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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

















Franklin's Monsters, Act III: The Power to Fly

Written by Terry Howard and Esther Merriken
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Paris, spring, 1633 An Art Studio in Saint-Germain-des Prés

"Walls, walls, and more walls!" An overcast dreary day did little to illuminate a wall-sized canvas with large swaths of fabric still untouched by paint, and even less to brighten Paul's grumpy outlook. "I'm sick of painting bricks. Jacques, switch with me. I want to paint dirt for a bit."

Jacques Moillon looked up and said, "The floor is stone. There is no dirt to paint."

The lanky apprentice rolled his eyes. "It's a floor. There is always dirt on a floor."

"Not right after it's cleaned. And I don't think our noble patrons want their portraits painted standing on a dirty floor."

The third boy, Calvin, looked up in interest, "We are painting nobility? I thought the patrons were guild-masters."

Paul sneered at his cohort's hopeful expression. "Guild-masters or nobles, what does it matter? The master will be painting all the portraits and we will be stuck painting stone walls until the end of time!"

A chorus of groans greeted this pronouncement, followed by a quick flurry of motion as the supervising journeyman glanced in their direction.

Jacques snickered and bragged, "You guys will be painting stone walls, but it's less than a fortnight before I go to Grantville. I'm sure the magicians there have magical ways to paint backgrounds without the need for apprentices to go cross-eyed from staring at painted bricks. Maybe I'll be nice and tell you the secret when I get back."

Jacques smiled slightly as he watched his pompous pronouncement being received with scornful and envious glares by the other boys. "No way they will tell master-level secrets to a mere apprentice. And a bad one at that, just look at that boring molding he just did."

"Oui," Calvin agreed cheerfully. "He paints like a girl."

"No," Paul smiled slyly. "He paints worse than a girl."

Jacques stiffened in anger and replied with the most obscene gesture he knew.

The boy on his right instantly responded by punching Jacques in the arm. Unfortunately it was his painting arm and the brush was loaded with exactly the wrong shade of paint.

The supervising journeyman instantly left his own canvas and materialized behind the trio. The master would hold him responsible if the canvas was damaged. Watching the boys, keeping them busy and out of trouble, was his responsibility, after all.

"Paul, wipe that up before it sets."

"But Jacques is the one who smeared the canvas," the boy protested.

The journeyman snorted. "Only after you jostled his arm, therefore the mess is your fault. Be glad you were only painting background. Eyes on your work now, and no more horseplay."




Paris, the Moillon home

"Damn it? Why me?" Jacques demanded of the universe. Even after coming home, he still had work to do and errands to run. "'Fetch your sister to dinner!"' he snarled. "Anyone else, you could call up the stairs, and they'd come down. But not Louysa. No, not my famous sister with her oh-so-important paintings!" Jacques clomped into the studio and called her name. "Louysa, food is getting cold."

The intently-focused young woman at the easel ignored him as she carefully adjusted the highlights on a furled leaf. Jacques glared at the disgustingly perfect wood grain in the painted table. He knew from previous paintings the tabletop would end up almost entirely covered in fruit but it was still perfect and incredibly detailed. Just like every other perfect bit of his perfect sister's perfect paintings.

"Louysa, it's time to eat already. Louysa!" Jacques's voice rose as he tried to get her attention. Annoyed, the teenager finally resorted to tapping her shoulder lightly. She jumped and a few small flecks of paint landed on the canvas.

"Jacques, why did you startle me?" She stared in dismay at her work. "You ruined it."

"Ruined it?" His incredulous voice broke embarrassingly on his rebuttal. "You call those little speckles ruined?" Suddenly he could stand no more. He knocked the canvas off the easel and kicked the frame apart. Canvas is too strong to tear by hand, even by adolescent fury. But it will burn quite well if tossed into the fireplace. As he watched the flames lick higher, Jacques softly commented, "Why did the Lord waste so much talent on a girl?"




Grantville, 1633, early summer

The door chimed in the pre-dawn twilight and Lyman Seeley staggered blearily into his art gallery. His assistant, Samuel Franklin, folding up the couch bed, smiled cheerfully. "Good news. It looks like the clouds are wonderful today."

Lyman glanced in his direction and articulately replied, "Guh . . ."

Samuel nodded to a bowl-covered breakfast plate on the desk. "Melle left you breakfast." She cooked for Samuel every morning before heading to her day job. "I'll fetch you a cup of coffee. You have just enough time to finish eating before the sun hits just right."

[image: car]Lyman's latest painting of his beloved Oldsmobile was of the sunrise reflection in the gallery window, but the weather had been gray and overcast for the last few days.

Lyman sat at the desk to eat while Samuel rearranged some paintings to better complement each other when he hung two more irreplaceable parts of the old man's collection to replace yesterday's sales, the first in a week. Then he checked the two easels and the assorted painting supplies. Lyman would be painting outside this morning. Samuel set his own blank canvas up indoors.

Lyman swallowed the last of his coffee and packed the empty dishes to the sink in the back room. On the way to the back, Samuel was arranging the coffee table with flipbooks for sale. Lyman paused and looked the book collection over. Samuel could almost see the gears turning in the old man's head. "The dragon copies are running low. Looks like I need to order up some more prints. Sammy, how many do you think I should order from the printer?"

"Go ahead and order up a run of two hundred," Samuel replied. "I'm going to hire the flip-book kids to color them instead of doing it myself. I want to finish working up my next flipbook."

Lyman scowled, "A new flipbook? Why waste your time on that when we got a waiting list for paintings?"

The young man smiled. "Everyone on that waiting list specifically requested you. My last two canvases are still hanging on the wall waiting for you to fill in portraits and we can't keep the flipbooks in stock." Samuel could see the conflict in the old man's eyes. The artist in Lyman wanted to continue arguing but, retired or not, no accountant can argue against cold, hard sales figures.

Samuel laughed. "We can talk more later. Sunrise is starting and you'll miss it if you don't hurry."

Lyman gasped and quickly grabbed his brushes and palette. On the way out the door, he turned back to his young assistant. "Don't start the next canvas yet. Go ahead and make your flipbook."

****

Soon after, despite Lyman's opinion of appropriate hours to be to receiving customers, a man, one woman on his arm and a second one in tow, came in, ignoring the hours posted on the door. Samuel had been through it before. They would argue that since someone was there, the gallery was obviously open. After all, the door was not locked. One woman and the man immediately began intently scrutinizing the paintings. The other young lady simply drifted listlessly around the room. The novelty of time-traveling paintings seemed to hold no more appeal than the bland white walls for her. Samuel started to show her the flip books as he would a bored child when she stopped in front of the canvas on the easel with rapt longing.

Samuel quickly put down his sketchbook and prepared to make the easiest sale of the month. He wondered which painting he had mistakenly placed on his easel but . . . no. His memory had not lied. All the paintings were properly hung and the canvas was blank.

"Louysa," the lass on the man's arm called out in what Samuel recognized as pure Parisian French. When he had been a mercenary the fellow he had learned French from had been a snob about it. This was different however. He would later find out that was because it was proper French and a far cry from the rude and crude language of the camps. "Come away, dear. Be polite. That is not your canvas." It sounded almost condescending, as if she were talking to a dimwitted child.

"But Odette," Louysa complained," It has been weeks since I've gotten to paint and it's all ready to go."

Mischief twinkled in Franklin's eye. "I'll sell you the blank canvas," he offered.

Louysa snatched up a pencil and started sketching on the canvas before the haggling even commenced.

****

Pierre looked at his wife and sighed. Odette shrugged. The trip had been going so well. Something was bound to happen. Odette did not take her eyes off her sister.

"Louysa!" A very stern, authoritative, no-nonsense, male voice reverberated across the room.

Odette could clearly tell that Louysa was oblivious. He might as well be talking to the canvas as to her sister. There was a time the young Louysa had been known to put a brush to any unattended work in progress. When she absolutely would not stop, no matter how strongly or how harshly she was admonished; her father gave in and got the young girl an easel of her own. In short order, the family learned to see to it that she always had at least one blank canvas available, especially when the girl's paintings proved marketable.

Her husband sighed again. He had argued that taking Louysa away from Paris was a mistake. Other than going to church, Louysa never wanted to leave the house, which, considering some of her odder ways, was a good thing.

Pierre turned to Samuel, "I am so sorry for the inconvenience. How much for the canvas my sister-in-law has spoiled."

Samuel named a price. It was clear to Odette that he expected to be bargained down.

"You have me at a disadvantage," Pierre said. "But that is way too high and you know it."

"Well, it includes the loan of the easel, the palette and studio space. But I guess I could come down a little."

"But," Pierre countered, "when she's done, you will have a painting to hang in your gallery by a famous painter."

"She's famous?" Franklin queried.

"Yes! She is listed in your library."

"In the encyclopedia?" the man could not keep the respect out of his voice.

"No, we are told she is not there. She was named in a book on women in the arts."

"Oh." Disappointment tinged his voice. "The truly famous are in the encyclopedias. Still, being named at all is impressive."

****

Samuel knew that a book on women in the arts would be one of the books the high school art teacher had donated. She was of the opinion that women's contribution to the arts throughout history were under-reported. With the world flocking to Grantville's libraries, she wanted to change that as much as she could.

Samuel had spent quite a bit of time in the library going through any book dealing with art. He glanced at the canvas and took note of the outline of still-life peaches. With that piece of the puzzle, added to their being from France, and this being 1633, Samuel asked, "Do we have the pleasure of hosting Louysa Moillon?"

[image: painting]"Oh, then you have heard of her! Surely, having one of her paintings hanging in your gallery is worth some consideration."

"Well, if you're leaving us a finished painting, I guess I can let her have the canvas."

"On consignment, of course.," Pierre insisted. "So I should be paying something for the canvas."

Samuel's momentum was broken and he let the canvas go at just over twice what it cost. A price he did not think adequately reflected the loan of the palette or the studio time.

"But tell me," Pierre asked, "do you have any paintings in the gallery that are actually finished?"

Samuel smiled in understanding and went to the stash of educational books Lyman had brought to the shop. Very early on in his acquaintance with the up-timer, he had asked much the same question, "Why was no care given to hide the brush strokes that interfered with or detracted from the realistic image on the canvas?" Passing over two coffee table books, one on King Tut and the other on James Bond, Samuel chose a National Geographic magazine. Putting the rest back, he handed the magazine to Pierre. "Open it and take a look."

Samuel watched Pierre's face and told himself, Do not play poker with this man. The Frenchman's strong body language of disdain and condescension that manifested itself when he asked his question did not change. Only his dilating irises and the pinking of his ears gave Samuel any sign as to what was going on in the man's head. At last the Frenchman asked, "Why are these in a book instead of in frames?"

"Because, they are too common to be valuable. The up-timers had machines capable of capturing an exact likeness and then printing thousands upon thousands of copies."

The Frenchman reached out a hand and lightly caressed a glossy image of a lily. "How much to buy this?"

Samuel gently shook his head, "This book is not mine to sell, but there were many, many photographs that came back through the Ring of Fire. Even now, there are several places in town selling them."

The art dealer nodded in acknowledgement and asked, "And the machines to make these images?"

"Those were less common and are priced much higher, but it would do you little good to own one without the special chemicals to make it work."

"So, it is one of the lost arts of the future, a wonder that will not be seen again."

"No, quite the opposite. The exact mix of ingredients was a carefully guarded secret, but not the ingredients themselves. Apparently, it is only a matter of figuring out the precise measurements in order to make more. The experts predict someone will figure it out and have new photographs for sale any time now. When that happens, there will be no reason for artists to spend hundreds of hours duplicating what a machine can do in mere heartbeats. In the future, painters decided their job was no longer to simply record. The painter's job is to interpret. He seeks to show what a person is thinking, who the person is, not simply what a person looks like."

The Frenchman frowned. "Yes, meaning and allegory have always been the purpose of art. But even so, shouldn't a painting be finished?"

"How long does that take? Do you put in the time to capture the perfect likeness just to compete with a camera? Even when the camera does it better, faster, cheaper? I read about one fellow up-time who did not even use a brush. He slathered on paint with a palette knife and wads of paper and did his paintings in mere minutes. Even though his finished works looked nothing like a real tree, people could still recognize it as a tree. Morris Katz liked to say, 'No one can afford a Rembrandt, but anyone can afford a Katz.' "

"You have nothing like that here!"

"True. What Monsieur Katz did was classed as modern art. Master Seeley does not appreciate, nor buy, modern art. If you want to see photos of it, go see the high school art teacher's collection of books. There are also some artists in town who are experimenting with the modern art form."

Pierre gently closed the magazine and sighed heavily. "My problem is that I cannot sell what you have here. No one in Paris would buy it, because they will see it as unfinished."

Samuel handed him a flipbook. "Fortunately, we do not need to sell our collection in Paris. It is enough that there are rich people here who want to own a painting created three hundred years in the future. Most of what we sell are souvenir portraits where we paint people in Grantville and flip books." He pointed at what he had just handed the Frenchman.

Pierre looked through the book one page at a time and was unimpressed. "These are not paintings! And they are not these photographs. They're printed line drawings of wood-carvings, and not of the best quality, either!

Samuel took it out of his hands, closed it, and then flipped it, causing the dragon to land and spew fire. Pierre jumped back. Then immediately he grabbed the book out of Samuel's hands. He flipped through the book several times, speeding up and slowing down. He stopped to look at pages one at a time. Along the way, his face cracked. Awe and wonder fought with fascination. What he did not do was ask, "how is it done?"

"You make these?" It was more of an accusation than a question.

"Yes."

"How much?" Pierre demanded.

Samuel named a price.

"The lines are printed. Then someone added color. How much for one hundred, uncolored and unbound?"

"That is a question you will need to put to Master Seeley, though I would appreciate it if you would wait until he comes in. He is busy painting the sunrise now."

****

Sunrise was nothing more than a vivid memory by the time Lyman put down his brush for a much-needed break. The well-waxed black paint and polished chrome of the Oldsmobile had needed only subtle color accents to finish. More obvious was the brand-new wash of intense color filling the gallery window and windshield. Because he was facing west, the sky was less dramatic and really needed the brilliant purple and pink cloud formations for proper balance. Lyman had painted sunrises before, but never with his back to it. The old man was enthralled by the unusual perspective. His palette was full of carefully-organized hues and he had even taken the time to write some notes. Not as good a reminder as a snapshot would have been, but it would have to do.

He stepped back to admire his work and nearly tripped over two teenagers who had been quietly waiting for him to finish. "Graham, you almost gave me a heart attack! Don't sneak up on me like that!"

"Sorry, sir," Graham Piazza apologized. "I didn't want to cause an accident while you had a loaded brush."

Lyman nodded in approval at this explanation and gestured for the boys to help him carry the easel back inside. "Why are you here so early, anyway? Don't you have school, young man?"

"Our first class isn't until next period so Otto wanted to see if you'd sold his flipbook yet," the boy explained.

The old man laughed. "The cheerleader animation? We only bought it yesterday. It's not had time to sell yet." Lyman opened the door and paused to let his eyes adjust. "Then again, Samuel is dickering with someone. He might be selling your flipbook right this minute." Lyman walked over to the cashbox and pulled out the accounting books. He loved being there when a sale was made.

A strange woman was busy using Samuel's easel. The boys wandered over to take a look. The still life on the canvas barely had any paint on it yet.

"Mr. Franklin," Graham asked Samuel quietly, "Why is someone else using your easel?"

Samuel Franklin smiled in pride and announced, "She is one of the one percent." Everybody who came to Grantville got around to seeing if they were remembered in history. They almost never were. The number was actually far less than one percent. "She is none other than Louysa Moillon, the best French still life painter alive."

Otto stared at her with round eyes. "She has an encyclopedia article about her? Wow!"

Samuel shook his head slightly. "She's not quite that famous, only a mention in Woman's Art History."

"That is famous enough!" Graham replied. "Hardly anyone that comes to Grantville actually finds themselves remembered. My father has stories about some of the hissy fits people throw when they find out history forgot about them."

Samuel bowed in appreciation of his point and turned to explain the Frenchman's offer to Lyman. After the multilingual haggling for the unbound flipbooks finished, Pierre said, "Thank you for the tip about photographs. I'll see how many I can buy."

Samuel responded, "If you are planning to frame the individual pages, ask to buy damaged magazines. That way you don't have to worry about destroying one of the few remaining complete copies."

The art dealer laughed. "And the prices will be lower as well!" He headed for the door with no other thought than the profit he could make on selling Grantville photographs.

Odette pouted. "Don't I get a goodbye first?"

Pierre stared blankly, remembering that he was now a married man. "You aren't coming?"

"Louysa is painting. I need to stay here and chaperone her."

"And I was so looking forward to seeing the wonders of Grantville with my darling wife," Pierre lied.

****

Fred, the treasurer of the animation club, ran breathlessly to a small tree in the schoolyard. Two other members of the club were already waiting on him. "Sorry I'm late for the meeting, the halls were crowded." Normally an official meeting of school clubs would be in a classroom, but even the broom closets were booked solid a semester in advance. There was no place for an emergency club meeting.

Club Vice-President Elke Schmidt smiled. "You're not late. Anna hasn't come back from the printers yet."

Graham Piazza, Fred's best friend (and the only non-officer present), freaked out, "That means there is a problem! She would only be late if there was a problem."

"Chill out, Graham. There's not a problem."

"Of course there's a problem! There has to be a problem. No other printer in town will touch printing flipbooks. There are too many drawings, which means too many woodcarvings to do for each flipbook. Too many lines in my animation to carve properly. I should have used fewer lines."

"You couldn't use fewer lines! It wouldn't have looked right," Elke protested.

Fred slung his bag to the ground and sighed. "Relax, man. The prints of your airplane flipbook are going to sell great. We've already got five pages of pre-orders. And look. There's Anna. Can you stop freaking out now? Please?"

"Got the proofs," Anna Holt said as she arrived.

Graham grabbed them, stared in disbelief, and freaked out again. "This is not what I drew!" The young man was loudly adamant, heart-broken, and angry. More angry than anything else.

Anna winced and said, "I know it doesn't match your animation but it's not that bad."

"Not that bad! The runway looks like a drunk driver drew it, and the plane is wobbling so hard its flapping its wings!" The irate boy kept flipping the book over and over in hopes that the right speed would improve matters slightly. "My animation was an absolutely perfect rendition of the Las Vegas Belle taking off. I spent weeks at the airport to get the details accurate, weeks of fighting the crowds for the best spot, and weeks of every noble or merchant there insisting on being the one to buy the original. I only started the pre-order list so they would stop interrupting me!"

Elke said, "He is right you know. We can't sell them this print when they all saw the original in progress. We will have to do hand-drawn copies to fill the orders on the list. We'll just have to tell the woodcutter we can't pay for this."

"Sorry," Anna, the president of the club, said, "but I already ordered a print run." Three identical expressions of shocked disbelief echoed in the silence.

"I told him to use a cheaper grade of paper, so we can still sell them at the beginner club member prices and still make a bit of profit." Three more identical expressions of suspicion stared back at her.

"But it's not what I drew!" Graham's face looked like he was in physical pain. "It's horrible."

Anna looked at him. "You're going to get paid the same per copy as you would if it were perfect."

Graham's face froze.

"In the end it will be a whole lot more than selling the original and it will keep right on selling," Anna added.

Graham's face softened.

"You can still take the original to Mr. Lyman at the gallery. The print run is extra money you wouldn't be getting otherwise."

"That's true," Graham replied, mollified when he started thinking about money instead of art. "I guess it's all right."

"At least you can tell it's an airplane!" Anna said, hoping to mollify her cohorts. "The quality is at least as good as the Brillo stories we have the beginners start with these days. And I bet airplanes will sell just as well as that stupid sheep does."

Fred bit his lip and considered the prints again. "Eh, this would be pretty good for someone's first animation. Worth selling at least. I second the vote to have him start carving Bad, Bad Brillo prints next. Besides, all the beginners in the club are getting tired of drawing Brillo and want to move on to more difficult stuff."

Elke giggled. "Almost all the beginners, anyway. I think Resi will be happy to keep drawing the adventures of that stupid sheep for the rest of her life."

The club president nodded decisively and said, "Okay. From now on, we'll take the best Brillo stories and have them made as woodcarving prints. Sales proceeds will go to the woodcarver until he's paid off, and a flat fee to the original animator for the idea."

"Why from now on?" Elke asked. "The club already has a ton of Brillo animations to pick from."

Anna blinked in surprise. "How? Didn't we already sell all the originals?"

"We sold the finished, inked copies, not the original sketches," Graham explained. "How can you have been in the club for almost a year and not know that?"

Anna rolled her eyes. "Honestly? My eyes just glaze over when everyone starts numbering their pencils and passing colors around. I don't care! Get back to the part about copies and originals."

Graham looked ready to either explode or laugh. Elke wasn't sure which so she decided to plow ahead with an explanation. "Anna, the animations are easiest if we use very thin paper so you can see the previous frames behind the current drawing. We also use pencils, so it's easy to erase mistakes and adjust lines. But the pencils smudge, the thin paper doesn't flip well, and by the time you finish a flipbook animation your drawings are usually a mass of scribbles. So, once we finish, we ink the completed animation onto fresh paper. That paper is the thick, expensive paper that flips well and looks good. The original sketches are then thrown away or filed as keepsakes. Depends on how much the artist liked it."

Anna tilted her head in calculation. "So every 'original' animation we've ever sold is really a copy? How hard would it be to make enough 'original' copies for everyone on the pre-order list?"

"Well, it's not like tracing a clean copy takes very long. Especially with a light-box. Problem is that the school art room is booked solid and there is no way to get more time."

Yeah," Graham agreed. "That's why I always do my clean copies at my grandma's house instead of at school."

Fred whipped around and glared at him. "Your grandma owns a light-box and you never shared?"

"Not a real light-box. Just a glass coffee table and a small lamp underneath."

"A whole table of glass?" Fred replied in awe, "I bet we could fit half the club around it at once!"

"No way." Graham shook his head. "Grandma won't stand for tons of kids piling into her living room every day. I might sweet-talk her into allowing it for day or two, but not for the weeks it's gonna take to fill five pages of orders!"

"That's ok," Anna said. "We don't need the room—just the table."

****

Odette looked up as the doorbell rang. A young redheaded woman accompanied by the most appetizing smells entered the store. She exchanged smiles with Samuel Franklin as she arranged the food on the table. Noticing the stranger dressed in Parisian fashions sitting on the couch and a second stranger painting, she said, "I only brought enough for three. Would you like me to get you lunch too?"

"Yes, thank you, and for my sister as well. I don't want to leave her alone and I really don't want to interrupt her painting."

Soon Melle returned bearing an abundance of cuisine for the already delectable repast on the table. Odette waited until her sister's brush was empty and then gently called out, "Louysa, lunch is ready."

The young woman startled and lost her grip on the palette. It easily evaded her clumsy grip and tumbled to the tile floor, smearing paint all down the front of her skirt in the process.

"Don't worry," Samuel said. "It's hardly the first time paint was spilled on that floor. It will wipe up easily enough." His reassurance was unable to halt the flood of tears coming from Louysa as she stared at the mess on the floor.

Melle exchanged a long glance with Samuel. In the mercenary camp they had both seen this response many times. The up-timers had simply given the name "PTSD" to a phenomenon that was already unpleasantly well-known.

"Excuse me," Melle asked, "but did you run into soldiers on the road?"

Odette bristled. "What business is that of yours!"

"We've seen this fear before," Samuel explained. "Many of the refugees and soldiers coming into town act fearful or angry. The up-time doctors say it is because their mind is injured and, like a physical injury, they can get better. It's possible they can help your sister."

"No," Odette said sharply, thinking to end the conversation. "The trip was routine."

"Then did she lose a child?"

"No." Melle pushed, but her tone of voice and body language led Odette to the conclusion that this redheaded provincial from Brittany wasn't just being nosey. She really did care.

Sensing a chance to share a burden kept always inside—even the family hardly spoke of it—Odette opened up. "But either would seem to be a reasonable guess. My sister has been acting like she was raped or lost a child from before we left Paris. But . . . it was only a painting! Worse still, because she never leaves the house except to go to church with the family, the neighbors would think one of the men in the house was the rapist. Once a rumor like that gets started, nothing we could say would ever change it."

"A painting?" Melle asked. "What do you mean by that?"

"Our brother, Jacques, was supposed to be coming on the trip as an apprentice art dealer. But after he destroyed Louysa's current canvas in a childish fit of jealousy, Papa decided he wasn't going anywhere. Not until he had put enough paint to canvas to pay for what he destroyed, at least. I talked the family into letting Louysa come instead. After all, she would just sit around staring off into space unless Jacques was in the room. Then she would tremble and shake like a leaf in the wind.

"It was just a painting! I don't know why my sister is acting this way."

Samuel shrugged eloquently, "You can injure a foot with a cannonball or a cobblestone. Either way, you cannot walk until it is better, but the cobblestone injury will heal faster than a foot shattered by a cannonball."

Odette laughed. "If the shattered foot heals at all! But I see your point. Whether a painting or a child, a loss is still painful and requires time to heal. I'll try to be more patient with my sister."

****

In no time at all, everyone in the animation club—and a day later, the town—knew about the famous, exotic French painter who seemed to have taken up residence in the art gallery. The kids started coming around after school to see. They were admiring, full of enthusiastic comments and praise. Louysa had never really heard comments on her work from non-family members. Family comments were low-keyed and tended to be critical. She wasn't quite sure what to make of her adoring fan club. All of that positive energy was a bit of a distraction. For the first time in her life, she found something she had trouble ignoring.

"Mademoiselle Moillon?" Tanja asked as she peered over Louysa's shoulder.

The French girl kept right on painting as if she had not heard.

Undeterred, Tanja asked again, "Mademoiselle Moillon?"

Still the French lass ignored the younger German girl.

Melle, from where she was sitting on the couch chatting with Louysa's sister, Odette, spoke up in German. "Tanja, Louysa is the only name I've ever seen her respond to. I don't think she thinks of herself as Miss Moillon. If you want to practice your French, try calling her Louysa."

"Mademoiselle Louysa?"

The painter looked up from her work at last. "Oui?"
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Louysa shrugged. "When I started painting, Papa said to paint fruit."

In a softly-spoken aside on the couch, Odette commented to Melle, "Papa told her to paint fruit because no one would sit for a portrait by a little girl."

"Oui," Tanja said. "But why just fruit? Why don't you paint something interesting like pizza."

"What is pizza?" Louysa asked.

"You don't know what pizza is?" Tanja exclaimed. Turning to the kids with her, she translated the conversation into German and then finished with the surprised remark, "She doesn't know what pizza is!"

"So?" Tanja's sister, Anna Marie, responded. "You didn't either before we came to Grantville."

"Hey, Fred!" Tanja called out to where Lyman was paying for the flipbooks he'd just bought. "Louysa has never had pizza. How can she paint a pizza if she has never had one? You've got the money. Let's take her down to Marcantonio's."

Anna Marie spoke up, "Your treat. We're broke."

Fred looked at the money in his hand. He was feeling rich at the moment; one of the purchased flip-books was his. "Sure. I can do that."

"Mademoiselle Louysa," Tanja switched back to French, "it is time you found out what pizza was. Put the palette down."

"But—"

"We won't be that long."

"But—"

"Fred's buying. Come on."

Odette, on the couch, chimed in. "But—"

Melle said to Odette, "You can see Marcantonio's from here."

"But—"

"They're good kids."

"But—"

Melle said very firmly, "It will be all right." Then she called to Tanja in German, "Be sure to bring her right back."

The kids hustled Louysa out of the gallery and down the street. Odette stood and watched them go.

"I don't think this is a good idea," Odette worried. "I should go after her."

"Odette, let her grow up. You can stand right here and watch the front door of the pizza place. The back door is through the kitchen, so she's not going anywhere else. Let the girl grow up."

"But—"

"Lyman," Melle called out, "bring the desk chair over here so Odette can sit down while she watches Marcantonio's front door."

"But—"

Lyman brought over the chair. Odette looked at it and not wanting to be rude, in spite of her better judgment, she said, "Merci," and sat down. Then she started to stew and fidget.

In due time, the kids returned Louysa to the gallery.
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"Show me the flip-books," Louysa answered.

Odette watched her sister look at each of the books the gallery had on hand. When she was at an end, Louysa said, "Odette, get me some of the right kind of paper, please. I'm going go back to painting, now. We need the money. But I want to try my hand at doing a flipbook. The children said they were fun to do and I think they're right."

****

On the day they were scheduled to leave Grantville, over breakfast—out of nowhere—Louysa dropped a bombshell. "Pierre, you are going on to Berlin and elsewhere. Let me stay here and paint. You can pick me up when you've made your rounds looking for something to buy."

"But you would need a guardian," Pierre objected.

"We could ask Master Seeley to take me on as a short-term apprentice. I trust the man. He feels like Papa."

"That might work," Pierre said. "Still, if you are his apprentice, it implies that there is something for you to learn from him. Would we want to imply that someone in Germany would have anything to teach us about art?"

"You can't say there is nothing we can learn here. There are those flip books you bought. . . ." Louysa answered. Pierre was surprised. As absorbed as she had been in painting, he didn't think she even noticed his flip book purchases. "I know you, Pierre. You are going to want to sell original books, not just the copies you bought. I bet you're planning to have Jacques color them before binding."

"Yes, I most certainly will have your young brother color them. We need something out of him to make up the loss for what he destroyed. The Good Lord alone knows if he's ever going to produce a canvas I can hang."

"He's only fourteen," Odette objected. "Not everyone can start selling paintings when they're nine. Let him grow up. His friends were taunting him about Louysa being remembered when he isn't even mentioned. Not like any of them were remembered either. But—"

"Yes," Pierre admitted. "I can understand why Jacques was driven to a jealous rage."

Odette spoke up and voiced something all of Paris, all of France, had been thinking. "If Grantville really did have anything to offer, surely the Lord would have sent it to France. If I didn't know it was impossible, I'd be wondering if the Lord's aim was off."

Pierre shrugged. "With all the marvels we've seen here, I've been wondering that myself."

He turned to Louysa. "You could paint small works to cover the extra expense of staying here. The little ones always sell the quickest. More people can afford them. What do you think, Odette?"

"I really don't see why not. And you are right. She will need a guardian. She will also need a chaperone. I should stay with her. I would be worried sick if we left her here alone."

"Berlin is no closer to home," Louysa continued to attack an argument she had already won.

Pierre replied, "If Master Seeley agrees, we will need to find the two of you more affordable quarters. Unless your apprenticeship will extend to your housing, and considering where Samuel sleeps, that is unlikely."

****

Anna stepped into the gallery, out of the rain, somewhere around about three thirty in the afternoon, as she did almost every day. Samuel was hanging Louysa's first finished painting on the wall. It had only been a mere three weeks since she started it. Her speed had always been amazing. This time it was exceptionally so and she had already started a small ten-by-ten canvas on the easel. Odette was sitting at the roll-top desk, trying her hand at drawing a flip-book. If Samuel was painting, you could count on Odette being on the light table. Lyman was sitting at the desk, reviewing the books to no purpose other than the pleasure it brought to the accountant's side of his soul. Without a word of greeting, the old man said, "Anna, I need a typewritten copy of all the articles about Louysa Moillon. Include proper citations, with special care to publishing information, particularly the dates and places. We'll get it notarized and sealed like we do the authenticating letters for the up-time paintings. It's got to be hanging on the wall next to her painting, so make it look professional. Can you do that?"

"Sure," Anna replied, running a list through her mind of who she could get to do it. She found herself wishing she knew how to type so she didn't have to hire it done and wondering whether she should run this through the club. "I can get that done for you." Anna named a price.

Lyman just looked at her.

The price came down and Lyman still didn't say anything.

Anna dropped the price again. "And that's what I'll be paying the typist less the ten percent for the club. I don't think I can get it down any cheaper than that."

Lyman smiled. "That's fine. Can you get it here tomorrow?"

"That depends on whether I can find the typist today. If I can't, I should have it here day after tomorrow."

"Well, don't dwattle. We need it to justify the price we've got on it."

"Mr. Lyman? Does dwattle mean 'to be slow'?"

"Yes, I guess it does, mostly. Don't bother learning it, Anna, nobody but us old farts ever use it anymore, even up-time."

Of course, being told not to learn it guaranteed that she would never forget it. And knowing it, she used it, often. Dwattle became an in word amongst the animation club and filtered out from there. With that one admonition to forget the word, Lyman Seeley serendipitously saw to it that a dying word, found only in the dialect of the Appalachian Mountains and its colonies, would live a new life in the developing Amideutsch language. In the distant future, some would argue that the new language, along with the culture and ideas it spawned was Grantville's greatest contribution to the new world in which it now made its home.

****

"No!" Lyman looked in despair at the second painting Louysa made. As always with Louysa's paintings, it looked like you should be able to reach into the picture, pull it out and take a bite. His mind was supplying the taste, the feel, the warmth, the aroma. A photograph could not have captured it as well. But why did she paint a piece of pizza? It's not like she ever saw an Andy Warhol print or something. It was good. It was damned good. But, by definition, because of the content, as far as Lyman was concerned, it was modern art. And, Lyman detested modern art. He'd turned down requests to show paintings—good paintings—on consignment because the artists were trying their hand at modern art. He had almost been tempted to take in an impressionist work because it was so good it almost won him over. Was impressionism modern or classical? Until he saw the work he almost let the fellow hang in the gallery, he defined impressionism as modern. Lyman did not like modern art. He had never liked modern art. He was sure he never would like modern art. And he was not about to change his opinion. He would not hang modern art. But now this!

"Damn! What am I going to do? How do I tell the lass no?" But, he couldn't, in good conscience, be true to himself and say yes.

He stood there trying to think of what to do, of where she might be able to hang it for sale, when the door chime rang.

With Lyman standing there so intently, the couple coming through the door, followed by a servant carting multiple packages from the dress shop next door, approached to see what the old up-timer found so fascinating.

"Look, dear," the excited man said. "Pizza!"

The wife smiled. Their servant had three different recipes from three different places, including the kitchen of the lodge just outside of town, to take home to the cook. Now there was a picture showing what it should look like.

When Lyman realized he had a hot prospect for the embarrassing canvas, he went to the end table by the couch and got a copy of Louysa's information sheet which had worked so well in moving the first work she had painted. He handed the sheet to the man. "About the artist." Lyman said.

He passed over the scant English copy of what the library had to say about Louysa and read the Latin translation.

"Hannah, it says here that the painter will be famous in the future."

His wife smiled. "If you like the painting, maybe we should buy it."

"Maybe we should. It looks so real I can almost taste the pepperoni!" How much are you asking for it?" he asked Lyman.

Lyman had a per-square-inch price figured out from selling the first work. He added fifty percent and he named a price.

"My wife likes it," the nobleman said with a smile, blaming it on his wife. "But, that price is too high."

"That's what it's worth," Lyman insisted.

Late the next day, when the servant came back to purchase it at the asking price, Lyman was still dithering about putting it on the wall.

****

Pierre pushed opened the door to the gallery in Grantville after having been gone for nearly two months, noting appreciatively, as he always did, that the door was all one piece of glass. The almost-bell sound which clearly wasn't a bell happened right on cue, announcing that he was where he wanted to be.

He noticed two things at a glance. First, he noticed one of his sister-in-law's paintings of a fruit plate hanging in pride of place, the first thing anyone would see upon walking in. He certainly couldn't complain that they were not aggressively marketing her work. Secondly, that the room was oddly empty of people. His sister-in-law was not there painting; she wasn't in the rented room either. He knew this because he'd left his bags there. The third thing he noticed, upon inspection of the painting, was the asking price. "Merde!" It was not only a shout, it was an aggrieved and righteous shout.

"What? Who's there?" To the sound of flushing water, the old man poked his head out of the back and smiled. "Pierre, you're back! The girls were missing you. Woops. Forgot you don't speak English. Guten Abend, Pierre. And . . . let me see? How to say the rest of that in German?"

Two disappointing and exhausting months of travel had taken their toll on the French merchant. Being smiled at by the conniving swindler taking advantage of his wife and sister-in-law was simply the last straw. Pierre exploded.

His rant was long, loud and thoroughly profane. It was also entirely in French. Lyman kept smiling and waiting for the young man to realize his wife had entered the store not long after he started his tirade. She had been in the shop next door and recognized her husband's voice through the wall. Finally, Odette took matters into her own hands.

"Dear, what is the problem?" she asked.

"The price of the painting is the problem! It needs to sell so we can pay the expenses of staying in Grantville! We do not need it hanging here just to bring in customers to look at it so they will buy portraits and flip books!"

"Your purchasing trip did not go well?" It was more of a statement than a question.

"That is irrelevant. The painting needs to be priced to sell."

"Darling, how many of Louisa's paintings do you see?"

"One! And it needs to be sold!"

"Where are the other two?"

"What?"

"That is the third one she's done. The other two have already been sold."

"You jest?" Pierre's volume control started kicking in.

"No, dear."

"But that price? It's outrageous!" His voice held more awe than anger.

"When the first painting was done, Lyman asked what we would get for it in Paris. I told him. It was about what he was asking for paintings from the future. He said no. He said it was the best painting in the shop and the price had to reflect that. So he doubled the price, but it was gone in only three days. When the next painting was done, a little ten by ten like this one, they figured the square inch cost of the first painting and raised it fifty percent. That one sold in a day and a half. So they raised the price on this one another fifty percent."

"Someone really paid that much? That price is far too high."

In response, Odette reached over and tapped on the framed parchment next to it. "Not for a painting by an artist who is going to be remembered, and hung in art museums all over the world for centuries to come. It's an investment in the future." The parchment was witnessed and sealed by a notary. "One of these will get hung and given away with every one of her paintings they offer for sale. The painting is pleasant to look at and it is guaranteed to go up in value."

Pierre grew quiet and calm while he did the math to figure out just how much, after the gallery's commission, his wife and sister-in-law got for the first two paintings. A pleased smile—a very pleased smile—spread across his face. It was a damned good marketing tactic.

Odette interrupted his happy reverie, "Have you read it yet, Pierre?"

"No, do I need to? It is in English, dear."

"Louysa's mention was so small they included a Latin translation to fill up the page properly. I want you to read it." She waited as her husband quickly scanned the lower half of the page. "Such a short article and yet they felt the need to mention her children. One martyred and the other two forced to flee the country because of persecution."

"She left Paris?" He raised an eyebrow.

"No, this was in Paris," an adamant Odette replied.

"Right under the nose of the king? Who would dare?"

Odette's eyes glistened as she said, "Everyone would dare. The next king revoked the Edict of Nantes in 1685."

Pierre paused to consider the political ramifications, and nodded slowly. "That would be all it would take. Even with royal decree, we Huguenots are barely tolerated in the provinces. Did the history books say how bad it got?"

By now tears were running down Odette's chin. "It wasn't a matter of simply removing protection. The king set his army to chasing all heretics out of France. I read that more than five hundred thousand Huguenots fled the country. No one knows how many were killed or involuntarily converted."

Pierre hugged his wife fiercely. "My treasure, why are you crying? That was fifty years from now in another world."

"Everything is happening faster this time, Pierre." By now Odette was sobbing so hard it was difficult to make out her words. "And . . . and even if it doesn't happen in our lifetimes, it will happen in the . . . in the lifetime of my sister's children. In the lifetime of . . . of our children."

Lyman, watching quietly from the corner, became concerned and wondered if he should go find Samuel or Melle.

Pierre was confused. Why was she so upset over a tragedy that would probably not happen at all now that it was known to have happened in Grantville's history? Louis XIII didn't even have an heir yet! Pierre shifted position so Odette's elbow would stop digging into his ribs. Odd. She wasn't hugging him back. Instead her hands were clutched protectively over her stomach. No. Not her stomach. Her womb.

The realization hit him like a thunderbolt. "Darling. Are . . . are you pregnant?"

A radiantly teary smile answered him. "Yes."

"Are you sure?"

She laughed and suddenly all was right with the world. "You've been gone for two months now. Plenty of time to be sure."

"Dieu merci. Is that why you are afraid of going back to France?"

"Not afraid. Just . . ." She sighed. "In France we are simply tolerated. Here we are truly welcome. It doesn't matter if we are not loyal Catholic citizens. They do not care if we are Calvinist. They would not care if we were even Arminian. And I don't need to apologize for Louysa here. My sister is respected and valued in a way she never was in Paris. Grantville is good for her."

Odette squeezed her husband's arm. "And you are not going to believe this, but, there are men here who are interested in her."

"She is being courted?"

"As they count things here? Yes. Once Melle pointed out that she was being noticed, my sister actually started flirting back! For the first time in her life, she's interested in what she wears beyond simply insisting that it be soft and loose."

Pierre was well acquainted with his sister-in-law's indifference to the womanly arts. "Sounds like she likes it here."

"Yes, she wishes to stay."

"But her family is in Paris," Pierre answered.

"Not if we all move here. Look around you, Pierre. Look at the prices. This town can easily support another art gallery."

"True. Seeley sells only his own collection. Louysa is the only other painter sold here, but she is far from the only artist in town. Why do the other artists not hang their works here?" Pierre wondered.

Odette smiled. "I am told the first artists to ask were experimenting with the 'modern' style of art and Lyman Seeley subjected them to a long rant on how that wasn't real art. The next artist was painting full sized copies of the tiny photos in art history books. If anything, the rant on how 'copies are not art' was even more blistering."

Pierre raised an eyebrow. "How else do apprentices learn but by copying the masters?"

Then the French Art dealer noticed the old man politely ignoring the young couple. "Ah, I should probably apologize for my outburst."

"Yes, you should."

"Where is Louysa, by the way?"

"Next door, being fitted."

Pierre blew up again. "In that dress shop?! They make dresses for nobility! It's unseemly for someone of our station in life to wear a dress like that!"

"Melle convinced Louysa that she needed some new clothes. What she's having fitted is a pair of jeans-cut slacks and a blouse."

"She's what?" It turned out that Pierre had a much greater reservoir of volume and anger than he had already tapped.

Lyman, who was trying to pretend he was not in the room, flinched at the raised volume.

The volume stayed the same but the anger roiled and overflowed. "We'll put a stop to that idea right now!" Pierre announced sharply, "She is not wearing men's clothes! I forbid it! The Bible forbids it!"

"Pierre, what she is getting are not men's clothes. A man's blouse buttons left over right and a woman's right over left. The jeans for women are cut differently than a man's, and again they close right over left. Now, give me your arm. We will walk down by the river where you can be as loud as you want and we can still be private."

Pierre did not budge. "It is a complete waste of money. She certainly is not taking them home with her to Paris." He crossed his arms over his chest putting an end to the conversation. He was the man. He had spoken. "Did you just leave her there alone?" He growled.

"Melle is with her."

"I don't like leaving Louysa alone." He rumbled, trying, and mostly succeeding at keeping his rage under control. "This Melle sounds like a bad influence."

"Not at all, dear." Bees could learn a thing or two about making honey from Odette's voice. "Quite the contrary. She is one of the best things to ever happen to our Louysa. Have you ever known her to be interested in fashions?"

"We need to get her back to Paris!"

"Why? So she can hide in the house and scamper from room to room to garden, making paintings on three and four easels at once? Paintings that aren't worth a quarter of the price she can get here? Are you just going to find her a husband and make her quit painting?"

"Well, we need to find her a good Huguenot."

"There is a Scot Calvinist we met at church. He can't keep his eyes off of her. She knows it. When I pointed it, out she dismissed it. When Melle agreed with me she listened. Then Melle gave her detailed instructions on how to flirt. She even practiced in front of a mirror!"

Pierre lost it and roared, "He's not French!"

"He's a Calvinist. Moreover he's a devout man of faith."

"He's a mercenary!"

"He is well-regarded and is being considered as a potential deacon of the church."

"Can he support her?" The shock of a Scotsman as a potential suitor for Louysa distracted Pierre from his anger.

"Yes, he can. But if need be, she can support him."

"Not when she's keeping house and taking care of children."

"So, she could hire Melle to be her companion and keep house. And if Melle isn't available, then she can hire someone else."

"This Melle? I don't want to think of what kind of influence a camp follower is having on Louysa."

"How about thinking on what kind of influence Louysa is having on a camp follower? Melle hasn't been to mass since arriving in Grantville. Yet she's gone to church with us every Sunday since you left. What is her soul worth, Pierre? Even if she isn't French?"

Pierre pulled his arm loose from his wife's hand. "I don't think it is a good idea!" He crossed his arms over his chest with a slight huff. His body language and face were set in stone. "We'll talk about it when we get home." Of course by the time they were back in Paris, it would be too late.

"Louysa has calmed down a great deal ever since the flip-book children adopted her. You know how she would rush from one easel to another at home. Well, here she'll be painting away, actually sitting on the stool in front of the easel, when she'll suddenly stop, pick up her drawing board, and work on a flip-book in her lap for a bit. Then she'll quietly set it down and go back to painting. Grantville is good for her."

"I said, we'd talk about it later!"

Odette knew from experience that later was never. It was a phrase Pierre used to end the discussion when he'd made up his mind and wasn't about to change it. "You really must see her flip-book pages. Samuel is awestruck. Master Seeley says he should frame them individually. But," Odette sighed, "it would be a shame to break it up when she's done. The movement is so smooth and lifelike. It's only a line drawing, but it's good."

"Yes. Of course it is good. Louysa did it. I know!" The words spewed forth with a bitter load of venomous emotion.

"Why, Pierre LeBlanc, I do believe you're jealous."

Pierre sighed. "You know I've always been jealous of people who can paint." He wanted to so badly, and he tried so hard but, his canvases were mechanical. He did not have the gift. And, in his opinion, anything less than a gifted painting was not worth the time spent looking at it, much less the time spent making it.

"I have always wondered why the Lord wasted all of that talent on a woman when she really can't use it. Seeing someone else get four times as much for her painting as I could . . ." Pierre paused. "Yes. I'm jealous."

"And that is the point!" Odette pounced. "Here, she is not a waste. Here, she would not have to stop working when she gets married. She doesn't even have to get married unless she wants to. There is no need for Papa to try and find her a marriage simply to save the family from embarrassment. Here, she can be an independent woman with an independent income."

"And that is exactly why we need to get her back home, where she can be looked after and properly taken care of. It almost sounds like you think she should stay!"

"Kept under control, is what you mean," Odette answered in a sweet voice, swallowing the emerging anger and resentment over a woman's place, something she had simply accepted before spending time in Grantville.

"Well, yes, I guess that is part of it," Pierre said.

Odette continued in her honeyed voice, "You want to dictate what she wears, and who she marries and then he will insist that she stop painting to raise his children and keep his house."

"We'll talk about it later." Pierre sucked in a long breath and admitted, "I'd hate to lose the income off of her paintings."

"You will more than make it up on flipbooks. You will not believe the price the gallery in Paris is getting," Odette answered. "We received a letter from home last week. Jacques is busy coloring the ones we shipped home. There is a waiting list of buyers. We've already shipped another hundred copies.

"I've been working on a flip book myself," she continued. "Samuel says it is quite good. Lyman agrees. He has offered to take any I make on consignment. But we can get a better price for it in Paris."

Pierre's focus suddenly shifted. Suddenly something was very not right with the world. The idea of his wife being a creative artist raised hackles on his neck. She was carrying his child. That was her job. She had no business talking about being an artist or making money. Making a living was his job. What he said was, "We'll talk about later.

"Right now we need to go back to the gallery. I really do owe Lyman that apology."

****
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Magdeburg, June 1636

Rebecca Abrabanel greeted Dr. James Nichols at her front door.

“James, please come in,” she said, standing aside to let him in.

In a room on the floor above them, her children, Sepharad and Baruch, were playing with a new friend: five-year-old Benjamin Block. It sounded as if they were going to crash through the ceiling.

Nichols chuckled. “You have a full house today, it sounds like.”

Rebecca nodded. “The children have a new friend from Grantville. A young boy who likes superheroes. He is introducing them to the Man of Steel.”

She closed the door behind them and invited James to follow her into the front parlor. “In a way, that is why I have asked you here.”

“Oh? Is the boy ill?”

“No, but I am concerned about Gustavus Adolphus.”

“He is improving, every day. But . . .”

“Yes,” Rebecca said, nodding. “But by how much? Michael is worried. He tells me that the king is moody and restless.”

“He is that. It's difficult for him to find time in the day to rest. People are pulling him in every direction, and of course he lets them. He can't stay out of the game for long—always has to know what's going on, always has to put himself into the fray, you know. It would be good for him to find some peace and quiet. But try telling him that.”

“Yes,” Rebecca said, “however, I think I may have a solution for you. Come.” Rebecca led James into the next room. “Allow me to introduce Daniel and Sofia Block.”

After they shook hands, Rebecca continued. “Daniel is an artist who has just arrived from Grantville with Sofia and their son Benjamin. . . .  That is who you hear bouncing around upstairs. Daniel has been studying the history of up-time painting techniques with Elaine O'Meara. He has come to Magdeburg to open an art gallery and, in time, teach a new generation of artists some of those up-time techniques . . .  to get a jump on history.” She smiled. “And as part of that plan, he came to me with letters of introduction from Elaine, as well as Ella Lou and Clyde Rice, and we have come up with a plan that I think you would find agreeable. Daniel?”

“Thank you, Rebecca,” Daniel said. “Dr. Nichols, let me explain a little about my past. In my youth, I used to travel Europe as a court painter, visiting royal families in Mecklenburg, Bamberg, Stettin, Luebeck. I was pretty good, too, I don't mind saying. But when I visited Grantville recently with Sofia and Benjamin, I discovered that no trace of my existence came through the Ring of Fire. Nothing. Not even my name. It was a depressing revelation, that my body of work was so insignificant in history that it deserved no mention in the texts. Have you ever experienced something like that?”

James shook his head. “No, sir, I can't say I have.”

“It's not a feeling that I would wish upon an enemy. And so I've resolved to change history, Doctor. As Rebecca has said, I've studied up-time techniques, and I want to paint Gustavus Adolphus again. I've done so in the past, extensively, however I no longer have contacts within the king's court. I came to Rebecca hoping she could present me to his majesty—but first, of course, I also wished to see if he was well enough to sit for me.”

“Yes,” Rebecca said, “and I thought this would be a good opportunity for the king to have a few hours a day, several days a week, perhaps—whatever is medically advisable—to sit in peace and quiet without the stress of dealing with his advisors and foreign dignitaries. Since Daniel has painted him before, the king may be more agreeable to it, and it would not seem so much like babysitting on our part.”

James chuckled and poured a cup of tea. He took a sip and said, “He will probably accuse us of that anyway, no matter what we do.”

“He may accuse if he wishes,” Rebecca said, “but we have his best interests at heart. And that, he cannot deny.”

James huffed. “Don't bet on it.”

A rumble came from the stairs as the children barreled down and ran through the living room. Sepharad and Baruch were chasing Benjamin, who wore a red cape and shouted, “You can't catch me. I'm Superman!”

They all laughed together, and when the children disappeared into the dining room, James said, “Gustavus thinks he is Superman, but I can assure you, Herr Block, he is not.”

“Then convince him that this is for his own good,” Rebecca said.

James crossed his arms and stroked his chin. After a long moment, he nodded. “I will try. Honestly, I think it's a fantastic idea.”

“Thank you, Doctor.” Daniel said. “I'm in your debt.”

****

Emanuel Block engraved a child's name on a small silver cup while his mentor and father-in-law, Peter Schwend, looked on.

I hope he does not see the tension in my shoulders, Emanuel thought, as he tried to hold the burin correctly, as Peter had instructed. Hold it too tightly and the work, the engraving, might be too deep. Hold it too loose . . .  But it was difficult to focus today. All his concentration was on a crumpled letter in his pocket. He tightened his grip on the tool and squinted into the letter “L” that he was trying to finish. He placed his thumb in the appropriate place, pressed the burin's tip into the silver, and moved it slowly.

“Ach, Scheiße!” Emanuel growled, as his wet palm slipped and the burin cut a gash across the silver cup. He hurled the tool at the wall, straightening as the burin clattered to the floor. He turned to his father-in-law, grimacing. “Why, Papa? Why now, after all this time?”

