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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 for 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
 
 
 



St. George's Dragon 
Written by Kerryn Offord
 
 

November 1635, Tetschen, near the border between Saxony and Bohemia
John "Puss" Trelli knew someone somewhere had it in for him. Here he was, a poor sergeant in the army with a wife and a baby on the way. And what did the powers that be do? They assigned him to watch while they printed money. Well, maybe not money, just the next best thing—divisional chits being produced by Captain David Bartley.
He was sure he was drooling. Certainly the rest of his patrol was, as they watched the printers carefully line up the sheets over the plates for each new color. When that was done the finished sheets were cut into individual bills before a printer used a small press to add serial numbers.
Puss walked over to where the finished bills were being checked and stacked. It was there he realized that the gods had given him this assignment for a purpose. "Can I buy some of these, right now?" Puss asked the head printer.
"I don't see why not," Thomas Selfisch said. "But it's one dollar per becky."
Puss selected twenty one-becky bills and paid the nice man. Then, after asking for a receipt and something to protect them from being damaged, he wrapped everything together and slid the package into the sling that was supporting his right arm. He patted his package and went back to watching money being made. The rest of his patrol, having watched his every move, stepped up to purchase their own beckies.
 
Grantville
In the Trelli residence John Trelli's wife, Sveta Andreyevna, was the last person to sit at the dinner table.
"You're running late today, Sveta," Sue Trelli said.
"I'm sorry, Máma, I was trying to get rid of the smell of gunpowder from qualifying."
"That's right, you said you had your annual qualification today," Felix, Sue's husband, said. "How did you do?"
"Expert on the SRG, but only Marksman on the service revolver," Sveta muttered. She'd expected to do better, but the trigger pull on the revolver she'd had for qualifying had been amazingly heavy.
"You don't sound happy," Katy Müller, one of a pair of sisters who boarded with the Trellis, said. "Surely you passed."
Sveta nodded. "But a higher score is worth more points, and I need all the points I can get to make sergeant."
"Why do you want to make sergeant? Because John is already a sergeant?" Katy's sister Elisabeth asked.
"No. Because a sergeant gets paid more than a corporal."
"I hope you haven't caught John's concern with money, Sveta. We'll always be here for you," Sue said.
Sveta patted her small baby bulge. "Thank you, but we can't remain dependent on you."
"Have you thought about writing a book?" Elisabeth asked.
Sveta snorted at that. Elisabeth was a published author and thought anybody could write a book. "My German isn't good enough to write a book."
"I'll help you," Elisabeth offered. "Now, what could you write about?"
"What about On His Majesty's Secret Service?" Sue suggested. "Up-time, the books movies were based on always did well, and you've got all of John's notes."
On His Majesty's Secret Service was a recently released silent movie based on a script by John "Puss" Trelli. Sveta had willingly transcribed several iterations of his story until they had a script that had almost been followed by the movie's makers. Of course, when she'd been doing that she'd been trying to impress one of the people intent on making the movie, Jabe McDougal, but the less said about that, the better. "It'd be a very short book," she said.
"That's why it's important you have John's notes. That way you can pad it out with all the back story and everything else they couldn't fit into the movie," Sue said.
"But then it would be nothing like the movie," Sveta protested.
"That never bothered Hollywood when they went the other way," Felix said. "Often the only relationship between a book and the movie supposedly based on it was the title and the names of some of the characters."
Sveta stared at her father-in-law. "They could do that?"
Felix nodded. "Hollywood used to do whatever they liked with a story. So there's no reason you can't go the other way. Mind, you'd probably be wise to include what happened in the movie."
"Why don't we visit my publisher and see if they are interested?" Elisabeth said.
Sveta thought about the last royalty check Elisabeth had shown everyone. It had been for a little over two thousand dollars, or about two months wages, and she'd written it while she was still working. "When?"
"Tomorrow?" Elisabeth suggested.
****
Sveta and Elisabeth returned from the visit to the offices of the Schmucker and Schwentzel Print Shop in Rudolstadt just as the sun was setting. They were met at the door by Sue Trelli.
"How did it go?" Sue asked.
"Not so good. They said I'm not the first person to think of writing a book about the movie, but that copyright laws mean they can't touch anything the copyright holder hasn't authorized."
"But John's the copyright holder, isn't he?"
Sveta nodded. "Yes, but I need his permission before Schmucker and Schwentzel will even think about commissioning me to write the book."
"They're interested?"
Elisabeth snorted. "They're definitely interested, but they won't touch Sveta's book without permission from the copyright holder."
"So the sooner you write to John for permission, the sooner you can get started," Sue said.
 
Tetschen, a few days later
The garrison of Tetschen consisted of a single reinforced regiment of over a thousand men. Then there were the statutory camp followers and hangers-on, who brought the total number of new warm bodies in the city up to around two thousand souls. Such numbers could easily overwhelm the available services. That meant that sanitation control officers, or as they were sometimes called, "shitheads," had to go around checking that the standards were being maintained. This wasn't a term of endearment for the Medical Division's men and women who were protecting them from illness. It was a term of abuse aimed at the men and women who were always asking for deeper trenches, or demanding that latrines be redug further away from the living quarters. They were even less popular when they did their rounds of the city proper.
Puss, with his collarbone still not completely healed after an incident back in Poland, was on light duty. That meant he got to escort a medical NCO as he conducted health checks. It was yet another thankless task dumped on the military police, much like checking the girls at the local brothels.
Corporal Bernhard Schmidt of the Medical Department came out of the tavern's toilets with his nose all screwed up. By now Puss knew what that meant—a failing grade. He prepared himself for the expected fireworks.
"I'm closing you down until you get that cesspit you call a bathroom cleaned up," Bernhard said as he made an entry in his notebook.
"You can't do that!" Jan Berisch protested. "You have no authority to close me down," he said as he crowded the much smaller medic.
"That is true," Puss said as he interposed himself between the down-timers. At nearly six foot and filling out nicely, Puss was nearly a head taller than the tavern keeper and about the same mass, and even with his right arm in a sling he could be imposing when he made the effort. "However, Corporal Schmidt can proclaim your tavern off-limits to military personnel until it is brought up to standard."
Jan snorted in derision. "And how much is it going to cost me to have this fixed?"
Puss ignored the not so subtle way the tavern keeper was fingering the purse hanging from his belt and looked down at Bernhard. "A new bathroom?"
"Just keeping the old one clean would do. And he needs to provide a means by which patrons can clean their hands after they have done their business."
"There you are Herr Berisch. I'm sure that won't cost more than a hundred beckies." With a smile for the tavern keeper Puss turned and ushered Bernard out of the tavern.
Once on the street Bernhard made for the small hand cart that contained his tools and signs. He selected a pink-colored board and nailed it to the tavern door before standing back to admire his handiwork.
Jan Berisch had followed them out, and had stood silently watching while Corporal Schmidt had nailed the sign to the door. From the way he was looking at the sign Puss was sure he was thinking of removing the sign as soon as they were out of sight. "That sign better still be up when I next come around."
"There's nothing I can do about people stealing signs," Jan said.
"Of course not," Puss said mildly. "Of course, even if it was stolen, you wouldn't allow soldiers to frequent your premises in violation of a sanitation order, now, would you?"
Bernhard snorted. "Wouldn't he just," he muttered just loud enough for Puss to hear.
Jan looked like he was thinking exactly the same thing, so Puss gave him something to think about. "The men might not be members of the Magdeburg Committee of Correspondence, but they are very aware of the importance of good sanitation." He gave Jan his best sweet innocent smile as he let the unsaid message sunk in.
The paling of Jan's face told him his message had been received. The stories of what the members of the Committee of Correspondence in Magdeburg were doing to people who violated the sanitation regulations had reached even this backwater. "Please send a message around to the Medical Department office when you have fixed things."
"Things?" Jan muttered.
"Things," Bernhard said as he handed Jan a formal sanitation violation notice.
Jan waved the notice. "I can't afford to be closed while all this is being done."
"And we can't afford to have our men getting sick because of poor sanitation," Puss said. He gestured for Bernhard to move on before turning to address Jan one last time. "The sooner you get everything up to standard the sooner you can let soldiers back through your doors. Until then . . ." Puss shrugged. He wasn't that concerned about the man losing the custom of soldiers. There were plenty of establishments who were willing to abide by the sanitation regulations.
Puss followed Bernhard around several more taverns before the sinking sun spelled the end of yet another thrilling day in the life of a military policeman. He left Corporal Schmidt at the Medical Department clinic and headed for his quarters as the sun sank below the surrounding hills. His military police detachment had been offered a permanent space in the castle, but Puss had opted instead to have a tent. Not only was it warmer than a room in the castle, but he and his men actually had more space. It was also more secure. In the castle they might have had a door they could lock, but their tent was inside the perimeter of Captain Casper Havemann's infantry company. Normally that might not have been considered a safe place for a detachment of military policemen, but Puss' patrol had a special relationship with Casper's company. Not only had they fought together at Zielona Góra, but Puss had also saved their captain's life and led the company in a successful fighting withdrawal. And, speaking of Captain Havemann, there he was, sitting on one of the cots, watching three members of his patrol playing cards.
"Hi, everyone. Captain, what brings you to our humble abode?" he asked as he entered.
"I was admiring your tent. I intend copying everything you've done."
The tent was a standard high-wall internal-frame campaign tent with a camp stove, but Puss and his team had done what they could to make it as comfortable as possible. First there was the raised plank floor. That got everything off the ground, and then there was the tent-fly—a large sheet of canvas stretched over a ridge-pole that covered not just the tent, but some of the area around it. It provided a sheltered veranda type area over the door, but the principle benefit of the tent-fly was that you could touch the tent's canvas when it was raining and it wouldn't leak. In a piece of smart thinking, Corporal Hermann Behrns, one of his patrol, had insisted that the fly's ridge-pole be canted so that any water penetrating the fly would run down the pole and drip safely on the ground at the back of the tent, and not on the top of it.
"I'm sure you're impressed Captain, but . . ."
Casper smiled. "You are, of course, correct. I am here to beg the loan of your up-time binoculars."
"What do you need them for?" Puss asked as he opened the trunk at the foot of his cot to search for the binocular case.
"I've been ordered to reconnoiter the fortress at Königstein."
That was a fortress controlling the road and the Elbe River between Tetschen and Dresden. Technically it was in enemy hands, but the garrison wasn't trying to obstruct the movements of troops and supplies, at the moment. "And you want the best optics you can get," Puss said as he passed them over.
"I'll take good care of them," Casper promised as he stood to accept them. "If there is ever anything you need, you know who to talk to."
"Corporal Schlegel," Puss named Casper's company clerk.
"Precisely. Now, having gotten what I came for, I must be off."
Corporal Michael Cleesattel waited until the captain was gone before speaking. "How did your day go?" he asked Puss.
"About what you'd expect. We had to close down one tavern, and warn another couple to brush up their sanitation. Yourself?"
"A few warnings, but the tip about a twelve-year-old working at Schön's was on the money," Michael said. "Anna persuaded the kid to leave with her and Yorick. Hermann went with them."
Anna was Corporal Hermann Behrns' significant other and she'd demonstrated an ability to deal sympathetically with traumatized women and children back in Poland. Yorick, the dog Puss had adopted in Poland, had also been a great help there. "How did Schön take the girl walking out?" Puss asked.
"He didn't like it, but he paid her out the monies she was due and let her go. What else could he do?" Corporal Lenhard Poppler asked.
"Nothing," Puss admitted. Prostitution, even of twelve-year-old girls, was legal in Tetschen. Sexual slavery, though, was highly illegal. "I wonder if any of the other girls will follow suit."
"It's possible," Michael said. "There's plenty of honest work in Tetschen for anybody who wants it."
 
Mid-November, Grantville
The sun had set well before Sveta got home from another busy day working at the Armed Forces Press Division Grantville office. She removed her outdoor coat and swapped her boots for slippers in the mudroom before entering the warmth of the kitchen. The first person she saw was her mother-in-law. Sue Trelli was putting the finishing touches to the dinner the housekeeper had left in the oven.
"There's some mail for you from John," Sue announced when she saw who'd entered, "and Felix has something for you."
Sveta diverted to the tray where incoming mail was left and plucked out the parcel from her husband in its easily identified Military Mail envelope. Normally John just sent letters, but there was something other than a simple letter in this package. She used the letter opener to break the seal and peeked in as she made her way up stairs to her room. There was a letter and five smaller parcels. She tipped them out onto the bed. One of the smaller parcels had John's name and number on it, and Sveta recognized the names on the other four as belonging to his military police patrol. She broke open the parcel with John's name on it, and stared at the twenty pieces of paper inside. She knew what they were, as the news of the Third Division's new scrip had reached her office, but she didn't understand why John was sending them home. She put the beckies to one side and picked up his letter.
****
Sveta walked down the stairs not really any the wiser. She needed help, and went in search of John's father. She found him in the study with his feet up and his head in a book. "Pápa, John sent these home." She handed him the parcel of beckies.
Felix opened the package and looked at the first becky. Then he looked at the second. A moment later he was laying them out on his desk. "Oh, boy!" he said after laying out all twenty bills. "Where did he get these?"
Sveta held up the letter. "He says he and his patrol were assigned to guard the print shop where the beckies were being printed, and they all bought some."
"He did more than buy some," Felix said. "He bought the very first twenty one-becky bills to be printed."
She could see her father-in-law was excited, but why would he excited by twenty dollars in paper money? "What's so special about that?"
"It makes them potentially very valuable. Back up-time, mint condition, uncirculated number ones were selling for three thousand dollars. Of course, the number twos were selling for only seven hundred dollars."
Sveta looked at the beckies and wondered what they might be worth. "And numbers three through twenty?"
"A couple of hundred dollars."
She did the mental calculations and stared at Felix in disbelief. "Those pieces of paper are worth over seven thousand dollars?"
Felix shook his head. "Right now they're probably worth no more than a hundred dollars, two hundred max. But in a few years . . . you could take your seven thousand and add a zero or two."
"Now that's just getting ridiculous. No one would pay seven hundred thousand dollars for few bits of paper."
Felix grinned. "Okay, so two zeros might be pushing it. Still, one day, a collector might be willing to pay a small fortune for them."
Slightly mollified by the "one day" qualifier, Sveta passed him the packages with John's men's names on them. "John told me to ask you to put them somewhere safe."
Felix accepted the four additional packages and put them and John's beckies into a drawer. "Remember how you said you could have done better in your qualifying if you'd had your own revolver?"
Sveta nodded. "The trigger on the revolver they gave me was almost impossible to squeeze."
"Training weapon," Felix said knowledgably. "They keep the triggers heavy in those so recruits can't fire them accidentally."
"It would be nice if people could fire them deliberately," Sveta muttered. She was still annoyed at only qualifying as marksman on the service revolver.
Felix lifted a canvas bag out from under his desk and laid it on the table. "I agree, so I talked to Caleb about getting a couple of the new H&K Army revolvers. One for you, and one for John." He removed a wooden gun box from the bag and passed it to Sveta.
Even knowing how heavy the service H&K Remington had been, the weight of the box came as a surprise. She managed to place it in front of her without dropping it and opened the box to reveal a revolver and the usual cleaning kit. She recognized immediately that this revolver had a swing-out cylinder, which meant it was a cartridge weapon. She thumbed the latch and gently swung out the cylinder. It was a standard six-shooter, and it was empty. "Can I dry fire it?" she asked.
"Sure. It's a double action, so you don't have to manually cock it, but it's still got the factory default trigger setting. So it might be a bit heavy."
Sveta aimed at a vase on a bookshelf across the room and squeezed the trigger. Or at least she tried to squeeze it. She had to hold the revolver with both hands before she could cycle it. The second shot didn't come any easier. She turned to Felix. "I couldn't even shoot Marksman with this."
Felix held out a hand for the revolver. "All it needs is a little fine tuning. Then we'll visit the range so you can fire it."
 
Tetschen, late November
There was a rap of knuckles on the timber frame of the tent and Corporal Georg Schlegel poked his head through the flap. "Mail for Trelli, Poppler, Cleesattel, and Klein."
"Come on in," Michael invited the company clerk.
Georg entered with a couple of CARE parcels under his arms and some letters in his hand. He handed CARE parcels to Puss and Lenhard, and gave letters to Michael and Thomas. "What about Corporal Behrns?" Puss asked. "Didn't he get any mail?"
"Private Kühn is delivering mail to those living in lodgings, Sergeant," Georg said as he moved closer to the pot bellied stove heating the tent. "Do you mind if I warm myself by your stove?"
"Sure. Help yourself to some soup if you want," Puss said.
While Georg helped himself to some of the soup simmering on the stove, Puss turned to the important task of opening his parcel. The tent was quiet while the four men caught up on the news for home. Puss, reading the letter from his wife, chuckled.
"What's amused you, Sarge?" Michael asked.
"Sveta wants to try her hand at writing a book based on the script I wrote, but she needs my permission before a publisher will even look at it."
"Why?" Thomas asked. "I didn't think American wives needed their husband's permission to do anything."
"They don't, but the copyright laws mean no USE publisher will touch a manuscript based on my story without my written authorization." Puss waved the form that had accompanied Sveta's letter. "Who would be the best person to certify I signed this?"
"I would be," Georg said. "I have the company seal. If you would be so good as to follow me to my office, I can do that for you now and put it in the next post."
It took longer to prepare for the cold than it did to walk across to Georg's office and sign and seal the document. Georg slid the form into an official envelope and carefully wrote Sveta's name and address on it.
Suddenly they heard shouting and a soldier pushed his way into the office. "They're all dead! They're all dead!" Private Wolfgang Kühn cried the moment he saw Corporal Schlegel.
"Who is all dead, Private Kühn?" Georg asked the young soldier.
"Corporal Behrns, Frau Krohne, and the girl staying with them."
Puss stared at the man in disbelief. "You're sure?"
Wolfgang held up his bloodied hands. "They're dead. They've all had their heads smashed in."
Puss had personally smashed the head of a possibly rabid dog's head in and knew what it had looked like. He shook his head to try and rid it of the vision the man's words inspired. "We'd better get there and check."
Georg shoved the letter he was holding under his coat as he got to his feet. "You'll need a skilled tracker to follow the perpetrators. I'll find someone."
"Meet us at Corporal Behrns' lodgings," Puss called as he left Georg's office.
****
The sun was low in the sky as Puss and his men hurried up the street toward the house where Hermann and Anna were staying. Neighbors were crowding the doorway. When they saw Puss and his men approaching they opened a path.
"It's not pretty," a woman warned.
"Have you been in?" Puss asked, worrying about the destruction of evidence.
"Just to confirm that they were all dead." The woman laid bloodied hands on Puss' coat. "You are going to make whoever did this pay?"
Puss nodded. Then he gently pushed the woman away so he could enter the room. With the sun setting it was too dark to see much. "I need a light," he called through the door.
A couple of minutes later Michael entered with a copy of an up-time hurricane lamp. Under its weak yellow light Puss cast his gaze around the room. It was a shambles, with furniture and the straw packing from the mattress strewn everywhere. There had been a struggle, but Anna and Hermann had lost. Anna lay on the floor, a bloodied meat-cleaver beside her. She'd been killed by multiple blows from a blunt instrument, so the blood on the cleaver wasn't hers.
He checked Hermann next. He'd gone down fighting, but he'd still gone down. That left the girl, and Yorick. Puss had to force himself to walk to the back of the room where the bed was. As he approached the lamp illuminated the scene. It wasn't pretty. The girl had tried to protect herself from the blows by curling into a ball, and then there was Yorick.
Puss ran a hand down the broken body. Yorick had fought to the end. One of his canines was broken, and there were bits of cloth caught on his teeth. Tears ran down his cheeks as he caressed the bloodied head.
****
Corporal Michael Cleesattel glanced at Sergeant Trelli. He looked distracted, pained even. Michael edged closer to see what was so interesting, and saw Yorick. He stood and gestured for Lenard and Thomas to follow him.
"What's wrong with Sarge?" Lenhard asked.
"They killed Yorick," Michael explained.
"Bastards!" Thomas muttered. "What do we do now?"
"Catch whoever is responsible," Michael said.
Corporal Schlegel and a dozen soldiers were waiting for them when they stepped out of the house. "Where is Sergeant Trelli?" Georg asked.
"They killed Yorick," Michael said. For most people the idea that a dog was dead wouldn't explain their absence, but Captain Havemann's company knew Sergeant Trelli was a softy when it came to his horse and dog.
"Will he be all right?" Georg asked.
"He just needs time," Michael said. "And catching the people responsible will go a long way to helping him."
"Then we are in luck. Private Steger has found a trail of blood. It should be a simple matter to follow them to their lair," Georg said.
"Then what are we waiting for?" Lenhard asked.
Michael glanced towards the room Sergeant Trelli was in. "Thomas, can you try and get Sarge to follow us?"
Thomas nodded and headed back into the room.
"Right, let's be off, then," Michael told the waiting soldiers.
****
The trail led straight to the back entrance to Schön's brothel, something that came as no surprise to Michael. He checked the men Corporal Schlegel had brought with him and smiled. Only four of them were carrying guns, but they were new-build pump-action shotguns. The other men weren't exactly unarmed either, having a mix of two-handed axes and wrecking bars. It was possible that Georg had picked his men deliberately, because they had the appearance of an entry team from the house-to-house fighting at Zielona Góra.
Michael was inclined to just point them at the door and tell them to do their stuff, but he was a police officer, and the law of the land applied to him as well as everyone else. He advanced on the door and thumped on it with the butt of his revolver. When someone slid open the peep-slot he lifted his lantern so they could see his uniform. "Police. Three dangerous criminals have come this way. For your own safety, let us in."
"I'll have to check with the boss," the face in the slot said.
That, as far as Michael was concerned, was an attempt to delay the police, and it was all the excuse he needed to unleash violence. "Stand back from the door," he ordered before standing aside for the entry team to do their thing. They weren't a police entry team. The men Michael had unleashed were low on legal niceties, but strong on brute force. Two solid slugs smashed into the door jamb before a third soldier slammed shoulder-first into the door. He bounced off, but the door was loosened. A wrecking bar went to work and the door swung open.
Michael followed the entry team in, his revolver in one hand and a lantern in the other. They advanced past the cowering doorman and along a corridor. He could see the recently washed floor the entry team was following and gestured for the people behind him to follow. He was happy to see Thomas bringing up the rear with Sergeant Trelli
They followed the wet floor into a main corridor, where they found a maid cowering in a corner with a mop in her hands. Michael holstered his revolver and relieved the woman of her mop. "Blood?" he asked. She nodded. "Which way did they go?"
The woman didn't say anything but she sent a quick glance down the corridor. That was enough for Michael. He gave her back the mop and directed her back the way he'd come. "Get out. You'll be safer outside."
The woman hadn't taken more than a dozen steps before three men entered the corridor from the other end. Two of them were armed. The third was Matthias Schön, the proprietor. "What is the meaning of this outrage?" he demanded.
"Hot pursuit," Michael said. "We've followed three murderers into your establishment. For your own safety, I recommend that you leave until we have dealt with them.
One of the men looked like he wanted to use his pistol, but Matthias pushed the weapon down. "Why would murderers come into my establishment?"
"Maybe because they work for you," Lenhard suggested from behind Michael.
"That is slanderous!"
"The truth can't be slanderous," Lenhard muttered just loud enough for Michael to hear.
Michael ignored Lenhard and concentrated on keeping moving. He would have elbowed Matthias to one side as he went past, but the soldier ahead of him got to him first. He could see faces in doorways looking out into the corridor. There would be hell to pay if there were civilian casualties, so he stopped to call out. "Everybody! Out now. I can't guarantee your safety if you stay. Three armed and dangerous men have entered these premises. They have killed before, and have nothing to lose. So get out now."
There was screaming and squealing as people started moving. Corporal Schlegel's men guided people out of the building, except for Matthias and his two bodyguards, who stayed where they were.
"You too, Herr Schön. It's not safe for you to stay," Michael told him.
"I'm not leaving."
Michael shrugged. He wasn't overly concerned about Schön's personal safety. "On your own head be it." He turned to a couple of soldiers. "Take their guns."
Schön's bodyguards looked to resist giving up their weapons, until they realized they were facing half-a-dozen soldiers carrying a variety of weapons that they seemed only too eager to use. Corporal Schlegel took possession of the guns and tried to find somewhere to put them. In the end he opened his coat and thrust them under his belt, not noticing the envelope that fell from his coat, but Matthias Schön did. He bent down to retrieve it, but a foot from one of the men with Georg landed on it first. Matthias backed away while the solider picked it up and passed it back to Georg, who pushed it into an internal pocket of his coat.
With potential innocents clear and the risk of being shot from behind alleviated, Michael hastened after the entry team, who'd continued to follow the trail of blood. He was too late to give instructions, as the corporal in charge of the entry team positioned his men either side of the door and thumped the door with the butt of his shotgun. "Police! You're surrounded. Surrender or prepare to die."
Bam! Bam!
Two shots smashed through the thin internal door about where a man's stomach would have been if he'd been standing in front of the door. Then one of the entry team kicked open the door and they went in shooting. Michael followed, barely able to see anything in the gun smoke generated by over a dozen black-powder rounds being fired in such a confined space.
****
Puss became aware that he was staring at Matthias Schön, the man who, if he didn't actually kill Yorick and the others, was certainly responsible for their deaths. He walked up to Matthias, took two fistfuls of his jacket and hauled him off his feet and shook him. "Why did you do it? What were they looking for?"
"I don't know what you're talking about," Matthias said as he struggled in Puss' grip.
His bodyguards made as if to interfere. "Back off!" Thomas ordered them before putting a hand on Puss' shoulder and shaking him. "Let him go, Sarge."
Puss let him go. Matthias might have fallen if one of his bodyguards hadn't steadied him.
"You were providing sanctuary to a pack of murderers," Thomas said.
Matthias brushed the wrinkles Puss' grip had made in his clothes with his hands. "Clearly, I am at fault for allowing those men into my establishment, but they claimed they had been caught up in a fight. As for what they were looking for? Money of course, what else do petty criminals look for?"
"Hermann and Anna wouldn't have had more than twenty dollars between them," Thomas said. "People don't commit multiple murder and ransack a place like their room was for the kind of money a soldier might have hidden."
"But it is common knowledge that the five of you have the very first beckies that were printed, and everyone knows such low serial number bills are worth three thousand dollars each."
"Anybody trying to find those beckies in Hermann's lodgings was wasting their time. The Sarge sent them to his family in Grantville for safe keeping," Thomas said.
Matthias looked back towards the room where the murderers had been held up. "But would they have known that?"
It was all too logical, and Puss was starting to worry that they wouldn't be able to hang anything on Matthias. Then Lenhard stepped out of the room and looked their way. "You might want to arrest Herr Schön."
"On what charge?" Matthias demanded. "You can't even prove those men were your murderers."
Lenhard held up a revolver in each hand. "Corporal Behrns' revolvers. I'd sure like to hear how they came by them if they aren't the murderers."
"But the only people who could tell you that are dead," Matthias said.
"Whatever makes you think that?" Lenhard asked.
Matthias looked suggestively at the gun smoke still drifting around the room Lenhard had walked out of.
Lenhard smiled and called back. "Michael, Herr Schön thinks they're all dead."
Michael Cleesattel appeared at the door and smiled at Matthias. "I'm happy to be able to tell you that only one of your men is dead, and with proper medical attention the other two will live to have their day in court."
Puss had been distracted by Michael appearing at the door; otherwise Matthias might not have got away. But he had been, and Matthias did. He pushed one of his bodyguards into Puss and shot into a room, slamming the door shut behind him. Puss was slow to react, and tried to make up for it by going into the door shoulder first. Fortunately it was his left shoulder, but the recently healed right clavicle protested at the shock of impact.
The interior doors in a brothel aren't normally designed to do much more than provide privacy. They certainly weren't designed to stop two hundred odd pounds of angry male slamming into them. When Puss bounced he knew this wasn't a working room. Before he could do anything more he was pulled to one side as axes were swung at the plastered brick interior wall beside the latch.
The wall wasn't designed for that kind of punishment and a hole big enough for Thomas to look through was soon made. He fired two rapid shots. There was the sound of glass breaking and something falling to the ground outside.
"He escaped through the window," Thomas said as he put a hand through the hole to unlatch the door.
 
An hour later
Matthias Schön got away. Private Steger had done his best, but too many people had walked across the streets Matthias had used for his escape. The brothel was empty of all but the military police and Corporal Schlegel. The soldiers, under the command of Corporal Martin Knorre, had taken the wounded men to the Medical Department clinic.
Puss and his patrol were sitting in on anything they could find in Schön's office watching Corporal Georg Schlegel searching through Schön's desk. Of course it wasn't a desk as Puss knew desks. It was more of a lectern, with nearby drawers and cupboards packed full of papers and boxes.
"I still don't understand why Herr Schön would want to kill everyone," Hermann said.
"Pimps don't like girls walking out like that. It gives the other girls ideas," Puss said.
"But that's no reason to kill people. A simple working over would be enough to send a message to their other girls," Michael said.
"Maybe Corporal Behrns and Anna came to the girl's defense," Puss suggested.
"Yeah," Michael said. "I can't see Hermann or Anna just standing by and watching a girl being beaten up.
"Okay, so that explains why everyone was killed, but why was the room turned over like that?" Thomas asked. "I mean, they even emptied the mattress,"
"They were looking for beckies," Michael said. "At least that's what they say they were told to look for.
"But we sent them to Grantville," Lenhard said.
"Herr Schön didn't know that," Georg said.
Puss shook his head. "Even if they were worth three grand each, that'd be small change compared with what this place is bringing in."
"Herr Schön doesn't own this establishment, Sergeant Trelli," Georg said. "It is owned by the city council. He was just the manager."
"It still doesn't make sense," Puss muttered.
 
Early morning, Thursday, November 29, Grantville
Sveta Andreyevna woke with a start, her heart racing. What had woken her? Surely she was safe in her husband's bedroom in his parent's house? She felt a weight moving up the bed and took in a deep breath in preparation to screaming. And then she heard it, the self-satisfied purr of a cat secure in the knowledge that she had just terrified a human.
She poked her head out from under the covers and stared into the murky blackness where the purr was coming from. "You've had your fun, now get lost," Sveta muttered towards the Trelli family's cat.
Naturally, Hero, who was nothing like her namesake in Shakespeare's Much Ado About Nothing, completely ignored her. Instead of graciously jumping off the bed and leaving the room, she continued her majestic march up the bed until she reached Sveta's face.
Something cold and wet bumped into Sveta's face. That was bad enough, but Hero insisted in breathing right under her nose. Sveta didn't quite gag, but even lutfisk smelt better than whatever Hero had been eating. She freed an arm from under the covers and tried to push the cat away, but the silly animal seemed to think Sveta wanted to play.
The phone rang and Sveta froze in mid-push. Surely it was too late for people to be calling? She turned on the bedside lamp and checked the time on her watch. It was just after midnight, and telephone calls after midnight were never good. She used both hands to move Hero so she could get out of bed. She thrust her feet into her sheepskin slippers and grabbed the robe from its hook on the back of the door. In the light of the bed lamp she could see Hero making herself comfortable.
She was beaten to the phone by Sue Trelli. "It’s the duty operator from your office," Sue said, handing over the phone.
Sveta felt her stomach clench. There was no good reason for the duty operator to call her. Not at this time of night. "Sveta speaking."
The news wasn't as bad as she'd feared, but it wasn't good. She hung up, and turned to Sue, who'd been joined by her husband. "Our man in Tetschen just filed a breaking news story that John's patrol was involved in a raid on a brothel, and that there are six dead."
"John?" Sue asked as she held on tightly to her husband.
"He's okay, but at least one of his men is dead." Sveta retired to her room where she slumped onto the bed. Hero nudged her, and Sveta started to caress the cat as she wondered about her feelings. Of course she was extremely relieved that John was okay because of how it would affect Máma and Pápa. It couldn't possibly be because she had feelings for her husband. She was aware of a pair of arms wrapping around her, and she buried her head into Máma's shoulder as the tears fell.
****
Later that morning Sveta was back at work at the Joint Armed Services Press Division, Grantville Office. The events in Tetschen had only rated an easily-missed column-inch on page four of the Grantville papers. There were more important things to worry about than a raid on a brothel in some remote and unimportant outpost. Gustav's health and the debate about the succession continued to dominate the news, especially after the assassination of the queen and narrow escape of Princess Kristina and her betrothed. And of course, there was always the war. In her reading of the paper, Sveta almost missed the notice asking all people who'd traveled on the previous evening's train to contact the Sanitary Commission. She read it, but was none the wiser as to why the Sanitary Commission wanted to talk to them.
Just after noon a messenger arrived with the mail sack. Sveta took it into Lieutenant Johann Dauth's office. "What's happening in Tetschen?" she asked as she handed it over.
"Give me a chance to open it," Johann protested as cut off the seal.
Sveta pulled up a chair and sat opposite Johann as she waited. He opened an envelope to reveal three letters. Johann slid two of them across the desk to Sveta and picked up the other one. After a quick glance he quickly tossed that towards Sveta as well. "The company clerk at Tetschen apologizes for using the official post bag for personal letters, but he's sure I'll understand." He looked at Sveta "Why should I understand?"
"I don't know." Sveta looked at the letters. One was obviously a legal document, but someone had been careless with it, as it had a dirty footprint on it. The other was just a standard military mail service letter. The return addresses didn't help, because they both listed John as the sender. She opened the legal letter first, and smiled when she saw what it was. "It's John giving me permission to write a book based on his movie script."
"I don't think that can be what Corporal Schlegel meant," Johann said, staring at the other letter.
Sveta turned her eyes to the other envelope. Surely if John was okay he would have written? The fact that there was no letter from him in the mail sack scared her. Finally she reached down and broke the seal. Then she slowly opened the letter. The first place she looked was to see who'd sent the letter.
"It's from Corporal Cleesattel, one of John's men." She read a little of the letter. "John is okay, but Corporal Behrns and his partner were killed, as was a twelve-year-old girl they were looking after. Oh, and they murdered Yorick as well." Sveta lowered the letter and stared at the wall. John had talked a lot about Yorick in his letters. For someone to go from terrified of dogs to having one as a pet said a great deal about the bond between them, and then to find his pet bludgeoned to death . . . She wasn't surprised that Corporal Cleesattel thought John was taking Yorick's death hard.
"Okay, so maybe I forgive him for sending that letter by special channels," Johann said. "Anything else?"
"Just a few more details about what happened."
"Right then, you've got what you came for. How about getting back where you belong and doing some work?"
Sveta took the not-so-subtle hint and hurried back to her desk. The first thing she did was add the permission form to the outgoing mail. Then she got back to reading the latest reports on the health of the king.
 
That evening
Sveta was sitting comfortably on the sofa stroking Hero, who was purring like a buzz saw, watching television with the rest of the household when the phone rang. All eyes turned to Felix Trelli as he picked it up.
"It's for you, Sveta. Dr. Shipley's office."
Sveta stared at the phone as if it was a dangerous snake before accepting it. "Sveta Andreyevna speaking." She listened as she was told what her life was going to be for the next couple of weeks and hung up. She smiled at the rest of the household as she made her way back to her seat and returned to Hero. She needed the comfort stroking the cat gave her.
"What was that about?" Sue Trelli asked.
"There has been an outbreak of measles, and because they don't know if I have ever had measles, Dr. Shipley wants me to stay at home until the outbreak is under control," Sveta said.
"That'd be wise, dear," Sue said. "If a pregnant woman catches measles it can damage the unborn child."
Sveta swallowed. "Damage?"
"Deafness, blindness, mental retardation: lots of things," Sue said.
"Oh!" Sveta ran a hand protectively over her swollen belly. Any intention she might have had to protest had been silenced by what Máma had said.
"You'll be able to work on your book," Elisabeth suggested.
That wasn't a great help. Sveta was used to being around people these days. She liked having people around her. She glanced down at Hero. It looked like the two of them were going to get very well acquainted.
 
