But Dora, I did all this for you! I wanted to start making money instead of spending it, as soon as I could, that's why I worked so hard at the metal venture. It didn't work until Stefan intervened, and I can't tell you how sorry I am. But that's why I've been attending to my studies so much since then. Doing what I had to so we could be together, that's what it was all for."
"It was? I couldn't tell that. How could I? All the letters I sent, and so few coming back. I wasn't even sure you'd be disappointed. But then Karl came, and he's a fine man too. There aren't many. I had to decide. I'm sorry, Matthias."
"I'm sorry, too. I can only hope you'll be happy. Here, take this, I brought it to be a Christmas present, but let it be a wedding present instead. It's a dozen scented candles." He paused. "What will you do now?"
"We're going to live in Bischleben. Karl's partners have agreed to let him bring me into the shop as his apprentice. In time I will be a machinist, not just the wife of the master machinist, I will have the name and the trade myself." She reached out and took Karl's hand with a fierce grip. "There's no guild of machinists to say a woman can't." Her expression softened. "And you?"
"Go back to college when the term begins, and finish what I started. It's what Uncle Berthold roared at me, and I've come to believe he's right, it's the only thing to do now. The rest, figure it out later." He gave a deep sigh. "I'd better be going."
Herr Hammel put out his hand. "Matthias, we Vehra and Henschleben folk, we share a Heimat, a special place in this world. Can we stay friends?"
"Always, Herr Hammel. Always." He took her father's hand for a moment, and turned to go.


Eisenach
Grete was waiting on the platform when the train rolled to a stop. Her head turned from side to side as passengers streamed from the cars, trying to pick out her nephew. And there he was, at the rear door of the second car, just buttoning his winter coat! There was no point in trying to call out to him over the noise of the arriving passengers and everyone meeting them, though. She started skirting the crowd, working her way along the platform.
She was nearly close enough to be heard, when he turned his head and saw her, and extricated himself from the stream of people. She hastened forward and embraced him for just a second or two. "Matthias! It's so good that you could come! Congratulations on that new position with your professor, but tell me, did you get the grades you were expecting on your examinations this term? And what's the rest of the news? Did you visit Sömmerda on the way, as you said you would in your letter?" She saw his face change. "What is it? Is something wrong?"
"Yes, Aunt Grete. Dora is betrothed, to a master in one of the new crafts." He paused. "Her father assures me that he's a fine man and will treat her kindly. I don't know, maybe she was right to do it. We made such a mess of the metal business until Stefan stepped in."
"Oh, Matthias, I'm sorry. That's such a disappointment, and just before Christmas. Well, come home, and you can tell me everything over coffee. Or something stronger, if you like. At least, you're with family now."
The thought went through her mind of Elisabeth Faulstich, and the connections she could bring to them all. As sweet and virtuous as Dora was, Elisabeth could be an opportunity. But this was no moment to say any of that to Matthias, regardless of how he'd looked at her. She could bring it up in private with Berthold later, though. She needed to get better acquainted with Elisabeth's mother.


Christmas Eve


Matthias' behavior at supper could only be described as moping. He was polite to Lotte when she served him—anything less would have been utterly out of character among the Ehrenhardts, the Hammels, or any of their relations and old friends. But though he was at home with the family, he spoke only when he was spoken to, and looked down at his plate more than anywhere else.
Grete sighed. She'd hoped the evening of dance and song last night at the Mosbacher house would cheer him up. He'd accommodated their daughter Sophie amiably enough when she wanted to try out a couple of simple up-time dance steps, and learned them with little difficulty, but the evening's entertainment did nothing to lighten his mood.
When Grete announced that it was time for everyone to leave for the church service, he put on his coat and simply followed without comment.
It was a clear, starry evening, and the sanctuary was full of good feelings. Neighbors greeted each other with good wishes until the pastor appeared; again Matthias answered sparingly. The service began, and he seemed absorbed in his own thoughts through the sermon.
Then the choir stood up to sing.


Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht,
Alles schläft; einsam wacht
Nur das traute hochheilige Paar.
Holder Knabe im lockigen Haar,
Schlaf in himmlischer Ruh!
Schlaf in himmlischer Ruh!


They followed the original German words with the later English verses, really more of a different poet's version than a direct translation.


Silent night, holy night,
All is calm, all is bright . . .


As they went on, Grete saw Matthias' face lose some of its tension, and settle into a look of serenity. Well, the hymn was a message of hope and peace, and the serenity in the music itself filled the church from end to end. Perhaps anything that could give that to her nephew was a small part of the great miracle in itself, and something else to give thanks for.


Kloster Mansfeld
January 1637
It was convenient that the cookshop near the railroad station had a few indoor tables, otherwise they'd have had to go into Mansfeld itself to find a place to meet. The station building gave shelter from the weather, and not much else.
The kitchen boy set down bread and cheese while they settled themselves on the benches. Augustin Treck was still shaking his coat into a comfortable shape when Stefan leaned forward and cast a meaningful glance at the folder in Matthias' hand.
"Yes, Stefan, this is the report you commissioned on the state of copper refining at Ilmenau, and the bill for my time and expenses. We're grateful to you both for coming to meet us here instead of asking us to come into town. It makes things so much easier."
"Certainly, Matthias, Frau Ehrenhardt. I don't see your baggage. Is somebody watching it for you?"
"No, it went on ahead to Magdeburg. We'll catch the northbound local in three hours and collect it from the baggage room when we arrive."
"Ah. Then let's order our food and you can begin telling us what you learned. The daily special?"
Aunt Grete gestured palm-up, and Matthias nodded. The boy nodded back and hurried off.
"So. I had a fruitful visit to a big shop doing electro-winning down there, by the older method. They prepare the sulfide ore by roasting, as I described the last time I was here. They've had to build a good deal of new apparatus to do it, and they're still having some problems with the by-products, but it does save a lot of fuel.
"I also asked them whether they'd heard of a reaction I found it a book, that doesn't use heat at all, but extracts the copper and sulfuric acid by electricity and chemistry alone. It turned out they had, but they weren't ready to use it. They believe that the cold leaching step requires much finer crushing than roasting does, almost to dust, otherwise it's too slow to be of any use. So it has to wait for better crushing machinery. And nobody was clear on what it does with the trace metals. We would want answers to that, since we make some of our money by selling the sludge. The details are here in the report."
Treck stroked his beard. "But no furnaces or fires at all? That ought to make it all a lot cheaper. Is it something we could do?"
Matthias sighed. "I know what you're saying. But you know what happened the last time we tried to get ahead of ourselves. There isn't anybody doing it that I know of, who we could go observe, and then there's the cost and time to invent the machinery. I think you'd see a return much sooner if you do what they're already doing down south. And it wouldn't be such a sudden change to your journeymen."
"You sound like me. Do what you already know will work. But what if someone else perfects this other method to refine copper, and we're not paying attention meanwhile?"
"Well, it wouldn't cost too much to experiment with it on the benchtop. If you only need half a kilogram of crushed ore to play with, you could get that much with a blacksmith's hammer. We might learn a lot."
"Perhaps we might. Stefan, what do you think?"
Stefan was looking across the room. "I think our food is coming this way. Frau Ehrenhardt, I'll summarize our financial position while we eat, and then we can come back to Matthias' report."
****
The local was quite a different affair from the through train they'd come up on. Grete watched an old man on the platform holding tightly to a small girl's hand, keeping her well back from the track. The girl stared wide-eyed as a single car without a locomotive came rushing into the station and stopped in seconds without fuss or fanfare. A door popped open near the front, and the conductor came bustling down the stairs and threw open a baggage compartment underneath.
"I think I'd rather sit by the window this time, Matthias." Grete side-stepped into the first row, just behind the boarding stairs, ducking her head beneath the baggage rack.
"All right, Aunt Grete." He paused for a moment while she settled her skirts, then sat down beside her.
She glanced his way. "That all went well, I thought. You gave them their money's worth. Do you think they'll do what you suggested?"
"It's hard to say. Stefan and old Treck will want to figure out what it would all cost, at the shop and at the smelter, after Raimund and Jupp read the report and think about how it would be done. And then they'd need to talk to Hartmann about whether they could get enough electricity. Every drop of moving water up here has somebody's name on it, you know."
"Yes, that's what Berthold talks of half the time. I can't imagine what it must have been like negotiating all those twentieth-century water and land arrangements. Just think of damming the whole Weser, in eight places!"
"It is astonishing, isn't it? I have to wonder whether that whole thing was one of Hitler's diktats, tearing through anything and anyone in the way."
She shuddered. "Nothing could be worth what that madman did."
Grete looked around at the sound of clattering and thumping beneath their feet, to see two more figures come aboard. "Oh! Frau Emmerling and Frau Faulstich, are you traveling to Magdeburg today?" It was Elisabeth and her mother. Grete smiled.
"Frau Ehrenhardt! But no need to be so formal, you've been a guest in our house. Juditha and Elisabeth, please! How nice to see you! Yes, we're going up to visit my brother Lorenz. He works in the city architect's office, if I didn't mention him before. A moment." She pointed at the overhead rack on the other side of the aisle, as a plainly dressed young woman followed them up the stairs with her arms full. "Genoveva, all that can go up there."
This looked to Grete like an opportunity get better acquainted with the Faulstichs, if she was quick enough. "Matthias, stand up, will you?" She stepped out of the row, took hold of the seat-back and pulled it toward the front of the car so that their seat now faced backward, sat down again by the window, and gestured to the newcomers. Juditha smiled, and took the window seat in the second row facing her, leaving Matthias and Elisabeth to take the facing aisle seats. The other woman, Genoveva, found a seat a couple rows back on the far side of the aisle and began to knit.
Meanwhile, Grete kept a bland smile on her face while she took in the new tidbit. So they had a second connection with Otto Gericke through her brother? That could be valuable some time. Elisabeth seemed to be noticing her nephew; well, Matthias was a presentable enough young fellow, without even thinking of his bright future. Matthias—well, no healthy young man could fail to notice Elisabeth.
"So, Juditha, then, a family visit? That sounds very fine. Family is always important."
"Well, yes, but we'll be out and about, too. I have some papers Erhard wants me to give to the city administration, and then there's the city itself to see. It's supposed to be better than it ever was before, as much of it as has been rebuilt anyway. And then I hear the dance company might be performing 'Lament for a Fallen Eagle.' We've never seen it. Travel wasn't so easy when it was first written."
"And the tea dance Uncle Lorenz got us invited to, Mama! It should be such a pleasure, and we'll see what everyone is wearing in Magdeburg this year. I hope our new gowns aren't too out of fashion."
"Oh, I don't think we need to worry about that, dear. Your father takes the newspapers from the capital, after all. Matthias, do you dance?"
"A little, now and then, but I'm more of a musician. But I've had to put that aside too this year, and spend most of my days at my studies since returning to college. Things move so fast at Imperial Tech. They want us to earn our diplomas and go out to make a difference in the world, and the sooner the better."
Grete winked at him. "But you'll have time to accompany me to the art exhibit at the palace, yes? And perhaps the bookstores?"
Matthias laughed. "The palace, easily enough, it's not that far from where I'm taking classes. I can show you the new campus, too. But bookstores . . . I could spend my life in bookstores and libraries. Don't put temptation in front of me."
Elisabeth looked confused. "Books are a temptation? I read the Bible, but that's a virtue, not a temptation. Isn't it?"
The conductor bounded up the stairs, the door snapped shut, a raucous horn sounded overhead, and the car started off with a soft, rhythmic hiss. Juditha looked slightly alarmed for a moment, until she saw Grete and Matthias sitting calmly and looking out the window as the town's buildings seemed to slide past. Her hand dropped tentatively to the window sill as she looked around, then turned back to Grete. "It's noisier than a coach, isn't it? Not nearly so bumpy, though. Just that steady clicking. You came all the way from Eisenach in only a day?"
"And it's so much warmer, too, Mama! Perhaps we didn't need to dress so heavily." She moved her hand around, feeling for the current of warm air rising from somewhere near their feet. Matthias pointed to the low row of pierced screening, running along the base of the car's side.
Elisabeth's face screwed up for a moment. "Ouch. I have a little bit of a headache. I wish I'd stopped for a cup of coffee before we left the house. We would have had time."
"Oh, you might be able to get one in Stassfurt. Matthias, didn't you say something about a refreshment stop there?"
"Yes, it's the train's halfway point. There's a longer stop there, and vendors at the station. We just ate, but you could get off and buy something if you want to."
Elisabeth put her hand to the side of her head for a moment, wavered between a grimace and a half-smile, and started looking out the window at the passing scenery. It was mostly fields here, with snow in places.
Juditha was looking on with interest. "It's really beautiful here, now that the armies are far away, isn't it, Grete? And we can just sit here and enjoy it in comfort. And yet a horse would seldom run this fast, even if it weren't pulling a carriage. How long can this—what do they call it?—keep it up, though?"
Grete laughed. "What was it you said, Matthias? Until they run out of fuel or water?"
"That's right. They'll fill it up again in Magdeburg. And they call this a railbus."
Then he seemed to be at a loss for words, for a few moments. Finally he turned toward Elisabeth again. "Speaking of books, have you read any of the future novels they've translated into German? Some of them are very interesting, as much for what they say about the people of those times, as for the stories."
"Oh, I don't know, I did start Das Mädchen mit dem Perlenohrring because Mama thought I should, but it seemed to plod. So much about a painter who wasn't getting anything done. But it was a painter of our time, so maybe the writer from the future didn't understand." She ran her fingers over the carving on the seat arm.
Juditha's eyes twinkled. "My daughter has a taste for poetry more than long narratives, I think."
[image: oz]"Oh, Mama, not always. I did enjoy parts of Herr Baum's book, "Der Zauberer von Oz," but some of it made very little sense. The weather in Kansas must be frightening. Is that why the savages with the feather bonnets who live there now just have those simple tents? So they can make new ones easily, if they get blown away?"
Grete gave her a sharp look, but kept her silence for the moment. This didn't seem to be the sort of conversation to be expected from someone of such a leading family.
****
The conductor stood up at the front of the car. "Stassfurt in five minutes. Those who wish to buy food or drink from the vendors, please move to the end of the car now and get off first. We stop for fifteen minutes. Keep your tickets with you and return to the car promptly when the horn blows twice. That will be one minute before departure. Passengers leaving the train in Stassfurt, please gather your belongings and make certain you have everything. See the agent beside the car to claim any baggage you have stowed below."
Elisabeth opened her eyes. "Oh, Mama, do you think they'll have some coffee? That might help with my headache. Maybe they'll have something worth eating, too, that might settle my stomach a little, but I'm sure it won't be anything like Aristide's cooking. Nobody cooks like Aristide."
Grete chuckled a little. "Well, I think some of the cooks in Magdeburg might disagree with that, but you could give my respects to Aristide the next time you see him. Matthias, have you tried what they sell here?"
"No, I've always had time to get something before getting on the train, it's less expensive that way. But what I've seen people come back with is fried pastries with whatever they wanted inside, nuts, fruit stored from the harvest, and so on. You know, things that are easy to bring on board and eat at leisure. Cookshop food."
****
Grete broke off questioning Matthias on the expenses of purifying the more desirable grades of sulfuric acid, when Juditha and Elisabeth came back with a few small items wrapped in newspaper. "Mama, did we need to rush so, to gulp it down? It was hot, and it didn't taste very good."
"No, willow bark tea doesn't taste very good, even with honey in it, but it's probably the best thing for your headache, better than coffee. We were lucky someone had it. And I saw no need to pay extra just so we could bring the cup with us. We're not poor, but that would have been an unnecessary expense."
There was a change in the mutter of mechanical noises around them, then the horn blasted twice. The conductor came back from conferring with someone in the station building and stood by the door, waiting out the minute for any last passengers. Juditha and Elisabeth settled themselves.
Grete looked on to see what they had, raising her eyebrows in a question.
"I had a cup of apple cider. Freshly squeezed. Quite good." Juditha opened her package and tipped it forward to show what was inside. "I just bought a couple of small things to try, to see what it's like. So we know next time. This one is a simple bread made of coarse-ground American corn, sliced with a berry preserve within." She took a bite and considered. "Peasant food, but adequate, if you don't expect it to be anything else. Decent nourishment, not any sort of art. Here, Elisabeth, you can try it, and let me have a taste of that chicken and potato pastry. You've always had a delicate stomach when we rode in a coach, but . . ."
"But this is nothing like riding in a coach on a rutted road, is it, Mama? Even horseback wouldn't be as easy. My stomach is fine, at least." She broke off a fragment to hand to her mother, and bit into the remainder. "Yes, peasant food, just as you say. But I suppose it's not meant for a discriminating taste."
Matthias looked thoughtful for a second or two, and commented, "I imagine it's meant to sell at a price most passengers can afford, even tired workmen going home. And I wouldn't say anything against peasant food. Mostly, it's what they can get, not what they might appreciate if they had more to work with."
Grete thought about that.
****
A snow flurry blew through, blotting out the view. The railbus kept going without a pause. Elisabeth shifted in her seat, tapped her fingers on the carved arm for a while, looked over toward Genoveva for a moment, then turned toward her mother. "I really wish Papa would have let Gisela come with us, with so much left to do on the gown before I can wear it to the dance. Her sewing is much better, and why couldn't it have been finished before we left? We had such a good plan."
"We've spoken of this before. Gisela is sick. When she's well, there will be other work waiting for her at home. I pray she will be well soon."
Elisabeth sniffed. "Yes. I pray the same. I only hope we can manage it. I suppose I must take up a needle as well, if I hope to at least make as good a showing as Lena Hartstein. She has been in the capital before, and knows people there. I hear the mysterious sailor who has been interested in her has come down from Lübeck, at least that's what I heard from Heidi Grolsch, who ought to know."
Juditha looked puzzled for a second or two. "Sailor? Wait, I think I remember something of the conversation. I don't think he's a common sailor. Wasn't there a mention of something important, that nobody will talk about?"
"Well, whatever kind of sailor he is, she has someone interested in her. I wonder who we might meet in Magdeburg? There are so few of our class in Mansfeld. I hope we heard correctly about lace collars becoming narrower. It would be hard to change it now. Matthias, what have you seen?"
"On fashionable women? I'm afraid I haven't given much attention to what they're wearing. Most of my time is taken up with students and professors, and the people I pass in the district where I live. They don't usually dress for show. Trousers seem to be getting more common than when I first came to college, though."
Juditha looked startled. "So it's true, then? What will it all mean? What can it all mean? Will we look out of place?"
"I'm sure you'll be fine, Frau Emmerling. You seem well-dressed enough to me. Wait until you see what some of the foreigners wear!"
Grete caught Matthias' eye flicking upward toward the book bag on the rack overhead. Such an impulse was only too predictable, in the face of chatter of that sort. He looked like he was only restraining himself out of politeness from standing up and taking out the calculus book he'd spent some time with during the long ride on the evening before. Perhaps she could steer the conversation toward something of more mutual interest.


Magdeburg Central Station
Grete was deep in thought as they stepped down to the platform. The way the whole encounter with the Faulstichs had gone was far from what she'd hoped for, or even imagined. That girl Elisabeth had employed none of the ordinary womanly ways of holding a man's attention. She could scarcely have been ignorant of them. Though she'd spoken to Matthias, she'd shown little—awareness? Grete couldn't find the word to express her thought—of him. Was the girl blind to the whole world outside her narrow set? Had her parents said nothing to her of where opportunity, and valuable connections, now lay? Did she even understand where her own family's wealth and influence came from? There were questions to be asked, and a good deal of thinking to do, before she could entertain any notion of trying to bring them together again.
"Frau Juditha Emmerling?" The call brought Grete back to her surroundings; she turned to see where it had come from. A middle-aged man with a wheelbarrow was standing back from the knot of passengers gathering around the open baggage compartment, searching among the faces. "I am Hans Weiss. Herr Lorenz Emmerling sends me."
"Ah. I am Juditha Emmerling. Lorenz cannot come himself? Well enough. This is my daughter, Elisabeth. We should have our cases in a moment." She motioned Genoveva toward the man.
A man in a railroad cap was busily pulling bags and cases out of the compartment. Passengers stepped forward and took some from his hands, others he swung out to a growing collection on the platform. A large leather-covered trunk gave him some trouble; he freed it after a hard tug, but it escaped from his grasp, dropped to the rough paving with a thump, and skidded a couple of handspans.
Elisabeth erupted in a screech and charged forward. "Fool! Ignorant barbarian! Is this how you treat fine things? Do you have any idea what it took to create that, or what is inside! I shall . . ." Her hand rose into the air.
The conductor was beside her in an instant. "Mademoiselle. If there is any complaint to be lodged, you would make it to me. I am in charge of this train, and responsible for what is done here."
"Yes? You saw what this fumbling oaf did! Do you know who we are?"
He snapped a glance at Elisabeth and her mother. "The family of someone influential, I should imagine. But it matters little."
"Matters little? You shield this Drecksack? We shall see about that. I shall make inquiries, and . . ."
"I shall save you the trouble of inquiring. The head of this railroad is Mister Hugh Lowe, and if you write to him, you will undoubtedly receive a polite letter from an assistant, informing you of the following facts. First of all, that man is doing his job according to the railroad's rules, and I will not annoy him with unnecessary orders. He has precisely five minutes from the time this railbus stopped until it must move again, in which to unload the baggage of the arriving passengers, make certain that he does not unload the baggage of anyone continuing on, and load anything of passengers boarding here. If he were to fail in this, the train would leave late, the remaining passengers would arrive at their stops late, this train might very well have to wait for trains coming the other way, and then there would almost certainly not be sufficient time to clean and service it properly for the next run south. All this would be to the displeasure of a great many people, beginning with myself. A few scrapes and scuffs to the outside of baggage are to be expected, in particular oversize and overweight baggage such as I see here. If you have not read the pamphlet Tips for Train Travelers, I advise you to request a copy from the agent inside the station. It may save you some annoyance in the future. And now, I see by the clock over the doorway that there is little more than a minute and a half remaining until the time of departure, and he is not finished. Therefore I, Guillaume Thériault, must go to his assistance. It is the rule." In another moment he had his head and shoulders inside the compartment.
Elisabeth looked like she was gathering words for another storm, but struggling to decide which ones to choose.
Grete looked from her, to the railroad official, to Matthias. The frown of disapproval on Matthias' face made her thankful that she had never spoken aloud of any thought that Elisabeth Faulstich might make a suitable bride or a desirable addition to their family. Drecksack? That was no word a refined person ought to use in public. Granted that she hadn't grown up with Pastor Kleinke's moral teachings—after all, how many outside their old Heimat did?—this girl was utterly lacking in any sort of kindness, understanding of others, or a properly Christian concern for good works. No, this was not a match to pursue any further.
Relations with the Faulstichs would remain businesslike. Cordial, but not intimate.
****
To be Continued . . .







An Uneasy Kind of Peace, Episode Two
Written by Virginia DeMarce
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Magdeburg
“Yes. Bloodless surrenders are always better.” The abbess of Quedlinburg smiled. “I’m sure that you, if I understand the up-time teachings of ‘Quakerism’ to which you adhere, will be happy to make that point to Princess Kristina.”
“But why was the king in the Low Countries negotiating with this Fabert man? Why not with the bishop of Metz? It says right here in the paper that it’s an imperial prince-bishopric, even though the French have been occupying it for the last eighty years.”
“Negotiate with the bishop of Metz himself? What good would that have done Fernando?” the dowager countess of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt asked, honestly bewildered. “He’s a completely political appointment and completely French. Henri de Bourbon, duc de Verneuil. He’s an officer in the French army that Fernando is fighting against.”
“I’m just a little confused,” Caroline Platzer answered. “Well, I’m more than a little bit confused. It says that the bishop, or prince-bishop, has been in office for a long time, but also it says that he’s only thirty-five years old.”
“Well, yes, he does seem young to have held the position for over twenty years already, if you think of bishops the way you up-timers seem to think of bishops, that is. The way that Cardinal-Protector Mazzare definitely thinks of bishops, I have discovered. But you have to realize that he’s an illegitimate son of King Henri IV of France—King Louis XIII’s half-brother, that is. Henri IV legitimized him, but of course he has no inheritance rights to the throne. He was only ten when he got the appointment. Henri de Navarre found that a mass got him not only Paris, but also any number of lucrative sinecures for his extramarital brood.”