Peter sighed and shook his head. “I do not know, my son. But perhaps time has taught him to better appreciate his older children.”

Peter smiled, and Emanuel's anger subsided a little. The mild, grey-haired old Pole had become like a father to him—far more so than the man whose name was signed on the letter in his pocket. The idea of that man coming back into his life now was, frankly, unthinkable.

“I want nothing to do with that . . . Abschaum,” Emanuel said, pulling the letter from his pocket. “My mother might well still be alive if he hadn't been so busy trotting around, running errands for his noble friends in the hope that they'd hire him to paint pretty pictures. And then, if he'd been a decent man—a family man, like you—he would have cared for his sons, instead of pawning us off on his brother while he went off and romanced that bitch, Sofia.” He shook his head and removed the silver cup from the vise that had held it while he worked. “Schwiegervater, I'm sorry. I'm letting my emotions distract me from my work. I will fix this, and burn this damn letter, and that will be an end to it.”

Peter smiled and, stepping closer, touched Emanuel's shoulder. “Don't worry about the cup. I know you'll have it done with your usual skill before Herr Adelson comes to collect it. As for Herr Block . . . I would ask you to reconsider.”

Emanuel frowned and opened his mouth to speak.

“Yes, yes, I know,” Peter said, holding his hand up to stop him. “But Herr Block is well-connected. You saw in his letter, he has already begun to seek an opportunity to paint the king himself. For my sake—for the sake of my wife and your mother-in-law, Anika—and most of all, for the sake of our dear Marija, I would ask you to try to make peace with him. It may prove . . .  useful in the future.”

Emanuel hesitated only briefly before—however grudgingly—agreeing. He had always found it difficult to refuse any request from his father-in-law, especially where Anika was involved. She had been far kinder to him than he had even hoped.

“You do me proud,” Peter said. “You always have. My sweet Marija gave us a great gift when she became your wife, bless her soul.”

After a moment of silence passed, Peter returned to his work in the storeroom, and Emanuel took the cup to another bench, where he began to erase the damage his errant burin had done. He was only halfway finished when he saw movement outside and looked up.

A particularly heavy wagon rattled past, bearing what appeared to be large barrels of wine. He watched the horses strain in their harnesses for a moment, and had just started to turn back to his work when he caught sight of a tall, stout man standing across the street. Though the man's face was in a dark shadow, Emanuel could tell instantly . . . it was his father, Daniel Block.

“Scheiße,” Emanuel whispered. “Why now? Why at all, old man?” But he remembered his promise, and the great debt he owed to Piotr and Anika Swędrzyński—Peter and Anika Schwend, as they were known in Magdeburg—who had treated him like their own son, both before and after the murder of their daughter, his precious wife.

The energetic, laughing Marija would more than likely have given him a son or daughter of his own by now, had that Swedish bastard Gustavus not betrayed the city by failing to protect Magdeburg five years ago, as he'd promised to do. And Emanuel would never have left his wife and child for extended periods of time just to seek fame and money. A real man took care of his family. A decent, honorable man worked hard and stayed at home to raise his children.

Emanuel watched Block cross the street carefully and walk toward him, marveling at how kind the years had been to this man, who so richly deserved suffering for all the pain he'd caused. Emanuel wished briefly for a runaway horse to come and trample Block under its metal-shod hooves, before he put down the silver cup and went to the door to greet the man who had once been his father.

He could tell from the look on Daniel's face as he stepped inside that he did not recognize his own son. Emanuel struggled to conceal his fury as he spoke: “I received your letter. I was not expecting to see you so soon.”

“Ah!” Daniel said, and paused as he studied Emanuel's face. “You are . . . tall. Taller than I expected.”

“Taller than you,” Emanuel said.

Daniel smiled awkwardly. “Yes. Well, I was hoping . . . Sofia and I would be pleased if you would join us for supper on Friday evening. It would give you a chance to meet your half-brother, and you can tell us what you've been doing these past few years.”

Emanuel paused long enough to swallow the words that demanded to be spoken—damning his father, his new wife, and their child. “I will come,” Emanuel said, knowing how cold it sounded. How rude. So be it.

“Yes. Good. Well.” Daniel held his hand out stiffly and, after an uncomfortable pause, Emanuel took it.

Emanuel heaved a heavy sigh of relief when his father left the shop. Watching through the window, he saw Block do the same, and he felt, for just an instant, a sort of sympathy for the man.

It was a feeling that passed quickly.

****

[image: pastries]Two days later, at nearly two in the afternoon, Daniel hurried across the square toward the royal palace. He was carrying two large, heavy books that his dear friend Elaine O'Meara had given him before he left Grantville two months earlier, and a small box of pastries, sent by his wife, Sofia. He was hoping, albeit with great apprehension, that Gustavus would approve of the up-time painting styles he wanted to use—and perhaps a pastry or two would sweeten the king's mood if he was not, at first, convinced.

He saw Rebecca Abrabanel just as she saw him and waved, with a relieved smile on her face.

“My dear,” he said to her as he joined her on the broad steps of the palace, “my apologies if I am late. Sofia would not hear of my leaving without a box of her pastries for the king, and they must be prepared with great care.”

“No, Daniel, not at all—you are right on time. Come!”

As they made their way into the palace, Daniel was surprised to see boards, what looked like sections of walls, and various ropes and other material in parts of the corridors, and he remarked that he expected to see the palace in better condition.

Rebecca smiled. “Yes, it is intended to look as though construction is still continuing.” At Daniel's surprised look, she continued. “These items are intended to slow movement through the palace.”

They paused at one wholly-blocked passageway. Rebecca nodded to a uniformed soldier who studied Daniel carefully, as if to memorize his face, before nodding to two men to clear the barrier.

“All is well?” Rebecca asked the soldier.

“All quiet, ma'am,” he said, nodding to them both as they passed.

Daniel said, “I wasn't aware of such a threat . . .”

“Oh, it is mostly precaution. I think it is unlikely that assassins would try to infiltrate the palace itself. But, better to be too cautious than too little, yes? There have been reports lately of spies in Magdeburg, Poles maybe, and of course you know of the attempt on Kristina's life not long ago, and the murder of her mother. These are dangerous times.”

Daniel nodded and said nothing more, as they made one more turn and reached the well-guarded outer doors of what Rebecca had told him was the king's favorite room in the palace—a large, bright, and airy circular space. It had been formally given the dull name, The Blue Room, for the color of the walls, but it had become known as the Aerie. After two guards made a cursory search of their possessions, they were let into a small antechamber.

One of the king's bodyguards greeted them. “Herr Block,” he said, “I am Cathal Tolmach. Whenever you are with the king, I or another of his personal bodyguards will be in this room at all times. If you have any difficulties, the king's doctor can be summoned at a moment's notice. You need only shout or come outside, and we will send for him immediately. Ja?”

“Yes, good,” Daniel said. “Do you anticipate any problem?”

“No, no. However, it is always wise to be cautious. Now, just one moment. I will see if his majesty is ready.”

After a minute, Tolmach returned, smiling, and nodded to Rebecca. Daniel was interested to note that she seemed to relax.

At Daniel's questioning look, she whispered, “He is in a good mood right now,” then led Daniel into the Aerie.

He had no idea what to expect from the king. The man had been friendly though often abrupt and moody when Daniel had painted him previously, but now with his injuries, Daniel could not be sure the man would even recognize him. The dampness of his palms told Daniel he was even more nervous than he'd realized.

It was a mild shock simply to enter the chamber, as it was big and grand and bright, in stark contrast with the sometimes narrow hallways and the dim antechamber. Daniel was momentarily stunned, but quickly realized the dazzling effect was intentional. Not merely to make the king seem more grand, but to help protect him. And then, though he'd only just begun to take the room in, he was greeted with a booming call: “Daniel! Rebecca! Welcome.”

The king rose stiffly and with a frown, steadying himself on a chair that was conveniently located to his left. He held his hand out, beaming.

Daniel stepped forward and was relieved at the king's vigorous shake—and even more so by the words that followed.

“My old friend, it is a pleasure to see you again.” He smiled at Rebecca. “I understand you've been enlisted to help keep me still while I'm regaining my strength, hmm?” At Rebecca and Daniel's looks of surprise and discomfort, the king scoffed. “Did you really think I wouldn't realize what you were up to? Hmph. I didn't hit my head that hard. No indeed.”

He opened his mouth to continue, but Kristina dashed into the room, interrupting him. “Rebecca! Captain Barth told me you were here. Don't you agree that it would be a good idea for me to learn to fly an airplane? Ulrik disagrees, but I'm sure you think I'm capable of it.”

“Ah . . .” Rebecca said, hesitating for just a moment. “I believe you would be a fine pilot, my dear, but you know all of our planes are needed for government business. It would not do to reserve one simply for your amusement, would it? Or to risk its damage?”

“But I wouldn't break it!” Kristina said, scowling. “And then, if we ever needed to go to a meeting or to make a dramatic getaway . . . although, I suppose I can see your point. Oh! I'm sorry,” she said, looking at Daniel. “We have not met.”

Gustavus cleared his throat and made the introductions himself, explaining why Daniel was there. When he finished, Kristina's eyes widened and she said, “And have you accepted?”

Gustavus shook his head. “Not yet.”

“Oh, you must, you must!”

Daniel saw an opportunity. “Perhaps you would enjoy looking at some pictures. I brought them to show His Grace. These books contain images of paintings that many famous men and women would have painted hundreds of years in the future!”

“Oh, yes! I would love to see them!”

Rebecca, seeing she was no longer needed, excused herself and departed.

One of the king's guards brought a small table over, and Kristina sat beside her father as Daniel turned the pages.

Daniel spoke in enchanted tones of the styles, the effects, the wonders they saw: lush, golden landscapes; bizarre and beautiful clothing; charming scenes of common life; and then, of course, page after page of the finest surreal, cubist, and abstract art.

[image: snap the whip]Kristina alternately squealed, cooed at, and scorned various styles, before settling on Winslow Homer's Snap the Whip. “This one, this one—there is something . . . it's as if those boys are going to run right off the paper. How on earth?

“Oh! Could you paint us like this? Father and Ulrik and I? And then, perhaps, one of me on horseback—like this.” She flipped the pages quickly but carefully, until she found Eugène Delacroix's La Liberté Guidant le Peuple again.

Daniel cleared his throat. “Well, perhaps not just like that,” he said, admiring the dark but powerful painting—and flag-bearing Liberty's bare breasts. “But in that style, certainly. However, I thought I might begin with a portrait of His Grace, perhaps set in this very room.”

Kristina agreed instantly, her face coloring slightly, which led Daniel to believe the girl was also “in on” the plan to use the sittings as a way of keeping her father still.

“The only question,” he continued, “is what style to use.” He looked at them both, but gave particular attention to the king, who had been mostly silent while Daniel showed them the books.

Kristina opened her mouth, but the king spoke first. “I would prefer, in general, to be recognizable—and not melting or drooping, I think. Yes?”

Daniel beamed. “Indeed. I thought I would begin with a more traditional approach, but, perhaps, brighter colors and more flowing lines—if you will agree?”

Both Daniel and Kristina looked at the king intently. Kristina turned puppy dog eyes on him, and Daniel bit his lip to keep from laughing. What could a father possibly say under such conditions?

Gustavus sighed deeply. “Very well. I place myself in your capable hands, Daniel Block.”

Kristina clapped, and Daniel nodded his appreciation. With the books set aside, he recalled the box of pastries that sat in waiting on a nearby table, and the three of them enjoyed Sofia's creations as the king asked Daniel about his family and his work.

“How beautiful!” Kristina said, as she licked the delicate swirl of icing from the top.

She was so distracted by the sweet, gooey, crispy delicacies that Daniel thought she was ignoring everything he and her father said, until he mentioned his son, Benjamin.

“How old is he?” she asked, interrupting.

“He's almost six.”

“You must bring him with you,” she said. “They hardly ever let me leave the palace right now. It's quite dull. You will bring him, won't you? We should have great fun together. And . . . more of these,” she added, as she scooped up another sweet.

Daniel promised and, noting that the king was beginning to look tired, suggested he begin his painting in three days. This would give him time to mix paints and prepare a suitable canvas.

The king agreed and, as he shook Daniel's hand, added, “It is good to see you again, my friend. It's a reminder of a simpler time . . . and, perhaps in some ways, a better one for us both?”

“Perhaps, Your Grace,” Daniel agreed, thinking he would give up Sofia and Benjamin for nothing, but that he would change a great many things about his past if he could.

****

A young, pleasant-looking woman met Emanuel at the door. She beamed when she saw him. “Emanuel?” she asked.

He responded with a tight smile and a kind word. He'd practiced. He bowed slightly, removing his broad-brimmed hat. “I presume that you are Frau Block?”

“Do call me Sofia,” she said, and moved out of the way to allow him entrance, wiping her hands on her apron. “Please, come in. I'm so glad to meet you finally. Daniel has spoken of you often.”

I bet he has. He stepped in, careful not to scrape his new boots across the floor. He smelled dinner. Chicken, or maybe pheasant. Boiled cabbage, and something sweet above it all. He took a deep breath and followed her into a small, but comfortable room.

“Would you like something to drink? Wine?”

He nodded. “Thank you.”

She smiled again, and Emanuel realized that Sofia was barely older than he. Disgraceful! he thought, trying hard to contain his disdain for the whole situation. She had probably been one of his father's whores. He'd gotten her pregnant and then had felt sorry for her . . .  or for himself, more likely. Why he hadn't just walked away and left her destitute, Emanuel couldn't say. Perhaps the great Daniel Block had seen financial gain in marrying her. Emanuel fought the urge to turn and walk away. Instead, he watched his father's young wife pour wine and offer it up in a glass of sparkling crystal.

“Thank you,” he said, tipping the glass up and drinking it in one gulp.

She offered another, but he refused, stepping back a little as dust from the rafters drifted down in a cloud from some commotion in an upper room. Sofia laughed. “That's Daniel and Benjamin. They're playing basketball.”

“What?”

“Oh, it's an up-time sport,” she said, removing her apron and folding it neatly. “Benjamin made sure he grabbed a hoop and a ball before we left Grantville. Small ones, of course, since the actual game is played with a large rubber ball that could break things if tossed around in an apartment. Have you ever been to Grantville?”

Emanuel shook his head.

“You'd like it, I think. An interesting place. The people can be a little . . .  strange in their thinking, but interesting to be sure. No doubt your father will talk about it tonight.”

Your father. “Yes, I'm sure he will.”

Sofia called for Daniel and Benjamin to come down and greet their guest, and they trundled down the stairs, sweaty, huffing and puffing, Daniel's lined face all shining and red. He wiped his hand on his shirt, offered it to Emanuel, and said, “Hello, son. I'm glad you are here.”

Emanuel took his father's hand limply, but his focus was on Benjamin, his fair-haired half-brother, standing next to their father in the same kind of loose, worn clothing. Up-time clothing, no doubt, all bright in reds and blues, with some kind of English words and symbols on the front.

Benjamin smiled and offered up what he was holding. Emanuel took it. It was a ball, soft and smooth.

Emanuel squeezed it.

“It's foam rubber,” Benjamin said, in a sweet, high-pitched voice. “The up-timers brought it through the Ring of Fire.”

“Emanuel,” Daniel said proudly with a wide grin, “meet your brother, Benjamin. Benjamin, this is your brother Emanuel.”

“Hi!” Benjamin said, giving Emanuel a little wave.

Emanuel smiled, charmed in spite of himself. He knelt down and ruffled his fingers through the boy's hair. “Nice to meet you, Benjamin.” He pulled a small silver animal from his pocket—a trinket he'd made for practice that morning—and gave it to him. “This is for you.”

Benjamin rolled it over and over in his hand. “What is it?”

“A fox.”

“What do you say?” Sofia came into the room carrying a roast chicken on a simple platter. She placed it on the middle of the dining room table.

“Thank you.” Benjamin beamed and hugged Emanuel.

Emanuel nodded. “It's my pleasure.”

Sofia led Benjamin out of the room to clean up, leaving Daniel and Emanuel alone. A long, tense moment passed in silence between them. It was Daniel who spoke first.

“Have you seen your brother Adolf recently?”

“Not in several years. Wherever he is, I'm sure he's worshipping God.”

“Yes, he was always quite devout.”

Emanuel grit his teeth, smiled subtly. “Well, at least he found a worthwhile purpose in life.”

If Daniel felt insulted, he did not show it. Instead, he placed his hand on Emanuel's shoulder. “So have I, son. So have I.” He gestured toward the table. “Please, sit down. We have much to discuss.”

Sofia and Benjamin carried the rest of their meal to the table and took their seats. Benjamin said grace, and then they began.

It was good food. The chicken was well-cooked and nicely-flavored. Sofia told him that she'd used a seasoning salt from Grantville, something brought from up-time that was a special gift to them from their hostess, Ella Lou Rice. It was a “McCormick” seasoning mixed with salt, she said, but she only had one bottle, so she used it sparingly. The sauerkraut was served with bits of pork for flavoring. That left it a little bland in comparison, in Emanuel's opinion. The bread was especially good. A recipe that she had gotten, she said, from the Rice family as well.

As they ate, Daniel and Emanuel spoke about the years since they'd last seen each other. Daniel spoke extensively about the up-timers and their painting techniques, and—beaming with pride—of Benjamin. Emanuel told Daniel about his late wife and his new family as well, slipping once and referring to Peter as “Papa.” He felt a surprising twinge of guilt when he saw Daniel wince and tried to harden his heart to it.

Sofia spoke, too, telling of her childhood in Rostock and marveling about the many machines and strange ways of the up-timers. Finally, Sofia brought out a small tray of kipferls with cinnamon dusted on top. Emanuel had two of them.

“I have some good news,” Daniel said, finishing off the last treat. “The king is going to let me paint him again. And this time, I'm going to use up-time techniques that I learned in Grantville.” Daniel waved his hands in the air as if he were wiping away a cloud. “A whole series, painting him in various styles. I'll start off basic, you know, creating something in a style that he understands better, using the techniques of our time—called Baroque, by the way, by up-timers—but with some changes, and then I will finish off with styles far more bold. Cubism, Surrealism. What do you think?”

Emanuel shook his head, reluctant to say the next word. “Father . . .  I don't know what you are talking about. I've never seen these art styles before.”

“Ah, of course, of course. Come! I will show you.”

Daniel got up from the table and walked into the next room.

Emanuel followed. Perhaps I should know them, he thought. Magdeburg wasn't too far from Grantville, and a lot of what had come through the so-called Ring of Fire had made its way to the city. Technologies, foods, clothing, other political and social changes that were making their way all across Europe. But, over the last few years, he had spent his time just trying to survive, trying to help keep his wife's family alive and well after the “king's” deceit, that Swedish son of a—

“Look here!” Daniel pulled an oversized book from a shelf, opened it, and took a seat. Emanuel sat down beside him.

Daniel flipped through the book quickly, stopping occasionally and pointing to one full color picture or another. He paused at a painting of a group of contorted women, titled Les Demoiselles d'Avignon, painted by a Spaniard named Pablo Picasso, which he said was an example of Cubist artwork. “I love Picasso, although some find his work repulsive.”

He pointed out a work by Juan Gris called Portrait of Picasso. “Don't you think this would be a perfect way to portray the king?”

Emanuel looked at it carefully, letting his eyes work through all the sharp angles of the print, the confused, almost angry contortions of the painter's face, the mutilation of his hands in a series of overlapping squares that hacked off fingers. The image was ghastly, inhuman, almost satanic. Emanuel felt ill, wanted to leave the room, but fought the urge. The idea of cutting off Gustavus' hands appealed to him, in a way, but these new art forms that his father now claimed to embrace were awful and unworthy of a gifted painter. And he could not deny that his father had genuine talent.

Daniel turned then to the Surrealist chapter, almost giddy with excitement when he pointed to a painting of melting clocks. “It's called The Persistence of Memory,” he said, “by Salvador Dali. He's another great, I must say. His Ecumenical Council is my favorite, but I'm afraid I don't have a picture of that one.” He turned another three pages, stopped, and pressed his finger on a small etching. “Now, this woman is a genius. Dorothea Tanning's Etched Murmurs. Isn't it delightful? Such simple lines, but with so much emotion . . .”

Emanuel saw anything but emotion. The pure white shape of a headless woman with large breeding hips, seemingly being accosted by some brown ghoulish imp, while some kind of demonic one-eyed beast looked on lazily from the side. Emanuel turned his face and huffed. “Disgusting! You should close your eyes to such childish nonsense.”

“No, my eyes have been opened,” Daniel said, shutting the book and setting it aside. “Grantville helped me to see the light. It is perfectly fine to show man in an exalted state, in a perfect reflection of God. That is what we Baroque painters have been doing. I will not disparage our work. But that's only half of it. Art cannot be confined to the perfect, the unblemished, the ideal. It must embrace the grotesque as well, to peel away the masks that we place upon ourselves. How many paintings show the scars, the wrinkles, the pimples? That is the truth, that is life, and there is more life portrayed in a simple bowl of fruit than in all the magnificent paintings in the Sistine Chapel.”

Emanuel jumped up, accidentally striking the book and knocking it to the floor. “Why did you invite me here? Why are you showing me these things?”

Daniel's expression grew serious. He stood, took a deep breath, and said, “I want you to be my partner in all this.”

Emanuel shook his head. “What are you talking about?”

“I want you to paint the king with me. I'll teach you these techniques, and we'll do it together. And when the series is done, we will open an art studio and gallery, and Gustavus Adolphus' portraits will be displayed proudly on its walls. We'll teach a new generation of students, get a jump on the future. We can even design new techniques, start a whole new artistic movement. You have a good business sense, and you're a fine painter yourself. With my financial partner in Grantville, and my new commission, we can't fail. Emanuel, your talents are wasted in that silver shop. You were made for something bigger, bolder. What do you say?”

Emanuel scoffed. “My talents are not wasted. Peter has spent years training me. He says I have real talent—that I will be a great silversmith. He has been . . . a great father to me, as well.”

Emanuel could see that his words struck home.

Daniel swallowed hard. He forced a smile and said quietly, “I know I have been a poor father. My . . .  youth was difficult. But I've changed, Emanuel. You may not believe me, but it is true. Sofia has changed me, Benjamin has changed me. I want to do right by them. And I want to do right by you, finally.”

Emanuel could see tears welling in Daniel's eyes.

“I'm asking for a second chance, my son. Will you give me one and work with me?”

Emanuel stood there, silent for a long time, until Benjamin and Sofia wandered into the room. The sight of the three of them together made his stomach churn. He imagined his own mother there, tried to picture his brother Adolph and himself together with her and Daniel. His father . . .  a man so quick to anger in his youth that it was a wonder he never struck their mother. That was the one redeeming quality in the man: he had never been violent with any of them. But how could he? He was never there. What could a father do that was worse than to never be there? The irony of it—that he, himself had been away making a delivery of a set of engraved silver goblets when Magdeburg fell . . . it almost overwhelmed him.

“No,” he said. “No, I'm sorry, but I have a job. I have a life that satisfies me. Go on and do what you are going to do, and good luck to you. You must leave me out of it.”

He expected anger. Instead, Daniel Block nodded. “Very well. If you change your mind, though, my door is always open.”

Emanuel nodded and was suddenly exhausted. He bade them good night.

Sofia handed him his hat, and he stepped out into the night air with great relief.

As he walked across the dark street, Emanuel wiped tears from his eyes and tried to drive the image of his wife's bloody face from his mind.

He failed.

****

Daniel began to paint the Aerie room on his canvas while waiting for the king to join him. His goal was to capture the sunny glow that Winslow Homer had so skillfully added to the grasses and the clothing of the boys in the painting Kristina had admired, and the Aerie was awash with that perfect golden afternoon light. He shifted his easel slightly to capture more of that light, and worked more yellow and white into the edges of the blue paint he was mixing on his palette.

He knew in his bones that the king would be pleased with the painting—it would make him appear more vital and alive than anything Daniel had painted before. Both the king and his people needed an image that was bursting with vigor. Daniel's only question was, how should he paint the king? What pose, what emotion should he express? Should the king appear stern, fearsome, bold? Or kind, jovial, relaxed? The answer would come as he worked—it always did. In the past, he had shouldered aside such impulses and painted the static, staid portraits that were expected of him. But now? Anything—anything—was possible.

The door let out a creak, which was followed by the booming voice of the king: “Daniel, my friend! At last, I have broken free of my counselors—though I suspect they called a halt to our meeting only because my cousin Erik had threatened to behead the lot of them if they kept me talking past five.”

Daniel set down his palette and brush and returned the king's greeting. The king asked after his family, and Daniel beamed with pride as he spoke of Benjamin's drawings. “I can see already, Your Grace, that he shares my talent. And he loves looking at the paintings in my books. He will do great things, that boy!”

“You are lucky in your son,” the king said, “as I am lucky in my daughter. She will be a formidable queen one day, God willing.”

Seeing the king's frown, Daniel thought about the murder of Kristina's mother and how close she and Ulrik both had come to dying, just a few months earlier. Daniel said, “I hope all is well in your domains,” hoping it would prompt the king to speak on other matters.

“Ah,” the king said as he settled into a chair that Daniel had carefully placed for him. “Well, that is a long story, indeed. Please, continue if you wish,” he said, gesturing toward the easel.

Daniel picked up his tools and returned to his work as the king commenced what became a tale of dizzying complexity. Daniel was soon lost in a dense thicket of names and relationships. He had once been intimately familiar with the details, if not the personages, of Gustav's political world. But now? He hadn't realized just how much he'd missed and forgotten in his years away—and of course the makeup of Gustav's domains was much changed now.

Though reluctant at first to display his ignorance, Daniel asked the king to tell him about the situation in Saxony, which he'd heard little about in the past month. He was relieved when the king spoke with some enthusiasm for almost an hour about the intricate dealings there and the difficult personalities involved. Gustav seemed pleased to speak with an outsider for a change.

Before the king was done explaining the details, the door creaked again. One of the guards opened it, and Kristina dashed in, laughing. “Father, do you—oh!” She stopped, placing a small hand over her mouth. “Oh, I didn't realize. I'm interrupting. My apologies.”

“Yes, my dear,” the king said, “but perhaps an interruption is just what we need. I have been boring poor Daniel with politics for two hours now.”

“Oh, that's very cruel of you, Papa,” she said, smiling.

“Daniel,” he said, “Come, rest for a few minutes.” He gestured to another chair nearby, and Daniel set his brush and paints aside. “Now,” he said to Kristina, “tell me what you've been doing.”

“Ulrik and I went for a carriage ride with Carolyn and Thorsten. Ulrik is teaching me how to drive”

“Oh?” the king said, frowning.

“Yes, well, he wouldn't hand over the reins completely, but he let me guide the horses. They were so quick to respond to my movements. They were quite frightened once—we came around a corner and three rabbits ran out from behind a bush—but they settled down quickly. It was so much fun, and so lovely. I wish I could see the river from my rooms.” Kristina continued to describe their adventures, including a picnic in a grove near the river, before she seemed to remember something and scanned the room quickly. Her whole face brightened as her eyes lit on the small box sitting on a table nearby. “Oh! Is that . . .”

Daniel smiled, his eyes twinkling. “It is, indeed. Please, enjoy.”

She dashed over and scooped up the box, then returned to her seat beside her father. She opened the lid. “Oh, yum! So beautiful.” She shared out the small pastries Sofia had baked that morning, and they were silent for a moment as they enjoyed them.

“She is most talented, this wife of yours,” Gustav said. “I'm surprised you aren't the size of a horse by now.” Gustav ate the last bite of his treat. “You must bring her to meet me soon. And your boy!”

Daniel hesitated for a moment, thinking of Emanuel, before realizing he meant Benjamin. “Yes, of course, Your Grace. I'm sure they would both enjoy that.”

Kristina looked into the box, considering. “There are three left. May I bring some to Ulrik and Baldur?”

“And the third?” her father asked.

She smiled. “Well . . .”

The king laughed. “Yes, my dear, of course. Off with you! Enjoy. We will talk more later.”

As the door closed, the king shook his head. “She has borne her losses well, I think. I just hope she has no more to bear for many years.”

In the solemn silence that followed, Daniel returned to his easel and took up his brush again. “Your Grace, I have been wondering. All of the security measures. Do you expect an attempt on your lives? The Huguenots, perhaps? The Poles?”

“Ah,” the king shrugged. “One never knows. It seems unlikely, but then I thought Stockholm would be safe—and I certainly never imagined anyone would attempt to harm Kristina's mother. I hope and pray, for Kristina's sake, that we are being overly cautious, but better that than not cautious enough. As it is, I'm sure no one can reach us here.”

Daniel nodded, but was distracted by the firm set of the king's shoulders. It was the perfect posture to show Gustav II Adolph's courage and his resolve. Daniel set his brush aside and focused on capturing the pose on the paper he'd brought for sketches, and was pleased by the results. When he was done, he began to ask the king another question, but noticed the look of fatigue on the man's face.

It was time to stop for the day.

****

Emanuel knew him only as Anatol. He was a thin, churlish man, always eager to drink and smoke too much. But when his mind was clear and his breath pleasant, he was good with a pistol and with a knife. And he had come to Magdeburg to avenge Poland.

They sat around a small three-legged table in the back of Peter's silver shop, their faces illuminated only by a candle burnt nearly to the end. Emanuel chewed on a stale piece of bread crust and listened to them speak ill of the king. He shared in their hatred, but he remained silent, listening intently as they proposed one idea after another. He had heard it all before, many times over the years. He had pitched in as well, speaking angrily of how he was going to wrap his fingers around the Vasa's meaty neck and watch in triumph as the life slipped out of the man's deceitful eyes. Those had only been fantasies. There had never been a real opportunity to do such a thing. But now? Perhaps there was.

He had remained taciturn since his return from dinner with his father. Peter had asked him multiple times about the visit, prodding for information. Emanuel had responded truthfully—describing the meal, Sofia and Benjamin, the conversation about up-time art—but had never come out and specifically said that his father had won the commission. And he definitely did not discuss the offer that his father had made to him. That was the opportunity that they had been looking for; that was their way in. So, why had he not said anything?

“I have men keeping an eye on the palace,” Anatol said, waving pipe smoke out of the candlelight, “checking to see when and if the Swede ever shows his ugly face. Nothing so far. Counselors have come and gone, USE government officials, and the princess has been seen on occasion, but not the king.”

“Perhaps a staff person, or a counselor would be good to drop,” said Peter. “That would clearly send a message.”

Anatol nodded. “That would get their attention, but it might also make the king behave even more like a turtle. Although . . .  my men have seen that Jewish bitch from time to time.”

“The Stearns woman?”

Anatol nodded. “It would not be too difficult to take care of her.”

“That would cause a lot of strife, Anatol, perhaps more so than killing the king. Her up-time husband would drench the earth with the blood of thousands if she were to be killed.”

Anatol chuckled. “All the more reason to consider it. Turn the high and mighty Mike Stearns into a bloody and vengeful tyrant—then see how quickly the USE falls.” He turned toward Emanuel and puffed out another cloud of smoke. “What do you say to that?”

“I say that I'm not interested in killing a woman. That bastard Gustavus is the only target I care about. Policy emanates from him. The real power lies with him.”

“Then we need your help!” Peter growled, slapping the tabletop with his palm.

It was the first time in a long while that Emanuel had heard Peter raise his voice. Usually so calm and unassuming, almost lethargic—to hear him now in such a froth made it clear to Emanuel that his father-in-law was more than frustrated.

“We need to know what Daniel Block told you. Did he, or did he not, get the commission?”

Emanuel sighed deeply. “Yes.”

“Why has it taken you so long to say so? Is my daughter, your late wife, not worthy of justice? Did you not swear upon her broken body that you would avenge her?”

Emanuel groaned. He could still see her lying in the shattered and smoking remains of the comfortable apartment they shared with her parents—could still smell the smoke and the blood. . . .  Her arm had been thrown up, as if to block a terrible blow. When he drew her arm down, the sight of her face—what was left of it—had overwhelmed him. He would give anything to have been there with her, even if it meant joining her in death.

Emanuel drew a deep, shuddering breath. “Yes,” Emanuel said, “she is more than worthy. Still. . . .  So he has a commission to paint the king. So what? How does that get us closer to Gustavus?”

Anatol chuckled once again. “Clearly, you are not an assassin.”

“No, I'm not. I'm an artist. I create, I do not destroy.”

Anatol's smile subsided, and he grew solemn. He placed his hand on Emanuel's arm. “Trust me, my friend. I understand what you're going through. My father was a devil of a man, who tried too late in life to make amends. He failed, and good riddance. But I know what's going on inside you. I know the pain you must be feeling, the confusion. But don't look at it as destroying a life. Look at it as creating peace . . .  peace for the thousands of families whose sons and daughters were butchered in these streets when Gustavus abandoned them. Look at it as creating peace for the tens of thousands who lost brothers and sisters, husbands and wives, when he invaded Poland. His death will create far more than it will destroy. We have an opportunity here to change history, just as the Americans have tried to do ever since the Ring of Fire. You have an opportunity here to do a great service for all of Europe. Will you help us?”

The room grew silent. Emanuel stared into the flickering candlelight, avoiding Peter's and Anatol's eager eyes. Despite his little speech, Emanuel thought it was unlikely that Anatol cared about changing the world. All he cared about was money. Someone, somewhere, was filling his pockets with coin, making this whole deadly endeavor possible. Who was it? Peter had not said anything about that. Perhaps he didn't know, or perhaps he, too, was withholding information. To protect or to deceive? The answer was not clear. But Emanuel knew this much: Peter wanted blood spilled in exchange for his daughter's death.

And so do I.

“All right. I will do what I can to help you kill the Swede.” He turned to Anatol. “What do you want me to do?”




Magdeburg, July 1636

Daniel used one of his finest and smallest brushes as he added detail to his painting of the king's ornate jacket. It was richly embroidered in an array of colors and tiny seed pearls, and it had been terribly time-consuming to paint. Normally, he could have sketched the design and done the painting when he was alone, but today, in particular, he felt he should stay and keep Gustavus as still and quiet as possible.

When he'd arrived almost an hour earlier, the king had been bellowing at his cousin, Colonel Erik Haakansson Hand, about the Polish Sejm and their arrogance, their stupidity, how their heads would decorate the walls of the very palace they stood in before he would bow to their outrageous demands. Hand had tried to calm him, but the King was in one of his rages, and would not be stilled until he had cooled his temper through its exercise.

Daniel had previously wondered aloud to Rebecca if it wasn't just as well to let him vent his anger from time to time, but she said the up-timers claimed that rage became a habit, the more you expressed it. The only way to really cool his temper would be to teach him to control it—and no one was fool enough to propose trying to do that.

The shouting had stilled for some minutes when Hand came out to send one of the guards for a cool towel and a drink for the king. When he set eyes on Daniel, he beamed. “Ah, perfect. Just the distraction he needs.”

“You're sure it wouldn't be better for me to come another day?”

“No, no, your timing is perfect.” Hand waved at Daniel to go in while he waited for the guard to return.

Daniel entered the Aerie with no small amount of trepidation. He had never been subjected to the king's temper himself, but he had seen it often enough, and in the king's still-weakened condition, it made him more than nervous.

Gustav turned his head when he heard Daniel, preparing to speak, but his frustrated look turned to relief when he saw who had entered. “Daniel, my friend, it's good to see you. I'd forgotten you were coming.” He looked around the room uncertainly, his face pale and drawn. “Shall I . . . would you like me to move?”

“Oh no, there is no need, Your Grace,” Daniel assured him. He would indeed have preferred the king in a different area of the room, as the light was far from ideal where he was currently seated, but he wouldn't think of asking him to move. Gustav looked exhausted.

As Daniel set up his easel and prepared his palette, Hand returned, placing the king's wine on a table beside him and offering the cool towel. Gustavus took it from him and waved his hand, dismissing his cousin without a glance. Though Daniel did not know Hand well, the look of relief on the man's face was unmistakable.

“You will tell me when you're ready, yes?” the king said, placing the towel across his forehead and eyes.

“Oh yes, not to worry. This will take a few minutes yet.” And he made sure it took several more than it needed to, until the king put the towel down on the table without prompting. Only then did Daniel take the canvas and place it on the easel, removing the drape that protected it between sessions.

As he was finishing the lace at the king's collar, Kristina entered, hesitantly. Seeing her, the king waved her in, and she sat beside him. They spoke softly and briefly as she ate one of Sofia's delectable pastries, licking the icing delicately from her fingertips.

Daniel had never seen her so quiet and soothing, but he found himself thinking how lucky a man Ulrik was to find himself so kind a princess to ally himself with. She was in many ways far from the sort of person he envisioned when he thought of royal young ladies.

Soon after, she departed, and a few minutes after that, the king's eyes closed and he slept. Daniel painted on, knowing his presence helped keep the outside world from troubling his king.

****

Emanuel waited in hiding until his father had left his apartment and disappeared down the street. Then he knocked on the door—softly at first, then harder.

He asked himself again, Why am I here? He knew the answer to that question, but had considered leaving twice. He knocked a third time, and Sofia answered.

“Yes?” She didn't recognize him at first. Why would she, with his hat pulled down against the afternoon sun, his face unshaven. Then her eyes lit up and she smiled. “Emanuel. Nice to see you again, but I'm afraid your father is not here. He's out with Benjamin. They are trying to get more painting supplies.”

“Actually,” he said, “I was wondering if I could speak to you . . .  if you have a moment.”

She seemed surprised at that, but nodded. “Of course.” She stepped aside, holding the door open. “Won't you come in? I'm sorry for being unprepared for guests. I'm in the middle of baking.”

“That's quite all right,” he said, and followed her into the kitchen. The heat of the oven made the room nearly unbearable. He took off his hat. “Smells good. What are you making?”

“Pastries,” she said, wiping her hands on her apron and pulling out a chair at a narrow table. “For Daniel's next sitting with the king—and bread for our meals. Please, sit down. Would you like something to drink?”

“No, thank you,” he said. “I just wanted to come by and apologize to you about my curt behavior during dinner the other night. It's just that, well, it has been a while since I've spent time with my father. I was just, just—”

“It's all right, Emanuel. I understand. Daniel has told me about how he was back then. But he has changed, I can tell you that. He's a good father to Benjamin. Good to me. He really wants to make a good life here in Magdeburg—and he very much wants you to be a part of it.”

“It would seem so,” Emanuel said, sniffing the air. “Are those the same pastries we had the other night?”

“No,” Sofia said. “They're different, but I'm sure you'd like them. I believe they're cool enough now. Would you like one?”

Emanuel nodded, and as she began to swirl white icing on the top of one, he continued to ask questions. “Are Daniel and the king getting along?”

“Oh, yes. The sittings are going very well. Daniel has painted him before, you know, so it's like they're old friends.” Sofia laughed. “Well not exactly, but to hear Daniel talk, it's like they're brothers.”

Brothers . . .  “Very nice. I bet the king sends his best carriage to pick him up.”

“No. Daniel prefers to walk. It helps with his arthritis.”

“Yes, but it's pretty far, through unsavory neighborhoods.”

“Not at all. He likes to go through—”

And she laid it all out for him: the route, the time, everything.

Emanuel nodded and smiled, attentive to her every word, asking a question here and there—simple, innocent questions that his father's new wife happily answered without a second thought.

Sofia set a small plate of decorated pastries in front of him. “They're still a bit too warm for proper icing,” she said, “but they should still taste good.”

Emanuel studied them carefully. They were beautiful, each round pastry with a halo of icing dripping down the sides. “You have a knack for baking. They're lovely.”

“Thank you. Daniel may be an artist with paint, but I'm an artist with icing.” She beamed, picked up the nearest one, and held it out to him.

Emanuel accepted it and took a bite. The pastry was still warm, and practically melted in his mouth. The cinnamon was divine, but the icing was the key. It mixed with the cinnamon and the buttery pastry to create a sweet, tender flavor that he had not experienced often. “Perfection,” he said, finishing off the last bite.

Sofia smiled. “The king seems to think so, as does the princess. Daniel tells me that they sometimes eat the whole box before the sitting is finished. Daniel suggested I make a second box, but I refused. The purpose is to help the king get better, not make him fat. Besides—”

She went on talking about other things, but Emanuel was not listening. He licked icing from his fingers and stared at the plate of pastries. He stared and stared, and a thought came to him. An idea.

A plan.

He stood up abruptly, perhaps too abruptly. He calmed himself, put his hat back on, and cleared his throat. “Well, you are busy, Sofia, and I don't want to keep you any longer. I will leave now. I thank you for your hospitality, and I wish you all the very best.”

“Oh, wait,” she said. “Take some pastries with you—for Peter and Anika, yes?” Sofia took a small box from a stack on a shelf in the corner and put six of the treats into it, tying the box with string to make it easier to carry.

Sofia placed the box into his hands, and he gave her a tender hug.

“Will you come again soon, when Daniel is here?”

He nodded. “Of course. Good day now.”

Emanuel departed, walking down the street with a grim smile on his face that he could no longer contain. It was a good plan—an excellent plan—and one that Peter, his true father, would approve. And yet, the cost would be so great for his other family, Daniel's family, in the end.

He shook his head to clear it, the sweet taste of cinnamon and icing still strong in his mind. He must stay focused on the mission. For Marija. For all of them.

****

Three days later, Emanuel watched from the corner of a building, the thick crowds of the market pressing around him, making him feel small and obscure. The man that he watched pick his way through the crowds could not see his son, could not begin to know what was about to happen.

Emanuel's eyes were not the best at this distance, but he squinted and made out the details of what Daniel Block was carrying. In this right hand, he held a compact box of smooth green material, with black snaps on the front; a sketch pad was thrust underneath his right arm; and in his left hand, Daniel held a small box of a size and shape that Emanuel recognized instantly.

Emanuel looked across the street to his right. Peter Schwend stood there, with his arms crossed. He nodded. Emanuel nodded in kind and pulled his hat down lower. He breathed deeply, paused a second, then stepped out into the moving crowd.

He walked casually, slowly, allowing the throng to divide and make way. He had already planned his approach, the speed of it, the angle. He could afford to be patient. He needed to be, for his heart was pounding, his breath coming in short gasps through dry lips, his hands shaking. To make a mistake now would be unthinkable. If I fail . . .  but no, he would not. He could not, for there would never be an opportunity this good again.

Beneath the wide brim of his hat, he eyed his father closing on him. Emanuel quickened his pace, pushed his way through the last few passers-by that did not move fast enough for his liking. One cursed him, but he ignored it, kept his head low, and moved quickly.

He could see the worn edges of his father's sketch pad, the green box in his right hand, the other neatly tied box in his left.

He took the last few crucial steps, tucked his chin down, and Slam! Right into his father's left arm, sending the box of pastries to the ground and his father tumbling back. His pad and green box fell as well, with sharp slaps against the cobbled street.

The crowd spread out, allowing room.

“I'm so sorry, sir,” Emanuel said in his most sincere voice. “I did not see you—”

Their eyes met, and Emanuel looked amazed. “Father! I'm surprised to see you here. Are you all right?” Emanuel helped his father steady himself, meanwhile keeping him looking away from the direction he knew Anatol would be coming from.

While they spoke, Anatol swooped in behind them, fast and precise, knelt, and switched the pastry boxes.

Then he was gone.

“Yes, yes, I'm fine” Daniel said. “No harm done. I'm surprised to see you as well.” Daniel looked around for his things.

“What are you doing here?” Emanuel asked, reaching down for his father's pad and green box, looking quickly left then right, then down the way Anatol had fled. He let the green box slip from his sweaty hand and knelt down to pick it back up.

“I'm going to a sitting with the king,” Daniel said, settling his pad under his arm and then taking the green box. “And what brings you to this corner of Magdeburg?”

Emanuel cleared his throat. “Oh, I was nearby, delivering a repaired locket for Peter.”

Emanuel knelt down and picked up the new box of pastries, a sigh of relief washing over him. It's done. He cleared his throat again. “I . . .  I wanted to speak to you sometime about the offer you have made me. I came by your apartment the other day.”

“Yes, Sofia told me. You have changed your mind?”

“Well, I'd like to talk more about it. See what you have to say. Perhaps I was wrong in my abrupt refusal. You are my father, after all. I should give you a second chance, at least, to plead your case.”

Daniel smiled and placed his hand on his son's shoulder. “I'd like that. Shall we speak later this week? I'm afraid I have to rush off right now, but—”

“Yes, I'm busy, too. Here,” Emanuel said, handing over the box, “don't forget your pastries.” He smiled. “The king would be disappointed if you did.”

Daniel accepted the box and tucked it under his arm. “Yes, well. We will speak again soon.”

Emanuel watched as his father slipped away into the crowd. He smiled, but his heart sank. What if my father eats them as well? He had not considered that. A lot of people could eat them, even innocent people around Gustavus that did not deserve to die.

Emanuel groaned. Who around the king did not deserve to die? And how many innocents have died because of this Swedish king? And yet . . . Does my father deserve to die? Does he? Emanuel no longer knew the answer. But, no matter. All chance of rebuilding the relationship was now as dead as if he, himself, lay dead in the market square.

“Goodbye, Father,” Emanuel whispered, then turned and walked away.

****

When Daniel arrived for his next session, he was relieved and delighted to hear laughter coming from the Aerie. The king, Kristina, and Ulrik he recognized. But there was another voice with them that he did not know.

The guard on duty stepped into the room and almost immediately returned and waved for Daniel to enter.

“Daniel!” the king said. “Come, we have been talking about you.”

“Oh?” he said, surprised.

The king waved him into a chair and Daniel sat, after first passing the small box of pastries to Kristina, who took them with alacrity.

“Yes,” the king continued. “Kristina has suggested that you paint the three of us as circus performers. She herself would swing on a trapeze. Ulrik would stand poised to catch her as she flies through the air. And I, of course, would ride an elephant.”

“Oh, and Baldur could be a lion tamer!” Kristina added, giggling.

“I should like that very much, Your Highness,” the other man said, half bowing to the princess.

Ulrik gestured to the other man. “Baldur is my advisor and my guard,” he said to Daniel, starting to say more, but seeming to think better of it.

Kristina paused after untying the string around the box of pastries, clapping her hands and bouncing in her seat. “I want to be painted in a ballerina's costume, standing high above the ground. Can you do that, Herr Block?”

“Of course, Your Highness. That would be delightful.” And it would give him an opportunity to experiment with light, movement, and color in new ways.

“But can you paint an elephant?” the king asked.

“Well,” Daniel said, frowning, “I don't see why not. I could get some additional pictures from my friends in Grantville, to make sure I get the scale and proportions correct.”

“Do you know,” the king said, as he took the box to select a pastry of his own, “I think I'm actually beginning to like the idea: Me on an elephant.”

“Odd,” Kristina said, as she took her first bite. “The icing swirls are different.”

“Hmm?” Daniel said, still imagining a royal circus.

“And they taste different, too. Bitter.”

Daniel looked into the box and froze, stunned. Indeed, the icing swirls were different. Not the pattern that Sofia had perfected, but messier, and the pastries weren't quite the right shape. Plus, they were in perfect condition, not a crumb out of place. But how can that be? They had gone flying out of his hand when Emanuel struck him in the market, crashing to the cobblestones.

Daniel looked at the pastry in Kristina's hand and remembered Emanuel's odd nervousness in the market square, peering off into the crowd, fumbling with his box of paints. He looked at the one in the king's hand. These were not Sofia's pastries. What, then, were they? And why?

“Scheisse!” Daniel leapt forward, slapping the pastry from Kristina's hands as she prepared to take a second bite.

“Herr Block!” Kristina said. “What on earth?”

He ignored her and lunged toward the king. Ulrik tried to intercept him, but Daniel put out his arm, and slapped the pastry from Gustavus' hand, shouting, “Poison!”

Baldur snatched the box from the king's lap and held it out to Daniel who was now being restrained by Ulrik. “Herr Block, what are you saying? Is there something wrong with these? Are these not of your wife's making?”

“Dear God in Heaven,” Daniel said, as Ulrik released him. “No, they . . . oh. Oh, dear God.” Daniel spun and threw himself at the door, wrenching it open, shouting for a doctor. “Poison! Tell the doctor it's poison! Bring him quickly. The princess—she's . . .  oh, dear God. No!”

The king was at his daughter's side when Daniel turned back to the room, the men in the antechamber practically exploding into a frenzy of activity.

“How do you know the pastries were poisoned?” the king said. “How can you be certain? Perhaps your wife ran out of an ingredient, or measured something incorrectly. Perhaps she ran out of time to do the icing as neatly as usual.”

“No, Your Grace,” Daniel said, shaking his head. “I ate one this morning. They were precisely as they always are. And . . .”

“And?” Baldur prompted, the pastry box still in his hand.

“I was in the crowded market this morning, on my way here. My . . . a man—he knocked into me. Everything fell. He helped me up, but the box was out of my sight for a moment. I did not check the pastries before I came in here, but when Kristina opened the box, they were in perfect condition. That's not possible . . .  they must be—”

“Damn!” Baldur said, as the door crashed open again.

The doctor—a tall, thin man who Daniel had never seen before—burst in and immediately went to Kristina—asking her questions, examining and smelling the pastries. He gave orders, and men rushed out to retrieve hot water, blankets, a bucket, and other supplies. The rest of them, he ordered out—except for the king and Ulrik, neither of whom would have left regardless.

One of the guards drew Daniel outside the room, and he went willingly, his mind racing. What was going to happen to the princess? Was it truly poison? And could Emanuel, his son, his own flesh and blood, truly have done so horrible a thing? There was only one way to know.

He turned and made his way out of the palace. No one thought to question his movements, and Daniel was soon walking swiftly through the streets of Magdeburg, heading for the silver shop where he hoped he would find Emanuel. There had to be some reasonable explanation for all this.

There had to be.

****

“Emanuel!”

Daniel didn't bother to see if the door of the shop was unlocked. He slammed into it with a heavy shoulder and crashed through into the dimly lit shop. His son stood behind the counter with an older man who was reading a paper. The older man stumbled back, fear on his face. He looked left, right, not certain what to do.

“Emanuel,” Daniel said again, stumbling breathless across the floor, knocking over a silver candlestick. He pointed a rigid finger at his son. “Why did you do it? Why?”

Emanuel set the cup down. “What did I do?”

“You poisoned the pastries!”

“Run, my son,” Peter said to Emanuel, dropping the paper and pulling a pistol from behind the counter. “Go now.”

Emanuel shook his head defiantly. “No. I do not run like the coward Daniel Block. I have nothing to fear, nor anything to hide. I am proud of what I've done!”

“It is true, then.” Daniel had hoped that his accusation was false, but in his heart he'd known the truth. There was no other explanation. “The princess . . . . She's just an innocent girl. How could you, of all people, do such a thing?”

“Innocent?” Emanuel shook his head. “Oh, no. What will that innocent young girl do when she takes the throne? Will she break her promises like her father and let thousands die? Will she invade countries on a whim and kill even more? There is not one drop of innocent blood in her tiny body. She has done nothing yet, perhaps, but she will. It's in their blood. At least now, she can harm no one.”

“Your plan did not succeed, Emanuel. I knocked the pastry from the king’s hand. He did not take one bite. And the girl may yet live.”

Emanuel howled with rage, grabbing a burin from the counter and hurling it across the shop. “Then you have failed twice: first as a father, and now as a man.”

Daniel took another step forward, but stopped as Peter held up the pistol and aimed it at Daniel's chest. “Let me help you now, Emanuel. Give yourself up. Confess your crime, and I will speak to the king on your behalf.”

“Go, my son. Run!” Peter yelled as he cocked the pistol.

Emanuel laughed. “You may tell the king for me to rot in hell!”

At that moment, Baldur and two of the king's guards rushed into the shop. Baldur held a pistol of his own, and the guards carried muskets.

Daniel turned and held up his hands. “Baldur, please. Don't shoot. He's my son.”

“Surrender,” Baldur said, gasping. “Surrender peacefully in the name of Gustavus II Adolphus, or we will take you by force.”

“You will never take my son,” Peter said, turning his pistol toward Baldur. “Dla Polska!”