Monday
Over the weekend, the Sanitary Commission had been flooding the airwaves and papers with news of the measles outbreak, announcing travel restrictions, and the fact that the school term would finish early for the Christmas break, so it hadn't come as much of a surprise to Lieutenant Johann Dauth when Sveta rang to tell him that she was under doctor's orders not to leave the house until the new year.
Just because the schools were closed to students didn't mean they were closed to staff, or that other businesses were closed. So Pápa, Máma, Elisabeth, and even Elisabeth's baby sister, Katy, had abandoned her while they went to work. It did mean Sveta could get on with her book, and thanks to the wonders of John's desktop computer, she was making good progress. She would have made better progress but for the other three inhabitants of the house.
There was, of course, Hero, who having finally decided to accept Sveta insisted on visiting her all the time. A cat walking over a keyboard was amusing. Once. When she kept on doing it, it ceased to be amusing. Sveta had finally been forced to deposit her outside the room and shut the door on her.
Then there was the housekeeper and her baby. Magdalena Meyerschmidt was a happily married woman of about thirty that the Trellis had employed after a spate of burglaries of houses left unoccupied during the day. It was a mutually satisfactory arrangement. Sue Trelli had someone happy to clean the house and do the other domestic chores while she was at work, and Magdalena had a job that allowed her work and care for her baby. Only now, because of the measles outbreak, Magdalena and her baby had moved in with the Trellis for the duration.
The baby was a distraction because she was a baby and Sveta couldn't help wandering downstairs every now and again to look at her. Magdalena was a distraction because she was not only a good cook, but she was operating under instructions from Máma to make sure Sveta ate properly. Just thinking about Magdalena had Sveta salivating. She sniffed the air and detected sure signs that something interesting was happening in the kitchen. Sveta followed the tantalizing smell to its source.
"Sit down," Magdalena insisted the moment Sveta entered the kitchen.
She had barely sat before a snack and glass of milk appeared in front of her. The snack was welcome, the milk not so welcome. Milk used to be a rare treat, but since joining the Trelli family she'd seen a lot more of it. Too much more. Máma insisted that a pregnant woman needed to drink plenty of milk for her and the baby's health. With Magdalena watching over her, Sveta dutifully drank it all down. It wasn't that there was anything wrong with drinking milk. She just didn't see why she had to drink it with every meal.
"How is the book going?" Magdalena asked, returning to chopping vegetables for the evening meal.
Sveta thought of the manuscript currently saved on her computer. She knew how she wanted to start and finish it. It was just the bit in the middle that was causing her problems. "John's story calls for a fight scene where the hero beats a villain who is bigger and stronger than he is, but I don't see how he can win."
"I'm sure your husband knew what he was doing when he wrote the scene."
"It was flashy nonsensical Hollywood style fighting," Sveta said. "I grew up with four older half-brothers, and I know how hard it is to beat someone with a greater reach and more strength."
"So do what women have always done, and fight smarter. Use whatever is lying around as a weapon."
"Like a knife?"
"That's probably a bit too obvious for a hero like Commander Erik Zeetrell." Suddenly Magdalena grinned. "What about a skillet or rolling pin?"
Those were two of the classic up-time woman's weapons. Usually used against an erring husband, they would have been a comical moment in a story staring Erik Zeetrell. "But then the fight would have to be in a kitchen, and I can't really see Commander Zeetrell in a kitchen."
"I can," Magdalena said. "Your problem is you're thinking too small. Put the fight in the kitchen of a castle. Then you could even have him fighting with roasting spits."
"Or swinging at each other with fish," Sveta said, getting into the spirit of things. "Thank you, Magda." She wrapped her arms around in the housekeeper to give her a quick hug before heading back to her room, her head brimming with ideas.
 
Wednesday
Sveta was in her room hard at work when Magdalena knocked lightly on the door. "Yes?" she called.
The door opened and Magdalena poked her head into the room. "I'm just slipping out for a moment to do some shopping. Can you keep an ear out for Maria for me?"
"Sure, just leave the door open so I can hear her if she wakes up."
"Thank you. I shouldn't be long."
Sveta sat and listened to Magdalena's firm tread as she walked down the stairs. Moments later she heard the back door open and close. Now she was alone in the house. Except for Hero, who had taken advantage of the open door and chose that moment to jump on her desk and trail her tail under Sveta's nose. Sveta took that as a sign that it was time for a cup of tea and started saving and backing up her files.
Hero followed Sveta down the stairs and into the living room where both of them checked the sleeping Maria. Then they moved to the kitchen. Hero, ever hopeful, walked around under Sveta's feet while she filled the kettle and plugged it in. While the kettle heated up Sveta emptied the tea pot outside and put a handful of dried cat food on a clean saucer for Hero.
She'd just unplugged the kettle and was about to start filling the tea pot when the kitchen door burst open, slamming against the wall. Sveta swung her head round, all ready to ask Magdalena what was wrong. But it wasn't Magdalena at the door. It was a disheveled man. A very angry disheveled man.
"Where are my beckies?" the man demanded as he confronted Sveta from across the kitchen.
Sveta had no idea who the man was, or what he was talking about. What she did know was that he was a threat and she had to get away from him. The only reason he hadn't already grabbed her was because the kitchen table was between them, but now he was walking around one side. The Trelli household was a typical West Virginian household, so there were plenty of guns in the house. Unfortunately, it was also a safety-minded typical West Virginian household, and so there wasn't a loaded gun in every room. However, Sveta did know the location of one loaded gun, and that was in her room. The trouble was the man would probably catch her before she could get to it. What she needed was some way to slow him down, and the last few days of thinking about fighting with expedient weapons came to her aid. She didn't even have to look very far. She already had maybe the perfect weapon in her hand.
The man was still blathering on about his beckies when Sveta started swinging the kettle. He put his hand up to deflect a thrown kettle, but Sveta didn't let go. She swung it in an arc, and as it came round, she tipped it so near-boiling water cascaded from the spout.
The man screamed and Sveta took off. Her heart was pounding so loudly she couldn't tell if she was being followed. She reached her room and grabbed her revolver from its holster and hurried back to the door thumbing back the hammer as she moved, the nearly three-pound weight feather-light in her hands. She got to the top of the stairs just in time. The intruder was halfway up and moving fast.
"Bitch! You'll pay for that. Where are my beckies?" he demanded.
Sveta didn't know or care what the man was talking about. She took aim at his center of mass and started shooting. The booms of the gunshots echoed through the house as she fired until the man fell. Then there was silence.
Sveta sat at the top of the stairs as her body started to shake. She dropped the revolver to the floor and hugged herself.
A baby's cries cut through the silence, and Sveta slowly got to her feet. She'd completely forgotten about Maria. As she stepped over the body of the man who'd burst in to the house she heard police sirens in the distance.
 
Thursday, Tetschen
Puss walked into the canteen just like he did nearly every day, but today was different. He could feel the eyes following him as he collected his food and carried his tray to the table where he and his men usually ate. The chairs had been shuffled around so there were no empty chairs where Hermann Behrns and Anna would normally have sat. He laid his tray down on the table and sat. "Why's everyone watching me?" he asked.
"You haven't seen the Grantville papers?" Corporal Georg Schlegel asked.
Puss let out a resentful sigh. "No, what are they saying about me this time?"
"It's not you, Sarge," Michael Cleesattel said.
"Yeah! That wife of yours made the front page," Lenhard Poppler said.
"She's all right?" Puss asked.
"Yes, Sarge," Thomas Klein said. "She's covered herself in glory."
Puss had been fairly sure that the guys wouldn't have been so full of humor if anything had happened to Sveta, but it was nice to have it confirmed. "Glory? How? She's in military public relations."
"She bagged Matthias Schön," Lenhard said.
"What!" Puss' exclamation coincided with Michael clipping Lenhard across the ear and Lenhard's cry of pain. For the first time since he'd seen Yorick's beaten body a smile flashed across his face. Situation normal—Lenhard had put his foot in his mouth.
"Matthias Schön seems to have made his way to Grantville for some reason and broken into your family home. Your wife shot him," Thomas said.
"Here, Sergeant," Georg said as he offered him a newspaper. "The Grantville police identified Herr Schön from the photo on a wanted poster."
"Thanks." The headline leapt out of the page.
ST. GEORGE'S DRAGON BREATHES FIRE
The photograph was the same one they'd run when he'd made the front page for rescuing Captain Havemann at Zielona Góra. Either they hadn't had time to produce a new photograph of Sveta before going to press, or she had refused to cooperate. Puss considered what he knew of Sveta and her almost nonexistent sense of humor, decided that it was probably the latter reason, and breathed a sigh of relief that over a hundred miles separated them. "But why did he approach Sveta?" he asked. "And how did he even know where she was?"
"I'm afraid I might be responsible for that," Georg said apologetically. "When we raided the brothel, I still had the letter containing the permission form you signed. It fell from my coat and Herr Schön almost picked it up. He could have seen the name and address."
And that name would have been Corporal Svetlana Andreyevna Trelli. Puss nodded. That would have been enough to tell Schön that she was part of his family and where to go. "But why would he go to Grantville?"
Georg planted his finger on part of the story on the front page. "Your wife says he kept talking about wanting his beckies."
Puss read the paragraph, but looked up, none the wiser. "What beckies? Surely he wasn't after Corporal Behrn's low serial number beckies."
The group sat in silence for a few minutes, and then they started eating and for a few more minutes the silence was only broken by the sounds of spoons on bowls.
"What about the beckies Hermann and Anna insisted he owed the girl?" Thomas asked.
"Those weren't his beckies," Michael said. "They belonged to the brothel."
"Are you sure they weren't his?" Puss asked. "Who paid them to the girl? Schön or one of his men?"
"One of his men," Michael said. "But even if someone paid the girl with Schön's money by mistake, five hundred beckies would have been a pittance compared with the cash he stole from the brothel."
Puss sighed. For a moment there he'd thought they'd found a motive. "Beckies, beckies, beckies. What are we missing?"
"Maybe there is something special about Schön's bundle of beckies," Lenhard suggested.
"Like what?" Michael asked. "Even if they were mint condition low serial number bills like ours, they'd only be worth twice face value at the most."
"You know that, and I know that, but did Schön know that?" Lenhard asked.
"Lenhard might have something there," Thomas said. "Schön did seem convinced that any low serial number beckies were worth three thousand dollars."
Puss vaguely remembered hearing Schön saying that. "How many bills are we talking about here?"
"It was quite a bundle," Michael said. "You checked them, didn't you, Corporal Schlegel?"
"Only to add up their value," Georg said. "There must have been over three hundred bills."
"Three hundred bills at three thousand dollars would be an absolute fortune to a man like Schön," Michael said.
"It's an absolute fortune to me too," Lenhard said.
"It's an absolute fortune to all of us," Puss agreed. "Corporal Schlegel, do you still have those beckies?"
"Of course! They are sitting in the company strongbox."
"Then could we have a look at them to see if we're right?" Puss asked.
Georg looked at his barely-started dinner. "Could we eat first?"
"Yes, we can eat first."
 
Mehlis, near Suhl
Jacob Hockenjoss of Hokenjoss and Klott Waffenfabrik laid down the paper and looked across the office to his partner, Hans Valentin Klott. "It's a pity they couldn't get a photograph of the woman holding her revolver."
Hans looked up from his paper. "But they do identify it as being a Hockenjoss and Klott Army."
Jacob nodded. Any publicity was good, and good publicity was priceless. To have St. George's wife defend herself with one of their revolvers was the best possible publicity. "We're going to have to get that new milling machine just to cope with increased demand."
Hans steepled his fingers and stared at the fire. "The paper says the woman wasn't carrying her revolver at the time, and had to run to her room to get it. That's not good. Why wasn't she carrying it?"
"The Army is heavy."
"So why didn't she buy a lighter gun? Like a .38?"
"A .38 doesn't have the stopping power of the .45," Jacob said. "What we need to produce is a much lighter .45."
"That means reducing it to a four or five shooter with a very short barrel."
"Yes, and the name for such a weapon is obvious . . ." Jacob smiled as he visualized a snub-nosed .45 firing black powder. "We have to call it the Dragon."
****

 
 



Lost and Found
Written by Brad Banner
 

As Les Blocker walked through his veterinary clinic's waiting room he noticed a little girl, Raven Lobkowitz, slumping in her chair in the corner. He saw tears in the girl's eyes, which were focused on something in the distance. He went over to Tracy Lobkowitz, the girl's mother, who was at the checkout counter.
"Is Raven sick?" he asked. "She's usually a bundle of energy when she comes in, asking questions and petting all the dogs and cats".
Tracy said quietly, "She misses her granddaddy. They were pretty much inseparable. When he was left behind by the Ring of Fire, it devastated her. We've taken her in for counseling, but so far it hasn't done much good. They're so overwhelmed down there that she doesn't get much individual time."
Les said, "Yep, they are covered up. I've helped them as a moderator of grief discussion groups. I got trained as a moderator several months after my daughter Emma was killed in a car wreck, back before the Ring of Fire . . ." Les paused in thought. "Jeff Adams and I had an interesting experience at the ring wall the other day. I've written a story about it that might get her attention. With your permission, I'll let her read it. Maybe it will be an icebreaker to get a conversation going with her. I had some problems myself. I was very depressed about losing a good part of my family to the Ring. I really miss my grandson Joe. I bet he and I were about as close as Raven and her granddad."
"It sure won't hurt to try," Tracy said. "Nothing else has worked so far."
Les turned toward his office. "All right then. I'll go get her the rated G version for kids."
***
Les was back with a stack of papers in a few minutes. He had a friend with him. A big reddish-gold Labrador-Golden Retriever mix. Who promptly sat down on Raven's foot. Which elicited a brief giggle from the girl as she glanced up.
Les sat down beside her on the little restored church pew in the waiting room. "Goldie wants you to read her story. Or I'll read it to you."
Raven got an indignant look on her face. "I read The Hobbit out loud to my granddaddy. All of it."
At the mention of her grandfather, Les could see despair coming back into her face. "Then read Goldie's story out loud to us. I'll warn you, Goldie doesn't like it when someone mumbles the story."
Raven began reading in a strong steady voice.
 
Holes, Bridges, and Walls
By Goldie and Les
Les Blocker was lost in time and place. Sitting on his screened porch, sipping iced tea, he was careful not to let others see his despair, which was deep and wide. Everything was out of place. Even the angle of the sun and the birds in the yard were wrong. Les spent his life building a veterinary practice and a welcoming home for his family. Now a large part of his family was lost to him forever, separated as surely as if they were dead. He thought, I can't drag Ruth Ann and Leslie down with my grief. They have their own burdens. My God, why have you forsaken me! I did nothing to deserve this. Yet, you sent Job's whirlwind to knock my world apart. My grandchildren are as lost to me as if they were killed and worse, I am lost to them. They can't know where I am. Oh my Father, I am lost. . . .
Les was startled out of his self-described navel-gazing by his wife, Ruth Ann, calling him. "Les, you gone deaf? Dinner is on the table. " She and his daughter Leslie were already seated at the kitchen table. They always tried to share weekend meals together.
After Les walked into the kitchen and sat down, Ruth Ann said, "Les, would you say the blessing?"
Meal blessings were rotated among family members. Les dreaded his turn. Saying public prayers always made him antsy. Since the Ring of Fire, he had to control an urge to blurt out all the things he was not thankful for. "Lord, we thank you for the food on this table and for the hands that prepared it. Bless this family and community in our time of struggle. In Christ's name, Amen."
The meal was simple fare; cornbread, boiled garden greens, tomatoes from the greenhouse, plus deer sausage and gravy. Washed down with milk from their Jersey cow.
"Pass me some of that cornbread, Leslie," Les said. "You aren't the only one who likes cornbread and sweet milk. And cornbread and pot liquor. And cornbread and pinto beans. And cornbread and black-eyed peas. Man, I'm going to miss cornbread when the cornmeal is all used up."
Les noticed that Leslie was quieter than normal. "What's on your mind?"
"It's Dr. Adams," Leslie said. "His wife and kids being left behind is bothering him more than he lets on. Plus, all the extra jobs he's doing since the Ring happened. Can you talk to him, Dad? You're the best grief guru I know. Ever since Emma was killed in the car wreck you've been so good with people that have lost family. I don't think Momma and me could have stood it without you or stood losing the rest of the family when they were left in the future."
Les got up from the table and put his dirty dishes in the dishwasher. "I'll see what I can do," he said. Tears were filling his eyes as he walked back to the porch.
****
Ruth Ann motioned a puzzled Leslie in the living room. "I'm getting really worried about your daddy," she said. "He sits on the porch and stares into the distance, sipping his tea. Sipping shine too, when he thinks I've gone to bed. He won't say boo about it, since he thinks he has to be strong for everyone else. You didn't know about it, but when your sister was killed by that drunk driver, he nearly went crazy. Drank and drank and drank. Had bad dreams again from his time in Vietnam as a USAID veterinarian. Les finally put down the bottle and the dreams mostly went away. He began helping other folks who had lost a loved one. It was his ministry. He hasn't been doing any counseling since the Ring of Fire. The dreams have started again and he calls out to the kids in his sleep."
****
Goldie had never felt so lost. Her people had left her at the grandpa's kennel before, but this time a flash of light had separated her from her people. They no longer existed? How? Before the flash, she could feel Milo and Fluffy and the pretty girl-human Emma from across the beautiful bridge into the next place. Even that thin connection was gone now. Worst of all, her friend, the boy Joe, was lost forever. Crossing the bridge would be far better than this.
Grandpa and Grandma and pretty-girl Leslie had new holes in their spirit now, so Goldie knew that they were lost. The annoying little tan, fluffy dog called Khaki in the next cage was lost too. Goldie thought that Khaki would go to the next place soon. The hole in Khaki's spirit was huge. All the people and animals that Khaki knew were gone. All his connections were gone.
Maybe Grandpa could find Joe. Joe and Grandpa had a special connection. Goldie went with Joe and Grandpa and sometimes the other pretty children when they drove around to see hurting animals that had holes in their bodies and minds. Grandpa fixed those holes sometimes. Sometimes the holes were too big so he helped the animals cross the bridge. Maybe he could fix a spirit hole too. Joe always said that Grandpa could do anything. Everyday new dogs and cats that had lost their people to the flash were brought to the strange animal place. My, what big holes they had. But none as big as Khaki's. Or Grandpa's. And Grandpa had old, healing spirit holes tearing open. Grandpa might decide to go to the next place too.
Goldie knew how to help Grandpa and Khaki the day the clear wall appeared. She could sometimes glimpse the other side and briefly see and feel Joe. Then she could feel Milo and Fluffy and Emma across the beautiful bridge in the next place again. It was a new beautiful bridge but the next place was the same. The same Love was there. The Love was here, of course, but it was somehow clearer and stronger across the bridge. Goldie knew that the only way to heal the spirit holes was to make new connections and make old connections stronger.
****
Les was tired of brooding on the porch so he walked over to the veterinary clinic, which was located across a gravel driveway from his house. Dr. Bentley Alexander, his partner since the Ring, was at the clinic treating a lame cavalry horse. The Scottish farrier, Sergeant Robert MacGregor, was helping him.
"Don't let me interrupt," said Les. "I'm just checking on some of the boarding animals."
Khaki, the miniature poodle, was curled up in the corner of his cage, looking more listless each day. The dog looked like Les felt. He expected his grandson Joe's Labrador-Golden Retriever mix, Goldie, would look the same as Khaki.
Les was surprised to hear a loud bark and see Goldie enthusiastically wagging her tail. "It's great to see you perking up. But what's got into you?" The dog answered with another loud bark and began scratching at the run door. "Okay, okay. We'll go for a walk."
When the pair got outside, Goldie headed for the creek in a run, looking back over her shoulder as if urging Les to hurry. Les, Joe, and Goldie had spent many hours fishing, hunting, and playing along the creek. A profound sense of loss once again clutched at Les's soul. "He's not there, girl," he whispered, "He's not there."
****
Goldie felt Grandpa's sadness grow. She hoped he would follow her to the end of the creek. That was where she would help him. Somehow she knew that the clear wall would be thinnest there. She picked up a stick and made him throw it.
****
Les was nearly trotting trying to keep up with the bounding dog. The scamp was running a little further along the creek each time she made him throw the stick. Finally they ran out of creek at the edge of the Ring.
****
Goldie could see the clear wall shining at the edge of the Ring. And Joe and his family were there, looking sad. She barked her happy bark to let them know she was there. She decided to point like the spotted dog Rebel did to show Grandpa where Joe and his family were. He sees, they see, they are all waving. Love answered as she knew it would. Thank Love. The giant hole in Grandpa's spirit was much smaller. Now let's go fix Khaki.
****
Les was amazed at Goldie's loud happy barks as she went on point as if there was a bird in front of her. Goldie was not a pointing breed, so Les was surprised by the dog's stance.
All he could see was a shimmering near the ring wall that he had never seen before. Is there movement behind the shimmer?
Les rubbed his eyes. Either his imagination was running away with him, or he had gone crazy with grief. That looks like Joe and everyone else, and they are smiling and waving.
Les glanced at Goldie who stared back at him with what could only be called love in her eyes. He felt God surrounding him. When he glanced back the shimmer between them and the wall was gone. It was as if the glow that he had seen was now in and around him. The empty place in his soul was still there but it was somehow diminished. No, he had not gone crazy. He had found God again through the actions of a dog.
Les was deep in thought during the walk back to the clinic.
Thank you, Lord. I still don't know what I saw at the ring wall, but I know I saw it. Thank you for Goldie. If a dog can have a servant's heart, she surely has one. I'm sorry I haven't been the servant to others that you called me to be so long ago. The losses made such a huge empty spot in me that I lost most of my connections to other people and to you.
His reconnection with life made Les want to sing, so he did. First choosing what he remembered of the Dan Schutte song that Emma loved so much. "Here I am, Lord. Is it I, Lord? I have heard you calling in the night. I will go Lord, if you lead me. I will hold your people in my heart."
He was still singing when he got to the clinic, which startled the injured cavalry horse, Dr Alexander, Sergeant MacGregor, and a visitor. The visitor was just the man he wanted to see next, Dr. Jeff Adams, the physician his daughter worked for.
****
Goldie looked at people doctor Jeff. He had one of the biggest spirit holes she had ever seen. I will help Khaki and maybe Khaki can help him. She scratched at the kennel door. She was in a hurry. There were holes to fix and now she knew a way. Dogs can see holes and walls and bridges that people can't. Grandpa let her through the door. She sat quietly as she watched Grandpa hold Jeff and shrink the man's spirit hole. Grandpa's spirit hole got smaller too. Then, she went to Khaki's cage and barked. It was her "pay attention" bark. She barked and scratched until Khaki got up and looked at her with his sad eyes. She scratched and barked until Grandpa and Jeff were looking at her.
****
Les smiled and held out his hand to Jeff who was watching the horse doctoring. "I was fixing to come see you. I'm glad you came by."
Jeff returned the handshake and asked "Medical problems?"
Les motioned to the clinic as he shook his head. "Nope, personal problems. Let's get out of these gentlemen's way and I'll explain."
Goldie was barking and scratching at the kennel door. Les said, "I believe I'm summoned. We can talk inside if that suits you. "
Jeff nodded and followed Les inside the building.
Les leaned against the kennel sink. "I've been so caught up in my own grief on leaving part of my family behind that I didn't think I would be much use to you. I can't imagine how you feel, leaving all your family behind."
There were tears forming in the corner of Jeff's eyes. "Didn't want to burden anyone," he said. "Leslie said you're good to talk to. Said you would know just what to say. Today, everything became too much. It's our anniversary. . . ."
Les wrapped his arms around the sobbing man and hugged him close. "Sometimes there are no words. No words that work anyway. I'm sorry for your loss. Anything I can do for you, just ask. In fact, I promise to do things before you ask. Anytime you need to talk, I'm available." He held his friend until the tears were spent for both of them.
Goldie's insistent barking caught their attention. Jeff and Les walked over and looked in Khaki's cage.
"What's this guy's problem?" asked Jeff.
Les said, "Khaki lost all of his family too. He was boarding with us when the Ring of Fire hit. His family was out of town on vacation."
"Poor guy," said Jeff to the dog. "You are a very handsome khaki poodle. I bet you are lonely. No one can even explain it to you."
Les opened the cage door. "You can get him out. This is the perkiest I've seen him. I wonder if Goldie told him a secret in dog talk. Let's take the dogs for a walk. I have something to show you and tell you about. "
****
Goldie knew Grandpa was smart. But now she knew he was very smart. He was taking them down the creek to where the clear wall was the thinnest. Khaki was getting happier and happier as they walked. Goldie knew Khaki liked Jeff. Jeff liked Khaki. Khaki was starting to see the clear wall and what was behind it. Goldie thought that since Khaki was older that he couldn't see the wall as easy as she could see it. Goldie knew when Khaki saw his people on the other side of the clear wall. He was so happy that he raced around and around barking happily. He even climbed a few feet up a tree. Goldie was very glad for Khaki. His spirit hole was little now. When Khaki looked at laughing Jeff, the hole got smaller as a connection formed. Goldie was happy for Jeff. Jeff looked at the clear wall and waved and cried and smiled. He looked at Khaki romping and laughed. Jeff's spirit hole was smaller now and not so ragged. Goldie saw Love smiling in the dappled sunlight coming through the trees.
The End
 
Raven looked up at Les. "I want my Granddaddy."
Les hugged the sobbing girl close. "I know you do, I know you do." Goldie laid her head in the girl's lap, while Tracy joined the two crying people on the pew.
Her tears spent, Raven asked, "Does Goldie really see holes and walls and bridges?"
Les said, "I don't know what she sees, but I believe that somehow animals see and know things that people don't. I always felt that she could see the hole in my spirit. She sat at my feet as I typed the story of our experience. Her part seemed to just flow from her to my fingers. "
Raven's brow furrowed. "Can we walk down the creek to the wall? Can Goldie come? Can Mom come too? "
"Goldie and I will be glad to walk with you and your mom to the wall." He could see the tension easing on the little forehead.
Raven said, "Don't worry about Joe, Doctor Les, I bet Granddaddy is taking care of him."
Les had always been amazed at how quickly a child's thoughts could change. And how loving they were. He said, "I know he will. And I'll take care of you. Now let's go for that walk. I'll call Jeff to see if he and Khaki can join us."
At the end of the creek Les watched the dogs romp and play. Goldie pointed and fetched sticks. Khaki climbed up a tree. Sunlight shimmered as it was reflected from the cliff. Raven and Tracy laughed and waved. The Light shined through the water droplets on the leaves making tiny rainbows on the woodland floor. And in their hearts.
 
Several years later
Goldie felt sick, sick. Every breath came hard. She didn't want to eat or drink. Grandpa was very kind. She knew he was going help her cross the beautiful bridge as he had done for so many others, including her dog friend Khaki.
****
Les was crying as he pulled the last of his up-time euthanasia solution into the syringe. He had saved it for Goldie. Les turned to his teenaged female assistant. "It's Goldie's time. I won't let her waste away and suffer from kidney failure. This is the last good thing we can do for her."
With tears in her eyes, the girl said, " I know it is, Grandpa Les. It's just so hard. She's been my friend for so long."
Les hugged the crying girl, remembering the first time he hugged her years ago. "It never gets any easier. When you're a vet, you'll find the pain gets sharper as you remember other animal friends. But you get more certain you are doing the right thing. The last good thing."
He steeled himself and turned to Goldie who was lying quietly on the table. "Goodbye, my life-saving friend," he said. "I'll see you across the rainbow bridge."
Raven took her place and held her childhood companion's leg. "Across the rainbow bridge," she echoed. "In the sweet by and by, we will meet on that beautiful shore."
****
Goldie wasn't sick anymore. She felt like a young dog. She ran across the beautiful bridge. She could see Milo, Fluffy, Khaki, little-bitty young girl animal doctor Jo Ann, great huge young animal doctor Shemp, and pretty girl Emma rushing to greet her. Everyone was connected to everyone here. Love filled all the holes.
 
"I like that story. I'm glad you tell it to me every time I visit. I bet Goldie met Grandpa Les on the rainbow bridge," the little boy said.
Dr. Raven Wight smiled at her grandson. "I know she did, James. I know she did. Love made sure of that."
 
Author's Note:
The RainbowBridge
authorship as yet unclaimed. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rainbow_Bridge_(pets) . From http://rainbowsbridge.com/poem.htm
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Franklin's Monsters, Act I, Fine Arts and Crafts 
Written by Terry Howard and Esther Merriken
 

January 15th, 1635, Grantville
A sharp slap to the face woke Samuel Franklin, who immediately scrambled for the weapons that were not to hand. He came to himself quickly and quieted down without getting very far. His new wife, of three days, wisely got on top of him to hold him down before slapping him.
"Safwyl, darlin'," Melle said, "Sorry to slap you, but you wouldn't wake up."
"Oh God." The words sounded like they were dragged kicking and clawing from the depths of the man's soul, half prayer, half oath. "I thought I was through with that one. Will I never be free of it?"
She rolled off the top of him and snuggled into his side. "Good Lord, you're covered in a cold sweat! That must have been some dream."
"I told you I had nightmares before we got married."
This was a simple fact. The greater truth was he hadn't said much of anything about his past. He'd been a mercenary. And she knew there were things best forgotten. After all, she'd been a camp follower. But then she was a friend. Now she was a wife. Being married changes things. "Tell me about it and it will go away."
"They won't go away. It's been years now and they keep coming. Always the same dreams, this one was the dream of the day Master Rodrigo died. I don't know which is worse, the memory of what really happened or the dreams which have plagued me ever since."
"Tell me about it," she insisted and then waited, snuggled up. In the end he complied.
"When Master Rodrigo left England one step ahead of getting his balls cut off by his patron—"
"Couldn't he keep his pants on?" she asked.
"No, he couldn't," Samuel answered. "And worse still, to him 'no' just meant, 'try harder.' He once told me it was a good thing he wasn't in Nazareth, or there would have been no Virgin."
"Surely he was joking?" she asked.
"Probably," he replied. "Although he was absolutely serious when he told me I could never be a great painter if I was not a great lover."
Melle giggled. "Well, if that's all it takes, then you are the greatest artist in the world. But, you had best be satisfied with just my opinion or I'll put every drawing you've ever made in the wrong drawer!"
Samuel gasped. "You wouldn't dare!" It was too dark to see her face, but he still knew she was smirking.
"Would you rather lose your balls?"
"Um . . . how about I settle for your opinion and we never have to face that choice?"
Now that the mood was lighter, she asked, "So what happened after you fled England?"
"Rodrigo had an old invitation he hoped would be his next patron. We headed that way . . ."
 
Somewhere in Europe, 1628
The innkeeper sat near the fire, surrounded by candles. Samuel looked past the easel then glanced at his palette and frowned. He didn't have the right color. He knew how to make exactly what he wanted, but couldn't afford the ingredients. Master Rodrigo was broke, so his apprentice was painting an innkeeper for room, board and enough money to move on.
A party of loud, belligerent men entered and stopped to look over Samuel's shoulder and comment on the work in progress. Samuel Franklin didn't understand a word they were saying. The boy spoke English well, Welsh like a native, and sufficient Spanish to understand everything Master Rodrigo muttered under his breath. Languages were easy. After only a couple weeks in Europe, he now had a few words of Dutch and a few more of whatever it was the locals in the inn spoke. Not content with a glance and a comment like everyone else, the three mercenaries gathered behind Samuel, talking first softly and then ever more loudly, gesturing emphatically at the innkeeper and the painting in turns. It was making Samuel nervous.
One of the mercenaries tapped him on the shoulder when his brush was on the way back to the palette. When Samuel shook his head and tried to keep painting, the soldier got louder and tapped harder. Finally he grabbed Samuel's shoulder and squeezed.
Samuel feared for his life.
In response to the ever louder and increasingly angry questions, Master Rodrigo hurried into the common room, adjusting his rumpled clothing. A less-than-dressed lass stood watching from the doorway.
"Why are you bothering my apprentice?" Rodrigo demanded.
"And just who are you?" the mercenary retorted.
****
"I am Rodrigo, the finest painter to ever leave Iberia, and therefore the greatest painter you will ever meet!"
The commander raised an eloquently sarcastic eyebrow. "Since when has Iberia been famous for its painters?" His tone sparked a chilling chuckle from his companions.
Master Rodrigo dismissed this minor quibble with an airy wave. "This is only because most Iberian painters are content to stay in Iberia, where they are appreciated. But I decided to make the sacrifice and bring truly great art to the rest of the world."
The tallest mercenary adjusted the hang of his sword. "I've never heard of you." This time the tone was clearly insulting.
Rodrigo remained supremely unflustered. The tone of voice of an uncouth, uncultured, barbarian was of no account. "True. When I left Spain I made the mistake of letting myself be buried in the cultural graveyard called England. But now I have escaped back into the light of day and soon the whole world will know the greatness of Rodrigo.
"And," Rodrigo continued, "you have not answered my question. Why are you bothering my apprentice?"
"I'm trying to ask him a question. But he won't answer me. Is he deaf?"
"To any tongue but his own? Yes. English peons are blockheads. For that matter, all English are blockheads. Still, for an Englishman, the boy shows promise and I could not leave him to wither in darkness."
"Yes, he is promising," the lead mercenary acknowledged. "His likeness is good, his perspective and depth are excellent . . . but is there some reason why his colors are off?"
Rodrigo snorted. "Don't look at the painting. Look at the palette."
The mercenary did and grunted. "I see. I'll look at it again when he's finished."
"That will be sometime tomorrow, the lad is past being finished for the day."
"No, it will be later tonight. You won't be here tomorrow, and I presume your apprentice will be leaving with you."
"I am going nowhere until the painting is done and that will be sometime tomorrow," Rodrigo insisted.
"Rodrigo, we are leaving in the morning. Our captain needs a portrait painted. You are going with us. So the old man is sitting right where he is until the painting is done, if he has to sit there all night."
"No," the artist shook his head. "I have somewhere to go. A commission is waiting. When I leave here—"
"Rodrigo, I thought you wanted to be famous," the mercenary interrupted with a predatory smile. "Well, let me explain something to you about fame. If you want to be famous you will leave here, in the morning, with us. If your apprentice can't afford pigments, he certainly can't afford a gravestone. Nothing is as soon forgotten as something left in an unmarked grave in a potter's field."
Rodrigo touched his apprentice on the shoulder. "Samuel, take a break, I'll paint for a while."
****
The captain wanted a portrait for his wife. When it was on its way, the captain decided he wanted another one for his mother. But first there was a battle to be fought. The conscripted painters set up their easels on a hillside at the command post, just far enough not to be in the way. Rodrigo told Samuel to paint the general and his staff. To fill his own canvas, the master turned to the heat of the battlefield in the valley below.
As if to mock any slur on his talent the Iberian master sketched quickly and gracefully, and just as quickly fed his palette. The canvas became ever more crowded as he worked to capture the fleeting chaos. It was a frantic undertaking. Rodrigo, captivated and absorbed by the changing scene below, did not see what Samuel saw. He did not notice the changing atmosphere surrounding the general. He was unaware of the often repeated, furtive glances by the general's staff towards where the horses were picketed. He ignored the battle cries of the cavalry cresting the hill from behind the command group. He did not pay any attention to Samuel's panicked screaming or helter-skelter mad dash to the cover of the woods. By the time he broke his concentration and glanced over his shoulder, it was far too late.
Samuel blinked. The next few seconds became forever etched in his mind; nightmare haunted his nights and invaded his days, sometimes at the most inopportune moments. The saber came down at an angle, hacking the objecting painter' neck. A quick thunder of hooves and naught remained but a broken easel and near headless artist. The final work of "the finest painter ever to leave Iberia" lay on a hillside, a dripping, crimson waterfall.
 