Lorraine
“It may not be so bad for Arpajon’s men to stretch themselves a little,” Monsieur Gaston said. “Make sure to clean out anything that whoever comes after us could use. Fernando’s bound to send someone after us, I suppose?”
“Yes, Your Royal Highness,” Clicquot said. “Yes, I do believe that he is.”
“Pity. I was hoping he’d be too busy on his eastern border to pay attention to such a minor detail as our little jaunt, but the man’s really concerned about details. Irritatingly so. Well, back to the regiments. Let the men enjoy their little tricks. They’re bound to have been dulled by these last two years sitting in a camp. I would think that at the very least, since he was feeding them, the king in the Netherlands would have used them for something.”
“He didn’t make the assumption that he could trust them to obey orders.”
“That’s why I say we shouldn’t keep them on too tight a rein now. Let them get it out of their systems while we’re on the move. Then, when we reach our goal, they’ll be ready to settle down and fight.”
Clicquot looked at him. “Precisely what is our goal, Your Royal Highness?”
Gaston waved. “Our final goal is the removal of Richelieu as the first minister of France. You may define everything else as interim.”


Luxemburg
“It’s not just the mud,” Zuñiga’s lieutenant colonel said, “ although I will grant that the artillery is mired down. Again. The damned day-in-and-day-out rain has the rivers running high. Too high for the infantry to wade and too fast for the horses to swim.”
“Get boats. We’ll have a ship bridge.”
“We’ll have to hire them.” Salcido, an annoyingly talented Basque, was a stubborn man. “The king expects us to pay. He’s in a mood according to which the people of the Low Countries are to love their rulers as well as fear them.”
“Better to be feared than loved. Everyone knows that.”
“He’s working on both. In the meantime, though, we’ll have to find the boats and then we’ll have to lease the boats. We’re not allowed to just ‘borrow’ them. I calculate that it’s going to cost a good thousand guilders per day while we bring them here, put the bridge together, cross over, and then . . .” Lieutenant Colonel Salcido looked at the instructions with outrage, “. . . pay the stupid boatmen to take them back where we got them.”
“I don’t have that much cash. Will the locals take promissory notes?”
“Not willingly. Some of them, maybe.”
“Make a start on it with the ones who will. If those boats aren’t enough . . .”
“Then you’ll have to send a messenger to Brussels to get money, with a suitable written justification in quadruplicate. You know what they say.”
Zuñiga grumbled. “ ‘Money is the sinews of war.’ Just in case, send the messenger off today, as soon as my secretary gets the requisition forms filled out and I sign them. I just hope that the king and queen realize that this attachment to procedural niceties could cost us at least three days of not being in hot pursuit of Monsieur Gaston and the Lorraine regiments.”


Lorraine
“They’re out of Stenay ahead of us,” Zuñiga’s scout reported.
“Hell and damnation. Well, I’ll give orders for us to settle in at Montmédy for tonight. Salcido, prepare for an early start in the morning. We’ll catch them yet.”
****
“Fog,” Salcido said. “Fog all over the place. Ground fog. It came up during the night.”
“Move out anyway,” Zuñiga said. “Even in these miserably overcast portions of northwestern Europe, fog isn’t something that can stop an army from moving. It will burn off. We’re just following the roads.”
****
“Hail Mary!” Éric de Thysac drew a deep breath. “Haraucourt, will you come here and listen to what Sergeant Hennemant has to say.”
The dragoons’ senior scout repeated what he had seen.
“A gift!” Jean Jacques de Haraucourt, seigneur de Saint-Baslemont, threw his hat into the air. “Two years of being disgusted because Fernando kept us penned up in quarters. Two years during which I had a hard time keeping my men disciplined and trained when they weren’t being exercised in the field, especially with that snake Arpajon letting his run wild. Now weeks of being equally disgusted by the fact that Gaston and Clicquot apparently have no idea what they are doing, and Marchéville doesn’t have the guts to tell them so. All of that, and now the Spaniard gives himself to us. Where are your dragoons in the line?”
[image: green man]In a world run according to the great chain of being, Éric de Thysac would not have been here with him, a tough and experienced sergeant of battle, the man responsible for organizing the men sent into combat, commanding just under nine hundred dragoons. Thysac’s family were glass makers from down in the Vosges, the southernmost part of the duchy. Successful glass manufacturers, to be sure, who had bought estates from some feckless nobles of the vicinity—even married their daughters, some of them—and, by the middle of the last century, done homage to the dukes for their land. Glass was one of the few ways that a man could make a fortune from a desolate wasteland and Thysac’s father had picked up court connections by marrying the governess of the young duchesses of Bar, Nicole and Claude.
Still, in a rightly ordered world in which there were those who were born to fight, to pray, or to work, Thysac should have been among those who worked.
Haraucourt looked around. If he could choose the man he wanted next to him in an action, either the king of France’s brother or the glass maker’s grandson from Belrupt, he wouldn’t even have to think about it.
What if Éric had murdered his cousin? It was a hot-tempered family. The duke had pardoned him and there were men in this world who had done far worse.
“At the back,” Thysac said. “He assigned us to the rear guard.”
“And mine are next to last.”
They looked at one another.
“Shall we do it?”
“Turn around and ambush the Spaniards?” Haraucourt threw his hat again. “Nom de dieu! Of course we shall. Sergeant Hennemant, bring Clinchamps and Vernier to us.”
“What about?” Thysac nodded his head in the general direction where Monsieur Gaston and the senior officers of the expedition had last been seen.
“They’d just muck it up. We can tell them about it when it’s over.”
****
Zuñiga was caught in the fog, completely off guard. As the sun cleared off the mist, Haraucourt started the pursuit.
Then he slowed it.
“What’s up?” Vernier halted his horse next to the colonel’s.
“They’re falling back, but they’re not falling back in disorder. Let’s not risk the possibility that they could provide us with a nasty surprise in return.”
Night came late at this latitude and at this season.
When darkness did fall, the Spaniard kept going.
“What’s he doing?” Clinchamps asked.
“Sergeant Hennemant says that he’s changing out the rear guard by small units. They’ll still be tired, but not as tired as if the same men were constantly on the skirmish lines.”
“We’ll catch them at the river. There’s no bridge here. It’s running too high for his infantry to wade.”
Which it was, except that Salcido directed the men to unhitch the draft horses, rope spans of the heavily loaded baggage wagons together, and push them into the stream.
They held against the spring current long enough for the Spaniards to cross.
Then they sent swimmers out to cut the ropes.
“Well, damn,” de Thysac said.
By the time they got across themselves, the Spaniards were some distance ahead.
This time, the scouts reported that there was a village and the stream, narrow but deep, had a stone bridge.
“Same damned river,” Sergeant Hennemant said. “It wiggles all over the map. We’ll probably have to cross it a couple times more.”
“Will they blow the bridge?”
“They probably would if they had powder, but my men are pretty sure that they sank their powder with the baggage wagons.”
The village, though, had stuff. Stuff as in furniture, stuff as in clothing, stuff as in chicken coops, stuff as in barrels.
Stuff that would burn.
The cursed Spaniards piled a village worth of stuff onto the narrow bridge and set it on fire behind them.
It was amazing just how hot the stones in a bridge could get.
“We could try to go around,” Clinchamps said. “There must be someplace else that we could ford it.”
“I, for one,” Vernier answered, “would be happy to follow them through Luxemburg all the way to Brussels and smash them for good.”
****
“We’ve been hauling the wagons out,” one of the captains said. “No point in wasting a decent wagon just because it’s wet. One reason they were so heavy is that they put the ones containing the fire bricks for the field ovens at the bottom.”
Thysac looked around. “Where there are ovens, there should be flour. Or did they take it across with them?”
“They didn’t take any wagons at all across that cobbled-together artificial ford. Just men and horses. But there’s no flour barrels in the creek.”
“Get the scouts on it. Somewhere around here, stashed in one of these side valleys, there’s flour.”
“Even better, if they baked when they overnighted at Montmédy, there may be bread.”
****
Monsieur Gaston and his senior advisers did muck it all up, just as Haraucourt and de Thysac had been afraid they would.
Monsieur caught up with the forward companies and forbade them to pursue Zuñiga’s retreat any farther, on the theory that doing so would violate Low Countries territory and—as Marchéville had pointed out, that would not be bright, considering that Gaston’s pregnant wife was in the Low Countries.
Gaston and Clicquot insist on making the men turn around and go back south, deeper into Lorraine.
“That won’t make the men happy,” Arpajon, the last to arrive on the field, warned. “They haven’t taken many prisoners and they didn’t get much in the way of plunder and supplies from those sunken baggage wagons.”
His regiment hadn’t gotten any prisoners, plunder, or supplies, because it had been a couple of miles away from the crucial events.
****
“It’s just bread, for God’s sake,” Monsieur Gaston said the next morning. “Why are you making such a fuss about it?”
“Monsieur,” the wagon master said patiently. “Haraucourt and Thysac captured the products of the Spanish ovens. A ten-day supply of bread. It will be invaluable for us on the march, but when one loads eighty thousand pounds of bread on wagons to move it, it weighs just as much as eighty thousand pounds of powder or eighty thousand pounds of ammunition. There must also be horses to pull it, and for an army on the march, bread is as valuable and necessary as either of the others. Therefore, this expedition cannot move out until I have obtained the necessary number of horses. The Spaniards saved their horses.”
****
“Overall,” Haraucourt said, “I think my wife would be proud of me for this one. She’s a ferocious lady in her own right. She’s fought off every band of marauders that came foraging their way by our place. A regular Amazon.”
“Where do you live?”
“Off in the godforsaken noplace, somewhere between nowhere and nowhere else, not near anything. Why in hell do you think I’m spending my life in the duke’s army?”


Brussels
“Under the circumstances, General Zuñiga, the council cannot fault you. In all ways, right up until the start of the action at Mouzay, you were acting according to reasonable expectations and in accordance with the instructions you had been provided. The enemy’s actions were wholly unexpected. From then until your safe, if unexpected, arrival at Arlon with the troops . . .”
“That’s a relief,” Salcido said on their way out. “I had more expectations of a court martial than such reasonableness on the part of the queen.”
“It was still a retreat,” Zuñiga muttered. “So it was a great retreat. From the military standpoint, it was a magnificent retreat—the  kind of retreat that will go down in the manuals to teach aspiring officers how to do it if they get caught with their pants down. But, let me tell you, we got caught with our pants down and it was still a retreat.”


Lorraine
“There’s no point in trying to take Verdun. It’s too strongly garrisoned. We’ll just bypass it. This expedition is more in the way of a demonstration than a conquest, after all. Making a statement.”
Ignoring the last two sentences, Marchéville focused on the first two, which contained more sense than he’d heard from Monsieur Gaston since they left Flanders. Verdun not only had a French garrison, but a commander with considerably more spine than the man at Stenay.
“You’re absolutely right, Your Highness,” he said. “It’s not even as if we could negotiate with the bishop of Verdun to use him as some kind of a counterweight to the administrator named by your brother. François de Lorraine-Chaligny-Mercoeur has been in exile, under the protection of the archbishop of Cologne, since 1626. His mistress is a charming woman and they have two darling little girls. Her father was a gentleman-in-waiting to the late prince of Phalsbourg.”
Clicquot looked up. “I wonder where Chaligny is now, given the archbishop’s own troubles?”
“Either on the run or already in the Low Countries, frantically negotiating terms with the monarchy.” Marchéville was nothing if not a practical man.
The longer he associated with the younger brother of the king of France, the more clearly he could foresee a day when he, too, would be frantically negotiating terms with a monarchy—just about any monarchy.
****
The French garrison at St. Mihiel was also too strong. Not as strong as that in Verdun, but still too strong and also commanded by a stubborn man. Even Gaston admitted that. Where, then? Commercy would do. There was a French governor in place, but Marchéville knew him. Réance was a man who could be bribed.
Once they were safely inside Commercy’s walls, Clicquot dared to ask what the next stage in Monsieur’s plan might be.
Gaston waved his hand. “By being here, I am making a statement that though I have proclaimed all along that I am in Lorraine on my dear Marguerite’s behalf, still, from this standpoint I could head up the Meuse to Neufchâteau and take these regiments into France itself. In a sense, I am just reminding my brother and Richelieu that I am still around.”
Marchéville left the room in disgust.
“Under Richelieu’s influence,” Gaston continued to Cliquot, “my brother does not give the great nobles of France the respect they deserve.”
Cliquot bowed slightly. Beheading did, in many ways, indicate a lack of respect for the beheaded.
“Should I raise my banner against the tyranny of this man who has so misled my brother, many French peers would flock to it.”
They actually might. That was the kind of thinking that resulted in . . . well . . . beheading.
Clicquot began to consider his options.
****
The ten-day supply of captured Spanish bread ran out. Commercy was not sufficiently provisioned to easily absorb some three thousand hungry soldiers at this time of the year. Within a few days, there were . . . hardships.
Colonels Haraucourt and Thysac took a stand against letting the other regiments with Gaston maraud through the countryside around Commercy.
Gaston made noises about mutiny.
Haraucourt and Thysac made noises about being patriotic sons of Lorraine.
Once they had left the room, Marchéville pointed out that they were also currently the heroes of the expedition because they had chased Fernando’s Spaniards back into Luxemburg, which made it possible that if Monsieur pressed them to the point of actual mutiny, the lower officers in the other companies might not obey an order to arrest them.
“Well,” Clicquot said, “see what you can do, then.”
“We could always try offering to pay in cash.”




Section 2: “Die zeitt ist mir zu kurtz und die geschefte zu viel.”


Schwarzach
Francisco de Melon had offered his report on the mixed-up biography, supposedly of him, that Matt Trelli had received from the Grantville researchers with some trepidation. Sometimes it was not easy to predict how the grand duke would react.
Luckily, he found it hilariously entertaining.
“I myself,” Bernhard said, “found the article about me in the 1911 Encyclopedia Britannica very gratifying. It was nice to know that I had gone down in history as ‘Bernhard the Great,’ rather than any of the things that my older brothers called me over the years.” He made a general gesture of Phhhhtt! in the direction of those absent older brothers. “Who wants to be remembered as ‘Bernhard the Squirt’? Not that I find the notion that in less than five years, I will be—would have been—dead particularly appealing. I still have far much too much to do. So I do pay attention to the up-time nurse I hired, whether she realizes that I do or not.”
Bernhard got up and started to stride around the room.
That constant, restless, movement was something that de Melon had noted before, and would report upon to the regent in Bolzen. The man did, quite literally, think on his feet.
“I was odd man out among the brothers in more than one way,” Bernhard was saying. “My older brothers, even Albrecht, all got names that were traditional in the Wettins. This caused a little confusion. We had Johann Ernst and Ernst. We had Wilhelm and Friedrich Wilhelm. We had Friedrich, Johann Friedrich, and Friedrich Wilhelm.”
He turned and tapped his finger on the table. “Actually, we also had Johann Wilhelm and one just plain Johann, but they both died before I was old enough to know them. That, plus we were all so close in age, made things so confusing that the people around Weimar didn’t even try to tell us apart. We were just ‘Die jungen Herrschaften auf dem Hornstein.’ The young lordships. Hornstein was where we lived. Frau Dunn, the nurse I was mentioning, calls this type of name ‘generic.’
“So by the time I came along, Mama had it up to the neck and insisted on naming me something that no Wettin in history had ever been named before. Then, since our father died when I was a year old and I therefore turned out to be the last boy of the crop, and energetic the way she was herself, she spoiled me, especially after my little sister died.”
Bernhard turned again, more abruptly, and leaned an elbow on the mantle of the fireplace.
De Melon emitted an encouraging mumble, designed to keep the discussion going.
For a couple of minutes, it seemed that it might not. The grand duke just looked into the fire.
“I was twelve when she died. She was out riding—we used to ride together, ever since I could sit on a pony. She was jumping the Ilm River when she came off her horse. She hit her head on a rock in the stream and drowned.”
Bernhard pulled himself away from the fireplace and started pacing again.
“If she were alive, she would be prostrate with fury to think that I’m marrying a Catholic. She left directions in her will that none of us should marry outside of the Lutheran faith. So much for filial piety, I suppose. I’ll just add that I’m going into this with open eyes. I recognize that this marriage may cause a catastrophe at some later time. I expect that the regent does as well.”
De Melon prudently remained silent.
“I stayed in Weimar with a tutor until I was fifteen, under the guardianship of Johann Ernst, who was all of twenty-three himself when Mama died. I told you we were all close in age. By 1619, all five of the ‘big boys’ were already in the field, involved with the Winter King and in serious political trouble with Ferdinand II and John George over in Albertine Saxony because of it. They assigned the local administration of Saxe-Weimar to Ernst, who was all of nineteen by then. The older brothers concluded that he would not have what it took to both run the duchy and supervise the two youngest of us, so they sent Friedrich Wilhelm and me off to Jena with a steward and two tutors to keep an eye on us. If nothing else, the family believed in education—especially on Mama’s side. It’s up in Anhalt where you’ll find the literary societies and the educational reformers spilling out the palace doors.”
De Melon did a mental count. The five “big boys” were now down to two—Wilhelm Wettin and Duke Albrecht. The other three were dead, two in battle and one a suicide while mentally disturbed. His brothers had placed him in confinement before that.
Bernhard suddenly, frighteningly, smiled. “Yes, I realize that you will report all this to the grand duchess.”
De Melon nodded.
“We were at the university for one five-month term. At the end of it, we were invited to go on a big hunt at Georgenthal. We caught smallpox. Friedrich Wilhelm died. I recovered and brought his body back to Weimar.
[image: workout]“One thing I’ll give Ernst credit for is that along with being the most incredibly idealistic person I’ve ever met, he’s also an utterly pragmatic realist. I get along with him a lot better than I do with Wilhelm. I refused to return to the university. He knew I meant it, so no matter what Johann Ernst wanted, he sent me to our Great-Uncle Johann Casimir at Coburg. I spent what were honestly the best two years of my life since Mama died in the Ritterakademie there. That’s what I wanted to be learning. Military skills, advanced riding. Practical stuff. Then I joined the army under Wilhelm, full-time, in 1622. I was eighteen and that’s where I’ve been ever since.”
Bernhard flung out a hand.
“All of that means that I don’t have a lot to offer to an Italian court lady in the way of companionship. I don’t have the education that my brothers got. I didn’t want it then and now I regret not having it, but there’s nothing to be done. Here’s what I was taught until I was fifteen: religion, Latin, French, geography, history, political theory, mathematics, and every imaginable form of physical education, including weapons training. Plus a really heavy dose of the legal system of Saxony as interpreted by Friedrich Hortleder, especially with a view to the rights of the Ernestine line vis-a-vis the Albertine line, and the rights within the Ernestine line of the Weimar line vis-a-vis the Altenburg line. Nobody could call old Hortleder impartial when it comes to defending the constitutional rights of Saxe-Weimar.
“Since then, I’ve learned war.
“If she wants to back out before we sign the pre-nup and make the betrothal official, give her the chance.”
****
“No, it damned well isn’t want I wanted to be doing right now. It’s the very last thing I wanted to be doing this spring.” The grand duke of the County of Burgundy was not a happy man. “I need to be here. I don’t have enough time for this, and I have way too much to do.”
While a Catholic monastery was not Bernhard’s normal habitat, he had gotten used to it over the past several months. Schwarzach had a convenient set of large buildings in the Rhine river bottoms and was not far from what had once become Fort Louis. What was now becoming Fort . . . well, it didn’t have a name yet. He was, in his few frivolous moments, considering Fort Independence.
“Whether or not you wanted to be doing it or not isn’t the issue, Bernhard. More to the point, is it avoidable?” von Erlach asked.
“I don’t see how. Not if we hope to continue getting the French subsidy—which, for the time being, we still need rather badly, considering all the expenses associated with constructing the citadel. Not considering our . . . inaction . . . before Mainz last spring. Not if we hope to maintain even the thinnest façade of acting in accordance with the agreement I signed with the cardinal.”
Rosen chewed on his moustache. “Do I have this straight? Richelieu wants you to move your cavalry into Lorraine. Reinforce the troops he has occupying the duchy.”
“Not precisely. That’s what the letter says. He sees, or states that he sees, Gaston’s movements as a potential threat to the French garrisons already in place. That’s what the letter says. What Richelieu wants is for me to use my cavalry to get Gaston out of Lorraine, while keeping Charles’ regiments in Lorraine. What he really wants me to do is separate Gaston from the command of the duke’s regiments. They haven’t been active these last couple of years, but they were really quite effective fighters. While I’m sure that Louis XIII doesn’t like seeing them in Lorraine, I’m sure that he’d like seeing Gaston bringing them into France proper as a personal army even less.”
Bernhard paused. “And reading between the lines, the French would like us, of course, to get the Habsburgs, in the person of Fernando, out of Lorraine at the same time.”
Der Kloster sat around the table, chewing on that.
“You think we have to move into Lorraine?” Erlach said.
“No way to avoid it. Not with what Bernhard just said. But . . .” Kanoffski paused.
“But what?” Rosen asked.
“The king in the Low Countries is already there,” Sydenham Poyntz interrupted. “Already chasing after Gaston. I can’t see that it would be prudent to risk coming into conflict with the Low Countries over a region that isn’t crucial to our aims. Not even if it’s crucial to French aims.”
Bernhard assumed an impassive expression. “There is no necessary reason for us to come into conflict with him.”
“How not?” Rosen released one side of his moustache and gathered in the other.
“In this case, we can interpret Richelieu’s reticence—his reluctance to put a casus belli with the Habsburgs into writing on a piece of paper which might fall into the hands of foreign powers—to our advantage. So. Why not suggest cooperation to Fernando, instead? We do have a common interest in removing an irritant—in de-flea-ing the dog, so to speak.”
“Who talks to whom?” Kanoffski had a tendency to get straight to the point.
“Since you asked, you do. You and . . .” Bernhard looked around the table. “. . . Poyntz. Sydenham, Henry Gage, your fellow countryman, has been poking around this whole matter for Fernando. Go find him. Talk to him. See if he can get you in to talk directly to Fernando’s closest advisers—with Fernando himself, if possible. Explain that we will be moving, that we have no option but to move, and that we have good reason to wish to act in coordination with him rather than in conflict with him.”
“We do? Have good reason to wish any such thing, I mean?” Rosen managed to chew on both sides of his moustache at once.
Kanoffski laughed. “I expect that Poyntz may, if he considers it prudent, drip out information in regard to Tyrol. And its regent. I would certainly include that in the discussion.”
“Drop by little tiny drop, presumably,” Erlach said.
“Well, of course. But Friedrich is right. By putting it into the context of house politics . . . the desirability of amicable relations with my fiancée’s in-laws and all that.” Bernhard winked.


Section 3: “Gott mit uns.”