Baldur pulled his trigger first and fired a ball into Peter's chest, causing the old man to fire his pistol into a beam overhead.

“Father!” Emanuel screamed, trying to catch Peter as he fell, but his father-in-law slipped through his hands and dropped hard to the shop floor.

“Stop, Baldur, please!” Daniel said. “Don't kill my son!”

From behind the counter came a roar—a deep, sorrowful bellow. Emanuel rose up, a knife in his hand, his face twisted in rage. “I will kill you all,” he said, jumping atop the counter, lunging over it like a bull. “Zabiję was wszystkich!”

Daniel fell back, slipped on the fallen candlestick, and crashed to the floor, as the bullets from the guards' muskets slammed into Emanuel's stomach and legs. Emanuel wavered, dropped the knife from his shaking hand, then fell to his knees.

Daniel lunged forward, caught his son, and laid him down on the floor. “Oh, Emanuel. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. This is all my fault. I should never have left you and Adolf and your mother alone. I was a terrible, terrible father.”

Emanuel coughed up a gout of deep red blood. “We have made our choices, you and I,” he said. “You must live with yours, as I will die with mine. I did this for Marija, for the dead of Magdeburg, for Mother.” He coughed again, writhed in pain, settled, then said, “Say goodbye to Benjamin for me.”

Daniel nodded, stroked his son's face, and watched him die.




Magdeburg, August 1636

Daniel von Block stood next to Rebecca Abrabanel and Dr. James Nichols outside the newly-built shop door, as the line of spectators waited patiently to get their first glance at Daniel's paintings of their king. He had finished six in total, and now they covered the walls of his new shop. They were not for sale, as they would be returned to the king once his show was closed. But Daniel planned a series of smaller paintings of the royal family, and those he hoped would find many buyers—in Magdeburg and beyond. For now, though, he simply hoped his work and the new styles he had experimented with would find many admirers.

“It is an impressive showing,” Rebecca said, looking down the sidewalk. “But, of course, who would not come out to see their king in such unusual depictions?”

“Yes,” Daniel said, nodding. “It took a little while to convince him. I'm very grateful that he agreed.”

“Well, he has much to thank you for,” said James. “You saved his life—and Kristina's.”

[image: monkshood]Daniel, heavy-hearted, shook his head. “No. I almost cost them both their lives. The doctor told me that there was enough monkshood in those pastries that, if Kristina had eaten even half of hers, she would have died. If the king had eaten all of his, he would have died as well. And I delivered them to the palace myself.”

“But that was not your fault,” Rebecca said. “The king clearly does not blame you. He said himself that he would have come to your opening if the other Polish spies connected with Emanuel and his father-in-law had been caught. And you know, once Kristina's illness had passed, she was her old self again, was she not?” She took him by the arm and gave it a comforting squeeze. “The king has ennobled you, he has purchased this shop for you—'The Daniel von Block Studio and Art Gallery'—and he has given you his patronage. Now, you can really begin to make that difference in the art world that you speak of. Not even Peter Paul Rubens can make such a claim.”

Daniel showed a faint smile and tried to accept her compliment gracefully, but it was less than a month ago that he had lain in the middle of that floor, now freshly cleaned and waxed, holding his dying son and praying to God to take him instead.

He had thought at first to decline the king's offer of the shop once it lay cold and vacant, Emanuel's mother-in-law having returned to her family in Poland. It had felt odd and morbid, in a way, to be in the shop—as if he were returning to the scene of the crime over and over again. But he had finally accepted the king's gracious offer. He had found no more suitable location, and the need to settle on a studio and a new home for his family was becoming more urgent. At first, he'd feared that Sofia had somehow been poisoned as well, in the days after the attempt to kill the king. He'd been relieved and thrilled beyond measure to learn that the cause of her sickness was a new child on the way.

The shop also appealed to Daniel because he wanted something to remind him of Emanuel. A remembrance of the first time they had spoken in the shop not long after he had arrived in Magdeburg. That was the memory he held close to his heart: that faint yet hopeful moment when reconciliation seemed possible, before it all fell to ashes. That was the memory he wanted to keep forever.

“Can I cut the ribbon, Papa?”

Benjamin appeared in front of him, reaching for the scissors that Daniel held in his right hand. He smiled and handed them over. “Yes, you may.”

Benjamin took them and walked back to the golden ribbon that had been set up in front of the shop's open door. They watched as Benjamin, in his most majestic, powerful Superman voice, proclaim the grand opening of his father's shop. The crowd listened intently and then clapped as Benjamin cut the ribbon and let them inside.

“He is a wonderful little boy,” Rebecca said.

Daniel nodded. “He will surpass me in time, I'm certain. And I will be here to see it.”

They followed the crowd in, and Daniel looked at his paintings on the wall. One showed the king sitting proudly in his chair, portrayed in the perfect ideal of the Baroque style, but with brighter colors and a more powerful pose.

There was another that used thick, purposeful brush strokes: an Impressionist version of the king's face, unfocused yet serene, confident in its sun-brightened ruddy tones.

There was a charcoal sketch of him and Kristina arguing, both standing toe to toe, neither giving ground.

There was a Surrealist portrait showing Gustavus' face melted onto a broken shard of mirror where it transformed into an older, wrinkled version of himself, looking back through segmented doorways to images representing his past deeds.

There was a Cubist canvas, where the king's various angles portrayed the seven deadly sins in shades of brown and red.

And there was one on the wall behind the counter: a huge depiction of a splendid circus, the crowds mere tiny ovals of various blondes and browns and reds, their smooth, blank faces gazing toward Kristina swinging on a trapeze, ready to leap into Ulrik's outstretched arms, Baldur taming a lion with a whip and chair, and Gustavus II Adolphus astride a majestic trumpeting elephant, the king's patchwork coat a star pattern showing all the colors of the spectrum.

“How in the world did you get him to agree to that?” Rebecca asked, pointing at the circus painting.

Daniel shrugged. “He insisted.”

“What is it called?”

“The only thing I could think of,” Daniel said. “The only thing that seemed to fit this man of steel, this larger-than-life persona: The Multi-Colored King.”

****
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Tuesday, March 6, 1635

The door to the office opened. I looked up from my desk as a tall, weathered man entered. He hung his fedora and duster on pegs behind the door before greeting me.

"Guten Morgen, Astrid."

"Guten Morgen, Neustatter."

He glanced at my desk. I was doing follow-up paperwork.

"Any new clients?"

"Nein," I told him.

"We need to find something. Not having clients puts us behind the eight-ball."

[image: lady]He was right. Neustatter's European Security Services needed clients. It was just like those movies he liked. If I had a Trommler record player, I would have put on something with a saxophone. Now it was about time for the blonde to walk in, concerned for her boyfriend, and give the boss a case. So I obliged.

I brushed my hair back over one shoulder. "Neustatter, I've been thinking. Maybe we could help the polizei again. Some of them have barely slept since Sunday."

Naturally the boss saw through it right away. "You mean we could watch Georg Meisner's back." He didn't believe in beating around the bush.

I shrugged.

"Are you going to pay us?"

"It's free advertising," I pointed out.

"It is, at that," Neustatter admitted with just a bit of a drawl. He considered it for a couple of minutes. "As soon as the men are here, we'll take your team and Hjalmar's team. Uh, we'll leave Lukas with Ditmar's team. They can be the heavy backup. We'll take Hans instead."

****

At the crime scene—otherwise known as Leahy Medical Center—Georg Meisner was feeling more than a bit overwhelmed. He wanted to finish his examination of the sidewalks and drop-off zones so that doctors, nurses, patients, and families could do what they needed to do at the hospital without compromising the crime scene. There was a car with a spectator. Georg was reconsidering whether processing a corner of the parking lot yesterday and restoring it to its intended function had really been such a good idea. He would have thought the driver would have his windows up—running the heater had to be the whole point of sitting still in a car burning expensive gasoline—but the car had the windows down and was blaring music. Whoever it was seemed to have a very limited selections of songs, and this one had been playing over and over. Georg had started paraphrasing in his head.

"Got my first real six-gun . . . It was the frühling of '35 . . . this was going to take forever . . ."

He heard a chuckle, and Chief Richards' voice cut in. "I brought you one of the guys from school. But it's not spring yet."

Georg jumped to his feet, startled. He must have been paraphrasing out loud. Richards was standing there with Officer Stoltz and someone about Georg's own age. "Uh, sorry, Chief!"

"Not a problem, Georg. Sorry for leaving you out here all day yesterday. Had to put officers on the dragnet and the perimeter before I could send you help."

"I understand."

"Georg, this is Martin Dörrenfelde. He's from Alkersleben."

Georg took his gloves off and shook hands. "Guten Tag. You're a bit of legend around Calvert High—the student who scored 98% in the forensics course back in '33. I thought you were with HDG Laboratories now?"

"I was, but forensics is much more interesting than making photographic chemicals."

Georg nodded. "It is a lot more interesting than some of my classes. So how did you earn a 98, anyway?"

"Oh, the spectrometer worked better back then."

"I bet you can still get good readings from it, too." Georg gestured at the crime scene. "Do you take pictures as well as work with the development chemicals?"

"Ja. I have a Certificate in Photography from Brennerei und Chemiefabrik Schwarza's school in Grantville."

Georg retrieved a camera. "Why don't you start out photographing the next grid square? Then I will show you how we are measuring and recording each piece of evidence."




Friday, March 2, 1635 

It all started . . . well, I don't know when it all started. I'll tell you what I do know. As of last Friday, everything in Grantville seemed fairly normal. A late-season snowstorm had come through the day before. Students had hoped for the day off but had to settle for a two-hour delay to the start of the school day. . . .

On Friday afternoon, Katharina was enjoying working through the Greek syntax in Ephesians 2:8. "For by grace y'all are saved through the faith; and that is not of yourselves, it is the gift of God." τῇ χάριτί was a dative of cause, "by grace." The Greek students had started using you and y'all in English to mirror the German du and ihr. ἐστε σεσῳσμένοι was tricky. "Are saved" and "have been saved" were both acceptable translations. The verb was a perfect passive periphrastic, a roundabout way of saying something with a participle and a being verb when one could have just used a regular verb. This one was emphasizing the results of the action, and it was significant that it was passive.

"Next up is τοῦτο, 'that,' " Dr. Green announced. "A simple little pronoun, but what gender is it? Friedrich?"

"Neuter."

"Correct. What is its antecedent?"

Katharina smiled to herself. Χάριτί (grace) and πίστεως (faith) were both out—they were feminine.

The bell rang.

"Think about this for tomorrow and translate up through, oh . . . we can probably get through verse 13 or so," Dr. Green directed as he closed his book.

Katharina sighed. She had gym. Worse, they were doing gymnastics. While it thankfully had nothing to do with its etymology, it did mean that they were supposed to do stunts on odd pieces of equipment. They called it apparatus, which also didn't have anything to do with its etymology, or she would feel a lot more prepared. She left her new glasses in their case, in her locker. They were too important to risk damaging them while doing silly things like gym.

Fifteen minutes later, she was standing in a short line, warily eying the vault. Several of the guys were showing off with complicated jumps.

"I am not sure this is respectable," one of the girls ahead of her said.

Katharina smiled to herself. Margarata's family was relatively new to Grantville but rapidly rising in status. Her father was a wealthy Bürger who was involved in several successful businesses in Grantville and Saalfeld. But Katharina more or less agreed with her. Flying through the air was not very dignified. Nevertheless she and Margarata both made it over the vault without crashing.

[image: balance beam]The balance beam wasn't too bad. And the girls didn't have to do the rings. They did, however, have to do the uneven parallel bars. Katharina made sure her tee shirt was tucked in and accepted a boost up. She managed to flip around the bar but lost her grip and landed on her backside. Flushing, she got back up and managed several elements, including moving from one bar to the other without falling flat on her face. However, she couldn't spin all the way around the bar regardless of how hard she tried.

"Good effort, Katharina," Frau Sims told her.

"Dank." Katharina was conscientiously polite in return. She missed Kelli Fritz. Kelli had always been able to half-convince her she wasn't a total flop at athletics. But the Fritzes had moved to Magdeburg, and Kelli was going to school up there.

Gym class ended a few minutes later, and Katharina headed for the locker room. She showered and started to turn the hot water up a bit more. Then she remembered that because of the mine disaster they were supposed to conserve energy. Heating water used energy. Besides, she needed to hurry up and catch the bus. As she dressed quickly, Nona Dobbs asked, "In a hurry, Kat?"

"Ja. I have to work tonight."

"Ha! I know you, Kat. You don't have to work tonight. You get to work tonight."

"Ja," Katharina agreed. "I enjoy it."

"Why don't you ask Dr. Green if you can take the night off and come out for pizza with us?" Nona asked. "We're going to Marcantonio's Pizza. It's a youth group thing."

"Who is going?" Katharina asked.

"Jack Sims, Aaron Craig, Jason Cheng, Melissa Higgenbottom, Michelle Carson . . . and my aunt Carole Ann."

Katharina suddenly had a bad feeling about this. She struggled with how to point it out to Nona. Frau Carole Ann Hardy was the youth group director at the Baptist church. "Um, Nona? Frau Hardy frequently encourages the youth to be 'involved.' " She had learned air quotes from the up-timers.

Nona laughed. "Yep, involved. And 'integrated into all of the church functions,' " Nona added.

Katharina nodded. "Exactly! But I notice that everyone you listed is an up-timer."

"I'm sorry! I didn't mean to . . ."

"You didn't do anything wrong, Nona," Katharina assured her quickly.

"You don't think Aunt Carole Ann . . . ?"

"Are Johann Dietrich and Anna Maria going to be there?" Katharina asked. Donald and Carole Ann Hardy had adopted the Marbachers.

"Noooo." Nona drew out the word. "They had something else going on . . ."

"We better go catch our buses," Katharina noted.

"I'm sorry, Kat."

"You didn't do anything," Katharina repeated. "And there could be a perfectly logical explanation." Not that I can think of one.

****

Katharina arrived at 'work'—the Baptist parsonage. First Baptist Church had one secretary—Bernice Richards—who answered the phone, updated the church records, kept track of who was in the hospital, and generally made sure that Brother Green didn't forget things. At home, Claudette Green kept track of birthdays and anniversaries as well as social events at which the Greens were expected to put in an appearance. Together they managed his schedule in a low-key way.

Ever since the Earl of Carlisle's secretary had written to him on behalf of Archbishop Ussher, and Reverend Cloppenburch had visited, and he himself had written to Moyses Amyraldus, Doctor Green's correspondence had exploded. The deacons had made it clear that while he was welcome to correspond with whomever he pleased, that was on his own time, and it was not part of the church secretary's job. Doctor and Frau Green had been a little overwhelmed. Frau Green volunteered full-time for the Red Cross, and they had four children. Allen—a senior—helped out some but it was not something that appealed to Anthony, a year younger. Johann and Emilia Gundermann were too young to help with the correspondence.

Shortly before Christmas, Dr. Green had noticed her squinting at her Greek Bible and interrupted a Bibelgesellschaft meeting with "Katharina, you need new glasses." Worse, he had told her parents. They didn't disagree but glasses were expensive. Dr. Green had offered to pay for them, but her parents demurred. Green had thoroughly embarrassed her by saying, "We can't lose one of our top manuscript scholars to correctable eyesight problems. Suppose I hire you as my corresponding secretary, Katharina? I think I probably need one."

"You definitely need one," Frau Green had confirmed.

As of January, Katharina had a job and a new pair of glasses.

She knocked, and Allen Green opened the door.

"Allen! I thought you would have gone out for pizza with the youth group."

"Huh? Nobody told me anything about a youth group activity tonight."

"Nona said they were going to Marcantonio's Pizza. Jack, Jason . . ." She fumbled for names. "Nona. Michelle Carson."

"I didn't hear anything about that."

Interesting, Katharina thought to herself. Just up-timers but not the pastor's eldest son.

"Dad's in the office," Allen said. "I think I'll call Jack later tonight."

Katharina knocked on the office door as she entered. Dr. Green had papers spread out and half a dozen volumes open.

"Hello, Katharina. I'm just putting the finishing touches on Sunday's sermon." He gestured at a stack. "That's what's come in. I've jotted down some replies."

Katharina sat down and looked at the letter on top. It was from Moïse Amyraut—Moyses Amyraldus when he was writing. She sighed. Dr. Green and Dr. Amyraut's letters tended to be really complicated. Learning enough Calvinist theology to intelligently write up Dr. Green's replies was seriously cutting into the free time she had available for textual criticism. Occasionally seeking out Joe Jenkins to get the other point of view cut into even more free time.

But what was this? My colleagues Josue de la Place and Louis Cappel agree. As an aside, Cappel has been writing against the younger Buxtorf's assertion that the Hebrew vowel points were part of the autographs. I have mentioned your Bibelgesellschaft to him, and he is interested in whatever up-time knowledge of Hebrew manuscripts is available.

"Yes!" Katharina exclaimed.

"I assume you reached the part about Dr. Cappel?" Dr. Green inquired drily.

"Ja. We can show Dr. Buxtorf . . . Oh, nein, we can't . . ."

Dr. Green put down his pen and swiveled his chair around. "We know, but we've agreed to do what we can to protect the Dead Sea Scrolls. So, y'all will have to find a different approach."

Katharina added that to her to-do list. After she finished writing up Dr. Green's reply, she moved on to the next letter. It was from Patrick Young but was solely concerned with the early Church fathers. She wrote Dr. Green's notes out into complete sentences, got his approval, and made an additional clean copy for Dean Gerhard who was a leading scholar on the early Church Fathers and referred to the subject as patrology.

From there things took a turn toward the . . . less impressive. "Two more inquiries on supposed lost books of the Bible?" she asked.

"Since Wednesday," Dr. Green confirmed. "Since you wrote such a nice position paper . . ."

Katharina made two copies of the canned response they had on file, then added a copy of the position paper to each. Dr. Green had paid for a small print run of the paper, so at least she didn't have to copy that by hand.

Next up was . . . Katharina wasn't sure what it was.

"Uh, Dr. Green, I'm not sure what the next one wants you to do."

Green laughed. "It's basically a rant."

"What does that mean?"

He explained.

"So this person simply wants you to know that he does not like the English King James Version of the Bible?"

"Yep. Well, he'd probably like us to stop using it in church. You should have my response underneath."

Katharina quickly read it over. "That's quite diplomatic."

"Well, there really isn't anything I can do about it," Dr. Green said. "The deacons won't change translations. Well, Albert Underwood won't change translations, and the rest of them aren't going to fight him on it. And frankly, since we've got the King James pew Bibles, we may as well keep using them."

"So Deacon Underwood will get the next letter." Katharina smiled.

Al Green shrugged. "I suppose so," he agreed innocently.

Katharina wrote up Dr. Green's reply. By the time she finished that, it was time to go.

"Do you need a ride home?" Dr. Green asked. "It is still snowing a little."

"Nein, dank. I will catch one of the buses returning to school and then take the evening bus home."




Sunday, March 4, 1635

Like I said, as of Friday, everything was fairly normal for Grantville. I did not notice anything unusual on Saturday, either. On Sunday morning, there was still snow on the ground, although it had started to melt. Pastor Kastenmayer preached on the Gospel reading, naturally. We were filing out of the church when we heard gunfire.

Neustatter shoved his way through the exiting congregation. "NESS! Come with me!"

I had more trouble getting through than the men did. I was trying to be polite. By the time I got outside there was sustained gunfire from the direction of Grantville.

"Who's packing?" Neustatter asked.

"I am," Otto Brenner answered.

"You and I are up front, Otto. The rest of you follow. We'll stop for our guns first. Ursula, Anna, stay here with the children. Someone will call the church. Let's go!"

"Neustatter!" Pastor Kastenmayer tried to get his attention. But Neustatter was already moving out. I figured the pastor was going to be a bit of a nance, so I hurried after Neustatter. I was wearing a dress and didn't want to have to run to catch up.

I ended up running anyway. We hurried to our apartments for weapons. They are in the new construction along Route 250 out past Calvert High. My brother Hjalmar, my cousin Ditmar, and I grabbed our weapons and halstucher. I wasn't sure why Neustatter was insisting on the neck scarves. I would have liked to have changed the rest of my clothes but there wasn't time. I strapped on my gunbelt as I hurried back downstairs. The gunfire had abated. It no longer sounded like a pitched battle.

"Ditmar, Stefan, Lukas, Phillip, and Rickart, take the left side of the road," Neustatter ordered as soon as we were all assembled. "Hjalmar, Otto, Karl, Wolfram, Astrid, and I will take the right. It's coming from further away from the high school. We'll push right up 250."

That's what we did. We weren't the only ones, either. A few men had come with us from St. Martin's, and more had joined us from the apartment buildings. Neustatter put them together in a squad behind us. We weren't even to the high school yet when Ditmar signaled Neustatter.

"Two men, running from something," Neustatter said. "Karl, we'll tackle them. Everyone else, off the road and into cover."

I got behind a tree. The two men ran right down the road, not paying the slightest bit of attention to their surroundings. Neustatter and Karl Recker charged up out of the ditch beside the road. Neustatter clotheslined one of them, and Karl dove into the other.

"What are you running from?" Neustatter demanded while looming over the prone figure.

"The town watch is shooting us!" The man couldn't spill fast enough. "The demonstration . . . the hospital . . . sacrilege!"

Neustatter hauled him to his feet. "Both of you are coming with us. See this pistol? I will shoot you if you run."

He and Karl put the arm on both men. We kept going. Neustatter sent my brother and Otto on ahead to scout. We were just south of Deborah Road where Route 250 makes that funny little swerve to the side when Hjalmar turned and signaled something. Then he and Otto dove into the woods on the east side of the road.

"Four men coming!" Neustatter barked. "Weapons ready!" He and Karl pushed the two men we had captured to the ground.

I took the safety off my .22.

"Halt! Hands in the air!"

One of them actually listened. The other three bolted in different directions—one right at us, one back the way they came, and one straight into the woods.

"Weapons tight!" Neustatter barked. "Halt!"

The man was clearly in a panic and ran right into our line. Lukas buttstroked him to the ground with his U.S. Waffenfabrik rifle. I looked down the road to see that my brother and Otto had the man who had run into the woods. And the last one was running down Route 250 toward Grantville, brown cloak waving behind him.

Neustatter put the other men who had come with us in charge of the five prisoners. He put all of us from NESS in a skirmish line, and we started down the road.

"Neustatter." Ditmar pointed. There were a couple of police cars sitting in the middle of Route 250 up by Leahy Medical Center.

"Slow and careful," Neustatter directed.

"Halt!" There were several officers by the patrol cars. From the way they drew down on us, I'd say they were a bit spooked. And they had several men in custody, on the ground, including the man with the brown cloak who had fled from us.

Neustatter holstered his pistol. "Officers, what's going on?"

"Drop your weapons!"

Neustatter held up both hands. "We're here to help. What is the situation?"

"There was a riot. . . ."

Neustatter surveyed the parking lot. "You don't say," he drawled. I took a look myself. There was a police line tight around Leahy. The individual officers were taking cover behind cars and wagons and inside doorways. Even from here I could tell there were officers down, and a whole lot of other people. A burst of fire startled me.

"Three or four men behind that red car," Neustatter stated instantly. "They've got those officers in the parking lot pinned down."

"Neustatter," Hans began, "there are . . ."

"Quiet!" Neustatter barked.

I spotted what they'd seen just before the two police officers coming around the far corner of Leahy flanked the men behind the car. There was a final burst of fire, and apparently everyone behind the car went down. The police officers ran up to them and kicked weapons away, then hurried a couple of the men inside the hospital.

"Now you can say it," Neustatter drawled.

That seemed to be the last of the fighting. Another police car roared up, and two officers piled out. They checked in with the two officers who had stopped us, casting suspicious looks at us all the while.

"That's Tipton and Neubert," Neustatter told me. "Good men."

We eavesdropped shamelessly.

"There were two or three hundred demonstrators. The first group was anti-vaccination. They were just trying to demonstrate, we think. Then the second group arrived. They drew weapons. I'm not real clear what they wanted. Someone opened fire . . ."

"And these people?" Tipton gestured toward us.

"We heard firing all the way out at St. Martin's," Neustatter answered. "We picked up our weapons on the way. Stopped two east of the high school and three near Deborah Road. How can we help?"

"You can't. We can't tell you apart," the first officer said.

Neustatter pointed to his yellow scarf. "Yes, you can." So that was why he made us take time to put them on.

[image: police car]"I appreciate the offer," Officer Tipton said. "Put half your men across the road here, and half at the high school." He and Officer Neubert hurried toward the hospital.

"Yes, sir." Neustatter issued his orders. "Ditmar, take your team and half these men to the high school. Go in unarmed and coordinate with the librarians. Remember they're packing. While you are inside, call St. Martin's and tell Pastor Kastenmayer, Ursula, and Anna everything we know. Hjalmar, put the other half of these men on the far side of the road and help them pick lines of fire that won't come close to Leahy or anything else." He turned back to the officers. "Wolfram Kuntz here is a medic."

One of the officers who had been there when we arrived spoke up. "Come with me. I'll take you inside. I'm sure they can use every medic they can get."

We guarded the road for a while. Then Officer Tipton, Neubert, and a few others ran to their police cars and went racing down Route 250 into Grantville.

"What is happening?" Neustatter asked the one officer who remained out by Route 250.

That's when we found out Mayor Dreeson and Reverend Wiley had been killed. A while later we heard about Buster Beasley.

"Do you need more men over there?" Neustatter asked.

"Nein!" The officer was still pretty rattled. "Apparently the Hebraic Defense Force mopped up the rest of the rioters over there."

"Huh." Neustatter considered that for a few minutes. "Officer, did any of the attackers here escape?"

"Heck, yeah! A bunch of them scattered every which way."

"Who is guarding the other roads out of the Ring of Fire?"

The officer swallowed a retort and reached for the handset in the patrol car. After a quick conversation, he told Neustatter, "They're calling out the Reserves."

"Well, that's us," Neustatter said. "Eight of us, anyway. Astrid, you are in charge here. Help out the cops."

Some of the other men who had come with us were Reservists, too. Neustatter and the others backtracked for their horses. Neustatter sent Phillip to me from the high school. I put him in charge of the four armed civilians who were still with us. Hans was over at Calvert High with four more. By the time I had checked everyone's position, Neustatter, Hjalmar, and the others were riding by. My brother told me to stay out of trouble.

****

I heard later that Georg Meisner was wishing his sister would stay out of trouble, too. Kat is no trouble at all, not really. It's just that there are a few people in her church who seem to think that down-timers should be seen and not heard. Led by Deacon Albert Underwood, they wanted First Baptist to remain an English-language church with their version of up-time customs.

After the English service in the morning, most of the congregation had gone to the meeting hall to socialize and drink tea or broth. Others were just coming before the German service in the afternoon.

"The Anabaptists have split," someone was saying.

"Knew they would," Frau Baumgardner stated. "Got no idea how to have a proper church."

"What did they split over?" Frau Walsh asked.

"Doctrine," Frau Dorrman answered. "Some of them are pacifists, and some of them aren't. As you all very well knew."

"Well, then, why are the rest of them staying here?" Frau Foster wondered.

No one had an answer, until Kat piped up.

"Those who have left are generally non-Calvinistic. Those who have stayed are generally Calvinistic or haven't made up our minds yet," she offered.

"That can't be right," Frau Fogle stated. "Calvinists are Presbyterian, not Baptist. And who asked you, anyway?"

Kat decided not to point out that Presbyterians are Calvinists but not all Calvinists are Presbyterian. She also decided not to point out that Brother Green himself was, in fact, a four-point Calvinist—which she knew for a fact from his correspondence with Moïse Amyraut.

"I heard they were meeting in a shed."

"Typical. Don't know how to do nothing proper."

"I'm not so sure it really matters where a church meets," Frau Fleming put in.

Kat told me later she was toying with the idea of telling the old ladies that the Anabaptists had moved from the shed to the Club 250, of all places. But before she made up her mind, someone dashed downstairs to report there was gunfire in the streets.

Naturally, everyone went outside to take a look and merged with crowds from the other churches. A single police officer stopped them at the corner of Pleasant Street.

"Stay back. We don't know if it's over. I need any medical personnel and all off-duty police officers."

Georg raised his hand. "Officer, do you need forensics?"

He laughed. "We've got enough crime scene to keep forensics busy for a couple of months, if we had any."

"You've got me," Georg said.

"Georg!" Katharina exclaimed.

"Georg!" their mother exclaimed.

The officer was already on his walkie-talkie. He conferred with someone, then asked, "Are you Georg Meisner?"

"Ja."

"Chief Richards wants you over at the hospital. He's sending a cruiser."

****

We were still guarding Route 250 when a patrol car pulled up, and Georg got out of the passenger side. He retrieved a couple of cases from the trunk and started picking his way toward the hospital.

I caught up to him. "Georg!"

"Hi, Astrid." He looked around. "What are you doing here?"

"We were leaving church and heard gunfire. I've got five men watching the road and five more at Calvert High. If you need any help . . . ?"

"Dank. I need to find the chief. Stay here, okay? I don't know how big a crime scene we have."

I wanted to stay with Georg, but there are rules about crime scenes. So I stayed by the patrol car. Georg disappeared into Leahy. After a while he and Chief Richards and a couple of other officers came back out. The officers were pointing at various things. I had no idea what. But after a few minutes, Georg came over.

"Astrid, Chief Richards says I can use you and your men. You will have to stand in one place and not move around. Stop anyone from picking anything up off the ground. And the chief says that if any of you pick anything up, he'll send all of you home."

"Okay. Neustatter told me to help the police."

"Gut. I will need a few minutes to get a good look at the scene."

"I will go get the men at the high school," I told him.

When I got back, Georg and the officers were slowly walking around the parking lot. I could tell they were being careful where they stepped. Georg slowly made his way over to us.

"The police and I are going to process the crime scene," Georg told us. "But we need to process the suspects first. So I am going to pick places for you to stand and guard the evidence until we can get to it. Do not touch anything. Do not pick up anything. Keep other people from touching or picking up anything. If you disturb the scene, a lawyer could have the physical evidence thrown out of court."

"Uh, looks to me like most of the suspects are dead," one of my men pointed out.

"Ja, that is true," Georg agreed. "But we do not know everything that happened, so I must work as though I were gathering evidence for trial. And if you stay, you must do what I ask."

The man nodded.

"Then please follow me in single file. Step where I step."

Georg stationed Hans out by the road. He made a circuitous route through the parking lot, occasionally posting one of us near a casualty or a pile of brass. He put Phillip and I near the main doors of Leahy with instructions to stop anyone leaving and direct them to proceed from man to man through the parking lot. Personal vehicles would have to remain in the parking lot overnight, but the police had arranged for a couple of pickup trucks to take people to their homes.

I stood in the parking lot for the rest of the afternoon, occasionally rotating my men. Georg was gone for a long time but finally returned with some police officers. By then some of my men needed to go home.

I watched Georg and the officers work. One of them had a camera and was taking pictures. The other had a sketch pad. Georg was wearing some sort of thin gloves. He put small yellow markers near bodies or brass. Then he and the officers used string to divide the parking lot into squares. They seemed particularly interested in bits of paper. After a few minutes, I realized those were cartridge papers. Georg was placing brass and cartridge paper in bags and making a lot of notes and measurements.

By the time Neustatter, Hjalmar, and the others rode up, it was evening. Neustatter started across the parking lot, but Hans stopped him.

"Nein, Neustatter! Stop! The polizei say we must move from man to man, and all horses stay out on the road."

Neustatter certainly isn't used to being told what to do by one of his most junior men, but he's smart. He knows none of us would make up something like that just to give him a hard time. So he and Hjalmar dismounted, handed their reins to a couple of the others, and picked their way across the parking lot to us.

"Report," Neustatter directed.

"We are marking a safe path and keeping people away from the evidence," I said.

"Good, good." He took a careful look around, pretty much just turning in place. "Which parts are evidence?"

"Brass and cartridge paper, mostly," I told him. "Whatever Georg and the officers say is important. The bodies, until they took them away." I was fairly happy they had done that.

"We were relieved by a National Guard unit," Neustatter informed me. "There should be another one coming here. Once it is in place, I think we may leave." He pointed to where the police were setting up a portable light. "Will they work through the night?"

"As long as they can," I answered. "Chief Richards will send officers home to sleep in shifts."

"It is good that snowstorm already came through."

The two pickup trucks dropped off two squads of National Guard. Hans stopped them and sent them down the proper path through the parking lot. We were all acting as though we were experienced crime scene guards. I could tell Neustatter was amused.

"Georg!"

Georg looked up and spotted the National Guardsmen. He came right over and gave them the same speech he had given us. Then he turned to us. "Neustatter. Hjalmar. Astrid, would you show the lieutenant where to post his men? One to replace each of your men. I'll take the rest of your men, sir, and post another safe path in the parking lot on the other side of the building."

Neustatter and Hjalmar followed me as I showed the lieutenant where to put his men. We met up with Georg out by Route 250.

"Dank," he said. "Chief Richards and the Grantville police thank all of you."

"Is there anything else we can do?" Neustatter asked.

"Nein, I don't think so," Georg said. "I hear all the roads out of town are guarded."

"Ja," Neustatter confirmed. "They've stopped quite a few people trying to leave town."

"I know. Chief Richards was going to have me process them, but his officers can do everything I could. Just check their hands and faces for gunpowder. The rest is regular police work—asking questions. They will collect all the weapons, and I will examine them when I have time."

Neustatter frowned. "Are you planning to sleep this week?"

Georg did look tired. "Ja. When I get a chance. Chief Richards said an officer would take me home and pick me up in the morning."

"It's important to sleep when you can," Neustatter said, with the experience that came from having been a soldier for six years and a security consultant for the past two.

Georg nodded.

"We will come by in the morning," Neustatter said. "There should be another National Guard unit by then. If not, we'll help."




Monday, March 5, 1635

So early on Monday morning, all of us gathered in the NESS office. Neustatter handed out the assignments.

"The National Guard is mounting perimeter patrols to assist the police. That's our first priority, so the eight of us who are in the Reserves will be out on horseback. Astrid, take Hans, Jakob, and Richart to Leahy and see if the police still need help. If they've got enough help, take at least one man with you into town and find out what you can. Phillip, keep an eye on the office and our apartments. Anna, you're in charge of the office today."

****

The National Guardsmen standing guard at Leahy were not the ones who had relieved us. Georg was already on the job when we arrived, as were several police officers. One of them started to turn us away.

"Officer!" Georg called. "They can't help with evidence, but some of the MPs are sworn officers. If NESS agents could take their places directing pedestrians, I could really use the sworn MPs to help me measure and label."

The officer agreed.

Georg came over. "Sorry, Astrid. Any more than two, and they'll just get in my way. Maybe they could use your other two men at the synagogue."

I nodded. "I will leave Hans and Jakob here. Neustatter told me to go downtown with at least one man and gather information if you did not need all of us."

Georg nodded. I think he would have preferred that I stay, but we both had our orders.

Richart and I went to the synagogue. The police had that crime scene blocked off but other than a whole lot of blood in the street, there was not much to see. An officer politely declined our offer to help stand guard. I could not argue. It appeared to be a much more contained crime scene than the one at Leahy.

We were watching a couple of police officers examining the scene when a man next to me in the crowd said, "The attackers were trying to kill the Jews."

Neustatter had sent me to gather information. "Why?" I asked.

"Since when have anti-Semites needed a reason?" he returned. "It is frightening that it happened on the same day as the attack on the hospital."

"Yeah, what are the odds?" another bystander put in.

So low as to be non-existent, I thought. There had not been an organized attack in Grantville since the Croat Raid. And now two attacks in one day? There had to be a connection.

"I suppose they might be related," I suggested aloud.

"Ppffffft. Of course they are related," the first man said. "The mayor, the hospital, and the synagogue. Last time it was downtown and the high school."

"I doubt it was Richelieu again," someone else offered.

"Why is that?"

"Why shoot Mayor Dreeson? What good does that do Richelieu? The man is at least competent. His people would go after Mike Stearns or the Captain General."

That did make sense to me. As they kept talking, I learned the details of the attack. Mayor Dreeson and Reverend Wiley had been shot first, before the crowd listening to a speaker had attacked the synagogue. Buster Beasley had been killed breaking up the attack, and then the Jewish militia had finished off what was left. When I thought we had learned all we could from those in the crowd, I motioned to Richart. We went to Cora's.

Cora's was crowded and buzzing with conversation. Yesterday's attacks had replaced the recent state elections as the main topic of conversation. More people than usual were packing, too. After exchanging where-were-you-when-you-heard-about-it stories and agreeing that the Croat Raid had been much worse (though that was before any of us at NESS had come to Grantville), we mostly listened.

"I never figured Buster Beasley for a knight in shining armor," an up-time lady was saying.

"Like the Swiss Guard protecting Clement VII," a well-dressed down-timer agreed.

"Who?"

Up-timers have such surprising gaps in their knowledge. The well-dressed man explained that a century earlier the Hapsburgs had attacked Rome and that most of the Swiss Guard had died in defense of the pope.

The up-timer was surprised, but eventually caught on. "Oh! You mean a last stand. Like Davy Crockett at the Alamo."

Now the down-timer was confused. But I was not. Neustatter had seen the movie, or perhaps a TV show, and made sure we all knew about the Alamo. More importantly, I got the dope. The attack on Leahy started out as a demonstration against vaccinations. That was töricht enough all by itself but then an anti-autopsy group had drawn weapons. There was discussion about who shot first. I did not care. Neither would Neustatter. Anyone could wear iron. That was in the Constitution. But the anti-autopsy group had drawn on the police. A few up-timers were very upset that the police had shot . . . first? At all? It wasn't clear. I did get a name, a Frau Hill at Calvert High. Neustatter could send one of us to ask her about it if he were interested.

We wandered around town and saw a couple of arrests. We returned to Leahy in the afternoon. I told Georg what we had learned.

"I've heard most of that," he confirmed. "I am worried about the anti-vaccination and anti-autopsy protests."

"Because they could hinder the acceptance of science and technology?" I asked.

"Yes. The first is mostly bad science, the second is bad theology. Both put people in danger. I know that some of the doctors are going to explain that not vaccinating could get all of us killed. But they do not really know what to say to people who are against autopsies. Astrid, would you mind finding my sister and telling her about this? She will know whom to talk to."

I nodded. "I'm on it."

I took Jakob with me this time and walked down Route 250 to Calvert High. We checked in at the office, and I said I needed to consult with Katharina Meisnerin on a professional matter. The secretary looked up her schedule and detailed one of the security guards to take us to the cafeteria.

"Astrid!" Katharina exclaimed. She was seated with Barbara Kellermännin, who I remembered from our assignments escorting the Bible society to Jena and Erfurt. She introduced Marta Engelsberg, Alicia Rice, and Nona Dobbs. "This is Astrid Schäubin. She works for NESS. What can we do for you, Astrid?"

"Georg thinks you can help," I said. "He said the doctors can explain why the anti-vaccination belief is bad science but he does not think they can explain why the anti-autopsy belief is bad theology."

"He's right," Nona put it. "I don't think many up-timers would talk about it like that."

"Then we will talk to the pastors and priests," Katharina stated.

"Thanks, Kat."

Kat started rummaging through her backpack. "I have a list of them somewhere . . ."

"You carry around a list of all the clergy in town?"

"Sure." Kat looked up at me. "You must have a list of all the security contractors in Thuringia."

I had to laugh. "I do."

"Excuse me." I looked over to see a couple of students at the next table had been listening. "You're Amish. Aren't you supposed to be opposed to technology? Why are you in favor of vaccines?"

I watched Kat to see how she would respond.

"We're not Amish," she answered. "We're Brethren—what you call Anabaptist. There were a number of leaders like Menno Simons. But Jakob Ammann was not born until 1693 up-time, so there are no Amish. Besides, they made their decisions about what technology to accept based on what promoted family life. Not dying of disease definitely promotes family life."

"Okay. That's cool."

I exchanged where-were-you-when-you-heard-about-it stories with the girls and how different today felt from last week. That is how I found out what Kat had been working on for Dr. Green.

The Bible society girls promised to start talking to pastors and priests as soon as school let out. I figured I'd better go back and see how Georg was doing. Or at least give Hans a break.

****

I found that Georg had acquired an audience. In a way that was good because it meant the situation had gone from dangerous to curious. But since it could easily compromise evidence, Georg was only too happy to station Jakob and me in front of the bystanders.

"Georg, I talked to Kat and the other girls in the BGS. They said they would talk to the clergy."

"Gut. Dank."

Hjalmar, Neustatter, and the others came back near dusk. I gave my report.

"Very good, Miss Schäubin," he said. "We rode around most of the northern side of the Ring of Fire. We detained one man trying to get out of Grantville. And the captain said he does not need us tomorrow."




Tuesday, March 6, 1635

By the time we got to Leahy Medical Center the next morning, Georg had practically been overrun by people who were tired of the crime scene being in their way. Chief Richards noticed us right away.

"Neustatter, we don't really need any more spectators."

"Nein, Chief. You need someone to keep the spectators back. My men actually slept last night so we can be patient with them."

"Thanks. I think. Just don't touch anything," Chief Richards said gruffly.

After the chief left, Neustatter said, "I see you have a partner, Georg."

Georg looked up. "Ja. This is Martin Dörrenfelde. Martin, these people are Neustatter's European Security Services." He introduced each of us.

We kept people from getting too close or stepping on evidence. Mostly I watched Georg work. And Martin Dörrenfelde. While trying to ignore the really loud music coming from a car.

"Fräulein Schäubin!"

I suddenly realized Neustatter was trying to get my attention.

"Neustatter?"

"What have you learned about forensics yesterday and today?"

I thought quickly. "Ballistics is easier to do for up-time weapons," I managed. "There are marks on the shell casings that can be matched to the weapon. It is almost impossible to match a musketball to a particular musket." I had picked that up from Georg.

"Uh-huh," Neustatter grunted. "What else?"

"Brass gets checked for fingerprints."

"Now that is useful to know."

"Neustatter," Georg called. "I heard that. This is not 'How to Commit a Better Murder' class."

"Of course not." Neustatter tried to sound virtuous. I did not find him convincing, and I do not think Georg did, either. On the other hand, Neustatter never killed anyone who didn't need killin', as the up-timers say.

After a while, a police vehicle—I don't know what the big ones are called—carefully rolled down the safe lane Georg had cleared. Chief Richards came out to meet it.

"Those are professors," Neustatter stated.

I agreed. Thanks to the Bibelgesellschaft, for security contractors we spent a lot of time around universities. We were mostly right.

"Georg! Martin! Are you at a point where you can step over here for a few minutes?" Chief Richards called.

"Yes, sir!"

We could barely hear the introductions over the music.

"This is Georg Meisner. He was instrumental in figuring out that incident of blood in the alley up in Erfurt last year," Chief Richards said. "He has been training with us for a few months now. And this is Martin Dörrenfelde. He had the highest grade ever in the forensics class. Gentlemen, this is Attorney General Ortholph Fomann. Professor Domenicus Arumaeus, Dean of the University of Jena law faculty. Professor Johannes Limnaeus, also of the University of Jena law faculty."

Georg glanced down at his crime scene gloves and bowed. Martin copied his lead.

"They are young," the attorney general stated.

"I have officers assigned to the crime scenes, too," Richards said. "But with the casualties, we're barely able to staff our regular shifts. I've already talked to Colonel Grooms about borrowing some MPs. I don't know for sure yet, but I expect we'll need to formally transfer some of them to the Grantville Police Department. Major McAndrew let me borrow Gloria Papenheim and the rest of the State Police forensics team for the crime scene downtown. They're finishing up there and will be over here later this morning."

"Gut," Georg said.

"You don't mind investigators from another agency?" the attorney general asked.

"Nein. We need the best we can get on this case. Frau Papenheim is the best forensics tech. Is she bringing the rest of the Mounted Constabulary team?"

"Ja, she is."

"Sehr gut."

Dean Arumaeus spoke up. "Dean Gerhard told me about you. If it's permitted, we would like to watch you work."

"If it's okay with Chief Richards . . ."

I think Chief Richards would have put most VIPs in the crowd with the rest of the spectators but having the dean of the University of Jena law faculty see forensics in action was a great opportunity. So the chief put them between Neustatter and me. Professor Limnaeus was literally taking notes.

He was also muttering to himself. "Ruler . . . protractor . . . triangulating the location of every piece of evidence. . . . We're going to need to emphasize geometry in the law curriculum." He was certainly right about that.

Neustatter was saying nice things about Dean Gerhard to Dean Arumaeus. I was a little surprised when Neustatter started narrating the scene, pointing out the initial police line marked by a fairly heavy scattering of brass. Then he indicated two piles of brass by a brown pickup truck.

"Two polizei advanced to cover behind that truck. They were putting down heavy fire. You can see that the truck's windows were shot out, and there are two holes in the body on this side. Probably many more on the other side. The officer at the front of the truck fired in two directions. From where his brass landed, most of his shots were across the parking lot, but some were down the length of the parking lot because he was also covering their left flank."

Georg has really good hearing.

"That's pretty good, Neustatter," he called. "But there were three polizei there. Some of that brass is .357 Magnum ammo. I've already processed a speedloader I found halfway between the pickup and the door." He pointed at one of Leahy's side doors. "At least three officers came from over there. One of them was hit halfway to the pickup and dragged inside. The .357 and the .40 at the front made it to the pickup. The other .40 at the back came from a different direction. He was firing as he ran and left those casings over there." Georg pointed at a few scattered shell casings that approached the back of the truck diagonally.

"How is this going to help?" Dean Arumaeus asked.

"When we are done processing the scene, we will be able to figure out what each officer did and generally what the demonstrators did. Hopefully we will be able to track specific demonstrators, although that will be much more difficult," Georg explained.

After a while an officer came by to collect the law professors. They and the attorney general left in the large police vehicle. When the vehicle returned, three people wearing torbert overalls got out. One of them was a woman. She went right over to Georg and Martin.

"Frau Papenheim. I am glad to see you. This is Martin Dörrenfelde. Martin, Frau Gloria Papenheim of the Mounted Constabulary forensics team."

Frau Papenheim nodded curtly. "There are still cartridge papers that have not been processed?" she demanded.

"Ja, Frau."

"Has the entire scene been photographed?"

"Ja, Frau."

"Then we will process the cartridge papers," she stated. "There may be latent fingerprints if the snowmelt has not washed them out."

Georg looked really crestfallen at that. I felt bad for him.

"Eventually we will fume the cartridge papers with iodine," Frau Papenheim continued. "If you cook any pasta in the next few days, save the water. It can be used to make latent prints permanently visible once the iodine shows them. There is also a chance of unburned black powder. We may be able to separate different batches of black powder by content."

Georg brightened. "Some of the demonstrators would have had unfired cartridges on them."

"Ja."

Frau Papenheim belatedly introduced her team and sent them to specific sections of parking lot.

Around noon, Chief Richards checked on Georg and Martin.

"Chief, I screwed up," Georg told him. "Frau Papenheim pointed out that the melting snow may have destroyed fingerprints on the cartridge papers. And she pointed out we might be able to match the powder to rounds they had left."

"Georg, we were always going to lose some of the evidence. This scene needs an FBI task force to work it properly. I made the decision to concentrate on clearing the doorways and sidewalks first. We also could have done ABO testing of bloodstains on Sunday before they dried, but I couldn't justify taking any of the reagents away from the emergency room. That's a good idea about the powder, though. We'll do what we can. Remember, I have officers interrogating suspects, too. I'm not letting you forensics people have that information because I don't want it to influence your conclusions. Prove what you can prove. Just remember we have other means as well."

****

When the forensic techs began rotating off-duty for lunch one at a time, Neustatter did the same thing with us. Then he and Hjalmar went into Grantville. NESS did need business, after all.

"Taking notes, Miss Schäubin?" Neustatter asked as he approached late in the afternoon.

"Ja."

"For Georg?"

"That would break chain of evidence. Or something like that," I told him. "Some day you might find a scene like this and need to figure it out."

"Like that place outside of Prague," Hjalmar muttered darkly.

I gave him an interested look. He ignored it.

"Good point," Neustatter said. "Good idea, Astrid," he told me. He raised his voice. "Georg! All the police cars are on assignment. I volunteered NESS to give you a ride home."

"Dank, Neustatter. We will be finishing up for the day soon."

Neustatter looked at me. "Why don't you and Hjalmar take three of the horses and take Georg home?" My brother grinned and left to get the horses. "Phillip and Jakob, you live near Martin Dörrenfelde. See him safely home, please. Just do not forget to bring your gear back to the office in the morning."

****

"It looks like you are making progress," Hjalmar told Georg.

"It is going much faster now that the Mounted Constabulary forensics team is helping with the scene," Georg said.

I didn't say anything. I did not have anything nice to say. But I must have said nothing very loudly.

"Frau Papenheim did have a point," Georg said. "We could have processed the cartridge papers sooner. She is friendlier than she seems. She just gets very focused on what she is doing. I've learned a lot from her."

I think I looked unconvinced because Georg changed the subject.

"I hope that car is gone tomorrow."

"It won't be," Hjalmar predicted. "That's one of the things Neustatter did while we were downtown. Officer Onofrio was killed in the attack on the hospital. A friend of his wanted to keep an eye on the investigation for the family until Dan Frost gets here."

"Okay." That seemed logical to me.

"Maybe the friend can find different music," Georg wished. "I have no idea what that song means, so I began making up my own words."

"I have been wondering about some of the words myself," I confessed. "It must be about their year 1969. But I have no idea what a six-string is."

Neither did Georg or Hjalmar.

****

We rode up to the Anabaptist settlement. It was quiet. No one was outside at all, not even around the cold frames used to plant vegetables early.

Georg tried to open his front door, but it was locked. He knocked on it, and after a few seconds it slowly opened. Herr Meisner looked out at us very cautiously.

"Georg!"

"Father, why is the door locked?" Georg asked.

"How bad is it in Grantville?"

The door opened some more, and Frau Meisnerin tried to pull Georg inside. "Georg, are you all right?"

"I'm fine, Mother. Tired, but fine. What is going on?"

"Grantville is dangerous."

Georg looked as confused as I felt. "No, Grantville is quiet," he said. "The hospital parking lot got quite boring by afternoon."

"There's no rioting?"

"None. Many of the remaining rioters are in jail. The attorney general and two law professors from the University of Jena came by this morning. The professors watched us work, then Chief Richards got the Mounted Constabulary's forensics team to help us out, so we made a lot of progress today. NESS volunteered to help with crowd control, and Neustatter asked Hjalmar and Astrid to see me home."

"So it is dangerous out there."

"No more than any other night, Frau Meisnerin," Hjalmar put in. "It's never a good idea to send someone up a road alone, and our horses were faster than walking. Chief Richards apologizes for not sending a police car, but they were all out on assignment."

My brother can be quite the diplomat.




Wednesday, March 7

Wednesday began quietly enough. Neustatter, Hjalmar, Karl, Phillip, and I walked over to Leahy Medical Center to volunteer for crowd control. Georg, his new partner Martin, and Frau Papenheim's team were already setting up for the day. It was cooler than yesterday, and that seemed to have discouraged some of yesterday's spectators. The car with the loud music was still there, although he had the windows up today, which reduced it to a less annoying rumble.

About mid-morning, I realized that I had not seen Chief Richards. So when a police cruiser pulled into the parking lot, I expected it to be him. Instead, four officers piled out—two Grantville Police and two Mounted Constabulary. They hurried over to Georg and Frau Papenheim but I could hear what they said.

"There's a weather front coming," Officer Tipton said. "The chief's busy. He told me to bring everyone over here that we could spare. We need to get as much of this evidence bagged as possible before it hits."

"Cartridges and cartridge papers first," Frau Papenheim directed.

Georg nodded vigorously. "Most of the brass is from police bullets. We don't need their fingerprints. .40s and .357s get left in place. Officer Tipton, could one of your men walk the whole scene and check for any brass that looks different? If he can identify any of it as police brass, we can leave that for later, too. Martin, please process whatever he finds."