January 15th, 1635
A shivering Samuel said to his bride, "I told you I was troubled by bad memories and worse dreams. Well, in this dream the cavalryman doesn't ride over the crest of the hill. He rides across the canvas, growing in size as he comes. Then he leaps out of the painting to hack Rodrigo down and trample him into the sod."
"Safwyl, darlin', it's just a dream."
"It's one of three. And I thought I was through with this one," Samuel said. "When they come, they don't change. They are exactly the same every time."
Samuel's pause lingered. When it was clear he was through talking, his wife realized she needed to change the topic of conversation. "What did you do after Rodrigo was killed?"
"With Rodrigo gone, the captain gave me an arbalest and handed me over to a sergeant with the words, 'Look after the lad. I want him to do a painting for my mother.'
"I'd left everything on the hillside. I wasn't about to go back to salvage anything. So I had to make paints and brushes and an easel, and stretch a canvas all from scratch. The captain died in the next battle before I could even begin to get started. The sergeant found us another captain and then another after that and then, I thank God every day, we were beaten by Grantville and they put me on a harvesting crew. There were wonders and impossibilities everywhere. Everytime I turned around, my crew was insisting on knowing the English words for something else." Samuel laughed. "As if simply knowing the right sounds would grant comprehension."
Melle smiled and rolled her eyes at the familiar topic. The benefits of having a smart man made up for the occasional repeat lecture.
Oblivious in the dark to his bride's exasperation, he continued. "Remember the second time they had a TV broadcast? They showed Fantasia. The audience reaction was . . ."
His wife nuzzled his ear and her hand went south. Samuel's thoughts followed her hand and shortly there was no room in his head to contemplate dreams, the past, or philosophical conundrums. When they finished she snuggled down tight and dozed off to sleep. Samuel's mind returned to where he had left off with the night four years ago when he first saw a Disney animation.
 
Grantville, 1631
Along with the ones already in various classrooms as part of the in-house broadcasting system, there were half a dozen more TVs scattered around the high school cafeteria for anyone who did not have access to one elsewhere. All the plastic chairs were in use and still more people were standing behind the chairs. Sam Franklin was seated with most of the members of his harvesting crew. Since he spoke English well, the powers that be had made Sam a gang boss. To avoid the conflict of older people resenting an eighteen-year-old kid telling them what to do, they gave Sam a crew his own age or younger. When it came to harvesting, he didn't know what to do or how to do it. He was raised a landlord's son, not a farmer. His family's holdings were just on the wrong side of the Welsh border, (which is why his father called him Samuel and his mother, Safwyl.) But he had plenty of farm kids on the crew. So, what he didn't know didn't matter, as long as he was willing to pitch in and help them get it done. It worked. They were a good crew.
On screen, Becky finished the news and said, "Next I am told we have a special treat tonight. The name of tonight's movie is Fantasia. It is a Walt Disney animation. I have not seen it yet, so we will see it together."
Sam watched the screen. Suddenly he leaned forward in his seat. His body froze. His mouth opened slightly. His eyes grew larger as he realized what he was seeing was clearly a painting and the painting had come alive; the painting was moving. His first thoughts harkened to the nightmare where the horseman rode across the painting on Rodrigo's easel and then out of the frame to hack the Spaniard down and trample him under the horse's hooves. But he knew how Rodrigo died. Rodrigo was killed in a perfectly ordinary way by a perfectly ordinary cavalryman. That was a horror. The other was only a nightmare. There was no way this could possibly leave the TV screen.
He watched enthralled through "Toccata and Fugue" then through "The Nutcracker," all the while wondering how it was done.
Somehow the machines could make a painting come alive and move. Why was that so much harder to believe than the moving picture of the first broadcast? But it was. Those were ordinary men staging an ordinary play out of doors and having it saved by a special machine called a camera, to be played out later. Yet somehow, while the movie actors seemed miraculous, this was different. This was a contradiction of what it meant to be a painting. It was what every painter wanted and could never do, capture life as it is.
Samuel Franklin had not touched a paintbrush since the day his master became a bloody mess trampled into the sod. Any thought of painting was drowned out in the fears and demands of the harrowing life he found himself living. After some time and much thought and contemplation, Samuel understood where the dreams were coming from. Rodrigo had been killed by his painting. The man had been so absorbed in his work he failed to notice what was going on around him until it was too late. Realizing this helped. But it did not completely lay the nightmares to rest.
For four years he had not painted. His days were full of things best forgotten. His nights were full of horrors; of a cavalryman stamping Rodrigo into the sod, of death on a pale horse followed by hell, loose upon the earth and, worst of all, the dream of being in the line of battle and looking down to see his right hand being blown away. Oddly there was no pain and no blood, in the dream. He knew he would not bleed to death, yet he knew he would never paint again. And while Samuel had no time to paint, the fear of never painting again was nearly paralyzing.
His time as a mercenary was a different world than the one he grew up in, or the one he lived in Grantville. It had been a world of extremes: of violence, and stress, of hunger, and gluttony, of drunkenness, exhaustion, boredom, and fear, of cruelty, of trying to fit in, of trying to stay alive and whole, of monstrous things seen and monstrous things done.
But, now, seeing a painting of a mouse carrying buckets of water move as if it was alive, Samuel's hand twitched as if to stroke a brush on a canvas. He wanted to paint the moving picture. He had to paint moving pictures. He would sell his soul if he had to, to paint pictures that moved.
****
In the TV studio the phone used for the call-in part of the evening's programming started ringing off the hook. The callers were all asking some variation of the same question. "How is it done?" A boy on the crew said, "Janet, when the movie is over, I think we'd better explain about animation and how it works."
Janet, the television teacher, handed him a pass key. "Go to the art room. I need a dozen pieces of card stock. If you can't find it quickly get a half dozen. Oh, never mind." She took the key back, then she opened a file cabinet and took out several files dumping the contents onto a table. "Anyone got a felt tip? Never mind. Here's one."
She slapped down a quarter and quickly traced it on the edge of the top folder. Shifting the manila folder over slightly exposed the next one down for another quick tracing, but this time the quarter was positioned lower. By the time Janet reached the bottom of the page she had the entire stack fanned out like a deck of cards. The spacing wasn't quite regular, part way down she realized she was going to run out of room and had to scrunch the outlines tighter towards the bottom. Janet chewed her lip and glared at her slightly wobbly circles then shrugged and swept them up into a neat stack. She showed it to the boy, flipping through the folders. "Hold it here and flip through the pages like this. It's a little awkward, try it." She shoved it in his hands. He flipped through it. "Good. Now get in front of the camera and tell me what you are going to tell them."
"And, three, two, one—" She pointed at him, but the light was off showing that the camera was not live.
"Good evening. Some people have asked how the previous show was done."
He held up the improvised flip book and the camera closed in on the picture of the ball. "As you can see this is a simple picture of a ball." Turning to the next page he showed the next ball a little lower and then he showed the page after that. "Now if you flip the pages quickly," he said, making his words fact as he spoke them, "you can watch the ball falling down." Next he grabbed it from the back, let it flip forward and the ball seemed to stutter as it rose. "So you see," he paused, "it is a simple mechanical effect."
"Okay. You're on as soon as the show is over."
****
Enthralled, Samuel sat on the edge of his chair, a man obsessed. When he first saw photographs, he had been very interested in the technique for painting pictures with such very fine details. But this was different! He had to learn to paint moving pictures. He had seen something called watercolor kits with paintbrushes and paints in one of the stores in town. It would be so much faster than making paints and brushes. Tomorrow he would take some of his savings and buy a set. Satisfied with his new plan, he carefully put it aside so he wouldn't miss a moment of the remaining movie.
****
Three days later, Samuel ground his brush into the ruined work on the table, loudly growling an obscene and blasphemous oath in Welsh. He picked his beer up, turned the bottom of the mug to the ceiling and slammed the mug down. His behavior drew annoyed attention from all over the tavern. Most especially from a French lass from Brittany whose native language closely resembled his own. The first time she took his order, Samuel had asked, "Where in Wales are you from?" After the affronted correction of her native land they had often talked, enjoying the rare chance to speak their mother tongues.
She called out in her native patois, "Safwyl, this may be Grantville, mister, but for decency's sake, watch your mouth. And for politeness sake, speak English or at least German. I know you have both." She didn't miss the irony—or even the hypocrisy—of her using Gaelic to tell him to be polite and speak German and it caused him to chuckle.
"Sorry, Melle," Samuel replied in English. "These f—" He started to use an obscenity and stopped himself. "paints won't stay where they're put." An ancient man drinking nearby stirred at the censored swear word, got up and walked over to Samuel's table to inspect his work.
"Of course they won't stay put. They're watercolors. You're trying to use them like latex or oils. That won't work. Like the name says, they're made of water. They run and they bleed and you have to work with that. Besides, serious watercolor work needs to be on watercolor painting paper, not a newsprint sketch pad. And what you've got there aren't real watercolors anyway. They're just cheap toys for kids. If you're going to use a sketch pad, get yourself a pencil. If you want colors, then get a box of crayons or colored pencils, if there's any left."
The ancient extended his hand. "My name's Lyman Seeley."
"Samuel Franklin."
"That's not what the lass called you."
"Oh, that? She called me 'Safwyl.' So did my mother. My father pronounced it Samuel, same thing. You're an artist?"
"Wanted to be once. Wanted to be Rembrandt or Michelangelo making a living painting a church ceiling flat on my back. But one evening about the time I was ready to graduate, I mentioned I'd like to think about going to art school. Well, my father got very solemn and ma got that worried sick look on her face. It was back in the Depression, and they objected. A lot.
"They were right. I got a job and saved up my money. Later I got married. She was older than me, but we were happy. We bought a house in town and I set up an easel in the room with the best northern light. We figured it would one day be the nursery since it was right next to the master bedroom and had a connecting door. We were expecting our first child when she died back in '39, just about six months after we got married."
The old man shook the past out of his head. "Say, would you like to see some of my stuff?"
****
As soon as he asked the question, Lyman found himself wondering why. He had shown his works to someone exactly three times over the last sixty years. Maybe, on the evidence of one glance at a failed watercolor, he saw Samuel was a serious artist. Maybe it was because Samuel's red hair and high cheekbones reminded him of someone he knew and trusted; but he couldn't, for the life of him, put a finger on whom. Maybe it was as simple as he just liked the boy.
"Sure," Samuel said.
Lyman led him to an old, post-and-beam framed house with a detached garage, which had once been a carriage house. They entered through the kitchen where everything was sixty or seventy years old, except for a fairly new refrigerator. The living room had a sixty-year-old couch and coffee table, a worn-out recliner pushed off to one side, and a newer recliner in front of the TV. What Samuel noticed first were the paintings. Every wall big enough to hold one had a painting and most walls had several. Samuel stopped to look at the first one inside the door.
"Good, ain't it?" Lyman said. "Once a year, I'd take a vacation and go to New York to go through the galleries. I could never afford the expensive ones. But I always managed to find something which caught my eye.
"Come on upstairs."
Samuel glanced in one room that was innocent of furniture. There wasn't a linear foot of wall space at eye level which did not hold at least part of a painting. There were more unframed works on the floor leaned against the wall in ranks. Some ranks were six and eight deep. One queue ran the whole length of the room against the far wall. Lyman led Samuel past an open hall closet. It was empty except for a few art supplies and then into a smaller room which was also mostly empty. There were two easels, both holding unfinished paintings. One painting, of a car, was obviously in progress. The easel tray holding the other was thick with dust. In the dust-covered painting you were looking through an open doorway at a bed where a woman reposed alluringly, calmly, tranquilly, (Samuel could not quite find the right word) reading a book. She wasn't just lying there. She was, somehow, too alive to be just lying there. She reposed! Her body, her pose, her essence, was screaming, "come here to me, join me, make love with me."
Lyman pointed to the one sitting on the dusty easel. "My wife. I was painting her when she died."
"Beautiful," Samuel whispered.
"Yes, she was."
"Oh, that too," Samuel replied in little more than a whisper. "But I meant the painting is quite good."
"Naw, just an amateur's attempt at capturing his lover."
"No, I mean it," Samuel said. "It's good."
"Well, maybe I was inspired." Lyman paused. "She was beautiful." He paused again. "We were in love." And yet again he paused. "I miss her."
Lyman glanced at the boy, then at the painting of his wife and figured out why he was showing the lad his most private thoughts. The young man looked enough like his wife that he could have been their son.
He turned to the work in progress. A snapshot of an auto was clipped above the painting. Lyman pointed. "That, my young friend is a 1937 Oldsmobile with a semi-automatic transmission. Marilyn saw one and fell in love with it before we started courting. She was disappointed I was driving an old rattle trap of a Ford. She wanted an Olds even if they did cost as much as a house new. But she married me anyway. When I got the money, after the war, I bought and started restoring one. It's out in the shed. I've made several tries over the years to paint one. I never have been happy with any of them. The chrome on the bumper might just be the hardest thing in the world to paint.
"Let me show you the last try," Lyman said taking Samuel to the empty room where he started tilting back paintings in the middle of the long line against the wall. "Here it is." He said, pulling it out and setting it on top of the queue. The painting was of a black car waiting quietly in tall grass near a stream while a young man and a red-headed lass picnicked in the background. To Samuel, knowing nothing about cars in general and even less about old cars in particular, it looked very much like the photo he had just seen. But as a painting he could comment knowledgably.
"Even with all that black and silver—did you call it chrome?—you were still able to use the light and shadows for the illusion of depths. And the grass around the wheels, I can almost feel it with my toes."
"Young man," Lyman said, "that was kind of you to say so. I've got a painting over here which makes me feel the same way. Let me show you.
"Here it is. See? Look at the moss on the flagstone. It makes you want to take off your shoes, don't it? I sure do. I bought it 1960. I looked for more of the artist's work the next year, but couldn't find any. The gallery's owner said he'd died. I asked in another gallery they told me he ODed."
"O'deed?"
"Overdosed. He took too many drugs. Rather like drinking oneself to death, but you can do in minutes instead of years. They said they thought it was suicide. His girlfriend left him, he couldn't pay his rent, he was being evicted and his paintings weren't selling. Which was a shame, they sure were all gone a year later. He was good, but not good enough. He should have gotten a day job."
"You're good too."
"Maybe, but not good enough. I'm just an amateur. I do it to pass the time. I had enough sense to get a day job. Let me see if I can find the first '37 Olds I painted."
Samuel watched. Lyman didn't need to find it. He knew exactly where it was. It was more about the driver with the wind blowing through his hair, than it was about the car. The boy in the picture had the same high cheekbones and red hair of the woman in the unfinished canvas.
They stared at the painting for a while. Samuel looked at the technique, thinking the old man really was a good painter, the old man looked at the son he never had.
"Hey," Lyman said, "I think I've got a box of colored pencils I can spare. The things are fifty years old, but it's not like colored pencils dry out."
"But, sir, I can't afford to pay for them."
"Don't worry about it. You're a trained artist. I can tell from what you were trying to do with the watercolors. When I finish the current canvas, you can help me stretch another. I've never had to do that.
"There isn't an art supply store in town. So I'll have to stretch the next one myself. And, when I run out of oils, you can teach me how to make them. But take my advice. If you are going to work with a sketch pad, then do what it says and sketch. Otherwise, go back to canvas and oils."
"What I want to do is animation like what was on the TV the other night."
The old man snorted dismissively, "Son, that ain't art. That's just commercial doodling. Why would a real artist want to waste his time doing something like that?"
"Sir, it does what painters have been wanting to do for centuries. It makes paintings come alive."
"I won't say it ain't true," Lyman admitted. "But, it's still not real art."
****
A week or so later, Lyman stopped by the table where Melle had just sat down. Samuel was working on a five-by-eight file card with the colored pencils. There was an open pack to his left and a short stack to his right. Melle was going through the short stack which, at a glance, seemed to be all the same.
"Why, Safwyl, they're all me, and ain't I dressed grand?"
Lyman took a look. His first thought was that the boy had drawn his dead wife, except it wasn't her. She had never owned that much jewelry. On top of that, the ruffled blouse was more like the top half of a down-time dress than anything worn in the twentieth century. Yes, the long, luscious hair, and clear skin, could be Melle's. Lyman chuckled and figured the only reason Samuel hadn't "enhanced" her teeth and breasts as well was because the picture wasn't smiling and Melle needed no help filling out her uniform.
"Why are they all the same?" Melle asked.
He put the pencil down and took the drawings out of her hands. After squaring them up he flipped through them causing her head in the painting to start to turn.
"The research I did at the library said it's called a flip book. It shows movement."
"You mean like the little wizard mouse."
"Exactly."
"Oh," she said.
"Melle," the bartender called out. "Quit bothering the customers and get back to work." Waiting tables was Melle's second job. Making ends meet in Grantville was not easy. But then, making ends meet anywhere was not easy. Yet leaving Grantville was scary, more so for some than others, especially when you didn't have anywhere to go or any way of making a living when you got there.
Lyman looked at the cards. "Are you going to make a peep show machine?"
"What's that?"
"When I was a boy, some of them were still around. There was a slot to look through, a peep hole, and inside were a stack of pictures, each one just a little different from the next. You put a nickel in and turned a crank and watched the show, like a silent movie. It was usually a woman. She was usually getting undressed."
Samuel blushed as only a redhead can. He glanced at Melle across the room.
Lyman changed the subject.
"Melle thinks it's her. Is it?" Lyman asked.
"Well, sort of. I guess. She was here working when I started the first one, but I was more interested in getting the movement right than I was in capturing a particular person."
Lyman took note of how deeply the boy blushed and jumped to a conclusion which was fully justified by his West Virginian way of thinking. "If it's even just sort of her, you could have done a better job of it."
****
The flipbook of the woman turning her head took half of the stack of file cards and it was near the end of October before Samuel had them done and sewn together into a book. But he was not at all happy with the results. There was something absolutely wrong about the way she moved. One young up-timer who saw it made the comment, "Cool, but why did you make such a good-looking zombie?"
Samuel showed it to the art teacher at the high school and asked, "What did I do wrong?
She flipped it, looked at a few cards, and flipped it a few more times before saying, "Huh . . . short answer? I'm not really sure what you did wrong."
She shrugged. "I know animation up-time is always cartoony-looking. Maybe you just discovered the reason why."
Samuel groaned and slumped down on the desk. The teacher laughed and said "Don't worry. There is sure to be a how-to book around here somewhere."
She went to a shelf where she kept her private reference books. "Yeah, here it is." She handed him a copy of The Illusion of Life. "You're welcome to look at it here on Wednesday evenings. I open the room up at seven for a self-help support group. It's strictly by invitation and it's limited to serious artists only." She opened the flip book and looked at one of the drawings. "That's you."
When she shut the group down around nine or ten, more often than not some of them would end up in a bar for a beer or two. It wasn't until the third meeting that she was comfortable enough with Samuel to let him take the book home.
 
A bar in Grantville, late 1631
The old man walked up to the red-headed couple and waited for them to notice him. After a while he cleared his throat.
"I don't mean to intrude on your courtship, but if I buy a round can I join you if I promise to leave when it's done?" Lyman asked.
"Um . . . sure," Samuel replied.
"What did he say? I do not know all those words." For some people languages come easily. Melle was not one of them. She was still learning English. Samuel told her and she started laughing.
"Why are you laughing?" Lyman asked.
"Because, you are funny," Melle answered. "He is not old enough. And he can not support a family. When he does marry, it will be someone with dowry and connections, not a penniless camp whore."
With Melle's self-deprecation, Lyman's joke turned to ashes in his mouth.
"Sam, I want to hire you. I've decided to start selling off my art collection."
"Why would you do that!?" a startled Samuel blurted. "You've been collecting those paintings your whole life. Why get rid of them now?"
"Because son, whoever dies with the most toys is still dead. This way I can make sure they go to people who appreciate them." Lyman paused to take a swallow of beer. "And the money won't hurt, I plan to spend my end days living in the lap of luxury."
Melle wrinkled her forehead, "Are you dying? You don't look like sick."
Lyman laughed. "I'm eighty-three years old. I could drop dead tomorrow. It's not like I expect to, but it is gonna happen sooner or later.
"Anyway, I've rented a store front downtown for a gallery. It ain't professional to have strangers traipsing in and out of the house all day and I like my privacy.
"But I need someone else selling them since all I speak is English. I've heard you talkin' French, Italian, Spanish, German, and some others I don't recognize. Hell, you're translating for Melle right now! You know enough about art to answer any questions and you can charm a babe from its mother's teat."
At this praise, Samuel blushed and fudged his translation slightly. Melle didn't call him on it. Her English was good enough to get the important bits.
"I'll pay you a commission. And you can set up an easel and paint while waiting for customers to come in and you can hang what you paint.
"We can move the old couch and coffee table down to the gallery. It might be sixty years old but it ain't hardly ever been sat on.
"Now I can't pay you much in the way of an advance on commissions, but you can crash there on the couch until we start selling something.
"Up-time paintings ought to be worth something as a novelty, don't you think, even if they ain't any of them by anyone famous.
"Do you want the job managing the gallery or not? Like I said, you can do some painting and hang your works."
Samuel stopped to think and hesitantly said, "Are you sure you want a mere apprentice running your store? After all, there are more artists coming every day."
Melle reached over and smacked him upside the head. "Idiot, take the job before he hires another."
****
Just after the 1632 calendar was hung, the gallery opened, next to a dress shop in the old downtown business district. Lyman only rented the front showroom with its giant glass window and a break room with a bathroom and lunch table. He didn't need the stock room, so the shop next door rented it for production space.
The dress shop's business was almost exclusively tourists. For genteel women coming to Grantville, a new dress always seemed to be on their must-have list. This meant the gallery got a fair amount of traffic, providing gentlemen something to do during a wife's fitting. Not to mention the flow of women stopping in after their dressmaker visit.
Up-timers who wandered in looked at the prices for up-time original art and staggered out muttering. Down-timers took it in stride. Sales were slow and when someone did buy something, they wanted letters of authenticity with witnesses, a notary, and seals. But they didn't bat an eye at the price. The paintings were all to Lyman's taste, of course, and Lyman liked traditional works, which seemed to suit the down-timers just fine.
Samuel spent a goodly amount of time working on a new flip book. When it was done he proudly showed it to Lyman.
Lyman flipped through it and nodded. It featured a ball with little round ears on the top and even smaller nubbin feet on the bottom and still smaller eyes and nose in between. The creature bounced out of the fold and hopped off of the page. "Cute," he grunted. "But the other one was better art. This is just line drawing with no color."
"There was something wrong with the way the first one moved. The book the art teacher loaned me said to start working with basic shapes to get movement down."
"Oh, that makes sense. But you still need to work on painting before you do any more doodling."
When he showed it to Melle, she chuckled. "What did you do with the one of me?"
Samuel blushed, "After I was told the way you moved made you look like a monster, I burned it."
Melle's mouth opened to take a deep breath. Samuel knew he was about to face a gale force tirade. "But he said you were a beautiful monster."
Melle's hissy fit turned into laughter. "But, Safwyl, I was dressed so grand! Couldn't you have saved me at least one of the cards?"
At that point Samuel knew what he was going to paint first. He set about making paints in the break room and then set up an easel in the showroom. The first time he stood before the canvas, pencil in hand to sketch the well-remembered pose, he stood there frozen while the off white of the canvas grew whiter and turned into a roaring glare to rival the sun. The glare, the roar, the pounding icepick in his head, caused him to drop the pencil, stagger to the door to turn the "open" sign and retreat to the windowless break room, where he turned out the light and sat in the dark.
Samuel had no idea how long he sat there before he heard Lyman's voice calling from the gallery.
"Hello? Anyone home?" Lyman frowned at the sight of Franklin's jacket hanging on the coat hook and the art supplies scattered around the easel. When he opened the break room door and saw Samuel huddled in the corner he stilled. Gently, softly, he closed the door and leaned against the far wall. "Sam? Are you okay?"
"No," Samuel growled. "My head is killing me."
"You set up your easel. What happened?"
"The canvas turned as white as the sun, it roared and then savaged me."
"I see." Lyman cocked his head and thought a moment. "I don't know if it counts as post-traumatic stress or some other problem, but you sit right here until Melle comes to fix supper. I'll hold the fort until she's due. Then tomorrow when I come, you can try and edge into painting sideways."
The next afternoon Franklin sat on the couch and, without any trouble at all, sketched Melle in her favorite fantasy dress.
Lyman looked over the boy's shoulder and objected, "That's some of your doodlings."
"Melle's upset that I burned it. I thought I'd give this to her when it's done."
"Well, you don't want the lass mad at you," Lyman agreed. "I guess it's okay, but when you finish this, we are gonna try a real canvas."
****
"Now," Lyman as he set a canvas on the easel, "don't even think about putting paint to canvas unless I'm here."
It took a while to nibble at the job while Lyman chatted and distracted and called frequent halts. But by and by, Samuel, mostly, got over it and was able to paint.
When the painting was well on its way to being done, the nightmare of losing his hand in battle came to him as he slept on the couch. But this time when the shell, still in slow motion, approached his hand, he simply moved aside and watched it pass him by without a scratch.
Finally, the canvas was finished and a delighted Melle asked, "Do I get anything when you sell it?"
Samuel blinked and tried to hide his disappointment. "I thought you'd want to keep it."
"Safwyl, it's too grand for the likes of me to keep. Just knowing that I am somewhere in the world dressed like that is enough."
For his next canvas, as per his training, he sketched what he saw. The words "Twentieth Century Art" appeared predominately in mirror writing on the canvas. An uptime neon beer sign across the wide street was the second most prominent item. When the painting was near completion a "silver buttons" rang the electric bell by opening the door.
Samuel classed his visitors by the buttons on their coats. Plastic buttons, up-timers, came, shook their heads, and left. Leather buttons looked around and left, usually without a word. Silver buttons lingered longer. They occasionally wanted to ask questions about a particular painting, but they almost never bought anything. Gold buttons talked more and they were the ones who ended up buying. The first thing the fellow did was to stop to look over Samuel's shoulder. He looked at the canvas then he looked out the window. He nodded and wandered off to make the rounds of the walls. In the end he was back at the easel. By then Lyman had wandered in for his daily chat and was looking at the work in progress, making comments.
Mr. Silver Buttons waited for a break in Lyman's critique which mostly consisted of, "You can do better than that," said in at least four different ways.
"My wife, who is next door being fitted," Silver Buttons said, "wants an impressive work of art to hang in our eingang to prove we've been to Grantville. As if a new dress at three times what the seamstress back home charges isn't enough." He sighed. "I don't see anything here which tells that tale any better than this does. It's not from up-time, but it proves we've been here." It had the added benefit of being something Mr. Silver Buttons might be able to afford.
"When will it be done and how much will you want for it?"
Samuel said, "Tomorrow or the next day," and named a substantial price for an apprentice level work.
Silver Buttons nodded. "How much more to paint my wife looking in through the window?"
Lyman named a price, also substantial.
"Sold," Silver Buttons said. "What time do you want her here to pose?"
Early the next day, Lyman brought in an easel and started painting the street scene. He left a vaguely man-shaped empty spot where he wrote the words, your portrait here. He had Samuel take something else down so he could hang it on the wall and then he immediately started another one. "It will sell, Sammy. Just you wait a few days." He was right. After that it was a rare day Lyman wasn't in the gallery, or out in the street, painting more street scenes.
Selling his current works sparked a renewed discussion on selling his earlier works.
As a satisfied customer left the gallery with his portrait, Samuel said to the old man, "Lyman, I want some of your old works hanging on the walls here. Don't tell me they aren't good enough. And don't tell me they won't sell. People are more than willing to buy your current works. I can get as much for your twentieth-century canvases as I can for the ones you bought in New York."
The old man hunched his shoulders and stubbornly glared at the wall. "Don't need to, son. Right now we've still got plenty of paintings to sell." Samuel dropped it and resolved to argue the point again later. It didn't matter. Lyman never did bring in any of his older works. He was quite content selling portraits, and worked on them pretty much daily.
One rainy autumn day in 1632, Lyman and Samuel were painting away when a gold buttons customer with his gold-buttoned little boy came in. He'd been in earlier, alone, when Lyman alone was painting. Samuel's canvas was covered and he hadn't seen it. That day he had spent a great deal of time looking at the collection. Today he looked at the works on the easels.
"You're both painting the same thing."
Samuel pointed to an empty spot on the couch in front of the window. "See this space here? That's where you get painted in."
"James?" he asked his son, "You said you thought Grantville was fun. If I have them put you into the picture will you sit still for them?"
The boy smiled and nodded.
"Then hop up on the divan."
"But, this one is commissioned." Samuel said.
"So? You've got electric lights. Stay up nights, use his as your source and paint another one."
"I want that one and that one." He pointed at two spots on the wall. Then he pointed at the easel, "And that one."
Samuel sighed. He'd be missing his evening at the bar and his Wednesday night meetings until he was caught up. But they needed the sales.
The next day the boy grew ever more fidgety. Samuel handed him a flip book. The animation was done and it was the first he'd ever taken to a bookbinder. But because he'd only decided to color it after it was bound the coloring was still in progress.
In the book a round-faced, pointy-eared, squat, little fellow with a curved sword almost as big as he was, rode a saber-toothed dog out of the fold of the book and reeled back after bouncing off of the edge of the page as if he ran into a wall. The flip book amused the boy and kept him if not still, then at least stiller. When the sitting was done Papa Gold Buttons asked, "How much for the toy?"
Lyman understood the question, and at the same time Samuel said "It's not for sale," Lyman named a steep price. Gold Buttons opened his purse on the spot and counted out coins to cover it and he did not wait for his change.
When they were gone, Lyman said, "See, Sam, it might make you a good day job. It certainly did for Disney. But he called it a toy. It's not art."
Samuel sighed. "Lyman, it wasn't finished. You don't sell unfinished works."
"But the man wanted to buy it and it's not like it was art," Lyman said.
"I didn't want to sell it."
"Sorry."
Samuel did not tell Lyman that ever since he drew it, the nightmare of the cavalryman riding out of the painting to cut Rodrigo's head nearly off and stomp him into the ground had stopped. That only left the nightmare out of Revelations, of death riding a pale horse followed by hell, being set free upon the earth. Samuel looked at the pile of coins and sighed. It was a very handsome price, and he could always make another book if the dream returned.
****
The big excitement for the gallery in 1633 came in the early summer with the visit of the deposed Italian princess Isabella. Her full title, according to the newspaper, was Isabella, Princess of Piombino, Marchioness of Populonia, Lady of Scarlino, Populonia, Vignale, Abbadia del Fango, Suvereto, Buriano and the Islands of Elba, Montecristo, Pianosa, Cerboli and Palmaionla. But she wasn't Spanish, and since the invasion in 1628 her kingdom was a Spanish possession. So she lived in exile and did some traveling. She came to Grantville to see the great mysteries. While she was there she commissioned several dresses and one painting.
Lyman parked his Oldsmobile in front of the gallery. He posed people sitting behind the wheel, arm over the door, looking out the window or getting out of the back seat. Every day the weather permitted, he would stand in the street with the gallery as the back drop to the car. It was a very popular pose. Isabella saw him painting, looked over his shoulder at a work in progress and extended her stay long enough to sit for a portrait.
"Lyman," Samuel said. "You've painted royalty. When they write the art history books for this timeline, you just secured a whole article, not just a mention."
"You really think so, Sam?" Lyman asked.
"Absolutely," Samuel said, with more confidence than he felt.
Three things happened after Lyman finished the portrait for the princess. First, they rarely were far enough ahead to hang a picture in the gallery with a blank spot ready for a portrait. Second, the costs of getting to sit for one of Lyman's paintings kept going up. And, thirdly, Lyman stopped referring to himself as an amateur.
 