Lorraine
“It’s not that easy to move east-west in Lorraine,” Johann Bernard von Ohm said. “The French found that out when they invaded in 1632. The rivers all, basically, run north-south. The Meuse, the Moselle, the Meurthe. To get Lunéville, basically, we would have to send a separate force up the Meurthe valley.”
“We don’t need to get there,” Moritz Pensen von Caldenbach pointed out. “Not unless Gaston comes a lot farther south than he has so far. He’s supposedly somewhere around Verdun right now, so we can pretty much ignore the southeastern quarter of the duchy.”
[image: Moselle river]Bodendorf scratched one ear. “The simplest, of course, would be to follow the Moselle through Épinal to Toul; then swing around to Nancy. That would take us halfway, or almost. Leave the northern half for Fernando to worry about.”
“The half where Gaston actually is?” Caldenbach laughed.
“I’ll occupy Toul for Fernando,” Bernhard said, “if I can talk the commander into surrendering, given that I didn’t bring the siege guns along, but I don’t want Toul. Not at all. Lorraine is pretty solidly Catholic—not a mixed bag like Alsace and the Breisgau. I have enough Catholic dioceses on my hands already. There has to be some other way to sort this out once we’ve disposed of Gaston. Find some local people for me to talk to about Toul. And, as always, ‘May God be with us.’ ”
****
“So this Lutheran who usually has his military headquarters in a Catholic monastery on the other side of the Rhine had me hauled out of my bed to tell him about the inner workings of the imperial diocese of Toul before he moved his regiments farther north,” Remiot said.
“This calls for another bottle of wine.”
“So I told him. ‘The prince-bishop of Toul? Ah, well, that was the duke’s brother who dispensed himself from being a cardinal and eloped with his cousin. He’s up in the Spanish Netherlands now with your friend Fernando keeping him under arrest.’ ”
Apremont pulled the cork. “Did you tell him that the chapter hasn’t gotten around to electing a new one, yet, though Gournay has been suffragan all along, has kept doing the work, and probably will be elected once things calm down. Well, maybe. The king of France insists that he has the right to nominate, the cathedral chapter claims that it still has the right to elect, and the pope insists that it’s an appointment reserved to him, so it could take a while.”
Remiot nodded. “It will depend on the Habsburgs in the Low Countries, now. Gournay has the favor of Duchess Nicole, though—and of Vincent de Paul, for what that may be worth. I’d be more likely to place my bets on the duchess.”
“The ex-cardinal was just ten years old when he was appointed to the succession and fifteen when he succeeded. He never took holy orders. The pope gave a dispensation because he hadn’t reached the canonical age, of course. The church tends to do that sort of thing for brothers of dukes. If he wants to talk to someone, he’d better talk to Gournay.” Apremont laughed until he cried, but, then, he was rather drunk by now.
****
“I damned well hope that God is with us. I don’t mind saying that I’m uneasy.” Ohm swigged deeply from his beer stein. “We aren’t ready for this adventure in Lorraine. Overall, our troop strength is down to about sixteen thousand and, at least in my opinion, too much of that is infantry. Untrained infantry, a lot of it, or at least untested infantry, recruited out of Burgundy itself. We should have at least six thousand horse.”
“Ah, Papa. Such gloom.” Caldenbach laughed. “For you, there will always be too much infantry and not enough cavalry. Infantry is good enough for garrisons.” Caldenbach had once, before the Ring of Fire, been Ohm’s son-in-law. Although the young Maria Justina had died in childbirth after only a year of marriage, the two of them remained as close as father and son could be.
“He could be right.” That was Bodendorf. “Rotenhan is worried, too. Lieutenant Colonel Rehlinger has a lot of concerns.”
“Conrad Rehlinger’s father is the grand duke’s banker, for God’s sake. Conrad always has a lot of concerns. If Bernhard doesn’t pull the County of Burgundy scheme off, that firm is going to take a really deep bath.”
“Is Schaffelitzky going to bring his men?” Caldenbach asked. “I know that Rohan thinks highly of his performance when he was in the service of Venice and he’s done well under Gustavus, too.”
“The grand duke is negotiating,” Ohm said gloomily. “It’s a matter of money, I expect. If he does, it will be a help—bring us up close to strength. The last time I heard, he had over two thousand effectives under contract.”
“He’s an exiled Bohemian, isn’t he? Like Kanoffski.” That was Bodendorf again.
Ohm shook his head. “Not recently exiled. His father already worked for the dukes of Württemberg and got estates in the duchy. I’m pretty sure that’s where he grew up—somewhere near Besigheim. ‘Von Muckodell’ tacked onto their name from somewhere in the east is just a historical memory.”
“Schaffelitzky actually is coming. Definitely.” Bodendorf was firm about that. “I heard that much from Erlach. He’s somewhere in the Sundgau, with nearly two thousand horse.”
“Last time I heard, it was ‘over two thousand,’ ” Ohm protested.
“He’s been on the move and you always lose some in transit.” Bodendorf was a practical man.
“I have to say that relieves my mind. Some.” Ohm took a huge swig of beer. “But the grand duke is still leaving Schon by himself in Besançon and sending Hattstein to Dôle. That splits the cavalry badly. Damn, but I wish that Taupadel hadn’t decided to stick with the Swedes. I expected it of Nassau and the Rhinegrave, since they had lands that might fall into Gustavus’ power, and Birkenfeld never was able to bring himself to be subordinate to Bernhard. No man whose house had a seat in the old Reichstag was likely to risk not having one in the CPE Chamber of Princes, but losing Taupadel hurt.”
Caldenbach laughed sharply. “They got their just desserts—every single one of them has lost those precious seats in the new USE House of Lords, the way Gustavus set up the provinces at the Congress of Copenhagen.”
“There’s no way to avoid splitting the cavalry.” Bodendorf’s interest in the wider political implications was minimal. “Bernhard has to protect both his own new capital and the Franche-Comté’s old capital. He can’t afford to lose the court system. Nor, certainly, the tax records. Also, Dôle is where the parlement meets. That’s what they call their Estates. They’ll have to keep meeting there for a while, at least. Besançon doesn’t have a big enough assembly hall yet.”
“And Rotenhan is at Belfort,” Ohm grumbled.
“Bernhard could scarcely leave the main pass between the Vosges and the Jura undefended.”
“That’s what I said to start with, Bodendorf. The grand duke is spreading himself too thin.” Ohm got up, a little unsteady on his feet.
“At least he plans to bring de Guébriant’s command up into Lorraine with us.” Caldenbach stood also, pulling Ohm’s arm over his shoulders.
“Oh, sure. A Frenchman to fight another Frenchman in Lorraine. None us have been in the field with him before.”
“I think—hope—the man is loyal. He has a good reputation.”
“He doesn’t know it was Bernhard who ransomed him out after Ahrensbök.”
“He isn’t supposed to.”
****
“It’s an eagle on his standard. See.” Private Joachim Karpff, with the dignity and prestige that went with having served under the grand duke since the days when he was just a colonel fighting under the Danish crown, gestured toward the waving banner under which Bernhard was marching. “White. That shiny fabric is called damask. The embroidery is real gold thread. The eagle is his.”
“What do you mean, ‘the eagle is his’?” Private Hallier was a new, very young, recruit, out of Burgundy. They weren’t in formation yet. As the rear guard, they would move out last.
“It’s his own eagle. When he was born, they say, an eagle flew over the castle in Thuringia where his mother was in labor. Hardly any eagles over there. It was an omen that he would do great things.”
“What’s the motto?”
“Something Latin.”
“That’s no help.”
“Ask the chaplain.”
“They say there was a bad omen at his birth, too,” Ensign David Sinclair said, holding their own company’s banner carefully upright. “That he was born with a caul. He’ll come to a bad end.”
“Not while I’m alive, you superstitious Scotsman,” Karpff said. “I’ll follow him wherever he goes. To hell itself and back, if I have to. And while I’m alive, I’ll make sure you do the same. If that banner ever goes down, you’ll answer to me.”
Corporal Caspar Klumpe shook his head. “Don’t let the preacher hear you saying that. He’s a Lutheran, but the grand duke makes him keep an eye on us Catholics and Calvinists, too.”
“There goes Captain Starschedel with the grand duke’s war horse!” someone behind them yelled.
“Ugly beast.” Hallier wrinkled his nose. “Black as a raven.”
“That’s the fellow’s name. Rabe. Tip your hat.” Karpff reached out and grabbed the offending hat.
“To a horse?”
“It’s the custom. The raven’s carried the grand duke through a lot of battles. Tip your damned hat.”
****
Inside the command tent, Bernhard finished signing a pile of letters, orders, reports, directives, and requisitions. “That finishes the routine stuff. I wish we were in harvest season, not early spring. It would be so much easier to get grain. It would be so much cheaper to get grain.”
His secretary, Michael John, nodded impassively.
“Have we received a reply from Rohan?”
“He accepts your offer of becoming Statthalter in the Franche-Comté during your unavoidable absence, given your willingness to let him have Tobias von Ponikau as his second-in-command.”
“Thank goodness. A permanent, or even semi-permanent, rift between us now would not have done either of us any good at all. Now.” The grand duke pulled out another letter. “As for our honorable ally in the Low Countries.”
John waited.
“I’m perfectly willing to cooperate with Fernando on this. However, if he gets annoying or starts acting overbearing and generally Habsburg-ish, tweak his tail a little. You can always remind him that I descend from Sybilla of Cleves and could, if I took the notion, go play in his sandbox up around Essen. In my younger days, I was even known to include ‘Duke of Jülich, Cleves, and Berg’ among my titles when I was in the mood.” Bernhard stood up.
“Not that I’m in the mood. The USE ambassadress in Basel, Frau Jackson, has taught me a great deal about sandboxes.” He stretched and laughed. Out loud. For the first time in as long as he could remember. “Go get some sleep. I’ll finish the rest of this myself.”
John bowed his way out.
Bernhard picked up a quill and pulled out a clean sheet of paper. He would at least start a letter to Claudia before he dropped with exhaustion. “I don’t know whether I ought to start this note with an apology or a narrative . . .” The letter got to be rather longer than a note. He ended by saying that he wouldn’t bore her with his problems any longer.
****
“He’s learning,” John said with a grin. “Thank goodness.”
“What is he learning?” Erlach, finishing up his own daily pile of paper work, yawned. “I’ve absolutely got to get back to Breisach. Who knows what the fucking hell is going on there while I’m pinned down here.”
“That territories don’t administer themselves.” The secretary stretched. “That running one is even more work than organizing an army on the move. Kanoffski needs to get back to Freiburg, too. If you want to know what I think . . . well, Johann Hoffmann thinks so, too—he used to serve the grand duke as secretary, but now he’s back working for William Wettin. He knows all of the Saxe-Weimar brothers pretty well.”
“I’d be fascinated.”
“All these years, when he was dreaming of having a duchy of his own . . . or a county, I suppose, now.”
“Yes.”
“What he really saw was a plinth somewhere. Or a pedestal. Up on it, a statue of himself in armor. On the base, an inscription that read ‘Bernhard the Conqueror.’ With all the daily or near-daily military field reports long behind him and somewhere, in a back room, one of his brothers doing the civilian work for him. But now, with all the older ones busy doing other things . . .”
“And to think that you look so harmless, John.”
“As I said. He’s learning. Thank goodness.”
“Is he learning fast enough?”
****
“I have it,” Johann Michael Moscherosch said triumphantly.
“Have what?”
Bernhard’s poet and public relations man looked up irritably. “The campaign theme, of course. I’ve been working on the press releases.”
Michael John winced.
“This campaign demonstrates that anyone who criticized the grand duke’s withdrawal of his cavalry from before Mainz into southern Alsace in the spring of 1634 was sadly misled about the intentions of this upstanding general and now sovereign prince. Grand Duke Bernhard is fully prepared to defend by force, when necessary . . . etc. etc. etc.”
Moscherosch stood up. “We need to hire a cartoonist. There’s no point in risking what some satirist like van de Passe might make of what we’re doing in Lorraine. We’ll issue our own—plates, ready for the printers to use. Let me think. I need another writer, too. No matter how I try to disguise my style, somebody might figure out that I’m writing all the articles and distributing them. The grand duke just doesn’t have enough staff. Simplicity is all well and good, but he’s still trying to live like an ordinary mid-level officer rather than a ruler.”
****
“We have received,” Rosen said, “another charming missive from Père Joseph, this one enclosing a rather large chart. He has ideas, it seems, in regard to what the French subsidy should be buying for France in the way of conquests.”
“Our dear friend the Capuchin,” Kanoffski said, unrolling the chart and looking around. “One of Richelieu’s new cardinals. Give me that mug, will you. We’ll need something substantial on every corner. It doesn’t want to straighten out. They used tape with flour paste to hold the sheets of paper together and it’s stiff. It must have gotten damp since they rolled it up.”
“Here.” Erlach added both his gauntlets to the cause of making it lie flat. “Dear Father Joseph. Friar and war minister. A man who was, in the other world, happy to ally France with Gustavus Adolphus as long as both of them were opposing the Habsburgs.”
“On the theory, let us not forget, that one poison will counteract the other.” Kanoffski weighted down the final corner with his dagger.
Bernhard looked at the elaborately drawn plan. “War would be much simplified,” he remarked drily, “if a general could take cities by touching their names with his finger on a map.”
****
“What the hell is Gaston doing in Commercy, already,” Bodendorf exploded. “The last we heard, he was somewhere around Verdun.”
“Count your blessings,” Rosen admonished. “He’s still north of Toul.”
They needed to keep Gaston from moving any farther south. That was what the king in the Low Countries had tasked them to do. Hopefully, they would be able to force him out of Commercy and back into the north of the duchy, to a point where Fernando’s forces could get behind him and herd him back into the Low Countries.
They were counting, possibly without sufficient justification, on his not being able to turn west into France. This latest undertaking had destroyed the latest of his many reconciliations with his brother. How often could he burn his bridges with Louis XIII? As long as there was no nearer heir to the throne, who knew? Maybe he would go west. Gaston was utterly unpredictable.
What they hadn’t counted on were the Lorrainers, who were getting tired—very tired—of having foreign armies rampaging through the duchy. At Rémiremont, the abbess, an aunt of Charles IV, had a garrison in place. A local nobleman, with a scrambled together body of peasant militia, managed to throw himself into the town ahead of Bernhard. The commander then, at her orders, refused to open the gates.
With a sigh, Bernhard sent for some artillery, which he had not expected to need. That was a delay in itself. Without the artillery, they assaulted with ladders.
Without success.
Once the cannons arrived, they opened a breech in the walls.
They next thing they saw was not only soldiers and townsmen, but a squadron of nuns, hauling rock through the streets to close the breech.
That night, the guns opened another breech.
The next morning, not only the nuns but, it appeared, every woman in the town, was out hauling rock to the barricades.
On the sixth day, Bernhard reluctantly assigned a sufficient number of men to Rémiremont to keep the garrison from coming out, told the artillery to stay put, just in case, and moved around the town.
“There is,” he wrote to Claudia with reluctant humor, “very little military glory to be gained by fighting nuns. Please forgive my disorganized writing and assure yourself that I am and remain your very humble servant.”
Next stop, Épinal. At least they were, to the best of their knowledge, still south of Gaston’s forces.
He sent back to the Franche-Comté for more artillery, with all that meant in the way of diminished mobility. It wasn’t as if one just brought up the guns. To be useful, guns had to be provisioned even more than men did, which meant wagons full of powder; wagons full of shot. More draft horses to be fed. More teamsters to be fed.
He spent several evenings just working on the calculations. To Fernando, he reported, “everything so far, because of the bad weather and other inconveniences, has been going very slowly.”
****
All of the intelligence reports, to both Bernhard and Fernando, concentrated on tracing Gaston and the regiments he brought out of the Low Countries. Even though Fernando expressed a wish to know where Henriette and Puylaurens had gone, this didn’t seem to be a priority, for the simple reason that they didn’t have soldiers. At most, everyone knew, they had a very small escort. It couldn’t be more than two dozen men.
That was quite true. Because they had a very small escort, they managed to go east, come down the Saar, and get into her territories around Phalsburg and Lixheim without attracting much notice. A generous application of the funds they raised along the way scrabbled together a regiment of experienced ex-mercenaries.
A certain number of those ex-mercenaries had dribbled away from the four Irish dragoon regiments that left the archbishop of Cologne earlier in the spring. They, like the rest of the colonels’ men, had encountered plague along the way. They brought it with them. It wasn’t a lot of plague, though, and there was always some plague around.
Henriette thought about it. Admittedly, neither the officers nor the men had experience working with one another, but it was still a regiment.
What’s more, Grand Duke Bernhard wouldn’t be expecting to see a regiment coming at Épinal from St. Dié.
It was worth a shot. At worst, it would be a distraction for the joint protectorate’s forces.
Not that she had any particular sympathy for Gaston. She had less every passing day, but she would rather like to see her brother back in the ducal palace in Nancy. Not to mention that she truly, truly, truly would like to see the French out of Pfalzburg.
“You’re not coming with us, Your Highness!” the colonel exclaimed, appalled. He was unhappy enough at the thought of babysitting Puylaurens.
“If I pay for something,” Henriette answered, “I see for myself whether or not it works.”
****
Ohm had been drinking too much all spring. He knew it, Caldenbach knew it, the rest of the Kloster knew it, and probably Bernhard knew it. He’d admit that he wasn’t at the very top of his form. Still, he was perfectly functional. When his scouts reported the appearance of a foreign regiment just this side of St. Dié, he sent them back to identify it and got his own into battle order.
He didn’t expect the scouts to come back with the news that they couldn’t identify the enemy. If nothing else, he’d been paying enough attention at the staff meetings that he knew which players were on the board.
Hell, no. He had not been having blackouts.
He put the captain of his guards company in charge of holding his men where they were and rode out with the scouts himself. There weren’t a lot of advantages to getting old, but one of the few was that you had met a lot more people than any eighteen-year-old was likely to have done.
Another advantage of getting old was that sometimes it improved a fellow’s distance vision. The trade-off was that he had to wear glasses to read, but given his vocation, he preferred the way it fell out.
He tied his horse to a tree and followed the scout to the edge of the low bluff.
Grinned.
At least, now someone knew where Henriette and Puylaurens had gotten to, and that someone just happened to be him.
Bernhard and Fernando would thank him for this.
Sliding down as quietly as he had climbed up, he headed back toward his regiment, fumbled his glasses out of the sturdy metal case in his saddle bag, wrote hurried notes, and sent off three messengers.
Then he turned around.
He knew they were coming.
Unless they had better scouts than he thought they did, scouts who had managed to hide from him, they didn’t know that he was here.
Now what could he do about it?
A fair amount, but he had three hundred men to their—at a guess—five or six hundred.
Henriette and Puylaurens, thanks to the perfectly competent colonel she had hired, managed to withdraw from the engagement in good order, back toward St. Dié.
Ohm came out of it with a terrible headache. If he hadn’t been wearing his helmet, he’d be dead.
He wasn’t as fast as he used to be. He couldn’t do anything about time, but he could cut back on the drinking.
****
Schaffelitzky crossed southern Alsace from the Breisgau and brought his two thousand men toward Bernhard via the alternate route up the Meurthe.
Captain von Hersbach leaned down from his saddle. This child with three sheep was the first sign of life he had seen for miles.
“Are you Croats?”
This was one suspicious little girl.
“Why do you ask?”
“You are on horses. The soldiers on horses, we call Croats.”
“No.”
“Are you the duke’s men?”
“Which duke?”
“Our duke. Duke Charles.”
“No. We are soldiers of Duke Bernhard.”
“I don’t know him. Where are you going?”
“To Épinal.”
“They have already burned down the villages between here and Épinal. You won’t find any grain.”
“Our commander sent food for us. There is bread at Épinal, baked and waiting for us. We are looking for other soldiers.”
“People have been fighting,” the little girl said, “but they are still a long way away. Almost five miles, over by where the second husband of maman’s aunt lived before he died. We never pay attention to soldiers unless they come much closer than that.”
“Do you know who the soldiers are?” Captain von Hersbach asked carefully, not wanting to alarm her.
“The village council met last night. The mayor said they come from Pfalzburg. I don’t know where that is.”
“Do you know the name of the place where your mother’s aunt’s second husband lived.”
She nodded. “Bruyères.”
“Thank you very much.” He started to hand her a coin, thought again, reached into his saddle bag, and gave her a quarter-loaf of stale bread and a little jerky. “What is your name?”
“Barbeline, mon capitan. Barbeline Cayel.”
****
When Henriette’s scouts reported that Schaffelitzky, who was recognized by one of them, was approaching with a couple of thousand cavalry, she decided that there were times when prudence should trump glory. She had considerable prudence—she just wished that someone else would notice. Over the vociferous objections of Puylaurens, she insisted that they withdraw their forces to Pfalzburg. Antoine sulked.
This withdrawal was also made in good order. Of course, they lost some deserters. As the colonel said, that always happened.
Some of those stragglers attached themselves to Schaffelitzsky’s baggage train, carrying plague down the Meurthe in the direction of Nancy.
****
“How in hell did Gaston get this far south?”
“If we wait,” Bodendorf said, “the artillery will eventually come.”
“If we wait long enough, judgment day will arrive and we will all be carried up into heaven to the sound of trumpets.” Bernhard pushed his abundant hair back impatiently and clubbed it into a knot at the back of his neck. “I am not so thrilled with being at Charmes that I’m inclined to stay longer than I have to. With the reinforcements Schaffelitzky brought, we can overrun it.”
The ordinary soldiers considered the grand duke’s tendency to place himself in the middle of the action to be charismatic.
His senior staff considered the grand duke’s tendency to place himself in danger of life and limb, especially when he didn’t absolutely have to, to be a form of hubris and a constant irritation.
As it turned out, they couldn’t overrun it.
****
“Well, my lady,” he wrote to Claudia, “I won’t delay you any longer with such insignificant items as the loss of my index finger, luckily on the left hand or my scribbles would be even more illegible than they usually are, but rather will end this note and herewith I recommend you and yours to God’s gracious protection.”
****
The artillery did eventually show up and his army went into siege status.
As it turned out, the fortifications at Charmes had underground tunnels. Most of the soldiers eventually surrendered, but by then, Monsieur Gaston was long gone, back to Commercy.


Basel
“Tony,” Diane Jackson said.
“Yes, ma’am.” Tony Adducci—the younger Tony—looked up from the book he was reading.
“Have you read this about Lorraine?”
“Saw it in the papers this morning. Looks to me like the grand duke is possibly biting off more than he can chew.”
“I am very disappointed. Hasn’t he learned his lesson?”
“What was that joke someone made about Gustavus Adolphus and Christian IV last year? Back when they were setting up the Union of Kalmar? ‘Kinkering kongs.’ ”
Diane looked blank.
Tony explained why turning “conquering kings” into “kinkering kongs” was supposed to be funny.
The ambassadress didn’t think so. “We don’t need another one of those. Not on the doorsteps of Basel.”
Diane snorted in disgust the morning she saw the newspaper reports of events at Charmes. “Frank’s mother,” she informed her trusty bodyguards, “used to say that ‘the good Lord protects fools and small children.’ Why does He bother?”


Section 4. “. . . nit zweyflende, der Allerhöchste werde seine gnade verleihen
undt ergebige mittel weisen . . .”


Besançon
Hyppolitus Guarinonius looked at Kamala Dunn. “You are preaching to the converted,” he said. “That was a very favorite statement of young Matt Trelli during our stay in Kronach, when he thought we were telling him something he already knew.”
“You certainly are,” Kamala admitted. “And you, and you.” She waved toward Christoph Gatterer and Paul Weinhart. “Perhaps I am just rehearsing for when I speak to those who still aren’t persuaded. They don’t want to hear the message that the up-timers cannot provide, simply do not have the resources to provide, some kind of miracle cure for a major plague epidemic. They will have to listen to you. They will have to apply—and as rigorously as possible—the methods you already have in place.”
Guarinonius leaned his elbows on the table, steepling his fingers. “Out of curiosity . . . that is, we did not, generally, find the up-timers in Bamberg, when the regent first sent us to assist at Kronach, to be quite so certain that we could make a positive contribution. Yet they were lay people—not, that is, medical professionals. I truly expected . . . well, all three of us truly expected, before you arrived, that you would have nothing but scorn for the measures we had spent two months trying to put in place here in Burgundy.”
“I rather noticed that you were dubious. But—let me start over. The biggest epidemic there had been in the twentieth century happened a long time back, toward the end of World War I, in 1917 and 1918. It was not just nationwide, in America. It was world-wide.”
Kamala stopped suddenly. “Just be glad we’re not expecting flu. We can’t provide a miracle plague cure for the whole continent of Europe, but at least the plague is bacterial and chloramphenicol works on it. Influenza is a virus. Whole different story. Anyway.”
“You were saying,” Paul Weinhart prompted. Of the three physicians, he was the only one who had noticed that the up-time woman, although much of her learning was more advanced than theirs, was nonetheless sometimes hesitant about speaking her mind to physicians. He suspected it had something to do with the up-time modes of training. The journals coming out of Jena made it clear that the system instituted by the gentle-lady Beulah McDonald, herself a “nurse” rather than a physician, was intended to introduce major changes to the system that had existed before the Ring of Fire.
So the up-timers—some of them, at least—were fully aware that their culture had not achieved perfection. That was good to know.
“Oh. The 1918 flu epidemic. The American Medical Association published a study of the way various cities in our country handled it, from the loosest practices in regard to ‘quarantine and closing down the schools and public meetings’ in Philadelphia to the tightest ones in St. Louis, there was a real difference–even with no medical cure. Those methods are pretty much the ones you’re planning to use here. They won’t prevent an epidemic, but they will . . .” She paused and searched her mind for the right word. “They will ameliorate an epidemic. The grand duke’s representatives, when they hired me, told me what would be coming up, so I had time to do some reading. Philadelphia had an ‘excess mortality per 100,000’ of eight hundred seven people.”
She looked at them. “You understand the concept of ‘excess mortality’?”
Gatterer nodded “More deaths than would usually occur in a year. I have seen church registers that record, in a town which usually had fifty to sixty deaths within a year, ten times that many during the plague of 1625.”
“Good. One more thing I was afraid I would have to explain, but don’t. St. Louis, with the strictest quarantines and closures, only had an ‘excess mortality per 100,000’of three hundred fifty-eight. That’s a significant saving of lives. The same thing showed up, according to the AMA study, when applied to all of the forty-three major metro areas they included.”
Weinhart nodded. “This is like that survey of the prevalence of childhood diseases that the Leahy Medical Center has published for the Thuringian villages around Grantville. Fascinating.”
Dr. Weinhart, Kamala knew, was doing a great deal of pro bono work for the Besançon orphanage. His two wives had presented him with sixteen children of his own. He had served as personal physician to the archducal children in Tyrol. He was a great believer in religious instruction and handed out dozens of stuffed toy lambs with little crucifixes around their necks along with his advocacy for cleanliness, fresh air, proper nutrition, and plenty of exercise. That was fine as long as all the orphaned children were Catholic to start, but might be a problem later on.
Not her problem, though. She belonged to the Disciples of Christ. The Lutherans and Catholics could sort out their differences without her personal participation. Grand Duke Bernhard’s problem.
“So, the truth of the matter is that the measures available and known now, in the 1630s, if rigorously applied, even without modern medicine, can make a really big difference in the severity of an epidemic.” Kamala stood up and turned to the easel hung with oversized sheets of paper. “And if I have anything to do with it, they will. So let’s get to work on the directive for Burgundy.”