Sometime after noon, we heard a horrible racket. It was something mechanical that I had never heard before. We all exchanged comments, but nobody knew what it was.

Officer Tipton came off. "Neustatter, could we send a couple of your people to go get lunch for everyone?"

"Of course," my boss said. "Astrid, Hjalmar."

While we were picking up sandwiches and small beer for everyone, we also picked up information.

"If you're taking these back to the police," the clerk said, "tell them I want to file a complaint about that hovercraft."

"Hovercraft?"

I received a quick explanation. On the way back to Leahy, we saw an aircraft heading southwest. We shared the news while everyone gathered for a quick lunch. Officer Tipton walked over to the police cruiser and had a conversation over the radio.

"We are not going to bother with the noise complaint," Officer Tipton said. "That was the Marines arriving and then taking off in the airplane."

"What is going on?" Neustatter asked.

"There's a plane down. They're going to parachute down to it. Chief Richards and President Piazza are taking care of it. We're taking care of this scene."

Sure enough, a cold rain started during the afternoon. By the time we went home for the night, we were all soaked. Neustatter had sent Otto earlier, and Stefan's wife Ursula had made soup for all of us.




Thursday, March 8

On Thursday, Neustatter and the team leaders went to the funeral for Mayor Dreeson and Reverend Wiley. Everyone in Grantville was still talking about the attacks, of course. But now they had a new topic, too. Vice President Gundelfinger had been aboard the plane that crashed yesterday. She was okay. The duke of Saxe-Altenburg was injured. The duchess was okay. The pilot was dead. Whether it had anything to do with Sunday's attacks was an open question.

The forensics teams were still processing. Neustatter had sent Stefan, Hans, and Rickart with me today. It was drizzling a little—not even close to yesterday's rain but enough to make me thankful for the relatively good weather we had Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday. Neustatter, Ditmar, and Hjalmar stopped by after the funerals.

"Officer Tipton."

"Neustatter."

"You could have told us who was in the plane crash."

"The chief didn't want that getting out until we knew they were safe," Tipton replied.

"Lucky for you, Miss Schäubin volunteered to bring a team over here today."

Neustatter was exaggerating a little. But Georg and Officer Tipton both made a point of thanking me.

Neustatter and Ditmar went to Saalfeld and came back with an assignment. It was as straightforward as security assignments got. Some manufactured goods were being delivered to Ilmenau and some surrounding villages. The attacks in Grantville had everyone nervous, and there had been anti-Semitic speakers in other towns. The manufacturing company wanted half a dozen guards to ride out with the shipment on Saturday, guard the factory representatives during installation, and return to Saalfeld on Tuesday. Neustatter chose to take Ditmar's team and Lukas to guard the wagons.




Friday, March 9

On Friday, we checked with the police but they didn't need us. The forensics teams had cleared large sections of parking lot over the previous two days, and there were almost no spectators. Neustatter, Ditmar, and Hjalmar went to Buster Beasley's funeral. I was sitting at my desk working on NESS's accounts when the phone rang. It startles me every time.

"Guten Tag. Neustatter's European Security Services," I answered.

"Guten Tag. Astrid, it's Kat. Make sure you buy the newspapers today, all of them. Several of the pastors and priests have written letters to the editor about the autopsy controversy."

"Great! Dank. We will get all three papers."

I walked over to Rainbow Plaza, bought the papers, and brought them back to the NESS office so we could all read them.

[image: revelations]The Grantville Times had a long letter to the editor that was comforting. It quoted Revelation 20:13a, "The sea gave up the dead in it, and Death and Hades gave up the dead who were in them." The letter emphasized that everything being made new meant everything, and that if even bodies that decayed at sea would be restored, then certainly an autopsy would be no problem at all for the Lord to repair. It concluded by appealing to John 15:13, "No one has greater love than this, that someone lay down his life for his friends," and arguing that letting doctors autopsy your body or otherwise use it to make medical progress that would save others' lives was a commendable thing. It was signed by Methodist pastors Simon and Mary Ellen Jones, Presbyterian elder Orval McIntire, Church of Christ pastor Douglas Curtis, Disciples of Christ pastor Barton Campbell, Roman Catholic priest Athanasius Kircher and several Jesuits, and a Latter-Day Saint named Howard Carstairs. A note said that all of the signers completely endorsed the following letter as well.

The next letter in the Times was written by a couple of rabbis. As far as I could tell, it said the same thing, just from the Old Testament. It quoted Job 19:25-26, "And I know my Redeemer lives, And at last on the earth He will stand; And after my skin is destroyed, yet in my flesh I shall see God." Then it discussed Ezekiel 37, the valley of the dry bones and how the bodies came back together when Ezekiel prophesied as the Lord commanded.

"Sounds okay to me," Stefan ventured.

My brother and I exchanged grins. If Stefan could not find anything to complain about, then there probably was not anything to complain about.

The Grantville Freie Presse had a long letter, too. This one was a lot more intellectual. It argued that since salvation is by grace, it could not be affected by works—especially not someone else's works of further damaging a dead body. A whole list of verses were cited. If anyone could counter grace with works, he would have to be as powerful as God, which was obviously not possible. In the end this became the same argument as the allegation that Satan had caused the Ring of Fire. He simply did not have power on the same level as God. Nor did anyone who autopsied a body have the power to disrupt God's plan for that person's resurrection. The particular heresy involved was Manichaeanism, and the letter reminded the readers that Cardinal Richelieu was reported to have agreed that God caused the Ring of Fire, on the basis of this same argument. This letter also concluded with John 15:13, and urged readers to recognize that autopsies indirectly saved lives. This letter had been written by Pastor Kastenmayer and also signed by Pastor Johann Rothmaler in Rudolstadt, Gary Lambert, and Johannes Musaeus.

"I am not sure I understood any of that," Ditmar confessed.

"Whatever it says, it's most of the Lutherans—Kastenmayer, Rothmaler, Lambert, Musaeus," Hjalmar pointed out. "Well, except Holz, who would not sign a joint statement with Philippists, and the new one over on the other side of the Ring. What is his name?"

"Pastor Griep," I supplied.

"Right. He's Flacian, too. He probably can not afford to agree with Pastor Kastenmayer publicly."

"But so is Musaeus," Ditmar objected.

"Musaeus is in the Bibelgesellschaft," I pointed out. "And a student at Jena. His name means that Dean Gerhard is quietly supporting this letter."

"So the Lutherans agree, except for the ones with political considerations," Neustatter summarized. "What does the Daily News have?"

The Grantville Daily News also had a long letter to the editor. It cited only one passage but it was the last half of 1 Corinthians 15. The letter reviewed all the times that Paul wrote that the dead are raised incorruptible. It was nine times in all. It cited verses 51-52 in particular: "Behold I tell you a mystery: we will not all sleep but we will all be changed in a moment, in the blink of an eye, at the last trumpet. For it will sound, and the dead will be raised incorruptible, and we will be changed." The letter stated that treating a dead body with disrespect was wrong but that if people were willing to give up a body they weren't going to be using for a while (and were going to get back perfected at the end) so that it would help others (and possibly give those others additional time to have a personal relationship with God), then that was a commendable thing. John 15:13 was quoted in support of this. The letter was signed by Dr. Green, a Brother Fiedler and a Brother Greiner for the Anabaptists, a Reverend Chalker for the Pentecostals, and a Mennonite pastor.

Neustatter whistled. "All the churches are not only in agreement on something but made nearly identical closing arguments. How did that happen?"

"I think the BGS is responsible for coordinating a lot of it," I said.

"This never happens. I am impressed."

The letters to the editors seemed to have that effect on a lot of people. At least that is the impression I got downtown on Saturday. After Neustatter and Ditmar's team left, Hjalmar and I went looking for assignments. The letters were the hot topic in Cora's that morning. The next day Pastor Kastenmayer preached about the resurrection of the dead. I did some checking over the next couple of days, and I am fairly certain that everyone who attended services in Grantville that Sunday heard the same sermon no matter which church he attended.




Monday, March 12

On Monday, the forensics teams finished up at the hospital. They had really tagged the last of the evidence on Saturday. Monday was a final walk-through before reopening the entire parking lot. The funerals were over, and the Vice President had returned to Grantville on Saturday. So Chief Richards was giving a day off to as many officers as he could.

Hjalmar and I were in Grantville that afternoon when the news came that the election results had been certified. The Crown Loyalists had officially won a majority of seats, and Wilhelm Wettin would be the new prime minister. Prime Minister Michael Stearns was going to give a speech over the radio. We headed for the high school because we knew there was a radio there. A lot of other people had the same idea. We all crowded into the gymnasium—they broadcast the radio over the public address system—and listened to Stearns' concession speech over the radio. It was a good speech, I think.

While we were filing out of the building, I heard a couple of people behind us talking.

"I know I could have listened to Mike's speech at home," one of them was saying. "But I was right here in the bleachers the day that the Croats attacked Grantville. I thought it'd be appropriate to come here. Y'know, we've gone from fighting for our lives to changing leaders in an election."

That was a nice thought. I was not sure I had a lot of confidence in William Wettin, but we would see how he worked out as prime minister soon enough.




Tuesday, March 13

Tuesday was quiet until the phone startled me again.

"Neustatter's European Security Services," I answered.

"Astrid, Georg here. I have just heard something you need to know. Officer Fred Jordan fell from a roof in Ohrdruf. He is dead. He was over there monitoring protesters harassing the countess of Gleichen. Astrid, Pastor Holz started those protests."

"Is everyone else okay?" I asked quickly.

"Yes. So far. But the attacks in Grantville seem to have been religiously motivated . . ."

"So Pastor Holz is in danger. Thank you, Georg."

"I have to get back to work."

"See you later." I hung up. Why had I said that instead of good-bye? I could think about that later. "Hjalmar! We've got a problem . . ."

Hjalmar heard my report and then said, "Holz will have Schlinck's men protecting him."

"If he's heard about it," I pointed out.

"That is true. Wolfram has a shift at the hospital. We'll leave Phillip here and take everyone else."

Hjalmar, Otto, Karl, Jakob, and I set out for Pastor Holz's storefront church. We had not been welcome there since Holz had tried to tell Neustatter that we couldn't guard the Bibelgesellschaft last November. Holz had intended to excommunicate Neustatter, but Neustatter beat him to the draw.

We approached cautiously. Wearing iron to this church was getting to be a habit.

"No guards," Hjalmar observed. "Otto, Jakob, I want you to guard the front door. Stay at least six feet off to either side of it. If you hear trouble inside, come in. Otto, take my rifle and give me your pistol. I'll go in first. Karl, you're next."

That left me in back. My brother was definitely looking out for me.

"Uh, Hjalmar?" I spoke up. "I look less threatening than Karl." Karl had been a blacksmith's apprentice and had the size for it.

"You are still in back," Hjalmar told me. "One . . . two . . . three." He opened the door.

The church was empty, which was something of a letdown. We filed back out the door.

"Let's check his apartment," Hjalmar directed. He took his rifle back from Otto and slung it over one shoulder. "Karl, sling arms. Just so we don't look like the Earps and Doc Holliday walking through downtown Grantville."

When we arrived, it was clear that Pastor Holz was not at home.

"Now what?" Karl asked.

"I have an idea," Jakob spoke up. He pulled a packet from a pocket and displayed a set of lock picks.

I exchanged glances with Hjalmar.

"We are trying to keep him alive," Hjalmar offered. "It will not do any good to wait for him if someone hostile finds him first."

Jakob popped the lock and swung the door open. Hjalmar went straight to Pastor Holz's desk and reached for the papers on top.

"Wait!" I ordered. "What did we watch all last week? Do not leave fingerprints. Jakob, two picks, bitte." I handed them to Hjalmar.

He teased the top page to one side. "Read this."

I did. "This is one of those tracts against Pastor Kastenmayer."

"Neustatter figured he was involved but it is good to have confirmation." Hjalmar flicked the next page to the side. "This one is about enthusiasts. I do not know who they are."

"We can ask the BGS," I said. I skimmed the second tract, too, and started copying key words into my notebook. "What else is in that pile?"

"Next Sunday's sermon," my brother answered. "Lots of stuff people shouldn't do."

That didn't seem right. I said as much.

"It's not really so different than lots of other sermons I've heard," Hjalmar stated.

"I agree with Astrid," Otto spoke up.

I started copying down key words from the sermon. And verse references.

"Maybe we should go before we get pinched for stealing advance copies of sermons," my brother suggested dryly.

I flushed. "Ja. Where do we look now?"

"Where tracts show up. Wherever there are newspapers, people just drop off whatever tracts they've written," Hjalmar answered.

That will teach me not to fumble for questions when I am embarrassed. I end up sounding even stupider. Yes, now that my brother had reminded me, I remembered seeing stacks of tracts in various shops. Political statements, business proposals, help wanted, what the up-timers called "rants."

"So let's go." The other four started to leave Pastor Holz's rooms.

"After I make sure we do not get caught," I said. "Picks?" I coaxed the pages back into place. After the others were out the door, I pulled the door closed, took off my halstucher, and wiped down the doorknob and lock where Jakob and I had touched it.

"No fingerprints," I said as I retied my neck scarf.

"Good to see you were paying attention last week," Hjalmar returned. To something besides Georg, he meant.

****

We checked stores, restaurants, and everywhere else we thought Pastor Holz might go. We found a few leftover tracts from the elections, some from the Lutheran dispute, and a fresh stack accusing Protestants of incorrect Bible interpretations.

"Look." I pointed at the author's name. "These are by Horst Felke."

"He's in the BGS," my brother said. "Why is he writing against Protestants?"

"Because he is Catholic and believes we are wrong," I answered. "Everyone in the BGS does not agree on everything. They just work together on some things."

"He makes a couple of reasonable points," Jakob stated. Well, Jakob was Catholic. I glanced over to see he and Otto were both reading Horst's tract.

"Ja, I think you are right," Otto said.

****

We finally found Holz outside the middle school, on his way to a tutoring lesson.

"Pastor Holz!" Hjalmar called.

Holz ignored us.

Hjalmar ran up to him. "Pastor Holz, there's something you should know."

"There is very little I want to know from you, young man."

"Officer Fred Jordan fell off a roof in Ohrdruf and died. He was monitoring protests outside the former Countess of Gleichen's residence."

"The Grantville polizei were warned not to interfere. It is the Lord's judgment upon them!"

I did not know what to say. Hjalmar just blinked.

But Otto spoke up. "So why didn't the Lord judge the countess instead of the polizei?"

"Are you questioning my . . ."

"Yes," Otto snapped.

"You come dangerously close to judgment yourself!"

"As do you, Pastor Holz," Hjalmar cut in. "We came to warn you. Your demonstrations created a dangerous situation where an officer died. Some people could become upset with you when they hear about it. Many people in town are in no mood for religious violence, not after what happened last week."

"Then this whole town incurs the judgment of God! He will . . ."

"You really are a . . ." I do not know what Otto called Holz.

But Holz obviously did. He slapped Otto across the mouth. Hjalmar quickly stepped between them, but Karl Recker was even faster. He lunged in, head down, and scooped Pankratz Holz up over his shoulder.

"We should take the pastor home," he rumbled. "For his own protection."

Holz squawked and threatened judgment some more. Karl thumped him in the back, and he shut up.

Hjalmar looked over at me, shrugged, and started down the street. So did Karl, with Holz still slung over his shoulder. Otto brought up the rear. Jakob was just standing there with his mouth hanging open.

"Do you remember how the men told you Neustatter excommunicated our last pastor?" I asked.

"Ja. I thought they were joking."

"Nein."

We drew some attention on the way back to Holz's rooms. We would probably hear about it later. When we got there, Karl set Holz down. Holz immediately took a swing at him. I cringed. I expected Karl to sock him. But he just brushed Holz's arm aside.

"That could get you in real trouble," Karl told him. "We came to warn you and see you home safely."

"This is outrageous! I will press charges! I'll . . . I'll . . ."

"We are done saving your life now," Hjalmar interrupted, "but people may be upset with you. So perhaps you should arrange for protection."

"You will provide it?" Holz sneered. "I see what you intend!"

"No," Hjalmar said. "We will not take your case. Perhaps you should call Schlinck. Guten Tag, Herr Holz." He looked at the rest of us and said, "Team, next case." And then he started walking.

We followed.

****

Neustatter got back at dusk. When Hjalmar and I told him what had happened, he did not explode. It was what the up-timers call a controlled burn.

"Pankratz Holz got a cop killed? And then he hit one of my men?" His voice was slow and menacing.

"Ja, but Karl picked him up and carried him back to his rooms," Hjalmar said. "I told him he needed protection and to call Schlinck."

Neustatter barked a laugh. "Ausgezeichnet! Exzellent!" He thought. "We are done with him now." He waved a hand. "Anyone may go to his church if you wish. You have made an attempt to protect him, and he does not want our protection. However, I do need a case report." He looked at me. "How do they say it? 'Clean it'?"

"Sanitize it?" I offered.

"Ja, that is it. Sanitize it and put it in our files. So it will be there if Holz makes a complaint to the Grantville PD. Now here is the dope we picked up. Thuringia is nervous. There were anti-Jewish speakers elsewhere before the attack on the synagogue. Lots of businessmen want guards right now. So, men who just came back, take care of the horses. Hjalmar, Otto, Karl, Jakob, Hans, Phillip, you are on call for the next assignment. Hjalmar, tomorrow you and I will go over to Saalfeld and see what we can find. Astrid, you said you took some notes you wanted to consult the Bibelgesellschaft about?"

"Ja."

"After you finish the case report tomorrow, you and Otto go see the BGS. Are the polizei still working on the scene at the hospital?"

"Nein. They have collected everything and taken it to the lab."

"Wear iron so you can stop by for range time. If you get a chance, ask how the investigation is going."




Wednesday, March 14

I typed up the report in the morning, then Otto and I walked over to Calvert High. I remembered that the BGS girls would be having lunch. I imagine the boys would, too, but I wanted to talk to Kat.

"Guten Tag, Astrid!" Kat called.

"Guten Tag, Fräulein," I greeted them.

When Neustatter had started calling me Fräulein whenever I called him Herr, I had blushed and giggled. That was only two years ago. These girls did not. I wondered.

"If you don't mind, I would like a professional consult," I said. "The same terms as before?"

The other girls deferred to Kat. She nodded.

"Dank. First, though, are you just used to being called Fräulein or are you adopting the adel's form of address on purpose?"

Marta Engelsberg smiled, took out a Bible, and looked something up. "'But y'all are a chosen people, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, a people acquired, that y'all may proclaim the praises of Him who called y'all out of darkness into His marvelous light . . .' 1 Peter 2:9. According to God we are just as royal as the adel."

"You are . . ." Otto stopped. "That is . . . hmm."

"I say Fräulein is not just for nobles. Admittedly, right after the Ring of Fire the teachers did not know any better. But by now, everyone knows and just keeps saying it."

"Dank," I told the girls. "We—NESS—had a look at some writings. I do not understand some of them. . . . The first is a tract about Pastor Kastenmayer," I said.

"There are a lot of those," Kat told me.

"There are?"

"You go to his church. Don't you keep track?"

"Nein."

The down-time girls exchanged glances. "You should start keeping track," Kat said. "It is not really my thing, either, but Johannes Musaeus thinks that the intra-Lutheran disputes are heating up locally. There's Holz, Kastenmayer, and . . ." She pulled out a notebook and rapidly flipped through it. "Griep. He's new to Grantville. St. Thomas Lutheran Church, over on the other side of the Ring. Do you have the tract with you?"

"Nein. We just saw a copy we could not take with us. But I copied down some words and phrases." I read them off.

"I will give them to Johannes and see what he thinks," Kat promised. "But it sounds typical of the tracts that do not like Pastor Kastenmayer."

"The second one was about enthusiasts." I read off some more words and phrases.

"Crystal Meth?" Alicia Rice asked with a grin.

"I do not think he has a daughter with that name," I said cautiously.

Alicia and Nona Dobbs laughed.

"What is funny?" I asked.

"Crystal meth is a drug," Alicia explained. "One that people took to get high up-time. I don't know if we could even make it now."

"Oh. Well, this Meth is one of these enthusiasts," I said.

Kat looked thoughtful. "I am not familiar with some of these words. Others are standard insults against Brethren. Uh, that's what we Anabaptists call ourselves. I do know this one—chiliasts. That's those of us who believe Christ will rule on earth for a thousand years, the Millennium. The up-timers were still having disagreements about that three hundred and sixty-five years from now.

"There are three basic positions on the end times. Premillennialists think that Jesus comes back and then rules for the Millennium. Postmillennialists think that there's the Millennium, and then Jesus comes back. Amillennialists think that the Millennium is symbolic. Most of us . . ." Her wave included the table of girls.". . . are premillennial. Dr. Green is postmillennial. Catholics, Lutherans, and most Calvinists are amillennial." She grinned. "Alicia?"

"I'm Methodist," Alicia Rice stated. "I don't think I've ever heard Reverend Simon or Reverend Mary Ellen say anything about it. But I read Left Behind, and I guess I agree with it. Well, the basic idea, anyway. I don't necessarily think it will happen exactly like that."

I was confused. "Which theologian wrote this book Left Behind?"

"It's a series of novels about the end times," Alicia answered. "We could check and see if there are copies in Grantville, but I used to get them out of the libraries in Fairmont or Morgantown."

"Oh." I was a little disappointed that the books were novels. On the other hand, the Nancy Drew books were novels, too, but I had still found them useful when I started working assignments for Neustatter.

"I wonder how it ended," Alicia mused.

"The same way Revelation does?" Barbara Kellermännin suggested with a smile.

Alicia wadded up a napkin and tossed it at her. "No kidding. I wonder what happened to the characters."

"There was one more document," I said. "It is a sermon."

"When was it preached?"

"Next Sunday."

"You have an advance copy of a sermon?" Kat asked carefully.

"I do not have it. I saw it." I read off some things I had copied down.

"This is the part I want to know about," Otto spoke up. "It is all 'do this.' 'Do not do that.' 'Do this.' 'Do not do that.' That is all. Ever."

A couple of the girls looked very intent. Nona spoke first. "Do you mean that it is all rules and duty and no joy at all?"

"Ja."

"It should not be. God loves us, ja?"

"Ja, but this pastor, he has maybe forgotten that."

"Maybe you should go to church where the pastor talks about Jesus more."

Otto nodded.

" 'For thus God loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, in order that all who believe in Him would not perish but would have everlasting life.' "

"Ja, I want the pastor to talk more about that."

"Sometimes even when people believe it, it doesn't get said enough."

Nona and Otto seemed to be having their own conversation. I left them to it.

Kat caught my attention. "Astrid, is this Pastor Kastenmayer's sermon?"

"Nein."

"Good. I was hoping not. It sounds more like that proclamation Holz put up last fall."

"There is a reason for that," I said.

Kat's mouth dropped open. "Y'all at NESS go to St. Martin's now but you saw Holz's next sermon? Are the tracts his, too?"

"We believe so. The copies we saw were hand-written."

"Should I ask what is going on?"

"You cannot tell anyone," I cautioned. "Except Georg. And Dr. Green." I sighed. "And Magister Kircher, I suppose."

"We will keep it inside the BGS?"

"Ja. Officer Fred Jordan died from a fall in Ohrdruf. He was there because Holz and his followers were protesting the former countess of Gleichen being one of these enthusiasts. We were trying to find Holz and warn him that after Mayor Dreeson and Reverend Wiley being shot and the attacks on the hospital and the synagogue, people might be upset with anyone who was causing religious controversy. Especially since someone died. Holz did not appreciate the warning. When Neustatter got back from Ilmenau, he said we had done our duty."

Kat sat back and thought. Since neither of us were talking, I heard what Nona was saying to Otto. "There are a whole bunch of verses in Romans that really summarize everything."

"Here's one," Marta spoke up. "10:4. 'For Christ is the end of the law to righteousness to everyone who believes.' "

"I was thinking 10:9," Nona said. "That if you confess . . ."

"The end of the law," Otto interrupted. "The law is ended? That is not how I understood Luther's Smaller Catechism."

I spoke up. "I agree with Otto. We are not scholars, but I am pretty sure the pastor in our village said that we are still supposed to follow the law."

The girls exchanged glances. Their body language told me Kat had been chosen to speak.

"The law of Moses is supposed to show us we need Christ," Kat said. "After it did that, the law code is of no further use. But we are supposed to live holy lives, so we do what Christ wants out of gratitude instead of out of duty." She paused. I got the impression she did not really want to go on. "As you have said, Lutherans disagree and believe in three uses of the law—to restrain men, to show them their sin, and to give them a rule to live by. At least that's my understanding of what Johannes Musaeus said when we argued about it once."

Otto looked at me. I looked at him. "We are not going back to the village to ask the pastor there," I said. "I am not sure Holz ever explained this clearly. But I will ask Pastor Kastenmayer about it."

"You could check with Dr. Green, too," Kat suggested carefully. "He's actually pretty good at being fair to different views when he is explaining them. He saves the excitement for sermons and prayers. But actually, I think the one you should talk to is Joe Jenkins. Uh, he's one of the Anabaptist leaders. They're meeting in the Club 250 now."

I remembered something else. "Oh—we also saw a tract by Horst Felke."

Kat groaned. "He gave me one himself."

****

Otto and I went to the police station.

"Forensics is on the range right now," an officer told us. "You will have to wait."

Georg, Martin, Frau Papenheim, two members of her team, and two officers were all out on the range. They were firing one weapon at a time and collecting the brass. Each one went in an evidence bag which one of the forensics people labeled. They did this for several weapons before someone noticed us. After they had gathered up all the weapons, Georg came over.

"Guten Tag, Astrid. Otto."

"Guten Tag, Georg. Are you making progress?"

"I can not talk about specifics, but, yes, we are."

I nodded. "I understand. When you are finished, may we use the range?"

"We are done now," Georg said. "We will be in the lab."

Otto and I set up our targets, and we each took a lane. Otto emptied his .38 revolver before I was halfway through the magazine of my .22. The polizei officer at the hospital was not the only one who used speed loaders. Otto fired again at the same time as my last shot.

"Range is cold!" Otto called. "Weapons tight!"

We went and got our targets. Mine was decent, but not my best. Otto's was . . . well, if it ever came down to it, Otto would be filling his targets with daylight.

"Nice group!" I told him.

We circled our bullet holes, put the targets back up, and reloaded. I emptied my second magazine into the target's torso, and the third into its head. Neustatter and some of the polizei officers had made it clear that since I was carrying a .22, I had to be able to go for a head shot.

While we were picking up our brass, I heard a shout.

"Let's check that out," I suggested. "I think it came from the lab."

An officer had the same idea we did. He threw open the door of the lab. "Everybody okay in here?"

"Ja!" That was Georg's voice. "We got number twenty-three!"

Otto and I exchanged shrugs.

"Way to go!" the officer said. "We've got him in custody. Document everything, write the report, and I'll go see Judge Tito with a list of charges." Then he caught sight of us.

"We heard a shout," I said.

He sighed. "Short version, forensics did good."

Georg came out. "Sorry. I got excited."

I smiled. "You got someone."

"The investigation is making progress."

"And Georg can tell you about it after it's in the papers," the officer said. He gave Georg a meaningful look before wandering off.

That seemed reasonable to me. "I will make sure we get the papers. I saw the pastors' letters in last Friday's editions. How much of that was BGS behind the scenes?"

"That was the girls," Georg confirmed. "Plus Johannes Musaeus, Horst, and Joseph Engelsberg." He was grinning a little.

"Your sister's admirers," I noted.

"She is still not sure what to do about that."

Maybe it was wishful thinking, but from how he said it, I thought he might be talking about himself, too. And then my mind went blank.

"We talked to the BGS girls again today," I managed to say after too long a pause. "We went to warn Holz yesterday. He did not listen to us. But we noticed some of his papers. There was a tract against Pastor Kastenmayer, a tract against enthusiasts, and next Sunday's sermon. Otto noticed that Holz is really focused on keeping the rules. Kat said that Lutherans and Anabaptists have different views of the law and that we should talk to Dr. Green or Joe Jenkins."

"Would you like to come to the Baptist church next Sunday?" Georg offered. "Bring your . . . team leader, right?" More unspoken meaning. Bring my brother.

I looked at Otto. He nodded. "We will come. We should leave now so that you can work." Or because I was rapidly running out of things to say.

"Guten Tag, Astrid."

"See you later, Georg."

Otto and I started to walk out of the polizei station. An officer stopped us.

"You're with NESS, right? Yellow kerchiefs."

I nodded.

"A Pankratz Holz was in complaining about NESS."

I handed the officer my sanitized report. "We are very sorry to hear about Officer Jordan. We simply cautioned Holz that since he started the protests in Ohrdruf, people might not be happy with him after Officer Jordan's death."

"Did you offer him protection?"

"Nein, we told him to call Schlinck."

The officer laughed. "That's evil. All right, just don't bother Holz."

****

Neustatter and Hjalmar had picked up an assignment. It was an straight out-and-back to Stadhilm, Thursday through Saturday.

"So we will be back for church on Sunday?" Otto asked.

"Ja. I suppose so," Neustatter said.

He looked confused. Normally I would enjoy that—Neustatter was never confused—but I felt that I ought to explain. "We talked to the BGS. Otto noticed that Holz's sermon was all about keeping rules. The BGS says that different churches have different views of the law. Kat said we should talk to Dr. Green or Joe Jenkins."

"Up to you."

"Do you want to come with us?"

"Well, now," Neustatter drawled. "Seems like the two of you can probably interview a couple of pastors after church."

"We could talk to Herr Jenkins after the Anabaptist service and then walk over to First Baptist for the German service at two o'clock," I suggested.

"Where is the Anabaptist service?" Neustatter asked.

"It's, ah, in the Club 250," I said.

Neustatter laughed. "This I've got to see."

"I do not think I want you going there," Hjalmar stated.

"I will wear iron," I promised. After all, taking a gun to church seemed to be becoming standard procedure.

"I am coming with you."

"As long as the rest of the team is going," Karl said, "I will, too."




Friday, March 16

I bought all the newspapers on Friday and took them back to the office.

"Listen to this! The police have filed additional charges against some of the men who attacked the hospital!" I skimmed through the article in the Freie Presse. "Johann Doe #23 has been charged with first-degree murder in the willful, deliberate, and premeditated killing of Polizei Officer Ralph Onofrio, Jr. He was wounded and taken into custody on March 4. Police have matched his fingerprints to those on an up-time weapon and matched the bullet to bullets fired from that weapon in laboratory conditions." I looked up. "Otto! That must be what Georg meant when he said they got number twenty-three."

"Hm, that does not actually change much. They have charged all the rioters with first-degree murder for murder while in commission of a felony."

"It matters," Neustatter disagreed. "Because the lawyers for all these dummköpfe are going to argue that they are anti-vaccination protestors caught in the crossfire. The prosecution will have to either prove each man was an anti-autopsy rioter or try to prove that the anti-vaccination protestors were guilty of some other felony in order to get felony murder. Being able to prove he pulled the trigger should be easier."

"Oh, I see."

"Who else have they charged?"

"A Hans Krausser was charged with attempted murder, malicious assault, and assault in the commission of a felony for wounding Officer Gunther Wiener. Then there's a list of names, all charged with attempted murder. Half of them are Johannes Doe and a number."

"Hm. The polizei must be able to match them to their weapons. I wonder how they know this Krausser shot Officer Wiener."




Sunday, March 18

I had passed by the Club 250 numerous times—it is across the street from the Thuringen Gardens, after all—but I had never been inside. Quite a few people were coming and going. We were dressed as civilians. Okay, I was wearing a dress, and none of us were wearing our halstücher. Other than that I suppose we looked the same when we are working for NESS. But we were all armed. That drew some looks.

Neustatter pointed, and Hjalmar and Karl went to opposite sides of the door. Neustatter nodded to Otto and walked in like he owned the place. Otto followed, and I stepped inside just in time to hear someone greet Neustatter.

"Are you looking for the bar or for the church?"

"The church."

"Thank you for coming. We will begin soon. Please have a seat."

Hjalmar and Karl had come in behind me, and we all took seats in the back of the room. The Club 250 filled right up, and I saw a face I knew.

"Astrid!" Marta Engelsberg looked surprised to see me but came right over, trailed by a man and a woman who were clearly her parents and a young man who looked a couple of years older than she was.

"Marta, who is this?"

"Astrid Schäubin. Hjalmar Schaub. Otto. Neustatter. And . . ."

"Karl."

"Karl. My parents, Herr und Frau Engelsberg and my brother Joseph."

"Guten Tag." Neustatter stood and gave the men a firm handshake. He bent slightly over the women's hands. "I know Joseph and Marta from the Bibelgesellschaft meetings."

"You are a member of the Bibelgesellschaft?" Herr Engelsberg asked.

"Nein," Neustatter answered. "I have a firm of security consultants, Neustatter's European Security Services. Sometimes we guard the BGS and sometimes we hire them as theological consultants. That is how we came to be here this morning."

"You picked the right service." Joseph pointed at Neustatter's holster. "The first service is Stäbler Täufer."

"Staff-bearing Baptists?" Neustatter asked.

"Pacifists."

"And you are?"

"Schwertler Täufer."

Sword-bearing. I was about to follow up on that when the service started.

The service was much less formal than the Lutheran services I know. They sang some hymns. Various men prayed. They prayed as they went, not following any established liturgy. A couple of them exhorted the congregation. The sermon was from the Sermon on the Mount. There was nothing specific that I disagreed with. It was just unusual.

Afterward, Neustatter located Joe Jenkins.

"Guten Tag, Herr Jenkins."

"Guten Tag." Jenkins looked confused. He was probably wondering why we were there.

"My name is Edgar Neustatter. I run a firm of security consultants." He made the rest of the introductions. "A couple of my people have some questions about the law."

"About Christ being the end of the law and whether all the rules are still in effect," Otto clarified.

Jenkins blinked. "That's not really what I was expecting you to ask. Romans 10:4, eh? What background are you folks, if I might ask?"

"Lutheran," Neustatter said. "Flacian, but Pankratz Holz was trying to tell me who I could and could not do business with, so we have been attending St. Martin's."

"Lutherans. Hm. I'm just curious. Did you run across 'Christ is the end of the law' by chance?"

"We asked the Bibelgesellschaft about it. Marta Engelsberg found that verse," I answered.

"Ah, so there was a dispensational influence. I thought maybe."

"Kat said we should come see you."

"Kat?"

"Katharina Meisnerin."

"Oh, sure, sure. She's got a good head on her shoulders. Well, what I have to say is different than any of your Lutheran pastors will say."

Otto nodded.

"Well, then, what does the Bible itself say the law is for? It's in Galatians 3." He opened a German Bible and flipped to it. " 'Therefore why the law? It was added because of transgressions, until the Seed should come to whom it was promised; being appointed through angels by the hand of a mediator.' That's verse 19. And this is verse 24: 'Therefore the law was our tutor to Christ, in order that we might be justified by faith.' I see only one reason for the law here, and now that it's done its job, there's no need of it. But it never hurts if you read the whole chapter yourself. You might see something I missed."

"What about the Ten Commandments?" Otto asked while I was busy writing down chapter and verse numbers.

Joe Jenkins grinned. "You're already here on Sunday instead of Saturday. Nowhere in here does it say to change to Sunday. It just happened, and that was okay. 'Course if you like Saturday better, have at it. You can find the other nine in the New Testament if you hunt around, just not all together in one place as a law code."

I was not sure what to say. It seemed to make sense when he said it. But then Martin Luther's Small Catechism seemed to make sense to me at the time, too.

"Don't take my word for it, though," Jenkins said. "Look it up for yourselves. You've got Bibles, right?"

"Uh, no."

"Well, you do now," he said, handing the Bible he was using to Neustatter. "How many different places do y'all live?"

"Three," Neustatter said.

Jenkins quickly added two more Bibles. "Like I said, look it up for yourselves. Pray about it. Ask questions if you get stuck. But make up your own minds."

Neustatter said, "We might decide differently than you."

Jenkins shrugged. "Most do. I ain't fussed about it."

****

We ate lunch at the Thuringen Gardens before walking to First Baptist. We got some strange looks as we entered. I saw the Meisners and headed in that direction. Georg made the introductions. It may have been my imagination but I thought he looked quite pleased to do so. We were getting some odd looks, of course.

I heard whispering but could not make out the words. One of the children in the pew ahead of us turned around and blurted, "Are you really täuferjäger?"

His parents immediately shushed him and looked really uncomfortable. But Neustatter answered. "Nein, we are not Baptist-hunters. We are security consultants. Why do you ask?"

"Because you are carrying guns."

Neustatter laughed. "I think Grantville would be too dangerous for anyone hunting people of a different religion. Especially after the attacks two weeks ago."

The conversation might have gone further, but Dr. Green—Brother Green here—appeared and greeted the congregation.

The service was similar to the Anabaptist one—singing, prayer, and the sermon—but more centralized. One person led the singing, and Green guided the praying. Then he preached on "What Happens When We Die." He talked about heaven and hell and how different people had different orders for what was going to happen but that having faith in Jesus was the important part. Of course he took much longer to say that. And Kat was right—Green was very different when he prayed or preached. He was so intense it was a little scary. But at least he was very clear about following Jesus rather than following rules, even if I did not understand all the things that were supposed to happen when Jesus came back. At the end he asked anyone who had just believed in Jesus to pray with him. That seemed very strange to me.

Afterward, Brother Green and his wife were greeting everyone at the door as they left.

"Neustatter!" he said. "I thought I saw you in a pew."

"Some of my agents came across some tracts," Neustatter said.

He sounded just a bit defensive to me. All of a sudden I realized that even Neustatter found Brother Green intimidating. He was certainly very different from Dr. Green.

Green smiled. "I heard about that."

"Otto and Astrid had some questions about the law. We went to the Schwertler Täufer service this morning and talked to Joe Jenkins."

"Okay. Do you know about Luther's three uses of the law?" Brother Green had disappeared and been replaced by Dr. Green.

"Sort of. We know the Small Catechism," I said.

"Old Joe would have told you that the law went away after Jesus fulfilled it, right? Well, I'm actually closer to Luther than I am to Jenkins on this one. I would say the ceremonial law went away but the moral law didn't."

I was surprised.

"But you did not tell people to follow the rules," Otto objected. "You told us to follow Jesus."

"Hm. I see what you mean," Green said. "The, uh, writings you came across have too much of an emphasis on the law. To be honest, from my late-twentieth-century perspective, I would say the same thing about this entire era after the Reformation. Please feel free to drop by any time, and we can discuss it."

Georg and Katharina caught up to us outside.

"We read the newspapers," I told Georg. "Good job on number twenty-three."

"Dank." He gave me a big smile.

"And the others."

"Frau Papenheim was right about the cartridge papers. Martin did some excellent photography and actually got some decent spectroscopy results. The polizei questioned the suspects and put that information together with our forensics."

"And?" I asked Georg.

"Oh, right." Georg raised his voice. "Neustatter, Hjalmar, Karl, Otto, Astrid, the Grantville Police Department would like to thank you for apprehending Johannes Does number fourteen through number eighteen. Johannes Doe number seventeen was charged with attempted murder."

Neustatter actually smiled. My brother's team all looked very satisfied with themselves, too.

"Chief Richards said I could tell you," Georg continued. "He said that he will thank you in a more formal setting but didn't think he should just surprise you with that."

"Dank," Neustatter said.

While everyone else was celebrating, I quietly told Georg, "Dank, but that was not what I meant. You left yourself out."

Georg said, "I helped with some ballistics but I really need to learn how to shoot better."

"I can teach you that," I said.

"I did quite a bit of work with the blood spatter." He seemed quite satisfied with that.

I realized why. "Your work made some of the new charges possible."

"I can neither confirm nor deny . . ."

"Uh-huh." I understood.

"And I helped with some fingerprints. Using the pasta water to fix fingerprints once the iodine makes them visible really does work. Officers were bringing it in from home. Chief Richards even had Frau Atkins making big pots of spaghetti for the prisoners in the jail and sent the water over to the lab afterward."

"Spaghetti?" I stumbled over the word.

"It is an Italian pasta from up-time. You have never had it?"

"Nein."

"Georg! Katharina! It is time to go home!" Herr Meisner called.

"We should probably go, too," Neustatter said. "Dank, Georg. Katharina."

"Guten Tag," Katharina said.

"Would you like to try some spaghetti?" Georg asked me.

I shrugged. "I would like to try it someday."

Georg looked over my shoulder. "Hjalmar, may I take your sister to dinner?"

Hjalmar grinned. "Ja, but remember she is carrying iron."

Georg offered me his right arm. I took it, and he led me over to his parents. "Father, Mother, this is Fräulein Schäubin. Astrid, my parents. I am going to take her out for dinner."

"Herr und Frau Meisner," I managed.

Georg made a respectable semi-bow and twirled me away before either of his parents recovered. I heard Katharina giggle. I did not dare look at Neustatter.

"Georg, you do know it is only afternoon?" I asked once we were a ways down the street.

"We could do some shooting and then go to Marcantonio's," he suggested.

"I like that plan." I brushed my hair back over my shoulder.

My part of the case was closed, although Georg would keep working the forensics. It would not take forever but he did split time between school and the lab for several more weeks. NESS wasn't as far behind the eight-ball, and it sounded like we were going to get a commendation from the polizei. The blonde had her boyfriend. He was about to learn how to handle a six-gun. It was the frühling of 1635—or would be when spring came in two more days.

****
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Grantville, July 1633 

Stephan Greiner was but a poorly paid and barely acknowledged cog in the machine that was the Schmucker and Schwentzel print shop. He wasn't a printer. He was a sales rep, and his job was to sell printing services and books. He was paid a basic retainer plus a commission on anything he sold. Unfortunately, printing was a very competitive business, especially in Grantville, where the guilds didn't hold sway, which explained why he was poorly paid. He wasn't married, but given his financial position that wasn't unusual. However, he did have a young woman with whom he had hopes, however faint, of marrying. Anna Margaretha Gall was five years his junior, and she was an employee at Grantville Canvas and Outdoor—one of Stephan's best customers.

He walked out of yet another store in Grantville with only a few orders for books. Where would he be without the Grantville Genealogy Club's Who's Who of Grantville Up-timers? It was the print shop's most successful publication, already into its second print run, with a third being planned. The commission on his latest orders would more than double his week's income. He screwed up his nose at the thought. The shops were placing orders for the new releases, and it would be a month before the next set of new releases. What was needed was something to catch the imagination of the buying public. Something that would have them going to the book shops in droves to buy books in numbers that would pay him enough to marry. Of course, part of the problem was the price of books. The Who's Who sold for five hundred and seventy-five dollars, unbound, and the cheapest books they were printing, reprints of up-time novels, retailed for twenty dollars. The stumbling block was the price of paper, and it wasn't getting any cheaper.

Stephan wandered over to the outdoor tables of the café and slumped into a chair. A quick perusal of the menu confirmed that prices had gone up again. Not that he'd ever really been able to afford to drink coffee, even without sugar.

"Can I help you, sir?"

"Herbal tea and a roll please," he told the waitress.

With his order placed, Stephan started to bring his order book up to date. It didn't take long, nor did it make for particularly good reading.

"The new paper isn't as good as rag, but at the price they're asking, the boss doesn't care."

Stephan had been contemplating the low probability of a life with Anna when he overheard that comment. He hadn't meant to listen, but he'd been aware of the group since they ordered coffee with their rolls. Now he was all ears as he struggled to hear the conversation going on behind his back. Then he caught the price the man's boss was paying, and he couldn't control his curiosity any longer. He turned around to look at the people sitting behind him. He didn't recognize either of them, but they looked like down-timers. 

"Excuse me, but I couldn't help overhearing you. Are you really are able to buy paper suitable for printing that cheaply?"

The man who'd had his back to Stephan turned to face him. "Who wants to know?" Daniel Krausold asked.

With a practiced flick of his hand Stephan presented the man with his business card. "Stephan Greiner, Schmucker and Schwentzel Print Shop."

Daniel looked up from the business card. "I'm Daniel Krausold, the Grantville Times, my friend is Christoph Heinz."

"The Spirits of Hartshorn Facility," Christoph said, naming the Gribbleflotz Laboratories ammonia production facility in WVCo.

Even before he knew what he was doing Stephan sniffed the air, raising a wry grin from Christoph. "I'm with packing and dispatch."

Stephan smiled an apology, even if he was sure he was catching a whiff of Spirit of Hartshorn, before turning his attention back to Daniel. "Where are you getting paper that cheaply? Or is that a trade secret?"

Daniel shook his head. "No. A couple of days ago Gottfried Spengler had an open day for all the newspapers where he demonstrated his new mill and handed out samples. The boss went and was really impressed. He was even more impressed when he found it took print at least as well as rag newsprint."

This was all very interesting, but Stephan hadn't got to the ripe age of thirty without being aware that there was always a catch. He asked for the catch to the cheap paper.

"It'll age badly, but as the boss said, who cares if their newspaper changes color after six weeks?"

"Do people keep newspapers that long?" Stephan asked.

"Of course not. That's why the boss has already placed orders for the new paper."

Stephan thanked his new friends for the information, and turned back to finish his tea and roll. What a difference a few minutes could make. He suddenly felt a lot better and fully intended stopping in to see Anna, just as soon as he had spoken to someone at the Grantville Times.

****

A few days later Stephan walked into the lioness' den with some trepidation. He could have gone to see Johann Schmucker or Friedrich Schwentzel, the two journeymen printers who'd started the print shop that bore their names, but at some stage he would still have had to present his idea to Frau Fröbel, the real driving force behind the success of the business. This way he only had to persuade one person of his idea and not three.

"Frau Fröbel, I have an idea I'd like to discuss with you," he said from the doorway.

"Well, don't just stand there, come in and tell about me this idea you have," Ursula Fröbel said.

Stephan entered and sat on the chair she pointed him to.

"Well?" Ursula prompted.

Stephan emptied the contents of his briefcase onto her desk before sliding a copy of the Grantville Times across to her.

Ursula picked it up, glanced at it, and then turned her eyes onto Stephan. "What am I supposed to be looking at?"

"That copy of The Grantville Times was printed on new paper that is much cheaper than the cost of the old newsprint." Stephan stopped there because he could see he'd plainly lost his audience. Not that he was worried. He had confidence in Ursula Fröbel's intelligence, and given the way she was gently fingering the paper the newspaper was printed on, he was sure she was seeing what he'd seen.

"Why haven't I heard about this new paper?" Ursula demanded.

Stephan shrugged. "I don't know, I'm in sales, not purchasing. But, it might be because Herr Spengler didn't think we'd be interested in his new newsprint."

"Spengler? Do you mean Gottfried Spengler, the man who used to run Heinrich Merkel's mill?"

"That's the name I was given, but I was also given to believe he was running his own mill."

Ursula nodded. "That's right. He's got that new mill on the road to Saalfeld. So, he's producing cheap newsprint? I wouldn't have expected that of him. He was always proud of the quality of the paper he made. So, if it's that much cheaper, what's the catch?"

"The paper is made from wood fibers and it turns a dirty yellow-brown color after six weeks or so."

Again Ursula nodded. "I think I understand why Gottfried might not have thought of us. Nobody is interested in news that is six weeks old. Of course, we do print broadsheets, and they could benefit from the cheaper paper. I shall have to have words with that young man."

Stephan had completely forgotten about broadsheets, and even about advertising flyers. Neither of which would provide him with much in the way of commission. No, what he'd been thinking of was books. His commission on them was much bigger. "I was thinking that maybe we could offer a line of very cheap books."

"Pulp fiction?" Ursula suggested. "Yes. I'm sure we could try some of our less popular titles in that format."

Pulp fiction was an up-time term used for a certain kind of cheap novel. They were easy reading, cheap, and had sold in enormous numbers up-time. "I was thinking we might also offer such publications as the Who's Who in the cheaper format."

They both paused for a few seconds to silently honor the Grantville Genealogy Club's Who's Who of Grantville Up-timers before Ursula voiced an objection. "We'd be cannibalizing our own market," Ursula said.

Stephan shook his head. "I don't think so. The fine edition printed on high quality rag paper is a prestige item that will always have a market, but its high price limits the size of the market. If we were to offer a cheaper edition, like the up-timers did with their hard-cover and paperback editions, we'd be covering both markets." He looked at Ursula expectantly.

She had gone from shaking her head to chewing her lip. That was always a good sign. It meant that she might progress to nodding her head. "We might lose some sales of the quality edition, but it is possible that a lot of people who wouldn't otherwise be able to afford the Who's Who might buy it."

Stephan decided to hit her with his greatest fear. "And, Frau Fröbel, if we don't make an edition available in a cheaper format, someone else might."

Stephan pretended he didn't hear the expletives Ursula muttered. Book piracy was a problem the up-timers still hadn't managed to stop. There were some copyright laws, but they always stopped at the border, and you couldn't stop someone across the border selling his pirated copies of your book to your customers via one of the multitude of mail-order catalogs that were springing up.

"Do you have any more good news?" she asked.

"This." He offered her a small sample of cardboard that had been sent round just that morning.

Ursula prodded and bent the cardboard before dropping it onto her desk. "And why is the person who is in sales, not purchasing, showing me a piece of corrugated cardboard?"

"I called in to see Herr Blume about a new design for his invoices and he showed me the new cardboard he was planning on making. He asked if I thought Schmucker and Schwentzel might be interested."

"And what did you tell him?"

"I promised to show it to you if he sent some samples." Stephan didn't have to say that if Schmucker and Schwentzel decided to buy the new cardboard that he would receive a present from Herr Blume. Such an arrangement was expected.

"And why should we buy it?"

"We are currently using cardboard products made from recycled rag paper. That," he pointed to the sample, "is made from the new newsprint. Herr Blume plans to start commercial production using recycled newsprint when it becomes available in sufficient volumes." The smile that blossomed on Frau Fröbel's face was encouraging. "Naturally, it will be a lot cheaper than the rag-based cardboard."

"As much of a difference as the pulp paper?" Ursula asked.

"I'm sorry, but not quite that cheap."

"Wolfgang is not going to be pleased if we stop buying from his supplier."

Stephan returned Frau Fröbel's smile. Wolfgang Diller was the print shop's purchasing officer, and no doubt he was receiving a present for every purchase from the current cardboard supplier. "But Herr Blume's cardboard will be significantly cheaper," he replied innocently.

"You're a bad boy, Stephan. Get back to work while I think about this new paper and cardboard."




September

When Stephan first started working for Schmucker and Schwentzel two years ago, Grantville Canvas and Outdoor had operated out of the basement of Tracy Kubiak's house on Mahan Run. Recently, much to the benefit of his poor legs, they had set up a new manufacturing facility in the industrial zone just outside the Ring Wall. He wasn't sure why they moved, but he certainly approved, as the new facility was on the regular tram route and he no longer had to make the three-mile hike along the road, or the shorter, but more strenuous route over the hills to get to the workshop.

He walked in to find Frau Kubiak's adopted down-time daughter bashing a pair of shoes against her desk. He stood watching silently as he tried to work out what she was doing.

[image: pointe shoes]An extra dozen or so blows later Richelle Kubiak finally realized Stephan was watching. "Pointe shoes. I'm conditioning them," she explained as she tried flexing the dainty little shoes.

Stephan actually knew what she was talking about. Schmucker and Schwentzel printed the programs for the Grantville Ballet Company's regular public performances in the Middle School's theater and as a token of appreciation for the low price the shop charged for the work, they were provided with free tickets to performances, which, as Anna liked to see the ballet, Stephan didn't pass on to anybody else. "Is Frau Kubiak about?"

"Mom's in the workshop. The heavy-duty overlocker has been acting up."

Stephan had fond memories of the heavy-duty overlocker. It was the machine Anna had been operating when they first met. "I'm sure Frau Kubiak will soon beat it into submission."

Richelle giggled at his joke. "You know the way. Just remember to grab a coat and ear protectors."

"Thank you." The coat was a simple blue hemp jacket that covered his clothes. He wasn't sure if he had to wear it to protect his clothes from the fluff and threads floating around the workshop, or to protect the fabrics being worked on from contamination from the outside world. The ear protectors were, he knew, almost essential, as some of the newer machines in the workroom were quite loud.