January 15, 1635
With the happy memory of Lyman at last putting his demon to rest, and a promise to himself to replace the flip book Lyman sold, Samuel was able to turn his mind off and join his wife's pattern of peaceful shallow breathing. Sunrise, and another new day in the animation studio would come soon enough.
****
 
 



A Knight’s Journey: Penance
Written by Alistair Kimble
 

Spring 1635, Chateau d’If
Roderik's knees buckled.
A strong push from behind hastened the fall. His face slid on the cell's stone floor, dirt and grit scratching his cheek.
"We'll have no more trouble from you." Eloy's sunken cheeks tightened and he spat. The prison's jailors reveled in cruelty.
Roderik rolled over and rubbed his face. "What are you doing? Don't be so rough."
"You're a prisoner now. Governor says so," Eloy said. "He told us what you did; betraying your fellow knights on Malta and turning pirate." The gaunt jailor stood over him grinning. The other jailor, Gilles, stood near the cell door, flab jiggling as he fidgeted.
Roderik sighed. Of course the Chateau d'If's governor, Michel, hadn't informed the prison's jailors of the ruse. Roderik stood and spun on the jailors, glaring. Both men jumped back.
Eloy recovered, stepping forward and raising an open hand with bony fingers.
Roderik arched an eyebrow and folded his arms across his chest.
Gilles grabbed Eloy's arm and pulled him back before the hand connected with Roderik's face. "Governor said put him in here and leave."
Eloy's lips retracted in a feral scowl over brown and black teeth. He shook off Gilles and made for the door, turning around for one last hateful stare before departing. Gilles shambled out of the cell after Eloy.
The door slammed against the frame, shaking dust and bits of plaster from the wall. Eloy's face appeared in the barred window—the fool grinned as the key clanked in the lock.
Roderik turned his attention toward the cell itself—luxurious compared with the usual accommodations at the chateau. The ceiling arched, dark stones punctuating the more common beige and tan ones lining the cell. The wall jutted out on one side, providing a stone ledge on which a layer of straw acted as a bed. A stained bucket reeking of feces and a squat wooden stool rounded out the amenities.
Some plan the governor had devised, and Roderik, both desperate and eager for redemption, had agreed. Beyond his need for redemption, refusing the governor meant possible reprisals such as a prolonged stay on the isle and removal of privileges befitting his station.
Michel wanted information, and by having Roderik pose as a prisoner, would leverage his past life as a pirate for information from other prisoners. First, though, Roderik's appearance needed altering—how clever of Michel. While dirtying in a cell for a few days Roderick would ponder the situation and acclimate to the life of a prisoner.
Gloom from the bay intruded through the window and water sprayed through the opening. High winds dragged an unusual amount of moisture down through the Rhone Valley from Lyon to Marseille and across to the accursed rock jutting from the waters off the city's coast.
His life had twisted so many times, sending him down paths his younger self would never have believed. Jean de Lascaris, the Knights of Malta's new grand master, arranged for Roderik's penance to be served at the Chateau d'If—the one-time fortress turned prison. Roderik's sins included piracy and murder while in the service of the former grand master, Antoine de Paule, in a plot to incite the Ottomans to war using a forged papal document supposedly sent by Urban VIII, secreted in a statue of a falcon. Would it have even mattered now with Urban VIII on the run and Cardinal Borja claiming the Holy See?
If Roderik completed the sentence handed down by Grand Master de Lascaris to the satisfaction of the governor, he was promised an opportunity to regain his knighthood and rid himself of the pirate stain he'd worn so brazenly in the service of the former grand master.
Roderik leaned against the cool wall, slick with water from the constant winds blowing across the bay. Sleep called—despite the musty straw bedding and hard ledge.
****
Water crashed against the rocks below, and the wind carried moist, brined air—tickling Roderik's lips and stinging his eyes. Spray reaching where he slept meant the winds picked up while he rested.
A bell rang.
Roderik rolled off the ledge and peered through the window's bars. A discolored bell in a lonely tower to the north rang, trapped within its own iron-barred prison. Michel must have chosen this cell specifically for the view, as Roderik could see all the way down to the dock, where men now gathered in response to the clanging bell.
Part of the Chateau d’If’s assigned garrison lined the crest of the craggy path leading to the water. The governor picked his way down, boots slipping on mud-slick gravel. Four of the garrison, along with Eloy and Gilles, waited near the dock. Slate-gray water lapped against wood planking, coating the slimy surface before slowly draining off.
A boat with a single mast approached under oars. Traveling across the bay in this weather meant either the cargo or message carried was important.
Michel stood hunched over, holding the hat's waterlogged brim and shielding his face, while water sheeted down his flanks and domed belly. Gilles rushed forward, fat visible and jiggling beneath his soaked shirt; he tossed a heavy rope to a man in the prow of the boat. Rowers shipped oars as the boat rocked against the dock. A man clad in unusually matched garb—military of some sort based on his bearing—stepped from the boat, ignoring the flabby jailor's extended hand.
Roderik grinned.
The distinctively clad man withdrew a folded letter from inside his water-darkened jacket and slapped the paper in Michel's hand. The man gestured and guards shoved two hooded men off the boat, sending them sprawling across the slick dock. Without a word the man turned and stepped into the boat. His men untethered and pushed away from the dock.
Gilles grabbed one of the hooded men, while Eloy yanked on the other. Jailors and prisoners alike slipped and stumbled up the path.
Roderik squinted against the spray and remained at the window as the men worked their way closer. Michel labored up the path, his huffing visible even from a distance, holding his hat and yelling, but not loud enough to cut through nature's words.
The jailors yanked the prisoners' hoods free. One of them, an older man, glanced up. The other, a younger redheaded man, kept his head down.
"Huh." The plan had been for Roderik to glean information regarding recent activity along the coast from a couple of captured pirates, but he thought he recognized these men, which could complicate matters. For now their names escaped him, but they'd likely recognize Roderik despite his shorn hair and lack of beard once they were in the cell together.
The pirates were pushed forward. Neither of them ventured another look into the blowing rain and kept their heads down.
****
The constant moans of prisoners and wind mixed with the surf provided a constant barrage of noise. He itched a lot and the draft kept the cell intolerably damp and cool. There was no cure for the draft, and the itching's source was probably the straw or the dingy gray rags he wore—likely stripped from a recently deceased prisoner and, if he was lucky, dunked once in a bucket of water.
The jailors, Eloy and Gilles, grinned and giggled like children every time they brought his food and water.
Counting cracks and reading the scratches of previous prisoners once, maybe twice, was enough. The process of examining the cell had taken two hours—possibly three, the first time.
He laughed and for a moment thought madness seized him, but quickly dismissed the idea. He'd only been in the cell for two days. At least his couple days of isolation were just that—a couple of days. He'd be in with the pirates soon. Until that happened, counting provided distraction and a way of passing the time.
The wind whistled and the sea slapped the little island once for every five times the water whooshed. A rare cry of a gull cut through the wind and surf. The outside noises were constant, but the inside noises were, aside from the moaning, far more interesting and instructive.
The moaning never ceased. The perpetrator resided one cell over. A mystery scream punctuated a moan on occasion. All sorts of explanations played in his thoughts over this. Was the moaner also the screamer or someone from another cell waiting for a brief moment of silence to provide an exclamation point? Or was the screamer someone being tortured or tormented by a jailor?
Shuffling and scraping steps were the jailors, while the even stomps were the patrolling garrison.
The smaller noises and one-off sounds were intriguing and more mysterious. If he spent any amount of time in the cell, he'd figure them out as well. Rodents or insects or settling stones and wood—noises were plentiful.
On the third day of his incarceration, the governor sent for him. The mistral passed and the sun shone bright upon the miserable little rock in the Bay of Marseille. The sudden light stung his eyes; bonds on his wrists and ankles clanked and rattled; sharp pebbles jabbed his bare feet.
The jailors marched him into the courtyard at the heart of the chateau and into a small room on the first level. The governor sat on a chair too small for his enormous body. One of the jailors pushed Roderik into the shaft of light penetrating the only window.
"Leave us." Michel's breathing sounded like sluggish wet hisses.
Michel stood and leaned close to Roderik. His portly frame momentarily blocked the shaft of sunlight. He walked around Roderik sniffing all the while. "Smelling like a prisoner." Each word pushed a fetid cloud of rotten cheese and wine gone the way of vinegar up Roderik's nose. "Good."
Roderik gagged, but resisted vomiting.
"My boy," the governor said, "you've done well so far and your appearance is deteriorating quite nicely. Don't give up yet."
Roderik concentrated on tamping down the nauseated feeling.
A few moans and unintelligible babbling issued from the cells ringing the courtyard.
The governor leaned close once more. Roderik held his breath.
"We'll speak in a few days," the governor said. "Remember what we discussed before you agreed to imprisonment. These pirates harbor information regarding their treachery along the coast as well as their means of communicating between ships. If they’re harboring any information regarding the USE’s ship movements or plans I want to know. The mainland wants to know."
Roderik doubted the pirates would know anything about the USE, Grantville, or other pirates—these two men weren’t captains.
****
Roderik awakened in his new cell. The guards had come for him last night and moved him to a larger cell he'd share with the pirates. His cellmates hadn't yet been brought in, so he studied the room. Nothing special. Three beds with rope tied across the frames supported thin bedding likely filled with old straw teeming with fleas. He scratched his arms. This cell was underground and without light other than from the torch burning outside the door. Perhaps the pirates would not recognize him right off.
The isolation so far had allowed him time for pondering how he'd react to the pirates when confronted with them. Would they wonder how he had ended up at the chateau? These two, at least when he knew them, were crewmen of a minor captain who'd joined up with Roderik's captain and ship.
Their captain was a Dutch corsair turned Muslim while Roderik had served a simple English sea dog. The two crews had joined forces for the ease with which prey fell. Roderik had freely given away the tactics and practices of the Knights of Malta's navy, a betrayal he now regretted as he sought atonement. The pirates had been wide-eyed, but grateful.
Clanking and shuffling echoed from the hallway. He glanced at the beds. Each of them equally soiled, but he quickly moved to the one farthest in and away from the door and slapped the stained bedding: musty and covered in dirt. Still a luxury compared with a hard floor and one the pirates would notice, but also a luxury befitting a former knight of the order.
Grunts and muttering filtered through the door as a key rattled in the lock. The door squeaked on its hinges and banged against the stone entryway.
"Get in there with your own kind," Eloy said. "The likes of you don't deserve your own cells."
The jailors each pushed one of the pirates, sending them to the stone floor. Eloy glanced over, smirking. Gilles, flab jiggling, departed the cell followed by Eloy who pulled the door closed.
The two pirates stood, but were hunched over. They wore an odd assortment of varicolored clothing which now resembled nothing more than dirty and ripped rags. The closer look confirmed he knew them, but neither of them paid him any attention, other than a quick glance, and shuffled to their beds where they collapsed.
"They've tortured you," Roderik said. "I wondered when I'd be forced to share this opulent cell."
Neither of them responded: either they ignored him or were already sleeping. Perhaps the governor purposely kept them up most of last night for torture and questioning.
Roderick rolled off his bed and edged closer to the pirates. The man in the bed nearest the door was Bart, a scraggly, redheaded man now nearly black from filth and with a stench to match. If memory served, both men hailed from England, which probably accounted for them being together. Bart was an able-bodied sailor, so he might have useful gossip, but likely nothing of strategic value. Roderik withdrew and wished Michel had given them a cell above ground with better ventilation.
Roderik turned toward Edmund who lay flat on his back snoring. The gusts of air pouring from his mouth hardly moved the matted and clumped beard and mustache. He reeked of urine. Edmund was a sailing master, and would likely know something of ship movements and communications between pirates along the coast.
Roderik backed away and sat on his bed, watching the two men sleep. Michel hadn't provided him with any details of their capture or subsequent transfer to the chateau. Roderik wasn't tired, but what good was being awake if the pirates slept? He took a deep breath and eased back. What he wanted more than anything was a bath. He closed his eyes.
****
"Hey," a gruff voice said. Something thin—likely a bony finger—poked Roderik. "Wake up."
"Disturbing a sleeping man isn't polite," Roderik said. "What do you want?"
"I know you," the gruff voice said—the sailing master, Edmund. "In fact, we both know you."
Roderik swallowed and licked his dry lips, his tongue rolling over the seemingly large cracks. He sat up and rubbed his eyes. "Give me a moment."
"You're Rodrik," Edmund said. "Rodrik, a knight of Malta."
"Former knight, remember?"
"Rodrik who struck an e from his name," Bart said, his higher-pitched voice was unmistakable. "Went from Roderick to Rodrik he did. Forgot his vows and left Malta."
Roderik winced at the mention of his betrayal. "You have me there, but I've gone back to my old spelling." Upon turning pirate Roderik had dropped the e from his name—a funny tidbit for Bart to remember. "Now, who are you two?"
"You don't recognize us?" Edmund asked, stepping back.
"Should I?"
Edmund plopped on his bed. "Yes, you should. We sailed together—kind of. Different crews and ships, but our captains made a pact."
Roderik squinted and looked each man up and down, rubbing his chin.
"I wasn't sure at first," Edmund said, "you being somewhat cleaned up and with shorter hair and no beard. You haven't been here long have you?"
"No. Not long at all." Roderik ran his fingers through greasy hair. "Kept the hair short after a bout with the louse."
"You'll likely get the louse anyway. Those nasty jailors and governor will likely let your hair and beard grow or get you sick in another way."
"How long have you two been here?" Roderik asked.
"A few days, and in separate cells. Last night they came for us and kept us up all night with questions and beatings." He rubbed his side and the back of his head.
Roderik snapped his fingers. "You're Edmund, a sailing master."
Edmund nodded.
"Your appearance is somewhat alarming, but your voice gave you away," Roderik said, and turned toward the man with the higher voice. "And you, I remember you as a sailor. Can't remember your name though." He remembered, but perhaps the lie would lend him more credibility rather than all the sudden remembering them both. If memory served, Bart was easily angered, so he didn't mention the man's stench or filthy appearance.
"Still an able-bodied sailor," Bart said.
"What brought you to the chateau?" Edmund asked Roderik.
"I'd taken up with a bad lot, but discovered my mistake too late," Roderik said.
"Shoulda stayed with your old crew," Bart said. "They've done well."
Edmund scowled.
Perhaps the pirates would let the manner of his imprisonment drop and refrain from further questions.
"So, these men, pirates?" Edmund asked.
Roderik shook his head. At least he prepared a partial explanation—a few days of staring at walls and counting cracks did wonders for the imagination. "No, I decided I'd attempt something different, so I joined with men willing to take wealth from the local government in Marseilles."
"Interesting."
"Yes, but not all of the men were trustworthy, and decided the safer, more prudent course was to turn me in along with the other man who masterminded the plot," Roderik said.
Bart's eyes narrowed. "Huh?"
Edmund shook his head at Bart. "Was there a reward for the scoundrels who turned you in?" He asked Roderik.
"They got their reward," Roderik said, looking at the ceiling. "Or perhaps damnation." He gazed at the floor.
No one spoke for a few minutes. Both pirates sat on their beds rubbing their chins as if in deep thought.
Roderik coughed. "Tell me, how were you two captured? The entire ship's company taken?"
Bart glanced at Edmund.
"What's wrong?"
"Our ship was taken." Edmund's eyes watered, but he quickly covered them with a crusty hand. "Beyond hope or help she was."
"What of my old ship and crew?" Roderik asked.
"They fled, but only because our captain stalled the privateer," Edmund said. "That privateer taking on two ships was bold."
"The navy of the order may have been that bold," Roderik said, "but their tactics depended more on deception and forcing their quarry into untenable positions."
Bart scratched his head as if not completely understanding, but Edmund nodded.
"Aye, a true statement. This was no ship of the order," Edmund said, "but some ship in the service of the French with much better armament than ours—and more seaworthy."
"A tough admittance for a sailing master, eh?" Roderik asked, but was met with silence. "Well, you two remain. How is that? Certainly you're not the only survivors."
"No, there were others, but the more agreeable ones were pressed into service aboard other ships while the others were, well . . ."
"I understand," Roderik said, "but why are you here?"
"We're not sure," Bart said. "We were meant for the gallows, but one night a man comes and takes us."
"We were brought before the governor in Marseilles who told us he'd rather see us rot at the chateau," Edmund said.
"I see," Roderik said. Michel must have either paid or made a deal with the governor of Marseilles to have the pirates sent to If.
Puzzlement filled Bart's face. "When we was thrown in here, one of the jailors said something about our own kind, but you said you'd quit the life. How did they know you'd been a pirate?"
Bart was not as dumb as he looked. Roderik glanced at Edmund who raised an eyebrow at him.
"My name is known, as are my deeds. My old grand master was from Provence as well as the new grand master from what I understand. D'If's governor assured me I'm much better off here at the chateau than in the dank dungeons on Malta."
"Debatable," Edmund said.
Bart shrugged.
"You two were like beaten dogs when they brought you in this morning." Roderik hoped to steer the conversation from him.
"They questioned and beat us, but got nothing useful out of us, right?" Edmund stared at Bart as if not entirely certain the younger man had remained loyal and not given away any secrets.
"I gave them nothing," Bart said.
Steady footfalls echoed outside the cell. Roderik held up a hand and then put a single finger on his lips. The stomping faded.
"Don't want them thinking we're getting along too well. As for me, I wasn't tortured, only slaps and a good beating—no questions." Roderik shrugged. "I suppose my crimes were obvious and of no use to the governor."
The two pirates shrank on their beds, faces sullen.
Roderik sniffed and wrinkled his nose. "No fresh air down here, only our smell and other rotten prisoners. I'd gladly go back to the open seas—wind breezing across the deck filling the sails, and seawater spraying as the prow dips. Not a bad life."
Both of the pirates' faces were wistful behind the layer of grime, but it faded.
"Easy to look back fondly." Edmund brought his arm up quickly and coughed. "But there's always a price."
"Aye. But I'd take my chances out there," Roderik said. "Well, they'll be coming around with watery slosh and hard bread soon."
"Agreed." Edmund's hand flew to his mouth as he repeatedly coughed. Once finished he pulled his hand away and rubbed the contents on his breeches. In the dim light and from across the room Roderik couldn't tell if Edmund coughed blood or phlegm.
"Down here we've no way of telling if the sun's up or down or right overhead," Roderik said. "Guess we'll gauge by the guards and when the jailors feed us. Both of you should rest."
They nodded and dropped on their backs and closed their eyes. Edmund hacked dry and hoarse—not the sound of phlegm. Roderik had seen others with this illness and they'd all suffered a slow and withering death.
Roderik sat back on his bedding. He'd learned a few pieces of information, but was thankful the two men remained friendly toward him—at least they didn't know much about him once he'd left the ship. Maybe one more day and night and he'd have all the information he needed to satisfy the governor.
****
The door creaked and slammed against the stone entryway. Roderik's head snapped up. He blinked a few times and started to roll off the bed, but two men yanked him off and dragged him. Both Edmund and Bart sat on their beds, staring at him, but a guardsman with a drawn blade stood over each of them.
The stone floor scraped Roderik's legs. The two men dragging him each squeezed one of his wrists. His arms strained against the sockets as if wrenching from his shoulders. The stone floor scraped the tops of his bare feet, flaying the skin. The governor's zeal for realism took the act a little far. Penance, he reminded himself.
As Roderik crossed the threshold he heard Bart protest followed by a slap and a thump. Eloy grinned as the men dragged Roderik past.
Few torches lit the hallway. They reached steps leading up and for a moment they paused—perhaps they'd allow him to ascend on his own. Both guards breathed hard, almost panting like dogs.
No.
They got their wind back and dragged him up the steps. His knees slammed into each step and his toes stubbed. More than one toenail must have cleaved or ripped clear off. He closed his eyes. No sense in fighting any of this.
After what seemed an eternity, but was likely a minute, the men released his wrists, dropping him to the gritty floor. He raised his head. He didn't recognize the room they'd placed him in. A table and two chairs adorned the room illuminated by a single torch behind him unable to penetrate the darkness shrouding the back of the room.
Roderik rolled over and sat up, but dared not peek at his ravaged legs, knees, and feet.
Anger replaced the pain for a moment, but his desire for the order's forgiveness won. Grand Master de Lascaris had placed him at the mercy of a governor who enjoyed inflicting pain on him—surely Lascaris played no part in this madness for he would never have sent him to the chateau. Would his penance be served after this and allow for an early release with the governor's good graces?
Roderik got to his knees. Pain spotted his vision and he fell over. He grabbed his knees, but released them as shards of agony stabbed his legs.
"Please understand, you're a prisoner now and authenticity is of the utmost consideration," Michel said.
Roderik rolled on his back, wincing.
"Please," Michel said, "sit in a chair like a civilized man. You've only been in a cell for a few days now. Surely you haven't yet succumbed? We need to discuss what you've learned."
"I've only been with them a few hours."
"You've had an entire day," Michel said. "Please, sit in the chair."
Michel turned toward the door and motioned. A man entered, placed another torch, and exited.
"You need those guards?" Roderik asked. "I'm not a real prisoner here, you know."
"But we all must act as if you are. There are some simple jailors amongst us and I fear they'll ruin any chance of obtaining information from those filthy pirates."
Roderik got to one knee, closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. He stood, but wobbled. A breeze light and fresh sailed through the door. Freedom. Life existed beyond these walls. He took a deep breath and sat in the chair.
He swallowed—a struggle against dry mouth and throat. "How long must this continue? A few more days?"
"Depends," Michel said, sitting in the chair across from him. "Depends on the usefulness of the information you provide."
"So, if I'm not getting anything valuable you'll pull me out of there?"
"Not precisely."
"What?"
"I paid to have those men brought over here and I intend to glean by any means at my disposal all the information they hold in their puny minds," Michel said.
"What if they don't have any timely or useful information?"
"Pray they do."
"You can't do this," Roderik said. "My order—"
"Your grand master willingly turned you over and you're willingly participating in this plan of mine. If you fancy leaving not only the isle, but also the cell one day, you'll play your part and do what I say. Now tell me what you've learned so far."
"I've learned nothing. Their ship was taken. That's all, but I'm sure you knew that. Now, I'll do what you ask," Roderik said, "within reason." He ran his tongue over cracked lips. God was testing him. Yes—or God had abandoned him as Roderik had abandoned his vows.
"How inconsiderate of me," Michel said. "You out there, bring some water. Quickly."
One of the guards outside stomped away.
Roderik stared at the governor, but the man did everything but look him in the eyes. Roderik's health was apparently secondary compared with Michel's lust for information. The trick would be for him to give the scheming rotund man as little as possible by way of information, but satisfy Michel enough to be released. Roderik harbored no ill will toward the pirates, Edmund and Bart, and wasn't looking to get them tortured or executed. However, like everyone else at the chateau, they were doomed to a life sentence.
The guard returned with a flagon of water and two cups and promptly departed the room.
"Drink as much as you like." Michel smiled widely.
A few minutes passed while Roderik drank and Michel watched.
"Enough. Perhaps you need more incentive to obtain what I need from those pirates." Michel's face darkened. He stood and exited.
A minute later, the two guards entered and dragged Roderik from the room as roughly as before and obviously unconcerned with his already abused body.
****
"Where are you taking me?" Roderik asked. His legs numbed. He imagined black and shriveled toes at the ends of his feet and cringed. "I'm confused. Isn't my cell the other way?"
They dragged him down a flight of steps and into the courtyard. Roderik squinted against the sun resting directly overhead obscured by no building or cloud. Three gulls perched atop one of the walls overlooking the courtyard, emitting not a single chirp or coo. Even the crying and moaning from with the chateau waned, leaving only the sounds of the surf tossing about in the breezeless day.
The governor waited near a large pole jutting from the ground. "No time to waste." Michel grinned.
Roderik struggled against the guards.
"Good." Michel winked at Roderik. "Good."
"Wait, you can't do this. I'm a—" Penitent prisoner—Roderik ground his teeth.
"Be careful," Michel said, "don't make me order the guards gag you."
Michel actually intended to publicly thrash Roderik, a knight of—nothing. He hadn't regained his knighthood yet. He let his head drop and gazed at the dirt and stone of the courtyard. The guards tied him to the greasy pole.
"This will soften your insolence," Michel said, his voice louder than usual and echoing in the courtyard.
No crying or moaning escaped the chateau's innards.
"Lord," Roderik said, "give me strength against this madness."
A line of pain crossed his back followed by a snap. His head rolled back and red filled his vision behind his closed lids as if he stared at the sun.
He refused to cry out.
He refused to beg mercy of this sick man, this governor he'd come to know the past three months and now witnessed a cruel side that had lingered under the fake docile surface.
"He won't cry out, not this one," Michel said, "he's too proud. A former knight, a knight Hospitaller turned pirate. You see?" Michel yelled. "Even a man such as this has no proof against me and the Chateau d'If."
"What do you want from me?" Roderik forced out between hoarse rapid breaths. A long, agonizing moan escaped. Roderik closed his mouth—realizing the pitiful noise had emitted from him.
"Ah, so pain does visit you after all," Michel said. "No more. He's finished for now and learned something about himself I'd wager."
Roderik twisted his neck, but saw nothing other than red—both from pain and anger at what men like the governor were capable of. Sure, Roderik was responsible for deaths outside of battle, but the power Michel wielded against sick and dying prisoners meant nothing, was worth nothing. Even if he got the pirates to talk, the information would likely be useless as most admissions provided under duress were usually to escape torture or death.
Roderik's hands were released from their binding and he slid down the pole.
"Give him a few seconds respite," Michel said, "then drag him back to his pirate cohorts."
Roderik's lips pressed against pebbles and dirt, the grit sticking to his lips. Sour wine and rotten cheese invaded the copper and salt tinged air. He vomited. The liquid pooled beneath his head and seeped into the dirt.
"Excellent," Michel whispered into his ear. "You'll be accepted and perhaps pitied by your friends waiting for you below."
Roderik kept his eyes shut and concentrated on not allowing the governor's breath to overpower him again. Retching now wouldn't produce anything—the vomiting of water dried him out, but had been a satisfying release. “Eloy," Michel said, "a few drops of water here. Our prisoner has seen fit to waste the generous amounts given him earlier."
Drops of water pelted the side of Roderik's face. He titled his head in an attempt at guiding the drops into his mouth.
"Give him more you dunderhead," Michel said. "We don't want him to expire—at least not yet."
A trickle ran down Roderik's cheek and he found the correct angle immediately, but the pouring ceased after a second or two.
"Get on your feet," Eloy said. "I'm not wasting anyone else's strength on the likes of you. Get up."
Roderik rolled over and struggled to his feet. He gritted his teeth against the pain in his legs. His banged up knees took his mind from the gashes he knew crisscrossed his back. He'd never received such treatment at the hands of the order, and the pirate crews had never been so evil-spirited. Perhaps his loyalties rested on the wrong side—even now; perhaps the pirate crews were more honorable than he'd given credence. The cost of redemption was high, perhaps too high for his weakened will to absorb.
He staggered as one guard led and another stood behind him pushing and poking. He stumbled and fell forward, his face slapping the guard's boot and then smacking the stone.
****
"Roderik," a voice said. "Are you all right?"
"What?" Roderik asked. "Yes . . . no."
"They made us watch the whole thing," Bart said. "Not so bad a lashing, eh?"
"As if you've experienced the like," Edmund said.
"I got whipped bad once. Maybe not as bad as all that down there," Bart said, "but they bled me good enough."
"Look at his legs," Edmund said. "They handled him rough."
Roderik licked his lips and pushed the words out. "Water? Food?"
"No, not yet. But we missed the first round of water and food on account of them having us watch," Edmund said.
The bedding was cold and hard. Roderik opened his eyes and lifted his head off the stone floor, wincing.
"We didn't want to move you," Edmund said. "The guards dropped you where you now lay."
"Last thing I remember is falling into a boot and hitting the floor. Even waking in the flea-ridden bed would have been better than this."
"Aye, but we were afraid we'd cause you more pain—"
"More than I'm already in?" Roderik pushed himself up and leaned against the bed and flinched—the gashes in his back lit up like trenches of fire. The blood on his back had dried causing the cloth of his thin shirt to stick in patches against his back.
A torch from outside the cell provided dim lighting, but the concern on the pirates' faces was noticeable. The thought of these men tortured as he had been filled Roderik with sorrow. Keeping them healthy and alive, as well as the governor sated, would prove difficult.
"I didn't give him anything," Roderik said after a few minutes, breaking the silence.
"We know," Edmund said. "We won't give them anything either, right Bart?" Again he said this as if he didn't quite trust the younger pirate.
"No, I'd never."
"I know," Roderik said, "but I'm not even sure what this crazed governor wants from me. Do you know what he's after from you?" Roderik got to his feet slowly, pausing to allay the pain coursing through him, and sat on the bed.
He sighed relief at the brief contentment and lack of immediate pain he enjoyed by merely sitting on his backside. "Well, I'll tell you something. Just before I parted ways with my old captain I learned he considered moving on and leaving the agreement the two crews forged."
"We thought so, rumors and all," Edmund said, "but as the days and weeks and months passed, your captain remained. The thought back then was that he'd repair his vessel over the winter and then go on his way."
"But he didn't," Bart said.
Edmund nodded. "Yes, and a new plan arose, I'm guessing after you departed. Before the ship and crew were taken we were handsomely rewarded for agreeing to take part in a larger plan."
"Oh?" Roderik asked. "No. You can't tell me. Me knowing can only cause you harm." He didn't want to relay any useful information to the governor, not now, not after the torture, but perhaps the knowledge would help the Knights of Malta if he were released.
"I only knew there were more pieces from overhearing the captain, but our two ships were supposed to join with two more and sail through the Strait of Gibraltar and not only provide advance warning of danger, but create fear and confusion."
"And we'd fly different colors." Bart grinned.
"Fairly standard procedure, correct?" Roderik asked.
"Yes and no. If we took a ship no one complained, but our main purpose was disruption and creating panic as far north as possible and all the while sending what we learned back along a picket."
"To where?" Roderik asked. Interesting, but without knowing the ultimate recipient the information was not as useful.
Edmund shrugged. "Don't know. I'm a simple sailing master."
"I'm not saying anything," Roderik said. "This means nothing to me, and frankly, won't help me any. I suggest if you want to ease your pain, and time here, consider giving the governor your information."
Both men scowled at Roderik.
"Listen to you," Bart said. "You think we'd give them anything? These French pigs deserve to rot. I'd die here before giving up when our captain takes a piss even."
"You'll most certainly die here regardless," Roderik said. Bart was as foul-tempered as he remembered, but how long would the defiance remain? Surely after years of imprisonment he'd give up or give in or perhaps force an early death on himself.
Roderik squirmed. No matter how he positioned himself the pain ignited wherever his body pressed.
"Get rest if you're able," Edmund said.
"We'll get your food and water," Bart said.
"Thank you." Roderik closed his eyes. All efforts at ignoring the pain failed. The governor had taken too many liberties with him, and as a result would learn much less about the pirates than he would have before the torture. These men he shared a cell with were decent concerning their own kind, or at least when they thought of someone as their own—and that shamed Roderik. He no longer cared for the deception, but he had few choices—keep the secret or tell these men his purpose and allow whatever is supposed to happen, happen.
****
Roderik sat up soaked with sweat and the sting of the day's abuse tormenting him. A lone torch outside the cell flickered, the light playing off the metal in the door's window.
"They took Edmund," Bart said. "You didn't stir. The jailors thought you were dead for a moment and the skinny one almost kicked you."
Roderik squinted. Bart sat in the corner near the door wearing the dark like a shroud.
"What are you doing over there?" Roderik asked.
"I tried to stop them."
"You shouldn't have," Roderik said. "I'm afraid you'll only succeed in harming Edmund and us if you continue resisting."
"What else do I have? What kind of person am I if I gave up like you? I'm an able-bodied sailor and proud. I don't serve the governor—never will. That's who I am, and now, locked away forever, why should we consider changing who we are? What we stand for?"
"But as pirates we stood for taking from others—"
"We stand for making our own choices and—"
"I'm not so sure," Roderik said. "You worked for someone else and they told you what to do and where to go. Doesn't sound like freedom."
Bart got to his feet and stood next to Roderik's bed. Blood streaked his bruised cheeks and carved trails down his grimy neck.
"The crew agreed with the captain, thinking a contract necessary," Bart said.
"But you have no idea who contracted your ship?" Roderik closed his eyes against the pain shooting across his back and took deep breaths. "Probably not French since we're in one of their prisons, but what if they were involved and plotting as they are so inclined?"
"I'm not quite sure I understand you, and I don't care," Bart said. "I don't want to see the old man hurt is all. He was kind to me and he's the reason I'm alive right now. I owe him."
Stomping, shuffling, and rattling broke through the door before the key hit the lock and the door slammed against the entryway's stone.
Edmund fell into the cell, face meeting stone and remained where he landed without so much as a twitch. The door swung shut.
Bart went to Edmund's side and brushed back the long greasy strands of gray hair. He rolled the old sailing master on his side, revealing a blackened and bulging lump covering an eye hiding somewhere under the mess.
"Take my water," Roderik said, "but only if he's conscious. No sense in washing his face."
"He's breathing," Bart said. "But his mouth is swollen."
Michel had broken through Roderik's level of tolerance. What had he hoped to extract from the old man? And why was Roderik in here with them to gather information if Michel was going to have the men tortured anyway?
"They'll probably grab you next," Roderik said.
"Let them." Bart cradled Edmund's head in his lap. He tilted his own cup near the sailing master's mouth, but the water only ran off his cheek and chin.
"Don't waste the water," Roderik said. "He'll need as much as we can spare when he wakes."
"They'll pay for what they've done."
"So, they're trying to beat us and starve us into confessions or providing them with information," Roderik said.
"I'm not telling them anything. Never will."
"Don't be foolish," Roderik said. But the words sounded hollow. "No. You're right. We're going to die in here regardless. Why not speed up the process rather than suffer."
Bart shook his head violently. "You still don't understand."
Roderik realized he didn't understand. In the three months he had spent at the chateau he'd learned nothing other than he shouldn't have trusted Michel. Perhaps learning the value of loyalty and integrity were the key to his redemption. "Make me understand."
"Whatever secrets we have stay with us," Bart said. "I don't want to die. Freedom is mine if I remain true to Edmund, and true to myself."
"You're unlike any pirate I've ever dealt with," Roderik said.
"I learned from Edmund," Bart said. "You know, he was a real sailing master aboard an English vessel many years ago. They forced him into service as they do with so many people. Me? I wanted that life and worked my way up to where I am now. I miss my old crew and the captain. This old man is all I have left."
"What about joining another crew?"
"We're locked in here, and don't see how we'd escape," Bart said.
Right. Roderik was the only one with a hope of escaping the chateau, but doubt crept into his heart. His assumed role as a prisoner vanished, leaving him a denizen forever trapped in the bowels of the chateau. Perhaps imprisoning him was Grand Master de Lascaris's plan all along.
Roderik's forehead burned and his ears were like two coals in the bed of a fire. Perhaps ague labored behind his thoughts and affected his judgment. His raggedy clothes clung to his sweat-covered body and his bedding was damp. Rot and decay hung in the air mingling with shit and piss and blood.
And despair.
Roderik hugged himself against the unexpected shiver wracking his body.
Freedom.
He desired freedom from pain—
Cell.
Isle.
Deceit.
Had he traded his freedom on the seas for a life of imprisonment—not at the chateau—but for a life of servitude as a knight of the order?
Tired.
****
A weakened, hoarse voice whispered in the dark.
Roderik sat up and winced. What the governor had done to him, a young man, nearly rendered him lame, but how had Edmund, an old man, not succumbed?
"What?" Roderik asked into the dark. The perpetually lit torch was extinguished—unusual. "Edmund, is that you?"
No reply. No whispers. Perhaps he'd dreamed.
A gasp pierced the dark followed by unintelligible whispers. Roderik eased from his bed, his hands pushing on shaky legs and stumbled toward the whisper's source, each step a bolt of pain. A man in his twenties should not hobble about like a crippled old man.
"What's wrong?" Roderik asked.
"They took Bart," Edmund whispered.
"And you're worried he'll betray you?" Roderik asked.
"No. I'm not worried about the boy. He's loyal—almost too loyal—and without question once he finds a cause or quarrel."
"What are you saying?" Roderik asked.
"He didn't know anything important. I did, however, and I've something to tell you."
In the black night a hand fell on Roderik's arm and grasped.
"Before I pass," Edmund said, "I want to—"
"No," Roderik said. "You're thirsty and hungry, you'll be fine. You'll see."
"I'm afraid you're wrong. I've betrayed you both. The governor knows everything. I was weak and now they've taken Bart, and I fear they'll have no use for him."
"What did you tell them?" Roderik asked.
"There's something else," Edmund said. "Listen to me. I do not know much, but—"
"I am not going to give the governor anything. I won't provide him information to save myself."
Edmund coughed, a slight chuckle perhaps. "Oh, I'm sure you won't. Not after he betrayed you."
"What?" Roderik asked.
"You don't have to pretend with me. I may be old, but it's no secret you sought a way back into the order once you left your captain—"
"No, I—"
"Please. I'm dying." Edmund's breaths came fast and ragged. "My eyes are trained to see through bad weather and I saw you, a fleeting moment when they yanked off my hood. I wondered why you were locked up here—the order would have thrown you in their dungeon. But it's your order—there is something amiss within your order, and not simply those on Malta—"
"I'm not a knight—"
"Not yet," Edmund said. "But please, I only overheard a small piece, but an innkeeper in Marseille, Claude, knows of the plot against your order."
"I don't understand. What sort of plot? And why tell me this if you're against the order?"
The old man coughed. "I don't know details, only the name I gave you. I was never against the order, your order was against us, and I never harbored any ill toward the knights—even if they were only glorified corsairs themselves."
Edmund arrived at a salient point—the order sailed on the edges of piracy themselves. However, the former grand master, de Paule, upon learning how history regarded the order had sought a way to decrease their involvement in such matters. The order's current grand master, de Lascaris, however, sanctioned the practice where he deemed appropriate. But a plot against the order? Roderik needed off the isle to investigate and alert the order.
"I tell you this so you'll understand us and perhaps find a way of helping Bart," Edmund said.
"I don't even know if I can help myself."
"Tell the governor whatever you wish to secure your freedom," Edmund said, "just don't endanger Bart. I care for him as if he were my son."
"I understand, but I'm in a precarious situation. I have no idea if the governor will honor his promises to me," Roderik said. "If I manage to get out, I will try to help your young friend. I swear. But you said earlier you betrayed us, how?"
"I'm afraid I told the governor I knew you were not a real prisoner. He grew angry and swore you were, but when I presented what I knew of you, well—"
Roderik nodded.
"Then he asked if Bart knew—which he doesn't and I swore to that fact. I gave the governor information on my old ship and yours, information he'll find false upon investigating." Edmund held his head in his hands. "But I was weak. I should have told him nothing and now the governor will take out his frustration on Bart and my guilt is too great to bear. I betrayed not only you and Bart, but my own ideals."
"You're a sick man—frail and weak. You had no other options," Roderik said. "I'm the traitor. I'm the one who cannot choose a path and honor vows. I allowed myself to be used in this manner. I'm ashamed—"
Footsteps stomped or shuffled toward the cell.
The lock rattled.
****
Two guards pushed into the cell followed by Eloy carrying a torch and flashing his horrid teeth.
Gilles pushed Bart into the room.
Michel's face sheened with sweat as he lumbered in, barely balancing his rotund body upon smallish feet.
Roderik took a deep breath and shrank away from Edmund and back to his own bed.
"Ah, you two are awake and well," Michel said.
"Awake, but not well." Edmund's voice was weak. He coughed, spitting up blood.
Michel brought a handkerchief to his face, covering his mouth and nose and stepped away from Edmund.
"I'm not interested in your opinions on health and well-being," Michel said, handkerchief muffling his voice. "What I am interested in is how you will react to what I'm going to tell you."
"Everyone is aware of who and what I am," Roderik said.
"What do we know?" Bart asked from his knees.
Bart's hands rested on the tops of his legs, but they were not bound. Gilles stood behind him while Eloy moved to Edmund's side. The two guards stood off to the sides of the room, blades sheathed.
"You know nothing," Michel said. "However, there's a traitor amongst us."
"They know," Roderik said, raising his voice.
"I'm afraid not," Michel said. "It's—"
"Me," Bart said. "I'm the traitor." He sprung to his feet and lunged for Michel.
"No!" Roderik yelled. "Don't—"
Bart rammed into Michel's rotund body, his feet staggering backward in tiny steps. They hit the corner of Edmund's bed, which collapsed. Michel landed with Bart on top. Beside them, Edmund coughed and released a pain-filled groan.
Eloy and Gilles stared at one another as if frozen from the sudden and unexpected action.
Roderik stood and took a step toward Bart, but was pushed sideways by one of the guards and stumbled into Eloy who flailed at his face, connecting with Roderik's jaw and crashing the two of them against the wall.
The guards pulled Bart off the governor who remained on the ground puffing out quick breaths. Blood covered the governor's side.
Gilles' eyes widened. "The governor. He's—"
"That filthy pirate stabbed the governor." Eloy shot to his feet.
The guards pushed Bart to his knees.
"With what?" Bart asked. "Though I would if given a chance." He spat.
Eloy drew a dirk. "Hold him."
"Wait," Roderik said. "He didn't do anything. He—"
Edmund choked and gasped and coughed. Roderik's head spun toward the old man. Blood spewed from Edmund's mouth.
"Look," Roderik yelled.
"Please," Edmund said. "I'm the traitor." Each word from the old man screamed pain and a life ending.
Eloy shook his head. "You're trying to confuse me with all this talk." He pulled back his arm, preparing to run Bart through. The young man remained on his knees chin held high, awaiting his freedom.
Roderik rolled forward, ignoring the stabs of pain coursing through him. "No!" He grabbed for Eloy's arm, but Gilles kicked his hand away.
Roderik glanced up as Eloy's dirk pierced Bart's chest. The young man gasped and slumped, his knees slid apart sinking him closer to the floor. His red hair fell in front of his face. The chest puncture oozed.
Roderik closed his eyes. Senseless. The entire imprisonment and suffering of these men was pointless.
"What have you done?" Michel's words were labored.
"I thought you'd been—"
"Been what?" Michel asked.
"The blood, you're wounded," Eloy said.
Roderik sat up. "Look at Edmund, he's sick."
All the men stepped away from the old man.
"You've likely killed this man for no reason." Roderik went to Bart's side. His breathed, but said nothing and his eyes remained shrouded by stringy red hair.
"Quiet, prisoner." Eloy huffed and waved the bloody dirk in Roderik's face. "Look at the governor. His side and back are soaked with blood."
"You half-wit," Roderik said. "Edmund coughed blood on the governor."
Bart's head rose, his eyes peered from under the veil of hair. "Traitor." He gasped and coughed. "How? Why?"
"Me, Bart," Roderik said, "I've betrayed us all."
"I'll finish you." Eloy leveled his dirk at Bart.
"You already have," Roderik said.
Bart's head slumped, and his body collapsed.
Michel's face reddened beyond its normal pinkish hue; a vein on his forehead bulged. "Get out of here, Eloy. You're lucky I don't throw you in the darkest cell and let the rats pick at you."
Eloy's eyes squinted in confusion. A second later, he ran out of the cell.
"You." Michel pointed at Gilles. "Take the corpse out of here." He pointed at the guards. "Help him."
"But what of the other two prisoners?" one of the guards asked.
"Don't worry about them," Michel said.
Gilles stomped from the cell followed by the guards dragging Bart's body. A thin trail of blood stained the stone. The footsteps faded.
Roderik's legs wobbled and he dizzied. Michel's fetid breath blew across his face. He turned his head to the side and held his breath a moment. Once his stomach settled, he licked his cracked lips, scraping caked salt from them.
"Roderik," Michel said, "I never meant for this. I—"
"You what?" Roderik spun, raised a hand, and took a step toward Michel. He didn't care what happened to him now—he meant the governor harm. At least that'd be a form of redemption.
"Don't," a weak voice said. Edmund groaned and got to his feet. He shook and shivered. Blood dribbled from the corner of his mouth atop the blood already crusted there.
"What's this?" Michel asked.
Edmund fell against the rotund governor, the unexpected weight—even that of an emaciated old man—toppled them. The old man landed on Michel who gasped for air, sucking in ragged breaths. The sailing master coughed, spraying blood on the governor's face and neck.
Roderik stooped, attempting to pull Edmund off of the governor, but Michel rolled, ending up on top of Edmund.
"Michel," Roderik said. "Get off."
Michel rolled off the sailing master and managed somehow to get to his feet. He dragged a sleeve across his face and spit. "Guards," he yelled and stumbled out of the cell.
Roderik went to Edmund's side. "You didn't have to interfere. I was ready to pay the consequences of attacking the governor," Roderik whispered in his ear.
"I couldn't allow such a folly," Edmund whispered. "You've duties regarding your order. Find the innkeeper in Marseilles—Claude."
Edmund coughed. Warm droplets of blood and spit hit Roderik's cheek, but he didn't care. Not now. Not when Edmund intervened and prevented Roderik's certain life imprisonment or execution.
"I'm sorry," Roderik whispered. "I should never have pretended to be a prisoner. My deceit cost you and Bart your lives."
"The poor boy," Edmund said. "I never wanted him hurt and now he's dead." He coughed and coughed.
The slapping of uneven footfalls echoed. Roderik glanced up from the dying sailing master. Michel stood in the doorway; his face had turned from red to bone white.
"Roderik," Michel said. "Get away from him, he'll spread his ill."
"You've killed him, and for what?" Roderick asked.
"Answers. Information."
"Old information and likely of no use to you."
Edmund groaned, but a cough interrupted the sound. "Go, Roderik. Do good for your order, but remember, even pirates have honor and some deserve forgiveness and redemption."
"I'm afraid I'm the one in need of both of those," Roderik said.
Edmund gasped and his breathing ceased. Roderik smoothed the dead man's hair and mouthed a quick prayer.
"You can return to your quarters," Michel said from behind. "You've done your part."
"I did nothing other than betray these men. I betrayed myself." Roderick stood and shoved past Michel. "We'll speak in the morning." Roderik walked away, standing as straight as his broken body would allow, determined Michel would not see how physically weak he'd become. "The topic of discussion will be my departure from your beloved chateau."
His penance was far from over—had hardly begun in fact. Marseilles—perhaps his redemption awaited in an inn run by a man named Claude.
****
 