• Close the borders, whenever and wherever possible.
• Place restraints on movement from place to place.


“Remember,” Weinhart said, “farmers and retailers of farm produce, such as animal hides, are in constant danger of contracting the plague. It is a normal consequence of the work they do. During a plague epidemic, their constant involvement with flea-bearing animals can be deadly. Still, we cannot forbid the transport of food. If we do, people will avoid plague only to starve. It is very important to define the restraints. No unnecessary movement from place to place.”
Kamala nodded.
Guarinonius sighed. “Generals tend to regard troop movements as necessary. And, of course, we are scarcely in a position to forbid the grand duke to move his military units. Which means baggage trains and camp followers. Not only in the direct theater of action, but on the way to the direct theater of action. That is the worst. They leave behind stragglers. They leave behind the sick. Sources of infection for previously untouched towns and villages.”


• Close all places of entertainment.


“That means no kirmesses, no village fairs, no touring troupes of actors.” Gatterer nodded his head decisively.
“On penalty of what, in case of violations?” she asked.
“Hanging,” Weinhart answered.
Kamala swallowed and moved to the next item on the list.


• Forbid other types of public assembly.


“What about political assemblies?” Kamala asked.
“Wherever possible, postpone them,” Guarinonius said. “Close down the courts, so people won’t be coming for trials. Don’t convene the Estates.”


• Establish pest houses outside of the uninfected walled towns.


“They are useful in two ways,” Guarinonius said. “There should be two buildings. In one, the authorities can place and isolate any travelers suspected of illness. In the other, they can quarantine those who appear to be healthy long enough to be sure of it. The buildings should be some distance apart, of course.”
“That means hiring extra guards,” Weinhart pointed out. “Nobody should get as far as the regular city gate guards without an authentic certificate of health.”
“What if the infection does get into a town?” Kamala asked.
“That’s the next item. ”


• Quarantine.


“We identify each house where there is a case of the plague. We seal the infected person and all family members inside the house. No one is allowed to leave; no one to enter. We have the house locked and bolted from the outside. For those inside, the disease has to run its course—whether they die or they recover. Watchmen guard the houses. Many do not have enough provisions to last through a quarantine. The inmates may lower a basket from an upstairs window. The watchmen will place food in it. When enough time has passed, we open the house. If there are survivors, we provide them with certificates of health.”
Kamala shuddered. It was all just so—nineteenth century. She had seen photos from the 1800s, taken during epidemics of cholera, with the yellow tape strung across the doors and windows of infected houses.
“How do you handle the bodies?” she asked. “And the houses.”


• Containment.


“For the bodies, they are collected by the death carts. They are collected naked. There must be no clothing, not even a shroud, to tempt the impoverished and greedy to rob the corpse. That only leads to further spread.
“To man the carts, one must have persons who have already had the plague and survived it. It is not a popular occupation. Often, one must draft people for the duty over their very loud objections. There can be no individual burials. Outside of the town or village, one digs plague pits. The best are twenty feet deep. The width can be expanded to accommodate the number of corpses. The diggers should also be persons who have already sickened with the plague in the past and survived. The carts bring the bodies there and throw them in. Each day’s dead are then covered with ashes and lye.”


• Cleansing.


“The living, also, come out of the plague house nude. The city will provide fresh clothing.”
“And the house itself?”
“Ideally, every plague house would be burned to the ground, and everything in it. That is not practical. There is always too much danger that the fire might spread.
“We hire crews of people to disinfect the houses and burn the contents. We hire more guards to make sure that they do burn the contents. Again, many are unwilling and drafted into the duty. Sometimes, on occasion, these people move from city to city, where they hear rumors of plague, offering their services.”
“It’s as hard as hell to keep them from stealing.”
“They are to burn all fabric—clothing, bedding, towels, rugs, curtains and tapestries. We have seen too many cases where plague was brought into a town by a rag-picker’s cart. You have to keep a close eye on paper makers. They are so greedy for old linen, they will be tempted to buy and store even that from plague houses.”
“ ‘The love of money is the root of all evil,’ ” Gatterer interjected.
“Then, once the house has been stripped, they clean it, from top to bottom.”
“Using?”
“Vinegar, primarily. It is believed to kill the infection.” Guarinonius paused. “I am not sure whether it does or not. At the very least, it does no harm.”
“It doesn’t, I’m sure,” Kamala said. “I recommend stocking up on DDT and chlorine bleach.”
****
“Good Lord,” she said to Carey Calagna that evening after getting their respective children bedded down. “Give me a glass of wine. I could use a whole bottle.”
“Bad day at Black Rock?”
“ ‘To recapitulate . . .’ Who was it that used to say that? At least the down-timers are used to having plague doctors wear protective costumes. Masks, and waxed clothing to fend off fleas. So when we require our personnel to use face masks and gloves, it just makes ordinary people think first that we know what we’re doing, and secondly that we’re giving them the kind of treatment that ordinarily only the wealthiest could possibly afford.”
****
She repeated that thought when they got back to work the next morning.
“The wealthiest or, in Italy, those already confined to a pest house,” Dr. Weinhart answered. “The city councils employ doctors to treat them.”
“The up-time treatment protocols require everyone known to have been exposed to a plague victim to receive a seven-day preventive course of antibiotics.”
Everyone in the room just looked at one another, realizing the impossibility of this. The level of chloramphenicol production, in the face of an epidemic the size of the one that was coming . . .
The up-time protocols weren’t irrelevant, exactly. They were just impossible.
“By the grace of God,” Guarinonius said. “By His grace, we will accomplish this, trusting that He will provide us with sufficient and appropriate resources.”
Weinhart looked at the protocol written on the easel. “It’s not as if we haven’t done it before.”
“We have done it for a single walled town, such as Kronach. We have done it for a particular Italian city state, such as Pisa. Sometimes, we have tried to do it for a small principality, such as Tuscany. Never before have we done it on a frontier that will run from the coast of the Low Countries to Venice, from the Atlantic to the Adriatic, in a curving line across central Europe. Without the up-timers, we would never have dreamed of attempting such a thing."


To be Continued . . .







Clash of Cultures—School Systems at (the) Stake
Written by Rainer Prem and Edith Wild
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Wisdom is power.
—Francis Bacon (1561–1626)
Introduction
When American parents think about a good—or better, the best possible—schooling for their children, they invariably think about private preschools, private schools, and expensive universities.
When German parents in the seventeenth century did the same, they either hired famous scholars to teach their children—if they were very rich—or sent them to famous public schools. There were no "good private schools" in the time of the Ring of Fire.
And this will certainly be a source of misunderstanding and different opinions when it comes to discuss funding of schools in the new governments where Americans and Germans sit together.
Some of the differences in school systems are so deeply ingrained that both parties won't even remotely think about the possibility that the other one sees that completely different.
So how will schools develop in the new timeline? How deeply will the American school system influence the German one? And vice versa?
There are many questions that cannot be answered about the American school system in place in Grantville and how it will develop, or whether it will develop into a continental model. The development of a specific school system is very much based on the environment, especially the political environment, because one of the most important tasks for any type of government is to lay the foundations for an educated society.
If a child was born in 1629 or 1998, then attends the first grade of Blackshire Elementary in 1635, in Grantville, it will be different from a child attending a school outside of Grantville. Once a child has passed through the system and emerged as an educated person, what will the educational environment be once they graduate from a university or college in the late 1640s?
Today
America


[image: school]Disclaimer: I have no first-hand experience with the American school system, but I'm always open to profound corrections.
On the other hand, all you American students and teachers can learn what signals of American schools manage to cross the big lake.
So, in other words, this is a collection of all the prejudices popular TV-shows and movies seen in Germany by Rainer, with factual information delivered by Edith.
Many of the stereotypes are very much influenced by the "Hollywood" mentality of "exaggeration for entertainment" and are widely recognized in America as just that and not taken seriously "across the pond."
It is factual today that the central hub of American schools is the high school. Starting in the 9th or 10th grade (depending on whether there is a middle school system—grades 6–8, or junior high school system—grades 7–9), both ending with the 12th grade, we see young adults struggling to find their places in the societal hierarchy of both school and the greater culture. It is important to point out that although there is an American Presidential Cabinet level "Secretary of Education" and a "Department of Education" at the national level, its task is not to run the nation's myriad of school systems: public, private, charter or religious. The Department of Education’s mission is (from the website: http://www2.ed.gov/about/overview/mission/mission.html)  “to promote student achievement and preparation for global competitiveness by fostering educational excellence and ensuring equal access.”  There is also a "virtual school" concept—being entirely online for education. Additionally, there is of course, home-school. It is also important to point out that each individual state has its own "Department of Education" and "Secretary of Education." This being said, most of the schools in the United States are under local control, by county, by school boards and community stakeholders (a stake holder has a vested interest, social or economic in a school). There are also various "accreditation" providers who examine a school to determine its worth. Two of the most widely known are SACS (the Southern Association of Colleges and Schools) and NIPSA (the National Independent Private Schools Association). Their job is entirely standard-based and they do not accredit every school that asks for it. There is an academic Common Core Standard (http://www.corestandards.org/) being adopted by most of the states currently. Its purpose is to make certain that education has a common standard, although there is controversy about it.
The more college- or university-centered a community is, the more academic competition there is. In the academically oriented communities, ostensibly, each student competes with the others for a high academic position. The higher the ranking academically, the more academic opportunities arise for the student. This is often crowned with high scores on the college board tests such as the SAT or the ACT and almost always capped by the Advanced Placement exams—which earn college credit in high school. There is also the IB (International Baccalaureate) option in some school systems, which has become an alternative for AP class work in some locations. Eventually, all this hard academic work should qualify the student for attending a good (= expensive private) college, optimally to gain a full scholarship for one of the elite universities. Competition for spots in Harvard or Yale or other "Ivy League" schools is often very fierce. Pressure from the family, especially when parents are already alumni of one of these universities, plays a big role.
The public school system is the most common school experience in the United States. "Public" means tax-funded.  There is a wide disparity between public systems as to which has the greater quality and which does not.  Sometimes, as in the “inner city” urban schools, there is a socio-economic disaster lurking in the greater society outside that makes school past the age of sixteen irrelevant unless the youth is planning on a military career, as that is seen as a way out from a crime-ridden economic disaster area. Often times, any sort of literacy becomes almost irrelevant in those inner-city areas, as the value of education can be in such low esteem as to be regarded as a free baby-sitting experience. Otherwise, a student may simply drop-out of school and get a minimum wage job, if they are lucky.  There is also the GED (Grade Equivalent Exam) option, which is not a high school diploma and does not allow, generally, entrance into the military.  A student may attend vocational or trade school or even a community college with a GED, but may or may not go further.  In the same city, the suburbs will hold the key to success, but not every student will take advantage of the academic opportunities presented. Competition to get into public-run vocational schools is generally very high. Some students really do not want to go on to university or college. They would be happiest in trade or vocational schools—if there was a choice for them, or straight to work as soon as possible, or even into the military.
If parents doubt the efficacy of the public system and can afford it, they will often put their children in private or religious schools.  Not every private or religious school is accredited.  If parents cannot afford a private or religious school, even with scholarship money, there is the charter school system, which rivals the public schools and competes for the same federal or state or county money.  Charters can be wonderful or terrible academically, and must take students from all over the county.
It is known (although we have Title IX) that male student athletes are more common than female athletes, but they all view athletic scholarships with similar fervor to those students looking for academic scholarships. With higher interest in athletic competition and even family pressure, many male and female athletes interest themselves in athletics over academics, so as to get into college and have opportunities to stand out in sport activities. Sometimes the idea of an athletic scholarship is the only tangible activity keeping a student in school, especially in the inner city. Some colleges and universities in America are known for massive competition in sports more than for their academics, but the degrees are good. Young athletes receive scholarships for athletics, in disciplines like American football, soccer, baseball, basketball, track and field and thus prepare the young men and, sometimes, young women for a career in the professional leagues.   This preparation does not mean that the student-athlete will achieve a professional ranking; it just means that it becomes possible.  Even so, most athletes do finish up their college degrees and move on, sometimes into business, sometimes into military and sometimes into graduate school.
It is prejudicial to only consider the “Hollywood” or stereotypical view as seen in films or television. Most high schools offer a wide variety of after-school clubs and activities, even ways to obtain community service hours, which is a positive activity. As examples: only the “weaklings” (also sometimes referred to as “nerds” or “geeks”) attend the chess club, math club, robotics club, business club or chemistry club. You are more likely to find an academically oriented individual in clubs that are academic.  You are less likely to find a football star in the chess club, but just being an athlete does not preclude the possibility if the athlete (sometimes called a "jock") has time to do anything off the practice or game field. You are also not likely to find a student with a “gangsta” reputation in the chess club, or any other club, either.  Students actually tend to separate out into “groups” based on personal interests or what their parents expect them to do.  Another example of the stereotypical high school experience is the way films and television often show high school aged girls or young women. They are often shown using high school to compete in fashion, make-up and sexual activities. The athletic ones become members of the school's cheerleader team, work on their movements and appearance, and try to lose their virginity soon after the sixteenth birthday, preferably to the quarterback of the football team.
Then, there is the senior prom night or the senior dance. Stereotypically, it is debauched, where the naughty guys try to spike the punch with liquor or drugs and get the girls so intoxicated so as to have easy access between their legs.
In truth, the prom has chaperones, generally 1 adult to each 10–15 students. Sometimes the chaperones are parents but generally, mostly, the chaperones are teachers. These days there often is a security check-point as well. The prom is generally held on either a Friday or Saturday night. The prom is also very expensive to attend. At some schools the ticket for prom can exceed $100.00 each. The ticket covers food (usually a salad, some kind of non-alcoholic drinks, a chicken or pasta dinner, a dessert), music (usually a DJ but sometimes a live band as well) rental of the hall. Often the hall is in a fancy hotel, usually not the PE gym at the school as the indoor basketball court floor is very expensive to maintain. The girls wear expensive dresses, sometimes costing several hundred dollars. The girls sometimes have their hair and make-up done professionally. The boys rent or borrow tuxedos. The boys will present their date with a corsage–the flowers colors based on what the young man was told would be the color of the dress. Then, they pose for their parents to take photos, and then the students go to the prom in a rented limo. Many times the limo is shared between several couples. Alternatively, sometimes the young man will drive or the young lady's father will drive them and then the young man's father will pick them up. Once at prom, there is food, drinks (not alcoholic—in the States, the legal drinking age is 21 for anything alcoholic).
[image: prom queen]Stereotypically, there is an "election" of Prom King and Queen. At the election, there are always those who afterwards suffer from an enormous jealousy, because every other girl obviously is better fitted to fulfill the role of the queen. After this meeting, the different cliques meet in hotels or clubhouses to celebrate a night of extensive drinking and/or sexual encounters.
Truthfully, there is an election of Prom King and Queen and a "court" (generally, the court consists of the runners-up). Different schools have different rules of who should be considered; generally it is academics in good order, several recommendations from various teachers, and a student election of those nominated. If there is jealousy, generally, not a whole lot is ever made of it, as that is in "bad taste." Often the Prom Queen and her court will have a theme for their prom dresses and the Prom King and his court will all wear similar tuxedos. Also, not everyone bothers with prom.
The typical high school education experience ends with the graduation. The students wear academic gowns—usually in school colors. Sometimes it is "open air," sometimes it is in a hall or in the case of a really large graduating class, an ice hockey arena. The students march up to the stage to the music "Pomp and Circumstance" in academics honors order (the valedictorian first). They receive the diploma, and return to their seat. Then, when everyone has done the same thing, they generally throw their square hats (tasseled mortar boards) into the air, and their parents take photos.
I only want to emphasize specific features of the American school system, which might be so essential to all Americans that no one even thinks about questioning them.
Schools are divided horizontally into elementary, middle and high school. Schools are not divided vertically in different types. But there are a lot of private schools at each level with high reputation and even higher tuitions giving specific training. There are also "magnet" schools with specific programs—such as science or theater designed with the notion that students might actually do more with those.
Advancing into the next level at the end of the grading period in high school is generally rather automatic, so long as the grades are "passing." Students who consistently earn poor (D or F on a scale of A to F) grades at the end of term, will get support to improve or be given the option to repeat the class to make their ½ credit or full credit. Or, those students might be encouraged to get a GED. (Unlike high school, the equivalency to a diploma is not acceptable to the military but fine for vocational schools and some community colleges. In the States, a community college is a cheap way of getting your first 2 years of university out of the way, or acquiring an Associates Degree in something useful for a job.) Some school districts have no concept of repeating years but, generally, a student must have a cumulative 2.0 grade point average with a specific number of credit hours earned (that varies by state) in order to graduate.
Germany
Today's German school system derives directly from the schools already founded in the Early Modern era. It was in its current form mainly shaped by the Prussian reforms in the nineteenth century. It's not as simple as the American one, so a (very simplified) picture paints a thousand words:
[image: chart]
After a "Grundschule" (basic school) of four years, the students or their parents have to decide between one of three school types, which eventually seals their fate.
[image: Hauptschule]The "Hauptschule" (main school) runs from the fifth up to the tenth grade. Its graduation originally provided the young adult with enough technical knowledge to start an apprenticeship in a craft.
During the three years of apprenticeship, apprentices are required to attend a craft-specific "Berufsschule" (job school) once a week to learn about necessary subjects.
The "Realschule" (real school), originally "Realienschule" (school of the realities), also ends with the tenth grade. It provides the knowledge to attend a "Fachoberschule" (technical secondary school) afterwards, which is called "Mittlere Reife" (middle maturity). The "Fachoberschule" has two years and allows its graduates to attend a "Fachhochschule" (technical college).
The "Gymnasium," also called "Oberschule" (upper school), has nine grades. It's divided into the three parts "Unterstufe," "Mittelstufe," and "Oberstufe" (lower, middle and upper level) of three years each. The last year contains extensive exams called the "Abitur" (Latin abiturium, "will be going away"), which gives the students passing them the right to attend a university afterwards.
The Abitur—also called "Matura" in Austria—was introduced by the Prussian government to replace entrance examinations of the universities. Each German Abiturient has the right to attend any university he wants.
A student who gets too many poor (5 or 6 on a scale of 1 to 6) grades won't move into the next grade and has to repeat one year. In "higher" schools, students are automatically expelled instead of allowing a third repetition.
Since the Gymnasium allows the students different options by
1) graduating with an Abitur and proceed to a university,
2) bailing out after a successful 12th grade to attend a technical college,
3) bailing out after middle level which also gives a "Mittlere Reife" and go to a technical secondary school or even an apprenticeship,
it's no wonder that more and more children in Germany decide (or their parents have decided for them) to attend the Gymnasium in fifth grade.
At the moment, the "Hauptschule" is dying from disregard, and the "Realschule" gets all the dropouts from the Gymnasium, who haven't managed to keep pace. Therefore, the concept of an integrated school like in America ("Integrierte Gesamtschule") gets more interest.
While Germany has a federal school system too, the above mentioned rules are installed by national laws. The differences between the fifteen Bundesländer are more gradual.
The different schools certainly have celebrations where the graduates get their certificates, but none I ever attended was a tenth as formal as their American counterparts were. No special costumes required.
The German "Abiturball" is not in the least comparable to a prom night. It's not held at the school but in a neutral place. The parents and other family members attend together with the graduates, no borrowed tuxedos, no punch, no king and queen, and no regulations from the school.
In fact, I don't think that many German "Abiturienten" try to leave the ball early, because for many of them it's the first opportunity ever to celebrate officially until sunrise with parental consent.
By the way, apart from the specific "Sportgymnasium" (about twenty exist over Germany) "sports" in German schools are not targeted to any championship. I know of no normal German university that has a professional sports team. No scholarships are given for excellence in sports. And since even the most famous German schools and universities are publicly funded and don't charge a fee (apart from "Studiengebühren" of up to €500 a year) scholarships are very rare.
Private schools and universities are rare, too. Only 9% percent of all general schools in Germany are private, with less than 8% of the total number of students. It's more of a threat for a German student to be sent to one of them than an award.
Needy students can (theoretically) get enough money from the federal government according to the "Bundesausbildungsförderungsgesetz" (Federal Training Assistance Act), "BaFöG" for short, to cover their expenses. Half of the money is given as a loan, which can be paid back over time if the income allows it. Several rules deduct from the loan if the student finishes in advance or among the 30% best.
The History