He could have found Frau Kubiak sooner, but he stopped to say hello to Anna first and make arrangements to meet later. When he arrived at the industrial standard overlocker, Frau Kubiak was in the final stages of reassembling it. She was smiling, which suggested the problem had been fixed. That was always good, because a client in a good mood was always easier to deal with.

"Hi, Stephan. Do you want to follow me into the office?" she said as she wiped her hands clean on some paper off-cuts. She gave instructions to the operator of the overlocker before leading Stephan to her office.

Tracy placed several pages on her desk and pushed them across to Stephan. "Those are what we want to show in the next catalog."

Stephan looked at the line pictures. "Do you want them produced exactly like that, or can Fabian put them on bodies?"

"How much more is that likely to cost?"

"The new technique he's been working on is actually cheaper than the old method, Frau Kubiak. And it encourages free drawing."

"Cheaper? Then it must be one of the few things getting cheaper in Grantville. Okay, you can let Fabian loose."

Fabian Schlitte was Schmucker and Schwentzel's seventeen-year-old engraver. The biggest thing about him was his ego, but even Frau Fröbel was willing to forgive him that because he was, if anything, even better than he thought he was. Not that anybody at Schmucker and Schwentzel would publicly admit that. Frau Kubiak had met Fabian when he was sketching dancers for a ballet program, and admired some of his work.

"I won't put it to him quite like that, Frau Kubiak. Now, this is what I think we should do for your new invoices . . ." the conversation turned to Tracy's printing requirements, and Stephan was able to join Anna for lunch with another order to his credit.

****

Stephan and Anna had been exchanging sweet nothings and silently staring into each other's eyes for most of the lunch hour when Richelle Kubiak walked past hand in hand with her and Tracy Kubiak's daughters. Anna waved to Leyna and Terrie, and both girls waved back. "Aren't they adorable?" she asked Stephan.

The two girls were about two years old, and as Anna had suggested, quite adorable. He thought about the chances of having children with Anna and sighed. "Yes."

"Richelle showed us the most beautiful photograph of her with Leyna the other day."

Stephan knew what was expected of him, and nodded. "I'll be sure to ask her to show it to me next . . ." Suddenly what Anna had said penetrated. For Richelle to suddenly have a photograph of her and her daughter, it had to have been taken recently. Stephan leapt to his feet. "Where is this photograph?" he demanded as he dragged Anna by the hand after Richelle and the children.

"I don't know," Anna said as she was dragged along. When they reached the entrance to Grantville Canvas and Outdoor she grabbed Stephan's hand and hauled back on it. "Stephan! What's got into you?"

He turned to look down into Anna's eyes. He ducked down his head and kissed her. "Photography. Someone is still taking photographs."

"And?"

Stephan hugged her. "I'll explain after I've spoken to Richelle."

****

The moment Stephan stepped out of Richelle's office Anna grabbed him and dragged him outside. "Well?"

Stephan sat down on the bench seat set up with a view of the river and pulled Anna down beside him. There was still too much space between them, so he put his arm around her and dragged her closer. "The photograph was taken by a family friend, a Frau Lettie Sebastian. Not only does she still have some up-time photographic supplies, she is also working on reintroducing photography."

"And?" Anna asked.

The confused expression on Anna's face was so appealing that Stephan leaned closer and kissed her. "Fabian claims that he knows how to make printing plates from photographic negatives."

"Oh!"

Stephan nodded. "If he can really make it work, it means we can make printing plates from up-time books without having to set the type, and we can reproduce images without Fabian having to spend hours delicately engraving the plates."




A few days later

Any protest Fabian Schlitte might have made about being dragged away from his work had been easily silenced with one word—photography. He'd begged for more information, which Stephan had refused to give, other than to say that he'd made an appointment to talk to a woman who might be able to help them.

The bus had dropped them off half a mile from the house they wanted, and they completed the walk in companionable silence. They were met at the door by an elderly up-timer.

"You'll be the boys from Schmucker and Schwentzel? I'm Lettie Sebastian."

"Frau Sebastian . . ." Fabian started to say.

"Please, just call me Lettie. Frau Sebastian makes me feel old."

"Lettie," Fabian said. "You can take photographs?"

Stephan was all ready to reprimand Fabian for his lack of manners, but Frau Sebastian didn't seem to mind. In fact, she'd already launched into a conversation with Fabian that went right over Stephan's head. He decided to let things take their natural path and settled down to listen and wait for any questions Frau Sebastian might have that Fabian couldn't answer. It was a long wait.

****

Fabian was bright and cheerful as they walked back down Gray's Run toward the nearest bus stop on Route 250.

"She and her husband were really into photography up-time," Fabian said. "Not only did they collect cameras and other photographic paraphernalia, they also had their own dark room. That's why she has the stuff I need for my research."

Stephan thought about correcting him and saying "we," but decided that would be petty. "So you will be able to make printing plates from photographs?"

"It's a simple step from the process I've been using to create illustrations for customers. Of course I'll need some new chemicals, and a carbon arc light."

"And then you'll be able to make printing plates of some of the up-time books?"

Fabian shook his head.

"No? But you said all you needed was access to photography," Stephan protested.

"And a supply of film. Lettie's supply of up-time film is limited, but she is working on making new film. Fortunately, her late husband was a re-enactor."

Stephan stared at him blankly. He knew what a re-enactor was. The military training he'd been forced to undergo as a member of the militia had been run in part by up-timers who'd been re-enactors, but what did soldiers have to do with photography?

[image: photographer]Fabian explained. "Herr Sebastian used to reenact as a Civil War photographer. He had all the equipment to do wet-plate photography."

"What's wet-plate?" Stephan asked before he could put a brake on his tongue. Naturally Fabian filled him in, in excruciating detail.

Eventually Fabian ran out of words. "And you can use this technique to make color plates?" Stephan asked, not without some trepidation, lest Fabian cut loose with yet another outpouring of information Stephan didn't really need.

"Only as long as I have access to Lettie's up-time supplies," Fabian said before entering into a particularly detailed explanation of the science of color sensitivity of emulsions. The gist of it was that any new photographic emulsions would need special dyes, which Lettie's friend, Celeste Frost, an up-time trained chemist, was currently working on, to make any new film anything like equally sensitive to most of the colors of the spectrum.

"Of course I'll be limited to still life, because you can't keep people absolutely still while you change the filters."

"Filters?" Stephan knew he was going to regret the question even as he uttered it. He was right. Fabian entered into a long and detailed description of how important filters were.

****

"How difficult is it going to be?" Johann asked when a couple of days later Fabian and Stephan presented their report of the meeting with Lettie Sebastian to Johann Schmucker and Ursula Fröbel.

"Well," Fabian started. "I'm going to need a carbon arc light source, a vacuum cleaner, some sheets of glass as flat as possible onto which I will have to draw half-tone grates, and a selection of chemicals."

"Nothing too expensive then," Johann muttered sarcastically.

"You're going to need electricity, and that means you'll have to set up in Grantville somewhere," Ursula said.

"Which adds more expense," Johann muttered.

Fabian nodded. "Stephan suggested we should try and work a deal with Herr Kindred of the Grantville Times."

"And why would Stephan make such a suggestion?" Ursula asked Stephan.

"Because if we can make printing plates from photographs, then the Grantville Times will want to use them too," Stephan said. "I'm sure Herr Kindred would be happy to share the research and development costs in order to be able to print photographs in his newspaper."

"I'll talk to him," Ursula said.




October

The photographic research laboratory of Schmucker and Schwentzel was set up in Lyle Kindred's garage, which had the necessary power for the carbon arc light.

Stephan, by virtue of being pushy and insisting that the technique offered new opportunities he could sell to clients, had a front row seat as Fabian presented his first printing plate made with the new technique. He was joined by Lyle Kindred and his senior pressman, Dice Clifford. They crowded around when Fabian placed the finished copper plate on the work table.

"It's a bit rough," Dice noted, "but for a first effort, it looks pretty good.'

"Can we see how it prints?" Lyle asked.

Fabian carried his copper sheet to the small proofing press they had installed in the laboratory, and while Dice inked it, he prepared a sheet of paper. A short time later the pair of them gently peeled off the completed print and laid it on the work table.

"It's not bad for a first attempt," Lyle said.

Stephan reached out a hand and patted Fabian on the shoulder in sympathy. They'd had such high hopes.

"There's not enough white," Dice said. "You need to leave it in the acid bath a little longer."

"You think that's all that's wrong?" Fabian asked.

Dice grinned. "It's a start. As soon as you get that right we'll find something else that's wrong."

"So we try it again." Fabian sighed and set up another treated plate to be exposed to the carbon arc light.




A few days later

Stephan stood at the door to the compositing room at Schmucker and Schwentzel and watched as the operators pounded away at their Treiber TypeSetters. The machines were a long way from being up-time lino-type machines, but they allowed the crew of a young female copy typist and three boys to set as much type in an hour as it would take eight experienced printers. Naturally, they were paid based on their skill levels, which were generally low, and not according to their productivity. The new machines were making it possible to produce more books and monographs at lower prices. Unfortunately, Schmucker and Schwentzel weren't the only print shop to have the new machines.

Stephan turned away from the door and headed for his tiny cubicle. There he sat down and checked the new offerings. They had secured the rights to Lettie Sebastian's catalog, and had a number of negatives they could use to produce covers for their paperback books. It gave the Schmucker and Schwentzel paperback imprint a point of difference, even if the image selected didn't always bear any relationship to what the book was about. The new covers were boosting sales and Stephan was laughing all the way to the bank. His hopes of being able to afford to marry Anna were rising every day. All they needed was a supply of the special chemicals needed to actually produce photographs so they could do color and they'd be off.

He slowly worked his way through his in-basket until he came across the message asking him to contact Lady Beth Haygood at the I.C. White Technical School about the Grantville Ballet Company 's scheduled performance of Nutcracker. Stephan didn't know the Americans used titles like that, and just like any down-timer wanting information about an up-timer, he decided to look her up in the library's copy of the Who's Who.

Of course that wasn't the Rudolstadt library, which did have its own copy, but rather Schmucker and Schwentzel's own library, which in addition to a selection of other books had at least one copy of everything they'd printed. He looked up Lady Beth Haygood and smiled when he saw that it was a name, not a title. How like the Americans to say how they didn't want a nobility, and then adopt their titles as names. He shut the Who's Who and returned it to its place. It was all very well knowing who Frau Haygood was, but why was she writing to him on behalf of the Grantville Ballet Company, Frau Matowski's baby? He shrugged. There was one sure way to find out. He headed for the post office to phone Frau Haygood and make an appointment to see her.

****

It was a walk of only a few miles from the print shop at the Rudolstadt end of the industrial zone to the high school just inside the Ring of Fire. It was commonly called the Grantville High School, but Stephan, who'd managed to sell them stationery, knew the official name, as stated on all of the stationery, was Calvert High School, just like the I.C. White Technical School where Frau Haygood worked, was typically referred to as either the Vo-Tech or Tech School.

"Hi, Herr Greiner. Lady Beth is expecting you," the young girl manning the reception desk said when he entered. She jumped to her feet. "Follow me."

Stephan was sure he knew the girl from somewhere, but it wasn't until he had observed the graceful way she glided down the hallway that he realized she was one of Frau Matowski's dancers. She'd obviously recognized him from when he'd attended performances, and by the time they reached Frau Haygood's office he'd managed to put a name to the shapely pair of jean-clad legs. "Thank you, Frau Haggerty," he said with a gentle bow.

"Herr Greiner to see you, Miz Haygood," Glenna Sue Haggerty announced before guiding Steven into the office.

"Thank you, Glenna Sue. Herr Greiner, please take a seat."

The door shut behind Glenna Sue, leaving Stephan in the room alone with Lady Beth. He broke the silence by turning immediately to business. "You asked to see me about printing a program for the Grantville Ballet Company?" he asked.

"That's right. For the New Year's Weekend season of Nutcracker."

"Season?" Stephan asked. "I thought it was just going to be a single performance."

"That was before Mary Simpson got involved," Lady Beth answered. "It is now going to be a season of three evenings and a Sunday matinee over New Year's weekend. And she's bringing a number of her friends to the premiere."

Stephan's whistle was spontaneous and unconscious. "People from Magdeburg are coming to Grantville to watch Frau Matowski's Nutcracker?" His mind was already rushing beyond printing a program and progressed to thinking about how many books could be sold to the visitors.

"That's what I said," Lady Beth confirmed. "And we'd like to present them with the best possible program, so that they go off with a very good opinion of ballet." She pulled a number of glossy booklets out of a drawer. "Bitty said you could borrow these."

It took a few seconds for Stephan to see beyond the quality of the paper and the printing and identify the booklets as up-time ballet programs. He flicked through them, admiring the quality of the printing and how well the photographs of the actors and scenes from the ballet had been reproduced. He carefully placed them back on Lady Beth's desk and reached for the satchel of samples he'd brought with him. "We can't do anything that good, but here is what we can do," he said as he laid down some of the best images Fabian had produced.

****

Stephan dawdled on the way back to the print shop. He'd been told to mockup a program as best he could based on the programs he'd been lent. He knew they could do the head and shoulder portraits of the cast, and Lady Beth had told him that they had commissioned Prudentia Gentileschi to paint a scene from the ballet, which he knew Fabian could reproduce using his new camera and fancy filters. The problem was doing scenes from the ballet.

Stephan had a light-bulb moment and quickly dug out the programs he'd been lent. They were all for performances of Nutcracker. If Fabian could reproduce a painting, surely he could reproduce some of those photographs. Then an even better idea struck him. Why stop at using them in the program? Surely the up-timers had to have some ballet-themed books that could be prepared for publication in time for the season of Nutcracker. They would have to push their translators hard, but if Fabian was already making printing plates of ballet scenes, surely they could use those same plates to print the cover illustrations?

Stephan continued the walk back to the print shop in a bit of a daze as he considered what he was proposing. Frau Fröbel was surely going to jump at the opportunity.




Friday December 30, 1633

The tickets to the premiere of Nutcracker were horrendously expensive, and Stephan had failed in his attempts to get hold of a couple of free tickets. He'd had to settle for tickets to the matinee, but that didn't mean he couldn't turn up to see the rich and powerful file into the auditorium, with their copies of the full-color program grasped in their hands.

They were nothing like as good as the up-time programs, but they were the best they could do with the materials they had. They were also new and unusual, and Schmucker and Schwentzel was the only print shop currently able to do such work. After tonight Stephan expected to be flooded with inquiries.




January 1634

Stephan started his post-ballet-season tour of the bookstores with a degree of trepidation. There had been massive orders for books, especially the new titles with the ballet-themed cover art in the lead-in to the season of Nutcracker. Now he was going to find out how good the sell-through had been. He was paid his commission on orders, and a good sell-through would mean more orders, whereas poor sales would result in returns, and even worse for Stephan, a reduction in new orders.

His first stop was the DiOn Book Shoppe. It was a small store run almost as a hobby by two up-time women, Cassie Difabri and Mary Rose Onofrio. He started there because Frau Onofrio was actually a Kubiak by birth, and thus related to Richelle Kubiak, which had made them a prime target for the new ballet titles.

He stepped into the little shop and was immediately confronted by the shop's ballet-themed display. Several copies of the posters that had been produced to advertise the season of Nutcracker surrounded a sadly-depleted book display. In pride of place in the middle of the display was a full-color reproduction of the painting by Prudentia Gentileschi that had been on the cover of the program. That had been the best of the posters, and had earned Stephan a nice commission. He quickly checked his order book to see how many books they'd ordered, and whistled. If their shelves were that bare . . .

"Hello, Mr. Greiner. Didn't they do well?"

Stephan reached out for Frau Difabri's hand and lowered his head to drop a kiss on it. If it had been Frau Onofrio saying that, she might have meant Richelle and the other dancers, but coming from Frau Difabri he knew she meant the titles. "You appear to be almost sold out."

Cassie smiled. "Yes. Of course, without the ballet to bring attention to the ballet-themed books, we won't be placing such a big order for them this time, but we'd like a few more of them. Oh, and can we get a bundle of the posters of Carl and Staci as Cavalier and Sugar Plum Fairy? We had a few people wanting to buy our display copies."

Stephan stared at the poster Frau Difabri was pointing to. It was the full-color reproduction of the Prudentia Gentileschi painting, and Stephan immediately realized they'd missed a trick. Of course they would have to negotiate a fee with Frau Gentileschi, but it looked like they might have a new line. "I will see what I can do. Would you like copies with or without the advertising?" he asked.

Cassie stared at the poster for a while. "Without I think. How much will they cost?"

****

Stephan still had a smile on his face when he presented his sales report to Frau Fröbel later that day.

"You're looking bright and cheerful today. Was the sell-through good?" Ursula asked.

"Sell-through for the ballet titles was over ninety percent," he announced. This was almost unheard-of for a book not sold by subscription, especially in such a short time frame, and Stephan was justifiably proud of his initiative.

Ursula smiled. "That's very good."

"And a number of outlets would like to order copies of the Prudentia Gentileschi poster, without the advertising."

[image: ballet]Ursula's brows shot up. "Posters of the painting?" She paused for a few seconds. "I'll have to talk to her agent."

Stephan nodded. "That's what I told everyone, but there seems to be a lot of interest." He paused to collect himself. "What other paintings could Fabian turn into posters?"

"I shall look into it," Ursula said. "I'm sure there must be something that will appeal to the market."

Ursula made some notes and then looked up and stared Stephan in the eye. "Schmucker and Schwentzel has done extremely well this financial year. Sales and profits are up, and we have a good list. We have decided that you need an assistant. As of today you will no longer be on retainer, but on salary as befits your new position as sales manager." She passed a letter across to him.

"Salary?" He looked at the letter. It was a formal offer of employment, laying down his new and quite livable salary, with profit sharing. It was a dream come true. With his new salary he could afford to marry Anna.

"You've earned it. Now why don't you take some time off to tell your young lady your good news?"

Stephan stumbled out of Frau Fröbel's office and out onto the street. The day seemed especially bright right now. He checked he still had the letter from Schmucker and Schwentzel, and confirmed that he had read the salary and conditions correctly. With a smile that put the sun to shame, he set course for the Grantville Canvas and Outdoor facility down the road.

****














Ein Feste Burg, Episode 11

Written by Rainer Prem




[image: Ein Feste Burg, Episode 11 banner]




Chapter 16: A Business Trip to Saxony




Jena Lokschuppen, Jena, Saxe-Weimar County 
November 1634

"We don't have enough tin," Wolfgang Hilliger said thoughtfully. "If we really want to build the first section to Weimar with bronze tracks, we need another—and bigger—furnace. And at least one more founder master."

"I know," Marshall Ambler answered. "The first shipload of tin we ordered in Cornwall has left Penzance harbor already, but at the moment I have no idea where it is, or if we'll ever hear anything about it. So I sent one of the duke of Saxe-Altenburg's factors to Zinnwald, but these Erzgebirglers seem to be a stubborn bunch." He grinned at Wolfgang, who was one of this bunch, too.

"They told him their next year's production was already sold to make the cannons Johann Georg of Saxony has ordered from Freiberg. This was new information for the state's government." Both men laughed.

The elector of Saxony had separated himself and his duchy from the CPE at the beginning of the war against the League of Ostend. Recently the rumors were flying that he had contacts with the Polish court to join the Rzeczpospolita, the powerful eastern European empire containing the nations that up-time had been Poland, Lithuania, Belarus and Ukraine, which the Americans called by the acronym of PLC. So everybody could smell the gunsmoke looming for next spring.

"How will that work?" Wolfgang asked, his brows furrowing again. "He doesn't have the money for these cannons. Will he pay the Freibergers—in other words Uncle Zacharias and Uncle Christian—with his worthless paper money?"

Marshall shrugged. "They'll have to take it. Nobody else is offering them any contracts right now, and I heard the harvest was bad in the Ore Mountains this year. They need to buy food for the winter, so they have to take Johann Georg's money."

"Hmmm," Wolfgang said. Then suddenly he smiled. "And there's certainly nobody on this world who has an interest to help them."

"Certainly we haven't," Marshall answered grinning. "That would be tortious interference, if we did that."

"What?" Wolfgang asked. His up-time English had further improved since summer, thanks to closer connections to a certain ESOL teacher. But this was a term he hadn't heard before.

"Nepotism, lobbyism, crony capitalism; our language is full of words describing bribery without naming it."

"Oh," Wolfgang said. "Is that what Nikki calls a 'sweetener'? I like that term."




On the road to Freiberg, near Oederan, Saxony 
December 1634

"Lift!" Wolfgang shouted, and followed his own command with all the men around. Slowly the ox cart moved a little higher.

"We've got it," Nikki Bourne cried. "Oh my God, we've got it."

She and her mother, Sydney Mase, had managed to put the spare wheel onto the axle. This was not easy in the whirling snow that filled the air and made even seeing the men around the collapsed wagon nearly impossible.

Collapsing was the word of the moment, but Wolfgang was there just in time to get Nikki in his strong arms before the young woman stumbled and fell. They kissed passionately until they heard an "Ahem" from behind.

"I don't want to interrupt young love," Sydney said. "But we are not completely out of the woods. Figuratively and literally." Even her voice was muffled by the falling snow.

She was right, but the rest of the action was a cakewalk. Since Wolfgang was the nominal leader of this expedition, he should lead by example. But the other men were already eagerly putting the heavy bags back on the wagon while the wagon master hammered a splint into the axle.

"This was our last spare wheel," he said to Wolfgang. "I hope we reach Freiberg tomorrow, but if we have another break, we'll lose another day building a new wheel."

They had already lost several days. Under normal weather conditions, the way from Jena to Freiberg could be traveled in five days. But these conditions were not normal. Snowfall before Christmas was unusual in central Germany and snowfall in this amount even more.

Later historians of the old timeline had called the winter 1634/35 one of the most severe in the seventeenth century. The storm that had drowned the North Sea coast in late October was only the first of a whole series between October and December. Of course, none of those historians left their wisdom in any book available in Grantville. So it had seemed a good plan to travel to Freiberg early in December and hopefully return before Christmas.

Fortunately, the experienced teamsters were still certain to be on the right track, although even for Wolfgang, who had grown up not far from here, it seemed that every boulder by the road looked the same.

They forced their way forward through the falling snow in the direction they assumed Freiberg to be. When they reached Oberschöna before dusk, Wolfgang heaved a deep sigh. They were still headed the right way, and this was an area he was familiar with.




Near Freiberg

[image: conversation]The next day the sky was clear, and the air bone-chilling cold. Nikki could see the impressive skyline of Freiberg against the blue sky. The cathedral—she shook her head. A Lutheran cathedral called St. Mary's was the town's largest building with its steep blue roof and two stout massive towers. But St. Petri's on the highest point dominated the town with its three slender towers. "Town" was not really the correct term for the formerly largest and richest city in Saxony. All the hills around were full of silver, which had brought enormous wealth to Freiberg in past centuries. Freiberg—Free Mountain—was nearly five hundred years old. But since the Spaniards started importing cheap American silver into Europe, the glamorous city was going to pot.

When they came closer, Nikki could see many of the houses were derelict. Wolfgang had told her about the devastation the troops of the imperial general, Heinrich Holk, had wrought in 1632 while Wallenstein was defeated in the Battle of the Alte Veste. The plague had entered the city on their heels. Fortunately, the disease had later driven the mercenaries out again, but another full third of the inhabitants had lost their lives. Less than ten thousand of the formerly thirty thousand-plus inhabitants were left now.

This kind of "down-sizing" in a mountain town like Freiberg meant more and more roofs of uninhabited houses—as steep as they were compared to the lowlands—collapsing from the snow masses in winter.

The snow now crunched under their feet and under the wheels of the ox carts entering the city through Peter's Gate. People appeared, peering at the wagon train through the doors of their houses, but closed them quickly to keep the cold out.




Petersgasse, House #123

[image: coat of arms]Shortly afterward, Wolfgang ordered the convoy to stop, and turned left to an enormous archway of red sandstone. A coat of arms showing a bear holding a drafting compass was painted above the gate.

The gate was closed, and Wolfgang bumped on it with his fist. After a while, a small door opened in the gate and a teenaged boy suspiciously eyed the crowd of people standing there.

"Who—" he started, but then cried, "Wolf! Mama, Bastian, come quickly! Wolf is back!" He jumped in Wolfgang's arms and hugged him.

"Micha, calm down," Wolfgang said. "Come on, we'll open the gate first."

Together they lifted the big bar on the inside of the gate, and the caravan was soon through the archway and into the large yard.

There Nikki saw a middle-aged woman approaching from one side, a young man from the other.

"Wolfgang," the woman said beaming, and opened her arms.

"Mama," Wolfgang said and hugged her. "It's good to see you. And Bastian and Micha, too."

Then he turned, and took Nikki by the hand. "Mama, this is Nikki. Nikki, this is my mother."

"Good morning, Frau Hilligerin," Nikki said.

"Ah, bah," Wolfgang's mother said. "Give me a hug and call me Mama."

****

"I've heard of you 'up-timers,' " Katharina Hilligerin said, while the family—including Nikki and Sydney—sat around the large kitchen table, drinking hot tea. "But I haven't heard about any of you coming to Freiberg."

"I hadn't even heard of Freiberg," Sydney said, "before I met Wolfgang. When they talk about Saxony, they mention only Leipzig or Dresden. It’s like the Thuringians don't even know that Freiberg exists."

"The Saxon electors and their families are buried here in the cathedral and not in Dresden. Under brass panels cast by our family," Sebastian, Wolfgang's brother, added proudly.

"Sydney," Wolfgang said laughing. "You should hire Bastian as your guide for the big city tour. He knows the history of every stone in Freiberg."

"You must see Elector Moritz's monument. It's impressive," Sebastian said eagerly. "And the bells in the cathedral, and the Golden Gate—"

"That's enough for now," his mother stopped him firmly. "I'm sure there are more important things to do than sightseeing. Wolfgang is certainly not just here to show his home town to Nikki and Sydney." She looked questioning at her oldest son.

"You're right, Mama," Wolfgang agreed. "I need to talk with Uncle Zacharias, Uncle Christian, and Uncle Jonas—all of them, if possible, at once. What do you think about inviting them with their families for dinner tonight?"

"Wolf!" This was the first time his mother used his intimate name. "Do you know how little food we have in the town? We can't invite them to a feast."

"Mama," Wolfgang answered smiling. "What do you think we have brought in our wagons? A load of silver ore? I'm sure we've got something better.

"And I must talk to the leader of the Committee of Correspondence here, this guy called 'Der Löwe.' "

"You're talking to her," his mother answered smiling.

Wolfgang's mouth gaped. Then he slapped his forehead. "Oh, my God, I should have known!"

Looking into the puzzled faced of Nikki and Sydney he explained. "It's Mama's maiden name. Katharina Löwe. And since Papa's death in 1629, she has fought for our family like a lion." He smiled.

"Not that Freiberg needs a CoC as badly as the lowland towns. Each and every person in this town was free from the beginning in the twelfth century. You can't really distinguish the nobles from the commoners. In fact our family was ennobled in . . ." He frowned.

". . . 1521," his brother completed. "Great-grandfather Martin. You should know that."

Wolfgang looked embarrassed. "I never was a bookworm."

"Too right!" Nikki added.

Laughter shattered the kitchen.

"But nobody ever used the 'von' in our family," Wolfgang continued after the laughter had died down. "In Freiberg, you make your money with the work of your hands. If you are good at it, you'll become rich. And if you are rich, you become a patrician. No matter if you work in the mountain or above."

"Oh, we do need a CoC," his mother interjected firmly. "Some people here are as filthy as the lowlanders. And we don't want to get the plague again. We have struggles with the guild masters, rather normal for a CoC, as I heard. However, we don't work against the city council. We coordinate our tasks in weekly meetings with Mayor Schönleben."

"Whose family was ennobled in 1494," Sebastian completed.




The Hilliger House 
The same evening

"The dinner was delicious," Zacharias Hilliger, the oldest of Wolfgang's three uncles said. "What do you call these strips made from—um—Kartoffeln?"

"The up-timers call them 'French Fries,' " Wolfgang answered. "But the Thuringians have, of course, renamed them 'American Fries.' This year's potato harvest was excellent, and soon they will be on the menu of the Freedom Arches, where they are called 'Freedom Fries.' "

The men had retired to have a beer and a talk in confidence.

"It's one of the reasons," Wolfgang continued, "why I wanted to speak to you all. I've heard how bad the crop harvest was, and potatoes should be a good replacement."

"But it's too late in the year now," Christian Hilliger, the middle of the uncles, a cousin of the other two, interjected.

"Not at all. We have enough of them in Thuringia. I have brought forty Zentner with me and bought an option on four hundred more Zentner. And there's still much more for sale in the cellars. That should ease the fate of Freiberg a little."

"If we manage to get them into town." Jonas Hilliger, the youngest uncle, was Wolfgang's only relative not involved in foundries. He was a very successful merchant.

"That will be your job, Uncle Jonas. I believe the teamsters I hired will not complain about getting pairs of bronze skis under their wagons to turn them into sleighs. It seems this winter will be long and cold, as early as it started.

"Bringing potatoes to Freiberg and taking tin on the way back will give them an enormous profit in the normally sleepy time of the year."

"But we'll need that tin," Gabriel protested. He was just twenty, Wolfgang's cousin, but since his father's death last year the head of his branch of the Hilliger family.

"For what?" Wolfgang asked. "For the cannons that Bierjörge has ordered? Has he paid you yet? Will you get silver or only worthless paper?"

The three founders frowned.

"And how often do you think they will be able to fire with these pieces before Torstensson's artillery beats them to rubble? Based on the stories about Breitenfeld and the Lech, I'd bet on at most two rounds."

The frown deepened. Founders always wanted to be proud of their work, and expecting it getting shattered in the first battle—which was very likely, judged by the Swedish artillery's reputation—was nothing to be taken lightly.

"But he will force us, if we don't cast his pieces," Christian said anxiously.

"If—this is a big if—you're still here."

"What?" the three said in unison.

Wolfgang grinned. "What would you think about closing down the foundries for, say, two years? Until this storm is over. Moving to greener pastures in the meantime?"

"What exactly are you suggesting?" Zacharias asked suspiciously.

"This." Wolfgang took sheets of paper from a bag in the corner.

They contained contracts for the two founder masters to cast the tracks for the Jena-Eisenach railroad company. Now Wolfgang had to explain what the words "railroad" and "track" meant, and what an "Eisen"bahn did with bronze tracks.

"A path made of bronze for a draft team made of iron, dragging several wagons at a time full of people and goods," Zacharias summarized thoughtfully.

"But half a guilder per Zentner is not very much," Christian said. "The elector pays three and a half."

"For cannons," Wolfgang answered. "Only if you have proved that they survive three shots. In Dresden. Or has he changed his conditions?"

The two masters shook their heads.

"See? So you build a mold." Wolfgang started to count his fingers. "You pay for the ingredients to bake the core. You pay for the wood to heat the oven. You pay for your journeymen; you feed your apprentices. You wait until the piece is cold. You drill the bore. Then you make the trip with the cannons to Dresden, you pay for the balls and the gunpowder, and perhaps get nothing at all if he's too drunk to remember the contract. Or you get some worthless pieces of paper.

"Have I forgotten anything?"

The two masters shook their heads again.

He pointed. "As opposed to these contracts. All material is free. Journeymen and apprentices are free. You cast a track. Then the next, then the next. Each track will be checked by our 'quality assurance.' You won't lose any time."

He took a deep breath. "The railroad from Jena to Weimar is about a hundred thousand feet, make it hundred and fifty for switches and sidetracks."

He could see his uncles doing mental math. Fortunately, he had the number at hand.

"That's more than twenty thousand guilders. Paid in USE dollars or Silberthaler, whichever you like more. How does that sound? How many cannons would you have to cast for this profit?

"And have you checked the fine print?"

Each contract had an accompanying sheet of paper with more conditions.

"Here: free board and lodging for you and your family. Free lessons in English and up-timer methods, if you'd like. In addition, Zacharias, good schools for your three girls. Oh, and perhaps a wife for our bachelor boy Christian." He slapped the shoulder of his unmarried uncle.

"The latter is not part of the contract, but from my experience," he chuckled, "very likely."

"But speaking of wives," Zacharias interjected. "When are you and Nikki going to be married?"

****

"Take the biggest potatoes, cut them in two directions lengthwise, and then put them into the hot oil. Do it carefully or the oil will spray." Sydney demonstrated professionally while she was explaining. Three women and six girls around her followed her quick moves with open mouths.

When Nikki had told her the idea of bringing potatoes to Freiberg, Sydney had immediately agreed. She had arrived in Jena two weeks before the planned departure, and talked to the managers of the Freedom Arches—plural, no less than three of them had opened in the overcrowded university town—about the feasibility of putting potatoes on their menu.

The harvests of the years 1632 and 1633 had been nearly completely used up for seed potatoes. The Thuringian princes had supported the American Granges by convincing their tenants to supply fields for these crops. A few potatoes had always been handed out on special occasions and mouths had started watering.

Now the 1634 harvest was a full success. After taking away ten percent for the 1635 seed, an enormous quantity had been available for sale. Much more than the people in Thuringia were willing to try, in spite of the still not-exactly-excessive food supply. The superstition of the "Devil's Root" was too deep, and bad publicity by millers and bakers added their share of repulsion.

In the original timeline, Germany had faced the same problems. Then the Prussian king had soldiers standing guard around the first potato fields, and thus tricked his hungry but unwilling subjects into stealing the vegetables they wouldn't have eaten otherwise.

The Thuringians were far from that desperation, but on the other hand, there were institutions which could distribute the potatoes among the people. If they could sell them at affordable prices. And this was what Sydney was researching now in the big kitchen of the Lokschuppen.

Boiling potatoes and mashing them was one thing. Some combinations were easily doable. On the other hand, it took time, and once cooked, they couldn't store mashed potatoes for long in the Arches.

All kinds of fried potatoes were fine, too. Hash browns, or home fries, made in large pans with small amounts of fat or lard, were nice. All the managers concurred.

"And what about these American fries?" Hans Rörich, manager of the "Rose," the historical watering hole of Jena's students, asked. "Everybody who tried them calls them the 'climax of potato cuisine.' "

"You can use rendered beef fat or lard for deep frying," Sydney answered. American fries, they call them? Interesting political statement instead of French. "Or various plant oils. So what kind of plant oil do you have?"

"Plant oil instead of fat?" Hans asked. "Are you sure? We only burn it in lamps."

Oh my, it'll be a long time before we can talk about omega-3 fatty acids. "Some plant oils are incompatible with human digestion. Original canola for example."

"What?" was the unison reply.

"Oops. That's an up-time term. It was originally called rapeseed—um—Raps, I think."

"That's the modern variant of Rübsen," Johann Kehr said. The chief cook of the Lokschuppen had spent some time in northern Germany and in the Netherlands. "They are grown in Holland, because they contain more oil than the old plants. But the oil tastes horrible."

"What I said," Sydney agreed. "It took a long time to breed them for human use. I think the Grange people are working on this. We might send them a radiogram.

"But in the meantime, we must try what we have."

"What about walnut oil?" Hanna Kimmel asked. "It's affordable; not as cheap as fat, but we can get some barrels."

"Sunflower oil?" This was Magdalena Kimmel, Hannah's younger sister, the third Arches manager. "There was a French merchant in town last week offering it. I think it was even cheaper than walnut oil."

"What about linseed oil?" Hans Rörich asked. "It's normally used for oil paints. It's rather cheap, but I have no idea how it tastes."

"Best we scan the market for all of them," Sydney said. "I need some barrels for Freiberg. And perhaps you can talk with your wealthy sponsors." She grinned deviously. "Wouldn't it be a gorgeous political statement to sell them as 'Freedom Fries'?"

****

"Wait, until the slivers aren't bubbling any longer. And then out with them."

The fries landed on a big plate.

"We use a mixture of salt and red pepper to season them. But salt is enough if you've got nothing else."

Little Anna Charitas was the first to grab a fry, flinching from the heat, but then she quickly devoured it. The other girls and women followed suit.

"And they are definitely not poisonous?" Anna, Zacharias' wife, asked suspiciously inspecting the sliver in her hand.

"Half of Thuringia would be dead by now," Sydney laughed. "They spread like wildfire this year. Potatoes can be grown on the ground that the farmers had lying fallow. They don't need to have them threshed and ground before usage. The farmers around here will love them, too."

"And we'll serve them in the Freedom Arches," Katharina, firmly as always, stated. "Sydney, this iron stove you brought, is wonderful. It will certainly be an eye-catcher in the Arches."

She turned to her relatives. "So I expect all of you next week for kitchen police."

The girls nodded with full mouths.

"If we use the big potatoes for these 'Freedom fries,' what can we do with the smaller ones?" Maria, widow of Gabriel, the oldest brother, asked.

"Apart from keeping them for seed potatoes?" Sydney turned and fished a book out of her handbag. "Here is my copy of Das Kartoffel-Kochbuch. My group, Friends of the Red Barn Museum, owns the copyright on the German translation. So you can give it to a local printer to publish it. It contains over three hundred recipes. I suggest you try mashed potatoes with sauerkraut and salt meat. It's easy to make, even in large amounts."

"But," Maria interjected, "speaking of big banquets. When will the wedding be?"

****

"Freiberg will perhaps encounter another 'silver age,' if there's peace in Europe, and the electronics industry sells thousands of computers a year. But I'd rather expect the latter to happen than the former."

Sebastian could see the two boys and the two young men eyeing Nikki as if she were speaking Japanese. Well, he was also not certain what Wolf's intended wanted to tell them, but he decided to show an interested look and nod.

"The Ore Mountains will be lucky, if no armies use them as highways. But their role as a mining center will diminish further. So you'll need other business models around here."

She opened a big trunk, and took out some small figures.

"Do you think you could make these?"

The boys and young men took the figures in their hands.

Sebastian looked at the wooden man with colored clothes and a lever on its back. "Is this an instrument of torture?" He put a finger into the figure's large mouth and moved the lever. "Ouch!" The others laughed.

"No," Nikki said. "It's a nutcracker. Normally you put a nut in the mouth."

"In Ordnung," Sebastian said slowly, still wondering what Nikki intended. "It's simply wood, very lush colors, very smooth. But what's the meaning?"

"Look at its sole," Nikki told him.

A little piece of paper was fixed to the sole.

"Seiffen, Erzgebirge," Sebastian read. "Really? Seiffen is that tin mining town near the Bohemian border. I never heard that they make this kind of figure there."

"Not yet," Nikki said. "It has not yet started. In the world we came from, the Ore Mountains were the center of the world's production of Christmas goods. There are houses in Grantville full of nutcrackers, incense smokers, rotating pyramids and candleholders. All from around here."

[image: toys]"Christmas goods?" Sebastian was still wondering. "Do you want to tell me, you up-timers came from America to Seiffen only to buy some toys and decoration for Christmas?"

"And the other way around. They sold their products all over the world. The old Grantviller I got these from bought some of them on his vacation in Germany, and some in a shop in Fairmont."

"They are easy to carve," Michael, Wolfgang's teen-age brother, stated. "But they are so round and smooth."

"Turned on a lathe," Johannes, one of the cousins, interjected. "Ground, and then painted and lacquered. No technical problem. But we're bell founders. Why should we make wooden puppets?"

"Perhaps something different would suit you better," Nikki said and again dived into the big trunk. Then she handed them other kinds of figures. Smaller. Made of metal, but nevertheless painted in the same colors as the wooden ones.

[image: soldiers]"Cute!" Johann Paul shouted. Jonas Hilliger's only child was the youngest among them. "But why do they have these colors?"

"These are soldiers." Nikki could see the incomprehension in the others' faces. "From up-time," she explained. "The Prussians had a king in the eighteenth century who gave all his soldiers these colorful uniforms."

"And the material?" Johannes asked, weighing one of the figures in his hands. "Is this made from lead?"

"And tin," Nikki confirmed. "You should have that around here."

"But," Sebastian demanded. "What profit can we have from making such a figure?"

"Not a figure. Soldiers," Nikki said. Waited. Looking into puzzled faces. "Companies. Battalions. Regiments. Thousands of them from one mold. The legend says that the next French king owned ten thousand of them. Nuremberg would have been the center of the world's production, but they haven't yet started mass production."

"I understand," Johannes said. "Do you think we should make these?"

"Not you alone," Nikki explained. "The whole of the Erzgebirge. Especially unemployed miners, as soon as more mines are closed down. The demand for silver will go down farther. More and more banks are issuing paper money backed by trust instead of silver. Cannons will be made from steel in the future, so less copper and tin will be needed. And so on."

Sebastian was frowning. "It will not be easy to persuade them. Miners have their pride. But if you can convince the farmers to plant these devil's roots, perhaps this horse will learn to sing, too."

The others were looking at him in puzzlement, but Nikki knew that Old Persian legend, too, and laughed.

"And speaking of horses," Sebastian continued. "When are you and Wolfgang going to be married?"

****

"Ma," Nikki said in the darkness. The guests had left, and Nikki and Sydney had retired to their bedroom. They huddled together against the cold. German bedrooms weren't usually heated, and this one was especially chilly. "The boys asked when we would marry."

"Yes," her mother answered. "The women, of course, too."

"We haven't spoken about marriage. We haven't done more than kissing and hugging."

"But the customs in this time and place are different. You two are going steady now. For the people here, that means you will marry. Sooner, not later."

Sydney felt Nikki breathe heavily. She could understand her daughter. Nikki had always been the flirty, but distant, type. When Marshall Ambler had put her together with Wolfgang on a professional basis, it was the first time her daughter had been forced to spend some time alone with a man.

Sydney smiled in the dark. Fortunately, Nikki couldn't see her face. Wolfgang was a fine figure of a man. If she were ten years younger, she, Sydney Mase, divorced mother with two children, would certainly try to get him in her bed. Hogwash! She would try regardless of the age difference, if he were free. It was easy to fall in love with this guy.

"I'm sure, he'll propose to you tomorrow." Sydney felt Nikki stop breathing. "Forced by his relatives. He's too honorable not to. Better be ready with an answer."

"Ma!"

"Yes, my dear?"

"I'm too young."

"Hey, that's my line." Sydney laughed.

"Why don't you say it?"

"It's not correct. The fact that you've been going with him for three months now and are still not pregnant says enough about your maturity."

"Or his," Nikki protested. "He never tried."

"Did you try?"

"No."

"See? But we should sleep now." That will give her food for thought for a while . . .

****

It had been a long time since Wolfgang had helped his mother in the kitchen.

"Mama," he said slowly, while putting the stoneware into the cupboard.

"They have asked you," his mother firmly stated, "when you will be married." Then she smiled. "The women have asked, too."

"Nikki is something special. A precious gem. I don't know if I deserve her."

"For me she looks very alive, and in love. Not like a stone." She chuckled.

"Mama! You know what I mean."

"Not in the least." Now Katharina was solemn. "She's a normal young woman, not really different from your cousins. And being self-confident without being rude is a role model for them. You don't need to put her on a pedestal. Take her in your arms and keep her."

"It's not how she behaves. It's where she comes from, what she is."

"Do you have resentments because she's a commoner and we are nobility?"

"Mama! Can't you be serious?"

"Wolf, my son, I have heard and read much about these up-timers before I met them. And how she and her mother behave matches exactly those descriptions.

"They are people like you and me. Well, the two are women like me." She laughed. "More knowledge, but no patronizing. If you compare her with a gem, you two are a matching pair. She has the fancy up-timer cut, and you are uncut. Different in appearance, but—" She put her hand on his heart. "—the same inside.

"You belong together."




The next morning

Hot broth for breakfast was certainly the right thing after the cold night. Nikki took the cup in two hands and slowly slurped. She was tired. The night hadn't been restful. Too many thoughts had been flitting through her mind. If Ma was right, Nikki's life was about to change—no, turn upside-down—today.

She looked sideways to Wolfgang at the other side of the table. He was silent. They had greeted each other with a passionate kiss this morning, but not spoken much. He seemed to be deep in thought, his fingers playing with a something hanging around his neck.

Katharina and Sydney's approach from the cooking stove with two large pans yanked her out of her thoughts. The two women had fried hash browns, and something else.

"It's called Strammer Max," Sydney said. "A Saxon specialty from the twentieth century." Bread, butter, ham and a fried egg rather fell into the "feast" category, but ham could easily be replaced with cheaper sausage for the menu in the Arches.

"And I'm not going to tell you what 'Strammer Max' originally meant," Sydney said giggling.

Four female and six male eyes turned quizzically to her, but she only smiled mysteriously and sat down.

"Nikki," Wolfgang suddenly said. Nikki flinched. His voice sounded solemn and a little insecure. She looked up from her plate and directly in his dark brown eyes.

Out of the corners of her eyes, she saw her mother gave her thumbs up from the other side of the table. Nikki flushed.

Wolfgang cleared his throat and started again. "Nikki, I—" He stopped.

Sydney started to laugh. She obviously tried to regain composure, but then even started to cough. Katharina helped her with a cup of broth.

"Please, Wolfgang," she gasped. "Not again!" and put her hands firmly on her belly.

Wolfgang turned around to her, frowning, but then started to laugh, too. "Yes, Sydney, you're right. I won't repeat the same scene again. One spilled cup of tea is enough."

Then he turned back to Nikki.

"Nikki Bourne, will you—" This time he was interrupted by a hot kiss Nikki planted on his mouth. Her nerves didn't allow her to wait one second longer.

"Yes, I will!" she shouted and kissed him again.

Everyone else applauded.

After the two had finally separated, Wolfgang pulled at a cord around his neck and produced two rings.

"Nikki, it's our family's tradition for me to give you a bronze ring I made myself. But these ones are special. I made them from the best steel bronze I’ve been able to make so far."

Nikki knew why he said that. The day Jakob Grimmelshausen had interrupted their class about steel bronze, the same day Wolfgang had traveled to her mother in Grantville, was also the same day her lover-to-be knocked at her door in the women's dormitory very late.

She had opened her door dressed in her nightgown, seen a peculiar expression on his face, and suddenly knew exactly what he was about to say. Her next conscious memory had all her neighbors standing in the corridor, and clapping their hands, while Wolfgang’s kiss still burned on her lips.

"The stone in your ring is a sapphire that came from up-time like you. Fixed with silver wire from Freiberg."

Nikki's thoughts returned to the here and now. "Wolfgang, I love you," she whispered, her eyes watering.

"Since our family also is deeply anchored in the tradition of Martin Luther," he continued, his eyes, his wonderful dark brown eyes, still adamantly fixed on hers, "nothing speaks against marrying here and now." He nodded to the others. "There are enough respectable witnesses."

Nikki held her breath. That was something she hadn't thought of. Yes, down-time marriages didn't require an official. Her thoughts were somersaulting. She saw Wolfgang hesitating. Her surprise certainly showed on her face.

He cleared his throat again. "If that is too fast for you—"

"Um, no," Nikki croaked. Then she laughed. "Everybody thinks the people from the Ore Mountains are even more hillbilly-ish than we West Virginians. Slow thinking, slow decisions. But you just proved them wrong."

She took a deep breath, and then she grabbed the bigger ring from Wolfgang's hand. "Who goes first?"

"Nikki Bourne, I take you as my wife." He put the ring on Nikki's finger.

"Wolfgang Hilliger, I take you as my husband." With a vigorous push, she put the ring on his finger.

"Three cheers for the couple," Michael shouted and clapped his hands accompanied by the two smiling mothers and his older brother.

While congratulations appeared from all sides, Nikki suddenly had only one thing in her mind. "Wolfgang, my husband," she purred. "Are all your bedrooms as cold as the one we spent last night in?"

She saw Wolfgang frowning. He opened his mouth to answer, but then interrupted himself. A very broad grin appeared on his face. "Nikki, meine Frau," he said. He rose and with no visible effort picked up his newly married wife in his arms. "I'll show you mine."




Office of Freiberg's Superintendent 
Two days later

"I must admit," Abraham Gensreff, Superintendent in Freiberg, said, "I have never seen this kind of birth certificate before."

Grinning and pointing with his finger, he continued, "And the date on this certificate would certainly have me call the town watch three years ago.

"But this certificate of baptism still makes me wonder. Disciples of Christ?" he read haltingly. Then he looked quizzically in the up-timers' direction.

"Our church," Sydney explained, "was founded in 1801. It has English Presbyterian roots. The ELCA, the Evangelical Lutheran Church in America acknowledges us as a free Protestant church. We never had any trouble with them, partly because we are really open about anything but doctrine. And naming our church after people . . ."

"Hmmm," the superintendent said. "The latter reminds me of our investigation with that Johann Regius we had in 1631."

Balthasar Wagner, Archdeacon in Freiberg, nodded. "We could not prove that he was a Calvinist, but denying the name of Martin Luther for our church was hard to digest."

"In fact," Gensreff continued while rising from his seat, "speaking frankly, all of you 'up-timers' are either heretics or heathens.

"No," he said, lifting his hand when he noticed that Sydney was about to interrupt him. "Please don't get me wrong. This is not an accusation, it's a simple fact."

He started pacing up and down, his hands clasped behind his back. "All I have read about you—and up to now, many letters and articles from different sources arrived here—makes clear that your understanding of belief widely differs from our own.

"Even those of you who call themselves Lutherans or even Catholics are thorns in the side of their respective churches here."

"But, Papa, how long will it take to change?" David Gensreff, the Superintendent's son, student in Wittenberg and at home for Christmas vacation, asked. "The new ideas even stir up the pope and the cardinals in Rome, as much as our own professors of theology and church leaders.

"In Wittenberg our theological discussions in the evenings—" He was interrupted by a broad laughter of the two older theologians. A student of theology using the term "discussions in the evening" was an oxymoron.

David flushed. "We do not only drink!"

Then he grinned sheepishly. "Not only! Well, I must admit that the new situation has changed our subjects drastically. We do discuss the up-timers' influence on our church in the taverns. And our discussions mostly revolve around 'Why not?' Why not have female pastors, for example?"

"Not in my lifetime!" his father contradicted forcefully. Then heaved a deep sigh and smiled. "I leave that to your generation."

Then he turned back to Sydney and Nikki. His face was solemn again. "I've gotten headaches since I heard of you and your plans. Not because you're a Disciple of Christ. Martin Luther wrote that for a Christian it doesn't matter if his wife is Turkish, a Jewess, heretic or a saint.

"A wedding is no sacrament, but marrying you in public means sanctioning it. And that, in turn, could strain our relations with the electoral court in Dresden enormously.

"Yes, I know that's politics. But as the superintendent I must take that into account, too."

Jonas Schönleben had been silent up to now. But Freiberg's mayor had nodded approvingly from time to time. "Abraham," he piped up. "I can only repeat what I told you yesterday in the Ratskeller: To hell with Bierjörge! You perhaps don't know what the encyclopedia has about him. But this young man’s mother rubs it in at any given opportunity. In that other world, the elector made peace with the imperials soon after Gustav Adolph's death. He sold our belief for three bishoprics, not much better than thirty pieces of silver, if you ask me."

"I didn't ask you. You can leave the biblical quotations to me," Gensreff replied frowning. "I'm the professional here."

He sat down and turned to Nikki.

"On the other hand, Frau Hilligerin." Now he smiled. "My wife and my daughters would kill me if I'd spoil your love. You've got a kind of reputation in Freiberg."

"A small, discreet wedding," Wagner suggested.

Nikki frowned, but Gensreff laughed. "We've not yet posted the banns, but I already fear St. Petri is not large enough. All the women from all the patrician families have already contacted my poor wife Marie to get the wedding date."

He pointed to Schönleben. "And your Anna was first as far as I know."

He shrugged and turned back to Nikki. "But you can do something for me."

He took a small booklet from his desk and handed it to Nikki. "Would you mind reading the questions and answers of Martin Luther's small catechism?"

Nikki nearly choked while she browsed through the pages. "Don’t tell me, you want me to memorize them and give you the correct answers?"

Gensreff smiled. "We require this from our confirmands. But they've got years to learn them."

"Which—" Wagner interrupted him, "—was rather futile in Wolfgang's case."