 



Bartley's Man, Episode Two 
Written by Gorg Huff and Paula Goodlett
 

January, 1634
Darlene was there to meet Johan when the train pulled in. The weary travelers debarked, and David waved Johan toward Darlene and went to meet the rest of the group that had gathered to welcome them home. And there was Johan, coming toward her and slowing as he came. Darlene started to get nervous because she wasn't sure if he was slowing because he was just as nervous or because he had maybe changed his mind about her.
Darlene got more and more nervous as Johan slowed, till she couldn't take it anymore. And then she was moving. Three quick steps and he was within reach. Johan was a short man, though he didn't look it, and Darlene was actually a couple of inches taller than he was. And she was wearing two-inch heels. She reached around, grabbed him in a hug and bent down to kiss him, not at all sure that he would respond, but unwilling to wait to find out.
He responded. His arms went around her and he returned her kiss with great fervor and moderate skill.
"I've missed you!" Darlene murmured into his mouth.
They were interrupted by applause and catcalls from the other people on the platform and Darlene noted that Johan had a rather blotchy blush that went all the way up to his hairline and down somewhere past his collar. It wasn't, objectively, the most attractive blush she had ever seen, but she found herself wondering how far it went down.
****
"So where do you want to get married?" Darlene asked as she snuggled up to Johan.
"What do you mean? In Grantville, I guess."
"No, I mean, in what church? Or do you want a civil ceremony?"
Johan had been a Calvinist before he joined the army and since had been whatever faith was expected in the service he was a part of. In general, he had lost his faith during his first real battle and never found it again. Until he came upon the Ring of Fire and the people it had bought into the world. That had convinced him—again—that God did exist and did care about the welfare of the world. What it hadn't convinced him of was any doctrine. "I don't know," he said. "What about you?"
"Well, my family was Presbyterian before the Ring of Fire but we weren't much on going to church. After the Ring of Fire, I was much too busy hating God for what he had done to my life to look very seriously at what the Ring of Fire meant in regard to the doctrines of my faith." Darlene stopped, and Johan waited while she worked it out. "I think the whole Calvinist predestination thing is right out the window. God can change our destinies any time he wants and He . . . or She . . ." she added, watching Johan's face carefully.
It wasn't the first time Johan had heard the idea of God perhaps being female. A few of the up-time women were adamant about it. Mostly, Johan thought, to piss off down-time men. So he said, "Or She," quite agreeably, and Darlene humphed.
"And if She can do it here on Earth, She can do it in heaven as well."
Johan nodded his agreement. "It would have been nice of Him . . . or Her, to give us some indication of what was expected of us, though."
"Yes, it would. But maybe He did," Darlene said. "He could have picked the Vatican, after all. Dropped the up-time Vatican or Brigham Young University, or some Buddhist temple. Instead, we get a mostly but not entirely, Christian town with us all living together."
"So perhaps the message is 'stop killing each other over the small stuff,'" Johan said, nodding agreement.
"Maybe. And maybe we should look for a church that thinks that way to get married in."
"I think I know one. The Schmidt family, including young Master Donny, go to a church in Badenburg which is nominally Lutheran, but Pastor Steffan Schultheiss has converted it to what Mrs. Higgins calls passionate Unitarianism. God will find a way into your heart no matter what faith you hold, so look for the commonalities and be kind to one another as you would hope for God to be kind to you. Mrs. Ramona says it's very spiritual."
"Well, we could talk to him, anyway," Darlene said.
****
Pastor Steffan was very busy these days. His Revelation, as several people were calling it—complete with the capitalization—had offended a bit less than half the congregation, so he had kept his position. Barely. But it had also attracted followers, and while some had left, more had joined. Still, he made time to talk to Johan Kipper and Darlene Myers. Darlene was an up-timer and Johan was, in his way, a power in the economics of the new, greater Ring of Fire metroplex, which now included Badenburg as well as Rudolstadt, and Saalfeld and had a much increased population. There would be a lot of people attending Johan Kipper's wedding, and Pastor Steffan's wife made sure he was aware of the political and economic considerations involved.
 
May, 1634
As was custom, they were married at the church door, with the public square filled with witnesses. The fight between Karen Smith Reading's Bridal Shop in Grantville and Bruno Schroeder in Badenburg was just one more skirmish in their never-ending war over what the styles in the new timeline should be.
To Karen Reading, a purple tux was over the line for the groom, though possibly acceptable in the groomsmen—if the bridesmaids' dresses coordinated. To Bruno, any tux, even in a neon purple, was hopelessly boring. He wanted the groom looking like a peacock. David had suffered through it at Karl and his mother's wedding, and Johan had laughed through the whole procedure. Now it was David's revenge. Even the fact that, as best man, he would be dressed in almost as much lace and embroidery as the groom didn't stop him.
Darlene laughed out loud every time she saw either of them, then made Johan accept every flourish Bruno added.
Looking at the bills, Darlene's father made the comment that the purpose of the Baroque style was to make fathers go broke. He said that, in spite of the fact that he wasn't actually being asked to pay for the wedding. Johan was quietly paying the bills.
****
"Well, that's over," David said after the bride and groom had made their escape. They would be spending two weeks in Magdeburg.
"A lot you know," groused Brent Partow. "We have two weeks of Gretel's cooking to face. Her pepperoni rolls taste like knockwurst."
 
June, 1634
The phone in the room rang and Darlene reached for it. "Yes?"
"Good morning, ma'am. It's your wake-up call."
Darlene looked blearily at the clock. "It can't be six already. I just got to sleep." Then, blinking, she saw the clock. It was, in fact, six AM.
Johan was looking at her, then he rolled over and went back to sleep.
Darlene resisted the temptation to poke him, got up and headed for the shower. Breakfast at the Twinlo Palace started at seven, and though Gretel handled it, Darlene liked to be there when they opened. Which meant she had just forty minutes to get showered, dressed, and catch the shuttle.
There was an expression that struck Darlene. "He's so rich that his servants have servants." And in the case of David Bartley, it was the next best thing to true. She and Johan lived in the Higgins Hotel, one floor down from the penthouse. They had a suite and the staff of the hotel did the cleaning. Every day there were fresh towels and Johan would probably get breakfast from the hotel dining room. All the while insisting that he was just "Young Master David's manservant."
But he wasn't, damn it! He was a major executive in dozens of companies. He always had a briefcase full of work and a secretary of his own. She shook off the thought and went about getting ready, then took the elevator down.
"Morning, Georg," she said to the elevator boy.
"Morning, ma'am," Georg said. He was seventeen and would be going off to high school after he finished his morning shift. "They are holding the shuttle."
The shuttle was a mini-van converted to use natural gas, with a trailer attached and it would go by Twinlo Park on its way to Badenburg, where it would turn around and come back.
"What? Why?"
"Because Frau Higgins told them to." Georg seemed confused by the question. Of course the shuttle was held for important people. But Darlene didn't think of herself as an important person.
The shuttle was a bit late and Gretel had already opened the doors of the Palace when Darlene got there. Darlene decided that, in the future, she would either have her wake-up call earlier or leave breakfast in Gretel's hands.
****
Johan got his own wake-up call an hour later. He got up, got dressed and went down to have breakfast in the dining room rather than ordering room service. He ate and read the papers. Johan liked the News more than the Times. It was more fun.
Then he had a meeting with Kaspar about the projects that they had started in Amsterdam. At noon he had lunch scheduled with Heidi Partow, who wanted to discuss something.
She hadn't said what it was about, but it probably had to do with Adolph Schmidt's steam engine factory. And Adolph had sent Heidi, the one up-timer that worked for him, to get Johan's support for whatever it was. Johan owned about three percent of the stock in Schmidt Steam but he was on the board as young Master David's—well, the whole Sewing Circle's—representative. And between them and the other people that Sarah or David had put into Schmidt Steam, sometimes without even mentioning it—people like Gretchen Richter, Jeff Higgins, Delia Higgins, and Dave Marcantonio—who gave the Sewing Circle their proxies, Johan voted thirty-nine percent of the stock. Add in Adolph's twenty percent and it meant that if Heidi convinced Johan, it was going to happen.
He looked forward to dinner out at Twinlo with Darlene.
****
For the next few months, things went along swimmingly. Darlene had her new job at Twinlo Park and spent time consulting on electronic devices and working up menus. More of the latter than the former, but she was at least useful in the development of several machines that would make switch and gauge parts. And Johan was busy handling details of the expanding interests of OPM.
"You guys seem to be involved in everything," Darlene told Johan one evening when the servants had left them with a plate of cheeses and a bottle of wine and gone off to bed.
"Not really," Johan disagreed, rubbing her back with a lazy hand. "There is a great deal to be involved in. More, I think, than the most optimistic up-timer would have thought possible right after the Ring of Fire."
"I don't know what happened," Darlene complained. "It's as if the first couple of years after the Ring of Fire went by in sort of a daze for me. It seems like yesterday that the Emergency Committee was screaming about there not being enough up-timers to do all the things that absolutely had to get done. And now there is this industrial complex and even more industry in Magdeburg."
"Well, you see, we down-timers can do some stuff," Johan said. "If you up-timers show us how."
"It doesn't seem to take a lot of showing how," she told him.
Darlene felt Johan shaking his head. "More than you might think. First time I saw a gas range, I nearly crossed myself, and me a Calvinist at the time. We need you to show us subtler stuff too, I think. It's a hard, cruel world we were born into and we never learned the gentler ways of you up-timers. Still haven't, to my mind. In Amsterdam and Antwerp, they were still trying to get over on each other."
He stopped and Darlene looked back at him. "What?"
"Well, you up-timers have higher standards of decency than down-timers do."
Darlene snorted. "Bull! You should see some of the crooks we had up-time."
"Maybe," Johan said, though not like he really believed it. "But look at the way people talk about the Prince."
"Mike Stearns is not a prince, Johan. He's a two-fisted politician and like any politician, he'd sell his mother for a few votes." Darlene had a pretty jaundiced view of politics, and the election fight between Mike Stearns and Admiral Simpson had not improved that view. She'd supported Stearns, but not because she loved him. She'd supported him because she didn't want a President Pink Slip. Especially as the power plant where she had worked was owned by the government. But she had found a lot of the things Stearns had said about Simpson's positions way over the top, and she hadn't been really impressed by any of them. Granted, Stearns had done okay since, even if he was way too willing to give over sovereignty to the kings and potentates of the here and now. "Not that Simpson wasn't worse. And I admit I don't really trust most of the down-time nobles as far as I could throw them. Even Gustav Adolf, and he seems the best of the lot. But it's a really bad lot."
"That's what I mean. The best of ours is not quite so good as the worst of yours."
"Now, that's not what I meant and you know it, Johan." Darlene shot Johan a hard look. "I'd rather see you as president than a lot of up-timers. Heck, I'd much rather see you as president than Simpson."
Johan turned a rather blotchy shade of red and Darlene noted, not for the first time, that blush was not Johan's best color. Though making him blush was kind of fun.
 
November, 1634
David was getting more and more frustrated. Sarah had gone off to Magdeburg to work with the USE Federal Reserve. The name was a concession to the down-timer prejudice in favor of up-timer monetary policy. The twins were doing what they loved, and David's days were turning into a round of paperwork followed by more paperwork . . . and then, for a change, still more paperwork. About the only time he got out of the office was to go to school or to go to Guard drill on one weekend of the month. And he was getting tired of the whole mess. Not that he knew what he wanted to do instead.
He looked up as the door opened and Johan came in. "What's wrong?"
"I'm not sure, Master David," Johan said. "Darlene had an upset stomach this morning, and you know in this world any disease is dangerous. Even if Darlene says it's nothing."
"Have you called a doctor?" David asked. There were now several marginally-qualified doctors in Grantville, mostly down-timers who had studied with Nichols, Adams or Shipley long enough to get the basics of modern medicine. It wasn't the same thing as having an up-time doctor, but the up-time doctors were booked solid.
"She said not to worry about it."
"Well, that's up to you. I have no understanding of women," David said.
"Sarah is just young yet," Johan said. "Not ready to settle down."
"Not with me, anyway," David agreed, then shook it off. "So, what is the status of the spark plug company?" He was talking about the one that OPM was invested in, not the other one.
"More problems with expansion," Johan said, "but they are getting better and are usable, though there is some loss of pressure."
"Sometimes I think the steam heads are right and we never should have switched over to internal combustion," David complained and they went on with the day's work.
****
Darlene missed pregnancy strips as she sat in the waiting room. They were back to the primitive days of rabbits being sacrificed to the gods of pregnancy. She knew that the developing chemical industry was trying to make strips but the specifics of how they worked and where they got the chemical reagents were a bit sketchy.
In any case, Darlene was almost sure she was pregnant, even without the test. She had been through this before, after all. She wondered how Johan was going to react. At least money wasn't much of an issue. Johan brought in over a hundred thousand a year and Darlene herself made over fifty thousand at Twinlo Park.
Darlene had so many reasons for joy and so many reasons to fret that she was caught between the two emotions. She was thrilled to be having a new baby and terrified about the lack of up-time obstetrics. She was happy to bring a new life into the world and at the same time afraid of using the baby as a replacement for little Johnny. She never wanted this new life growing inside of her to wonder if it was just a replacement for what she had lost in the Ring of Fire. And she didn't want Johan to feel that way either. At the same time, she was afraid of losing the memory of the husband and son she had left up-time. That fear, she thought, was what more than anything had made adjusting to this new world so hard. As though finding happiness here would be a betrayal of her life before.
She was distracted all that day at work, and all the next day as well. Finally, she got the news. The rabbit sacrificed in her service had not died in vain. Its ovaries indicated that she was pregnant. Now all she had to do was tell Johan.
****
"You are?"
"Yes, I am."
"This . . . this is wonderful, Darlene! I never thought . . ."
"It's not like you don't have the equipment." Darlene grinned. The buttons on Johan's shirt just might pop off if he swelled with pride just a little more.
****
"Well, congratulations, Papa." David grinned. "I'm sure you're looking forward to the changing of diapers."
Which Johan thought was a bit mean-spirited. "We will have the staff at the Higgins for that."
"Have you considered getting a place in the country? I know quite a few folks have." That included several of the newly-rich up-timers and the newly-rich down-timers who had appeared since the Ring of Fire. Having a home built out in the country, mostly ten or twenty miles from the Ring of Fire, where you could go to get away from the hustle and bustle of the city was popular. But there was also the factor that there were a lot of down-timers looking for work. And for a lot of the newly rich, there was increasingly a feeling of guilt about not having servants when you could afford them and they really needed the job.
If you lived in the Higgins, it wasn't an issue. There was a servant for every four guests in the Higgins. And with the way that labor-saving devices had been worked out, that was more than plenty. But using the washing machine and the vacuum cleaner yourself when there were hungry people looking for work started making you feel like Ebenezer Scrooge.
****
"We should probably start interviewing wet nurses ahead of time," Johan said casually that evening.
"What?"
"Not all the time. I know you will want to nurse the little tyke, but are you going to want to get up at three in the morning to do it? And nursing isn't all that a wet nurse does. There is the business at the other end. I wonder, what did you up-timers do to handle that part?"
"We share the responsibility is what we do! Fathers help with the baby's care, even if they can't nurse. And we had bottles that could be filled with the milk, so that fathers could help feed the baby too."
Johan started getting a little pale as this recitation of fatherly duties flowed over him. It wasn't that he didn't already love the little thing growing in Darlene and want what was best for it. It was more that he was pretty much convinced an old soldier was anything but what was best for it. "Shouldn't we hire someone who knows something about it? It doesn't seem to me that we should risk our baby in the hands of a rank amateur."
"To start with, I've done this before."
"But I haven't!"
"You're gonna learn, dammit!"
"Yes, dear." Johan knew when to make a tactical retreat. But just in case, he was going to ask around about available nurses. Meanwhile, he needed to get Darlene talking to some of the other women who had recently given birth. Maybe they could talk some sense into her.
 
December, 1634
"David," Franz Kunze said, "the board has decided that we will be investing more in the rail lines."
David had been afraid of that. He didn't approve. "Railroads are simply too damned expensive to be a good investment, Herr Kunze, and you know it."
"Yes, I do. But there are politics involved and you know that. Both the government of the SoTF and the USE are pushing the railroads hard, and if we don't invest in them they have ways of making our lives difficult. Besides, the investment will eventually pay for itself."
"I'm not convinced of that, not when it's going to be competing with regular roads where the trucking company doesn't have to pay for the road. Not when it's competing with airplanes and balloons of one sort and another, which also don't have to build hundreds of miles of steel track with costs measured in the millions of dollars." This had not been an easy conclusion for David to reach. He was as fond of railroads and the romance of the rails as the next guy. But he ran the numbers, then ran the numbers again. Railroads were good for business in general, but that didn't make them a good business to be in. And David and the board had a responsibility to their investors. The railroad investments were going to be a net loss for the next several years. Eventually they might get most of their money back. They might even make a small profit, on the order of one or two percent a year. That loss would be hidden among the profits from other ventures and the average investor would never realize how much of their investment was being used to buy political favor for the board members of OPM.
"I could go public," David said, but he knew he wouldn't and so did Herr Kunze.
"No, David, you won't do that because it would do nothing but damage OPM and make you a great many enemies, both in the government and in the business community. Besides, I can make a case that OPM is invested in enough other businesses that will benefit from the cheaper transport that rails provide so that even the loss we will take on the railroads themselves will be made up for by the extra profits in our other businesses."
"Maybe," David said. "Eventually. But I can't stand by and let it happen. And it's not just the railroads. Some of the other ventures we have gotten into since I got back from Amsterdam . . ."
"Have had more to do with protecting or profiting the board than profiting the shareholders. I know. You have talked about it before. But they are profiting the shareholders. Profiting them greatly. The price of a share of OPM will go up by over ten percent this year."
"But it could have gone up fifteen. Perhaps twenty."
"Possibly. But you know by now how business gets done."
David looked at this man who had been one of his mentors since before the founding of OPM. "Yes, I do, sir. But it's getting a bit hard to take."
"Then don't take it," Franz Kunze said. "Look, David. You are a young man forced by circumstance into your current role. Don't misunderstand me. You fulfill that role admirably. But, for now, it might be best if you took a leave of absence from the job of CEO of OPM. Go do something else. Take the grand tour, as is custom for young men of your station in life."
"Am I being fired?"
"No, you are not being fired. If you choose to stay, you will be expected to support and implement the board's decision on the railroads and on many other decisions that you disagree with. David, you need a break. I won't make you take it, but I do recommend it."
"I'll think about it, sir."
****
"What am I going to do?" David asked his grandmother.
"What do you want to do?" Delia said. "I'd hire you, but I think you'll be bored silly. Besides, I'd have to make up a job for you. Mary is handing the hotel quite well, and Karl is handling the warehouse. You want to be my investment counselor?"
"Probably not a good idea, Grandma," David said, remembering the fight over the Higgins Hotel.
"Go into the army?" Delia offered as a thought. "Your grandpaw served, your father's stationed in Magdeburg right now. Besides you were in JROTC all the way through high school, and I know it's not West Point or anything, but you took the classes and did all right in them. There's a good chance you could get a commission."
Johan was looking utterly shocked at this suggestion, and David found himself grinning. "What do you think, Johan?"
"I think it's the craziest thing I have heard Frau Higgins ever say and I've heard her say a lot of crazy things over the last three years."
"Starting with 'you're hired,'" Delia Higgins said.
"Yes, that would be the first one," Johan agreed easily. "Hire a former mercenary to guard a fortune in goods. Like I said, crazy. But not as crazy as having young Master David waste his time in the army."
"Why not?" David asked. "If it was good enough for Don Fernando, the Cardinal-Infante of Spain, why isn't it good enough for a poor West Virginia boy who got a little lucky in the market?"
"Don Fernando couldn't have started a sewing machine company."
"I don't think that lack keeps him up nights."
"Probably not, but the Cardinal-Infante was raised to be a soldier."
"And I have had four years of JROTC," David said. "I have as good a military education as half the officers serving in the army right now."
Johan winced visibly. "In a way, you have more military education than ninety percent of them. But in another way, you're as green as any recruit I have ever seen. All your knowledge is book learning. And that's a dangerous mix."
"I've been in the National Guard for almost six months. More if you include the time that the JROTC spent training with the guard."
Johan winced again. "Yes. You have done drill and dress ranks. You have learned to march and salute, and even dig a fox hole. But you have never killed a man or stood in line while hundreds of men tried to kill you."
David felt his mouth firming. He knew that Johan was right, but at the same time Johan was also wrong. He didn't know how he would react in combat, but no one did till they got there. And he did have the book learning. Besides, armies needed support staff. They needed logistics. He had been disappointed when, even before the trip to Amsterdam, the National Guard had accepted him and assigned him to supply. He had been especially upset when he realized it was so they could use his connections to get better gear cheaper. But he had dug in, and the Grantville high school unit of the SoTF National Guard had indeed ended up with good equipment.
"I think I will look into it," David said.
"Not without me, you won't, young Master David."
"I quite agree, assuming the army will allow it," Delia said.
"Really? How do you think Darlene is going to react?"
****
"You're going to do fucking what? Are you out of your mind?"
"I have a duty."
"What duty?"
"I . . ." Johan stopped and tried to think how he could explain to his up-timer wife in a way she would understand. "When I was hungry, they took me in. I was a stranger, and they took me in. The Bible says that in Matthew . . . or something very like it. But it's really true with David and his grandmother. I was a stranger and they invited me in, gave me a place. David is a good boy, well on his way to being a man. But he has very little experience in military matters. He needs someone to look after him and see that he stays out of trouble. And that's my job. It's been my job since the day Delia Higgins took in a stranger to guard the family and look out for them in dealing with down-timers."
"But, Johan, what about your responsibility—your duty—to me and the baby I carry? Don't we count at all? You're going to go off to war and leave us behind, to follow someone who doesn't need you the way we do!"
"Now, don't you be overstating the thing. David's probably going to be stationed right here in Grantville. He's going to see about going full-time in the National Guard of the SoTF, not the USE Army. I'll be home most nights and well . . ." Johan managed to stop before adding, "it means I can avoid changing diapers."
Darlene wasn't exactly thrilled, but Johan made a good case that one, it was his duty and two, it wasn't going to be that bad.
 