[image: chart]
Before I go into details, I want to mention some facts about schools in Lutheran principalities in the Early Modern age. One basic fact is that the written school rules, which existed differently in each principality, and even in many towns of the Germanies, very much differed from reality.
1) Schools officially did not differentiate between boys and girls. In the villages, where only a single teacher was working, boys and girls were taught together in a single room. In the towns, separated schools existed for boys and girls, and the boys' schools were massively preparing the students for universities. But even in the sixteenth century, girls' schools existed.
Nevertheless while about 50% of the male population in villages could read sufficiently, only 25% of the female population could (according to the 1641 visitation in the duchy of Saxe-Gotha).
2) In schools and universities, commoners and nobles were equally welcome. There were even scholarships and dormitories dedicated to poor students, and that also meant poor lower nobles.
3) Neither schools nor universities charged fees. There was a kind of social pressure for rich families to support the schools their children attended.
4) There wasn't a fixed age before a boy could attend a university. Who could read, write and speak Latin, and either had enough money or could earn a scholarship, could attend the university. Examples of children at the age of eight exist. But there are also examples of mid-twenties.
5) First there were no exams during the time at a university. Exams for receivers of scholarships were introduced in the early-seventeenth century, common exams in the late-seventeenth.
Private Teachers
The rich could hire scholars to teach their children since the pharaohs' reign in Egypt. Nothing has changed from this during the four millennia. It's perhaps notable that in the courts of the Early Modern Age, the children of commoners often could enjoy the same quality of education as their noble contemporaries.
Many commoner children thus managed to get a scholarship for a university from "their prince" afterward.
Famous examples of "home teachers" from the early-seventeenth century include Johann Michael Moscherosch (starring in "Make Mine Macramé") who taught the children of the counts of Leiningen, or Wolfgang Ratke, who will be discussed in detail later.
[image: timetable]
The illustration shows the timetable of the young dukes of Saxe-Gotha "Facta Januarii 1656." You can see the ruler specific subjects of "Politica," "Histor[ia] Univ[ersalis]," and "Tacitus," the Roman politics theorist.
Development of public schools before and during the Reformation
Before the Reformation, there were basically two types of schools (plus the first universities) in Germany.
The first type includes "Klosterschulen" (Monastery schools) and "Domschulen" (Cathedral schools) founded by the Church during the Middle Ages all over Europe. The first on German ground was founded in Eichstätt, Bavaria, in the eighth century and existed until the sixteenth.
[image: school]In the late Middle Ages, another type of school was developing, when rich merchants or craftsmen wanted their sons to be better educated for leading the family's business. So they hired scholars to teach the children in private schools. They were called "Winkelschule" (literally angle school) from the nooks and crannies the rented classrooms often had. Nobody was able to decide about the qualification of these "scholars" in advance, so often these schools had bad quality and gained bad reputations over time.
At that time, the employees of a school were called "Schulmeister" (school master) or "Rector" (leader) and "Gesellen" (journeymen), because schools had been organized like craft shops in the Middle Ages.
Teachers were also called "praeceptor" (literally "regulator").
During the Reformation especially, Martin Luther and Philip Melanchthon (the latter was called "Praeceptor Germaniae"—teacher of Germany), worked to get more children educated, albeit with very different targets. While Melanchthon supported higher education, Luther had an eye on educating the poorer children, preferably all poorer children, boys and girls.
Luther wrote in his famous letter "to the Christian Aristocracy" (1520): "First and foremost, in all higher and lower schools, the most important subject should be the Holy Script, and the Gospel for the young boys. And each town should have a girls' school for them to hear the Gospel for one hour [a day]. . . . But at the moment even the great and educated prelates and bishops don't know the Gospel."
The mention of "higher and lower schools" shows what exactly he was planning. Basically, the existing scholars' schools preparing students for university and high level jobs were not touched very much, but a new type of school was founded to educate the children of peasants and craftsmen without preparing them for the university.
These two kinds of school were soon called "Latin school" and "German school" to differentiate them.
Latin Schools
The "Lateinschule" (Latin School) was exactly what its name suggests. Students—male students only—learned Latin. Period.
Oh, there were other subjects on the curriculum. Grammar, Dialectic or Logic and Rhetoric (the so-called trivium), so the students were not only able to read, write and speak in Latin, but also discuss opposing viewpoints. In Latin, of course.
Theater, where plays of Roman playwrights (especially Terentius) were enacted. In Latin, of course.
Music, religious music to be exact. In Protestant school they, of course, sang the hymns of Martin Luther. In Latin language, at least sometimes. A man named Wolfgang Ammonius translated many of these hymns into Latin on the grounds that foreigners could sing them, too.
The average Latin School didn't even teach mathematics or geometry, no history apart from some Roman authors, but even Caesar was frowned upon.
Interestingly, religious education, a major part of later curriculums, did not happen. The children had to memorize Luther's catechism. The younger ones in German, the older ones in Latin and Greek. They had to memorize a number of Psalms, attend services twice each Sunday, memorize the sermons, and so on.
But learning facts by heart did not mean there was a need to understand. Most of the years at schools in the sixteenth and seventeenth century were filled with memorizing letters, syllables, words, sentences, and texts other scholars had written.
The Latin school, which was also called "Gelehrtenschule" (scholars'  school) or "Gymnasium," was a direct development from the old schools; so it had three levels (not exactly grades). Only the children in the beginners' level were allowed to speak their mother language in classes; afterward Latin was mandatory. Students of the higher levels were even punished for not speaking Latin, even at home. Even so, Greek and Hebrew were tolerated, but German was considered the language of the plebeians. It was not the language of the intellectuals the students strove to become.
A specialty of the school system in Early Modern times was the fact that there was no automatic sequence of classes. There were exams before the harvest holidays, deciding if a student was fit enough for the next level, or for leaving school and proceed to a university.
Thus, each level hosted children of very different ages. Children attended Latin Schools from the first year on at the age of five or six, but since they were not regularly moved up, most of them stayed until they were sixteen or older.
[image: guy]A counter-example is Philipp Schwartzerdt ("black soil"). He attended the Latin school in Pforzheim at the age of six, learned Greek voluntarily, and could attend the University of Heidelberg in 1509 at the age of twelve. Because of his excellent Greek knowledge, his mentor gave him the Greekicized name of Melanchthon.
Philipp became Baccalaureus Artium in 1511 and switched to the University of Tübingen. There, he became Magister of Philosophy in 1514 at the age of seventeen.
This mechanism did (OTL) not change until much later. Even today students in Germany have to prove each year that they are worthy for the next grade. But normally over 90% of the students move up, so the classes, for the most part, consist of children with a maximum difference of two years in age.
The dukes, Johann Ernst of Saxe-Eisenach and his brother Johann Casimir of Saxe-Coburg, attended the University of Leipzig when they were twelve and respectively, fourteen years old. An opposite example can be found in Andreas Reyher's CV below.
With the Reformation and by direct intervention of Martin Luther, Melanchthon, and other reformers, many of the converted ex-monasteries became secular schools. And at once, there were several types of schools coming into existence.
In 1543, three schools in Saxony were founded and funded by Duke Moritz, called "Fürstenschule" (prince's school). These were founded in Schulpforta (near Naumburg), Meißen, and Grimma. More of the prince's school type appeared in all of Germany over the next decades. They copied the mode of operation from the Latin schools. A specialty of these (boys only) schools were the celibacy of the teachers to "don't expose the boys to females." But after it became clear that this caused a constant fluctuation in staff, the requirement was removed.
Latin Schools developed from three different grades to six during the sixteenth century. Finally they had a structure with a grade "countdown" that still exists in today's German gymnasiums. The classes had the Latin ordinal numbers Sexta, Quinta, Quarta, Tertia, Secunda, and Prima. In the nine-class gymnasium today, the last three classes are split into "lower" and "upper" years.
In the seventeenth century, a new final class called "Selecta" was introduced for the direct university preparation.
Note: The English sources I encountered characterize Latin Schools as "secondary schools." This is basically wrong. In more famous schools, the Sexta, which had the main goal to teach Latin vocabulary, was dropped, and only children accepted who already knew Latin.
But most of them enrolled children from the age of five or six into their Sexta (see Gotha below).
German schools
Martin Luther featured a completely new idea that peasants' children should also be able to read, write, and do basic arithmetic. So the first "Elementarschulen" (elementary schools), later called "Volksschulen" (people's schools) were founded, the first of them in 1533 in Gernrode/Harz. Here Pastor Stephan Molitor convinced the abbess Elisabeth von Weida, who had turned Lutheran in 1521, to support building the school.
Note: Even if Gernrode now is a part of Quedlinburg, the aforementioned abbey was not the abbey of Quedlinburg; in the latter, Elisabeth lived before becoming abbess of Gernrode and Frose.
In villages, these schools were in fact very "elementary." The sextons of the Lutheran pastors served as teachers, if the village had one. If not, a man in the village who was able to read and write, but was physically disabled, was often the first choice. It often didn't matter how well he could read and write or if he knew something about numbers.
All children were schooled in a single room (boys and girls alike, but separated). They also had three levels, and it was custom that children proving as able be recommended for the next town's Latin school. The others stayed until they could read, write and compute, normally four years, but the stay of the simple-minded could be nearly indefinite during their youth.
"Bürgerschulen" (citizen schools) in the towns had the purpose to provide education to the children of the craftsmen and merchants without preparing them for a university. They concentrated on reading, writing in the mother language and much more arithmetic and geometry than the Latin schools did.
In towns with enough children to keep more teachers busy, there were separate schools for boys and girls with women serving as teachers in the girls' schools.
The Late Sixteenth Century
One fact I want to emphasize: All the mentioned schools were free of charge. There was (also in the universities of that time) no tuition to be paid. The teachers' and other employees' salaries, and other necessary expenses were paid by "the government." Technically, at least. Of course, the more money a prince needed for other projects, the more the schools' budget had to be fought for by the principal.
And there soon were alumni who remembered their former alma mater in their will. The teachers also opened their houses for lodging of paying students from out of town. Professors at the universities also gave private lessons for paying students.
Poor children who were willing to study often could rely on scholarships funded by princes or rich commoners.
The first century after the Reformation then saw a lot of men—starting with Francis Bacon in England and Petrus Ramus in France—trying to grasp the concept of knowledge and education. While some highly esteemed scholars in the late Middle Ages were in all seriousness convinced that mankind had achieved all possible knowledge, the inventions and discoveries of especially the fifteenth century made it crystal clear that this was wrong.
So how could man become more knowledgeable in the understanding of God's Creation? How could newly achieved knowledge be transferred to the next generation of prospective scholars?
Based on some examples, which are not by pure coincidence based in Thuringia, I want to show how schools developed between the Reformation and the Ring of Fire.
The Gymnasium Illustre in Gotha
[image: gym]After the Reformation had been introduced in 1524 in Gotha, the city council, together with the parish, asked their Duke Johann for a new pastor. He sent Friedrich Mykonius (Mecum), former priest and now strong supporter of the Reformation, who became the first superintendent. In the same year, Mykonius founded a new school in the monastery of the Augustinians (http://goo.gl/maps/SsibF), where the oldest of the monks continued to live for the next several years.
The monastery, with all buildings and property, was officially gifted to the city of Gotha in 1529. Three teachers were hired. In 1534, a decree ruled the salary with a quarterly amount of 70 fl. (florin) for the dean and 50 fl. for the two teachers, called Baccalaureus (Bachelor of Arts) and Cantor. While the school was free of charge for all students, needy students were subsidized with up to 20 fl.
In 1544, a fourth teacher was hired. The quarterly salaries rose to
a) For the dean 80 fl. plus five "Erfurter Malter" of rye, two Malter of barley, one Malter of oat, fifteen "Schock" of wood
b) For the Baccalaureus supremus (major) and the Cantor 50 fl. eight Schock of wood and one Malter of rye
c) For the new Baccalaureus infimus (minor) 40 fl., eight Schock of wood and one Malter of rye.
Note: The exact amounts of these measures are not documented.
[image: school]Twenty-four students were subsidized with grain for bread and beer and housed in the former monks' cells. The school in the monastery had only male students, but there was a smaller "girls' school" in a house in (not next to) the Margarethen cemetery. Here I found the only mention of a tuition, quarterly 2 Thaler, which was only expected by the richer families. The girls' school was open to all girls.
At that time, the school already had a good reputation, and up to the end of the century, it became well known in the whole of the empire, although it had been completely closed during the siege on Gotha in 1567.
Afterward, new school rules were formulated, stating among others that of the twenty-four students living in the monastery, four or five had to be children of poor families, while "rich and noble children" should no longer be allowed to use this dormitory.
After a number of less successful deans, Andreas Wilcke (1562-1629) was appointed in 1592 and stayed until his death. At that time, Gotha belonged to the duchy of Saxe-Coburg, and Duke Johann Kasimir, who had been born in Gotha in 1564, was very interested in supporting better education in his principality.
[image: gym]In 1601, he personally founded the Gymnasium Academicum in Coburg, a combined school and academy, by laying down the first stone.
In Gotha, he funded the complete renovation of the old monastery buildings, which had threatened to collapse over the heads of the students. Afterward he gave the title "gymnasium illustre" (splendid) to the school.
He also provided the school with teachers for Hebrew and occasional history classes, which brought the number of teachers to seven (for at least three hundred students).
The number of classes was increased from four to six. Each of these classes had class time Monday to Saturday 7-10am and (except Wednesday and Saturday) 1-4 pm.
In 1606, the curriculum was defined as follows—with a much larger amount of German than before:
1) Sexta (age 5 or 6): learning the catechism, reading and writing in Latin (and a little German).
2) Quinta: reciting catechism, psalms and Proverbs; Latin grammar. The teachers were urged to concentrate on correctness, and to encourage good behavior inside and outside school.
3) Quarta: catechism and Gospels; reading Aesop's fables, and Cicero's letters.
4) Tertia: catechism and Gospels; Greek, writing essays and lecturing; Music.
5) Secunda: repetitions; the classes were completely held in Latin, while the teachers could give German explanations in the lower classes; Music (theory) and theater plays (in Latin and Greek); Ovid, Plutarch; alternating Arithmetic and Geometry (Saturday afternoon, except when services were held).
6) Prima: practice in Logic; Hebrew; Music and theater play; Virgil, Horace; writing essays in Latin and Greek; Rhetoric; bible reading in Latin with explanation of Hebrew names.
Sunday morning all students were led to the service. After lunch, the upper classes had to write essays about the sermon in Latin or Greek, the lower classes discussed the sermon. Then they had service again.
Summer (harvest) holidays were one month in August, but there was still two hours of classes each morning. Exams were twice a year after Easter and Michaelis (September 29).
During that time, the behavior of the students outside school seemed to be rather bad. The same rules from 1606 ordered the dean to try to keep their students from "excessive drinking in the nights, and swarming round on the streets." Other sources speak about brawls in the night, excesses in fashion and insolences against the teachers. The same problems are documented from the gymnasium in Coburg.
In 1624, the gymnasium celebrated its first centennial, the introductory sermon was held by Superintendent Balthasar Walther (1586-1640) who was student at this school between 1603 and 1605 and later a strong supporter.
In 1629, with the Edict of Restitution, the monastery was reclaimed by the Catholic Church, but the claim was denied.
In 1631, Andreas Wilcke died from a stroke, and the former Konrektor (assistant principal) Johann Weitz (*1576) was appointed dean. He was a teacher at the gymnasium since 1600, but he was considered a very weak leader not able to curb the students.
OTL Weitz stayed principal until 1640, then Duke Ernst fired him based on a recommendation by Sigismund Evenius and appointed Andreas Reyher, former principal of the gymnasium in Schleusingen as the new principal.
Incidental remark: The Begining of the Seventeenth Century
Perhaps it hasn't become clear from what I described until now: In the Germanies of the early-seventeenth century, the number of teachers in the modern meaning of the word was zero, naught, nil.
There was not a single course in any university to prepare students for the task of handling unwilling children and shove knowledge into them.
Every young man having reached the grade of a magister was allowed to teach, even at university level. There certainly were gifted men in the sixteenth century, who were able to educate children successfully. But these were naturals.
More often, the typical teacher was not able to explain any of his knowledge to children. How could he? He had two decades of memorizing without questioning in his mind. So the only thing he could do, if the children did not immediately understand what they should learn, was to use the "Rute" (birch, wicker, etc.).
The second specialty, which changed during the seventeenth century, was the lack of textbooks. The alphabet was taught by writing it at the blackboard, then the students copied the letters onto their slates. Syllables, words, sentences came basically from Luther's catechism. The Latin Schools had bad copies of Roman texts, handed down over the centuries of hand copies until the invention of printing.


To be continued . . .







Notes from The Buffer Zone: History And Its Alternates
Written by Kristine Kathryn Rusch


I've written a lot of history and alternate history in the past year. They seem to go together for me. I research history, and as I think about the mystery fiction I can write in the "real" past, I also find myself looking for those historical pivot points, those moments when life changes in an instant. Those get my brain going "What if" more than almost anything else.
The history that interests me isn't the history that seems to interest the casual history reader. The history tomes that I see are mostly about the People In Power Dealing With the Big Event. I'll be honest: I read some of that, mostly for context. But what interests me is how people lived—or how they survived—something I consider unimaginable.
For instance, when I read about the American Civil War, I'm interested in the women who fought in it, or the women who were spies. I'm interested in the people who stayed home or the people who endured the prison camps, the African-Americans who suddenly found themselves free, or the freed former slaves who got captured by the Confederacy.
Fortunately, a lot more historians are interested in such things now than historians were in the past. They write social histories (which, honestly, can be so dull) or they focus on a single event that stands in for other events, like the Pulitzer Prize winning Devil in the Grove, which looks at a legal case that Thurgood Marshall took on for the NAACP in the 1940s.
Generally, I write mystery stories based on the history that most people aren't familiar with. Many of those mystery stories appear under my Kris Nelscott pen name. (The latest novel, Street Justice, came out in March.)
But the alternate histories—they spring out of any old inspiration, and sometimes out of dire circumstance. Dire for me, the writer, who has made stupid promises to write stories that are just beyond her grasp for anthology editors. I always think I have more time than I actually do. (For someone who writes time travel fiction, that's a bad thing.)
I got pushed against a deadline a few years ago, and nearly bailed on a story for an anthology called Sidewise in Crime. I had three days to write 10,000 words, and do the research and develop the alternate world and come up with a mystery. I talked to my husband Dean Wesley Smith about it and he asked me if I had any ideas. Of course I didn't. I just had blind panic.
I was in the middle of a Kris Nelscott mystery novel set in 1969, so the research in that era was fresh in my mind. But I wasn't thinking about alternate history. I was thinking about untold "real" history. (You'll note that I've put "real" in quotes twice now; that's because historians—and even people who lived through the time—disagree about what happened at any point in the past and/or that event's impact.)
Dean said, "What would have happened if J. Edgar Hoover died in 1968?" (He died in 1972.)
I said, "Nothing. If he had died in 1964, maybe, but not 1968."
And then Dean gave me his gotcha grin. Because he had.
I wrote a story called "G-Men," which got nominated for the Sidewise Award for Best Alternate History, Short Form, in 2008, and got picked up for two different year's best books in two different genres that same year.
But "G-Men" just touched on the investigation. I hadn't really explored the impact of Hoover's early (at least in alternate history terms) death. I had to finish that part of the story, and did so in a novel that just got released called The Enemy Within. But now, I have a whole new series, with a bunch of characters, and a three-novel arc. Thank heavens the books stand alone, because otherwise, I'd be working as hard to finish them as I am to finish this Retrieval Artist story arc that I mentioned last time. (That arc has grown to 5 novels, not 4 like I originally thought.)
History is my leisure reading, and I'm doing a lot of reading about 1919. A year ago, I would have told you that 1919 was a very dull year. Then I started to read about it, and it made 1968 seem tame. The number of people who died in riots across the country were in the millions (no one knows the exact number). Cities burned. Entire towns got destroyed.
Those riots were mostly about race and trying to maintain Jim Crow. But add to that the growing technological change—cars, telephones, radios—and the end to a devastating world war, and the entire planet was in flux. Quite literally.
I love times like that. It makes my historical brain go crazy, and my alternate history brain look for those pivot points.
Some stories set in 1918 to 1925 are leaking out—one in Fiction River: Time Streams and another coming up in Fiction River: Past Crime. But the bigger ones are lurking, waiting for me to finish the research.
The research always takes me interesting places. I'm buying books now about things like the Federal Reserve and the global economic system, in addition to books on the summer of 1919, which was known as Red Summer. I'm not sure what exactly will come from it, but you'll see all sorts of weird test stories from me in various digest magazines and in Fiction River.
That's how I work. I read a little, then I test the ideas, then I read some more, and try again.
It's not efficient, but it's fun, and it gives me an excuse to learn something. I'm learning a lot about the year my mother was one year old and my father was five. The  year my beloved grandmother was a 26-year-old mother, and my grandfather was struggling to take the postal exam that would enable him to feed his family (and half of a very small town) in the Great Depression.
Those are the small lives—the ones the historians often neglect, and the ones I like to read about. I then try to imagine what it was like to live in that time period, and I always regret I didn't ask the right questions of the people who were alive then. My parents are long gone, and my grandmother died in 1992. I can't ask her anything. (I doubt my father would have remembered much about the time.)
So I use old books and newspapers and guess. And write a few stories to amuse myself—and, with luck, to amuse you as well.
****









Writing for the Grantville Gazette: Who, What and When
Written by Bjorn Hasseler
[image: Writing for the Gazette banner]


Have you ever thought, "I'd like to read a Grantville Gazette dealing with ____."?  Who, what, where, why, when, and how can you help make that happen?  Some of these questions are easy to answer.
Why
We all want to read stories about topics and people that interest us.
Where
Baen's Bar:  The 1632 universe has three conferences at Baen's Bar:  1632 Slush (for stories intended for the Grantville Gazette), 1632 Slush Comments (for feedback on those stories), and 1632 Tech (for technology, history, questions, etc.).
1632.org:  This site has Mike Watson's 1632 Story Search Engine, "http://www.crucis.net/1632search/" which is great for finding out if anything has been published on a given topic or about a particular person.  It also has the Up-timer Grid (all the up-timers who came through the Ring of Fire) and the Story Timeframes (when each story happens).
There is also a 1632 wiki, at "http://www.1632wiki.org".
How
There's a fair bit of information on both Baen's Bar and 1632.org on how to write a Gazette story, including such things as point of view and Gazette style.
****
The rest of the questions are more challenging.
Who
You probably know what's coming here.  But it's true.
"Nobody else can write the story you have in mind. Only you can prevent story travesty." (Laura Runkle, Editorial Board member)
"We are a community here, and our purpose is to get more people to write stories. It is not our purpose to chase people away." (Walt Boyes, Editorial Board member)
"It's just that no one has written more stories (about whichever topic under discussion).  I can't buy what doesn't get submitted." (Paula Goodlett, Grantville Gazette editor)
What
1632.org has some guidance in what not to write:  The Many Halves of Grantville (why the Up-timer Grid is necessary) and Dead Horses.  Inclusion on the Dead Horses list doesn't mean that a topic is forbidden, but it does mean it has been covered rather thoroughly in 1632 Tech.  As Dead Horses says, "Sometimes, when you whip a dead horse, it gets up and stumbles around." (Rick Boatright, Editorial Board member)
But what about guidance on what to write?  The most-requested story is the next mainline book.  That's Eric Flint's domain, of course.  Aside from that, there have been requests for the British Isles thread, for Ring of Fire IV, for stories about ethnic minority characters in Grantville besides James and Sharon Nichols, for popular Roman Catholic liturgical music, and for a sympathetic treatment of Calvinist characters.
What has the Editorial Board suggested?
Paula has been known to throw out some challenges: a story opening with a writing cliché, a story opening with "I'm from the government and I'm here to help."  (Kerryn Offord wrote this story.  It's in Gazette 44.)
"Write a story about the ambassador from Tibet to Grantville sent by the Dalai Lama after he had received his electric Buddha." (Rick Boatright)
"To tell the truth, there have been comparatively few stories featuring the teachers who have stuck it out in the Grantville school system, slogging away with punctuation and multiplication tables."  (Virgnia DeMarce)
"I keep posting a challenge idea: write about people who have never been to Grantville, who have only heard about it, read about it in the news sheets, talked to somebody whose second cousin went there just like the peasants in Europe used to think about America. Write about people who are changing their lives because of something they heard of. Nary an up-timer needs to be used." (Walt Boyes)
But mostly the Editorial Board emphasizes this:  "We very much want to see more stories about ordinary people. Up-timers if you must, but down-timers are more interesting." (Walt Boyes)
And this:  Write about the people.  Don't focus on the technology.  Yes, have the technology in the story, but don't make it a project report.  It is not necessary that the technology succeed.
When
You know what we're going to say, right?  Why not get started?
****









Minicon 2014—Amended with Marcon Schedule
Written by Grantville Gazette Staff


We’re going to Marcon! They asked for us! They’re excited! We’re excited!
Come be with us the weekend of May 9-11.
Check out the details here: http://marcon.org/wordpress/
The convention theme this year is “Technical Difficulties.” What could be more perfect for the 1632 crowd?
Schedule below:
1632 Schedule – Room is Taft C except for the autographing session


**Friday**
	8:00 pm – 1632 Autographing Session: Eric Flint and other 1632 authors

**Saturday**
	10:00 – Military Technology and Practice, New Time Line vs. Old Time Line - Chuck Gannon, Walter Hunt, Griffin Barber, Jerry Akerman and Kevin Evans.
	A discussion on how military practices of the 17th century will change due to new technology.

	11:30 – Weird Tech – Rick Boatright, Walt Boyes, Kevin Evans
	Aqualator computers, stuff with steam power, different weapons, because the new time line 17th century isn’t going to develop the same way as the old time line

	1:00 - Steam: What it Really Is and What it Can and Cannot Do – Rick Boatright, Walt Boyes, Kevin Evans, Mark Huston, Walter Hunt
	Steam is not all about gluing a gear somewhere. What can really be done with it? What are the costs in fuel and labor? Advantages? Disadvantages?

	2:30 – The Sociological Implications of the Ring of Fire - Walt Boyes, Chuck Gannon, Mark Huston
	What the changes are in culture and society, what they mean and where they are going

	4:00 -Mughal India and tokugawa Japan in the 1630s - Iver Cooper and Griffin Griffin Barber.
	What’s going on in Mughal India and Tokugawa Japan after the Ring of Fire.