The burly founder flushed and sunk down in his chair.

"If I remember correctly," Wagner continued. "You had a cheat sheet, and nevertheless stumbled over—what was it?"

"The fifth commandment," Wolfgang mumbled.

The two women scrutinized him with cold eyes.

"Not the text," he tried to explain. " 'Du sollst nicht töten!' is simple enough. But the explanation. Before the whole parish. I—" He stopped.

Now everybody laughed—except Wolfgang.

Nikki gave him an assuring slap on the shoulder. "Don't fret about it. You don't have to prove your knowledge any longer."

"And you don't need either," Gensreff said to Nikki. "Read the texts, contemplate them, and then we'll talk about them. Just you and me, and your forgetful husband.

"And you can help me with another point." His forefinger pounced on the birth certificate. "How old are you?"

Nikki's brows furrowed. "I was born December 6, 1984. The Ring of Fire happened on April 2, 2000 and transferred us to May 25, 1631, Gregorian calendar. So I'm physically just under nineteen, but we still have our birthday parties at the original dates, and we celebrated my nineteenth birthday on December 6, 1634."

The superintendent thoughtfully shook his head. "That's not easy for you all."

"If calculating one's age was the most difficult thing," Sydney commented, thoughtful herself. "We were happy. Unfortunately . . ." She let the rest of the sentence hang.




St. Mary's Lutheran cathedral, Freiberg 
Tuesday, December 27, 1634

Wolfgang was standing in the vestibule of St. Mary's, Sebastian at his side, waiting for Nikki to arrive. It was up-time custom; the bride's father—or in this case her mother—leading the bride down the aisle was new for Freiberg, but Gensreff had not objected.

[image: cathedral]But Sydney had been shocked when Gensreff said "No" to the wedding at the altar. For the Lutherans here it reminded them too much to the Catholic belief of wedding being a sacrament. No, here in Freiberg weddings were done under the arch of the Golden Gate outdoors in summer, and in the anteroom of the cathedral in winter.

As soon as the banns were published, congratulations from all sides arrived. From Freiberg's patrician families, the guilds, the Knappschaften, and other dignitaries. Since the Hilliger family didn't want to send the wrong signals in Freiberg's tense food situation, they had publicly announced that no big feast would be held now, but they intended to have a big American-style barbeque next summer.

And they also invited everyone to join the wedding ceremony that in fact had to be transferred from St. Petri's, the home parish of the Hilligers, to St. Mary's which had more than thrice the space. The space was now filled up to the narrow gallery that circled the enormous three-aisled hall. Only the elector's loge was empty. Well, nobody in Freiberg seemed to be unhappy that Johann Georg didn't attend.

Then the trombone choir behind the altar began to play. On a visit in Grantville, some music enthusiast had lamented when he heard Wolfgang came from Freiberg, that the "famous Silbermann organ" was not yet installed. However, that would take another eighty years, if Herr Silbermann existed then.

The musicians didn't know the so-called "wedding march" that the up-timers preferred for this situation, because Herr Wagner was a child of the nineteenth century. So they played the standard introduction to services in Christmas time.

"Vom Himmel hoch, da komm ich her.

Ich bring euch gute neue Mär."

While Wolfgang was singing the hymn, he thought how fitting this text was for the situation. The arrival of the Americans truly appeared to the Germanies like "good new tidings from heaven high."

Then he saw a white silhouette in the distance. He had no idea what kind of wedding dress the women had decided on, but he wondered where in the town such a glowing white cloth had been found.

Snow clouds covered the sky outside, so the light in St. Mary's was not good enough to produce such brightness on normal linen. Had they bought silk? Would anybody in Freiberg have white silk for sale in such amounts?

He smiled when he saw all the women in the church craning their necks.

Ja, das ist meine Frau. Go, Nikki, go!

When Nikki came nearer, he noticed that it wasn't a dress. It was a kind of white overall. Huge white boots and a white hood with fur trimming. It was similar to the blue "snow suit" she had worn on the way to Freiberg to keep her warm. But this one was white. Glowing, blinding white.

And her small figure seemed to mirror the text the parish was just singing.

"Ein Kindelein, so zart und fein.

Das soll euer Freud und Wonne sein."

Pleasure and delight, oh yes.

Sydney wore a similar suit in pink. The two were spots of light in the twilight of the big church. Suddenly sunlight fell through the large church windows bathing Nikki and her mother in even more light. A murmur went through the crowd.

"Nikki," Wolfgang whispered. "You are an angel."

Nikki beamed when she removed her hood; he could see tears in her eyes.

He took her hand from Sydney and turned around to face Abraham Gensreff.

Gensreff smiled. Then he spoke.

"Wolfgang, do you desire Nikki to be your wedded wife?"

Wolfgang cleared his throat. "Yes," he answered firmly.

"Nikki, do you desire Wolfgang to be your wedded husband?"

Nikki smiled. "Oh, yes," she answered, just as firmly.

Sebastian held a small cushion between them. They took the rings and put them on each other's finger.

Now Gensreff joined their right hands together and spoke: "What God has joined together, let no one separate."

Then he turned to the parish and spoke: "Since Wolfgang and Nikki desire each other in marriage and acknowledge the same here publicly before God and the world, in testimony of which they have given each other the hand and the wedding ring, I pronounce them joined in marriage.

"Im Namen des Vaters und des Sohnes und des Heiligen Geistes. Amen."

****

"How much longer?" Nikki whispered.

"Do you see the hourglasses?" Wolfgang pointed to the base of the pulpit. Nikki could not refrain from staring at the stone artifact Gensreff had mounted to start preaching. Shaped like a goblet, entwined by vines and flowers, all carved out of white stone, it stood nearly in the center of the large church.

Nikki could in fact see a row of four rather large hourglasses; two of them now empty after about half an hour. She nodded. "Do they show how much time he has for his sermon?"

Wolfgang chuckled. "On the contrary. They show how long he is required to speak at least. Superintendent Gensreff is famous for his sermons. They are often printed and distributed to the parishes."

Nikki sighed. Then she concentrated on the sermon. The superintendent was just comparing the loyalty of husband and wife with the loyalty of a sovereign to his subjects and equals.

Nikki started to giggle. Just lately, she had learned what the honorable Kurfürst Johann Georg von Sachsen, etc., etc. was called by the Freibergers. Beer George. Hilarious. Gensreff did a very good job criticizing the elector's behavior in the last years without mentioning his name, but "accidentally" pointing to the empty loge at the right moments. If this sermon was printed too, he really could get into trouble.

However, when she looked around, she could see approval in the Freibergers' faces and gestures. Not only in the front rows occupied by the patrician families, but also in the back rows where the miners and smelters in their black clothes were sitting. And from the other people standing around.

Bierjörge, look out! Here's one city in your principality that won't help you when trouble arrives.

Her mind began to wander again. The second meeting with Gensreff had been exhausting but satisfying. As she had expected, Wolfgang was bored as hell.

Nikki had not been much more than a nominal member of the Disciples, but her mother had always forced her to read chapters of the Bible and explain what they meant. Which Sydney afterwards could make mincemeat of. And that, in turn, taught Nikki to choose her words carefully before speaking.

So she could now present the right amount of knowledge and determination. The superintendent and the young woman soon agreed that they disagreed in several details—especially the customs of believers' baptism versus infant baptism—but their understanding of faith was rather identical.

She had seen exactly that expression of approval on his face she now could see on the faces of the parish. And Nikki had grown at least one inch when Gensreff had ended the meeting with the words "I still don't like the idea of female pastors, but you would certainly make a good one."

Back to the present. She looked to the strong man next to her. Mein Mann. She couldn't resist stroking the back of his hand. He smiled. "Liebling," she whispered. "Let's elope from here. Let's have some fun."

His smile widened. He touched her hand now. "Are you burning? Brennst du? Schon wieder?" He drew small circles with his forefinger on her palm.

Oh, yes, my man.

She opened the zipper of her snowsuit a little more. It had been really cold outside and in the large unheated cathedral, so the suits had been a really good idea. But by now, yes, she had slowly gotten warmer. Physically and emotionally. She seized his hand to stop it from circling.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see the Hilliger women and her mother silently weeping. Weddings have to be that way. Then she started weeping, too.

****

Author's notes:

All named down-timers from Freiberg in this story and all unnamed members of the Hilliger families are historical.

****

The size of the city of Freiberg before the crisis starting in the late 16th century is disputed among the historians. They throw numbers between 20,000 and 60,000 into the discussion. It definitely was Saxony's largest town at that time.

****

[image: sculpture]Opposite to the often-discussed issue of German women keeping their maiden name when married, Freiberg seems to have had different customs. The second pulpit in St. Mary's, the Miners' Pulpit, built in 1638, shows the figures and the names of the couple Jonas Schönleben and Anna Schönlebin.

Perhaps it was a Saxon custom. Martin Luther's wife Katharina von Bora is often called "Lutherin."

The same pulpit also documents the "Habit," the traditional clothing, of Freiberg’s miners in the 1630s by the carrier figure below it.

****

Another detail of the cathedral is not interesting for the people in our stories, but was found in 2002. After Elector Moritz of Saxony was buried in 1553, not only the mentioned monument was built, but a complete wing of the cathedral was redesigned and rebuilt in Italian Renaissance style during the second half of the century.

A total of 34 angels with instruments in their hands hanging from the ceiling, standing, or sitting on pedestals twelve yards high illustrate "Gloria in Excelsis Deo."

It was perhaps the cheapest solution to buy real instruments from a violin builder in Randeck near Freiberg, and so twenty-one of these angels have real working unmodified instruments from the late sixteenth century in their hands.

English article on yumpu.com

Review of the audio recording they made with these instruments on audaud.com

Audio-CD and book (2nd edition with English summaries) on amazon.com

****

As for the prices the Hilliger family charged, there exists a commented invoice of Hans Wilhelm Hilliger from Dresden for producing a memorial plate for Johann Georg's first granddaughter Sybille Maria who was born in 1642 and died in 1643. (Ctr = Zentner see below, Pfd = Pfund)

"Use of metal: 7 Ctr. 10 Pfd.; that is 3 Ctr. 86 Pfd. of good malleable copper, 1 Ctr. 34 Pfd. of tin, and 2 Ctr. of brass. To form, cast, and polish, to engrave a picture, the coat of arms, and texts, blacken the engravings, and finish everything. For each Ctr. of finished cast 21 fl. Because the plate weighs finished only 4 Ctr. 26 Pfd., so the total price is 88 fl. 18 gr. 9 pf."

****

The Zentner (centum = hundred) is the common unit of weight in Germany. It is and has always been a hundred Pfund (pound), regardless what exactly a pound was. It's still used today (especially for potatoes for the winter storage), a German pound is in the meantime fixed to 500 grams.

****

Calling Johann Georg "Bierjörge" was very common in Saxony.

****

Abraham Gensreff, P.L.C. (poëta laureatus caesareus = Imperial crowned poet) was—apart from his job as superintendent and pastor in St. Mary's—a famous composer, and Latin poet—at least in the opinion of the 18th century from when many texts exist mentioning him. Many of his sermons were printed; some can be found here. He was superintendent in Freiberg from 1613 to his death in 1637; a very long time considered that both his predecessors were fired rather fast.

He wasn't a convenient counterpart for the town's council because he tried to monopolize the people's life for the church. He organized daily services and multi-day festivities on the 120th anniversary of the Reformation and the 100th of the Augsburg Confession.

His eulogy was held by Balthasar Wagner. It is 92 printed pages long.

****

The hymn Vom Himmel hoch was written by—you guessed it—Martin Luther in 1535, reportedly for the Christmas celebration in his own house (five of his six children were still alive at that time). The current melody was written by him in 1539. The English text can be found here.

****

The cathedral is in fact built in such a direction that sunlight falls directly on the center aisle and the figures of the five wise virgins (Matt 25,1-13), while the five foolish ones on the opposite side stay in the dark.

****

The words of the wedding ceremony are taken directly from Martin Luther's Traubüchlein für den einfältigen Pfarrherrn (wedding booklet for the simple-minded pastor). An English translation can be found here.

****

Art Director's Note: Thanks again to Rainer for providing base images for the interior illustrations, always much appreciated! -Garrett

To be continued . . .
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Previously . . .

In 1628 Matthias Ehrenhardt was orphaned at the age of 14, when his family home in the small village of Vehra burned to the ground.  To have any sort of future, he was forced to leave his Heimat, the place where he grew up and truly belonged, and go live with his aunt Grete Ehrenhardt and her husband Berthold Felbers, a businessman and political leader in Eisenach.

By 1634 Matthias has completed Latin secondary school and his first year at university, with the intention of studying law.  During a visit to his old friends and relatives around Vehra, he informs his childhood sweetheart, Dora, and her father, Thomas Hammel, that he has changed his career plans with Uncle Berthold's agreement, and he is now on his way to Magdeburg to pursue chemical engineering at the new Imperial College of Science, Engineering, and Technology.

It becomes clear during the conversation that Matthias and Dora hope to eventually marry, when they can both afford to.  Thomas has no confidence that this new profession he doesn't understand will bring Matthias financial success, though he wishes him well.  Thomas forbids betrothal until Matthias proves himself in the world.

In Magdeburg he shares a cramped lodging in a rooming house in the industrial district west of the wall with Germund, a mechanical engineering student from a shipbuilding family in southern Norway.  They share an interest in music.

Meanwhile, the Hammel family's situation has improved.  Thomas is appointed Adelmeister smith at the new flax mill in Sömmerda, where Count August von Sommersburg is a major investor.  The water-driven mill is being equipped with 18th and 19th century textile machinery, as rapidly as it can be recreated.  He obtains a position for Dora in the mill office, a much better opportunity to build her dowry than domestic service.

Classes begin at Imperial Tech.  The new college is stuffed into odd crannies of the Latin school building in the old city, a monastery in previous centuries.  The down-timers among the student body need to catch up to the up-timer high school graduates in mathematics; the up-timers need to learn Latin.  Matthias' first day brings the start of an algebra course, taught in German by Lennon Washaw.  Matthias and Germund help each other keep up.

At the mill, Thomas is suddenly confronted with a modern engine lathe, owned by Hannes Dirck Bosboom, the civil engineer in charge of building the mill and bringing it into operation.  Bosboom's mechanic, Gregorius Hochuli, was supposed to install the lathe and use it to make and modify mechanical parts as needed to get the mill up and running, but he staggered into the mill race blind-drunk and drowned.  Thomas does the best he can with no manuals and no experience with precision machine tools.  He gets it to work, but not well.

While all this is going on, Georg and Friedrich Fritsche, owners of a blacksmith shop a few miles from Erfurt in Bischleben, are getting inquiries from the nearby army supply depot and new businesses for metal parts they can't make by traditional methods at any reasonable cost or production rate.  Friedrich goes to Grantville to investigate whether it's true that the shops there could do the work, if they weren't overloaded with orders.  He returns with Karl Reichert, one of the new machinists trained at Nat Davis' shop.  Karl advises them that their water power could run a small machine shop.  They decide to make the investment, and they hire Karl to run it and teach them the new methods.

Karl stands in the shop looking at a cylinder head casting from Swartz Motors that was designed with no thought of how it was to be held on the milling machine.  The realization comes over him that for the first time in his career, he has nobody to go to for advice.  He shakes off the attack of nervousness and forces his mind onto the problem.

****

Magdeburg 
Late 1634

The student to Matthias' right raised her hand. "Ummm, I'm happy we can use our books during the examination, Herr Washaw, I'm just surprised. I never heard of that before."

"No, probably not, Lise. Well, look, when you get out in the real world nobody's going to care whether you have every bit of algebra memorized and you can run off every solution without looking anything up. You just need to understand what you're doing and get the right answer without taking too long at it. If you have to refresh your memory on something, fine.

"What I want to find out tomorrow is whether you've all got a grip on algebra and are ready to move on to calculus. Because we've got to keep moving, folks, there's a whole lot to cover. Anybody have anything they'd like to review? Now's the time to ask."

****

"Well, fellas, it's not much, but it's what we've got, and it's blind luck we've got it." Allen Dailey, the chemistry professor, stood in the middle of the room, with a look on his face that wouldn't have been out of place on an insurance adjuster. "You'd think it'd be kinda hard to go broke running a laundry in Magdeburg, the way the place is growing."

Technically, it wasn't in the city proper. It was a small, run-down building a few minutes' walk outside the wall. Matthias looked around curiously. He'd never been in a college chemistry lab before, or an alchemist's workroom either, not that it was either one yet. There was dirt and clutter everywhere, but it had drains, and it had a hand pump bolted to one of the benches, with a pipe stretching down through the floor. A well.

"Artur, you want to start by scrubbing out that big soaking vat so we can sell it? That's the last thing we need underfoot."

True enough; in a teaching lab they'd be working with test tube quantities, and small ones at that. "And me, Herr Dailey?"

"Let's start collecting the outright trash, Matthias, and get it out the door. Then we can sort out what would be worth something to a junk dealer. The sooner we're down to bare floor and walls, the sooner we can let the carpenters and plumbers in."

****

Dear Matthias,

It seems I have gained the trust of Herr Pöhls. He has asked me to take charge of a newly hired clerk and teach him how we do the billing. The factor has given me a small wage increase because of it.

Papa has been doing all he can to prepare for when Herr Bosboom, the engineer, finishes his work here. So far, they have not been able to find anyone like the man who drowned in the millrace.

I hope that when you journey home again, you can come this way by the river and visit us.

Scriptum Sömmerda

Dora




Early 1635

What a transformation! Two rows of lab benches with a drain trough between them, some stock cabinets at one end, a desk and chalkboard, and a few oil lamps hanging overhead, not that there was any need to light them at this time of day.

There was no style or finish to any of it; it was all built fast and cheap, but there was reason enough for that. Rumor had it Imperial Tech wasn't going to be in makeshift quarters very much longer. Everybody knew Herr Gericke had plans. All over Magdeburg, Herr Gericke's plans were turning into masonry and trusswork.

And now they could begin.

Matthias turned his attention to the outline for the experiment. Determination of the concentration of a dilute acid.

He read through it first to get a grasp of the principles, then began. The first part was to standardize the supposedly 0.1 molar sodium hydroxide solution.

Weigh the flask, handling it with clean tongs so as not to add fingerprints to its weight. From the supply beaker gently tip in about one hundred milligrams of heat-dried salicylic acid, judging as closely as possible by eye.

It wouldn't have been done this way up-time, but they didn't have the KHP standardization reagent. There were many things they didn't have.

Then weigh the flask again, and calculate the actual weight of the reagent. Dissolve it in a hundred milliliters of distilled water and weigh it again.

[image: litmus strip]In with the little strip of litmus paper. Red. Okay so far.

Now the tricky part. This would have been easy with a stopcock burette, but that still hadn't come in from Geissler's in Jena. What he had was a graduated pipette, with a tiny bellows on it with a spring inside so he could draw in a sample. That was the invention of a local apothecary, and a touchy thing to control. But Herr Dailey had absolutely forbidden mouth pipetting.

Draw in enough of the sodium hydroxide solution to bring it up near the line. With a magnifying glass read the starting level and record it in the notebook. Position it on the stand, and let fall a drop into the flask. Agitate.

No color change. He added another drop.

With absolutely no warning a volcanic sneeze seized him, and his whole right hand clenched involuntarily. Most of the load shot out of the pipette and into the flask; the litmus turned blue before he could even get his eyes open again.

He growled something incoherent under his breath, more in the way of the idealized concept of a curse than the concrete realization of one. Well, now he had some idea of how strong the base solution was, but it certainly wasn't any kind of result he could use to titrate the sulfuric acid sample he had yet to touch.

Wash out the flask and pipette, and start over. He blew his nose a couple of extra times for good measure, planted his feet firmly on the floor, rested his hip against the edge of the bench, and clamped the pipette into place on the ring stand. This time his thumb wasn't going to squeeze until he was good and ready.




Sömmerda

Karl stood in the street yawning, waiting for Fritz Wedemann to come out. Fritz had done well for himself since the appearance of Grantville had thrown them together and given them both a chance to get back on their feet. Now, with this latest promotion . . .

The front door creaked open and Fritz appeared, buttoning a fine-looking blue coat and yawning himself. "There you are, Karl! I wasn't sure you'd be able to come. But I'm glad you managed, even if that was some wild Polterabend you and the boys threw last night."

"Heh heh, you do look properly frazzled. But there's a little bit of a lull at the shop, so they let me get away for a few days. I wouldn't want to miss my old friend's wedding. Congratulations, Herr Assistant Postmaster. You've come up in the world since Thurn und Taxis decided to stick you here." He looked up at the bright blue sky, and clapped Fritz on the shoulder. "It looks like it's turning into a fine, warm day for it. And here they all come."

In the space of half a minute, the groom's procession seemed to condense out of thin air. The old street filled from side to side with a chattering throng. A church bell rang the quarter-hour, and it was time. As Fritz led off, somebody in the crowd started singing.

Oh, farewell fickle maidens, who come and quickly stray

Such pleasure in the meeting, though parting rules the day

And left with sweet remembrances, as fine as such can be

It would be so much finer, if one would stay with me

By now, the fiddler in the procession had the tune.

Hand in hand I do-si-do'd with Janie at the dance

But she told me she was leaving, to mend her husband's pants

Snuggling on the front porch swing with Annie was such fun

But she only talked of potted plants, I guess she's not the one



Oh, farewell, Carolena, she left me with a smile

And good bye, lovely Annabelle, she only stayed a while

Clementine's all married up, and likewise Rosalie

Now the Yellow Rose of Texas is the only girl for me



I fell for sweet Cornelia, I met her on a train

But she got off in Galveston to catch a boat to Spain

But rolling on to San Antone, as sunset turned to night

In the moonlight by the Alamo I found my heart's delight



Then strolling by the river, true love has took its course

She can charm a bashful catbird, or shoe a skittish horse

She can lasso bulls and stallions, that's what she did, you see

And the Yellow Rose of Texas is the only girl for me

Oh, farewell, Carolena, she left me with a . . .

"What happened, Wendel? I thought you were going to take that song and work in the names of all the old loves of Fritz and Antonia!"

"It's not finished. I'm having trouble getting it to scan in German. But don't worry, I'll manage it before the celebration is finished."

"I hope so, I want to see the looks on their faces when you mention the ones they think nobody remembers."

"All right, all right, I'm working on the tricky parts. Now you sing something."

Bist du des Goldschmieds Töchterlein

Bin ich des Bauren Sohn, ja Sohn

So zeug dein beste Kleider an

Und sprich, du wilt zum Tanze gahn

Und zeuch mit mir davon.

Über ein´ breite Wiesen

Über ein schmalen Steg, ja Steg

Und hast du mich von Herzen lieb

Dein treues Herz mir Glauben gibt

Und zieh auch mit mir weg.

Darum du zartes Jungfräulein

Zieh du mit mir davon, davon.

"Ich will zuvor mein Mutter frag´n

Rat sie mir das, so will ich's wag

Und ziehn mit dir davon."

Fritz let that go on to the end, before he finally broke in. "A hopeful song of love, but time we should start singing something we don't mind the bride's procession hearing! If you'll all indulge me,"

O Heiland, reiß die Himmel auf!

Herab, herab vom Himmel lauf!

Reiß ab vom Himmel Tör und Tür;

Reiß ab, wo Schloß und Riegel für.



O Gott, ein Tau vom Himmel gieß,

Im Tau herab, o Heiland, fließ!

Ihr Wolken, brecht und regnet aus

Den König über Jakobs Haus! . . .

Just about in time. They turned the corner, and there was the bride's procession coming, not far away. Antonia Maria Hassloch looked altogether stunning, with an affair of silver wire and glittering crystals atop her dark hair, and her daughter Walpurgia from her first marriage dancing along beside her. The wedding crown was most likely the "something borrowed." She must have friends worth knowing―there was a tiny chip at the front flashing amber and violet as her head turned in the sunlight; could that be the notorious Ring's Fire?

The song changed again, this time both processions singing together, with the flute in the bride's procession weaving counterpoint around the fiddle.

Ein' feste Burg ist unser Gott,

Ein gute Wehr und Waffen;

Er hilft uns frei aus aller Not,

Die uns jetzt hat betroffen.

Out of all Martin Luther's hymns, Karl's favorite. And so they arrived at the St. Bonifatius Kirche, where the pastor stood waiting in front of the door.

****

Karl looked around. Der Goldene Adler was living up to its name in the afternoon sunlight; Fritz and Antonia must both be doing well to hold their celebration here, even if friends and relations and co-workers had brought most of the food. Or maybe they'd wangled the room through the bride's connections in the town. As one of the grandmothers ladled some salted cod in cream sauce next to the roasted vegetables on his plate, a warm voice spoke behind him.

"So, Karl Reichert, it's good to meet you at last. Fritz has often spoken of your times together in Grantville, in the early days."

He turned, holding the plate close to keep from bumping anyone. "Good things, I hope, Frau Hassloch."

"Oh, yes. I hope we can talk some more, after I greet the other guests. Meanwhile, my sister Agnes here would like to dance. Will you partner with her?" Agnes almost bounced on her feet, and threw him a quick smile.

"With pleasure." He smiled back and bowed slightly. She was closer to his own age, slender, and rather pretty. "You might have to teach me, I'm not sure what dances you do here."

[image: sackpfeife]"Nothing you haven't seen before, I hope." Her hand darted out and speared a piece of sausage on the end of her fork, while she eyed a drummer and a man with a Sackpfeife settling into their seats beside the fiddler and the flute player. The lines were starting to form.

****

Karl had to retreat into a corner to take a breather. That last one had been . . . energetic. Agnes waved gaily and pulled a baker's apprentice onto the floor.

A conversation off to one side suddenly caught his attention. An older man was holding forth to a pair of sober-looking burghers, ". . . could be some decent profit in having a lathe like that in the mill, after Bosboom leaves and takes his away. I'm getting some good work out of it, now that I've got the hang of cranking the tool out as I go along, so I can get a straight shaft."

Karl frowned. Something was wrong, there. "Excuse me. Did I hear you right? Did you say you have to keep riding the crossfeed to get a straight cut?"

"Er, yes." The man looked him up and down, doubtfully. "You know something about that?"

"Yes, I'm a journeyman machinist. I trained at Davis', in Grantville. I was an apprentice clockmaker before that. What kind of lathe are you having trouble with?"

"It's an engine lathe, according to the pictures in the book I have. The plate on the front says 'Kudzu Werke.' "

"Umm-hmm. They make good machines. That shouldn't be happening. It sounds to me as though it's not set up right. Did you follow the factory manual?"

The man gave Karl a sharp look. "Factory manual? So there is supposed to be one? All of a sudden some things start to make sense. There wasn't one with it, but the mechanic who was supposed to work the thing drowned. It belongs to this Dutch consulting engineer, who's never handled it much himself. Well, what can you tell me, if you wouldn't mind?"

"Actually, I can show you, then you'll know next time. It's not all that hard. Oh. My name is Karl Reichert."

"Thomas Hammel, and glad to make your acquaintance. I'm the blacksmith at the flax mill near here, the Adelmeister. Will you have a little time after this affair?"

"I could take a look now, if you like, while I'm cooling down. This will be going on for hours yet, so I don't mind missing a few minutes."

"That's very good of you. All right, I'll just tell my family where we're going." He led Karl to a small knot of people by the back door and launched into a quick introduction. "Herr Reichert says he can show me how to make Bosboom's lathe run better. We're just going over to the mill for a few minutes."

The man's wife―Klara Maierin―gave him an amused and knowing look. "Of course you are."

The daughter, Dora, looked at her father with keen interest and turned to follow. "I'll try to keep it from taking all afternoon, Mama, but I have to see this."

"Yes, well, enjoy yourself, dear." She watched them leave with a knowing smirk.

****

"So, here it is. How does it look?"

Karl took in the scene. It was a long, narrow room with tall windows along the north and south sides, and a generous ceiling. There were a couple of rows of machines he wasn't familiar with―textile machinery, clearly enough, and up near the head end of one line shaft, near the big doors, stood the lathe, a drill press, and a couple of large tool chests on wheels.

"Well, Herr Hammel, it looks like a Kudzu Werke lathe, an early model, just as you said. Good solid machine. Looks like it's been treated well, but you need to wipe a little oil on the ways, it's getting dry." They hovered as he bent down for a closer look. "And here's our first problem." He pointed to the machine's feet, where they rested on the iron base. "No leveling screws. It's just bolted down to the stand. That's why the bed is twisted and it won't cut straight."

"Twisted? This cast iron behemoth? It looks straight as an arrow."

"Herr Hammel, nothing in this world is perfectly rigid. For a fine precision machine like this, even the bending of a strong cast iron frame under its own weight has an effect we can measure. The leveling screws should have come with it, though. They'd be about this long, with a hex in the middle and threads on both ends. Seen anything like that?"

"Papa, I think I might have." Dora started rooting through the drawers in the nearest tool chest. "These?"

"Eureka." Karl leaned in to look over her shoulder. "And right there is the rest of the hardware that goes with them. All right, that saves us the trouble of making them. We'll have to lift it off the base to get these underneath, and we don't want to take a chance on dropping it. Can you get a hoist, some planks to rest it on, and a couple of strong men in the morning?"

"Well, yes, but I thought you were one of Fritz's friends from out of town. Don't you have to leave?"

"Oh, I don't mind staying a couple of hours to get you through this. I hate to see anybody held back by something this simple. But there's one more piece of bad news. You're going to have to move it away from the doors. It will never settle down if drafts keep hitting it and the temperature is always changing."

Father and daughter looked down the rows of machines. It was obvious what was going through their minds. Where were they going to put it, without disrupting the whole layout?

"And that, my friends, is why I must lead you through setting up the machine properly, instead of just doing it myself. You'll be leveling it by yourselves again, after you decide where to fit it in." He paused for a moment. "You know, I'm really impressed that you've gotten so far with nothing but a book to learn from, but if you can get a chance to go down to Grantville for the basic machine shop course at the Tech Center, you should take it. You'll need that manual anyway, though. I'll write down the address so you can send for it. There are a good many other things that will need attention if you want to keep this mechanical gem working its best." He patted the headstock casing.

"That's very kind of you." There was something about the way Dora Hammelin was looking at him. He found himself looking back. A pretty girl wasn't at all unusual, but there was just something about her . . . She turned and glanced toward her father. "But there's no more we can do right now, yes? Mama will be waiting for us. And your friend Fritz might be missing you."




Magdeburg 
Late spring

Raimund Treck looked up from the diagram. "Professor Dailey, how about instead of doing all this analysis next week on a metal sample that other people have analyzed before, I do it on a piece from my second cousin's mine?"

"That's a bit more ambitious, Raimund, but this college isn't in the business of holding anybody back. If you want to make the effort, it's more than worth the academic credit. But I wouldn't have another analysis to compare it to, so let's see if another student would like to test it. Matthias, you feel ready to give a real unknown a try?"

"I have to do it sometime, don't I? Okay, we'll see what happens."

"Just keep thorough records, both of you, and don't influence each other until you have your first results written up. Then collaborate if you want. Now that I think of it, if you want a real learning experience, you could do it on an ore sample, instead of the smelted metal."

"My cousin's ore? Isn't that just extra work?"

"Maybe, maybe not. Who knows what's in there besides metals? You'll never know until you look. And you'd want to find out what the compounds are, not just the elements. That affects the way you'd process it commercially." He grinned. "Which is what you've got in mind, right? You two have some reading to do."




The Domplatz, Magdeburg

Matthias' toe caught on a loose cobblestone. He recovered from the stumble without even looking down at his feet.

"Was the sermon that fascinating? Or is it that blonde beauty on the other side of the square? For sure you're not looking where you're walking."

"Mmph? Sorry, Raimund, I'm trying to decide what to do. Dora―I'm just worried about how long it's taking to finish this whole curriculum and start bringing in some money. I'm happy she's doing so well saving for a dowry, but what do I have to show her father?"

"Money, is it? That's staring us in the face. You saw what we found in the ore samples."

"Yes, I saw, all right. More silver than I would have expected, a little gold. Not too hard to pull out, that's just electrochemistry."

Raimund's hands waved with excitement. "And the sulfuric acid, Matthias, that's worth money too. Those smelters have just been letting the sulfur stink up the neighborhood!"

"Different problem. The electricity, though. I haven't studied that yet. Have you?"

Raimund clapped him on the shoulder. "Homework. Just more homework, we do it every night. But Jupp Fimbel is taking the electrician course, we might get him interested."

"Not just homework, Raimund, time. Most of the classes I need don't start until the fall term, but I could study some math this summer and live at home."

"Well, the summer term is three months. We could do a lot in three months."

"Three months. Yes. As you say, an electrorefining line doesn't seem all that complicated, if you could get us enough water power." He looked off across the square again, drew in a breath, exhaled. "Three months, win or lose . . ."

****

My dear Dora,

Your successes at the mill fill my heart with gladness. I have good news as well. Through a fellow student at the college, an unexpected opportunity has appeared, which offers hope of profit much sooner than I had imagined. I'll write again after I look at the possibilities with my own eyes. It was so good to see you between terms at Easter, but unfortunately, if we do this, it means I cannot come home this summer . . .

****

Dora read the letter one more time, before taking down the box from the top of the wardrobe where she kept them all. Making some money would be a good thing, but the letter didn't really say very much, certainly nothing about their possible future. There was nothing personal in it. It had been good to have him come at Easter, and show him what she was doing, and he'd seemed happy to see her, even shyly kissed her cheek, but now that she looked in the box, this was only the second letter since then. And not to see him at all this summer?

She felt the magenta wool fabric of the Sunday dress she hoped to be married in—it was only because both she and Papa had well-paying employment these days that she even had such a fine dress. Well, as Papa said, that was still a few years off, even if she was accumulating a dowry much more quickly these days.

What to write back?




Near Mansfeld 
June

"Oh-oh. I don't like the look of this."

"The look of what, Jupp?" Jupp was staring up the wooded slope.

"It's hundreds of feet from the wheel shed to where you want us to set up the pots. I wasn't figuring on that. This is low voltage DC—we're going to need heavy wire for a run like that, and poles and insulators. That won't be cheap. I can change the Home Power Plant order to thirty-six volts instead of twelve, that will help, but it means dividing up the pot line into more cells."

"But my cousin's letting us have the old mine tunnel for nothing. We don't have to pay to put up a shop. Or wait for it to get built."

"So? We've still got to pay for driving the generator and everything else." He looked doubtfully at the opening in the hillside. "Let's see what kind of space there is in that tunnel. I'll have to make up a list and get some prices. I hope you two engineering geniuses don't mind some heavy work."




July

Raimund held up his lantern over the wooden rack. It looked like―yes. The color was different. There was definitely new copper plating out on the cathodes. He reached out a finger to get a better look.

"Stop! Remember what's in those crocks, will you? And we don't need sodium chloride and whatever else is in your fingerprints getting into the electrolyte."

Raimund's hand pulled back in surprise. He leaned over instead. "Matthias, is it supposed to be bubbling like that? I don't remember you saying anything about that."

"Bubbling? No, I don't think so. That would mean something else is going on besides moving copper ions."

"So what do we do?"

"I'm not sure. Maybe the copper sulfate concentration is wrong. Or the acid. I could go up to the college library in the morning and see what's in the literature."

"How about the big library in Grantville?"

"I don't know, that would be a lot more train fare, and it would take us a whole day each way instead of a couple of hours. Besides, we don't have any friends down there I could stay with. I hear it's really expensive."

Jupp cut in, "That's for tomorrow. Right now, you don't want it doing that, right? Could be the current's too high for the size of the cells. Or the size of the electrodes. Or something. I could try turning down the excitation on the generator."




August

"Fine, Raimund. The purity is up, since you stopped fighting with Matthias about buying the sulfuric acid from Gribbleflotz, and we know what voltage and current to use with this setup. I still say this isn't working for us."

"What do you mean, Jupp? The copper's building up, and so is the anode sludge."

"Look around you. At this rate, how soon are we going to have enough to sell? There isn't room in this cramped little tunnel to expand, and even if we could, our power line couldn't carry much more electricity. And that so-called friend of yours in charge of the wheel won't let it run all night. That's killing us."

"But look at the progress we've made!"

"Not enough, Raimund, not enough by half. Well, I heard something when I went to the inn for our mail this morning. When Matthias comes back, tell him I'll be away for a couple of days looking into a possibility."

****

Matthias looked at what was on the table―about what you'd expect, when you were spending as little as you could on living costs. No sense even talking about it. He shrugged, and picked up a spoon.

The door opened, and Jupp strode in, dropped his bag, and sat. "Good, you're both here. I have an answer, and we have to move."

Raimund spun on the bench. "Move? Why? Where? Anyplace else would cost more."

"To Gräfenstuhl. It's a village a few miles west. A miller named Hartmann has been putting together an electric company. They're already running in a line to power a mill, and get this: there's a widower moving out to take a factory job in Halle. It means an empty house with a shop downstairs. We can get the lease cheap. We'll finally have the space we need for the pot lines, Raimund, and steady power all day and all night."

Raimund got a confused look for a moment. "Wait a minute, power plants make AC, don't they? That's the wrong kind of electricity."

"Yes, yes, I'll have to get us an AC motor. I know where to get that. We'll drive the DC generator with it."

Matthias groaned. "And how long will all this take?"

"Two weeks, I think. By then the power line should get there. But we need to get that lease before someone else does."

"Another two-week halt. More stuff to buy. Wunderbar. Can we at least sell the wire and the poles?"




Gräfenstuhl

Jupp swung open the door and stepped out at the sound of hooves outside. It was about the right time of day . . . Sure enough, Raimund was just climbing down from their neighbor Oswald Weckesser's cart out front with a big grin on his face. "Jupp! Matthias! It's payday! You won't believe what that load of purified copper sold for in Mansfeld."

 Matthias just looked back at him over the tank line as he came in the door. "I'm glad of that, but I think we've got more problems again. I'm not sure what's going on here."

"What? What do you mean?"

Matthias pointed at one of the cells in front of him. "I think it's slowing down. The current's been dropping, and the voltage has gone up. And the color of the electrolyte is changing."

Raimund came over and peered into the crock. "Wasn't it a deeper blue before?"

"Yes, that's exactly what I mean. Something's not right. I don't think we should spend any more money on equipment or chemicals until we figure this out."

Raimund's smile disappeared. "You can, can't you? How long do you think it will take?"

"I don't know, I don't know. Maybe it's some kind of contamination, maybe the chemicals are breaking down somehow, but I don't see why they should. We don't have a real lab here, you know." He chewed on his knuckle for a moment.

"Well, what do you think we should do?"

"Honestly? I think the best chance is to take some samples of everything up to the college, and get some time in the lab there. If we can find out what's in the solution, and in the raw anodes, maybe I can figure out what kind of reaction is going on. Maybe a week, with travel and everything. I don't think Germund has a new roommate yet, so he'll probably let us sleep there."

Raimund rolled his eyes at the thought. Jupp directed a sour look toward the new motor-generator set, still in its crate.




Magdeburg

Raimund stared for half a minute through the square of cobalt glass in his left hand, at the glow from the blob on the end of the wire sticking into the flame. Finally he turned to the handbook open on the bench, and ran his finger down the column. "It looks like sort of a bluish green, I think. But phosphorus wouldn't make sense. Maybe zinc? But why would that be in the electrolyte?"

"Well, we found some in the ore. We both saw it. Let's see about a confirming test, and then do a quantitative analysis."

"But it's a metal, Matthias! Why would it end up in the electrolyte, instead of falling out with the anode slime?"

"I don't know. But if it's there, we'll figure it out. We've got the handbook, right? Or ask the professor, if we have to."




Gräfenstuhl

Hooves and harness sounded outside the front door and came to a stop. Jupp went out to see; sure enough, it was Matthias and Raimund climbing down from a passing freight wagon. Raimund pulled down a canvas sack with both hands and started waddling toward the door, half off-balance. "What on earth do you have there?"

"Lead sheets. You got the letter we sent from college? We'll use them for anodes, to plate the zinc out of solution and turn the zinc sulfate to sulfuric acid. That way we won't have to dump what we have and buy more from Gribbleflotz. We're losing copper sulfate, no way to stop that, but we can get more from my cousin's mine drainage, for no more than the effort of catching it in a jug and carrying it away. We only have to purify it, then we can use it. Matthias, show him the cheat sheet."

Jupp unfolded the paper and started reading. "Purification of copper sulfate by repeated crystallization. Settle it overnight to remove large foreign particles, then filter it through sand. Boil off most of the water . . . Ice? We need ice? Where are we going to get ice this time of year, Matthias?"

"I'm almost sure we can get out copper sulfate without the ice, we just won't get as much.  But we can purify a big batch this winter."

"But still, this is a whole list of new things we have to do. It's sure to slow us down."

"Probably, but would you rather pay Gribbleflotz prices for more copper sulfate? We're going to be needing it from now on, the zinc in the raw copper turns it to zinc sulfate, and I don't see how to turn that into anything but more sulfuric acid. The electrolyte will still clog up after a while with other trace metals, but a lot slower, and we can distill the acid afterward. I checked. At least we shouldn't need to buy more acid."

"Fuel. What's it going to cost us to do the boiling?"

"How about electric heat? Didn't you say we're not using all the electricity Hartmann allows us?"




Bischleben

"Come in, come in, out of the weather. I am Friedrich Fritsche. What can we do for you?"

"Pleased to meet you, Herr Fritsche. My name is Thomas Hammel, from Sömmerda, and this is my daughter Dora."

"Oh, yes, the new clients for our machine shop services." He looked at the bulky packages they were carrying. "Shall I help you with those? The machine shop is upstairs. Karl! They're here!"

****

The two broken pieces of the left frame and the intact right frame took up most of the stone surface plate, leaving just about enough room for Karl's measuring instruments arrayed around them. Friedrich had gone downstairs to finish some work, leaving Thomas and Dora looking on as Karl finished checking his arithmetic. Finally Karl straightened up with a frown on his face. "You're not going to like this. Even up-time welding would never work. This is no repair job, it's a replacement job. I was hoping I could mill out a bridge plate or something, to pin the broken pieces in alignment so the shafts would run true, but they're not just broken apart, they're warped. I don't suppose you have a dimension drawing for it?"

"No, just the maintenance manual. I don't think they wanted to make it easy for someone else to copy their machines."

"And now you can't get a new frame from them, or you wouldn't have come down here. Not that I'm not happy to see you." His eyes strayed toward Dora.

Dora smiled back for only a moment, then turned serious again. "Are we stopped, then, until we can find another combing machine somewhere? Herr Pöhls says this delay is already very costly."

"No, there are ways to make a new frame, and even make it stronger. I'm just thinking about how. You want it quickly, and it doesn't have to be exactly like the old one, Herr Hammel? If I just hog it out of a solid piece of metal, instead of getting a pattern and casting made, that should save at least a week. We'll have to start by measuring the good frame accurately, so I can make an engineering drawing."

"Yes, as quickly as possible, Karl, as long as it works the way it should. I'd like to see how all this is done."

Dora added, "Perhaps I could help with the notes and the figures. And Papa and I could make new sleeve bearings on the lathe over there, while you're making the frame. Did we tell you Herr Bosboom finally took his away to his next project? So we don't have it any more."

"Yes, you said you expected that before too much longer. Well, let's begin right now. There's some paper in that drawer over there."




Gräfenstuhl 
September

The last of the rain blew past and the sky turned into one of those golden afternoons, with raindrops sparkling like diamonds on the trees. Matthias hardly noticed. Summer was running out. The fall term was nearly at hand. It was time, and he had to decide now, or the decision would slip out of his hands. Stay or go? Stay or go? Was profit really near at hand, or was it all a fantasy and the engineering curriculum still the quickest and surest way to an income and Thomas Hammel's blessing?

Now there was a rumor that new customers were starting to bid for the Hartmann family's electricity. If their prices went up, there would be no profit and that would be that. He turned from his pacing and took the path beside the power line up to the old mill, where the wheel turned day and night nowadays―where Gerd Hartmann stood just outside the door, looking up the hillside at a surveyor driving a stake into the ground. Hartmann turned at his approach.

"Good afternoon, Matthias! A fine day for a walk, yes?"

"I suppose it is, Herr Hartmann. What's happening up there? Another pole line to some mine?" That would be the last thing in the world the refining shop needed.

"What? No. You haven't heard? Marta kept talking to the grumpiest old he-bear on this brook until he agreed to join his water rights with ours and the other neighbors, and so the rest of the arrangements all came together soon after. For all I know, it was her Früchtebrot that did it. It would charm me, sure enough, you know what a wonderful baker she is. So here we are, an electric company now, a corporation. You see that row of stakes across the slope? That's going to be a headrace high up on the hillside, pouring water into a wooden pipe running down to the stream bed right over there where those men are digging out a foundation hole. That's where the high pressure Grantville-wheel will go, turning a new generator on stone piers up above the flood level. Think of it, Matthias! We'll have much more power to offer when that's all put together. Much more, and a lot steadier besides." He cocked his head and grinned. "Can I interest you boys in a few more kilowatts?"

****

My dear Dora,

The work has been difficult, and things have not gone as well as I hoped they would by now, but the worst of the problems seem to be past. We are at least meeting expenses and not starving. Our supply of electricity seems assured now, and the way is open to move forward to the next step . . .




Sömmerda 
Early autumn

"Klara, this bread is really excellent."

She smiled across the table at her husband. "It's the flour, Thomas. With you and Dora both bringing home good wages from the mill, we can afford some better things. At least, in the small things―don't worry, I won't suddenly turn into a flighty spendthrift. But I'm glad it pleases you." She reached out and squeezed his hand for a moment, then looked aside. "Dora, you're very silent."

"Mmm? I was just thinking about Matthias' letter. You read it too, Mama. He just seems so . . . distracted? I don't get any feeling from it, nothing at all. What do you think?"

Thomas let his eyes drift off across the room and go out of focus while he considered . . . "I think it means he's trying his hardest to make it all work, and it weighs on his mind." He sighed. "I only hope he hasn't made a mistake."




Gräfenstuhl

"Well, Raimund?"

"The price of purified copper is holding up all right. My cousin found a buyer for the zinc I took along, but it didn't bring much. Here's the invoice."

Jupp looked at it in disgust. "Verdammt! That's not even worth what the wagoner charges to get it there. Why are we even bothering to plate the zinc out of the electrolyte?"

"We're bothering because we need to recover the acid. Otherwise we'd be buying more from Gribbleflotz. This way, we're at least breaking even for the month, and we might even have some acid to sell."

"Wunderbar. Matthias, do we have enough anode slime yet to make a start on silver?"

"I think so. I'm looking into how to filter it and wash it, then melt it down for anode plates. And how to make up the right electrolyte."

"And what do we do with all that zinc?"

"Pile it up behind the shop, I suppose, until somebody finds a use for it and offers us enough money to bother sending it out. It won't rust away, that's for certain."

****

"Stolen? Are you serious?"

"Would I joke about this? Somebody slipped into the smelter and took the pieces of re-melted anode slime. That's all I can tell you."

"How, Raimund? How would anybody even know what it was?"

"Well, it looked pretty much like silver. That's what we're mostly getting, right? Maybe one of the workers talked too much in a tavern."

"You weren't keeping an eye on it?"

"Well, it was too hot to handle when I went to have some dinner. When I came back it was gone."

"Meaning somebody who knows how to handle hot metal probably did it. Well, we can't afford to hire guards, not with the little bit we're getting. Can we even risk taking any more up to the smelter to melt down? Jupp, can you get it hot enough to melt with electricity, so we can do it here?"

"I don't know, but I can probably find out. But whatever we'll need, it's bound to cost money."

****

"Yiii!"

At the shout and the flash, Raimund came running. A wisp of smoke was coming off Matthias' eyebrows. "What happened?"

"I slipped, and the flame blew up. Give me a cup of water, or something, quick!"

Raimund snatched the cup of small beer out of Jupp's hand and passed it over. Matthias tipped it onto his face and spread it around with his other hand, and finally wiped it off his eyelids.

Raimund leaned over to take a close look. "It doesn't look too bad. I think you might be a little red in the face for a while, but I don't think you took any real hurt."

"This time." He reached for a rag and wiped the beer off his safety glasses. "To the devil with this! I want a full face shield before I try this again. Or a welding mask."

"Anyway, do you think it's hot enough?"

[image: cup]Matthias pointed his finger at the fading orange glow coming from the thimble-sized porcelain crucible half-full of dried anode slime. "Hot enough? By the knock-kneed nebbishes of Nebuchadnezzar, I'd say the hydrogen-oxygen flame is hot enough! That's not the problem." He pointed at the weighted pig's bladders on the bench. "This mess is just too hard to control. We need something more manageable. Something with valves, maybe."

Jupp looked up from the beer crock where he was refilling his cup. "Valves? I had my head in the office at the smelter the other day. They've gotten hold of a plumbing supply catalog, from someplace in Halle."




Magdeburg

"Excuse, me, please, scholars."

Raimund got up and pushed his chair in under the reading table, so the library assistant could light the oil lamp he'd just lowered above the center aisle. The young man hauled it up again to its proper height and secured the chain to a hook on the wall; he was almost certainly a student himself. Raimund stood aside in silence; he clearly had other things on his mind at the moment than making a new acquaintance. He sat down again and resumed turning pages, occasionally making a note.

Matthias brought over a photo-reprint edition of an "old" Handbook of Chemistry and Physics, ran his eyes down the table of contents, then began scanning through a table of inorganic compounds. Time passed.

Raimund looked up, turned his book around, and pushed it across the table. "Matthias, have a look at this. Silver electroplating."

"You have something? All right, let's see what they say. . . silver cyanide? No. Absolutely not."

"Why not? It's a tested process. That's how they did it. They probably do it that way in Grantville right now."

"Raimund, I'm supposed to be learning to be a chemical engineer, not a mad scientist groping into the unknown. I'm supposed to devise processes that not only work, but don't kill people. Were you paying attention in class last year? I am not working with cyanides, I don't care what kind of crazy processes they tamed up-time with big factories and safety engineers. Haven't we had enough go wrong already?"

Raimund folded his arms. "All right, what, then?"

"I've been looking at solubilities of silver salts. Silver nitrate looks like a possibility. We could adjust the pH with nitric acid, if we need to. If we can't find some clues in the library here, one of the professors might know something about it."

[image: silver nitrate]"Mmph. And how would we get silver nitrate?"

"Anode slime and aqua regia? Or maybe just nitric acid. One of these books should have the preparation."

"Which we would buy from Gribbleflotz, no doubt. Why does this not surprise me?"




Bischleben

Karl read through the request for a proposal and the attached sketches from Thomas Hammel. It seemed the bushings on an overhead jack shaft were on the edge of premature failure, and they'd already been replaced once. It wasn't lack of lubrication, or anything like that.

He got out his handbooks, and began leafing through Thomas' drawings, estimating surface speed and contact pressure. At the bottom of the stack was a note from Dora. His eyes lit up.




Sömmerda

As soon as they stepped outside the mill, Papa took a folded paper out of his coat. "Here, Dora, this was inside Karl's packet about the jack shaft rebuild. It looks personal."

"Oh? Thank you Papa." She took it, and looked at it in the twilight. It was addressed to her, and had its own seal. Papa was probably right, there would be no reason for that if it were an invoice or a bill. Well, it was a little hard to read out here.

When they arrived home a few minutes later, Mama already had the oil lamp going in the kitchen. Dora sat down and broke the seal.

It was all about how much he'd enjoyed seeing her the last time she and Papa had come on business, how clever and pretty he thought she was, and hoped business would bring them together again. It smelled of machine oil. That was Karl, all right.

Mama asked while she was sewing up a loose seam in one of papa’s shirts, "Can you read some of it aloud?"

"Oh, yes! Karl can be so funny sometimes! Listen to this, 'There was a juggling contest at the fair last Sunday, right after church, when Jonas Ringwald and Georg Fritsche were juggling eggs. All went very well, with the both of them, up until Frau Strauss’s little one, Gunhilde, darted out and grabbed an egg in mid-toss and squeezed it really hard like a toy. You can imagine what happened, of course. The raw egg squirted all over her face and hands and dress. The child was so outraged she tried to say something really disgusting but it came out sounding rather like fuctarth. Everyone burst out laughing. Poor little thing cried so hard but got over it when Jonas brought her a piece of apple.' "

Mama had to let go of the needle, she was laughing so hard.