January 7, 1635
Johan, in his entire military career, had never worn a uniform of this quality. Truthfully, most of the time, he hadn't worn a uniform at all. But the SoTF and the USE did things differently, or at least they were starting to.
Johan hadn't lied to Darlene when he said that David was going into the Guard not the regular army. Not exactly. . . . Partly it was because the way the up-timers managed things like chain of command was an odd mix of up-time, down-time, and new-time procedures. In the case of the State of Thuringia-Franconia, the permanent-duty National Guard were actually in the national army of the USE. They were just assigned to the guard units. On the other hand, Johan was officially a military auxiliary, not in the regular army per se, which was how the USE Army had decided to treat the personnel hired privately by officers as their servants and batmen. To the best of Johan's knowledge, he was the only person of that status who was hired by an up-timer, but he might well be wrong about that. It didn't affect his fancy new uniform, except for the special patch on his right shoulder that indicated his "outside the normal chain of command" status.
Johan loved his dress blues and he was even pleased with the working greens. Having both dress and undress uniforms was a luxury which affected his first sight of Major Tandy Walker in blue jeans and a shirt and jacket with rank insignia pinned to its collar. Surely the man could do better than that for a uniform!
Major Tandy Walker was a heavyset man in the prime of life, and the natural question that first occurred to Johan on seeing him was: how did a man who was the son of the head of the USE Federal Reserve end up as a base commander of a minor base in the SoTF National Guard? It wasn't a question in this case though, because Johan knew the answer already. Tandy Walker was as prickly as his father and even more straitlaced. He offended people, important people. He was good at the mechanics of the job but he maintained a belief that all down-timers were thieves and ignorant of civilized behavior. He took offense at the tilt of a hat and gave it back just as quickly.
Johan stood in the background, a silent witness and also a reminder—if the uniforms weren't enough—of just how wealthy young Master David was. Johan tended to respect up-timers perhaps a little more than he should. But, in a way, people like Tandy Walker were part of the reason why. A down-timer might well be just as much of a prick, but he would be trying to prove how important he was, not how honorable. The major had clearly not used the post of commandant to his advantage.
****
A few hours later Johan had one arm thrown over the shoulder of Sergeant-soon-to-be-Corporal Franz Beckmann, smiling genially as he explained the new circumstances. Johan had known a hundred Beckmanns in his life. Some had had power over him, and a few he had had power over. They were what the army required, but they needed someone sharp to watch them. That would be Johan's job, while young Master David came up with ways to make this little corner of the army work better.
****
"What do you think, Johan?" David asked, after they'd left Beckmann's domain.
"That depends, sir." Since they were in the army, Johan was calling young Master David "sir," which was military protocol and didn't make the young master quite so uncomfortable. "Do you want to ruin Major Walker and send Beckmann to prison?"
"Not particularly," David said. "In fact, I would like to avoid both those outcomes. If we can do so without too much cost."
"It may cost a bit. Beckmann has been systematically looting the place. I'm sure of that, but it will take a while to figure out just how."
"What will you need?"
"A couple of clerks. I'll take care of it."
****
Beckmann spent the first night after Lieutenant Bartley's arrival sweating bullets. Then Johan Kipper returned the next morning and his worst fears proved insufficient to the occasion. Johan had a pair of clerks with him to do a careful item-by-item check of the contents of the warehouse.
"What happens now, Sergeant Kipper?" Beckmann asked after the clerks got down to it.
"That mostly depends on what you did with the money," Johan said.
"I can cut you in, Sergeant," Beckmann offered desperately, and the sergeant actually laughed.
"Do you know how much I made last year, Franz? Never mind. It's none of your business, anyway. You're small potatoes, as the up-timers would say."
"Then what?"
"That will be up to the lieutenant. We are going to put everything back, Franz. And what we're short of will come out of your hide."
At that point, Franz Beckmann made the biggest mistake of his life. He sighed in relief.
Johan Kipper laughed.
****
Darlene did like a man in uniform. At least, this man in uniform. Also, in a way, Johan seemed happier. He had been a soldier for a very long time and even if the army was different, it was more the sort of job he was used to. Besides, half Johan's reason for being there was to keep David out of combat and that would entail keeping Johan out of combat too. Every morning Johan got up, got dressed, and joined David as they headed off to the camp. The conversations weren't even all that different; logistics and supply are logistics and supply, whether you're dealing with military or business.
****
"Captain Ponte's company has been released," Johan said one morning. Darlene had given up going to Twinlo for breakfast, instead opting to sleep a little later and have breakfast with Johan and often David.
"When did you hear?" David Bartley asked.
"Karl called me last night."
"Do you think they will go for it?"
"Who will go for what?" Darlene asked. This was a new one.
"Ponte is a mercenary captain in the service of Gustav Adolf," Johan told her. "He has a small infantry company, about two hundred men and their dependents. Mostly halberds, only about sixty musketeers. They aren't a bad company, but not first-line troops either. And Gustav has informed them that they are no longer needed. Not with all the CoC-raised regiments."
"Are they friends of yours?"
"Karl is," Johan said, "but though I know a few more of them, Karl is my only real friend in the company."
"Then why the interest? Is this Karl looking for a job? And, by the way, do the Germans have any other names besides Karl?"
"Of course they do, dear," Johan said. "There's Big Karl, little Karl, Squinty-eyed Karl, lots of names."
"I believe that they also have the name Hans. I'm not sure there is a third," David offered with a smile. "I believe that this Karl is actually Dutch, though. Someone you met when you first went in the army, back in the Netherlands?"
"Yes. Karl Aalders. He joined about three years after I did and I introduced him to army life when I still thought it was glorious. It took me awhile to realize that we were just paid killers."
There was a world of regret in that sentence, and David cleared his throat. "Karl Aalders got in touch with Johan six months ago, wondering if he was the same Johan Kipper and it turned out he was. It seemed that Ponte was starting to worry about his company's future and didn't want to work for the Hapsburgs."
"Not didn't want to. Couldn't," Johan corrected. "There was some sort of a scandal. Karl insists that it wasn't Ponte's fault. The girl liked his looks and things got out of hand."
David snorted. "I met Giuseppe Ponte last month in Magdeburg. Wavy black hair with gray wings at the temples. I bet the girl did like his looks. Even Sarah took a second look at him. Then talked about his 'Latin flair.' To me he just seemed like he was a bit full of himself."
"According to Karl, he cares about his troops and their families," Johan said.
"Yes, I think he does. That's why I'm considering it. He is a Roman Catholic who commands a troop of Lutherans and Calvinists and they all seem to get along pretty well. Well enough that they want to stay together."
"Karl was looking to get hired as a company to act as guards for the various Higgins enterprises. We didn't have enough guard positions for a company half that size, and most of the ones we did have were already filled. But I said I would look into it and see if I could find anything.
"About that time, I had my little argument with the board of directors and Giuseppe Ponte offered to sell me his company and stay on as my executive and training officer, so that if I should choose to go into the army, I would do so with a rank commensurate to my station. And he was hoping that with me buying the company and equipping them with modern weapons, they wouldn't be deactivated."
"That's actually pretty clever," Darlene said. "Of course, if you had taken Johan off to Magdeburg, I would have had you assassinated."
David gulped theatrically, then grinned at her. "Yes, it was clever and I was almost tempted. But I have no desire to be a mercenary captain. What did occur to me was that a military company might make a cohesive work force for other projects. I suggested that to Captain Ponte, but he still wanted to have his rank."
"I can sort of understand that. He has invested everything he owns into the company and he doesn't have anyplace else to go," Johan said.
"That's sad," Darlene said.
"Yes, but I'm not sure if I can get him to see reason, even now."
"Perhaps you won't have to," Johan said.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, you're in the regular army, but assigned to the SoTF National Guard. What about getting their company into the National Guard?"
"Won't pay the bills. A weekend a month simply won't pay his people enough to get by on."
"But it will let the captain keep his rank. And if we find regular work for them the rest of the time . . ."
"Doing what?"
"You were talking about needing uniforms," Darlene said. "Why not set up a ready-to-wear clothing factory and make uniforms for the SoTF National Guard?"
"That's a good idea," David said, cautiously. "I'm not sure that the SoTF Guard would be enough of a customer, but we might be able to get extra contracts."
"Why don't you call your friend and see what he thinks?"
****
For a week the clerks and Johan Kipper went over Beckmann's books and the contents of the warehouse, then came the return of David Bartley.
****
"Time to call the cops?" Johan asked and Franz Beckmann swallowed
"Not just yet," David said. "Sergeant Beckmann strikes me as a saving sort of fellow. Not the type to blow his ill-gotten gains on wild women and drink."
Johan looked over at the sweating sergeant. "Could be. Not that it matters. After he's arrested, they will seize his assets."
The icy blue eyes of Lieutenant David Bartley turned on Franz and any thought that Beckmann might have had that the up-timer was soft disappeared. "Tell me, Sergeant Beckmann," the cold-eyed young man asked, "do you invest in the stock market?" A very short pause as the eyes locked onto his, ''Yes, I can see that you do. You know, Sergeant, they keep quite good records of stock transactions, with computers. Brokers record who they were buying stock from and for. It's not nearly as good a place to hide money as most people seem to think . . ."
Franz Beckmann knew he was trapped, but the officer was still talking.
"There are three options open to you, Sergeant. First is: if you don't cooperate, you are arrested, the forensic accountants go over your books and dig out every dime you have stolen and every dime that you have made from investing your ill-gotten gains, and seize the whole works. Then you go to prison and come out in several years—a poorer but, hopefully, wiser man.
"Option two: come clean with me, make good the missing gear in the form of cash and stocks of equivalent value and a fine to go into company funds. Accept company punishment. You will certainly lose a stripe."
"What's the third option?" Franz asked. He had to know.
And the young man winced in mock sympathy. "The third option is if you try to fake us out. If you pretend to cooperate, but keep some back."
"What happens then?"
"I let Johan deal with that."
And behind David Bartley, Johan Kipper smiled, showing perfect false teeth in a perfect false smile in a worn and damaged face. And his eyes were even colder than David Bartley's icy blue ones.
Sergeant Beckmann looked into those two sets of eyes. He was good at reading people and he thought there was a chance that David Bartley was bluffing. That Bartley might not catch him if he hid just a bit for himself. Then he looked into Johan Kipper's eyes . . . and chose option two.
Sergeant Beckmann sold his entire portfolio for one dollar and other valuable considerations. Part of those other valuable considerations was keeping from going to jail. But on the upside, Lieutenant Bartley would sign off on the original set of books and pay for the replacement of the goods out of his own pocket. The rest of the money would pay his fine to the company and then go toward the uniforms that the SoTF reserves would need.
****
"Well, Captain Ponte, how do you like Gorndorf?" Johan asked.
"It's a village. I know that your Signor Bartley is planning improvements and the women like the idea of having their own gardens, but we are not farmers."
"I know. Most of the fields are going to be rented to up-time farmers, though we are keeping enough for some gardens. No, this is going to be a company town. There will be the clothing factory where the sewing machines and pattern tables and cutting tools are set up. The idea will be to produce good clothing very cheaply."
"I know. Signor Bartley explained about the uniforms and the civilian wear you are hoping to make. It's just not what I was hoping for."
"One weekend a month, you will be training and Lieutenant Bartley approves of one day a week of extra training. The company will stay in good form."
"One day a week and one weekend a month is nothing like enough training to keep them sharp. It's barely enough to keep the rust off."
Which Johan knew was true, but these were to be National Guard troops, not regulars. If they got called up, they would have some warning. And they were already an experienced company. They wouldn't break, not after what most of them had seen. Besides . . . "You and your officers and sergeants get to keep your rank. It's just in the SoTF National Guard now. With the income from the clothing company, you will be making as much as you were as a mercenary company." Johan didn't lose his patience, but it was getting a little frayed. "Captain Ponte, you have received a stroke of great good fortune, one that allows you to stay with your company and allows them to make a living. And even keep their military honors. Don't blow that good fortune by whining that everything is not just as you would prefer."
****
"So, how is he taking it?" David asked.
Johan knew that David let Johan handle Captain Ponte because of David's youth and Johan's military experience. There were a number of things that the haughty Italian captain would take from an old soldier that he wouldn't from a stripling youth, no matter that it was the stripling who was paying the bills. "He'll get over it. And the company is settling in well enough. The hemp-mix fabrics are strong and not uncomfortable, and the women have gotten used to the sewing machines."
"What about guns?"
"We will be using the SRG."
"I hate that. Especially considering the French Cardinal rifles. I don't like our people being out-gunned."
"Neither do I, sir, but this is a second-line unit. The new rifles are going to the regular army and they don't have enough."
David grunted.
****
"Do you really think that David Bartley is right about Saxony attacking us here?" Darlene asked Johan late one evening. They had just finished having supper in their suite and were snuggling on the couch.
"No."
"Then why?"
"Because it's much better to be prepared for what doesn't happen than to be unprepared for what does. And, besides, it keeps the boy busy and productive. You do realize that Ponte Clothing is going to turn a nice profit? Most of that profit isn't going to come from the uniform sales to the guard. It's going to come from Wishbook sales."
"How does that work?" Darlene asked.
"We put together the factory to get the uniforms, but once it was in place the fixed costs were already taken care of and the factory and workers were there. So we turn out simple, solid, basic clothing at a fraction of the cost that a tailor could charge. The clothing we sell will be the first set of new clothing that most of our customers will ever have owned. Most of them will have spent their lives never once buying a new pair of pants. Now they can, and for not that much more than used or twice-used clothing would have cost them before."
"I guess we really are making a difference. Sometimes it doesn't seem like it, but I guess we are."
A lot of people are going to avoid frostbite because of our winter clothing line this year. David remembered seeing pictures of something called a telogreika, a Russian winter jacket and pants. He talked to Bruno, and they worked out a design. If we have to fight a war in the winter, our people will be warm. And if we don't, a lot of farmers will still be warm.
"What do the twins have you working on?"
"Brushes for generators, and we have a new recipe for General Tso's chicken." Darlene grinned. "I'm not sure if it tastes like the real thing, but then again, I'm not sure that what I had in West Virginia up-time tasted like the Chinese version, so who cares? It tastes good and the customers like it."
 
June, 1635
"I'm being transferred," David said, trying manfully to hide his smile. "I'm to be on General Stearns' staff in the Third Division."
Darlene was having no difficulty suppressing a smile. She doubted if she could call one up if her life depended on it. And the fact that she was eight months pregnant, looked like a whale, and was sure that Johan would follow the little creep into the regular army didn't help. But she didn't say anything. Now was not the time.
****
"You're not going," Darlene said. "I'm about to have a baby and I need you here."
Johan looked at his beautiful, much younger, wife and was very tempted to stay right here. No one could make him go. Young Master David wouldn't even ask him to go. But "on the general's staff" wasn't all that safe a place to be in the seventeenth century and Johan knew that perfectly well, having grown up and lived his life in a world where generals and their staffs led cavalry charges. He remembered the day he had arrived and the discussion that he and the then fourteen-year-old David Bartley had had. Up-timers were good people, but they needed taking care of and Darlene would be right here in Grantville with the best doctors and support in the world. David, on the other hand, would be out on what Frank Jackson called "the sharp end." Johan had to go, much as he didn't want to. For Darlene's sake, Johan had to. But how could explain it to her . . .
"In all the time I served in the armies that fought across Europe from the time I was fifteen, I never fought for a cause. I fought for the money. It was just a job. David is going to fight for the USE. And even if we end up fighting Poland after we take out Saxony, the USE is still something worth fighting for. And the sort of serfdom they have in Poland is something worth fighting against."
"You're going because the so-called emperor is pissed off at his brother-in-law. That's all this is about. Gustav doesn't have as much territory as he wants. He never will have as much as he wants. What's next? Russia?"
"No. I'm going because the USE is involved. And for that matter, the emperor has every right to be more than annoyed with his brother-in-law and with John George of Saxony. I haven't studied as much of your up-timer history as young Master David has, but the JROTC course spent quite a bit of time on your American Civil War. When the southern states seceded, what would have happened to America if the north had let them go? That has been a major topic of discussion since Saxony and Brandenburg effectively seceded from the USE."
"I heard something about that argument," Darlene conceded. "But I don't remember them coming to any conclusion."
"That's because getting a couple of Civil War buffs to agree on what color uniforms were worn by the blue and the gray is the next best thing to impossible. But what David thinks and what I think after listening to them argue is that once the precedent of secession was established, it wouldn't have stopped either in the north or the south. States would have seceded over anything from fishing rights to how they packed a mule. And the United States would have ceased to be united in any real sense."
"That sort of makes sense, but I don't recall hearing much about that conclusion up-time."
"From what I understand, it's gained popularity mostly since Saxony and Brandenburg seceded, so you wouldn't have. But what people are afraid of, at least what David and I are afraid of, is that if Gustav decides to be conciliatory and let Saxony and Brandenburg go, it will spell the end of the USE. Not this year, and probably not next, but other provinces will start seceding or threatening to secede any time the crown or central government does anything they don't like. It wouldn't take much of that to end the USE before it got going."
"Fine. Saxony and Brandenburg have to be forced back into the union, but why do you have to do it? Why does David Bartley have to do it, for that matter? If we were up-time, someone like David wouldn't have been drafted. Not in Vietnam, not even in WWII. They would have taken one look and said 'deferred to vital civilian occupation.'"
"David was fourteen at the Battle of the Crapper. Fifteen at the Battle of Jena and when he stood on the bleachers in the high school gym while Jeff Higgins and Principal Len Trout stood against the Croats," Johan told her. "The West Virginia tradition of service is not dead in the down-time world and, well, I don't think David could live with himself if he sat back getting rich while others did the dying. Darlene, when the kids started HSMC, it wasn't because they were trying to get rich. It was because Sarah Wendell explained to them her parent's worries about living on capital. It was done to support their families but even more to support Grantville and the up-timers. It was all they could do to defend Grantville."
"And you?"
"They took me in and made me rich, gave me a place and opportunity. How much less of a man than David would you have me be?"
Darlene sighed. "I'm not happy about this. But I do get it. So, go if you feel you have to. But one of these days, you're going to realize that you are just as important as David Bartley. And you're more important to me than he is."
She struggled to stand, all eight months of pregnancy showing. "I'm going to be really pissed off if you get killed."
****
Johan followed David into the club in Magdeburg. It was actually the Navy Club because Admiral Simpson had established it. But it was quite a nice place and the officers of the army frequented it as well. David was looking around for someone he knew but not finding anyone. Johan looked around too, and found a few familiar faces, people that he recognized from a few years earlier when for a time his unit had been serving with Gustav Adolf. But while he knew a few, none would know him. What officer is going to remember a private that paraded by them at this or that battle or review?
"It seems a bit crowded," David said, and Johan nodded. The place was packed. Magdeburg was the primary staging area for the move into Saxony and the whole city was crowded with military personnel. Any military club was going to be packed.
There was a wave from a table and David looked behind himself to see who was being waved at. No one was there. Then David headed toward the waver, who was holding an opened seat for him.
"You're Bartley, aren't you?" said a major with bright orange muttonchop sideburns.
"Yes, sir. Lieutenant David Bartley."
"Thought so, Lieutenant. We may be related. I'm Major David Barclay. Not quite the same, I grant, but the spelling could have changed over the years. It was the name, though, that struck me first a few months ago when I saw it in The Street. So what is a member of the new capitalist class doing in the army? It's not like you're here to make your fortune like I am."
Young Master David blushed a bit, Johan noticed, but there was no noticeable hesitation. "Civic duty, I guess. Someone's got to and it might as well be me."
The major, who Johan guessed to be in his mid-twenties, gave young Master David a sharp look that turned into a more measuring look. Then he nodded. "Good answer, lad, and makes me a little ashamed of my own motives. I was here a bit to defend Protestantism, but mostly to make my fortune, as I said. And that's honestly still why I'm here."
"There is nothing wrong with making a fortune that I am aware of, sir," David said with a smile. "If nothing else, it gives you the opportunity to do more. This is Johan Kipper, my aide."
Johan gave David a look that said, clear as if he had shouted it, that there was no reason for David to introduce him, then said, "Major," with a brief nod and a brace to not quite attention. But it wasn't really true that there was no need for an introduction, and Johan knew it. David sometimes introduced Johan to people specifically to see how they would react. It was a fairly good barometer of how they were dealing with the new rules. Major Barclay seemed to be adjusting well enough. He simply smiled and said, "Sergeant Kipper."
"So where are you stationed, Major Barclay?" Lieutenant David Bartley asked.
"I was just transferred to Third Division. Black Falcon Regiment commanded by Colonel Friedrich Eichelberger. I am to be their ess four. Do you happen to know what an ess four is supposed to be?"
"'S' stands for staff, four is logistics. Supply, not to put too fine point on it."
"Well, that's good. I was in supply before and I have found I have something of a knack for it."
That wasn't, from David Bartley's point of view, an overwhelmingly good thing. The question was whether Major Barclay had a knack for making sure his unit was supplied or making sure that his pockets got lined. Of course, there was no law that said it couldn't be both. David could live with both, though Major Barclay was unlikely to find as many ways to line his pockets as in the old-style army. David took a quick look at the man. He was well, but not extravagantly, dressed and was a bit on the portly side, but not overly so. "We will probably meet sometimes. I'm assigned to Colonel McAdam, the S4 for the Third Division."
"What do you do there?"
"I don't know yet, sir. I just arrived today and will be meeting him tomorrow."
****
As it turned out, David Bartley had rather less contact with Major Barclay than Johan did. David was much too busy with the special assignment that Colonel McAdam had given him to do the coordinating that was his official job. That fell to Johan and Sergeant Beckmann, who had come with David at Major Walker's insistence. "I don't want your tame crook anywhere near supplies without you there to watch him," Major Walker had said in his usual acerbic way. Actually, David wished he could have brought his company, but they were strictly National Guard. And, besides, they were doing quite well making clothing.
Johan, on the other hand, ended up doing most of the coordinating with the various brigade and regimental supply offices. Mostly through the supply sergeants. But not in the case of Major Barclay.
"So tell me, Sergeant, how does Lieutenant Bartley do it?" Major Barclay asked after he had invited Johan to sit and offered him a small beer.
Johan had been expecting that question or one basically like it. The smart ones always asked him that. "In large part, it's the way he sees the world, sir. He was born up-time and spent his first few years there, but was still young enough to adapt to down-time ways and he has come to understand how things work in both worlds, so he sees how they fit. And how they don't."
"Not something that could be readily picked up?"
Now that wasn't a question Johan was expecting. "No, sir, I don't think so."
"Yet you seem to have done quite well?"
"That's different," Johan said, then stopped. "You know, sir, I think there is something else to young Master David's success. He has a talent for picking people and then letting them do what they do without interfering. No, that's not it. He smooths the way."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"I'm a pretty good bargainer, sir." Johan smiled. "Delia Higgins, David's grandmother, says I bargain like a fishwife. Whatever that means. When I am bargaining with someone and most other up-timers are there, they will explain how this or that works and it can make the bargaining difficult, but David will watch what I am doing without seeming to and back my play."
The major nodded, and Johan realized that the major had some of what David had. Or something, anyway. This wasn't the sort of conversation Johan had been expecting and he hadn't meant to let so much out. "What did you wish to discuss, Major?"
"The powder consignment is fine, but the cartridge papers are short. We are going to need those if we are going to get the cartridges made up before we march," Major Barclay said. "But that's just the official reason. My real question, Sergeant, is: do you think you could get me into some of the lieutenant's projects? The whole brigade has heard about Jeff Higgins' good luck."
"I doubt that Captain Higgins is thrilled to have the world learn he is a millionaire, sir."
"Probably not, but there is no way something like that stays secret. And in this case, there was no way that how it happened was going to remain secret, either."
Well, that was true enough, Johan thought, and if there was one thing he had learned it was that success bred success. HSMC had made OPM possible and OPM had made any number of companies possible because the money to make that initial investment was easily available. That aura of success had apparently followed young Master David into the army. Which wasn't necessarily a good thing. There were going to be people trying to get into the good thing, just as there had been back in Grantville. The fact that some of those people were going to outrank David Bartley by a considerable margin could be a real problem. At least Major Barclay was being polite about it. So far, anyway. "I understand, Major, and I'll see what I can do. But we have only just arrived and young Master David is very busy arranging for foodstuffs to be available to Third Division as we head into Saxony."
****
"How do you do, Herr Krause?" David said. "I'm here to talk to you about arranging shipments of grain for Third Division."
"So I gathered, Herr Bartley. What I don't understand is what David Bartley is doing pretending to be a lieutenant in the army." Herr Krause was apparently a plain-spoken man and David responded in kind.
"Not pretending, sir. I am Lieutenant Bartley."
"That's a shame, son. I could use David Bartley, the man of affairs. Lieutenant Bartley isn't someone I would even bother to meet with."
"But Lieutenant Bartley is authorized to guarantee payment for goods delivered to the Third Division. And a division has a lot of mouths to feed and needs a lot of rye."
"Sure, son. But what are you going to pay me in?"
"American dollars."
"You mean the new USE dollars, don't you?"
"Yes, but if you would prefer I can get you silver. Though there will be an additional charge for the trouble."
Krause snorted. "You mean that they are already discounting the USE dollars, don't you, son?"
"No, sir. The surcharge for using silver goes both ways. You want to buy something and bring us silver, there is the same surcharge. We work from the most recent exchange rate on the Magdeburg market."
Krause tilted his head. "You're not bluffing, are you, boy? You really think the USE money is going to be just as good as the American dollars?"
"Yes, I do."
"What about Gustav Adolf?"
"What about him?"
"He has an army to field. He needs money. Giving him the keys to the printing house that prints money is like giving a drunk the keys to the winery."
"I know Coleman Walker, sir." David found himself grinning at the man. "It would take more than one of Gustav Adolf's armies to make him see reason. The biggest issue we are going to face is not enough money. We absolutely won't have too much."
"Huh? What do you mean?"
"Coleman Walker is a fiscal conservative, and the more he's pushed, the more conservative he gets. He didn't want to issue enough money to support the goods that we had with us in the Ring of Fire and he didn't want to issue enough money to support the new goods we were producing. His policies are delaying development because there isn't enough money to support the economy we have now. That's why the American dollar keeps going up," David said. "And he's certainly not going to want to issue enough money to support the economy of the USE as a whole. So there is likely to be a continuing shortage of money."
"If you people aren't issuing enough money, how are you running your business?"
"With Dutch guilders, Spanish doubloons, Holy Roman Empire riksthalers. Which isn't doing good things to the economies of those places."
Herr Krause didn't look convinced. David understood that. Most people thought of money as having some sort of intrinsic value, especially in the seventeenth-century world of silver and, occasionally, gold coins. "Don't worry about it, Herr Krause. If you don't want American dollars, I'm happy enough to give you silver and let you pay a surcharge when you get the silver from me and another when you have to turn it back into American dollars to buy the stuff you want."
"I don't want silver, son," Krause said. "I want steam engines and reapers and water pumps. That's why I'm here in Magdeburg with a chest full of silver riksthalers, which aren't buying me a cursed thing.
" 'There is a six month waiting list, Herr Krause.' 'There aren't any of those available, Herr Krause.' 'Check back in a few weeks, we are hoping for a new shipment then.' I have been—" Herr Krause threw up his hands, his frustration showing through his cynical persona.
"I was hoping that Herr Bartley of OPM could help me acquire some reapers, perhaps some seed. Maize would be very good. Instead, I have Lieutenant Bartley offering me silver, which won't buy me anything and assuring me that paper is even better. But, Lieutenant Bartley, paper American dollars won't buy me reapers, either. There are no reapers to be had, not for silver or paper."
David smiled. "As it happens, I know the owners of USE Steel. I imagine something could be worked out."
That meeting set the pattern. It wasn't universal, but David was increasingly finding people who were willing to pay a premium to "get it now." And that allowed him to get good deals for goods to be picked up in Saxony to supplement what they were getting from the logistics train.
****
"How are you doing, Darlene?" Delia Higgins asked as Darlene tried to maneuver into a chair. It was getting close to her due date, and she was spending a lot of time shifting from one uncomfortable position to the next.
"Well, if the baby would quit playing kickball with my bladder, I would be a lot more comfortable," Darlene said. They were in the dining room of the Higgins Hotel, mostly because Darlene wasn't willing to just sit in her room. She had finally started her maternity leave because of how soon the baby was expected, but now she was going stir crazy. "It's all Johan's fault, and now he has run off to the army like a little kid running off to join the circus."
"Somehow, Johan doesn't strike me as the running-off sort."
"Maybe not. But I don't get how the down-timers react to us."
"How do you mean?" Delia asked.
Darlene hadn't known Delia Higgins up-time, hadn't met her till she had moved into the hotel with Johan, so Darlene wasn't sure just how to explain what she meant. Especially since David Bartley was Delia's grandson.
"'Young Master David.' Johan is a perfectly capable man. There is no reason in the world for him to follow your grandson around, cap in hand."
"Interesting you should put it that way," Delia said. "He arrived at our door, quite literally, cap in hand. And a pretty ragged cap it was too. There are as many ways of responding to up-timers as there are down-timers. You get the ones like Gretchen Richter, who are more up-timer than the up-timers about the equality of all men. Then you get the ones who think of up-timers as a sort of curious peasant with a few special skills. But the way Johan acts toward us isn't that unusual. He grew up in a world where the classes were a lot more distinct and a lot more fixed than ours are. And there was no way our arrival was going to throw that training out the window. Instead, he fit us into it. We became the nobility—the way nobility was supposed to be. The funny thing is . . . well, at least the thing I hadn't thought about, was that it doesn't blind him to our faults, not at all. He is perfectly aware that he is a better bargainer than I am, or even than David is, though he's spent the last four years giving David an advanced course in bargaining."
"Fine. He likes you. I can accept that. And he is fond of David, sort of like David is his son or nephew or something. But why the deference?"
"Because that's what he's comfortable with," Delia said, with some asperity. "Don't think I didn't try to get him to stop. Well, I gave up pretty fast and I never threatened to fire him or anything over it. He just is who he is and I've learned to respect that." She gave Darlene a hard look. "If your marriage is going to work, you're going to have to learn to respect it too."
Darlene wasn't the least bit pleased with the lecture. "Does that mean he has to follow David off into the army when I'm nine months pregnant?"
"I think that's as much about the USE as it is about David," Delia said thoughtfully. "Not every one who is dedicated to the new nation we are trying to build here is a firebrand. Johan spent most of his life as a soldier. He's doing his bit. Just like David is."
"You don't think he'd have gone if David hadn't?" Darlene asked.
"Maybe not. No, probably not. But that's not the same thing as him following David into the army. His deference to David—" Delia paused. "I think he uses David as sort of a moral check. As his guide into the morality of the twentieth century."
****
"You have a telegraph message, Sergeant," said the runner.
"From?" Johan asked. He received quite a few of them in the course of business.
"Grantville."
Johan took the folded sheet and signed the kid's book, then flipped it open
 
BORN 12:37 AM JULY 9 1635 A BOY
8 LBS, 6 OZ, 22 IN. HANS DAVID KIPPER
AND YOU MISSED IT
DARLENE
 
To be continued . . .
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Chapter 10: Season's opening
We, Johann Ernst, Duke of Saxe-Eisenach and Jülich-Kleve-Berg, Hereditary Governor of West Thuringia County, SoTF, USE, want to make known that the first official presentation of the Wartburg reconstruction project will be held in the opening meeting of this year's Spring Session of the Parliament of the County.
If weather allows, this will be on
May 15/5, 1634
Visitors may attend, but as the space in the assembly room of the Parliament in the Stadtschloss in Eisenach is limited, tickets will be given out on a first-come-first-served basis by the office of the County Government on written request.
Given Eisenach,		 Aprilis 15/5, Anno Domini 1634
 
Assembly Hall of the Parliament, Stadtschloss, Eisenach, Thuringia
May 15, 1634
Johannes Götzius, MPWT, was annoyed. Very annoyed. It seemed wrong that the duke, the "Hereditary Governor," announced the Wartburg project before consulting the General Superintendent of Eisenach. It was something of a relapse into the feudal habits of the Middle Ages. The reconstruction of the Wartburg, one of the major symbols of the Reformation, should be significantly directed by the Lutheran church.
The duke had too many contacts with these Americans, showed many too many of their "democratic" and sectarian customs. The master carpenter for the project was a Catholic from Bavaria. The master mason a Calvinist from the Palatinate. That was not right. He should have given these positions to the Lutheran subjects of his own principality.
So the first thing for the Spring Session was to adopt a law to force the duke to use only Lutheran citizens of the duchy for leading posts. The other members of the Parliament—or MPWTs as they were called, "Mitglieder des Parlaments von West-Thüringen"—from the consistory would certainly support this. And Götzius could certainly get the craftsmen on his side, since they made up the biggest part of the untitled delegates. So the majority of votes should be safe.
****
Georg Burggraf von Kirchberg, Herr zu Farrenroda, MPWT, was annoyed. Very annoyed. It seemed wrong that the duke, the "Hereditary Governor," announced the Wartburg project before consulting the nobles in his realm and especially in the Parliament. It had something of a "forelapse" into the absolutistic habits of the eighteenth century the burgrave had read about. Not that this new model of sovereignty didn't seem appropriate for the future. But, at the moment, the nobles still had something to say in this duchy. Especially when it came to funding of large projects. Georg could already see a new tax hike on the horizon.
But that could still be avoided. And the new time and the new constitution gave the nobles an even better handle to do this within the Parliament.
So the first thing for the Spring Session was to adopt a law to force the duke into not raising a new tax for the project, so they could prevent him from issuing a proclamation. And afterward, the nobles could negotiate with him on how he could get that money, in exchange for increased privileges. If they could manage to get some of the commoners in the Parliament, especially the well-off craftsmen and burghers of Eisenach and Gotha on their side, all would go well. So the majority of votes should be safe.
****
Meister Reinhard Steinmetz, MPWT, was annoyed. Very annoyed. Since the duke had finally announced his project—in Reinhard's opinion much too late—members of all the other factions of the Parliament had appeared in his shop.
Superintendent Götzius had been first, like nearly always, with his young Substitut Caspar Rebhan in tow. He had babbled something of foreign invasions into the project, especially from the Catholics and Calvinists. Reinhard was too polite to call him the words that had entered his mind at that moment. Instead, he had tried to explain the concept of external consultants to him.
The fact that Frau von Pasqualini had used her Grantville connections to get a master mason into the project, a mason who already had two years of experience in building with concrete, not only saved them the money and the time to take courses in Grantville. It also enabled the Eisenach masters to get their journeymen and apprentices the same education, free of charge.
After this project, they would be the only ones, apart from Grantville and perhaps Magdeburg, with such knowhow.
Moreover, these specialists were far from being the leading craftsmen. Frau von Pasqualini had emphasized that they didn't have the authority to give orders to any of the other masters or their journeymen, apart from their specialist field. Directing the casting of a concrete pillar, yes. Telling the masters when to appear on site, no.
And the fact that Ande, Xaver and Jörg were extremely likeable guys added an enormous amount to their reputation. When they appeared with their wagons, their families and—especially—a barrel of Eisenacher Bräu to celebrate their debuts, everything was clear. And their women's involvement in the chronically shorthanded kitchen had pushed the lunch variety in the small village to new zeniths.
Whether they were Catholics, Calvinists, Jews, or Turks had no meaning on a construction site.
So why should Reinhard support a law to forbid something the duke didn't even intend? All the other untitled MPWTs Reinhard had contacted in the meantime supported him wholeheartedly.
He had no choice but to let Götzius talk, and shared an uneasy smile with Caspar Rebhan.
****
Soon afterward the burgrave of Kirchberg made his appearance. He was the one who had contracted craftsmen from Hesse for the rebuilding of his water castle in Farrenroda. Back then, he had rejected the Eisenachers as "too expensive," but Reinhard heard that one of the new walls had already collapsed, when the water around the castle had risen too much in early spring.
So why should Reinhard support this arrogant noble? Even if the duke intended a new tax. And that was not likely. Reinhard had delivered his cost estimate for a barrel vault and the outcome was that the new building method would take only a fraction of the time and the necessary people, even if the materials might be much more expensive compared to piling up stones.
Since the Catholic monastery in Gerode funded the new factory for producing Eichsfeld-Zement with money from the prince-archbishop of Mainz, the calculated prices for concrete dropped substantially. Even with the additional cost of building a cast-iron-coated wooden horse-railway from the lime quarry of Deuna to the factory and to Eisenach.
At the moment, Reinhard had no intention of worsening the connections to the Catholics. As long as Xaver did not force the others to make the sign of a cross after the grace—and that was really not likely—Reinhard could bear his unintelligible dialect. And his occasional temper tantrums.
Reinhard had to smile. The word "Saupreiss" had entered the common vocabulary of all craftsmen at the Wartburg immediately.
The times were changing, but nobles didn't change. Most of them at least. And von Kirchberg was a role model for this. Reinhard had needed much more self-restraint to stay polite than with Götzius. In the end, he had started to recapitulate the drying times for concrete pillars in dependency of the ambient temperature and the dimensions, while the burgrave was still speaking of the new absolutism Duke Johann Ernst was bringing into his realm.
And as Reinhard now saw these two Saupreissn approach him from different directions, his good mood rapidly deteriorated. Only the bell can save me now—Gottseidank!
Exactly that happened. The big bell rang. The meeting was about to begin.
****
After all MPWTs and guests had taken seats, the bell rang for the second time. Everybody rose, and Philip Berck and his two assessors appeared in the side entrance. The former chancellor of the duke's government had been appointed president of the Parliament, and he and the two old lawyers who had already worked with him in the negotiations of the duchy split in 1596, made their slow way to their elevated places.
The standing orders of the Parliament commanded everybody in the room to stand in complete silence until the president allowed them to take seats. Some of the younger MPWTs already wanted to change that, but the others had no problem to be given one or two—or more, depending on the current state of Berck's gout—minutes to gather themselves.
When the old men had reached their places, Berck nodded into the direction of Götzius. The Superintendent walked two steps into the middle and turned.
"In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit. Amen. Oh Lord, we ask for wisdom and . . ."
After more rogations came the relieving "Amen," and finally Berck's sign to be seated.
The old sage cleared his throat. "Gentlemen—and ladies in the visitors' rows—welcome to the opening meeting of the fifth regular session of the first Parliament of the County of West Thuringia.
"Since you all attend today on the basis of the invitation the hereditary governor sent out last month, it will pose no surprise to you that today's meeting will be in its total reserved for the presentation and discussion of the Wartburg project."
Berck cleared his throat again. "I have been informed that the presentation itself will take about one hour. We will have a short break afterward, and then the first round of questions and answers reserved for the members of Parliament. The lunch break will be at noon, and we shall meet again at two in the afternoon. We will then have, at most, three more hours for the visitors to ask questions. These must be formulated, written, and delivered to the Parliament's servants during the break before the respective hour.
"I," the old man raised his professional voice, "will immediately expel any visitor who starts an argument or behaves inappropriately during the meeting. Furthermore, I want to remind the members that I'm allowed to do the same to them for excessively annoying behavior. So I hereby declare that continuing argument after the first official warning will be considered as excessively annoying behavior today.
"Your Excellency, you may begin."
Johann Ernst, Herzog von Sachsen-Eisenach und Jülich-Kleve-Berg, Erbgouverneur des Kreises West-Thüringen im Land Thüringen-Franken der Vereinigten Staaten von Europa, rose and walked at a measured step to the speaker's desk in front of Berck's raised seat.
He put down the sheets of paper he had held and laboriously put on his reading spectacles. Looking over the rim, he turned. "Mr. President," turned back and smiled, "Members of the Parliament, ladies and gentlemen. I'm proud to present a project this world has not seen since the erection of the pyramids."
He nodded to the main entrance. Both wings of the door were opened by the servants, and then a large table appeared soundlessly, as if drawn by an invisible hand. A big white sheet covered the table and all the contraptions it contained.
Johann could not suppress a grin while the table made its way to the center of the room. They had worked the whole of the last two weeks on that surprise. Fortunately, Xaver had owned four original up-time rubber furniture rollers, which could be put under the table's legs to make it move noiselessly. And Jörg had installed an electric motor and a big wet cell to power it. They practiced the whole day long before they managed to move it straight. Some vases in the long corridor of the Stadtschloss had been in enormous danger.
Nearly every person in the room, the twenty-five members of the Parliament, the seventy-five visitors, and most of the servants at the entrances craned their necks. Some envoys of the archbishop of Mainz even made the sign of the cross. Then, grinning, Jörg appeared in his best Sunday suit, holding a box before his belly, strapped around his neck, with several large buttons in different colors on it.
The people in the first rows, who could see the floor between the table and Jörg, were able to notice a bundle of wires connecting his box to the table. But to the others it appeared as a wonder.
When the table eventually reached the free space in front of the speaker's desk, Jörg pushed a button and it stopped. Four servants approached and positioned themselves to the four corners of the table. Then, on a new nod from the governor, they lifted the white sheet and pulled it away.
They revealed a wooden model of the Wartburg, ten feet long, and three feet across.
"This," Johann continued. "Is the appearance of the Wartburg in summer 1632, before Eisenach was attacked by the Spaniards, and the Americans had to lure them into the Wartburg."
He waited, until every person in this room had taken seat again.
"Then the night came." Someone switched off all electric lights in the assembly hall. "And with the dawn came the fire." Johann took a deep breath and delivered a quick silent prayer. In two of the fifty tries they had made, this effect had failed.
In the darkness, Jörg pushed a button and an electric spark ignited a fuse cord. It took only a couple of seconds, then with a whoosh, the whole castle burnt with a single flame.
The nitrocellulose from Brennerei und Chemiefabrik Schwarza had not been cheap, but the company had accepted it as a challenge to provide it in time for the presentation. They had used more pulp to suppress the explosion and deliver only a fast flame.
And it worked. Despite their appearance, the roofs and upper parts of most of the model's buildings had been made from thin brown paper and not from wood. They had glued gunpowder to the outer walls of the buildings, which now also burned and blackened them.
When the lights went on again, all the spectators could see the wreckage. Most of the buildings were completely or partially damaged; only the southern tower stood uninjured. Some servants appeared with small bellows and brooms to push the smoke and ash away.
"What we can see now," Johann grinned relieved, "is the condition the up-timers call a write-off. Nearly all newer buildings were made of half-timber and completely burnt. The only standing parts are the Bergfried—"
Jörg now had a long thin rod in his hand and pointed to the mentioned buildings.
"—and the Palas, both burnt, and only the walls standing, and the southern tower, totally spared by the inferno.
"If we wanted to erect another medieval castle, the damage would not be total. The castles back then were occasionally burnt and the three old buildings that withstood this fire here have been the core for a rebuild of the Wartburg several times.
"Aber wir brauchen keine Burg." Johann thundered each word of the sentence "But we don't need a castle," slowly over the heads of the audience.
Loudly he continued: "USE General Frank Jackson is quoted with the words 'A castle is a castle is a castle. Just a robbers' den, far as I'm concerned.' I would not subscribe to this in regard to the Wartburg but, all things considered, he is right. From a soldier's point of view, especially from a Spaniard's, castles have turned from safe shelter to deadly mousetraps."
Then softer to Jörg: "No, we don't want to demonstrate this. Leave the poor mouse in its box."
The audience, which had been caught off-guard by the loud sentence, now burst into laughter. Johann had rehearsed his speech with Peter Altmann, the professional speaker, several times.
Peter had said: "This is the moment you have to catch them all. After the big boom, they will start to whisper. Show your dominance, and then make a joke. They will laugh and then concentrate on you."
"Castles are a reminder of the Middle Ages. Every merchant had to fear being robbed by the Ritter next door. That is what a stronghold stands for. We don't need them."
And then Johann started the next section. "So what else do we need? Do it as they did up-time with their hills, putting ugly radio masts on it? Or even cannons and rockets like our descendants would have done in the twentieth century? I don't think so."
Johann paused, drank a sip of water, rummaged a little in his papers and finally continued.
"Germany today is definitely no united country, but a patchwork of tiny parts of principalities. So let's begin to forge a single Germany out of the Germanies. And my contribution to this, and I hope, your contribution, too, will be a cultural center, and not a technical or military one.
"Many of the great German philosophers, composers, authors, painters of the now blasted old future come from Thuringia, so what we'll have to do is to give them a fertile soil to grow and bring fruit once they are born. And this we'll start here." He pointed to the model.
"Count to twenty now, slowly," Peter had said. "Look them in the eyes. Slowly from right to left and back again. Let it sink in. Give them time to contemplate! And then back to action."
"And this is how we'll do it: We have already removed the remnants of the Middle Ages." Jörg pulled the models of the two towers out of their foundation.
"We have already removed the wreckage of the new time." Now all other buildings apart from the Palas were pulled out.
"We have already removed the wall that separates the Wartburg from the world." One after one the sections of the wall were pulled out. Now only the lower part of the Palas was standing.
"And we make room for the technological needs of the new time." The last part to remove was the largest. A third of the ground space opened one level deep.
"Our masons are learning, at this moment, how to use the new liquid stone called 'concrete.' They practice building pillars for the cellar, and then put big square blocks on them until the pillars break, so they can learn how much weight they will bear. Sooner or later—and for the sake of my coffers, I hope sooner—" He waited until the laughter died.
"—the quality will be good enough to build the cellar." Jörg put several pillars into the opened space and covered them with a large wooden tile.
****
And so they continued for fifty-five minutes according to the large clock over the entrance.
"And now," Johann said smiling, "everybody here certainly waits for the break. But before that, we want to show you one last thing.
"Imagine the darkest night of the year." He nodded again to one of the servants and the light went out again.
His voice filled the darkness. "Imagine the night before Easter. Somewhere in Thuringia. Midnight. Darkness. And then you see—" Five seconds silence.
Jörg pushed the last buttons and the model began to shine. It had not been cheap and easy to wheedle that chain of lights from a Grantviller, but it was now in a much more important action than to light a Christmas tree. From the bottom to the top, the lights went on, and finally the big single bulb on the top of the tower model flared.
"—the light of a new time. The Light of Hope in the war. The Light."
****
Johannes Götzius was pleased. Very pleased. When Parliament had reassembled after the break, von Kirchberg had asked the first question. It was the one Götzius himself had asked too.
"What about the funding of this 'project of the century'? How much new tax do you plan to squeeze out of the people of West Thuringia, Hoheit?"
The governor rose from his chair and answered: "Nothing."
Berck needed his hammer to steady the people. Several times.
After the assembly had come to order, Johann Ernst continued. "It's nothing we can offload onto the shoulders of this county alone. We have to spread it much farther. We want to activate the whole of the Germanies for this project, so everybody can do his share.
"We thought about a collection from all the parishes, cities, and noble families, not only the Lutheran, but also the Calvinist and Catholic ones."
"And you will organize this?" It was obvious that von Kirchberg didn't completely trust the governor in this.
"Oh, no," Johann Ernst replied. "I'm sixty-eight now. It's an important task, and we need someone who is young enough to undertake the burden of traveling through Germany and experienced enough to talk to all the notable people—"
Götzius thought that he was perhaps the right man to do this.
"—and he has to be a reputable member of the Lutheran church—"
Götzius thought that he was certainly the right man to do this.
"—so with all the preparations of the last weeks I didn't have the opportunity to ask him, but I thought that General Superintendent Johannes Götzius would be the right man to do this."
Götzius was stunned. He hadn't had a very good relationship with the duke since he had taken the office after Nikolaus Rebhan had died in 1626. But now he had to admit, grudgingly, that the duke obviously held him in high esteem. So it was more automatic than conscious that he rose and said. "Hoheit, it would be a great honor for me."
****
Georg Burggraf von Kirchberg was still annoyed. Even more than at the beginning of this meeting. How could he gain his reputation back? He had argued over the recent weeks that the governor's new tax had to be stopped. And now Johann Ernst had officially stated that he didn't intend a new tax.
Scheiße!
****
Meister Reinhard Steinmetz had his good mood back. It had been a very good line of attack against Götzius to get him by his self-assessment as—at sixty-one—a still young enough, but experienced negotiator and kick him upstairs.
Now that he had accepted the new job—chief public relations officer would be printed on his shiny business card—the cooperation with the county's Lutheran church would certainly improve significantly.
Johann Wagner, MPWT—the duke's court chaplain, and twenty years younger than Götzius—would become General Superintendent soon, and young Caspar would be Götzius' successor in the Parliament.
"Three at one blow," like the little valiant tailor would have said in the American book of fairytales Reinhard had used to learn English.
Chapter 11: Happy Birthday
 