**Sunday**
	10:00 – Authors and their 1632 Stories – Chuck Gannon, Paula Goodlett, Gorg Huff, Griffin Barber, Jerry Ackerman, Walter Hunt, Mark Huston, Walt Boyes, Iver Cooper
	What historical bits did and did not make it into the story and why

	11:30 – Snerking the Plots of the 1632 Universe – Eric Flint, Paula Goodlett, Gorg Huff, Mark Huston, Chuck Gannon, Walter Hunt, Iver Cooper
	A discussion of what is coming up in future books set in the 1632 Universe









The Mysterious Mesa, Part Three: Jacob's Ladder
Written by Garrett W. Vance
[image: Jacob's Ladder banner]


The mesa's cliffs were as smooth and shiny as glass and perfectly straight, as if cut by a fine saw. The four men felt awed by the massive structure towering above them, at least a thousand feet high. They paused to marvel for a while, all feeling a tinge of fear that the whole thing might topple over on them. Eventually, each man had to look away, dizzy, their senses overcome by the mesa's unnatural, looming presence.
"I've never seen anything quite like this. Makes the City of the Pyramids look like an ant hill," Nate said, his voice low in the silence of the Drained Sea's sandy flats.
"Nor have I, truly, a wonder . . . although I am not sure it was God's hand who created it," Gonzalo replied, stroking his pointy black beard thoughtfully.
"I'll believe pretty much anything after all we've seen. But like you said, this doesn't look much like God's handiwork to me, either. It's too straight, too perfect."
"Just so. But, if not Him, then who? Or, what?"
Ni-T'o began to speak, his soft baritone filled with reverence. Gonzalo translated for Nate, although Nate was beginning to catch more and more of their tribesman friend's native tongue.
"He says that we have left the land of the demons, and this must be the home of the gods."
"Well, I guess we'll never know unless we find a way up there. Let's poke around a bit more before it gets dark on us."
They had arrived at the tip of the mesa farthest from the shore of the wide sea that, to their surprise, occupied the middle of the continent in this primeval epoch. The far end of the formation was now becoming obscured by an evening mist rolling in off the water. The walls were concave on this side, a gentle, but distinct curve. A short ride around its nearly razor-sharp pointed tip revealed that the backside was curved outward, the overall shape forming that of a fat, crescent moon, some forty miles in length. They surmised that it would be nearly half that at its widest point, if the shape held along the entire structure. It was impossible to see at the moment, the walls curved away out of sight beyond the apex. They would have to walk its length toward the sea to know for sure.
"Well, we best make camp," Nate said, appraising their options with his scout's sharp eyes. "There's a rise just over there, some big sand dunes. Let's get on top of those for whatever protection they can provide."
Drawing closer, the dunes proved to be larger than they had thought, around a hundred feet high. They were pleased to find a natural basin had formed where the tops of several dunes came together, it would keep them out of sight, and protected from the rising wind gusting inland from the sea. After the horses were watered and fed, they made what they could of a camp. There was no firewood to be had, so T'cumu lit a small cookfire from the charcoal they had carried with them. They used it to char some salted strips of 'four-footed-goose meat,' which they ate with a simple bread made of corn and seeds.
"Nate, have you ever noticed that even the most simple of  repasts tastes like the finest of banquets when cooked on a fire after a long day's journey?"
"Yes, I have, it's one of the few mercies granted to the traveling soldier. I wouldn't look twice at this stuff on a Sunday morning in my granny's kitchen, but here it's manna from heaven." He looked over to Ni-T'o, the evening's cook, and told him "This is delicious, Ni-T'o,  thank you!" in what he hoped was the correct form in the man's own language. Both he and his younger cousin, T'cumu, grinned encouragingly, Ni-T'o dipping his head and answering with "You're welcome!" in English.
All of the men looked forward to the day when Gonzalo could retire as translator, and they could speak together in any one of the group's three languages. Nate made a point of using Spanish with the tribesmen most of the time. He knew it pleased Gonzalo, who could possibly be the last of his kind in this new New World. Nate knew for a fact there were plenty of English speakers back the way he had come, and that crafty old bastard of a tongue would most likely end up being the one preferred by traders, just as it had in most of the places it had come to. All the more reason why it would be good to keep Spanish alive, even if just to have a way to communicate without most of the English-speaking contingent understanding. That odd assortment included the US soldiers that he, a cavalry man, had been serving with as scout, the evicted Cherokee they were no longer escorting, and a bunch of prisoners and their guards from the late twentieth century. . . Nate was decidedly away on permanent leave, and didn't trust any of them one bit. He was grateful for the new friends he had made, who offered companionship and shelter in a very hostile world.
****
The party was up well before daybreak as usual, having learned it best to do as much as possible before the tyranny of the young Cretaceous sun came to rule the land. Nate's mare, Poppy, snorted, sniffing hungrily at the air.
"I think she smells something she likes," Gonzalo noted.
"I can see some kind of greenery up on the top of that thing. Maybe she's getting a whiff of that."
"It would be a blessing if we found more plants suitable to the tastes of our own times. I shall pray to the Lord for a way to reach the summit."
[image: jacob's ladder]"Well, if the whole thing is as steep and smooth as these cliffs are, you might have to ask Him if we could borrow Jacob's Ladder for a spell."
They spent the morning following the vast curve of the mesa's far side. Even while walking in order to give the horses a rest, they made good time; the Drained Sea's bottom was flat and sandy. Only the scattered remnants of doomed, sun-dried sea-creatures remained to remind them of the unnatural disaster that had happened here. With the daylight they gained a view of the country beyond the mesa; the Drained Sea had extended northward another twenty miles, where it met a highland native to the current era. Glassy cliffs twinkled in the distance, topped by gargantuan conifers where the former terrain had been replaced by the sudden presence of an ancient sea. That way was demon country to be sure, and close enough that they had better stay on the alert for approaching monsters. The mesa had been an island for a brief time during that strange deluge.
As they followed the gentle curve, the highlands slowly drew closer to the mesa, narrowing the gap to around five miles. Both men and horses stuck close to the wall, which provided a few feet of welcome shade. The tribesmen seemed uncomfortable beneath the unnatural heights, but their avoidance of the terrible sun won out. Around noon, the party reached the widest portion of the crescent. It was time for a break. Nate sat down with his back to the mesa, the strange, glassy mass of compacted earth and stone was pleasantly cool against his sweat-soaked shirt.
Gonzalo stood, looking straight up, watching for signs of life a thousand feet above.
"I thought I saw a flock of birds a while ago, but it may have been an illusion of the heat," he said, squinting into the too-bright sky.
"Well, we all saw that raven. It could have come from somewhere else, I suppose. A number of familiar critters came into this world with us. Let me know if you see anything," Nate said, pulling his hat over his eyes for a nap.
"Look!" T'cumu suddenly called out in Spanish, making Nate jump up from his rest in a hurry. "Demon-birds!"
A formation of reptilian fliers soared far above, sometimes swooping out over the mesa's edge as they headed toward the sea. They looked to be of the same type they had seen diving for fish along the shore the previous day. It would have been hard to make them out at such a distance if they weren't so incredibly large.
"Damn. It's probably going to just be a bunch more of them big lizards up top," Nate growled as he returned to his interrupted nap.
"The most likely case," Gonzalo said in a disappointed tone. "Still, it would be easy enough for a flying creature of this time to reach the top. What lies above remains a mystery until we can see for ourselves."
Ni-T'o leaned against the mesa's wall, running his hands over it. He pushed and poked at the material with his finger without leaving a dent. Next he tried his bone knife, which made a scoring impression, but whatever had created the wall had fused it into a hard, stone-like substance. He cursed under his breath and shrugged his shoulders at his companions.
"We cannot climb this," he said in Spanish, which both tribesmen were increasingly becoming proficient in, much to Gonzalo's delight.
"Just as well. I'm afraid of high places," Nate quipped in the same language from under his hat's wide brim, making the others laugh. It was nice not having to wait for Gonzalo to translate. It was only because of the trust he had come to place in these men from other times and nations that the Texan allowed himself to drift off into a comfortable doze.
****
T'cumu didn't require much rest, so he stalked along the shadow's outer edge, keeping watch. He had learned to always be on guard in these hostile lands, which held dangers the likes of which no man had ever seen. He didn't want to say it to his cousin, or to his new friends, as he understood they missed their former existences, but T'cumu was glad that he had ended up here. This new New World, as his companions from the future had come to call it, was thrilling and full of wonders. He now had challenges worthy of his prowess. This was his chance to become a great warrior like those in his people's old tales, facing awesome beasts and horrific demons, vanquishing them with his might! Glory and honor would be his, and one day he would be a powerful chief, worthy of respect from all peoples. He gazed into the waves of heat distorting the distance into a dream, felt the strength of a new sun on his face, and smiled.
****
An hour later Nate woke up, rubbing his deeply tanned face. Gonzalo handed him his lunch, some kind of corn porridge wrapped in an edible leaf. It was good in a very simple way, and he gobbled it down with more pleasure than he ever would have expected from what he still thought of as injun grub. Hopefully, they would find some fresh meat soon, he longed for a nice, juicy steak, even if it did come from some overgrown horned-toad, or other such monstrosity of the new New World.
****
It was time to go. Gonzalo checked on the horses, gently petting each one while talking quietly to them in encouraging tones.
"Come, my fine friends, we must continue on. Perhaps later we will find a nice, fresh stream to drink from, eh? Good horses, beautiful horses."
"All that pretty talk is going right to Poppy's head," Nate told his friend with a smile, taking her reins as he prepared to mount. "She's got enough of a mind of her own anyway, without starting to think she's some fancy lady."
"But she truly is a lovely creature, I have never seen markings like hers. I hope that her foal will bear them as well."
Gonzalo climbed easily onto Flavio's back, despite his heavy boots and assorted pieces of armor. He had left much of his kit back at the village to spare his mount the added weight on the journey, but he still insisted on breastplate and helm. Flavio shifted his weight, eager to be on the move again. Gonzalo patted his stallion's gold-furred neck with great affection.
"Yes, you will be the proud father, you randy creature! If your scion inherits the best traits from both sides, it will be a fine animal indeed!"
Shortly, T'cumu and Ni-T'o were astride midnight-black Bella. They rode single-file to stay within the thin belt of shade provided by the wall. As they passed beyond the widest point, they could, at last, view the seaward tip of the massive formation. A coral-covered rise in the dry sea bottom drew in close, then paralleled the mesa for several miles, creating a funnel. The water moving between the two land masses had been greatly accelerated as it squeezed through the narrowing gap, its power causing that end of the crescent to crumble.
It was still too far away to make out in detail, but they could see the straight wall had fallen into a tumble-down slope.
"See? the Good Lord has provided us with a way up!" Gonzalo announced happily.
"I'm not betting on that until we get closer. From here that  looks like it might be climbable, but I doubt much it will be a smooth go," Nate said, hoping he was wrong.
[image: cowboy]A cool breeze blew in from the ocean, allowing the party to urge their horses on at a faster pace. Disappointment began to grow in them as they neared the landslide.
"Dang, I hate being right," Nate said as they began their survey. With their base undermined by the flood, huge slabs of mesa had tipped over, each leaning against its neighbor, one canted above the next like a fallen line of dominoes. The first shard, formerly the outer edge, lay flat, crushed beneath the weight of those behind it, dying trees protruding sideways over the sandy, dry bottom. The next slab above was at a slightly less precarious incline, and so on. A man should be able to make his way up, but a horse might be a different story.
The horses began to get excited, sniffing the air, their nostrils wide and eager.
"Grass!" Ni-T'o said happily, pointing to an area of the fall that had somehow slid free of the destruction, landing in a nearly upright position. It formed a dainty little meadow with deciduous trees and bushes growing around an inviting carpet of lush grass.
"It looks stable enough," Nate said, urging a very hungry Poppy to slow down long enough for him to scope out the area. "Somebody's going to eat well tonight!"
With an exasperated click he let Poppy have her way, the other horses close behind. The group dismounted, letting their tired mounts graze to their heart's greedy content.
"This bodes well," Gonzalo said, squinting up at the slope. "I have yet to see any grass growing in the regions native to this time. This place must have come from the future, much as we did."
Nate nodded, rubbing his stubbled chin as he surveyed the impressive jumble of trees, boulders, and displaced earth.
"Now, if we can just get up there. Looks like that's going to be a bit of a trick, but do-able. Not so sure about the horses, though."
T'cumu was already a good twenty yards up onto the slide, looking for possible paths. After a few minutes of scouting he turned to look down at his waiting companions.
"Not good," he called down to them in his steadily improving Spanish. "Men can go up, but horses . . . no."
"Hellfire, that just figures. Why do I have to be right all the dang time?" Nate growled in English, his face falling into an irritated scowl. He plopped down on a mossy boulder to have a good think, wiping the sweat from his face and neck with a well-worn handkerchief.
Gonzalo continued to peer up, stroking his beard as usual while considering their options. There was something about this place that called to him, that had taken his fancy ever since he had first seen it in the far distance from the village. When T'cumu had rejoined them, he spoke, mostly in Spanish, and also translating some of what he had to say into the tribal language.
"Friends, we are fortunate that The Lord has granted us a way to reach the top of this mysterious mesa, giving us the opportunity to discover its secrets. The problem is, we can not bring the horses up there—yet. I suggest that some of us go ahead and climb up there, and, as we go, we can search for the easiest paths, those that could be made passable for the horses. It would certainly be a large undertaking, but perhaps not impossible. In any case, once we are on the top, and have had a look around, we can determine if what we find there is worth blazing a wide trail up to. What do you all say?"
Ni-T'o and T'cumu conversed rapidly in their tongue while Nate gazed thoughtfully up at the rubble above.
They had made one discovery already, to Nate's mind the most important: There was grass up there, and trees that looked like the ones men were accustomed to. And where those grew, game dwelled, and maybe even people. The grass alone would be beyond price in the largely inhospitable new New World.
Ni-T'o spoke up. "I will stay with the horses. T'cumu will go up."
Splitting up was less than ideal to Ni-T'o's mind. He, too, was curious about the mesa, but he knew the future men would want to go, and someone had to be responsible for the horses. Also, his head was a lot cooler than his younger cousin's, who would be bitter at being left behind on such an adventure. In any case, they needed more arrows, and this would be an ideal place for him to stop a while to make some, with all the necessary materials present in abundance. He allowed himself a small smile. His arrows were always a bit better than T'cumu's, not that he would ever tell him that.
T'cumu, of course, grinned broadly, eager for exploration.
Nate and Gonzalo looked at each other.
"Well, I guess I would like to get up there and have a look-see," Nate said.
"I, as well!" Gonzalo was almost giddy, as delighted as a kid with two handfuls of candy.  "So, we have a plan. It's getting late now, I suggest we start fresh in the morning. This will be a very pleasant place to spend the night."
"Amen to that," Nate said, plucking a long blade of bright green grass from the shade beside his sitting rock, and placing an end of it in his mouth. It was a taste of home, and filled him with a mixture of pleasure in the moment and pain at the remembrance of what they had all lost.
****
Their night in the meadow passed by in peace and quiet; only the distant sound of waves and the rush of wind across the Drained Sea could be heard. It was a relief to be sleeping on familiar-feeling soil after the desolate sands of the past days. The evening before, they had fortified the area as best they could, building a brush and branch fence into a paddock for the horses and fashioning a lookout some thirty-feet up in an adjacent tree–a safe and hidden place for Ni-T'o to keep watch from and, if necessary, take refuge in. They also made sure he had plenty of torches ready-made if he should have any unwelcome visitors in the darkness. So far, no native creatures had found their way across the expanse of sand between the mesa and the ubiquitous conifer forests, but that wouldn't last forever. Taking enough supplies for a three-night stay, the three climbers wished their stalwart companion safety and farewell as they set off up the ragged slopes toward the summit.
[image: black cherries]The going varied between fairly easy and highly difficult terrain. Sometimes it was as simple as walking up a steep, grass-covered hillside, grabbing on to one of the leaning trees or bushes for support when needed. Nate was pretty sure he could name much of the foliage; there were beech and buckeyes, dogwood and elms. He let out a whoop of joy when he came upon a tree chock-full of ripe black cherries. The three of them picked as many of the delicious little fruits as they could carry, and nearly as many went into their mouths.
Nate made a point of spitting his pits into his hand and stuffing them into his pocket to plant elsewhere when the chance arrived.
"This is starting to look a lot like home!" the Texan nearly crowed, grinning up at the mesa top, still a good six-hundred feet above. More trees and brush could be seen there, making him think all of this trouble might be worth it.
"Good land!" T'cumu mumbled through a mouthful of cherries.
Gonzalo grinned at his companions, teeth stained from the wonderful fruit, but his cheer faded as he saw there would be some hard climbing ahead. Stuffing a last handful of cherries in his mouth, he began to move carefully upwards through the canted terrain.
They were not far from the top when they encountered their first impasse. The last slab of the mesa falling away from the main formation had left a dangerous crevasse; a steep, slippery slope of loose dirt and scree on their side, and a cliff as nearly straight and sheer as the glassy outer edges beyond. Both sides would be terribly difficult to traverse, if not impossible without special gear. The crevasse was around a hundred-feet deep but only thirty across. It felt maddening to be so close to their destination, yet thwarted by nature's fickle ways.
"The devil's own shit!" Gonzalo cursed roundly, then looked embarrassed at having blasphemed so egregiously. This made Nate and T'cumu laugh, with T'cumu repeating the phrase to himself, cataloging it for future use.
"Never you mind, altar boy, I won't tell on you for using foul language," Nate said with dark cheer. "This is surely going to be one hell of a bitch to get across."
Their path had brought them almost to the western edge of the fall. No course presented itself there, so they worked their way along the edge eastward, looking for some way across, their hopes fading with each step. T'cumu did best in this difficult terrain, climbing over and under the leaning trees as if born to it. Nate and Gonzalo lost sight of him after a while, both simply concentrating on making progress forward.
After a while, they heard a sharp whistle, which they had come to know meant T'cumu had found something, and to come along quick. Crawling through a particularly dense copse of brush, they emerged, scratched up and covered with leaves, to find T'cumu smiling ear to ear, standing next to the top of a very large, fallen maple tree. What was interesting about this particular tree was that its roots were embedded deeply in the soil on the far precipice, forming a natural bridge. At first the going looked easy enough, with plenty of branches to hang on to, but then came a long expanse of bare, four-foot-thick trunk clad in deeply grooved, gray bark, with patches of slippery-looking moss growing inconveniently here and there. Moreover, the tree wasn't lying perfectly straight, but pitched at an uphill angle–not too steep to cross if it were just a few feet above a shallow stream—but if one should slip, the drop would be a deadly one.
"This way!" T'cumu shouted gleefully, then proceeded to run up the tree as easily as a squirrel might. Once on the far side, he scrambled up into the massive, unearthed roots, and waved for them to join him.
Gonzalo and Nate shared a long, doleful grimace.
"Jacob's Ladder," Gonzalo muttered, voice freighted with sarcasm.
"Are you afraid of heights?" Nate asked him.
"I fear little, but it is true that I prefer to keep my feet on solid ground," Gonzalo answered, trying half-halfheartedly to keep his dignity intact.
"Yeah. I'm afraid of heights, too. This is not going to be fun, by no means."
Each of them let out a long resigned sigh, before making their way to the makeshift bridge.
"After you!" Gonzalo told Nate, with a regal bow, and a sweeping gesture of deference.
"Oh, no, I simply couldn't. After you, please. Make sure it's safe for a poor old flatlander like me."
Gonzalo gave him a dour, narrow-eyed look, knowing full well when he was being sent along a primrose path.
"But of course, Nate, the pleasure will be mine. Just watch how I do it, and your confidence will increase!" he told his friend in falsely confident tones.
With his shoulders set, Gonzalo stepped up onto the trunk and began to move forward, one hand grasping firmly onto each new branch before letting go with the other. Shortly, he was over the edge, and could see down through the leafy mass of branches to the debris-strewn bottom of the crevasse a hundred feet below. This made him dizzy, so he closed his eyes and breathed deeply for a moment, a trick a wise old sergeant had taught him to calm himself before entering battle. In truth, Gonzalo was afraid of heights, and would almost have wished himself to be in the warm safety found between the jaws of a dragon than out on such a limb.
Gonzalo paused as he reached the spot where the branches ran out. A seemingly endless stretch of bare trunk lay before him at an increasingly uncomfortable, rising tilt. He made sure not to look past that narrow path, down into the yawning chasm. One misstep would mean certain death. Taking another deep breath, he leaned forward, hands stretched ahead of him, and took a careful step. The bark was fairly solid, but the mossy patches looked untrustworthy. He would do his best to avoid those. Staying low, and concentrating on keeping his balance, he took another step, and another. He suffered a brief scare when, indeed, an unnoticed piece of moss slid slightly under his leather sole. He froze, regained his composure, then very slowly moved his foot over to a clear spot, where it regained solid purchase on the rough, deeply creased bark.
Soon the worst was over. The going became a little bit easier as the trunk widened near the roots. Feeling as if an eternity had passed, Gonzalo looked up to see T'cumu's smiling face and outstretched hand, welcoming him to safety. His ordeal finished, Gonzalo wiped his sweating brow on his sleeve, then smiled and waved at Nate, who had come as far out as the branch handholds lasted.
"Watch out for the moss!" He called out to Nate. "It is slippery!"
"Wonderful!" Nate called back in a less than enthusiastic tone. Nate was nearly a head taller than Gonzalo, and in this case it didn't help him any. Stooping down as much as he could, he began to move forward in the same way Gonzalo had, one careful step at a time. He had made it about halfway across the bare trunk when T'cumu called out to him, his voice urgent.
"Nate! Hurry!"
The unexpected shout alone nearly made Nate miss a step, and he paused.
"What?" he called back, voice hoarse with growing fear.
"Keep going, Nate, as fast as you can!" Gonzalo called out in an anxious tone that made Nate shiver.
Nate did as they said, doubling his pace when possible, breathing hard, his hands beginning to tremble. Something was happening, and he was in danger even greater than hurrying his precarious journey. He heard a rushing sound, the beat of enormous wings. Unable to stop himself he paused to look. Around sixty feet away, one of the big, flying reptiles was soaring toward him, its long, beak-like mouth wide open, its jaws serrated like a saw. Nate had to make a split-second decision. He realized he would never make it to the safety of the mesa in time. He braced himself, waiting for the creature to make its attack. Just as the dagger-sharp talons reached for his upper body he threw himself down, face-first onto the tree trunk. The monster missed him by a scant few inches and it squawked angrily as the momentum carried it away. Nate gripped the rough bark as best he could, but it wasn't enough of a purchase to withstand that thing's clutches—he would be carried away on the next pass. The nightmare creature was already slowing, dipping one bat-like wing in a wide turn back towards him again. Ni-T'o and T'cumu called the great reptilian beasts demons, and at that moment Nate very much believed they had the right of it.
There was only one thing to do. Working as fast as he could without slipping off the log, he took the lariat from his belt and swung it hard so that it passed under the tree trunk and back up again into his hand. He passed the coiled remainder through the loop's sturdy knot, guessed on an appropriate length, then tied another loop firmly around his waist, a tricky business while lying face down on a tree trunk over an abyss. He felt a rising wind. The beast was nearly upon him.
"Watch out!" Gonzalo cried.
Nate glanced up as the creature barreled toward him, intent on carrying him away from his perch. He heard the thwip and twang of arrows flying, but they bounced off the creature's tough, leathery hide. At the last second before contact there was nothing to do but roll off the log and trust in his rope. He held on tight and let himself fall. There was the sickening sensation of being at the mercy of gravity's inexorable pull, then a sudden gut-wrenching lurch as his weight caught on the loop around his waist. The rope dug in deeply, the pain making him gasp. The shadow of the beast passed over the tree trunk above, it moved its head back and forth,  confused at having lost track of such an easy target. Nate held on for dear life, swinging around like a pinata.
"It's coming back again!" Gonzalo told him, both men firing arrow after arrow into the thing's thick hide. Most of them bounced off, but some stuck, serving mostly to anger it further. Nate watched as it made another tight turn, then soared down toward the man swinging on the rope. As it made its next approach it spread its wings wide, braking. With the mass of the tree trunk shielding Nate from above, its claws would have a hard time reaching him. It didn't look as if it was built to hover. Several more arrows stuck in its side, piercing deeper now as his companions learned the location of its weak spots. Still, it ignored such irritants, flashing, crimson eyes intent on its prey.
Nate scowled at it, anger replacing fear. He drew his saber and waited, one hand still gripping the rope to hold him upright, the loop around his waist tightening painfully under his weight.
"Come and get it, little birdie," he grunted, readying himself. The creature came at him from below, trying to grab his legs in its fearsome beak. Waiting until the last possible second, Nate kicked up hard with both legs, knocking the bottom of the beak into the top with a loud clack. He then swung his saber, hard and fast, landing a mighty blow to the creature's throat. He was lucky. The blade cut deep into soft flesh just behind the base of the beak. Dark, red blood seeped out of the wound, and the creature shrieked with pain. The flying horror dropped away then, winging slowly toward the end of the ravine and the sea beyond, looking back once with its baleful eye with what could only be described as hatred. A few moments later it was gone.
Nate closed his eyes for a moment, whispering a quick prayer of thanks to a God he sometimes thought he should spend a little more time believing in. From above, whoops of triumph came from Gonzalo and T'cumu, ecstatic that their friend had survived the terrifying encounter. Nate gave them an acknowledging wave with his sword arm and  shouted, "Thank you, thank you! Just another day on the range. Now, how in tarnation do I get back myself back up on top of this damned log?"
That operation went much easier than Nate would have thought. While Gonzalo remained on watch, arrow notched, T'cumu scurried down the log with his nimble grace, and laid down on it, knees tight against its sides, holding onto Nate's lariat with his left hand. With his right hand he reached down toward his friend hanging below.
"Rope!" he said, motioning toward the remaining line swinging freely beneath Nate.
"Right!" Nate answered. He very carefully sheathed his saber, then pulled the rope back up, coiling it as best he could in such an uncomfortable position, and handed it up to T'cumu. Despite his comparatively small stature, the tribesman was all muscle. He began to pull Nate upwards in a dead lift, biceps straining and bronze skin gleaming with sweat in the burning sunlight. Nearing the top, Nate grabbed on to the loop around the trunk with one hand, while T'cumu took the other. With one last heave, Nate was lying across the trunk on his stomach.
"You go up, quick," T'cumu ordered him, something Nate was only too happy to do.
"My rope . . ." he croaked,  loath to leave behind such a treasure.
"I get," T'cumu assured him, loosening the lariat that held the length to the tree.
Nate managed a tired smile.
"Thanks," he said, then began to crawl toward a nervously waiting Gonzalo. A few minutes later, which felt like an eternity, he was standing next to his friend behind the safety of the tree's massive bole. A scant second later T'cumu sprung over the side grinning merrily, and they all clambered down, careful not to slip into the deep hole left by the upturned roots.
"I really would have preferred a ladder," Nate said as his feet gratefully touched solid ground. "I was damn lucky there weren't more of those things."
"The Lord watches over us, even in these hellish lands," Gonzalo replied, crossing himself.
Out of danger for the time being, the three men paused to take their first look at the country atop the mysterious mesa. They stood in silence for a while, drinking in the scene with wide eyes. Compared to all the strange and dangerous lands they had passed through since their unexpected journey through time, what lay before them was a paradise—fields of grass dotted with meadow flowers hummed with bees, copses of deciduous trees in full fruit and blossom, a babbling brook sparkling brightly in the morning sun.
"It's the Garden of Eden!" Gonzalo exclaimed, crossing himself a few more times just to be safe.
"Watch out for snakes," Nate muttered sarcastically, still sore from his ordeal.
"A good land!" T'cumu crooned, an expression of bliss on his handsome, young face.
A flock of brilliant red birds flew by, Nate recognized them as redbirds, which some folks called cardinals. Was this place really a slice of home? The flora and fauna they had seen so far filled him with an irrational hope that in a mile or two they would come across a friendly town full of regular folk from his own time, who would cheerfully provide him with beef and potatoes for supper, and a feather bed on which to lay his weary head.
"Well, maybe this is the land of milk and honey," Nate said, doffing his hat to wipe the sweat from his brow. "Let's take a stroll and see."