Gräfenstuhl 
December

The sunlight coming in at a late afternoon slant made it a little difficult to see down into the pottery jar. Clear glass would have made it easier to tell what was going on, but that would have cost more. But something was different. While Matthias was still trying to angle a hand mirror to direct a sunbeam straight down for a better look, Jupp leaned in over his shoulder. "What do you think? Something's happening to the cathode. It doesn't look to me like the color of copper, any more."

"Well, it's not gold, either, not that I'd expect to see that now. It pretty well has to be silver."

"You sure that's what it is? Funny texture. It looks all rough."

"Maybe the current density is too high." He looked at the meters, wrote in the notebook lying open on the bench, and stood up to stretch. "I'll put some more resistance in the circuit, and run again with a fresh cathode."

"All right. The eastbound wagon should be here any time. I'll start taking the copper out front so we can load up. We've got plenty of it, this time, and that's good news."

A quarter of an hour later a cry from the street brought Matthias running. Jupp was half-sprawled in a patch of mud, clutching the back of his left leg and gritting his teeth in pain. Blood was dripping off his fingers. An armload of the copper slabs was scattered haphazardly around him, one lying against his side.

Matthias rushed over and knelt down to see. "What happened?"

"My feet went out from under me, and I fell on something. Get it out of there, before it happens to somebody else."

Matthias looked down at the ground. Something was barely poking out of the mud; the point looked sharp. He carefully got his hands around it and tugged it free. "I've got it. I'm not sure what this thing is, the way it's all rusted up. Maybe a piece of a broken sickle blade, or something." He tossed it alongside the shop wall. "Let's get you inside and get those trousers off. I've got to clean that cut and stop the bleeding, and then bandage it up. It's a good thing we make the purest water Gräfenstuhl has ever seen. Here, I'll help you up."

Jupp worked himself to his feet, leaning on Matthias with one hand and holding his calf with the other, until they started up the stairs to the living quarters and had to go single file.

Once upstairs, Jupp lowered himself into a chair, and Matthias started by unlacing his boots so they could get at the cut. Jupp grimaced at every movement.

"What's it look like?"

"Not very long. It looks like whatever it was, it stuck straight in, and pulled out again. It's bleeding some, but it doesn't look like it hit a vein, or anything. Take it easy, I'll be back in a minute. I'm going downstairs for a bowl and some distilled water to wash it with."

A couple of minutes later Matthias went to work with soap and water on a clean scrap of cloth, and finally flowed some water over the spot and wiped it dry. "Here, hold this on it, while I bring the iodine. After that I'll find something I can boil for a bandage."

"All right. Once that's done and it stops bleeding, I'll help you get the copper ready to go. I'm surprised we haven't heard the wagon already."

"What? Don't be foolish, that's a nasty cut. You've got to give it a chance to heal, before you start walking around on it and putting strain on the muscle. I'll carry out the copper. With any luck, Raimund will be here any time now, and he can help."

****

"Hey, Matthias, pass the roast chicken!"

"Certainly, Raimund, as soon as we can afford any."

Jupp winced.

"Oh, come on, it's an old joke, but it's not that bad."

"No, it's not the joke, it's my leg. Would you mind grabbing that box over there, and sliding it under the table? Maybe if I prop my foot up, there will be less strain on it."

"Okay." Matthias got up and brought the box over.

Meanwhile, Raimund picked up a steaming pot of boiled root vegetables and sauerkraut from the tile stove, and set it in the middle of the table. "No chicken, but I got a little bit of sausage to add something to it. You better not skip the broth, that's where half the vitamins are. You need them now, if anybody does. And I got half a loaf of Frau Seidelin's bread today."

"That's good. Maybe I'll have the bread for breakfast."

"What, you're not going to eat everything in sight and the wooden spoons besides?"

"I don't know, I just don't feel very hungry." He moved again, awkwardly.

"You know, I'm not sure just bandaging that cut is going to get it to heal right. It isn't really big, but it isn't any little pinprick, either. Maybe we should go into town tomorrow, and get some stitches into it, if there's anybody in Mansfeld who understands about keeping things clean."

"I don't know, Matthias, some of those doctors can make things a lot worse. Well, I'll think about it in the morning." He leaned forward gingerly, and dipped his spoon into his bowl.

****

Just after dawn something woke Matthias. Well, it was probably time to get up anyway, as short as the days were this time of year. But that wasn't it; it was a muffled cry coming from Jupp. That must have been what he'd heard.

"What is it? Is something wrong?"

"I don't know. Shouldn't it be hurting less by now? It's hurting more, and I feel it on every heartbeat."

"That doesn't sound right. Just a minute, I'll strike a light." He went over and lit a candle lantern from the embers in the stove. "All right, let's get the blankets off." Jupp gave out a quick grunt as he did. At least it wasn't freezing in the house, with the heat from the electrolytic tanks downstairs going all the time.

Matthias peered in; it did seem just a little flushed close to the bandage. He started untying it so he could see the injury itself. "Take it easy! That hurt."

"Sorry. I'll take it slow." He got the binding unwrapped, and carefully peeled back the pad. An irregular blob two or three finger widths wide around the cut was an angry red, and visibly swollen.  Matthias gingerly touched it with a finger, a little off to the side. It felt hot.

Jupp flinched, and then caught sight of the look on Matthias' face. "What is it? What do you see?"

"Something's wrong. There's some kind of infection spreading out from that cut. It doesn't look like anything I've ever seen. It wasn't like that when I put the bandage on last night. It's not getting better like it should, it's getting worse."

"Maybe it's just going to take a while. I've gotten cut before, and gotten over it."

"Not like this. This looks like big trouble."

"You sure? What do you want to do, then?"

"Me? This is a long way past what I can do. I already did all I could. No, we have to get you to the hospital. In Magdeburg. Right away. Raimund, wake up!"

"Whuff? What?" Raimund's head came off the pillow, blinking at the light.

"Throw your clothes on and go tell Weckesser we need him and his cart to get Jupp to the train station, as fast as we can. We've got to drop everything and get him to a doctor. A real doctor, not one of those humor-balancing gray-bearded charlatans."

"What? Right now? Are you sure you're not shying at shadows? That would turn everything we're doing upside down."

"Look at that leg, and then tell me you want to wait until we're sure! I'm going to help Jupp get ready to go, and get together what little we'll need for traveling. Tell Weckesser we can't waste a minute. We've given him enough business, he can scramble for once."

"All right, all right." Raimund stumbled out of bed and clumped around, reaching for his clothes and his boots.

****

Jupp had just about reached the shop downstairs, leaning heavily on the handrail to take the weight off his foot, when the door opened onto the gray morning light. "You ready, Matthias?  Raimund said you're in a tearing hurry to get to Mansfeld, so I saddled Brutus instead of hitching up the cart. He can move a lot faster that way. You and I will have to walk. Anything you want to put in the saddlebags? Here, Jupp, we'll help you mount."

****

"All right, we have to stop for a few minutes and let Brutus catch his breath. I don't want him to stumble while we cross the ford. You don't want him to stumble, either."

Jupp gave back a wan smile. "No, I suppose we don't. Should I get down?"

"If you can. It will help."

"All right, then. I need to step behind a tree anyway. Can you give me a hand getting off?"

****

The town was in sight, though not the station on the far side. By the height of the rising sun, it couldn't have been over an hour and a half since they'd started, but Jupp was starting to droop a little in the saddle. Matthias looked a question at Oswald Weckesser, walking fast on the other side of the horse. "Don't worry about it. I can keep him in the saddle if I have to. Brutus is big enough to carry two for the little way we have left to go."

"All right. I suppose he couldn't stay in the saddle if we tried to go faster.  Let me pay you now, and then I'm going to run ahead and get the tickets. I'll meet you at the train platform. You know where it is, right?"

"Raimund always pays me. He can do that when I get back. You just get going."

Matthias waved a grateful acknowledgment and took off at a trot.

****

When Matthias arrived puffing, there was a line in front of the ticket window, and the old woman in front seemed to be having trouble making herself understood. She had a heavy accent he couldn't place. Then a train whistle sounded in the distance. And Oswald, Jupp, and Brutus still weren't in sight. Matthias dithered in indecision for a few seconds more, then surrendered to the necessity to be impolite. He ran around the line to the window.

"Herr Stationmaster! Please! My partner is hurt bad and has to get to the hospital in Magdeburg. Can you sell me two tickets, before the train comes?"

The man looked at him in confusion for a moment. Matthias could see it on his face—this was out of his routine. "Hurt? Where is he? He has to be here, to get on the train."

"About five minutes behind me, being carried on a horse. I ran ahead to buy the tickets."

"He better be coming fast, then. The train is almost here. It leaves in four minutes. Or you could catch the next one, in three hours."

"Three hours? That might not be in time for him. Gott im Himmel! Is there any way the train could wait a little bit, until he gets here?"

Some of the other people waiting in line were starting to give Matthias impatient looks. The hiss and clatter of the engine was audible now.

The man drummed his fingers on the counter. "Hold back a train? Highly irregular, I haven't heard of that being done on purpose. What's wrong with your man? Nothing contagious, I hope."

"No, he fell on something sharp yesterday afternoon, and now his leg is red and swollen, and hurts like crazy, and he's getting worse fast. Please, what can you do so he can get to the hospital in time?"

The ticket seller brought his hand up to his chin, frowned ferociously for a few seconds, and came to his feet. "Holding the train is the conductor's decision. I don't know how long he can wait, if he can wait, but I'll tell him what you said. You just do anything you can to get your partner here quick. The rest of you passengers, my apologies. I must deal with this immediately. I'll arrange for you to get your tickets on board, for the station price. Follow me to the platform." He ran around to the door.

****

Karl Alpendorf swung down with the boarding step in his hand, as the train screeched to a stop. Further back, his brakeman was doing the same. As usual, people were converging on both of them. As usual, he called out the time-worn admonition. "A moment please, meine Damen und Herren, stand aside so the arriving passengers can get down and make way for you." Then he noticed the station agent at the front of the knot of people coming his way. That meant something out of the ordinary was happening. Things out of the ordinary usually weren't good, when you were trying to make a train run on time.

"Conductor, there's a problem. I just had someone at the window telling me that a badly injured man is coming this way and has to go to the Magdeburg hospital in a big hurry. He asks can you hold the train until he gets here. I never heard of that, is it allowed?"

"What? I don't see anybody who looks hurt. Where is he?"

"A few minutes behind, he said. I told him to do anything he could to hurry."

The departing passengers were boarding now. Karl thought furiously.

"It's an emergency? Yes, of course it is. All right, we can stretch the stop for an extra five and a half minutes past schedule, before I have to think about conflicting with other traffic. Otherwise we're liable to be sidetracked at Aschersleben for the southbound freight." He turned things over in his mind for a moment. "You'd better go stand where you can see them coming and I can see you, and hurry them along if you can. I'm going forward to tell the engine crew what's happening." He looked at the passengers filing up the steps, and pointed to the last two men. "Excuse me, meinen Herren. You two look strong. Please wait right here on the platform beside the entry, until I come back. I might need your help to carry this injured person up the steps."

When he got back a minute later, there was still no sign of anybody coming. A thought struck him. He ran up the stairs to his cupboard and pulled out a message blank. Back down on the platform, he wrote quickly.

TO DIVN DISPATCH

FROM CONDR TRAIN SEVEN

LEFT MFLD LATE TO BOARD URGENT MEDICAL CASE FOR MAGD HOSPITAL X DO NOT DELAY US FOR ANYTHING X

ALPENDORF

 Should he send that? He'd know before very much longer. He looked at his watch.

Finally the station agent started gesturing furiously. Otherwise, the platform was clear except for the two men he'd kept beside him. Another minute passed. This wasn't good. Then he heard hooves, and a man on horseback appeared around the corner of the station building. He was pale and swaying visibly in the saddle, holding on with both hands, while a man on foot led the horse. A third man brought up the rear, breathing hard.

There wasn't a second left to ask questions; the last of his time cushion was already running out. He beckoned to the rider and shouted, "You're the one going to the hospital? Dismount right here where I'm standing! Get aboard!"

One of the men on foot, the one who wasn't leading the horse, called back, "I haven't got our tickets yet. I'll run to the window for them."

"Never mind the tickets! I'll sell them to you after we're moving. Get on, right now, we have to roll. Any baggage?"

"A couple of bundles in the saddlebags. I'm going with him on the train."

The horse came to a standstill in front of Karl, and the two companions moved in to help the rider down. He cried out once, as they took his weight.

"You bring the bags, then. While you're doing that, these two men will help your friend up the steps. Move." He whipped out his other hand toward the station agent, waving the yellow message slip. "Here, send this right away, and add our departure time." He looked around. The man with the baggage was just disappearing through the door into the coach interior, and the other one was already leading the horse away. Good. He tossed the boarding step up into the vestibule, waved "Ahead" to the fireman watching him from the cab, and swung aboard as the first burst of steam blasted out of the stack.

****

The first few minutes after departing a station were always busy. He'd only needed to sell tickets to the two emergency passengers; there'd been enough time to take care of everyone else while they were waiting. But there were the tickets to punch, seat checks to place, and paperwork. Always paperwork.

The injured man was slumped in his seat, leaning against the window with his eyes half-shut, probably trying to sleep through the pain. His companion looked frightened. Karl finally had a chance to stop and give them some attention.

"Thank you so much for getting us on this train! I was almost sure we wouldn't be in time." That was the fellow who'd handled the baggage. He glanced out the window. "This is so much faster than a wagon could go, but if I could make the train go faster by getting out and pushing, I would."

Karl gave him a ghost of a smile. "Well, the train could go faster if we could get stronger track, but we'd be wrecked if we tried it now. I had a passenger last spring telling me how the steel mills are all scrambling to raise production, but there are new lines being laid out everywhere, and they can't catch up. And everybody else wants iron and steel." A remembered vision went through his head of a pretty face framed by glossy red hair, a quick smile, and a practical but deep intelligence. "So as it is, two and a half hours to Magdeburg is what we can do, if there are no delays, and I'm working on making sure there are none. Is there anything I can do for you? Maybe I can find something to cushion your friend's head against that window."




To be continued . . .
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. . . the searchers of the town,

Suspecting that we both were in a house

Where infectious pestilence did reign

Seal'd up the doors . . .

—Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet (5.2.8–11)




BACKGROUND

The Disease

Plague is credited with three pandemics, two of which occurred before the down-time Ring of Fire (RoF, 1631): the Justinian Plague (540–750) and the Black Death (1347–1350). The seventeenth century was characterized by more localized epidemics, such as the Great Plagues of London (1665–6), Seville (1647–52) and Vienna (1679). (Riedel).

The RoF took place during the final year of the Italian epidemic of 1629–31. In the old time line (OTL), there were several major plague outbreaks in the 1630s. These included those of Dijon (1631), Nurnberg (1632), Derbyshire (1632), Venice (1633), the Netherlands (1633–37), Hull (1635), London (1636), Newcastle (1636), Nijmegen (1636–37), Northampton (1637–38), Worcester (1637), Bergen (1637), and Prague (1637). For lesser incidents in Germany in 1625–35, see Lammert.

The armies of the Thirty Years' War helped carry the plague from place to place. In OTL 1632, plague broke out among the forces of Wallenstein and Gustav Adolphus at Nurnberg; "in seven weeks 30,000 of the town inhabitants perished and each of the two armies is recorded as losing one-third of its effective strength." (Simpson 303). But even in peacetime, "where ships go, the plague goes," and plague also traveled, albeit less swiftly, by overland trade routes.

In the new time line (NTL), plague strikes Kronach in July 1633. (DeMarce, “In the Night, All Hats Are Gray,” 1634: The Ram Rebellion). Bear in mind that since a single traveler can bring the disease to a city, the Ring of Fire will have a strong "butterfly effect," altering when and where plague strikes in the 1630s. As I wrote in "Second Starts" (Grantville Gazette 11), a plague ship could come to a different port. Thus, the plague epidemic "scheduled" for Swabia in the spring and summer of 1635 according to the history books" (DeMarce, “Make Mine Macrame,” Ring of Fire III) wasn't sure to happen, but there's no doubt that Swabia was susceptible to plague. And by canon, plague was afoot in the western Germanies that year. (Flint, 1635: The Eastern Front, Chapter 1).

The last plague pandemic occurred a little over a century ago. In 1855, there was a rebellion in the Yunnan province of China, which was near a natural plague focus in Burma. The rebels fled into Burma and the Manchu army followed. When they returned home, they brought the plague with them. By 1894, it had reached Canton and Hong Kong. (McNeill 135). Steamships helped spread it quickly; "Within 10 years (1894–1903) plague entered 77 ports on five continents: Asia (31 ports), Europe (12), Africa (8), North America (4), South America (15) and Australia (7)." (WHO 26). In India it penetrated inland, resulting in 6,000,000 deaths.

The affected ports included San Francisco and Los Angeles, and fleas hopped from seafaring rats to resident urban rats and native wild rodents, including ground squirrels, woodrats and chipmunks. As of the up-time RoF (2000), there was a substantial wild animal reservoir of plague in the up-time western United States.

Since the last pandemic, there have been more localized yet severe outbreaks in India (1920, 1954, 1963, 1994) and Viet Nam (1966–72).

****

Plague is classified as bubonic, septicemic or pneumonic, depending on the initial (primary) site of infection: the lymph nodes (bubonic), the blood (septicemic), or the lungs (pneumonic). With bubonic plague, as the bacteria multiply, they may escape the lymph nodes and infect other parts of the body, thus leading to subsequent (secondary) septicemic or pneumonic plague. Primary septicemic plague may also lead to secondary pneumonic plague.

In the modern United States, 85–90% of patients have primary bubonic plague, and 10–15% primary septicemic plague; primary pneumonic plague is rare. Bubonic plague leads to secondary septicemic plague in 23% of patients, and to secondary pneumonic plague in 9%. (Anne Arundel County).

Bubonic plague's first manifestation is likely to look like a bad case of flu. In a study of 40 Vietnamese patients, the "presenting symptoms" were fever (100%, mean 102.9°F), chills (40%), headache (85%), prostration (75%), altered mental state (lethargy, confusion, delirium, seizures) (38%), anorexia (33%), vomiting (25%), abdominal pain (18%), cough (25%), chest pain (13%), and rash (23%). (CIDRAP).

The most distinctive symptom is "lymphadenitis" (extremely swollen and painful lymph nodes, called buboes in the seventeenth century), typically in the groin, thigh, underarm or neck. These usually become visible within 24 hours after the first symptoms. (CDC/ERS 2). The buboes are oval, 1–10 cm in length, and the pain so great as to force the patients into protective postures.

[image: plague]As the disease progresses, the patient may experience "prostration, restlessness, confusion, delirium, and a lack of coordination." (3). Speech may be “peculiarly hesitating, stuttering, thick, lisping, indistinct, and monosyllabic, often like that of a drunken man. The memory is confused, and in answering questions the patient forgets half the sentence or syllable of the word which he began to utter.” Death is usually 3–5 days after onset of illness, and the immediate cause of death is often heart failure. (Pollitzer8, 66, 69).

Septicemic plague is an infection of the bloodstream. With primary septicemic plague, by definition, there is no apparent bubo. But it is possible that deep lymph nodes may be involved, perhaps leading to abdominal pain, and to possible confusion with appendicitis, colitis, enteritis, or cholecystitis. (Lutwick 63). It has also been confused with malaria. (Pollitzer8, 97).

Bacterial endotoxins induce an inflammatory response, leading to injury. In a study of 18 cases in New Mexico, the presenting symptoms were fever (100%), chills (61%), vomiting (50%), nausea (44%), headache (44%), malaise (44%), diarrhea (39%), abdominal pain (39%). 72% had at least one gastrointestinal symptom. As the septicemia progresses, you may see bleeding from the mouth, nose or rectum, or under the skin (petecchiae), skin lesions, and gangrene, cyanosis and necrosis (blackening as a result of tissue death) of fingers, toes and nose (hence, the "Black Death"). In 25% of cases, secondary pneumonic plague develops. (CIDRAP).

Pneumonic plague is an infection of the lung. Its symptoms include fever, chills, malaise, muscle weakness, headache, chest and back pain, and cough (perhaps with bloody sputum). There may be gastrointestinal symptoms as for septicemic plague. There may also be loss of muscle coordination (staggering) and mental confusion. In the hours before death, there may be shortness of breath, cyanosis, and bruising (ecchymoses), and the patient may be delirious (even inappropriately cheerful) or comatose. A slight physical exertion (sitting up in bed) can kill. Death is usually 1–3 days after infection, the longest pre-antibiotic survival of record was 9 days. (CIDRAP; FDA 22; Pollitzer8, 68).

In the primary form, the infection generates an intense cough reflex at the onset of systems, and fine droplets are expelled. In the secondary form, the patient may be too morbid to produce an efficient cough.

Pharyngeal plague is the inflammation of the pharynx from plague, typically associated with cervical (neck) buboes, and is usually the result of consumption of infected meat or inhalation of infectious droplets too large to reach the lung. (Abbott 23). It's rare and not much written about.

****

The risk of death is dependent on the relative prevalence of the three major forms of plague, and how early an effective drug is administered. Until the turn of the nineteenth century, there were no such drugs, and antibiotics weren't available until the Thirties. If septicemic or pneumonic plague are not timely treated with suitable antibiotics, they are almost invariably fatal.

The case fatality rates (the percentage of those with clinical signs of plague that died) were as follows in Tuscany during the 1631 epidemics: San Gimignano (70%), Sasso (60%), Castel Val Cecina (65%), Cozzile (63%). Other sixteenth- and seventeenth-century rates were Apt, France 1588 (77%), Igualada, Spain 1589 (47%), Basel, Switzerland 1610–11 (59%), Dunquerque, France 1666 (71%), Gravelines, France 1666 (75%). (Cipolla 104–5). These don't distinguish among the types of plague, but the numbers are typical of pre-antibiotic outbreaks of bubonic plague.

The mortality in the US in 1900–1941 was 66% ; CDC). However, in San Francisco, it was 93% in 1900–04 and 50% in 1908; better supportive care made a difference. (Chase 292).

In the modern United States, with treatment, the mortality rates are 13.5% for bubonic, 22% for septicemic, and 57% for pneumonic (FAS).




Down-Time Explanations of the Plague

Ultimately, of course, the plague was considered to be divine punishment for the collective sins of the place afflicted. However, European physicians advised that it was effectuated by natural means, and capable of mitigation by means other than prayer.

There were two basic theories as to how it spread. The miasma (bad air) theory visualized a cloud of poisonous particles of uncertain origin; perhaps vapors escaping from the depths through cracks in the earth's surface, or rising from stagnant water, human waste, or unburied corpses. This encouraged attempts to purify the city air by bonfires, gunfire, improved sanitation, and even the ringing of bells. Individuals would breathe through perfumed filters or wear bags holding aromatic substances, and rooms might be fumigated (see below).

The contagion theory assumed that the disease was communicated as a result of contact with sick humans but was vague as to the precise mechanism. Touch, breath and even sight were suggested as possible carriers. The contagion theory, of course, encouraged confining the sick.

Because the disease appeared (erroneously) to be capable of transmission merely by contact with objects (particularly clothing) associated with the sick, the "miasmists" argued that the apparent contagion was the result of the absorption and release of poisonous particles by those objects. Vulnerable objects therefore had to be disinfected or destroyed. Room walls and hard objects would be washed down and soft objects fumigated or aired out.

Do not expect unquestioning acceptance of the up-timers' warnings that rats and fleas act together to transmit plague . . . especially after the down-timers realize just how expensive rat and flea control will be. In OTL, the "rat" theory was criticized on the ground that rats and humans live in close proximity in many places, and have done so continuously for centuries, whereas plague outbreaks are occasional and scattered. (Mohr 12). And it took more than a decade for the scientific community to reach a consensus on the role of fleas.




Economic and Social Dislocation

The adverse effects of the plague were not limited to the direct loss of life. If, say Florence, stopped trading with Genoa of fear of the plague, it would lose access to the goods it normally imported from Genoa, and its dockworkers and merchants would lose the Genoese business. Moreover, if Genoa thought that the action was unjustified, then it might well retaliate by closing Genoa to Florentine goods, as in fact happened in 1652.

If external quarantine failed to hold the plague at bay, the economic dislocations worsened. As word of the city's misfortune spread, import and export would diminish or cease altogether. Even local sales would decline. Residents would find themselves without employment, perhaps while also trying to care for themselves or a family member. This, in turn, would lead to food shortages, impaired nutrition, and reduced resistance to many diseases. Caring for the sick and enforcing quarantine was costly, straining both private and public resources. However, the fact that many residents had lost their regular source of income helps explain why it was possible to find people to do such dangerous jobs as searcher, nurse, corpse carrier or gravedigger.

In 1894 Hong Kong, plague-related quarantine drove food prices up 50%. (Marriott 130).




THE PRE-ROF RESPONSE TO THE PLAGUE

Public Health Authorities and Laws

In the early-seventeenth century, all of the major cities of Northern Italy had permanent Health Magistrates, given legislative, executive and judicial powers, and charged with preventing and controlling epidemics. Moreover, these were in communication with each other about perceived threats. (Cipolla 4, 21).

The smaller Northern Italian population centers would appoint health magistrates on an ad hoc basis when a threat was perceived. For example, Pistoia appointed six health deputies in April 1630; the plague reached inside Pistoia in October. (51ff).

South of Florence, even major cities like Rome only appointed public health officers when they thought an outbreak was imminent (or in progress). (4).

In Seville, if a plague threat were perceived, several city councilmen were named as plague commissioners. (Bowers 344). Bowers (356) is of the opinion that this ad hoc approach rendered Seville’s government more apt to be flexible in balancing public health needs against other public and private interests.

In England, the first national plague order was issued by the Privy Council in 1578, which was also the year of a major London epidemic. It was reissued in 1625 and 1636, likewise famous plague years. (Hall, 94, 110, 114). The front-line responsibility for controlling the plague was placed on the local magistrates (justices of the peace, mayors, aldermen, etc.). (Hall; McKeithen).

In early modern Germany, the city council was responsible for plague control. However, as in Seville, specific councilmen would be assigned to deal with the day-to-day management. (Kinzelbach 380).

****

The public health authorities, in turn, relied heavily on the supposed expertise of the local physicians. There weren't many; London had one for about every 4,000 residents, and Venice one for every 2,000. (Byrne 270). In England, medical advice was attached to the plague orders.

[image: plague doctor]On the Continent, municipal officials found that there was a need to hire their own public physicians and not rely exclusively on those in private practice. The first such were hired in the 13th century. In late-sixteenth century Nördlingen, the sick poor were examined by both a physician and a barber-surgeon. However, these did not investigate suspected cases of plague. (Hammond). Rather, in Europe that was the assignment of a different civic employee, the "plague doctor" (medicus pestilentiarus, pestarzt), who specialized in plague cases. However, Johannes Crato von Krafftheim (1510–85) served at various times as a town physician, a court physician, and a plague physician. (Wikipedia).




Diagnosis

No one wanted to hear that they had the plague, especially at a time when there really wasn't an effective treatment anyway. It meant isolation, perhaps in a vile pesthouse; and one's goods might be destroyed out of fear that they could carry the infection.

If a city had been free of plague for years, announcing the first plague case was a fateful decision. Trade with other cities would come to an abrupt halt as soon as they heard. There would be great economic dislocations. And humans had the tendency to punish the bearer of bad news, to shoot the messenger. Sometimes literally. "The physician who declared the presence of plague in Busto Arsizio in 1630 was shot to death." (Cipolla 92). And at Messina 1743, another reporting physician had a narrow escape. (Simpson 373).

Please do not think that this will be easy to change. In 1900–7 San Francisco, local residents and the state and city authorities stubbornly questioned the diagnosis of plague by the local US public health officers (Chase 47, 70); the governor went so far as to accuse the federal officers of spiking corpses with plague bacteria. (79). Some local doctors made deliberate misdiagnoses or issued false death certificates; patients were coached to remain silent; and bodies were dumped in another locality or simply hidden. (114ff). In Surat 1994, it was made a criminal offense to spread rumors of plague (Marriott 106) and Delhi at first claimed that nothing serious was happening. (206).

Even without social pressures to make a different diagnosis, seventeenth-century medicine was ill-equipped to recognize whether a febrile disease was plague in the absence of buboes. In Seville, doctors, surgeons and apothecaries testified before the health commission as to whether plague had appeared; they didn’t necessarily agree. (Bowers 344).

Yet delay in recognizing the danger could make matters worse. In 1576, Girolamo Mercuriale and several other Paduan physicians challenged public health measures recently adopted by the public health board. They insisted that recent deaths were the result of pestilential fever, not plague. The Venetian leadership was persuaded by the Paduans (no doubt in part because it was what they wanted to hear) and the protective measures were lifted. The outbreak intensified, ultimately claiming the lives of 46,000 of the 180,000 residents. (Byrne 352).

A further possible problem for physicians is that mass hysteria can lead to them being accused of introducing the plague. (Simpson 377–8).

Once plague had appear inside the city, the authorities needed to determine who had contracted the disease. For this, they used searchers (examiners, viewers). (Newman 812).

I will describe the British practice in more detail. According to the 1578 royal plague order, clergymen were expected to report deaths, and viewers, appointed by the parish curate, were sent out to inspect the corpses and determine the cause of death (271). In 1625 London, the searchers were preferably "respectable honest women," and their work was supposed to be checked by surgeons. (Hall 289). A revised edition said that each parish should employ "two sober ancient women." (294).

The sick were also examined. The 1608 order likewise called for appointment, by the alderman, common ward counsel, or justices of the peace, of "respectable people" as "examiners" to determine which houses and people were infected by plague. Doubts were to be resolved in favor of confinement until a clear diagnosis was possible. Examiners served for at least two months, and if they refused to serve, they were imprisoned. (Hall 284). By 1625, they were assisted by surgeons.

The head of household was expected to notify a medical examiner within two hours after appearance of the signs of plague. (Hall 291). However, there were cover-ups—for example, hiding a sick servant.

Both viewers and examiners were punished if they made "inaccurate death reports due either to corruption or favoritism." (271, 294). (The master of the house might bribe the searcher to render an exculpative finding.)




Isolation and Quarantine

Strictly speaking, isolation is confining someone who is definitely sick with the plague, whereas quarantine is applied to someone who is merely under suspicion, either because of direct contact with a local plague victim, or because they come from outside the city (and especially from some place rumored to have had recent plague cases). However, the two measures complemented each other.

In 1630s Genoa, quarantena brutta was applied to those who had had close contact with plague victims or their goods. This called for complete isolation for 40 days followed by a period of lesser restriction called "convalescence." (In fact, this was the same treatment meted out to the victims themselves.) On the other hand, those who either had suspicious fevers or had come from areas where plague had been recently reported were subjected to quarantena sospetto. I believe that was just 22 days. (Cipolla/Cristofano 120). Marseille (eighteenth century?) had three levels of quarantine: patente brute, for those from epidemic cities; patente soupconnie, for those from a city rumored to have plague; and patent nette, if from a city not under suspicion. (Meli).

A sick resident would either be "shut up" at home, or transferred to a public plague hospital (pesthouse, lazaretto) outside the city walls. A visitor might be taken to the pesthouse or, if come by sea, required to remain on board the vessel.

Quarantine of Incoming Persons and Goods. The concept of quarantining incoming vessels from foreign ports was introduced by Venetian Ragusa in 1377. The period was originally thirty days (trentino), (Mackowiak) but was increased to forty (quarantino, quarentena, quaranta) by Marseilles in 1383. Other periods were used; Dublin in 1625 specified twenty days. (Byrne 305).

Some ports of embarkation were generally deemed safer than others. In seventeenth-century northern Italy, people on vessels that came directly from England or Flanders might be allowed entry after a few days, whereas those from Spain had to do 25 days quarantine. If there were deaths or illnesses during the voyage, or during the quarantine, which weren't clearly attributable to an acceptable cause, the period of quarantine would be extended. (Cipolla 111ff).

In the sixteenth century, a procedure was developed for more rapidly clearing passengers and goods. If their last port was free of disease, and the goods had been purified, the vessel would be given a "clean bill of health" by the local inspectors, and the captain would have this validated by the local consul for the port of destination. On arrival, if there was no reason to doubt the bill of health, the passengers and goods would enter without quarantine, or with an abbreviated one. (Gensini).

But as usual, it depended on circumstances. In 1652, Leghorn admitted passengers from the Levant after three days, if their vessels had "clean bills." On the other hand, Genoa would make them sit tight for 30–40 days, depending upon "information received." (Cipolla 112).

In seventeenth-century northern Italy, if a health magistrate ascertained that there was a plague in a region, it would be placed under a ban. Moreover, other places known to trade with that region might well be placed under suspension (effectively, a temporary ban), especially if the magistrate didn't consider them to be competent at protecting public health themselves.

If a vessel came from a port under ban or suspension, it would have to go through quarantine even if it had a clean bill of health. (Cipolla 19). Indeed, in Genoa, the crew and passengers of a ship coming from a city under ban or suspension (a provisional ban) would not be allowed to disembark at all, and only goods considered not subject to contagion could be offloaded. (Cipolla 19).

There were attempts to trick the system. Plague was brought to Messina 1743 by a merchant vessel from Morea that relied on a clean bill of health from an intermediate stop and also claimed that a plague victim was merely a sailor who had fallen overboard. (Simpson 34).

While maritime travel was faster than overland travel, and thus could disseminate the plague more quickly, towns, of course, were wary of overland visitors, too. If there were rumors of plague in the hinterland, a town would close most of its gates, and subject visitors to strict scrutiny. In particular, the guards wanted to know if anyone in their party was sick or if they had lost anyone earlier to illness, which towns they had passed through.

On Oct. 16, 1617, the authorities in Augsburg were advised that there was plague in Amsterdam and they immediately imposed a ban on persons and goods from Amsterdam. Three days later, they closed the peddlers' market. (Kinzelbach 286).

Just as for vessels, overland travelers to Seville would present health certificates for themselves and their merchandise, indicating their place of origin. (Bowers 340). In 1582, a sheriff in La Rinconada, Spain encountered three men who were heading to Seville to find passage to the New World; they were traveling without papers even though they had heard rumors of plague. They were jailed and fined for this crime. (Bowers 352).

Which gates were closed, and to whom, could be a matter of negotiation. In 1600 Seville, two monasteries whose houses were outside the city walls asked that either the gate nearest them be reopened for part of the day—so city residents could bring them offerings—or the city recompense them for the lost income. The health commission ordered the gates reopened, under guard.

If a city had outgrown its walls, or let them fall into neglect, the walls alone wouldn’t be an effective barrier. In Seville, the Triana district lay outside the walls, and consequently the city had to watch the road and river crossings into Triana. Seville’s plague commissioners also visited outlying towns to investigate possible plague cases, and placed infected towns under a general quarantine (no one leaves!). If a town could make a case that it remained generally healthy, it might get the ban removed.

Goods from plague towns might be destroyed, refused entry, or subjected to a form of quarantine called "purification." In keeping with the "miasma" theory of infection, this involved airing them out or exposing them to fire at a pesthouse. From a modern perspective, the proper procedure is to disinfect (probably by fumigation) those goods that are likely to harbor fleas, either on their own or rat-borne. Merely airing out the goods is at best ineffective and at worst likely to expose them to infestation. Moreover, once the fleas and rats have been dealt with, the goods must be stored under ratproof conditions.

In Seville, it was possible to plead extenuating circumstances and obtain a waiver. When Seville banned entry of persons and goods from nearby Cazalla de la Sierra, the wine merchant Diego de Escobar worked the system. First, he had the wine moved to just outside Seville, and traveled to another outlying town that was not under the ban, and remained there long enough to get a declaration of health. With that in hand, he entered Seville and then pleaded that the wine had been outside of Cazalla for six weeks. A doctor representing Seville inspected the wine, and pronounced it safe; the city council licensed its entry provided it was transferred into new containers furnished by the city and transported on mules from the city. (Bowers 337).

Pesthouses. A pesthouse is a hospital that only cares for those diagnosed with plague.

They are also called lazarettos, although strictly speaking that is a leper hospital. It may be purpose-built, or a conversion of a preexisting building (e.g., convent, leprosarium). It may be a permanent structure, or just a cluster of huts. The largest was perhaps Milan's, into which 15,000 were crowded in 1630. Preferably, the pest house was outside the city walls.

The first permanent pesthouse was that of Dubrovnik (Ragusa), built in 1377, and the Ragusans added another in 1429. In Venice, the Lazaretto Vecchio (1423) was used for isolation and the Lazaretto Nuovo (1468) for quarantine and convalescence. Other permanent European pesthouses include those of Marseilles (1383), Milan (1399, 1451, 1488), Florence (1494), Ulm, Überlingen, Barcelona (1562), Seville (1568), Utrecht (1567), Ghent (1582), Palermo (1576), Paris (1580, never finished), Lyon (1628), Copenhagen (1619), Amsterdam (1636), Florence (1630). During the 1625 outbreak, London just had "cabins in the fields." (Byrne 208ff). On the other hand, in Germany, even small towns such as Überlingen had pesthouses, and indeed separate houses for the sick and for contacts. (Kinzelbach).

The 1636 British plague orders directed the Middlesex and Surrey justices of the peace to determine the taxes necessary to build pest-houses and provision them. (Hall 303). According to the 1636 London order, if a hackney coach is used to carry infected people to the pest-house, it can't be used to transport healthy people until five or six days have elapsed and the coach has been well-aired. (340).

It appears from plans of the lazarettos at Spezia and Livorno that these had many small holding cells, as well as disinfection halls, warehouses, and barracks. (Meli).

During an outbreak, overcrowding was the norm. In 1630, Florence's San Miniato had 82 beds for 412 females, and 93 beds for 312 males. (Byrne 210).

Household isolation/quarantine. When plague afflicted a resident of the town, it was possible to place the resident under "house arrest" rather than send him or her to a pesthouse. The same treatment could be meted out to a mere contract of a plague victim. This shutting-in was first practiced in Milan (1348). In 1631 Pistoia (pop. 8000), 125 houses were shut-up. (Byrne 326).

Unless otherwise stated, my description of household quarantine practice is based on English sources. There, the Privy Council considered confinement in a pesthouse to be more effectual than house arrest. But the capacity of the pesthouses was limited (St. Martin in the Fields parish, London, could only accommodate 66 sufferers in 1636) (Newman 815) and so, as the plague progressed, it was necessary to confine some victims and suspects to their residences.

If a victim was taken to the pesthouse, his or her family members might be taken there too, or quarantined at home. Even if the whole family was moved out, their dwelling place was still quarantined. It is likely that those who lived alone would be sent directly to the pesthouse.

It was recognized that quarantining of family members with victims might cause avoidable deaths. Shutting Up Infected Houses (1665) declared, "Infection may have killed its thousands, but shutting up hath killed its ten thousands." (Byrne 326).

The Dutch appeared to have been more liberal than the British; "some Dutch cities allowed relatives a choice to stay or leave. . . ." But if they stayed, it was for six weeks. (Byrne 325).

Still, in Britain, if plague appeared in a family that had more than one home, the family could isolate the victims in one and quarantine the healthy contacts in the other. If there was only one home, the family would, if possible, keep the victims in one room (perhaps a loft) and the others in another.

The transfer of a victim or suspect, whether to another home or the pesthouse, had to be done at night. The home the person left had to be shut up for a week, to give the remaining people time to develop signs of disease if infected. (Hall 291).

A shut up house was boarded up or padlocked by a constable, and marked as unclean. A one foot long red cross and the words "Lord have mercy on us" were placed on the door. (Newman 812; Hall 286). The constable of the precinct and the beadle of the ward were supposed to check everyday that the warning signs remained up. (294).

On the Continent, the warnings took other forms. In Italy, the sign said "sanita" and at the Hague, "PP" (Plague Present). In Utrecht, a white linen sheet was hung and some Dutch cities specified bundles of straw or straw wreaths. (Byrne 326).

The house was shut up for six weeks (Hall 271), subject to extension if a resident died while shut up, no clothing or the like could be hung out over the street. (292). A curious 1636 addition was that no sound should travel from an infected house without approval. (305).

The orders are not specific as to how food would be provided to the stricken household, but it appears likely that they would be hauled up in a basket to a second story window. (Byrne 325).

Watchmen were appointed to prevent insiders from leaving the house and outsiders from entering it. If the residents were moved out altogether, the watchmen prevented theft. There were two watches, from 10 am to 6 pm, and from 6pm to 10 am. (Hall 285).

Besides preventing unauthorized entry or exit, the watchmen were “to render other services such as the inhabitants require.” If sent away, the watchman was supposed to lock up the house.

If one shut up managed to escape and visit another house, the latter house would also be shut up for four weeks, and those responsible for the escape would be punished. (Hall 286). Likewise, any unauthorized visitor to a shut-up house would be shut-up in turn. (305).

There are instances of both clandestine and open violations of household quarantine; the quarantined could attempt to leave and the healthy could attempt to enter. Doorkeepers were bribed or even assaulted, and this led to criminal proceedings. If healthy people entered a quarantined house or one not fully aired after quarantining, or sat at the door of a quarantined house, they could be shut up with infected people as punishment. (827). This was done even in the case of people acting from highest motives; the English so punished French and Dutch "consolators" sent by their congregations. (828). Ben Jonson violated the law in 1606 by visiting the home of Sir John Roe, who died in his arms. (Byrne 198).

Unlike the British, the Dutch allowed friends and family to visit plague patients, but these then had to carry a long "white rod for six weeks after the patient died or recovered." In 1515 Leiden, violators would either provide 2,000 bricks for the city wall or have a hand cut off. (Byrne 359).

The 1636 British plague order stated that it is lawful to use violence to prevent escape and if the would-be escapee is injured, the guard is not liable. Also, if a sick person with an uncovered sore went into the company of others, the punishment was death, but if there were no visible sore, the punishment was the same as for vagabonds. (Hall 331).

On occasion, the authorities exercised discretion. For example, British law offered concessions to those who lived far from others and had good reasons for leaving their homes. For example, it permitted farmers "to continue caring for their fields and animals, as long as they avoid the company of other humans and wear some mark of plague. . . ." (Hall 271).

I find it interesting that the 1577 plague order asked "if there had been any partiality either in restraining the poor than the rich upon infection, or in sparing the rich who transgress the beneficial measures taken to stay the infection, or if the poorer sort were more severely punished." (269). And, under the 1625 order, "anyone who through guile or cunning circumvents the letter or the intent of these orders shall receive twice the punishment as someone who openly disobeys the orders." (297).

Nursing. Whether in shut-up homes or in pesthouses, the sick required care. The wealthy had servants to do this, the poor had to rely on public charity. In Catholic countries, this was generally provided by orders of uncloistered nursing nuns, such as the Oblates of Mary. In Protestant countries, the nurses were secular, either volunteers or public employees. (Byrne 255). The 1625 British order specified that women ("keepers") would provision and take care of the sick. However, there's at least one instance of a male keeper at the 1636 Newcastle "pesthouse" (really just lodges on the town moor):William Gardiner, age 33. (Wrightson 183n21).

Costs. Quarantine had both social and economic costs. It conflicted with the social and religious obligation to visit with and care for the sick.

The economic burden of quarantine fell most acutely on the middle class: the wealthy could flee the city when plague first appeared, and the poor were subsidized. (And it didn't help that when the wealthy fled, they took their money with them, so tax collection and charitable donations were reduced accordingly.) (Byrne 147).

In England, on the one hand the government acknowledged the obligation to care for the sickly poor (as opposed to expelling them to fend for themselves) and the royal plague orders directed local authorities to levy taxes, either on the town as a whole or on wealthy residents, to pay for poor relief. Moreover, there was provision for expanding the area taxed to neighboring areas, as far as five miles away. (Newman 817; Hall 270, 333). If a person refused to pay these taxes, his goods could be seized, or he could be imprisoned. (330). Constables who failed to collect taxes could be fined ten shillings. (331).

On the other hand, the government was extremely sensitive to the accusation that it was not charitable to isolate the sick and thus deny them consolatory visits by clergy, family and friends; it forbade ministers to so preach on threat of punishment. (Hall 273).

This care was to be paid for, if possible, by the afflicted household. In some cases, the parish advanced the support money and the household paid back the loan after the crisis was over. Of course, paying back the loan might be more difficult in the aftermath of the plague. If the householder sold perishable goods, or goods that were subject to destruction under the plague orders, the stock in trade was lost. And under a 1637 Privy Council order, a previously shut-up house couldn't take in lodgers until one year after it was reopened. (Newman 818).

In other cases, the support was outright charity. In the 1636–37 outbreak, 94% of London's St. Martin's households were "chargeable," that is, they couldn't pay outright the four pence a day per person that the parish charged for support. In Augsburg 1607–8, 5% of the households were supported, and in the greater outbreak of 1628–29, 24%. (Kinzelbach 387).

As to the magnitude of the costs, in 1638, Lowestoft, Suffolk (pop 5,000) had 263 families shut in at an expense of 200 pounds/week. (Byrne 326).

Staffing. The British plague orders increasingly recognized a need for medical expertise. The early orders require appointment of searchers, but say nothing of their training. Then there is call for surgeons to check their work. The 1636 royal order instructs the city (London) to hire some doctors, and that "each of the doctors should be supplied with two apothecaries and three surgeons." (293). There is provision for pensioning the widows if a doctor or surgeon (not an apothecary?) dies in city service. (303).

In July 1636, the London parish of St. Martin's (population ~10,000) employed three nurses, ten doorkeepers, three bearers and two searchers; there were then 100 people in quarantine. (Newman 813, 818–9).

Restrictions on Health Workers. In England, since searchers, plague surgeons, keepers, corpse carriers and grave diggers necessarily came into contact with the victims, they were themselves restricted. Unless visiting a home in the line of duty, they could enter only their own homes; while walking through the streets, they had to conspicuously carry a three-foot red wand, and they were expected to avoid company. (Hall 286). Curiously, the plague orders do not place similar restrictions on the watchmen. The keepers could only pour out waste water between 8 in the evening and 6 in the morning. (293). The 1625 London orders stated that the surgeons are only allowed to treat plague victims, and are paid 12 pence per body searched (by the patient, if possible). (Hall 290). Anyone who came into contact with the infected was expected to change clothes and air them out on coming home. (Hall 274).

There were similar restrictions on health workers on the Continent. Not only were some charged with violating these restrictions, there are cases of them taking advantage of their access to shut-up homes and their occupants by vandalism, theft, assault and rape. (Byrne 93).

Notaries. Given the virulence of the disease, it was prudent to make a will as soon as the diagnosis was clear. The legal formalities required both a notary and witnesses. Obviously, a bedside appearance was dangerous, and in Italy, legal changes were made to reduce the risk: decreasing the number of required witnesses, allowing the will to be dictated "through a doorway or window," or dispensing with a notary altogether. Still, in Orvieto, during one plague outbreak, 24 of 31 notaries died of that disease. (Byrne 254).

Funerals and Burials. In early modern Europe, a funeral was a public affair, often followed by a feast. However, in plague areas, funerals were highly restricted.

I have the most information on British practice. Those who died were buried between sunset and sunrise. By the 1578 royal order, curates were directed to keep their distance from the corpse and the mourners. (Hall 272).

It appears that by 1625, neighbors and friends were not allowed to accompany the corpse to church or to enter the deceased's house. (291). Also, no dead body was allowed to remain in the church or be buried during a common prayer, sermon or lecture. No children were allowed near a corpse, coffin or grave, or even into the church or churchyard at the time of burial (not even the children of the deceased?). There could be no burial dinners or dinners at the home of a plague victim within 28 days of the death (285)—if this rule was violated, the house was shut up for another 28 days.

Even the 1636 order guaranteed that burial would be "not without the services of a minister, clerk, bearers, and constable and overseers." (305). But bells could not be rung (307); I suspect that this went to preserving public morale.

In some parts of Europe, such as Tuscany, it was customary for gravediggers to be tipped with the deceased's clothing. This was a dubious reward when the cause of death was plague, at least if the clothing was still flea-ridden.

They received wages, too, but it wasn't unheard-of for the city officials to be dilatory about payment in the hope that the gravedigger would die in the meantime. There's a case in Montelupo 1631 of two gravediggers refusing to work until they received their back pay. When threatened with impressment into the galleys, they countered that they would toss corpses in front of the mayor's house.

When the "official" gravediggers were killed off, they might be replaced with condemned prisoners. (Byrne 186). Which created its own problems.

When there was a major outbreak, there were further departures from the norm. Corpses might be incinerated, as first happened in Catania (1347), and more recently in Venice (1575–7).

However, the "miasma" theory discouraged this practice; there was fear that the "poisons" in the corpses would thereby be returned to the air.

[image: burial wagon]Burial in mass graves was more common, as a severe outbreak could overwhelm the local capacity for individual burial. The bodies might be laid haphazardly, or one on top of the other, "like layers of cheese in lasagna." (Byrne 225).

Assuming that space was available, in England the deceased were buried in the parish's churchyard or normal burial grounds. In Italy, it was more likely that plague epidemic victims were buried outside the city, in a dedicated plague burial ground. (Harding).

Other Public Gatherings. The 1608 British plague order states that "all plays, ballad singing, buckler play, or other such games and amusements that produce crowds of people are utterly forbidden." They didn't go so far as to prohibit drinking, but they cast an unfriendly eye on "disorderly drinking." (Hall 288). If there were a plague case in an alehouse, it had to take its sign down. The 1625 London order called for "restraint" of "profane spectacles like plays, fencing, and other assemblies and calls to same" within the city. (296).

The 1636 order also criticized bowling alleys, and had the curious provision that "two places of entertainment should be provided, one for the sound and one for the sick." (304). I find this difficult to reconcile with the shutting-up of the sick, unless one place of entertainment is actually attached to the pesthouse.

At least the London orders forbade "public feasts, particularly those hosted by companies of the city," and also "dinners at taverns and alehouses." It was suggested that "the money saved by this frugality should be used to benefit the poor who have been visited by the plague." (341).

In Paris, the decision was made to continue to hold the local fair, on the theory that it was better to allow traders to enter openly, subject to inspection, than to risk that infected goods would be smuggled in. (Byrne 260).

Religious processions might or might not be permitted. On the one hand, a crowd increased the risk of contagion. On the other hand, the appeal to heaven's mercy might, the authorities hoped, save the city.

Clergy. The role of the clergy in caring for the sick varied by place. In the 1629–30 plague in Milan, the clergy were active, and two-thirds were lost. (Byrne 55). In seventeenth-century Cologne (and probably also Trier and Mainz), the Cellites buried the plague dead. This was not without risk; 20–23 brothers died in 1605 of the plague. (Byrne 69).




Flight

The logical human reaction to hearing that plague had been discovered nearby was to flee to someplace presumed safe. Jenison called this "the common rule of the world." Curiously, the well-to-do would leave the town and go to estates in the country, while rural poor would flee to nearby towns (in Pistoia, about eight times as many of those admitted to the pesthouses were from the countryside as from the town. (Cipolla 58).

When the wealthy fled, they might leave some servants behind to protect their townhouses and their possessions. In Ben Jonson's The Alchemist (1610) , servants thus left to their own devices got involved in a confidence game.

Wealth did not guaranteed that these refugees would be welcomed. The country folk might refuse to let them sleep in inns or even barns. (Byrne 147). (In Surat 1994, some refugees were stoned when they entered a new town. (Marriott 110.)

Licensed physicians were likely to be well-off enough to join the flight, leaving the care of the sick to the "empirics" left behind. (Byrne 130). And those that didn't, often died, in 1347–52, Montpelier lost its entire medical faculty, and Venice, 20 of 24. (269).