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach, Marksuhl, Thuringia
July 9, 1634
Johann Ernst von Sachsen-Eisenach awoke early and felt a year older. Since it was his sixty-ninth birthday, he was quite right. But the date reminded him that he lived, if not on borrowed time, at least on the rest of his account. One year closer to his last day, and that was not all too far in the future.
The up-timer books told about the rearrangement of properties the Wettins had staged in 1640 in the other timeline. And there was only one possible reason for this, that one of the dukes died childless. And since it was not Altenburg or Weimar, that fate must have hit him, Johann Ernst, Duke of Saxe-Eisenach, and Hereditary Governor of the county of West Thuringia.
The comissarii always took their time before such a rearrangement was a done deal, so he estimated his death happened sometime in 1638. And he had no idea what the reason of this death could be, apart from his age. Being the oldest Wettin duke for centuries was a kind of honor. But a death caused by old age was one which was subject to the butterfly effect.
A nice American term for a horror situation. It was satisfying that these nearly omnipotent wizards had eventually come to realize what a clever Englishman had predicted in the sixteenth century.
"There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy."
If it was Shakespeare or somebody else who wrote it didn't matter. Hamlet's words had needed nearly four hundred years to register with the scientists of the other world. But at last they had to admit that there was a limit to computability.
God was no clockmaker; the world was no mechanism. Johann felt satisfaction with this. Even if it meant for him that his life might end in four years or today. No. Not today.
It was not only his birthday. His shrewd beloved Christine had somehow bewitched the constitutional convention to set the official national day to July 9. Oh, she had only suggested it to be the Election Day, but then they thought it would be nice if they could have a day off for the whole duchy every year. And since the West Virginians had their Fourth of July in Grantville, why not have a Ninth of July in West Thuringia?
And this year it was even more. The news of the Treaty of Copenhagen ending the war at least between the USE and Sweden on one side and Denmark on the other had recently arrived and had to be celebrated.
And there was even more to celebrate. The American Catholic priest Mazzare had been appointed the Cardinal-Protector of the USE by the pope. With a single scratch of the pen, that had suddenly eased the relationship between Catholics and Lutherans tremendously. At least in the USE.
****
When Johann came downstairs in a very formal suit, Christine and Max—also in very formal dresses—welcomed him with quick kisses and hugs. They had decided the evening before to delay their private birthday party until the evening.
Hmmm.
Then they left the house. Johann had to squint in the already beaming morning sun, but before he could see anything, he heard a loud booming sound shattering his stomach. Then a loud hooting started. Good Heavens! He had heard that some people in Marksuhl had started a brass ensemble with rebuilds of up-timer instruments, but he hadn't known that they intended to blow him away on this very morning. And of course it was that infernal American song Happy Birthday!
But—noblesse oblige—he started to smile, nodded to the musicians and shook hands with the local dignitaries. Then he started to turn to his horse and froze. Something was there. Something that looked not exactly like a coach. And not exactly like an up-timer car.
Somebody had obviously taken one of these small rounded vehicles as a model, what some Grantviller had once called a "bug," and rebuilt it from dark and polished wood. They had attached a coachman's seat to it and a full-size tongue.
Four decorated horses were harnessed to it and his old personal coachman Wolff Schmidt sat grinning in his high seat.
"What is this?" Johann asked out of reflex.
"This," Paulus Pistorius, the mayor of Marksuhl, stated proudly, "is the birthday gift from our town to our duke. Happy birthday, Hoheit. It's an original German Volkswagen. The wainwrights, carpenters and upholsterers of Marksuhl have spent many hours building it up from its original base."
When Johann approached the backside of the car/coach, he could see that it had in fact a shiny symbol at its back with the letters V and W in a circle. They had even painted an American style license plate. Somehow Johann had the feeling that the sunlight glared into his eyes—although the sun was in his back—and forced some tears to appear.
"It's wonderful. Thank you very much."
Turning to Christine, he could see that she had known about this. Oh, yes, the formal clothes she had insisted on. Johann had already wondered what they would look like after the dusty road to Eisenach. But with this new coach . . .
Somehow he had the feeling that this was not the last surprise of this day.
St. Nicolai, Eisenach, Thuringia
"In nomine patris et filii et spiritu sancti. Amen. Introibo ad altare Dei."
They had arrived in Eisenach only ninety minutes later. Nearly an hour faster than with a normal wagon. Wolff had big fun by letting the four horses trot, where normally they could only walk. Suspension and air-filled tires did wonderful work.
So they had a lot of time before the Catholic mass in St. Nicolai. A complete novelty. Shortly after the constitution stating that freedom of religion had been established in the state of Saxe-Eisenach in 1632, a Catholic envoy from Erfurt had appeared to negotiate the return of one of the churches. They had all been very careful never to use the term "restitution" for this act.
St. Nicolai had been burnt in 1555 in the Peasants' War and afterwards used as a stable. The nearby abbey of the Benedictine nuns had been partly torn down for building blocks in the years after. So the city of Eisenach made a contract with the archbishop of Mainz to give back the buildings and the piece of ground they were standing on, in exchange for founding and running the first modern hospital in Eisenach.
And preparing the town for the plague outbreak that, according to Grantville's sources, should be expected for the year 1635.
The Catholics paid for the rebuild, and the craftsmen of Eisenach got the jobs. So everybody was happy. No Lutheran Johann knew of had joined any of their masses. But the times were still changing, and the new priest in Eisenach had visited him in Marksuhl two weeks before.
 
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach, Marksuhl, Thuringia
Two weeks earlier
Caspar Heinrich Marx was sitting in the entrance hall of the Jagdschloss in Marksuhl waiting for his audience with the duke.
He looked around. There was nothing of the splendor he had seen in other prince's castles. No golden chandeliers, no large tapestries. On the other hand, the electric lights were obviously expensive. And every thing here, even the floor, had an odor of cleanliness.
Suddenly a door opened. Caspar rose, but it wasn't the duke, and not one of his servants. A woman about his age approached.
"Good afternoon." She extended a hand, and Caspar took and shook it. "I'm Maximiliane von Pasqualini, the architect of the Wartburg reconstruction project."
Oh! This woman!
"Good afternoon," he answered. "I'm Cas—"
"Yes, I know," she interrupted him. Then quickly "Oops, sorry, Hochwürden! Where are my manners? It's always the same, when I'm deep in my work. Can you accept my apology?"
What else should he do? The woman had a peculiar way. So he nodded solemnly.
"Would you please join me for five minutes?" von Pasqualini asked and showed the way. "The duke will soon be back and I have some questions."
He nodded again and followed.
They entered a kind of study with a large work desk, and a huge table containing a wooden model of a house. Or was it a castle?
Caspar had heard of the duke's project presentation before the Parliament and of the special effects they had used. This was perhaps the large model from this presentation.
"This is the model of the New Wartburg," the woman confirmed his conjectures. "And here," she pointed to the highest part, a kind of square tower with rounded corners, "we want to have our church.
"Of course there will be a Lutheran church. But I had the idea to have several churches under one roof, especially a Catholic one. What would you think about that, Hochwürden?"
Before Caspar could decide how to answer this question, the door opened and a portly woman with oriental features entered the room. She carried a tray with two cups. The smell of fresh coffee reached Caspar's nose and a smile passed over his face.
"But perhaps," von Pasqualini continued and pointed to a small table, "we should have a cup of coffee first. I heard you are very fond of it."
They sat down, while Caspar was wondering who might have given his "secret" away.
His puzzlement must have shown on his face, because the woman suddenly laughed. "No, we don't have spies in Erfurt. But our kitchen maid met your housekeeper at the market in Eisenach and she complained that there was no coffee available. So in the future you will have some of our stock on your breakfast table."
"Frau von Pasqualini," Caspar started to answer, but was again interrupted.
"Max, please call me Max. I lived among the Americans for three years, and I always look around to see if my mother is standing somewhere, when I'm called by that name."
"So you should leave the Hochwürden away and call me Caspar. But, Max, do you intend to bribe me?"
"Oh yes," Max laughed. "When you call it bribery, you may do so. I would say it's a sweetener for your difficult new job here in Eisenach. But now you should try it, before it gets cold."
When Caspar looked at the cup, he noticed no coffee but something like white foam with brown freckles on it. "What is this?"
"You will certainly like it. It's called a cappuccino. But be prepared, it's hot."
Caspar tried the beverage and found it delicious. The coffee was hidden under a layer of what seemed to be milk, but they had made a kind of foam from the milk. The coffee below was indeed very hot, obviously shielded from the cold air by the milk.
"Yes, I like it. But I should not—"
"Papperlapapp!" This was the third time, he was interrupted by this woman; it seemed to be a custom. "I don't intend to convert you to Lutheranism, if you fear that. I only want you to feel happy in Eisenach. It's much better to have an opponent with a good mood instead of a grouchy one."
"So you see me as your opponent?" Caspar wondered.
"Kind of," Max confirmed. "First, I'm directing the reconstruction of something that is one of the strongest visible symbols of the Reformation in Germany, which you have to oppose officially.
"Second, I'm the well-known mistress of a high noble, in case you have not yet learned the Number One gossip subject of Eisenach."
Caspar had already learned about this, about ten seconds after arriving in Eisenach. The few Catholic and the many Lutheran women in Eisenach seemed to have no other topic—apart from the availability of coffee.
So he answered very carefully. "I have learned it. But I have also learned, that your—ah—status seems to be appreciated by the duchess. So officially I have to condemn everybody who lives in sin, but from my personal feeling your—ah—situation doesn't seem to look like adultery."
" 'And adultery is the sin, not having illegitimate children,' " Max quoted. "I have heard that already. I think you should meet Peter Altmann, the Lutheran pastor here in Marksuhl, you will like him.
"And what about item one?"
"I have not only studied theology, but also philosophy, so I had to read Martin Luther's scripts, and even had to plead his cause in a discussion. I can personally subscribe to 'sola fide' and 'sola gratia,' but his refusal to accept the tradition of the church and the authority of the pope is unacceptable.
"And if you look to the Holy See and notice the decisions of His Holiness concerning the USE and the Americans, you have to accept that a strong pope has its advantages. As far as I can see, the Lutherans and Calvinists are still contemplating and disputing about praising them or burning them at the stake."
"I have my personal doubts," Max interjected, "that Pope Urban will succeed against all these cardinals, especially the Spaniards. That is more a political scene than a religious one in Rome."
What is happening here? I'm discussing religious topics with a woman? With the mistress of the duke?
"Nevertheless," Caspar continued. "The Reformation is a reality we Catholics, and especially we few Thuringian Catholics, have to live in. So I'd rather see a symbol of the Reformation reconstructed as a cultural center than a new fortress built. At least Martin Luther didn't ever intend to start a war or even two wars within a century."
"Spoken like a real German," a loud voice came from the side entrance.
Caspar had not even noticed its existence before. But now the figure of an elderly man approached. The duke. How long was he standing there?
Caspar rose and bowed. "Hoheit."
"Welcome to my modest little cottage, Hochwürden. To what do I owe the honor of this visit?" The duke pointed to Caspar's chair, and sat down on another one.
"Oh, he only wanted to meet me and have the rumors verified that you fell into the hands of a witch whom he can report to the Holy Office," Max said frowning.
"Hoheit, I never intended—" Caspar couldn't continue. The two others burst into laughter.
"Calm down," the duke told him. "I never would have accepted a witch hunter as the new priest in my county capital. In fact, your Positiones Theologicae were a very interesting read."
"Hoheit, you have read my dissertation?"
"I always want to know with whom I will be concerned. A young ex-dean of the Catholic faculty from Erfurt isn't a normal parish priest."
"And what do you think I am? A worthy opponent?" Now Caspar's smile showed some shrewdness.
"He's learning fast," was Max's comment.
The duke laughed. "Yes, I think so. I really look forward to having discussions with you, as long as you don't want my ducal insignia."
Now Caspar scowled. "Has this story already reached Eisenach? I'm the only officially elected dean. This Lutheran upstart didn't have the authority—but that is over now. No, I've come here to invite you."
"To join the Catholic belief?" the duke said frowning. "Didn't they tell you that enticement of customers it not appreciated here?"
"Oh, no." Caspar decided to ignore the apparent jokes for now. "It's an invitation for the Holy Mass on Constitution Day, Hoheit. You are welcome with all of your household, witches included." Now all three were laughing.
"I will send this invitation to the Parliament and city council, too. But I wanted you to be the first one to know."
"I'm honored," the duke answered, "and it will be a nice start of my birthday celebrations. But, in exchange, I expect you and your parish to visit the barbeque in the Stadtschloss and give your donations for the Wartburg."
The duke rose and extended a hand. "Deal?"
Caspar rose, too, and took the hand, smiling. "Deal."
 
St. Nicolai, Eisenach, Thuringia
July 9, 1634, Constitution Day
Johann looked around while the unfamiliar liturgy moved on. Fortunately the Catholics had their ministrants to give the correct answers to the priest's sentences.
The Catholics in Eisenach were only a handful, but today they had assembled from the whole county. Not that they were enough to fill the large church.
Most of the worshipers were Lutherans today. The untitled members of Parliament and from the city council had appeared altogether with their families. Even some of the nobles had come.
Johann was sure that Johannes Götzius, the former General Superintendent would not have attended, but the man was now happily traveling the Germanies and collecting donations for the Wartburg.
And so the complete Lutheran consistory was also present.
****
"Ite missa est."
"Deo gratias."
Gottseidank. The Catholic Mass was a fair bit of time longer than the Lutheran service. All these ups and downs and answers from the parish took their time. So the dismissal came as a benediction.
But while the priest and the ministrants left the church, Johann heaved a deep sigh. He remembered that soon the new General Superintendent would be waiting before St. Georgen to welcome him. This day had just started.
 
Market, Eisenach, Thuringia
Afternoon
Caspar Marx approached the market through the Goldschmiedgasse.
He smiled while he carefully made his way around all the pits along the Goldsmiths' Alley. Yesterday had been a Communal Saturday. All people of Eisenach were called upon helping to build sewers. Every man who could hold a shovel was digging, every able woman was hauling buckets and pushing carts, and every child was hauling beer mugs. The duke himself had been the one operating the taps of the large beer barrels upon the wagon at the market's end of the alley.
They had closed the part of the trench where the pipes had already been buried, but the branches to the houses were still open and covered with jury-rigged bridges. It would take some time building all the pipes from the houses to have what the up-timers called "indoor plumbing," but the very idea of getting half of the costs paid by the county's government, as long as they finished it during this year, certainly added a big share of motivation to the house-owners.
And the government would get a solid part of this subsidy back from the taxes of the craftsmen who finally built all these house connections. What do the Americans call this? Oh yes, a win-win-situation.
****
Now he could hear music when he approached the market. It seemed that the "barbeque in the Stadtschloss" had larger dimensions than he had expected.
When he reached the area dominated by St. Georgen in its center, he noticed that the event took place all around the church. People were everywhere, most of them commoners from Eisenach, wives and children included.
The latter were running around crying and laughing; nobody tried to stop them.
In one corner, an ox was roasting on an enormous spit. Several men were busy turning it, and cutting large pieces of meat from it.
The orchestra had its place on a platform in another corner. The classical lutes and pipes had obviously been reinforced by a group with brass instruments in different sizes.
"Caspar," he heard someone shout. The high female voice didn't sound familiar, but when he looked in that direction, he could see Max had risen from her seat and waved frantically. He waved back, and then noticed her waving him to come nearer.
When he reached the big table in front of the Stadtschloss—perhaps a little larger than the others, but nevertheless the same kind of long wooden table with benches on both sides—he saw that the whole high society of West Thuringia had gathered here.
The duke and his women he already knew. The new superintendent with his wife had attended the mass in the morning. The Prime Minister, Conrad Grumbein, was sitting next to Senior Mayor Andreas Cotta talking eagerly.
"Caspar," now the duke had noticed him, too. "I'm glad you have made it. Sit down over there." He pointed to a young man at the other side of the table. "Certainly Caspar will move a little for Caspar." Then he laughed at his own joke.
Caspar eyed the young man quizzically.
"I'm Caspar Rebhan," the other said. "Substitut of the Superintendent. And you are?"
"Caspar Marx, parish priest. Catholic parish priest. Perhaps I should wear my soutane." They shook hands.
"Sorry, I should have recognized you, but I had a seat behind one of the columns in St. Nicolai this morning. I've heard much about you." He grinned.
Oh no, not the same story again.
"So you should tell stories today, I've not yet heard anything about you."
They sat down, and Caspar was soon provided with a mug of beer and a plate with meat and vegetables.
Two young men, both theologians, one of them Lutheran, the other Catholic, nevertheless both born Thuringians, had definitely enough topics to chat about while the party was progressing around them.
Suddenly Caspar heard some loud knocking sounds. Startled he looked around. On the platform he could see the landgravine of Hesse-Kassel, the duke's wife. Behind her the orchestra had disappeared and only three elderly people were standing there. She spoke into some contraption standing there which seemed to enlarge her voice's volume enormously.
"Liebe West-Thüringer," Christine began. "One or two of you might have already noticed that some years ago a strange group of people appeared some miles away from here."
The whole audience laughed. The appearance of the Americans had changed everything here.
"Perhaps one or two of you have noticed that these people had a big share in saving Eisenach from a Spanish invasion two years ago."
Loud applause started. Somebody shouted in English "Three cheers for the Americans. Hip-Hip-"
"Hurrah," was the answer thrice.
"And one or two of you might have heard that they and the Swedes have now defeated a Danish fleet in the Baltic and a French army in Northern Germany."
Another one shouted "Three cheers for the Emperor." And the ritual was repeated.
"But none of you have known until now, that my dear husband, today's birthday boy Johann Ernst . . ."
"Ein dreifach Hoch auf den Herzog! Johann Ernst, er lebe hoch-hoch-hoch!" And it seemed as if the scaffold at the new tower of St. Georgen was shaking. Not only thrice . . .
After the excitement had settled a little, she continued.
"None of you have known that he has developed a strange taste for American music in the last years. So for you alone—" her eyes met Johann's "—directly from Grantville. Here are The Old Folks."
Of course that was a name that not only one or two of the West Thuringians knew. Eisenach was within reach of the VOA, and the number of appearances of the folk music group on the radio could barely be counted.
So it was hardly surprising that the Germans even knew the English texts of the folk tunes and were enthusiastically singing along.
****
After a long program, Bucky Carpenter spoke into the microphone. "Danke schön. Thank you for your friendliness. Thank you for how you have welcomed us here. Our show is now coming to an end. But we have something waiting. Our birthday present for your duke and your home county."
Then he started playing well-known chords for a well-known song.
"Almost heaven," Ella Mae sang and suddenly stopped, shocking all the people who had already started singing along.
"Perhaps we should change that a little," she said.
Suddenly Max and Christine joined her at the microphone, sheets of paper in their hands. And suddenly similar sheets of paper were distributed all over the place. And Bucky started playing again.
 
Wie im Himmel, du mein Thüringen,
Von der Werra bis zur Saale,
Von der Schwarza bis hinauf zum Harz
Jünger als die Berge, mein geliebtes Land.
 
Thüringen, mein Zuhaus'
Meine Heimat, meine Freunde
Meine Seele, meine Liebe
Bring mich heim nach Thüringen.
 
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach, Marksuhl, Thuringia
That evening
The day was coming to an end. Johann had always enjoyed his birthdays, but this day had been perhaps a little too much.
At least he had gotten a fair amount of sleep on the way home in the new car. Smooth, silent, and very well-cushioned it was. Johann decided that the town of Marksuhl needed a real thank-you. So another barbeque next week would be appropriate. Hopefully not with that many surprises.
But back to the present. Christine and Max had announced a birthday surprise. In his sleeping room. Hmmm. So he made his way upstairs. He entered the room and found the two standing there. With obviously new sleepwear.
He cleared his throat. "May I ask—"
"Hey, it's your day," Christine answered and came nearer. "You may do everything today. And for your question: It's called a babydoll."
"But," Max interjected and hugged Johann around his waist. "There is another surprise. Turn around."
When Johann obeyed, he saw a new painting on the wall where his grandfather's portrait had hung before. It was lighted by an obviously newly-installed electrical spotlight. But he could not identify what it was.
It looked like a dark cave with two chambers, something in each of the chambers. But the picture was completely blurry. The painter had used light colors on black canvas and painted the area around the two chambers with dots and small dashes.
"Hmmm. Is that the new American painting style? What does it show?"
"In fact," Max said. "I strongly believe that this scene was never ever painted before. The Americans made only photos of this."
"So," Johann tilted his head to the left and to the right, but had not the slightest idea, what the subject of this scene was. "What is it?"
"Have you ever heard of ultrasound? Dr. Shipley took this photo and Michael Spindler painted it."
"Dr. Shipley? You mean—"
"Yes, this is a photo from within my belly."
"And that means—"
"Yes, we've made it, Papa."
"But—"
Now Christine approached and hugged him from the other side. "There is no 'but'. We've made it."
"But there are two . . ."
"I love clever men," Max said.
****
Author's Notes:
The Stadtschloss in Eisenach doesn't exist anymore. When Anna Sophie Charlotte von Brandenburg-Schwedt, the widow of the last duke of Eisenach Wilhelm Heinrich († 1741) was expelled (once again a Wettin died without heir) and deeply humiliated by the new owner of the duchy Ernst August von Sachsen-Weimar, she ordered to remove "everything up to the last nail" from the palace.
Ernst August got so angry that he ordered the immediate demolition, leaving only the oldest part, the Creuznacherhaus standing.
****
The Eichsfeld is (from a 1632-storyteller's view) a very interesting area in Northern Thuringia. It belonged to the Archbishop of Mainz and was completely Catholic, opposed to nearly all principalities around.
I couldn't find any mention apart from Iver's Introduction to Concrete in GG19. Thanks to its enormous limestone quarry, Deuna today has one of the biggest cement factories of Germany and the only one in Thuringia.
****
The persons in the Parliament scene are (apart from Meister Steinmetz) historical.
Johannes Götz (or Götzius) was in fact Generalsuperintendent in Eisenach in 1634; his Substitut (deputy) at that time was the young Caspar Rebhan, son of the first General Superintendent Nikolaus Rebhan.
That very famous Lutheran—in Eisenach a street is still named after him—convinced the prudish Calvinist Christine of Hesse-Kassel in 1615 to refrain from demanding that babies should not be naked when baptized, and afterwards even persuaded her to officially convert to Lutheranism.
Götzius' successor in OTL after his death in 1636 was indeed Johann Wagner. And Wagner's successor in 1648 was Caspar Rebhan.
****
Georg Burggraf von Kirchberg, Herr zu Farrenroda (or Farnroda = fern clearing) was one of the 101 members of Johann Ernst's entourage I mentioned in the comments to chapter 2.
His Wasserschloss burned down in 1620 together with half of the village. Burgrave Georg had enough money to have it immediately rebuilt. In 1950 a part of it again burned down. In the GDR they didn't invest in keeping it and so in the 1980s it was completely locked because of dilapidation. It was torn down in 1997.
****
In the old timeline, Eisenach had no Catholic parish until 1840 and no Catholic parish church until 1888 when St. Elisabeth was built.
****
Erfurt was a unique town in Thüringen. Together with its surroundings, it belonged to the Archbishop of Mainz. Since the Treaty of Hammelburg in 1530 the Lutherans and Catholics coexisted with more or less success.
The book 1632 notes that the coffers of the archbishop were plundered by Gustav II Adolph's troops after the battle of Breitenfeld. That was the day, when Caspar Heinrich Marx, newly elected dean of the Catholic theological faculty of the university in Erfurt, started to write a private "Diarium" (daily journal) to secure all information, if his official journal in the university should be seized by the Swedes.
He gathered evidence about everything that happened in Erfurt in the next years, first about the insolences the Swedes did to the Catholics, later about the problems they had with Lutheran officials.
Caspar Heinrich Marx was born in 1600 in Erfurt, son of an official of the Archbishop of Mainz with the same name. His father enrolled him for Erfurt University in 1607, but they didn't accept him, because the boy was not able to recite the requested oath.
The boy was then sent to Mainz, entered Societas Jesu at 16, and studied Philosophy and Theology in Mainz, finally reaching a bachelor of arts.
He returned to Erfurt, got his holy orders in 1625, and became "Kanonikus und Kantor" at St. Mary's, the cathedral of Erfurt. In 1629 he got his PhD in Erfurt, the first such title which was given from the university since the year 1500 (other sources say 1529).
As the custom was, he had to write not only one but three dissertations which were all considered worthy to be printed immediately.
On September 30, 1631, three days before Gustavus Adolphus himself reached the town, he was elected the new dean of the theological faculty, where he stayed until 1633.
The university was funded by Gustav II Adolph by assigning the income of all the estates in the vicinity of the town, which had belonged to the archbishop, to the city council under the precondition that the university should be "restored."
In 1633, after two years of constant quarrel between the Catholics and the Lutherans, Johannes Matthäus Meyfarth was appointed new dean of the theological faculty, which now turned Lutheran, and ordered Marx to return the "cistam theologicam cum pertinentiis" (trunk belonging to the faculty with the insignia).
Marx started a kind of psychological warfare to retain the trunk, which he saw as his own, because his family's coat of arms was painted on it. He opposed several tries of the university to get the trunk back, wrote letters to different persons, was not at home when the university's caretakers came, challenged the caretakers if they were authorized to seize the trunk by force, etc.
From early May up to July 5, 1633 he delayed the return, and wrote several letters of complaint afterwards.
With the peace treaty of Prague in 1635, Erfurt was restituted to the archbishop, who brought Marx back into his old position. But the Lutherans simultaneously elected a dean for themselves. So the first thing Marx did afterwards, was to write a letter to this other dean and demand the return of this trunk.
Nobody knows what other wars he would have fought in his intelligent and polite way, but unfortunately Caspar Heinrich Marx died on December 19, 1635 of plague.
In the new timeline Johannes Matthäus Meyfarth was not appointed the new dean, because according to 1634: The Ram Rebellion he was sent to Bamberg instead. There "Matz" found a new love and married in 1635.
****
Another famous citizen of Eisenach is Conrad Grumbein. Born in 1568 in the village of Behringen near Eisenach, he studied law in Prague, and then worked as lawyer in Prague and Vienna. Later he returned to Eisenach and worked as notary.
In 1609 he joined the city council as "Viermann" (four-man).
The city council at that time had sixteen members divided into two "choruses" each one appointing successors for retired members. Each chorus in turn served as city government for one year. Each chorus had two leaders who served as senior and second mayors ("Bürgermeister" or "Ratsmeister") in this time. Two members served as treasurers ("Kämmerer"), one of these was the wine master. The next two were called "Konsul" and served as deputies for the mayors. The last two served as deputies for the treasurers.
Each year four additional members ("Vierleute") were elected by the citizens.
In 1614 Grumbein was appointed treasurer, and in 1628 he became senior mayor for the first time. He was the first non-Eisenacher at this position.
In the OTL he became senior mayor again seven times until 1649. He was also second mayor six times until 1654.
He is called the "Savior of Eisenach" for his deeds during the plague in 1635 when twenty percent of Eisenach's inhabitants (over 1,500 people) including his oldest son, died. And after the big fire in 1636 caused by a smoking Swedish soldier, when nearly the whole town including his home and the city hall with the archive was burned down.
He died in 1655 at the age of 97 years. His eulogy was held by his good friend Superintendent Caspar Rebhan.
****
The back-translation of the new anthem:
Almost heaven, you my Thuringia,
From the Werra to the Saale,
From the Schwarza up in the Harz,
Younger than the mountains, my beloved country.
Thuringia my home,
My home country, my friends,
My soul, my love,
Bring me home to Thuringia.
****
After a long search I found at least one well-known contemporary painter. Michael Spindler drew paintings of Johann-Ernst and Christine von Hessen-Kassel. OTL he died in 1639.
****
Pictures of St. Nicolai and the old Stadtschloss from the book Bau-und Kunstdenkmäler Thüringens browsable online here.
****
-Art Director's Note: Thank you to Rainer for providing the source art for this episode's illustrations. The license plate Rainer created (the blue-edged one) inspired the title banner. This issue's cover is based on the story's wooden Volkswagen, but I did use artists' license to give it a top. I happily drove a 1969 Beetle for fifteen years, a truly wonderful car.
****
To be continued . . .
 
 



Naval Armament and Armor, Part Three: Hitting the Target 
Written by Iver P. Cooper
 

In part 1, I provided an overview of warships and their guns, and in part 2, I discussed how those guns were mounted, laid, sighted and fired, and what happens inside the bore. Here, I talk about what range and accuracy can be expected with seventeenth-century guns, and what the old time line teaches us about what the up-timers can do to improve on them.
 