To Be Continued . . .









God Eye
Written by Pat R. Steiner
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"Tabitha Lynn," Mama called from the kitchen. "Go and wake your Gammy McHenry. Dinner's 'bout ready."
One door down, in the bathroom, I tried on another smile for the mirror—my hand holding my chin in a contemplative pose. But my reflection couldn't hide the crooked teeth or the giant zit that poked up from behind my fingers like Mount Vesuvius. My freshman photo in St. Pius X's annual yearbook was going to be a total train-wreck shot.
"I know you hear me, birthday girl," Mama shouted. "Hurry up now, or no cake for you later."
Laughter danced in Mama's voice.
"Yes, Mama," I yelled back before I looked a final time to the mirror. Yep, a definite train wreck of catastrophic proportions. There was no way any boy would ask me to the Homecoming Dance. Unless, I thought, he was blind. Then I took in the zit again and changed my mind about that theory. Blind boy feels that whopper, he's gonna think you got two noses, Tabby.
Somehow, I thought when I woke that morning—my fourteenth birthday—I'd be different, changed . . . for the better. But no, it was still the same me staring back at me.
****
The first thing I saw when I poked my head inside Gammy McHenry's bedroom doorway was Jamie. He sat cross-legged on the floor at the foot of the bed. He was making his latest god's eye. This one's color-combination alternated between green and blue. For once, thankfully, his clothes remained on his body.
"Gammy McHenry," I said, "supper's almost ready."
Gammy McHenry lay atop the bed's quilt in her favorite grey cardigan and a flower print housedress. She was still as a statue, though her eyelids were partly open as if she was studying the ceiling. Or praying.
One of Jamie's god's eyes, a small black one, rested upon her breasts between her intertwined fingers. It was a diamond-shaped hole in her chest.
When I glanced to see if Gammy McHenry had on her shoes yet or if she was gonna need some help, I was sure the god's eye winked at me. Real fast like, I looked back from Gammy McHenry's shoes, but the god's eye looked the same as afore—black as sin, but unblinking.
Now, I'd never seen this particular god's eye, but that didn't surprise me. Jamie had made hundreds those past months. A dozen or two decorated the walls in that room alone. The many-colored yarn constructions looked like kites against the room's faded blue paint.
God's eyes.
Quite the name, but I guessed it fit. Must be a million kids made them at one time or another in Sunday school. Simple to make too. Take a couple sticks, place them into a cross, and start wrapping the yarn. Jamie liked to use Popsicle sticks for his crosses. Taped a bunch of them end to end until he was happy with the length. It was like he knew just how much stick he needed based on the pile of yarn he found.
Found.
Now that was a joke. Three days before, the freak had ruined my yellow cashmere sweater finding his yarn. Don't know how many months it took Gammy McHenry to scrimp up to buy that sweater for me, but it sure didn't take Jamie long to unravel it. Even had the nerve to give it to me as an early birthday present.
The black god's eye seemed to stare at me. I forced my gaze away.
"You too, Freak," I said. "It's time to eat."
Jamie continued to weave yarn about the crossed Popsicle sticks in his lap. He used the repetitive, hypnotic, back-and-forth pattern I'd seen countless times. He sang in a quiet voice while he weaved. "Aye-eeeeeeee. Aye, aye-eeeeeeee." Drool dribbled from his chin.
"That's right," I said. "Aye, aye, Captain."
Five years old, and I'd yet to hear more than Ma, Gam, pee, poo, aye, or Ta-ee come from his mouth. Ta-ee being what he called me. For the ten-thousandth time, I was thankful Mama didn't have lead poisoning when she was pregnant with me.
"Better come eat while it's hot." I hoped he wouldn't throw a tantrum and wreck my birthday like he did most every other day. "Or it's the brig for you, buster. And then you can forget 'bout any birthday cake."
Jamie didn't react—even to the word cake, which normally brought him round real fast—so I was thinking full-blown hissy fit when I stepped toward him. When I did, the floorboards groaned.
The sound triggered a wave of gooseflesh.
I realized something was missing from the room.
Some sound besides Jamie's singing.
Then I knew what I wasn't hearing. Breathing.
Frozen mid-step, I stared down at the top of Jamie's head suddenly afraid to look over at Gammy McHenry, who I realized wasn't sleeping, or praying, but was in fact dead.
****
Mama didn't believe me when I told her Gammy McHenry was dead. Acted like she ain't heard the words I'd just said.
"Where's your brother?" Mama pulled the meatloaf from the oven. The smell of cooked beef and onions filled the kitchen. "Thought I told you to get him." She used a foot to slam shut the oven door. Oven mitts on hands, she walked the meatloaf to the counter by the sink and plopped down the heavy glassware pan.
Next to the steaming pan was Gammy McHenry's antique stand mixer, its bowl filled with mashed potatoes just waiting for butter. On the narrow strip of wall above the cabinets were more god's eyes.
I pictured the black one resting atop Gammy McHenry's chest and my head spun.
"Mama, didn't you hear?" I asked. "Gammy McHenry's . . . dead." I leaned against the hallway arch for support, praying my knees wouldn't buckle. The heat from the oven didn't help. Beneath my hands on the wall were the pen marks Mama made when she measured Jamie and me on our birthdays to see how much we'd grown.
"That's not funny, Tabitha Lynn," Mama said then turned. She took off the thick quilted mitts and frowned. "Not even close. I got enough worries on my plate with Jamie. Now you trying to add to that? Shame, child. Now go and fetch your brother and great-gram this instance."
I shook my head and said, "No, Mama."
I loved meatloaf and mashed potatoes. That's why Mama made it special for my birthday. Normally, the aroma started me to drool as badly as Jamie. Right then it about made me puke.
"No?" she demanded. The crease between her eyebrows deepened.
I couldn't stop my head from shaking. Soon my shoulders and upper body joined in. Fourteen-years-old that day, and I was gonna faint away like an old lady standing too long at church. I clung to the wall for dear life while last year's blue pen mark blurred into a rushing river.
Mama, meantime, must have seen how bad I felt and realized I wasn't joking cause she repeated herself. "No."
This time there was no scorn in the word.
"No," she said over and over. "No, no, noooooo."
****
The god's eye returned at the wake.
I'd clear forgot about it. Yet there it was back upon Gammy McHenry's chest, black and bottomless-looking as ever. I was tempted to go up to the coffin and snatch it from her hands, but I'd have to touch it then. And something in me didn't want to do that. The same something told me if I did, I'd die just like Gammy McHenry.
I chewed the lip of the plastic cup I'd been drinking from while the cup's once-sweet-tasting soda pop soured my stomach. The air reeked of the flowers that stood guard round the coffin.
I forced myself to look away from the god's eye.
Around me, well-wishers roamed Sodermann and Sons Funeral Home in temporary packs. Groups of three to five, they huddled close to one another mostly speaking in soft tones with the occasional bray of laughter breaking above the constant beehive drone. I sat as far back in Viewing Room 3 as possible. A hard-as-steel folding chair numbed my backside while I viewed these so-called mourners, Gammy McHenry's friends—people from Second Baptists, people from the bakery, people from her past.
Didn't they see the god's eye? I wondered. Didn't it bother them like it did me? Couldn't they feel its wrongness.
The god's eye hadn't been there when Mama took me up to view Gammy McHenry. Then Gammy McHenry's rosary beads decorated her praying hands.
View.
What the heck kind of word was that for looking at a dead body? Just as bad as well-wishers. Who came up with stuff like that? Wasn't as if nobody tossed loose change into Gammy McHenry's coffin and made a wish.
Then there was paying your respect.
A man took that moment to break from a triumvirate of middle-aged ladies that been mulling near Viewing Room 3's refreshment table to do just that—pay Gammy McHenry respect. He'd been laughing more than some. Big, both wide and tall, he was sorta good-looking with nice hair, light-skinned, though he smiled too much for his own good. This here man walked—no, sauntered—up to the coffin before he kneeled on the padded-contraption Sodermann and Sons had set there. The kneeler looked like the ones at St. Pius X's chapel, yet this one was mobile. He bowed his head for a short spell then stood.
I'd been timing people to see if there was a connection between how well they knew Gammy McHenry to how long they paid respect.
Before the big man turned to move away, he leaned forward and touched Gammy McHenry.
I'd seen others do this too. Some even leaned in for a kiss.
Not me.
Weren't Gammy McHenry up there in that coffin. Not really. I'd seen that when Mama forced me to pay my respect right before Mr. Sodermann opened Viewing Room 3 for public viewing.
Once again, Mrs. McHenry, my condolences in this time of grief. Private family time. Take as long as you want. Let me know if you need anything else.
Need?
I needed Gammy McHenry back in my life, not that store mannequin version decked out in a fancy dress I'd never seen afore, lying in her satin-lined box engulfed by enough flower-stench to make a person sick.
If she wasn't already dead.
Suddenly, a high-pitched screech came from the hallway that led to the restrooms.
Heads turned.
Jamie!
It was him no doubt brung the god's eye. Though I ain't seen him near the coffin and the thing inside that was not my Gammy McHenry.
Unlike me, Mama hadn't forced Jamie to pay no respect. Heck, it had taken Mama a major battle that morning just to get him into his little-boy suit.
"Gam? Gam? Gam?" he had yelled while he pointed at the closed bedroom door, squirming like a caught garden snake while Mama attempted to stuff his boney arms into the miniature tuxedo shirt's sleeves.  And all the while, Mama had been trying to soothe him, saying, "Gammy McHenry's gone to a better place."
Another screech sounded inside Sodermann and Sons Funeral Home Viewing Room 3, louder, longer, and then Jamie burst from the shadowy hallway entrance. Butt naked. A haggard looking Mama was hot on his heels, but Jamie's a slippery one. When Mama reached for him, he darted sideways and ducked between two old ladies.
At first, the old ladies looked shocked with surprise. Then they laughed gently as only women who've reached that ripe old age can.
"Jamie!" Mama called while she fell further behind her target. "Behave."
Jamie might have lost the earlier battle, but not the war. Reaching the aisle that separated the rows of folding chairs, he took a sharp left—his thin legs a blur—and headed toward the coffin.
I figured he just wanted to pay his respect the best way he knew how, but Mama looked near apoplectic.
"Jamie, please," she cried.
Jamie hooted in reply, put on a renewed spurt of speed, but before he could reach his goal, the big man snatched Jamie clear off the floor and spun him in a wide circle.
I waited for Jamie to pee on the man, or something worse, but Jamie squealed in delight.
"Eeeeeee!"
"Hey there, little big man," the man said. "Think you forgot something. Where's your clothes? Where's your mama?"
A smile touched my lips—the first one I could remember since the day of my birthday when I'd practiced for my yearbook picture.
Mama, in the meantime, rushed up to the man, took Jamie from his arms. "Thank you, Dwayne. You're a godsend."
****
It was the following Wednesday afternoon, right after the dismissal bell, when Marci Hillenbrand and Ami Kapoor cornered me at my locker.
"Hold up, Tabby," Marci said.
Ami hid her braces behind a hand before she said, "Hi, Tabitha."
Around us, an army of uniformed teens shuffle-walked the halls of Pius X High School, their voices legion, their clean white shirts embroidered with the papal crest and the motto Domini Sumus. "We Are the Lord's." Most of the talk was of who was going with who to the dance on Saturday.
It looked like my prophesy about Homecoming was about to come true; no boy had asked me out yet. I thought I'd caught Mitchell Brubaker sizing me up in Physical Science. Turned out he hadn't been. Mary Beth Cantor sits directly behind me. It'd been Mary Beth, his eyes probed.
I closed my locker and leaned against it. "Hey, guys, what's up?"
Marci was the stereotypical blonde pretending to be stupid just so boys wouldn't be intimidated. Ami, on the other hand, was the only person in our grade with skin darker than mine. The two were co-captains of the junior varsity cheerleading squad. They'd allowed me to join their circle of friends even though I wasn't a squad member.
Mama hadn't even let me try out.
You going to that school to get a first-rate education, Tabby dear, not to become a two-bit bimbo.
As if Mama was the one who earned the scholarship.
"Well," Marci said, "Ami and I were thinking . . ."
From Marci's tone, I already knew I wasn't going to like what they thinking.
"We thought . . ." Ami's braided hair bobbed in time with her wobbling head. "That since we don't have practice this afternoon—"
Marci vaulted atop Ami's sentence. "—And since you've been to both our houses . . ."
Both girls lived in beautiful fairy-tale McMansions along Lake Drive. My place, East 4C of the Garden Heights apartments, would've drowned in Marci's marble-tiled bathroom alone. My heart belly-flopped onto my stomach while my mind—for whatever reason—conjured up an image of the black god's eye. I hadn't thought of the god's eye since Gammy's funeral. My head shook side to side.
"Come on, Tabby," Marci continued misinterpreting my shaking head. "It's only fair."
"Please, Tabitha," Ami said, "I've never ridden the subway before. It'll be exciting. A real adventure."
I didn't know what Marci and Ami expected. The most thrilling thing that ever happened at Garden Heights during my lifetime was the summer nice Mister Goldberg from 7E won four hundred dollars on the daily scratch and bought ice cream treats for everyone in our building.
"Purty-please, Tabby." Marci batted her eyes as if I was a drooling boy.
Ami just smiled expectantly with her big brown puppy eyes all cute like.
I really didn't want my new friends to see where I lived. It wasn't that I was ashamed of where I came from. I just didn't feel ready to share this much of myself with Marci and Ami so soon after Gammy McHenry's death.
I liked to keep my worlds separate.
Before I knew it though, I heard my voice say, "Sure, that'd be fine."
****
Pulling up to Garden Heights twenty minutes later in Ami's father's brand-spanking new BMW sedan, I'd yet to penetrate Marci and Ami's true desires. I did know what I craved more than anything—an empty East 4C. And at 3:07 p.m., that was what the case should be—at least for another thirty minutes, forty tops. 'Til Mama got home with Jamie in tow after picking the freak up from his special school. So there was lots of time to show my two friends the McHenry's spacious abode and be off with Mama none the wiser.
"This it, Tabitha?" Mr. Kapoor asked from the front.
I wanted to say, No, sir, this is all a mistake, a bad joke, can you take me back to school now?
"Yes," I said from the wide back seat I shared with Marci.
Marci and Ami's wish to ride the subway had been nixed the second we walked out Pius's doors and Ami spied her father and realized she'd best get permission to go on her quest.
The subway? And a city bus. Er, how about I take you young ladies instead? No—no trouble at all.
From the worried look in Mr. Kapoor's eyes from the rear view mirror, I figured I'd best keep the visit short. A cat's shake of the leg as Gammy McHenry would've said. Give the girls the five-cent tour.
"I'll wait right here," Mr. Kapoor said. His gaze darted to where Ami sat on the passenger seat then out the windshield again where Garden Heights sat like a pregnant woman too tired to keep herself looking nice just waiting for her water to break.
"Thanks, Daddy," Ami said sweetly before she pressed her door's lock release.
The resulting clunk sounded too much like a clod of dirt hitting a coffin lid.
****
"This is . . . nice," Marci said not long later. "Really."
Marci stood close enough to me we could've shared the bubblegum that chomped between her lips. Its smell was making my stomach churn. Ami was more adventurous. She moved as if on an invisible dog leash, circling Marci and me who stood in the middle of the living room near to the sofa and TV. I'd neglected to mention the sofa doubled as my bed and bedroom.
"Well," I said. "This 'bout it. Casa de la McHenry." I raised my empty hands. "Um, you guys want a soda or something?"
I made a move toward the kitchen, but Marci clung to my hip, preventing me from going more than half a step across the rag rug that covered the scratched floorboards.
"No," she blurted. "Thanks. I'm good. We're good." She cast a glance to Ami. "Right, Ami?"
Ami had moved to the hallway entrance. Off to the other side sat Gammy's rocking chair, end table, and lamp. The well-worn McHenry family Bible rested on a lace doily beside the lamp base. Slips of folded magazine pages poked out from its side, bookmarks for Gammy's favorite passages. A dozen or so god's eyes decorated the walls.
"What's down here?" Ami asked.
"Just the bathroom," I said. "And Mama's room. And Gammy McHenry's."
"She's the one who died?" Ami asked.
My cheeks burned. "Uh-huh." I wished Marci would give me room to breathe. Her breasts, beneath their fuzzy sweater, brushed my arm. I shivered.
"And you said that you found her?" Ami looked as if she wanted to move down the hall but hesitated.
Why had I brought these strangers into East 4C? They didn't belong here.
"Jamie was with her," I said, "but he didn't know no better."
"Jamie's your brother?" Ami touched the hallway's arch as if she was a doctor like her father, taking the room's temperature. "The one with . . . issues?"
Issues?
I wanted Marci and Ami to leave.
Right then.
But I didn't say nothing of the kind. I was the fool invited these two into my home. Like Gammy McHenry would've said, Guests needs be treated as guests. For all I knew them, the two could've been blood-sucking vampires.
"Can we go and see?" Ami blinked her eyes real fast like before she added, "Please, Tabitha."
Suddenly, I realized this was the real reason for the friendly after-school visit.
Or at least it was Ami's ulterior motive.
Directly above Ami's head hung the red, green, and yellow god's eye Jamie had made last Christmas for Gammy McHenry. It was one of his first creations. To make it, he'd unraveled the yarn from a pair of old mittens and a scarf. It looked down at Ami as if judging her.
"I'm not sure—" I said.
"—Really, Ami." Marci's gum snapped away a mile a minute. "Can we go now?" She glanced my way. "I mean, we shouldn't make your dad wait. Especially in this . . ."
I didn't realize my hands were in fists until Marci looked down and backed away from me. When she did, she ran smack dab into the coffee table. Tripping over it, she fell sideways onto the rug. A second later, she grabbed her ankle and started to cry.
Shocked and confused and still a little bit angry, I looked from Marci over to where Ami stood, but Ami had already slipped down the hallway.
I didn't think things couldn't get any worse, when the apartment door banged open and Dwayne marched in. He held a suitcase in one hand and a squirming, kicking, and screaming Jamie stuffed under the other arm. The way Dwayne looked at the snot-slobbering Freak, made it seem as if Jamie was a harvest chicken just waiting for the block.
"Ma!" Jamie squealed. "Maaaaw!"
Dwayne's eyes—and his gritted teeth and vein-bulging temples—said he might not even bother with that old hatchet, but rather eat Jamie alive.
Marci took one look at the duo at the door and hollered all the harder.
Not one to be outdone, Ami took that moment to vault from the hallway as if hell's own hounds were fast on her heels. Her dark complexion had turned ash gray. She flew by Marci and me without a look, dashed past Dwayne and Jamie, and almost knocked down Mama who was out on the landing carrying a cardboard box marked D.F.
****
"Mama," I said. "You can't be serious. We don't need him."
Mama and I sat side by side on the sofa watching the ten-o'clock news. In the corner, Gammy's lamp offered the room its only other light source.
A Scooby-Doo-pajama-wearing Jamie sat cross-legged near our feet on the rug. He was creating a new god's eye. A gray one, its yarn was from Gammy McHenry's favorite cardigan. It'd taken him a little over two hours just to unmake the sweater. The buttons lay scattered between his crossed legs. He would no doubt incorporate them into the design. He sang while he worked. Though every once in awhile he'd bring the growing god's eye to his nose, sniff, smile, and say, "Gam," before the work song resumed.
The yarn must've been imbued with Gammy McHenry's smell—a mixture of Ben-Gay, old lady sleep-sweat, and magnolia-scented talcum powder.
I was tempted to reach down and bring a handful of yarn up to my own nose, but a crash from down the hall brought me back to reality.
Mama's gaze darted to the shadowed hallway. "Hush, Tabby. Dwayne'll hear you."
"So what if he does?" I said.
"Tabitha Lynn McHenry, don't you raise your voice to me."
"Sorry, Mama, but—"
"No buts, young lady. I told you already. Without your great-granny's bakery money, there's no way to make ends meet."
Ends meet. Another strange adult world phrase.
How do you do, I'm Mister End.
Well, what a coincidence—that's my name too!
I looked down at the tangled yarn pile, spotted one frayed end trailing out from the mound. It was draped round Jamie's ankle as if it wanted to wrap itself about him like an anaconda. The other end was at the heart of the god's eye. Jamie's hand weaved back and forth, back and forth, round and round he goes.
I knew for a fact Jamie's special school cost a lot of money. And there weren't no scholarship for making god's eyes neither.
"Besides," Mama said. She patted my arm. "You seen how good Dwayne is with Jamie."
I thought of the vein pulsing at Dwayne Fitzpatrick's temple from a few hours ago, the clenched jaw, that hungry shark look in his eyes.
My mouth opened, but then I bit my tongue when I recalled how nice Dwayne was at Gammy's wake.
Jamie could get on the nerves real easy.
Maybe Dwayne was just having a bad moment.
Happened to everyone. Right?
****
Next morning's sermon at chapel was all about the Book of Job. I half listened to the visiting priest's lesson concerning God's all-time most faithful servant while I wondered if Mr. Wysocki down at the bakery might offer me a part-time weekend job. Maybe if I made enough dough, it would be me sleeping in Gammy's bedroom and not Big Dwayne. Though the way Dwyane had looked that morning when he staggered into the kitchen and demanded a cup of coffee—him wearing nothin' but a pair of saggy pee-stained underwear, his eyes all puffy and bloodshot, skin ashy, hair like a flock of blackbird in flight—it were obvious he and sleep hadn't seen eye-to-eye much during the night.
Ha! Poor, big baby. Too bad, so sad. Don't like Gammy's bed—move on out. 
Then I thought maybe what spooked Ami yesterday, got under Dwayne's skin too.
Gooseflesh tickled my skin while I craned my neck this way and that, but I didn't spy Marci or Ami among the assembly.
Yesterday, after Ami had flown out of Garden Heights screaming her fool head off, Mr. Kapoor thought someone had to have been murdered. The two policemen who showed up soon after didn't come in with guns blazing, but they sure was suspicious about Marci's twisted ankle. Thank God, Jamie's fit had been over by then. Otherwise, Social Services might've come knocking after the police left.
I looked to the front of the chapel where, above the altar and the droning priest, Jesus hung from his cross. Arms stretched wide, nails stuck through his palms and feet, thorn-crowned head bowed, bleeding. I wondered if it was worth it.
All that suffering.
His ribs stuck out much like Jamie's do.
Then I noticed the black god's eye hanging mid-air right over where the Roman soldier pierced Jesus's side and fainted clear away.