So, too, were many of the Anglican and Lutheran clergy, in part because they did not have a duty to hear final confessions or administer last rites. (Byrne 263). After fleeing the 1636 Newcastle outbreak, the lecturer Robert Jenison declared that a minister without a pastoral charge might "withdraw himself, and so reserve himself to better times, merely out of respect to [the] good [of his parishioners], who for the present seem a while neglected." (Wrightson 59).

In the premodern world, there was a religious concern: if the plague was a punishment from God, then was leaving town an impious act? Nonetheless, in Europe the usual advice (attributed to Galen) was "to start early, go far, and return late." (Aberth 45). Amanti argued that since God made it possible to escape the plague by flight, it could not be impious to thus save one's self. (50).

In contrast, in the Islamic World, there was the problem the Prophet supposedly said that if a plague is "in a land, do not approach it; but if it breaks out in a land and you are already there, then do not leave in flight from it." Some jurists took this to be a blanket prohibition, and others said that it was "humane guidance and advice." Still, the bottom line is that there was more prejudice in the Islamic countries against flight than there was in Europe. (44).

Even if flight does not occur, there is the risk that laborers will refuse to do work that places them in proximity to plague sites, even if that work is intended to suppress the disease. This happened even in modern times. (Chase 153).




Restrictions on Flight

From a public health standpoint, the problem with permitting people to leave a place in which plague cases had been reported was that they might already be carrying the disease (or at least infected fleas), and would therefore carry it to their destination. A central government conceivably could decide not to let anyone leave, or constrain who might depart in some way.

The 1636 British plague order directed that before fleeing, you must obtain a certificate from the parish overseer attesting that you are free from plague, and even then you could flee only to an uninhabited house not more than one day's travel away. (Hall 305). I think, however, that this was not intended to forbid moving to a second house of one's own, as that is expressly permitted by the London order of the same year. (337).

Travel restrictions saved some and doomed others. Tradition holds that the village of Eyam (Derbyshire, England) voluntarily quarantined itself in 1666. The quarantine was observed for the last five months of the fourteen-month epidemic, and no villager was allowed to cross the boundary, one mile in diameter. The mortality rate was 80%, the highest for any British community. (Coleman). Eyam was a mining town and revisionists have suggested that it was required to quarantine itself in return for food. (Wallis).

A similar cordon sanitaire was placed around Sandwich (1610, 1640), Presteigne (1636), Digne (1629), and Girona (1650). The local authorities didn't react quickly enough to the plague outbreak in Marseilles (1720), and the result was that a substantial portion of the French army was employed in sealing off the entire province of Provence. (Byrne 90). Shoot to kill orders were given.




Expulsion

While some fled a town voluntarily, in the fourteenth century , it was not unusual for the authorities to expel the sick to fend for themselves. By the seventeenth century, as we've seen, towns were more likely to isolate but care for the sick. Still, they might force foreigners and other undesirables to leave.

The 1608 British plague order warned against "wandering beggars." (Hall 287). Pistoia first expelled "all foreigners, mounterbanks and Jews," and later closed the city to "all beggars and all poor people afflicted with any kind of disease." (Cipolla 53). In some cases, the motivation was: fear that they had unclean habits or came from unclean lands where plague might breed, or even that they were deliberately spreading the plague. Sometimes, it was just to avoid having to care for them if they became sick. And plague could be just the excuse. . . . (Naphy 47).




Disinfection and Destruction of Clothing and Bedding

In the seventeenth century, it was supposed that the noxious components of the miasmas would stick to clothing and bedding, and hence from time to time the authorities decreed that these be disinfected or destroyed.

[image: flea]We now know that plague is not spread by fomites, i.e. , inanimate objects do not normally carry the living bacterium directly. However, clothing and bedding are capable of carrying infected fleas. (Cipolla 13).

In 1630 Florence, the members of the Compagnia di San Michele reported to the Magistracy that the degree of poverty in the lower class neighborhood was much greater than they had suspected, and many of the poor slept on filthy paliasses that could carry disease. The Magistracy ordered 1347 new paliasses purchased and given to the poor, marked so they couldn't be seized by creditors. (Cipolla 16).

The early British plague orders specified that clothes and bedding of the sick were burnt if of little value (Hall 280), and otherwise disinfected with "fire and water" or "well aired." (Hall 273). They also provided for compensating the poor for burnt items. (273). It was forbidden to buy bedding or other stuff from a house within two months of the plague having been there, on penalty of having the buyer's own house shut up for at least 28 days (285). The 1625 orders took this a step further as they said "no clothes or other things from or near the infected people are to be given away or sold; instead they should either be destroyed or completely purified." (297). In the Netherlands, the rule was that the clothing of plague victims couldn't be sold until two months after death. (Byrne 83).

In Germany, goods with smooth surfaces were quarantined for just two weeks, whereas blankets, bedding and clothes had to be aired for a whole year. (Kinzelbach 386).

Many seventeenth-century methods of disinfection were worthless. They included burning aromatic materials in the presence of the suspect items. A few of these (tobacco, rue) (306) might have been of value if the burning had been in a confined area so as to concentrate the fumes, but I don't think that was how it was done. In any event, I know that in 1900 San Francisco, Chinese workers in a cigar factory contracted plague. (Chase 56).

Exposing the item to heat might have been more effective, but it really depends on how hot for how long. Of course, actually burning the material will kill the fleas, but is rather wasteful.

At the Vasa Museum in Stockholm, a placard asserts that in Kalmar 1628, "ships which had dead and sick men on board were fumigated with sulphur and then tarred."




Sanitation

Some down-time physicians thought that the "miasma" was the result in part of putrefaction, leading to a heightened concern for public sanitation. (Hall 287, 296).

To the extent that this led to reduction in food or harborage for rats, it may have had a modest anti-plague effect. And it would have had more general public health benefits.




Animal Observation and Control

The Hindu scripture Bhagavata Purana instructed people to leave their rooms if they saw "rats fall from the roof above, jump about and die." (Clemow 345). Unfortunately, early-seventeenth century Europeans did not even become alarmed by a spike in rat deaths, let alone suspect that the rats played a role in spreading the plague.

Unfortunately, the animal culprits were deemed to be cats and dogs, the theory being that their fur captured poisonous particles from the miasma. In Milan (1576?), a cat was reported to have infected a nun. (Simpson 221). The 1608 British plague order directed that "no dogs, cats, conies or tame pigeons should be kept within the city," and no swine were to be allowed to wander loose. (Hall 287). Cats and dogs were also killed in Seville, Rome and Amsterdam. (Byrne 13).

The first European reference I find to rat control as a plague preventative is in Defoe's fictionalized account of the Great Plague of London 1665–6: "All possible endeavors werere used, also, to destroy the mice and rats, especially the latter, by laying ratsbane [arsenic] and other poisons for them. . . ." (Hendrickson 58).




Prophylactics

The British plague orders were accompanied by collected advice from medical experts (Hall 273ff), and, for the surer protection of the populace, prophylactics were to "be made available for those who might otherwise have difficulty getting them." Also, "recipes using low cost, readily available ingredients [were to] be printed and posted in market-places and churches." (Hall 272).

While the down-time prophylactics were worthless, this practice does create precedent for distributing medical advice from Grantville, and perhaps subsidizing flea repellents, rat poisons, general fumigants, and antibiotics once they come onto the market.




Protective Clothing

In 1630s Italy, it was customary for doctors in France and Italy to wear red robes made of toile-ciree (a fine linen) coated with a wax containing aromatic substances. Under the miasma theory of disease, it was expected that the wax would keep the "venomous atoms" of the miasma from sticking, and I presume that the aromatic substances were to counter the noxious aromas of that miasma.

While it is fair to say that the color did not fend off the fleas, the coating may have been of real value. In 1657, Father Antero Maria da San Bonaventura, the friar administering the main Genoese pesthouse, reported that "the waxed robe in the pesthouse is good only to protect one from the fleas that cannot nest in it." (Cipolla 12). Believing in the miasma theory, he concluded that the robes were no defense against the plague. So near, yet so far!

Differences in dress probably also explain why colonial officers in India were less likely to contract plague than the urban poor; the former wore long pants and boots, the latter wore short pants and went barefoot. (Mohr 13).




Conclusion, Part I

DeMarce, "A Gift from the Duchess" (Ring of Fire II) describes how Kronach, a town in Franconia, copes with plague in NTL 1634. Outside, there is a cordon sanitaire. Inside, there is a pesthouse and an ad hoc Magistracy of Public Health. So far, quite traditional.

But up-time knowledge is already having an effect. The three plague doctors sent into town by the Duchess of Tirol have accepted the up-time notion that the ultimate cause is bacteria in the blood rather than poison in the air, and the role of fleas and rats in spreading those bacteria. Rat eradication has been deemed desirable; dogs and cats have been given a reprieve (on the theory that they "gave the fleas a few more options" and can also catch rats) and, most importantly, DDT has been imported from Grantville.

In part 2, I will examine in more detail the impact of up-time knowledge on the battle against the plague.

****

To be continued . . .














Editing Changes

Written by Kristine Kathryn Rusch

I read a lot of  magazines and anthologies, both fiction and nonfiction. One best-of-the-year series (multiple volumes in multiple genres) drives me crazy because the publisher mandates that the stories be put into alphabetical order by author name so that no one gets offended by placement.

This stricture, which has existed for more than twenty years, makes these volumes hard to read. Sometimes the most difficult story, written in an experimental style, starts the volume. No one wants to read farther after that. But if that story  had come at the middle or in the end, readers would have gotten to it and loved it.

Editing magazines and anthologies is a skill. A new employee I hired at a publishing company once offered to slap together some stories into collections and I about had a fit. The employee, who had never worked with fiction before, didn’t understand that good collections, like good anthologies, have a rhythm and a pace, not to mention a unifying theme.

Editors have voices. Those voices are subtle, but they exist. The reader recognizes the voice in story choice, story order, and in the feeling that occurs as he closes the book or magazine.

That’s why, when the editors change even at a nonfiction magazine, some subscribers leave and others join. If you ask the average reader why she left, she’ll say “the magazine got boring” or “I don’t read it any more,” but she won’t really know why.

The reason is pretty simple: Even though the magazine’s mandate is, say, a running magazine that appeals to everyone from beginner to experienced (like Runner’s World), a new person in the editor’s chair will have a different opinion than the previous editor about what will appeal. Those two editors might like the same writers and they might like the same kind of articles. But they’ll put the articles in a different order, and sometimes that’s enough to chase readers away.

As I said, it’s really subtle.

In the sf field, Analog Science Fiction and Fact is going through this transition right now. Stanley Schmidt edited the magazine for 35 years, his tenure matching the magazine’s other longest tenured editor, the famous John W. Campbell. So, since 1978, Stan Schmidt has had the helm of one of the oldest and most respected magazines in the field.

Every sf writer seemed to think they knew what Stan wanted. I remember listening to Stan complain about that back when I edited The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction. He’d often tell me that he would have bought one of the sf stories I had bought, but the author hadn’t sent it to him, thinking the story wasn’t “hard sf.”

“I get to decide that,” he would say.

Trevor Quachri, the new editor, now has the opportunity to make his mark, and it’s clear that some writers are sending Trevor stories that they would never have sent Stan. Trevor is buying them, and sprinkling them with the back inventory and old favorites.

Trevor has worked at the magazine for years now; he has similar tastes to Stan or he wouldn’t have been hired. But right now, Analog is in that transitional phase between two editorial voices. Trevor is finding his footing and dealing with the old expectations. In a year or so, a purely Trevor issue will appear, and in two years, he’ll relax enough to use his own voice clearly.

For a long-time student of short-form editing like me, it’s a clear example of the switchover. Because the issues are uneven—not because of the new editor, but because of the transition. The voice is muddled, one-third Stan, one-third reader expectation as interpreted by Trevor, one-third Trevor.

I’ve been there. I had almost two years of inventory to deal with when I arrived at the helm of F&SF. Some of those stories were brilliant, others were good but needed editing (in my never-humble opinion), and some were awful. Truly awful. They weren’t to my taste at all. Unlike my successor, Gordon Van Gelder, I didn’t insult the former editor and the writers whose stories had already been bought by sending the so-called awful stories and the needed-editing stories back to the authors for revision months after purchase. (Still rankles, can you tell?)

I respected Ed Ferman’s editorial point of view and his years of experience. If he thought those stories in that form were worthy of the pages of F&SF, then they were worthy. I wouldn’t buy stories similar to them in the future, but I would honor the commitment that the previous editor had already made.

(Some editors, back in the day, would make a stink about the inventory they had and return it, telling the author they could keep the money but the story wasn’t going to get published. Doing so also guaranteed that editor would never see another story by that writer again. I can name names in the sf field, but most of those things happened so long ago that both the editor and writers are dead, so there’s no point.)

I would mix the older stories with the newer ones, and if I had to publish one of the ones I considered awful, I’d do it with one of the stories I considered fantastic. I knew that the readers at that moment agreed with Ed, and so I’d get those older stories out of the way first.

I don’t know if Trevor’s doing that. I think he’s doing a tremendous job. The magazine is lively and readable and exciting again, and much as I’ve enjoyed reading it in the past, I’m really enjoying it right now.

I also know that at the moment, he’s dealing with hate mail and canceled subscriptions. Every new editor gets hazed like this from the readers. Some readers leave immediately, others write nasty nasty letters saying why they can’t stomach what the new editor is doing to the magazine.

I almost wrote one of those to the new editor of one of my favorite women’s magazines a few years ago, until I caught myself. She had turned a magazine about growing older as a woman into a health and fashion magazine, and I was furious. But I remembered that she might have had a mandate to do that when she got hired and that her taste would never be the same as the previous editor’s. I took my fingers off the keyboard.

Most readers don’t. There’s a personal relationship between us and what we read. We readers love our favorites with a white-hot passion. You need to have that white-hot passion whenever you subscribe to something.

Then someone new comes in and messes with your love.

My favorite hate-mail letter from my days at F&SF came from a long-time subscriber—male, obviously—who told me in utter seriousness that I could not edit because I did not have a penis. I spent days trying to figure out how male editors used their penis to improve their editing, and only came up with things that I’m sure the kind folks at The Grantville Gazette do not want me to write.

I’m sure Trevor is getting those letters (although not that letter), and things just like it. He’s been around the field long enough to know that’s part of the transition.

But I urge  you to take a look at Analog these days. I know you love sf. I know you love sf in the short form. Trevor’s stirring the pot in a good way. If you haven’t read an issue of Analog in, say, 34 years, then now’s the time to try it again.

And, the next time you feel like sending some poor new editor hate mail, promise me that you’ll do one of two things: Either you’ll give that editor time to settle in and then quietly cancel if you don’t like what she’s doing or write a memorable but ridiculous letter like the one above. That F&SF subscriber was serious—he meant every word, goofy as they were—but I’ve never forgotten what he said.

Although I’m still a bit puzzled about this facet of editing that I’m missing due to my biological heritage. I hope someday some male editor will explain it to me. Because I’ve been wondering since 1992.

****








Contraflow is Really Close

Written by Grantville Gazette Staff
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Hope to see you at Contraflow, October 18–20, 2013, at the Doubletree by Hilton Hotel New Orleans Airport.  That's at 2150 Veterans Memorial Boulevard, Kenner, Louisiana.

Come see us, eat great food, sit around and talk till dawn. It's always a great time.




Here's our panel schedule:




Development of the 1632 Universe Grid, Friday, 3pm, Panel Room 1

How to Get Published in the Grantville Gazette, Friday, 4pm, Panel Room 1

Weird Tech 1 & 2, Saturday, 9am to 11am, Panel Room 1

Music of the Ring 1 & 2, 11am to 1pm, Panel Room 1

Airships in the1632 Universe, Sunday, 10am, Panel Room 1

Snerking the Plot, Sunday, 11am, Panel Room 2




Come on down to the Big Easy and have a blast!














Time Spike: The Mysterious Mesa, Part One

Written by Garrett W. Vance
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Goose Hunt

Three horses bearing four silent men rode under a sky full of glittering stars. The moon had set, but there was still enough light to see. They followed a well-worn path through cornfields and hamlets, outliers of the city of the pyramids. The warm light of oil lamps flickered here and there, escaping from the shuttered doors and windows of the tall, thatched-roof houses that were the style of that country. Despite the odd architecture, the sight made Gonzalo and Nate feel homesick for their own times and places. For their two bereaved companions, the sight was strangely familiar, these being the homes of their own distant descendents. This tranquil landscape was but an island in a world of terrors, in an epoch long before man was meant to be walking the earth. By sunrise the party had left the achingly familiar countryside behind and were skirting the edge of a forest filled with the impossibly tall trees of this bizarre, young world. They stayed in its shade as much as they could, but dared not venture within . . . for truly, there dwelled monsters. Even seasoned warriors like these trembled at the distant calls made by creatures of a size and power that defied belief.

During the journey they had learned the names of their tribesman guides. The eldest by a few years was Ni-T'o, which meant "blue water," and his cousin was T'cumu, "the bobcat." Ni-T'o's brother had been tragically slain the night before, in a spectacle of horrors. Both men treated Nate and Gonzalo with the reverence afforded great heroes, somewhat to the recipients' embarrassment. The truth was, they were deserving of the honor, having fought valiantly for their new companions at great peril to themselves.

The party paused for lunch beneath the wide-reaching umbrella of one of the gigantic conifers, taking refuge from the cruel mid-day sun. Nate and Gonzalo soon found they needed barely to lift a finger. The tribesmen had the horses cared for, and lunch ready for everyone, before the men from the future even had a chance to blink in the shade. Gonzalo looked a bit guilty, but Nate just grinned. "Now I know how my namesake, Theseus, must have felt, as his heroic deeds were celebrated by the grateful populace."

"I fear my life is coming to resemble that of Odysseus," Gonzalo replied, shaking his head sadly. "A never-ending journey from one danger to the next, monsters and villains on every side."

"You do have a point there, Gonzalo. But for now, I think I'm going to pretend we are on the island of the lotus-eaters and take a nap. We didn't get any sleep at all last night."

"I'll stay up a bit on watch, although I have full trust in our friends. My nerves are too tight to sleep just yet. I'm afraid the events in the city of the pyramids will haunt me for a long time to come." Gonzalo's face was somber as, against his will, he remembered the death and destruction they had faced, barely escaping with their lives.

"Thanks for reminding me. Well, so much for sweet dreams," Nate grumbled, pulling the wide brim of his hat down over his eyes. Soon, soft snores could be heard emanating from beneath. That made Gonzalo smile a little. There were still moments of peace in the often deadly reality they had come to inhabit. After a while, he sat down against the tree's wide trunk, and drifted off to sleep himself, mercifully dreaming of the orange groves and wineries of his native Seville.

When Ni-T'o came to wake them later he felt guilty for doing so. Both of these strange, but good, men had fought so bravely, and had been allowed little rest. Still, one must not linger too long in this country. The great beasts might begin to catch your scent.

****

Ni-T'o and T'cumu rode Bella at the front of the column, guiding them to their village, which they hoped to make by nightfall. They had very quickly become proficient horsemen, to the continuing amazement of the animal's owners.

"Some people just have the knack," was Nate's comment on the subject.

Gonzalo had worried about Bella having to carry two, but the tribesmen were smaller in stature than Nate and Gonzalo, and the sturdy mare was accustomed to bearing a conquistador with heavy armor and weapons. She handled the load easily.

They spent several long hours passing through an unnatural stretch of wasteland, miles of pitch-black rock that looked as if it had been melted like wax. The area was completely void of life. No one spoke much, the men were oppressed by the desolation, and the sullen heat rising from the stark terrain in blurry waves.

"I wonder what happened here? Is this place from some long past time, or some distant future?" Gonzalo asked, his voice hushed in the eerie stillness.

"I don't know, but I hope it doesn't happen again any time soon." Nate found himself whispering, a strange feeling of dread having come over him ever since they had entered the area. Men did not belong here, nor did any bird nor beast.

The party couldn't help but feel relieved when they crossed the border back into the verdure of what they had begun to call the "New New World." The ubiquitous ferns and conifers looked positively inviting compared to that lifeless realm. Ni-T'o pointed forward, saying something in his tribe's language. Nate was beginning to pick up a few words, and thought he heard him say something about "water." Gonzalo, who was more proficient in the tongue than he gave himself credit for, translated for Nate.

"Ni-T'o says there is a watering hole ahead. They are hoping to hunt one of the many beasts who visit there, something they call 'the goose with four feet.' They want to bring back meat for a feast tonight, celebrating their homecoming and our visit. He asks that we stay back and keep watch for dangerous creatures while he and T'cumu make the kill."

"Fine by me. Let's do it."

[image: plant]They were in open scrubland now, passing between clumps of ferns, and many other unidentifiable plants, strange species of this lost age. The trees were sparse and stunted compared to those of the great forests looming in the distance. Clearing a small rise, they saw the watering hole, a round, shallow lake fed by a spring, with a run-off creek trickling from it toward the woods. There were many kinds of creatures there, some the size of great plains bison, some as big as houses. Some grazed on the lush vegetation along the shore and shallows, while others drank their fill. Massive humps could be seen rising out of the lake's middle deeps, moving about like tall ships, pebbled hides sporting complex patterns of blue and green, glistening wetly in the sunlight. Occasionally, long, serpent-like necks would emerge, bearing massive heads contentedly chomping the soft, aquatic plants.

"I have seen places like this in my travels in Africa," Gonzalo told Nate quietly. "These  great beasts remind me of giraffe and elephants. The way they gather here peacefully at the water is much the same. Perhaps these are not monsters at all, just very large animals. They seem more cow than lion," Gonzalo mused, pulling his pointy black beard in thought while Nate carefully considered the scene.

"I think you have the right of it, Gonzalo. They remind me of the cattle back home on a hot day, glad to be wet and enjoying a good meal. Let's just hope the lions don't come a-calling."

"Or the dragons," Gonzalo replied, taking a moment to scan the land around them for danger while Nate did the same. This was no time to let one's guard down.

"Ya know," Nate remarked in a low voice, "even if these fellows here do just eat plants, they are still darn big critters. I wouldn't want to get close enough for one to step on me, plant-eater or not.  Look, there go the fellas. They're on the hunt now. Crazy injuns!"

Their guides, friends now to be sure, were urging a nervous Bella forward, drawing slowly closer to the water's edge. There was a herd of what could only be "the goose with four feet" some twenty yards down the beach. One of them had strayed from the rest, blithely chomping water weeds in the shallows with a wide, protruding  mouth that very much resembled a goose-bill. It also had a large, bulging forehead as some geese do, tapering back into a curving, horn-like crest nearly a yard long. Turquoise and lavender blotches covered most of its smooth skin, and a row of sharp, serrated spikes grew down the spine from the neck to the tip of its tail. The creature stood around fifteen feet tall, powerful hind legs supporting a broad, humped back, a heavy tail balancing its long, goose-neck. It was bent over, a pair of smaller front legs busily stirring clumps of vegetation loose from the muddy bottom.

"I give you the 'four-footed goose'!" Nate said with a soft chuckle. "I'd love to see the look on my old granny's face if one of these showed up at the duck pond."

As if in answer, a larger individual from the separated herd rose up on its hind legs to let out a bellowing honk, just as any gander would. For some reason this made both Nate and Gonzalo start laughing, so that they had to cover their mouths with their hands. There was just something funny about finding a beast that reminded them so much of a familiar animal from their own times, yet was so preposterously odd too.

Meanwhile, the hunters had come into range. Ni-T'o dismounted, carrying some kind of rope and stone weight arrangement. Staying low behind the shrubbery, he began to creep closer to their unsuspecting prey. Still astride Bella, T'cumu was drawing a bead with his shortbow. The resounding honk of the herd's leader distracted their quarry, as it looked away down the shore toward the herd, the hunters had their chance.

At a subtle hand signal from Ni-T'o, T'cumu let loose with his arrow, which drove cleanly into the neck just below the head. The "goose" let out a high-pitched screech like a kettle on the boil and began to run, leaving the water in splashing strides. Hearing this, the rest of the herd fled the shore in a muddy scuffle, abandoning their kin to its fate. Now that the injured creature was on solid ground, it was Ni-T'o's turn. His bolo spun through the muggy air, its speed making it nearly invisible. It hit its mark, tangling around the massive back legs. Unfortunately, those legs were incredibly strong. The rope broke, causing Ni-T'o to say something that Nate was pretty sure wasn't polite. Their prey began to run away at a shocking speed, following after the now distant herd.

Without a word, T'cumu clicked Bella into a gallop as if he'd been born to the saddle, tearing after the escaping beast at full speed, while blithely notching another arrow. Both men from the future gaped at this unexpected demonstration of skill for a moment, then Gonzalo sent his high-spirited palomino stallion, Flavio, into a gallop after him.

"Get Ni-T'o!" he shouted back over his shoulder to Nate, who was already on his way to their unmounted comrade, cursing like the soldier he was with every breath.

Ni-T'o said "Sorry," as the former cavalry man pulled him up onto Poppy's wide, red-spotted back. That was one of the words that Nate had begun to recognize. He answered with a resigned smile and a shrug over his shoulder. They hurried after their friends as fast as Poppy could safely go with two men astride. The chase had moved out of sight now, but the trail was easy to follow, even in the chaos of tracks around the watering hole; a steady drip of blood, and the distinctive marks of horse’s hooves.

****

The four-footed goose was a lot faster than it had looked while wading contentedly in the shallows. The massive back legs did all the work; the smaller front pair held tightly against its chest. T'cumu was beginning to catch up. Jet-black Bella was a swift, young Spanish mare, bred for travel and hardship. A hundred yards behind, Gonzalo urged golden Flavio to even greater speed, the high-spirited stallion eager to please his master. Gonzalo readied his lance, nine feet of strong oak tipped with deadly steel. The steady loss of blood was beginning to take its toll. Eventually they would run the poor beast down. The problem was, they were heading full tilt into the unknown, and terrible peril might lurk behind every passing tree and shrub. Despite its primeval beauty, this was a land of hellish monsters, who would be attracted to the scent of a fresh kill. Speed was of the essence.

Using the special "click" he had learned from his new friends, T'cumu urged Bella into a burst of extra speed. They were nearly beside the fleeing creature now, T'cumu being careful to keep out of range of its long neck. The thing was big, and being injured would only make it more desperate and dangerous. Getting a feel for the rhythm of the horse's bounding strides, the hunter raised his bow and took aim. With a pleasing thwip, the arrow sped away, burying its razor-sharp, flint tip deep into his prey's ear cavity. There was a plaintive honk, then a stumble as it went limp. The beast came down hard, rolling to a stop on the rocky ground.

T'cumu allowed himself a satisfied grin before slipping off Bella's back to examine his kill. Standing beside its meaty mass, he softly chanted a prayer of thanks to the beast that would feed them so well this night. Strange-looking though it may be, all living things deserved this final respect.

He knew the rest of the party would catch up with him shortly, so he might as well get to work. Stone knife in hand, he was just about to bend to the task of separating the meat from the heavy bones, when he realized that Gonzalo had appeared down the trail, and was shouting at him frantically. Drawing closer now, they weren't slowing, and although their prey was downed, Gonzalo still held his lance as if poised to make a kill. Something must be wrong!

T'cumu, senses afire now, heard a cracking noise. He turned just in time to see a monster leaping at him from out of the shrubbery. Bella whinnied in terror, lurching into a gallop as she fled the scene. T'cumu ducked, and rolled away, dodging the attack by a hairsbreadth. The snarling beast landed just a few yards away, skidding across the loose pebbles on wide, back feet, each sporting a fearsome, six-inch curved dagger of a claw.

T'cumu jumped back to his feet immediately, knife in one hand, ax now gripped firmly in the other. There would be no chance of running from this creature. It was too fast. Better to go down fighting.

The creature stood before him, a demon of the underworld, sizing him up him with a predator's confident gaze as it prepared for the next lunge. Its neck was long and supple, its narrow snout brimming with pointed teeth. Although only the size of a man compared to the terrible giants that stalked this New New World, T'cumu knew this was a killer far more deadly than any puma or wolf of his own time.

T'cumu felt a tingle go down his spine. Working solely on instinct, he ducked, and spun to his left just in time to see a dagger claw pass through the air where his neck had been. He sliced upwards with his flint knife, the scalpel-sharp blade neatly cutting off the offending appendage. With an ear-splitting shriek, the second creature's momentum carried it uncontrollably through the air, where it crashed into its partner, who stood frozen in confusion, not understanding why their tactics had failed. They both went down in a squalling heap.

T'cumu allowed himself a tiny smile. The creatures were overconfident, not used to meeting resistance from prey his size. He leaped forward to press the advantage, sending his ax deep into the soft midriff of the first creature, which was still struggling to get up from beneath its injured companion. Seeing the approaching danger, its hind claw lashed out, raking T'cumu's right calf painfully. He didn't think the damage was deep, but it slowed the young warrior down enough to miss taking another shot. The pause allowed the demon to get free, and leap to its feet again. Ignoring the blood dripping from its belly, it began to stalk T'cumu more cautiously this time, circling around to the man's left. T'cumu braced himself for another attack, one which he knew would be much harder to fend off. There was a thundering noise approaching, but both opponents had eyes only for each other.

In a golden blur, the charging horse came at the monstrous predator from the side. The demon turned its snake-like eyes to the danger too late; Gonzalo's lance skewered it  through the chest, knocking it off its feet, and dragging it alongside his speeding horse while the former conquistador shouted with triumph in his strange future tongue.

The creature that had lost a claw to T'cumu's knife had regained its feet, and was moving quietly away, assessing the situation. Deciding this strange new threat was too great to face alone and injured, it let out a seething hiss at T'cumu before crashing away into the underbrush. Even limping from its injury, the demon moved too fast for T'cumu to give chase on foot. He thought about sending a parting arrow its way, but it had already disappeared into the thorny tangle.

T'cumu's face flushed as he realized he had been a careless fool, too pleased with his kill to check for danger nearby. Now he carefully scouted the area for more such monsters, but none were to be seen. Satisfied for the moment, he cautiously approached the creature pinned to the ground by a grinning Gonzalo's lance. It was the Spaniard's turn to be overconfident now. He was just about to let go of his weapon to dismount when the thing began thrashing at him, deadly fangs snapping just an inch away from his leg. A second later, T'cumu's bone knife pierced the monster's weird, bright-green eye, thrusting into the skull all the way to the grip. The movement stopped. Gonzalo's eyes were wide with surprise, then he began to laugh. T'cumu joined him for a moment, both men relieved that they had lived to tell the tale. Then T'cumu stopped, a cloud passing over his face. "Bella!" he cried, and pointed in the direction the horse had fled. Gonzalo's demeanor instantly went grim, with a nod and a click Flavio galloped away, bearing him in search of their frightened animal.

Nate and Ni-T'o arrived a few moments later. Nate let out a long whistle, impressed with the carnage laid out before him. Ni-T'o skillfully slipped off Poppy's back, and began questioning T'cumu in tones that were less than pleased. T'cumu shrugged him off, and went to Nate, pointing emphatically while repeating "Bella, Bella! Gonzalo, Bella!"

"I got it friend, don't you worry," Nate answered back, readying himself to set off after his friend, and what was undoubtedly a runaway horse. As he was leaving, the tribesmen began to argue as they sat about gutting their kills with business-like speed. Nate hated to leave them there unmounted, but that was what they were used to. The important thing now was to help Gonzalo find Bella, and fast. He could see tracks, and a trail of dust clouds still lingered in the hot, still air, guiding him on.

He caught up with Gonzalo just a few minutes later. The Spaniard was carefully approaching the still panicky Bella, who stood shaking in a copse of thorny trees. He talked to her gently until he got close enough to hook a rope to her halter, then spent a few minutes petting her neck to calm her down, while Flavio nuzzled her affectionately. They had been very fortunate to find her safe. If she had run on any farther, who knew what she would have made a meal for? Once she was back to her usual, contented self, they rode warily back the way they had come.

They returned to find their guides well into the process of butchering the four-footed goose. To make such a large animal movable, they had to strip the meat from the heavy bones.

"Looks like that goose is about ready to cook," Nate said, his mouth beginning to water. The meat was dark red, and veined with fat. It looked very tender.

Gonzalo also looked on with hungry eyes. "Yes, and they don't even have to pluck it," he quipped, making Nate laugh. The often gloomy Gonzalo had a lighter side, and Nate was glad to see it come to the fore more often.

Once the goose was finished, they turned their attention to the evil-looking creature that had attacked T'cumu. Ni-T'o cut a long slice of its flank off to test the meat, first smelling it, then tentatively running his tongue across it. He frowned and spat onto the ground. All the men knew that most carnivores didn't make very good eating, and this one less so than most. They ended up taking just the head and fearsome claws to show the villagers the new, and very dangerous beast they had discovered. T'cumu bent down to pick up the unusually long claw he had severed. He pricked his finger with it, drawing a speck of blood—sharp! Smiling, he dropped it into the leather pouch at his belt. It would make a useful tool, as well as a good conversation piece.

Using conifer branches, they fashioned a crude sledge to carry the load of fresh goose meat, and their trophies. The hides of both creatures were used to cover the meat, keeping off some of the astoundingly large, blue flies that had gathered. Nate tied the arrangement on behind Poppy. She was physically the largest and strongest of the three horses and hadn't been ridden as hard as the other two. He made sure he could cut the sledge loose quickly if they needed to outrun unwelcome company. There was no room to take chances in this wild country.

****

The remainder of the journey was pleasantly uneventful. As the sun grew bloated and red above the low hills in the west, they drew near the village. Ni-T'o and T'cumu let out loud, whooping cries of joy as they abruptly exited the clumps of bracken, entering a wide meadow.

"Grass!" Nate said with pleasure. "I never realized how much I love the stuff, almost as much as Poppy here." He smiled as his trusty mount took one eager bite after another.

At a gesture from Gonzalo, their guides let Bella pause to eat as well, the hard-working horses happily fattening themselves up on the rare feast. They had all come to realize that in this astoundingly distant past there wasn't any such thing as grass yet! When they did find it, on pieces of land transferred from times closer to their own, the supple stalks and slender leaves were a treasure. Their destination lay just a half-mile away, a fortified village built on a wide flat spot, atop a steep, rocky hill composed of natural limestone walls. Timber fortifications, much like those surrounding the city of the pyramids, filled in the gaps between the natural barriers provided by the stone towers. It was a very defensible position, and both Nate and Gonzalo had an inkling as to why.

"Nate, did the tribesmen of your era war on each other?" Gonzalo asked his friend from a few hundred years up the stream of time.

"Oh, hell yes! Even more than they warred on us white men. Some of those braves were very bloody-minded."

"It was the same in my time. It's no excuse for the things we did to them, but we were occasionally regarded as heroes by tribes that we allied with, helping them against their bitter foes. Cortez was quite good at playing those games, always with his own profit in mind, of course. I was such a fool to follow him. He was a devil."

"Well, my people were no angels. The tribe my fellow soldiers and I were escorting west were not leaving their homes by choice. We were running them off their ancestral lands and taking them for our own. A lot of them died along the way, and some we had to kill. You aren't the only one with blood on your hands, Gonzalo."

They wound their way slowly up the switchback trail to the town's front gate. Nate gestured toward the sturdy timber walls. "That took some time to build, they must have done it before they ended up here . . . these people definitely had enemies."

"They were lucky they did in this case," Gonzalo said. "Their village looks difficult for even the largest dragon to enter."

"Let's hope we don't need to test that theory out, shall we?" Nate replied grimly, not as trusting of the primitive-looking defenses as his friend was.

Arriving at the town's gates, a hail from Ni-T'o produced smiling faces peering over the top of the wall. Happy greetings were exchanged, and the heavy wooden doors slid open on rollers. They rode into the village to find themselves surrounded by far more people than they had expected to find within, packed in shoulder to shoulder in a courtyard of hard-packed earth that must be the town square. Immediately a cheer went up. Ni-T'o and T'cumu were grinning like cats who had dined on canary.

Women and children reached out, gently brushing their legs as they passed, their faces bright with welcoming smiles. "The Dragonslayers" were known here already. Apparently word traveled fast even in the New New World. The villagers were dressed mostly in leathers, revealing quite a bit of bare, sun-browned flesh in the seemingly endless Cretaceous summer. The hair styles and clothing were similar to their descendents, the city-folk, but the materials were a bit coarser, the cut a bit shorter. Both visiting men thought them a handsome people in their own way, and smiled back with pleasure at the friendly greeting, so different from the chilly reception they had received in the City of the Pyramids.

[image: lodge]The crowd parted before a large, clay daubed, peak-roofed lodge. A troop of older men and women filed out, most of them looking to be somewhere in their sixties. Following them came a truly ancient-looking old man, his entire body painted black with white blotches that might be stars. His head was festooned with red, white and black feathers, and he carried a gourd rattle. Despite his advanced years and unusual garb, his eyes shone brightly with intelligence.

"This must be their witch-doctor. Creepy looking old gent!" Nate remarked quietly to Gonzalo in English.

Gonzalo nodded, and replied "Perhaps the term 'wise-man' might be more politic?"

Nate just snorted, and continued to smile broadly at all present.

After dismounting they were introduced to the chiefs with proper pomp and circumstance. Gonzalo valiantly tried to translate their rather complicated names for Nate until the Texan told him not to bother.

"I am sorry, Nate. It seems there is more than one dialect being spoken here, and there is much I do not understand!"

"Leave it to the injuns to come up with ten different ways to say something every two miles. Just try to catch the gist of it. We can always ask Ni'-To and T'cumu later."

They noticed the wise-man was eying their horses very closely. After a moment he said something that created a murmur amongst the others.

"Did you catch that?" Nate asked Gonzalo, eyes narrowing with concern.

"Yes. He is one of Ni-T'o's people, I can understand him fairly well. He said that he had not seen this kind of animal since he was a small boy, and was surprised we have them. He thought there weren't any left alive."

The wise-man spoke again, this time producing a murmur of laughter among his colleagues. Gonzalo frowned and paused, but Nate's drawn expression made it clear that he had better start translating.

"He says that they were very good eating."

"Yeah, I suspected as much," Nate growled. "Tarnation! Tell them that these animals are absolutely not for dinner! What's wrong with these people, anyway? Decent folk don't eat horse. It just ain't natural," he complained loudly, worried once again for the safety of their priceless mounts. Ni-T'o and T'cumu were already explaining things, and soon made it clear that these animals were the property of their esteemed guests, under strict protection, and must not be harmed. Satisfied with a solemn promise from the chiefs (although Nate thought the hoary old wise-man was still looking on with a hungry eye), Nate and Gonzalo allowed Ni-T'o to lead them into the smoky dimness of the Elder's Lodge, while T'cumu saw to their precious horses.

Once inside, they were offered a great honor—seats in the circle of what turned out to be a high council of three tribes. They learned that when the cataclysmic event that had brought them all here happened, the majority of an allied tribe's main village had been visiting for a festival. When they tried to return home, they found it simply wasn't there anymore, replaced by a forest full of strange creatures. With nowhere to go, this village took them in until something else could be arranged, thus the crowded conditions.

The third tribe present was a delegation from yet another time-traveling village, one that had been an enemy of the allied tribes. Upon considering the current situation, they had decided to make peace, and were here to arrange marriages in order to cement the bonds of brotherhood. Gonzalo and Nate nodded their approval. The petty squabbles of humanity paled in comparison to the danger presented by the carnivorous giants and demons stalking their new lands.

Nate and Gonzalo made an offering of the fruits and vegetables they had brought from the city's marketplace, some of which the villagers were unfamiliar with. Nate told them everything he could about each one he knew, explaining that it was important to plant and spread as many different crops as possible, to help prevent future famine. There wasn't much nourishment to be found in the native flora. It was crucial to preserve anything edible that had come through the ages with them. The village wise-man understood this immediately, and croaked a very polite thanks. Nate still thought the fellow looked half-crazy, but found himself warming to him now that the issue of eating horse flesh had been resolved. What he had said about seeing horses as a boy kept niggling in the back of his mind, he resolved to discuss it with Gonzalo later.

Eventually the meeting came to an end, with many promises of friendship and good will from all in the circle. Ni-T'o asked them to follow him back outside, where they found a group of women waiting, dressed in what must pass for Sunday clothes in these parts; tanned-hide skirts embroidered with decorative seashells, beads and feathers. As they came closer, one of them stepped forward, carrying two fur-wrapped bundles. Ni-T'o walked up to her, and their hands touched lightly. It was plain to see that she had been crying. Ni-T'o turned to his new friends, and motioned them forward. He spoke in low, serious tones, and Gonzalo nodded his head in understanding.

"Nate, this is Hvshi, 'The Sun.' She is Fvni's widow," Gonzalo told him, his brown eyes full of sorrow.

"I see," was all Nate could say. At Fvni's earnest request, Nate had slit the man's throat to spare him the pain of a slow death by rattlesnake bites. This woman must hate him. His head drooped in shame. A cool hand came to his cheek, then went to his chin. Hvshi tilted Nate's face upward, gently making him meet her tear-reddened eyes. She spoke then, in a soft, soothing voice. Gonzalo translated breathlessly. The sensitive Spaniard was greatly moved by the situation.

"She says she does not blame you for Fvni's death. She knows you fought bravely to help him, even though he was still just a stranger to you. She wants to thank you for easing his passing, a difficult act which is considered a great mercy amongst her people."

Nate swallowed, trying not to let his own eyes go misty. "Tell her I'm so sorry we couldn't save him. We tried our best, but were too late. I just feel terrible."

Gonzalo dutifully relayed this while Nate vowed to learn these people's language as soon as possible.

Hvshi smiled very slightly, and then, much to his astonishment, kissed Nate on each cheek. While Nate blushed, she spoke again.

"She says you are now her brother, and she wishes to give you a gift—her husband's clothing, tools and weapons. It is their custom."

Hvshi placed the larger of the two bundles into Nate's hands, while Nate did his best to say "thank you" in her tongue. His garbled effort made her laugh a little, brightening her face. Nate realized she was very beautiful, The Sun to the Raven Priestess's Moon. Hvshi represented home and a warm hearth, while the priestess . . . well, she was something else again entirely.

Hvshi then turned to Gonzalo to give him the other package. They spoke for a few moments, then Gonzalo translated. In order to thank him for his part in the battle, she had given him the tools and weapons that Fvni had made for an as yet unconceived future son. The Spaniard bowed gallantly to her, and she favored him with a sweet laugh, and a gentle caress to his weather-worn cheek. It was now Gonzalo's turn to blush. Nate thought he looked like an over-ripe tomato.

Ni-T'o stepped forward again, and took Hvshi's hands firmly in his—a sad, but also loving smile on his face. Gonzalo explained that Ni-To's wife had tragically been left behind in their lost time. As was their custom, he would now take his deceased brother's wife, Hvshi, as his own. She embraced Ni-T'o fervently, making it clear that the marriage would be one of the heart, two people who had lost their mates, but who now had, and loved, each other. They were lucky, really, all things considered. Nate and Gonzalo both offered their sincere congratulations, and the mood lightened. Life would go on, as it must.

Later, as they finished up a truly delicious meal of roast goose meat and vegetables, Nate leaned over to Gonzalo.

"Well, I dodged a bullet today," the Texan said with relief in his tone.

"What do you mean?" Gonzalo asked, his words muffled by a mouthful of steaming yellow squash.

"I thought for sure Hvshi was going to tell me that I would have to be her husband now! I've seen the like happen. Thank goodness Ni-T'o was there."

Gonzalo snorted through his considerable, hawk-like nose, laughing so hard he nearly choked on his dinner. Once he managed to get everything down properly, he shook his head disapprovingly at his friend.

"Really, would that have been so bad? Hvshi is a beautiful woman, and I sense she has a loving heart."

"Yeah, well, that's for certain, but I am nowhere near ready to have a Mrs. Nathan Tucker dogging my tracks. I like being a free man, thank you very much!"

"I think you do not appreciate your gifts, Nate. I must note that it is never I who have the women kissing me!" Gonzalo said ruefully, acting as if his feelings were greatly hurt. "I too am a man, with a heart beating within!"

"Awww, come on Gonzalo, you told me you were going to become a Catholic padre!"

The Spaniard nodded thoughtfully, pulling his beard. "Yes, I did indeed say so. Much has changed since then. I must reflect on this, and engage in prayer."

"Well, pray away. I figure you finally got to realizing how dang pretty these injun gals are and have decided to hang up the cassock."

Gonzalo laughed merrily, but kept any further thoughts on the subject to himself.

****

The next morning Ni-T'o and T'cumu arrived with breakfast, and asked them to join them on a short journey directly after, to view an interesting feature of the landscape. It wasn't far, so they decided to walk, the area having been deemed clear of danger, at least for the time being. It was good to stretch their legs anyway, after all that riding.

Soon they left the cool grass behind to climb a gently sloping, scrubland hillside. Reaching the top, they came to an abrupt halt in stunned silence. When Ni-T'o and T'cumu had told them they had something interesting to show them, it had been a bit of an understatement. The sight before them made them catch their breaths in wonder.

They stood a short distance back from the edge of a sheer cliff, where the hilltop had been sliced away as straight and clean as if by a gigantic razor. It was plain that the original opposite side of the hill had been briefly replaced with a body of water. That water had mostly drained away, revealing a vast sea bottom drying under the baleful light of the bright young sun. The stench of decomposing sea life was incredible. Most of the seabed was sandy, but there were areas of slippery-smooth green rocks, some at least thirty feet high. Water was still draining away west in streams here and there, some the size of small rivers. There were lakes and ponds as well, deep spots still holding murky water, at least for now. Nate had seen tide flats before along the Texas coast, but nothing on this scale. Around twenty square miles of sea had been brought here in the chaos some called "The Quiver."

"Well, that's quite a sight," Nate said after a long while.

"I believe they are calling it 'The Drained Sea,' " Gonzalo told him. "They say that when they first arrived here, the water came up all the way up to this height, some spilling over! It was moving west with a terribly swift current. They are lucky these hills were here, or it would have washed away their village."

"It looks like it's draining into another sea, due west. I see blue on the horizon." Nate had sharp eyes, which had served him well in his days as a rancher, and even more so as a cavalry scout. "I sure wouldn't have wanted to be strolling down that beach yonder. The wall of water would have been at least three-hundred feet high!"

"The strangeness of all this continues to astound me." Gonzalo crossed himself.

Ni-T'o spoke again, pointing to the northwest. They followed his gesture to where a dark mass rose above the horizon. It was too hazy and far away to make out in detail, but they could see that the sides looked perfectly straight, like those of the cliff they stood above. Most of the top was fairly flat, but at one end there was a region of highlands. A band of green promised vegetation.

"It's a mesa," Gonzalo said. "A big one, too, perhaps ten miles wide from this angle. It must be nearly a thousand feet high!"

"I don't think that was here to begin with. It doesn't match the native landscape at all. It must have come through at the same time the sea did," Nate said, squinting into the distance.

"Now that this new sea has drained, I think we should visit it!" Gonzalo exclaimed. "So many places from different times were brought to this world, maybe there are people there? Perhaps they are from yet another, different time from those that we have met so far. I admit, I am very curious."

"Yes, and I still need to tell you about what happened to the cat," Nate said.

"I think I have some idea," Gonzalo said, narrowing his eyes at Nate like a child disappointed at being put off from going to the county fair.

Ni-T'o began speaking again, this time pointing at the mysterious mesa and then up into  the sky.

"A bird coming from the mesa. It is not the first they have seen do this," Gonzalo said, his voice filled with excitement again. He had traveled extensively in his youth, far more than most men of his era, and an explorer's heart still beat strongly in his chest.

Nate cupped his hand over his eyes against the cruel Cretaceous sun's glare. He wished that he had his scouting spyglass with him, yet another useful thing he had been forced to leave behind with the Cherokees.

"What kind is it?" Gonzalo asked. Nate wondered if his friend might be just a bit near-sighted, and hoped he was wrong. Spectacles would be hard to come by these days.

The small, dark shape drew nearer in the cerulean sky. Nate cursed under his breath.

"Well, now we know what happened to the bird Noah sent out before the dove," he said in a wry tone.

Gonzalo could see it now as well, and began laughing. He clapped Nate on the shoulder.

"Why, it's a raven! Surely it must be a sign from God!"

"Yeah, maybe. But I'm not sure it's a sign from the God you're thinking of. This place keeps getting weirder all the time."

[image: bird]The jet-black bird sailed over their heads, gliding on wide wings. It favored them with one croaking cry before flapping its way toward the distant, towering forests.

"I guess we had better go take a look at that mesa, after all," Nate said softly, scratching the back of his sun-tanned neck, deep in thought.

****

To Be Continued in The Mysterious Mesa, Part Two: The Drained Sea

****
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David Levy stopped at a restaurant for lunch. New York local time was eleven in the morning, but his internal clock thought it was late afternoon. Registration at his sales conference didn't start until two.

The waiter blinked at him through thick-framed glasses. "Hello, David. What can I do for you this fine morning?"

"Do I know you?" David asked.

The young man gave an uneasy shrug. "Most customers like the personal touch."

"I don't." David spoke decisively. He had refused to get a biometric chip implanted for years, until all the insurance companies started requiring it.

"Right, sir. Shall I bring you a menu?"

After he ordered, David checked his mail. His daughter reported that according to the scan, the new baby would be a girl. That was good news, after two boys. He read a warning that someone had developed a hack for his biometric chip—bad news, but hardly surprising. He followed up on it, and decided there was nothing he could do about the problem until he got home.

****

One of the organizers intercepted David when he walked into the hotel's conference area. "I'm sorry, sir, this lobby is reserved for the Hapixx sales team."

He stared at her familiar face, and tried not to feel hurt. "Midge, you know me—David Levy, from Tel Aviv?"

She blinked. "David Levy? Why does your meta-data say your name is 'Sir'?"

After a moment of thought, he told her about the waiter that morning, and the breach in his chip's security. Still, Midge should have recognized him.

"That would explain it."

He pulled out his phone and typed in the correction. "That should do for now."

"Are you still writing apps as a sideline?"

That fact wasn't part of his meta-data. He grinned. "You know me." Some months, his income from programming almost matched his salary and commissions.

****

Sunday morning's lecture was on healthy eating habits, and David skipped out. He walked along the street, breathing deeply the crisp spring air. He came to a public park, and sat on a bench to watch the children playing.

A youngish woman eyed him doubtfully. "You aren't from around here, are you?"

"No, I'm just in town for a sales convention."

They fell into easy conversation. David got out his phone to show her snaps of his grandkids. As long as he had it out, he scanned her meta-data. She was Mrs. Connie Black, and her birthday— "Happy birthday, Mrs. Black."

She smiled and blushed, then looked surprised. "How did you know that?"

"It was right there in the top-layer data on your chip."

"Well, sure," she said. "I guess people don't expect older folks, two-eyes, to be able to cope with modern technology."

David frowned. When he was growing up, glasses made a person look older. That was one of the reasons he was so proud of his perfect vision. Also he didn't want to get in the habit of relying on his chip-reader. He had it available on his phone, he didn't need the information constantly in front of his eyes. Two-eyes, huh? He switched to his picture album and offered the phone to the lady.

She barely glanced at the snaps. "Cute kids." She turned to scan the playground. "I don't see my son!" She jumped up. "Ronnie!"

David stood and pocketed his phone. "What does he look like?"

"His name is Ronson, and he's nine years old." She turned around and shouted his name again.

A boy trotted over. "Hi, Mom. What's up?" He looked like a typical grubby nine-year-old, except for the aluminum foil crown on his head.

She glanced at him and kept scanning the park.

"Hey, son," David said, "what have you got on your head?"

"Hi, Mr. Levy," the boy said. "We were playing hide and seek." He took the crown off and rolled it up. "Mom, is it time to go?"

"Time to go?" She noticed him now. "Yes, I guess it is. Where were you?"

****

David hurried back to his hotel room. He had an idea for a new app, and needed his laptop. He planned it while he walked. He could use a standard face-recognition program, and the snapshot option that most smart-specs offered. When the specs picked up a face without any corresponding meta-data, the program would search its archive to try to fill in the missing identification.

He would advertise with a clip of a mother and her son with his chip hidden, and the slogan, "There are some people you should recognize even without their meta-data."

This would be a real money-maker. Not bad for an old two-eyes.

****
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