****
Nothing much happened the rest of the school day. Marci and Ami never showed. And I became the girl who fainted during morning chapel. My chance of landing a date for the dance was now zero, zilch, nada. I might as well have signed up for a convent.
Thank God, the black god's eye didn't make another appearance.
Not that it had ever really been there in the first place.
A trick of the eye, I tried to convince myself each hour. Brought about by stress. Nothing more. Only place that particular god's eye be was six feet underground sharing coffin space atop a rotting store mannequin with Gammy McHenry's face.
By the time two-thirty arrived—and Sister Mary Teresa assigned us some lame essay to write over the weekend followed by the loud groans and moans of my classmates going to Homecoming—I almost believed my own lies.
****
I hadn't even set my backpack down beside the sofa when Dwayne grumbled, "'Bout time, lil' sister."
The blinds across the room were closed so I didn't see Dwayne sitting in the shadows on Gammy's rocker. He was wearing dark mechanic coveralls and heavy-looking workboots with the soles worn thin. Gammy had always called them type of shoes shitkickers. 'Course never when Mama could hear. Dwayne's hair was the same tangled mess as that morning, though his eye sockets looked deeper and blacker than I remembered.
Almost like—
"Brat's in the tub," he said and stopped my thinking train.
He held what looked like a vanilla milkshake, but when he rocked forward, I spotted a liquor bottle on the floor in easy reach.
"Left the pile of piss clothes in the hall. Special de-liv-ry, just for you."
He laughed.
I nodded my head but didn't say nothing.
Jamie's quiet singing voice came from the bathroom. He must have made a mess of himself. I heard a splash and then, "Ayeeeeee."
Dwyane rocked backward, stopping his movement before he raised the glass and swallowed. Sighing loudly afterwards, he offered the glass to me. "Want some? It's an old Fitzpatrick family recipe. An Irish milkshake."
I shook my head.
"You sure?" Dwayne said. He cocked an eyebrow while he looked all serious. "It'll put hair on your chest."
He laughed again. That time it sounded more like a cackle. Like a hyena calling from the dark.
Gathering my courage, I said, "Mama don't like to leave Jamie alone in the tub."
Dwayne gazed fondly at the Irish milkshake afore he set those black eyes onto me. "What? You want a full grown man to watch a little boy take a bath? Do that, you call me a diaper sniper next."
I didn't know what he meant, and I didn't really care.
"Think I don't know what you up to, little sister?" He talked all smooth and slow and with a slight slur, but with an edge in his voice. "Think you so smart cause you going to that uppity Jesus school? Huh? Think you can trick me, scare me, messing with my sleep and such. Get me laid off, maybe. Get your mama to kick me out onto the street. Let me tell you, them whispering voices don't fool no one. Least of all me."
I pictured Ami running from the hallway and felt dizzy.
I saw the black god's eye on Gammy McHenry's chest and started to shiver.
What light that was left inside East 4C poured away like Jamie's dirty bathwater down the tub's yawning drainpipe. I wanted to ask Dwyane to turn on Gammy's lamp, but suddenly I was Lot's wife turned to salt gazing into the heart of Sodom.
"Not gonna happen," Dwayne said. "I'm here now, girl. This is my place. You try to pull another fast one over Dwayne, the last train, Fitzpatrick, you gonna end up getting run over. You hear me?"
You mean Dwayne, the Royal Pain, I thought, before I finally pried my lips apart and said, "You can't talk to me that way. You aren't my daddy."
He took a sip from the milkshake and grimaced. Then he grinned. His skin stretched so tight I could make out the skull beneath.
"You sure 'bout that?" he said.
Meantime, Jamie kept singing away in the bath.
****
Mama should've named me Delphi. I was a true oracle.
By mid-day Friday, not only had no boy asked me to Saturday night's dance, but by lunch hour what few friends I'd made the last month shunned me like I was one of them New Testament lepers, pre-miracle. Now I ain't needing a Jesus to tell me why they'd done this neither. Surprise, surprise, Marci and Ami returned to school that day and Marci—or both her and Ami—been spreading gossip 'bout Wednesday's friendly visit to Garden Heights.
I was late to lunch on account my uterus had decided it was menses week a full ten days early. And I had to make a quick detour to the nurse's office, beg a sanitary pad, dash into the girls restroom, and staunch the blood flow before I showed signs of the stigmata in my nether regions.
So of course, I thought the worst when I took my food-filled tray, turned to my usual seat, and saw everyone staring at me.
Immediately, I glanced down beyond my blue and gold plaid Pius dress's hem. I didn't spy any red dripping down my bare legs, but I was unsettled as if the air I breathed had gone heavier than normal. A darkness crept along the edge of my vision while the fluorescent lights overhead buzzed like resurrected February windowsill flies. And I wondered if I was gonna faint again.
Then I pictured the black eye lying upon Gammy McHenry's chest and my body shook.
Somebody walk over your grave, Tabby dear? Gammy's voice said inside my head.
I managed an unsteady step. Then two.
Must be anemia, I thought.
The Brussels sprouts drowning in cheese sauce on my tray would do me good.
Whispers started soon as I neared the table where Marci, Ami, and the other cheerleaders sat. A crutch leaned against the table beside Marci.
I winced with guilt even though I wasn't to blame for her injury.
"Hey, Marci," I said. "Feeling better?"
Marci scowled before she leaned over to the girl next to her. I distinctly heard her say, "jealous rage," followed by, "shoved."
A bad cramp squeezed my womb, and I felt a warm trickle on my inner thigh. I barely noticed the sensation. The darkness had seeped in further.
Ami sat on Marci's other side. She stared at her plate, pushing a sprout with a fork. Her face still looked pale. I was afraid to ask her what she thought she saw in Gammy McHenry's room.
I tried to get her attention but kept it light. "Hey, Ami. Ha-ha 'bout other day."
Ami didn't look up. Just kept moving them green sprouts round her tray like they was the only thing in her world.
Marci on the other hand no longer denied my existence. Her face all flushed, she said, "What's wrong with you people? Is everything a big joke to you?"
"You people?" I stammered.
Marci's flush deepened. She must've realized what she'd said. But that didn't stop her from digging that hole a little bit deeper.
"You. Your family. Your father. Laughing about Ami. She could've been killed running down them stairs!"
I said, "He's not my pa!"
"Typical," Marci said.
My face burned. "Better watch what you say, Marci Hillenbrand."
"Or what?" She looked scared, but she had the rest of the table and half of the cafeteria behind her. "You going to push me again. Break my other leg."
Ami's fork stopped. Her eyes flickered from me to Marci and back to her tray. Her lips parted and she whispered, "Ghost. Demon."
I never had been sure about Marci, but I really believed Ami was my friend. I prayed for her to come to my defense, but then I remembered she hadn't been in the room when Marci fell.
"What's the matter, Tabby?" Marci said. "Don't have your posse around to back you up this time?"
Posse? Really?
Marci had watched too many music videos.
Yet her words only made me angrier.
I didn't have to look to know that by then the entire cafeteria stared, every student from Pius X High School watching expectantly, their blood lust as fervid as any Roman citizen enjoying the gladiator games within the Coliseum.
We are the Lord's, I thought and laughed.
Clinging onto my lunch tray with a death grip, I turned my back to Marci and walked away.
I'd only made a few steps when she said, "Almost as pathetic as her retarded brother."
Before the tray clattered to the floor, I was yanking out clumps of Marci's long blonde hair.
****
A little over an hour later, I was thinking this must be the worst birthday week in human history, when the tarnished brass 4C on the familiar scratched up apartment door greeted me home.
I'd never seen nothing lovelier.
Garden Heights was my world. Not Pius X High School. Here was where I belonged.
A pile of flattened cardboard boxes sat next to the door. I remembered Dwayne and my moment's happiness was yanked right out of me like a dentist pulling a tooth.
Mama hadn't been happy to get the call from the principal.
Is what that man say true, Tabitha Lynn? Shame, child! You head right home.
This was my first ever suspension. Mama had left work early just so to meet me when I got home.
I moved to insert the key into the lock, but then noticed the door was slightly ajar.
"Mama?" I pushed the door the rest of the way open. "I'm really sorry—"
Something was wrong.
My eyes kept moving to the far blank wall.
Then all of the walls.
Jamie's god's eyes were missing. Every single one.
But that wasn't entirely true. Here and there, plopped down like piles of dog poop on the floor were mounds of different colored yarn.
Someone had unraveled every one of Jamie's creations.
It wasn't Jamie who'd done it, that was for sure. He'd never destroy one of his precious god's eyes.
Then I saw an empty bottle lying next to a yarn pile.
Dwayne.
No milkshake that day I guessed. Looked like he went straight up Irish.
From the down the hallway came angry voices. The loudest was Dwayne's. The other might've been Mama's though hers sounded strange—muted as if she was talking in slow motion and from underwater.
A shrilling cry rang out. "Ayeeeee!"
Jamie.
I hurriedly tiptoed into the apartment but left the door open. Who knew, I might have to leave like Ami did?
Thinking of Ami's frightened face and witnessing up close all the ruined gods' eyes, I pictured again the black eye and suddenly felt deep down in my bones—no, my very soul—that it was somehow behind all of this. The unraveled god's eyes. Ami's fear. Dwayne's talk of whispering voices. Marci's cruelty. Maybe even Gammy McHenry's death.
By the sound of Dwayne's voice and the mess he'd made, he was drunk as a skunk. Instantly, I regretted not telling Mama about Dwayne's drunkenness from the night afore, praying at the time it was only a one-time thing.
That and not wanting to ask her if Big Dwayne really was my daddy.
Jamie's cries continued. "Ayeeeee! Ayeeeee!"
A sharp slap rang out like a thunderclap and Jamie stopped screaming.
Then it didn't matter if Dwayne was my daddy or not. I ran to the kitchen counting out loud to calm my nerves. "One, two, three—"
Jamie's cries started afresh. More shrill than before. "Ayeeeeeeee!"
Snatching a butcher knife from the drying rack, I headed toward the hallway avoiding the piles of yarn and more empty bottles. On the way, I heard Mama's strange monotone voice and wondered why she wasn't doing nothing to stop Dwayne.
I couldn't make out her words, but Dwayne's were as clear as day.
"Piss on me again, will you. I'll teach you a lesson you'll never forget."
Shadows filled most of the hallway. The only light was at the far end where a yellow sliver spilled onto the floor through the crack beneath Gammy McHenry's bedroom door. The slice was broken up by movements from within the bedroom.
"Get over here, you little worthless piece of shit."
"Gam. Gam." The heartbeat-thuds of small bare feet. "Ma. Ma. Mawwww!"
"Got you!"
More screaming from Jamie.
I was at the door in an eyeblink, knife in hand. Crouching I peered through the keyhole, moving my head side to side until I made out Dwayne and Jamie.
"Shut up, retard," Dwayne rumbled. He was holding a naked Jamie up in the air by one arm. While I watched, he shook Jamie's thin body. "Shut. The. Fuck. Up."
Jamie's wails broke up. "Ayeeee-ee-ee-eeee!"
Frantically, I searched for Mama. I finally spotted her sitting sprawled in a corner, partially concealed by Gammy's bed. Her head rested against the wall. Her skin looked ashen. Blood dribbled down her nose and from her lips, which were twice their normal size. One of her eyelids was swollen shut. But the other—
My heart skipped a beat.
The other eye was an opaque black pool.
I gasped.
Suddenly, her head twisted sideways, toward the door, and me kneeling outside it.
She can see me through its wood!
She sniffed the air before a bloody-toothed grin cracked her face. Her mouth stretched wide then and words spilled out like boulders falling in a landslide.
"You serve us, Man. Do our bidding."
An icy finger brushed my spine. I dropped the knife.
Dwayne, paused his shaking of Jamie long enough to glance over at Mama. "Got that right, bitch. You do my bidding next."
When he laughed hysterically, I realized he was more than drunk. He had gone insane.
Mama's body started to shake and thrash about as if in a fit, her torso hitting the floor while her head slammed against the wall. During the course of her seizure, the eye slowly closed. When it reopened, there was a change. No longer black, nor Mama's normal warm caramel, it was now grey.
This grey eye—like the black one afore—stared right at me through the keyhole.
"Find the God Eye beneath."
It was Gammy McHenry's voice, but it wasn't.
The eye closed again.
I didn't wait for it to reopen.
Cracking the door a hand's breadth wide, I slipped inside. All of the god's eyes had been stripped from these walls too. Mounds of yarn lay strewn across the floor as if a rainbow had puked itself up. Near to Mama's splayed feet, I spotted the large grey god's eye Jamie made the day before. It looked like Dwayne had only gotten halfway through unraveling it before he forgot about it or lost interest.
Dwayne's back was still to me. Gripping Jamie by the throat, he raised Jamie until his small skull smacked the ceiling.
Jamie's cries abruptly ceased.
My heart was beating so loudly inside my chest, I was surprised Dwayne couldn't hear it. Before he could, I skirted by the bed to Mama where Gammy's half-unraveled god's eye rested on the floor nearby. I lifted it. Below was the black god's eye just like Mama said it'd be—though it weren't Mama speaking. It had been the Grey speaking through Mama.
I didn't want to touch the black god's eye. I couldn't touch it. It was evil. It was death.
I didn't know what to do.
Then I heard a whisper. Tab-i-tha.
It was Gammy McHenry's voice coming from the grey god's eye. I put it up to my face, breathed in Gammy's familiar smell.
Oh, how I missed her.
Still do.
Help your brother, Tabby dear. Go on now. You know what to do.
And then I did know what to do.
Using one of the grey eye's exposed Popsicle sticks, I picked up the black god's eye from the floor. It weighed more than it should. The taped-together sticks bent and creaked. I struggled to keep the black god's eye up, while it tugged like a hooked fish at the end of a fishing pole.
That's a girl. Keep going.
I staggered toward Dwayne and Jamie with the black god's eye in front of me. It sucked the light and heat from the air, leaving behind a blackness darker than black. In seconds my hands were freezing, numb. I struggled just to hold onto my wooden sword—that's what the Grey was, my secret weapon.
Jamie finally saw me. With drool dripping down his chin onto Dwayne's upraised hand and arm, he mouthed, Ta-ee.
Without thinking, I said, "I'm coming, Captain Jamie."
Stupid me. Dwayne heard and swung about. When he did, he released Jamie. Jamie landed on Gammy's bed.
"Lookee here," Dwayne said. He crossed his arms across his broad chest. "Little sister come to join us. How's 'bout that? Got us a real family re-yune-yon going on."
My teeth chattered, and I could see my breath when I replied. "You. Ain't. F-f-family. You. A nobody. You gonna leave here." Using all my strength, I jabbed the black god's eye toward him. "Now!"
Seeing what I held, Dwayne laughed, although his eyes betrayed him. The pupils were dilated, the whites shot through with blood. He uncrossed his arms, flexed his hands. The veins at his temples throbbed. "Or what? You gonna shank me with a Popsicle stick?"
I tried not to look at what I held, but the black god's eye drew my gaze just as a kid's missing tooth socket does her tongue. But it were the god's eye that probed me. By then I was cold clear through to the bone. To the soul. I could barely breathe.
I wished Jamie had never made the damned thing. Cause that was what it was. Damned.
But then an epiphany struck. What if Jamie didn't make it?
What if it had been me? What if I had summoned the Black into existence? Called it up like a demon from hell. Even though I hadn't done it on purpose.
The black god's eye hissed inside my head, Yesssss.
I would've dropped both god's eyes right then if my hands weren't already frozen.
Don't you listen, Tabby dear, the Grey said in Gammy's voice. He the Prince of Lies. Don't you dare listen. Don't believe.
But I did.
I couldn't help it.
The black god's eye was Satan tempting me in the wilderness. It was my devil at the crossroads granting me three wishes.
I saw it all then. It made perfect sense.
First, I hadn't wanted Dwayne to move in with us. And then I'd been so scared he might be my daddy that I'd do anything to get rid of him. But even before then when Marci and Ami had come over . . . maybe I'd wanted Marci to get hurt and for Ami to be scared. Might've been I was jealous cause they're pretty and rich and had friends and I didn't.
Yesssss.
But the black god's eye showed up way before all that . . .
Yesssss.
And that meant . . .
My cold heart turned to ice.
No.
Yesssss.
The black god eye had shown up days before them. Back when Gammy McHenry died.
Which meant . . . I had wished she were dead.
I killed my Gammy McHenry.
Her death had been my first of three wishes.
Yesssss.
That couldn't be true. I saw the lie. Felt it in my marrow.
No! There was no way I'd ever harm Gammy McHenry. Weren't no one in my life I loved more than her and Mama and—
Jamie.
Suddenly, I remembered that day a few days before my birthday. And the yellow cashmere sweater. And how mad I was at Jamie for ruining it when he was only doing what he always did. And how if I wanted anyone dead back that day it'd been him.
The Freak.
My life would've been so much easier without Jamie in it. No more little naked boy running round, throwing fits, stressing Mama. No more expensive school or emergency room visits when he hurt himself. No more having to explain to complete strangers why he acted the way he did.
No more embarrassment.
This wasn't no lie. This was how I felt. This was the truth.
It was Jamie I wanted dead.
I had summoned the Black by wishing Jamie dead and it had appeared.
Yesssss.
But Gammy McHenry must have seen it first. And had known what it was.
Suddenly, I saw it clearly in my mind.
Gammy McHenry sees Jamie with the black god's eye, snatches it from his hands before it can harm him, brings it up to her chest, clings with it wrapped round her praying fingers next to her heart.
Dear lord, she'd sacrificed herself for Jamie!
And it had been all my fault.
It was me who deserved to die that day.
Right then I was tempted to reach out and touch the black god's eye. But the Grey stopped me. Gammy McHenry's lingering love stopped me.
Tabitha Lynn McHenry, don't you dare. Shame, child. You are not to blame. You did not do this. Sometime bad things happen. Terrible things. Unspeakable things. Ain't no cause, nor reason. Just is, Tabby. Only thing we do is cope with the bad best way we can.
Fight it.
Do not let it get to you. Live, Tabby. Fight this monster.
I did.
I was blinking my eyes at the black god's eye when I realized only a second had passed since Dwayne last laughed at me.
"Huh?" Dwayne said, not knowing what had just taken place right in front of him. "You gonna stab me with a stupid Popsicle stick? Get real girl."
Without any warning, he slapped me across the face. At the same time, he snatched the black god's eye off the Grey.
Along with the sudden pain in my cheek, I felt a tremendous weight lifted. I staggered back a step. I still held the Grey before me. Its power was waning. It was used up.
So was I.
Dwayne glanced down at the black god's eye then up at me. "You can't do nothin' to me. This is a man's world, and I'm the man." He tossed the small black god's eye into the air and then caught it. "Got it? The Man."
The Man.
I thought of what the Black had said through Mama not that long before, but what certainly felt like an eternity.
You do our bidding, Man.
More lies.
We do our own bidding. We follow our own hearts.
My cheeks itched as if stung from a thousand bees, but I managed to say, "Don't, Dwayne. Let it go."
Dwayne laughed some more but there was a catch in his throat as if he'd bitten off more than he could chew. This hesitation became even more pronounced when he did try to throw the black god's eye away and it stuck to his hand. Then his laughter died completely. And for good.
"Hey, what's this?" he said as if he'd finally realized what he held wasn't natural. That it was possessed.
Tiny tendrils had unraveled from the black god's eye. They quickly wrapped themselves round Dwayne's hand.
"This not funny," he said. There was a look of terror in his eyes. He shook his hand but the tendrils continued to expand, reaching up his forearm. "Hey, lemme go!"
I backed away from him until I bumped into the bed. On the way, I dropped the grey god's eye. Anything of what remained of Great Gammy McHenry inside it was a fading ember.
Jamie, meanwhile, slid off the bed onto the floor between the bed and the wall. While he did, he said, "Geh down, Ta-hee."
I looked to him shocked—shocked by both the terrible scene that took place in front of me as well as by his command.
These were the most words Jamie had ever spoken. To me. Or anyone.
A flood of tears burst from my eyes, but I did as he said.
Dropping to my knees, then onto my stomach, I crawled under the bed until I reached him. He reeked of pee, dirt, and sunshine. Face to face, I wrapped him in my arms and didn't him let go.
I'd never let him go. He's my brother and I loved him no matter what.
From above the bed a million miles away, Dwayne said, "Why's it so cold?"
Then he shrieked.
"What 'bout Mama?" I whispered to Jamie.
Jamie's eyes shone with miniature stars. He blinked rapidly before he said, "Ma sleep. Gam. Say. Kay."
"Oh, God," Dwayne cried. "My arms. My arms. They're ice. I can't. Feel them."
Dwayne's feet danced from across the room. He stomped back and forth, back and forth as if he couldn't figure out which way to run to escape his fate.
"I. Can't. Feel."
When Dwayne's screamed again—an animal cry of unbearable pain—I covered Jamie's eyes and ears and clenched my own eyes tightly.
Not that there was much left to see.
The blackness had taken what light there was in the room and consumed it, leaving Jaime and me in the dark.
Strangely, at that moment I wondered why the police hadn't pounded down the door to East 4C. Then I remember leaving the door wide open. Not one of our neighbors had called the authorities. I don't believe it was because they were used to the violence in our neighborhood and didn't care. No, I don't think anyone had heard a single sound come from 4C all that day. The god's eye's reach had extended beyond the wall of our home. It had manipulated Garden Heights much as it had Mama and Dwayne.
Much like it had me.
Dwayne's screams eventually tapered off and he breathed heavily. He wasn't moving around anymore. I imagined his body covered by black tendrils.
"Oh, dear God! Someone. Help me, pu-please."
Along with the dark came the cold I'd experienced before. It crept under the bed stealing my heat. Gammy McHenry would've said, It was as cold as the north side of a January tombstone. I say it was as cold as an empty universe. As cold as a world without family. As cold as a heart without forgiveness. As cold as a life without love.
I clung even tighter to Jamie while he sang his god's eye making song. "Aye-eeeee. Aye, aye-eeeeee."
Sure, I felt terrible for Dwayne. No one deserved what was happening to him. But there was nothing I could do to help. The Black had laid claim to Dwayne as surely as death takes everyone eventually. That day had just been Dwayne's day is all. It was his train wreck. One of his own making.
Dwayne's words cut off suddenly, his final plea unfinished and unanswered. "Pu-pu-p—"
When Jamie and I crawled out a few minutes later—the light in the room restored, if dimmed somewhat, and the cold still marking our breaths—we found Mama curled up against the wall. She was sleeping soundly with a pile of grey yarn as her blanket.
And Dwayne?
He was gone.
So was the god's eye.
****
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