Point-Blank Range
Standard practice for seventeenth-century naval warfare was to engage at point-blank range (or less). Point-blank range (PBR) is the furthest that the gun can be assumed to "shoot straight," that is, the range at which the average gunner will use zero elevation. Strictly speaking, it is the range at which the "drop off" equals the height of the muzzle above the water surface, so the projectile will still hit the target. Yes, that means that PBR should vary depending on which deck the gun is mounted on!
There is considerable disagreement as to the actual value. In 1834, Stevens (25) said from a frigate, PBR is 500 yards, and from a "battleship," 700, assuming that the guns are pointed by the "dispart sight at the hammock rails" of a frigate or larger target. In 1828, Beauchant estimated that the 18-, 24-, and 32-pounders, fired from the main deck of a frigate, had a point-blank range of 400 yards with a one-third charge, 300 with a one-quarter, and 250 with one-sixth. However, engagements were more typically at 100–200 yards.
 
Maximum Range
A range table for a gun lists, for each projectile and charge (or muzzle velocity) it typically uses, a series of ranges, and the angle of departure or elevation needed to achieve each range, given standard conditions. Modern range tables also provided the maximum ordinate (height), time of flight, drift, angle of fall, striking velocity, armor penetration, danger space for a target of standard height, and correction factors to use for non-standard projectile weight, air density, and muzzle velocity, and for wind, gun and target motion.
Simple range tables are available from sixteenth- and seventeenth-century artillerist manuals, but must be taken with great caution. It's quite doubtful that they were based on test firings, rather, just on imperfect recollection. With regard to the maximum ranges given by Luis Collado (1592) and all examined ranges given by Diego Prado y Tovar (1603), ballistics experts at Aberdeen Proving Grounds determined that muzzle velocities of about 6,000 fps would have been required. (Guilmartin 297).
The first reliable range tables were compiled entirely by experimental firings. But these went only so far. Bear in mind that because of all the factors that affect trajectories, it's not enough to fire one shot at each elevation of interest. No, you must fire multiple shots, and average the values, to get reliable predictions. Multiply all this by the number of different guns, projectiles, and standard charges for those projectiles, and you can see that the ammunition expenditure would be quite considerable.
The old military term for a maximum range was a "random", representing apt skepticism as to the chance that such a shot would hit its target. French experiments of 1739–40 revealed that a 24-10, elevated to 45o, could range to 2250 toises (4793 yards)(Robins 234). In 1864, a 2.75" Whitwoth rifled gun achieved a range of 2,600 yards at 5o and 10,000 yards at 10o. (Bell 445; Newton 87). The effective range was of course much less.
 
Exterior Ballistics
Modern ballistics can be used to calculate the "first graze" (the initial point of impact of the projectile) and its impact velocity, given the muzzle velocity, the elevation of the barrel and a "drag function" for the projectile. These calculations couldn't be made accurately before the Ring of Fire (RoF) because of certain fundamental misunderstandings and fatal oversimplifications.
The leading down-time work on ballistics was Tartaglia's Nova Scientia (1537). The "physics" underlying Tartaglia's propositions is Aristotelian: a projectile is thought to follow first a straight line in which "impetus" is dominant, then a transitional curve, and then finally fall straight down ("natural motion"): "Wile E. Coyote" physics. Nonetheless, Tartaglia predicted that maximum range would be obtained if the projectile were fired at an elevation angle of 45o—true if the trajectory is in a vacuum.
Galileo has also been studying ballistics; unfortunately, he didn't publish his work (Discourses and Mathematical Demonstrations Relating to Two New Sciences) until 1638. He was the first to point out that gravity wouldn't affect the horizontal motion of the projectile, that a body without an initial upward motion would fall a distance proportional to the square of the time elapsed, and that the combination of these propositions indicated that the path of a projectile would be a parabola. This is all true—in a vacuum.
The range in a vacuum is easily calculated:
Rvac = V2 sin (2*theta) /g
where V is muzzle velocity, g is gravitation acceleration and theta is the elevation angle. In a vacuum, the maximum range would be at an angle of 45o, and for any lesser range, there would be two equally acceptable elevation angles for achieving it.
Galileo's disciple Evangelista Torricelli published many ballistics theorems in Opera Geometrica (1644). When Giovanni Renieri complained that his experiments did not agree with Torricelli's formulae for the relationship of the point-blank range to the maximum range, Torricelli reminded him that the text was intended for philosophers, not gunners.
****
Because of air resistance, the maximum range is lower than Rvac and it's achieved at an elevation angle that's less than 45 and may be as low as 30o. (Rinker 332; Douglas 43, 36). The lower the elevation angle (thus, the flatter and shorter the trajectory), the less the effect of air resistance. High angle trajectories nonetheless had their uses, mostly in attacks on fortifications where you needed to put a shell over a wall to hit a higher value target beyond.
In 1668–69, Christaan Huygens demonstrated that water resistance was proportional to the square of the speed of the object moving through it (true for low speeds), and inferred that the same was true of air resistance. Newton later advanced a similar proposition in his Principia.
The air resistance (drag force) is
0.5 * rho * CD * A * V2
where rho is the density of air (which changes with altitude, CD is the dimensionless drag coefficient, A the reference area for which CD is determined (typically the frontal area for a projectile), and V the air speed. CD is a function of projectile shape and, unfortunately, speed.
At typical muzzle velocities, the drag force is more than twenty times as strong as the gravitational force.
The equations of motion for a projectile subject to both gravity and air resistance are easy to write, given calculus and knowledge of the resistance as function of speed, but difficult to solve. Some first-class mathematicians addressed this problem, including Bernoulli and Euler. Their work is touched upon by EB11/Ballistics, which goes on to discuss the Siacci-Ingalls approximation method. That was still in use in World War I. EB11/Ballistics also describes in some detail how Bashforth constructed his ballistic tables.
It is likely to occur to the mathematicians in Grantville that the equations can be "solved" by numerical integration (calculating position, velocity and acceleration in small time increments, say a millisecond at a time), and indeed that is the only viable approach if the speeds are supersonic and the trajectories are high (so air density varies with altitude). But even with simpler trajectories, it may seem simpler in Grantville's "computer culture" to use numerical integration rather than reconstruct the complex analytic approximations of Bernoulli, Euler and Siacci-Ingalls. (cp. Cline).
Doing this requires knowing the dependence of air density on air temperature and pressure, and for high trajectories of those on altitude (the aviators in Grantville should have this information) . Also, one must determine the drag function (the speed dependence of the drag coefficient) for the projectile of interest, which our characters can do by quantifying (with ballistic pendulum), for each of a variety of charges, its muzzle and down-range velocity from a particular gun.
Just to show that it can be done, I have constructed an Excel spreadsheet that uses the Runge-Kutta fourth order approximation method (which should be described in a standard textbook on numerical analysis, and thus in the personal library of one of Grantville's mathematicians) to solve the linked differential equations of ballistics. This can be used to construct a range table, if we know the drag coefficient as a function of speed for the projectile, and the muzzle velocity with which the gun projects it. And for that, we need to be able to measure projectile speed.
 
Projectile Speed Measurement
The real breakthrough in exterior ballistics was the invention (1742) of the ballistic pendulum by Benjamin Robins, who used it to measure the speed of projectiles at the muzzle and at various ranges (the latter permitting the effect of air resistance to be quantified—Douglas 129). This device is described in EB11/Chronograph, but in essence the projectile strikes a pendulum and transfers its momentum to it, causing it to swing.
Robins not only confirmed that the normal drag was proportional to the square of the speed, he detected the sharp (perhaps three-fold) increase in resistance at, he reported, 1100–1200 fps, that became known later as the "sound barrier."
Modern shooters have made their own ballistic pendulums with what appears to be reasonable accuracy (main worries are projectile deformation and deflection, friction, gravity and calibration), so this can definitely be done in the new time line. The accuracy of the ballistic pendulum is a respectable 2% (Rinker 148).
The catch is that cannon balls are heavier than bullets, and the ballistic pendulum must be scaled up to match. Hutton used an 1800 pound pendulum for studies on 6 pound balls, and in 1839–40, to measure the speed of 50 pound projectiles, a six ton receiver was employed. (Bashforth 25).
Reverend Bashforth achieved even greater accuracy by timing when the projectile passed through wire screens separated by a known distance; the penetrations interrupted the electric current to a chronograph. (Cantwell 46). Gun chronographs are described in EB11/Chronograph.
 
Drag Coefficient
The drag coefficient is dependent on the Reynolds number, which is proportional to both the length and the air speed of the projectile. It's also dependent on the Mach number, which is the speed as a fraction of the speed of sound (340.45 meters/second; 1117 feet/second; sea level, 15oC, 59oF). For typical projectile speeds, Mach number is more important.
A projectile traveling at a speed close to the speed of sound (Mach 1.0) exhibits a mixture of subsonic (under speed of sound) and supersonic (over) air flows. This range of speeds at which this mixed flow occurs is called transonic. A projectile is said to be in the subsonic regime if it is traveling at less than Mach 0.8 (some authorities would say 0.6 or 0.7), in the transonic regime at Mach 0.8–1.2, and in the supersonic regime at over Mach 1.2.
At subsonic speeds, drag is primarily frictional drag (air retarded as it passes over the surface) and pressure drag (air pushed out of the way). The lower end of the transonic range (critical Mach number) is where wave drag (air compressed) first appears.
The drag coefficient varies depending on the shape of the projectile. It should be mentioned that since Grantville is in rural West Virginia, it is going to have a higher-than-national average of hunters, of firearms (probably more firearms than people), and of books and software relating to firearms, including ballistics. They may thus be able to construct a reasonable drag function without experimentation, at least for shapes similar to the standard G1–G7 shapes.
Finding a drag-speed function for a cannon ball might be tricky. While your characters will have to determine it the hard way, you as an author may look it up. Douglas (132) gives a table of air resistance to a cannon ball at velocities of 100–2000 fps (cp. Guilmartin 296; Allsop 120).
Here are some range data that I calculated with my spreadsheet:

By way of comparison, in a 1796 Admiralty test, a 24-pounder elevated 2o achieved 1274 yards with a one-third charge and 992 yards with a one-fourth charge of cylinder (Red LG) powder, and 1020 with one-third charge of the old Blue LG powder. (Gardiner 129).
****
Historically, experimental firings of a small number of standard projectiles were used to construct retardation (deceleration) functions (retardation=kVm), which in turn allowed approximate calculation of the trajectories for a wide variety of elevations and each service gun's expected muzzle velocities (for each of its standard loads), under "standard conditions". (It was more accurate overall to use the average muzzle velocity for the service life of the gun, rather than the "new gun" design velocity.)
Based on Krupp's experimental firings in 1881, Mayevski and Zaboudski formulated a seven-piece drag function for a "standard projectile", with e.g. m=2 (corresponding to a constant drag coefficient) for speeds below 790 fps, m=5 for 970–1230 fps, and m=1.55 for 2600–3600 fps. (Ingalls iv). The British developed a somewhat different drag function in which m was as high as 6.45.
Ballistics tables were developed to reduce the work involved in calculating range tables (Hackborn). The early-twentieth-century tables pre-computed, for various velocities, the space, altitude, inclination and time functions used by Siacci's method for calculating the trajectory. The horizontal and vertical coordinates of the trajectory were dependent on these functions, and on a properly corrected "ballistic coefficient" (unity for standard projectile under standard conditions).
The ballisticians assumed that the retardation functions could be applied to a non-standard projectile by adjusting a parameter known as the "uncorrected" ballistic coefficient, which in turn considered projectile weight, diameter and "coefficient of form," the last essentially embracing not just form but all other projectile characteristics that would affect its trajectory. The coefficient of form for each non-standard projectile was itself determined from a more limited set of test firings. The actual drag at a given velocity was assumed to be the standard drag divided by the ballistic coefficient, corrected for non-standard air density, etc.
The ballisticians erred in assuming that the coefficient of form was a constant, i.e., projectile shape would have the same effect at all velocities. You could, of course, construct a separate drag function for every projectile, and throw the ballistic coefficient "out the window."
In practice, the ballisticians developed a small number of retardation functions, one for each "family" of projectile shapes, and accepted the residual imperfection of the coefficient of form.
 
Ricochet Fire
This is the reflection of a shot by a surface. EB11/Ricochet says that ricochet fire was first employed by Vauban at the siege of Ath (1697). This is poppycock. Shakespeare refers to the "bullet's crazing" (grazing), causing it to "break out into a second course of mischief, killing in relapse of mortality.: Henry V, Act IV, scene iii. And Bourne, The Art of Shooting in Great Ordnaunce (1587), has a section entitled, "How and by what order the shot doth graze or glaunce upon lande or water," which recognizes that the ricochet occurs only if the angle of incidence is shallow. Nonetheless, I suspect that it was not common in the seventeenth century to deliberately elevate the gun so that the shot would strike an enemy ship by ricochet. A particular advantage of ricochet fire was that it tended to strike the target near the waterline.
Ricochet is possible only if the shot strikes water at an angle less than the critical angle; Douglas (108) advises that the angle of incidence shouldn't be greater than 3–4o, while Beauchant (30) favors under 2o. The critical angle depends on the projectile; Birkhoff (1944) proposed that it is 18o divided by the square root of the specific gravity of the projectile (Johnson); for an iron cannonball, that's 6.36o (cp. Adam 111). The angle of incidence depends on the angle of elevation, the height of the muzzle above the water, air resistance, and wave action. Ricochet is more effective when the water is smoother, and firing to windward (lee sides of waves are steeper). There is of course some loss of energy at each bounce, so at least a one-third charge of powder is desirable if you're shooting at a large ship. (Beauchant 31). Ricochet can't be used effectively with rifled projectiles; because of their spin, they are reflected at a high angle. (Scott 25).
It's really amazing how much ricocheting can increase range. By way of an extreme example, the Vesuvius fired (1797) a 43.7 pound shot at a 1o elevation; its first graze was at 358 yards; but it ricocheted a total of 15 times, achieving an extreme range of 1843 yards. (Douglas 209). The following table relates elevation, charge, distance to first graze, and extreme range:

(Beauchant 20, 26)
 
There are empirical formulae of uncertain reliability for estimating ricochet range (Abbot59ff) but I doubt they are in Grantville Literature.
In WW II, the Fifth Air Force experimented with "skip bombing"—essentially, a low-altitude, high-speed approach so the bombs would ricochet toward the enemy. However, they abandoned this tactic in favor of "masthead height" bombing: "to eliminate the need to calculate the ricochet distance, they timed the release to hit the side of the ships, instead of bouncing short." (Gann 15).
 
Maximum effective range (MER)
Exterior ballistics can identify the range at which a particular projectile, fired at a particular muzzle velocity and elevation, can strike with a particular impact velocity. And that in turn may be compared with the empirical formulae of terminal ballistics (part 5) to determine how many inches of wood or iron it will penetrate.
What it can't do is determine the likelihood that the projectile will strike the target, and is that probability high enough to warrant firing. Is the projectile expensive and available only in small numbers (like a torpedo or missile), so you must make the shot count, or cheap and plentiful?
 
Accuracy, Precision and Trueness
If there is a single trajectory by which the gun, fired at a particular instant, will hit the point of aim, then it follows that there are essentially three kinds of firing problems that result in a different point of impact: errors in traverse, elevation and muzzle velocity. Errors in traverse result in a lateral error at the range of the target; errors in elevation result in a vertical error (if aiming at a "vertical target" like the side of a ship) or a range error (if aiming at a "horizontal" target like the deck). Errors in muzzle velocity cause vertical and range errors directly, and lateral errors indirectly (by making too much or too little allowance for wind deflection or ship motion during the time of flight).
There are two ways of coping with errors: minimization and compensation. We can minimize variation in powder strength, shot size, etc. There are some errors that we can't avoid, but if they are of predictable magnitude and direction, we can compensate for them. For example, if spin causes a rifled projectile to drift 10 yards left at a range of 1000 yards, we can aim enough to the right of the target so it will drift left onto it. Likewise, we can compensate for known wind, gun platform motion, and target motion.
Precision measures how closely the impacts are grouped together; accuracy, whether they hit the target. It's also helpful to recognize a concept that used to also be called accuracy but which is now (ISO 5725 for the measurement community) called "trueness": the distance of the mean point of impact to the point of aim (the desired point of impact).
It's possible to measure the precision of a gun (although this assumes that you have minimized variation in ammunition, elevation and atmospheric conditions) but a gun doesn't have an inherent accuracy. Any reference here to the "accuracy" of a gun means of that gun operated by a typical trained gun crew.
****
"Accuracy" is most often casually stated as the number of hits made on a target at a particular range; hopefully, the records will also state the dimensions of the target.
The most useful method of quantifying either accuracy or precision is in terms of the mean error, laterally and vertically (or in range), of the points of impact from the point of aim (for accuracy) or from the mean point of impact (for precision), for a given range. One may also present the mean absolute error, the mean radial distance of the points of impact from the reference point. Unfortunately, most mean error data is from the mid-nineteenth century or later.
There isn't much difference in the lateral deviation depending on the plane of measurement, but the deviation of range is quite different from the vertical deviation, equaling the latter multiplied by the cotangent of the angle of fall. While the vertical and horizontal deviations are loosely proportional to range, the deviation of range is not, since the angle of fall also changes. The range deviation remains "nearly the same for widely different ranges" and may indeed decrease slightly. (Alger 253).
At Metz in 1740, a 24-10 on a 78-foot platform was given a 9 pound charge and elevated to 4o. A series of shots were fired (Robins 238) and it's instructive to examine how much their ranges varied. The average was 835 toises (toise=6.39 feet), but the minimum was 715 and the maximum 1010. The standard deviation was 67.9.
In 1833–49 British experiments, with 32-pounders loaded with double shot, at 300 yards, 26/28 shots struck a 10 x 6 foot target, but had 400 yards, only 8/28 did. (Experiment 4).
For an 1850s American naval 32-pounder, "Firing at a vertical screen 40 feet wide by 20 feet high at a distance of 1,300 yards with a 32-pdr. of 57 cwt., only three out of 10 shots hit the target, two direct and one on ricochet. The average range to first splash was 1,324 yards with deviations [spread] from 1,238 yards to 1,383 yards. " (Canfield).
****
The vertical and horizontal errors are normally distributed, so if you multiply their means by 2.637, you get the sides of the rectangle (vertical target) that receives 50% of the shots.
Achieving precision is effectively a matter of minimizing the round-to-round variation in muzzle velocity, whereas attaining accuracy requires properly equipping and training gun crews.
There can be significant individual variations in accuracy among different gun crews operating different individual guns of the same type. In the Prize Firing of the British Mediterranean Fleet for 1899, for the nine battleships with 12 inch guns, they scored an average of 33% hits on the standard target, but the best performer was 55% and the worst 11.7%. The same year, for the 4.7" quick fire gun, the best performer was Scylla (80%), followed by Vulcan (51%). (Note that Scylla was captained by gunnery innovator Captain Scott.)(Brassey 30-1).
 
Range and Accuracy
All else being equal, if you increase the range, you decrease the accuracy. The horizontal extent of an angular error in bearing equals the range times the sine of the angle. The effect of an error in elevation is more complex, thanks to gravity, but the vertical or range error will still increase with range.
 
Target Size and Accuracy
On the other hand, the larger the target, the easier it is to hit. The principal vertical target (hull side) is defined by the target ship's length on deck and freeboard. The horizontal target (deck) is defined by the target's length and beam.
The angular width of the target, at a particular range, determines what degree of error in traverse can be tolerated. For long-range shooting at ships, the "small angle" approximation works; the angular size is proportional to the range, so, at 1000 yards, a ten foot object is 0.19 degrees.
HMS Victory (1765), a British first-rate, is one of the largest wooden sailing warships ever built, 186 feet long. For a seventeenth-century frigate-equivalent, let's assume a length of 100 feet. So the Victory has an angular width at 1000 yards of 3.55o, and the frigate, of 1.9o.
 
Danger (Hitting) Space
Because a ship target rises above the water, it is possible for a shot projected for greater than the correct range (at sea level) to still hit the target somewhere on its superstructure. The taller the target, and the flatter the trajectory, the greater the effective "danger space" in which a mis-ranged shot could still strike the side of the target. Since big guns could use lower elevations than small guns for a given range, this gave big guns an advantage. "At 4,500 yards, the 12 in/45 had a danger space of 130 feet... compared to 100 feet for the 6in." (Friedman 18). That assumed a target height of ten feet.
On the Victory, the sides from waterline to bulwarks measured 40 feet (Royal Naval Exhibition 1891), and the hammock rail of a French 82-gun warship was reportedly 26 feet above the water. In contrast, a frigate might have a freeboard of just 8 feet.
As the range increases, the elevation must also increase, reducing the danger space. For the 12 in/50 (muzzle velocity 2567 fps), it was 572 yards (for a 30 foot tall target) at 2,000 yards and 33 yards at 12,000 yards. At the latter distance, deck hits were actually more likely than side hits; the greater the target beam, the more likely this was to occur. The beam of the Victory was almost 52 feet; of a typical frigate, 27.
 
Aiming the Gun
So, what are you trying to hit? A ship is a relatively large target, after all. In the Napoleonic Wars, the British tended to target the enemy hull, and the French, the rigging.
In aiming for the hull, a gunner didn't estimate the range and then look up the proper elevation in a gunnery table. Rather, a rule of thumb was used, for example, at point-blank range, aim at the hull, whereas at half a mile, aim at the fighting top and at one mile, aim for the top of the main mast. (NMRN) (By aiming high, you allowed for the fall of the shot.)
 
Range Estimation
If the range were great enough that elevating the gun was necessary, then you had to have some way of determining what the range was so you could judge the correct elevation.
The gun captain might, through long experience, be able to estimate visually the range to the target and know the proper elevation to strike it. This depended, of course, in the first instance on the gun captain's visual acuity.
In the late-nineteenth century, American soldiers were required to be able to see a two-foot square black bull's eye on a white background at a distance of 600 yards. (Clowes 385). Training was also important; soldiers would pace off a distance and then study it, or estimate a range and then pace it off. Soldiers were taught that at 600 yards, a man's head was a small round ball, that at 225 yards, his face became distinguishable as a light-colored spot; the eyes can be seen at 80 yards and the proverbial whites of the eyes at 30. (Groome 151; Farrow 697). Presumably, sailors could similarly study the crew of an enemy ship, as well as the visibility of its gun ports, masts, and stays.
In land warfare, visual estimates supposedly had an error of 12–15% at a range of 600–1200 yards. (Hopkins 196). However, at sea, there aren't a succession of fixed reference points, like trees and hills, which you can use to facilitate range estimation. In addition, weather conditions often will degrade visibility. According to Fullam (459), "it is quite impossible to estimate ranges above 2000 yards with anything like sufficient accuracy."
Acoustics: Just as you can estimate how far off a thunderstorm is by timing the interval from lightning flash to thunder rumble, you can count the seconds between the flash and the report of the enemy's guns. This can be made somewhat more precise with an acoustic telemeter; a metal disk is caused to drop through the liquid filling a calibrated tube when the flash is seen, and stopped when the sound is heard. (Cook 593).
Trigonometric Methods: If you know the absolute dimension of any part of the enemy ship, such as the height of its mainmast, you can measure its angular size with the sextant, and calculate the range by trigonometry (or table lookup). Douglas compiled a table of the heights of the parts of French ships of war of various classes. (Douglas 214ff). This works best if the enemy has standardized its warship classes, which unfortunately was not the case in the early-seventeenth century.
Alternatively, as in Buckner's method, you could measure the angle between the enemy's waterline and the horizon; it requires knowledge of the viewer's height above sea level. Use of this method is expedited by what EB11 calls a "depression rangefinder."
These methods were more likely to be used for deliberate shooting by a bow or stern gun during a chase, than for a broadside.
Another trigonometric method is to have observers stationed at the bow and stern of your ship sight the same object and report its bearing. The accuracy of this method depends on the length of your ship, which serves as the baseline (Cook 591). It also required communication between the observers, and wouldn't work if the target were ahead or astern. (Friedman 23).
Consequently, integral rangefinders, with a fixed mirror or prism connected by a rigid base to a rotatable one, were considered. The accuracy of the rangefinder at a given range was proportional to the square root of the base length. (Id.).
In 1891 the Admiralty advertised for a rangefinder which would have an accuracy of 3% at 3000 yards. The winning entry was the Barr-Stroud range finder. As described by EB11/Range-Finder, this used two telescopes, separated by 3–9 feet, to create partial images that were brought into view by reflecting prisms. To overcome the limitation of the short base line, the optical system included a movable deflecting prism. A range could be taken in 8–12 seconds. The 9-foot FQ2 (1906) was theoetically accurate to 1% (150 yards) at 15,000 yards, but in practice, refraction and heating of the tube degraded accuracy, with errors of 1000–1500 yards seen at ranges of 19–21,000 yards. (Friedman 24).
The Barr-Stroud coincidence rangefinder was designed to show the top of the target through one lens and the bottom through the other. The operator looked for a vertical element in the target, the half-images of which would be brought into coincidence by adjusting the angles. To prevent similar rangefinders being used against them, the British "tried to break up the vertical lines of their masts and funnels with spirals around masts and then with triangular inserts (rangefinding baffles)." (Id.)
An alternative design approach was taken by the Germans in 1893. This was the stereoscopic rangefinder, "in which each lens fed its image into one of the operator's eyes." The operator had to have perfect binocular vision, but if so, perceived depth in the image and would move a marker "until it coincided with the target." (25).
If the guns aren't themselves equipped with rangefinders, then the rangefinder information must be communicated by the observer to the gunners.
Active range finders. These "ping" the target with some kind of radiation—radio waves, sound or laser light—and measure the time to receipt of the reflection. The technologies are called RADAR, SONAR and LIDAR, respectively. Military use of RADAR and SONAR began in WW II, and LIDAR is a more recent development. Don't expect any of these to be available in the foreseeable 1632verse future!
All of the above methods determine the geometric range of the observer to the target at the time of observation. Depending on gun and target motion, the gun might have to be set to a different range.
Bracketing: If all else fails, you may "try the range." Observing what proportion of the shot fired fall short of the target can be used to guide how to adjust the aim; if the proportion is much less than one-half, the shots are on average over-shooting.
In 1936, the French began placing marker dyes in shells; each ship would be assigned a particular color so it could identify which splashes were from its guns . . . assuming no other ship was assigned that color. (Friedman 258).
 
Precision: Smoothbore vs. Rifled Guns
The following table compares the precision of the "best shooting" smoothbore and rifled land artillery circa 1870:

(Owen 334).("Reduced" deflection means relative to the mean point of impact, not the point of aim.)
However, Owen comments that up to 300–400 yards, the smoothbores are just as accurate as the rifled guns, and at very long ranges such that ricocheting is necessary, the smoothbores are superior because round shot ricochets more predictably.
Another source is Abbot, writing about the First Connecticut Artillery. With 32-pounder smoothbore seacoast guns, Fort Barnard achieved 20 feet mean deviation from center for a target 1030 yards away. Fort Richardson didn't fare as well; 28 feet at 950 yards. (51). With the 30-pounder Parrott rifle, Fort Barnard reported 16 feet at 1030 yards (117).
Even at long range, rifling is not a panacea. In 1870, three ironclads tested their big rifled muzzleloaders on a rock 600 feet long, and 60 feet high, 1000 yards away, under favorable conditions, with the following results:
HMS Hercules (1868), 10" guns, 10 hits/17 shots;
HMS Captain (1869), 12" guns, 4/11;
HMS Monarch (1868) 12" guns, 9/12.
(Cooke 182). Note, this was shooting at a stationary target much larger than a ship.
 
Windage, Balloting and Deviation
So what's the problem with smoothbore precision, and what can be done about it? The principal cause of deviation is balloting, that is, the bouncing of the projectile as it passes down the bore as a result of windage. Without any sabot to center it, round shot must be smaller than and rest on the bottom of the bore. If a projectile is spherical and homogeneous, then the propellant gases will cause it to roll forward (topspin). As the result of the Magnus effect (the effect of the rotation on the airflow around the projectile), the projectile feels an upward force, and bangs against the top. That will reverse the rotation, and the Magnus effect will result in a downward force as it continues down-bore. Now it bangs the bottom, and acquires topspin, sending it up again. Plainly, it's a matter of chance how it emerges.
In 1862, for smoothbores, the angular deviation of the line of departure (how the projectile actually left the bore) from the line of bore was reportedly not more than 5' vertically and 4'30" laterally. (Benton 415).
However, there's also retained spin to be considered. With ordinary windage for a 24-pounder shell fired with 2.25 pounds of powder, the rotation was 30 fps [2.9 rpm]. (Benton 425). Topspin shortens the range and backspin increases it, again as a result of the Magnus effect.
If the shot's eccentric (the center of gravity doesn't coincide with the geometric center), sidespin is possible, and the Magnus force will then cause a deviation toward the side on which the center of gravity is located. Dahlgren, using "service" 32-pounder shells, determined the location of the center of gravity of each, and positioned them. He found that if the firing were such that a concentric shell would range 1300 yards, with the center of gravity up, the travel was 1415 yards, with it down, 1264 yards, and inwards (toward the breech end), 1360 yards.
Modern smoothbore tank cannon fire projectiles equipped with discarding sabots, that is, sabots that fall away once the projectile leaves the bore (see part 4). A cannonball could be equipped with a discarding sabot, thus reducing bore-windage and consequent balloting, barrel wear, and trajectory errors. R&D is needed to ensure that the sabot separates at the right time.
Cannonballs could also be replaced with elongated projectiles, increasing sectional density and thus reducing retardation by air resistance. The catch is that elongated projectiles must be stabilized. The dominant stabilization method is by spin (imparted by a rifled bore), but that requires replacing smoothbore cannon with rifled ones. But it's also possible to stabilize flight using fins, like the feathers of an arrow (part 4). While the fins would require R&D, finned projectiles might be manufactured faster than rifled cannon (and projectiles to engage the rifling).
Spin-stabilized projectiles fired from rifled cannon also experience the Magnus effect; however, since essentially the same spin (same axis, direction and speed of rotation) is imparted to each projectile by the rifling, the Magnus force exerted on each is the same and the deviation (called "drift") is predictable and can be compensated for. Whereas the rotation of spherical projectiles fired by smoothbore cannon will differ from round to round in an unpredictable way. Projectiles and sabots are discussed in detail in Part 4.
 
Accuracy: Land versus Sea
The effective range of Napoleonic smoothbore field artillery (4- to 12-pounders) on land was 800–1200 yards. (Nosworthy 359ff). (The guns could probably range farther, but with open sights, aimed fire wouldn't be possible.) For a 12-pounder firing at a continuous screen six feet high, simulating a line of infantry, the Madras Artillery (1810–17) reported that the 12-pounder achieved almost 80% hits at 300 yards, 60% at 900, and perhaps 25% at 1200. (Hughes). Wilhelm Muller (II:195) reported that circa 1811 a 12-pounder achieved 45% hits on an embrasure 2.5 feet high and 8 wide at a range of 575 paces, and 18% at 1300.
Why then, was the engagement range of Napoleonic sea ordnance so low? Was it because the close range was needed to ensure penetration of the thick hull of a warship? Were naval guns of inferior precision? Or was marksmanship much worse at sea than on land?
Firing on shipboard presents some difficulties that the land artillery didn't have to consider. Both the firing and the target ship were in motion, perhaps at different speeds on different courses, subject to change at any moment on account of the wind, damage, and tactical decisions, and thus the target range, bearing and aspect were in constant flux. In addition, if the sea wasn't smooth, the firing ship was rolling, pitching and perhaps yawing, too. Even if the two ships were still, estimating range was harder at sea than on land. It's also true that naval gun crews didn't practice firing at long range targets, but that could be because of the other problems set forth above.
There's evidence that ship motion was the principal problem. In 1847, the 74-gun Leviathan was used as a target to test the accuracy of guns firing round shot, with roughly these results under ideal conditions (smooth water, light wind, both ships stationary):

(Experiments, 1).
 
Those numbers can't be compared directly with those of field artillery, but they show acceptable accuracy at way beyond the normal naval battle range.
 
Roll, Pitch and Yaw
Let's look at the problem of firing ship motion more closely. If sailing on any course other than directly downwind, a sailing ship would be heeled over, that is, tilted from the vertical. In shooting, its gunners would have to compensate for this constant tilt.
In addition, there would be a continual yawing, pitching and rolling as a result of the action of the sea. If the target were on the beam, these motions would have the following effects. Yawing (left/right) would affect the target bearing and thus the necessary traverse. Pitching would change the height of the gun, if it weren't on the pitch axis, and therefore the proper elevation to account for ballistic drop at the target range, unless the gun happened to be on the pitch axis. And rolling would change the target elevation and thus the required gun elevation. Pitching down when heeled away would create forward traverse and lower effective elevation.
A typical rate of roll would be one degree a second. If the target range were 3,000 yards, the line of sight would sweep across 15 vertical feet in less than one-tenth a second. But early-twentieth-century German warships were "stiff," rolling at a rate of three degrees a second. (Friedman 163).
Moreover, the target didn't necessarily cooperate by remaining abeam. If it were fleeing, and your ship trying to cut off its escape, chances are that your guns are firing obliquely rather than perpendicularly to your ship's centerline. If so, roll changes not only elevation, but also bearing—the latter was called "cross-roll." In the sailing ship era, when ships would be heeled over by the wind, Stevens (26) warned that in a chase, the guns would be inclined to leeward, and the bow or stern guns should therefore be pointed at the "weathermost" part of the enemy's hull.
 
Timing the Roll
In the 1630s, and indeed for more than two centuries thereafter, gunners only took roll into account. A ship rolled with a pendulum motion; fastest (but at constant speed) at mid-roll, paused (but accelerating or decelerating) at the top and bottom. Therefore, some gunners favored firing at the top or bottom of a roll. This had several consequences. First, it limited to the rate of fire to the period (or half-period) of the roll. Secondly, the gunner had to anticipate when the top or bottom of the roll was approaching, and whether this was possible or not depended on the regularity of the roll.
For this reason, British and French nineteenth-century naval practice favored firing only on the rising motion, so that a shot intended for the hull would at worst hit the rigging (as opposed to missing altogether). (Douglas 235 ff). I must note that the bottom of the roll was sometimes impractical, as that meant that the ship was in the trough of the waves, so the shot might be delayed until later in the rise. The Americans, in contrast, fired at the top of the sea, or on the falling motion. (245). The rising motion was slowest on the lee side, and the reverse was true on the weather side, but it wasn't always possible to take advantage of this. (Stevens 21).
 
Firing Interval
Moreover, the ideal would be for the projectile to leave the muzzle at that point, but there were several delays: from observing the roll to the decision to fire; from making the decision to lighting the fuse; from that moment to the ignition of the powder; and finally the time for the projectile to travel down the barrel. Overall, this lag was called the "firing interval," and Alger reported that under the best circumstances it was 0.25–0.30 seconds in the late-nineteenth century. Chances are that the gunner wouldn't take all this into account and the projectile would emerge a little late.
We may try to reduce the firing interval as much as humanly possible. Alger conducted an experiment comparing seven different methods of actuating the firing device. The fastest involved biting on (0.198 seconds to the striking of the primer) or puffing air from the cheeks (0.214) into a mouthpiece. These also had the least variation. The classic lanyard pull was slower (0.268 spring lock; 0.354 hammer).
 
Roll Compensation
The nineteenth-century British Captain Brooke used a pendulum to correct gun elevation for the normal heel of a ship. One might take this a step further and use it to detect the true angle of elevation during a roll, i.e., the sum of the gun's elevation from the deck and the ship's roll angle. For this to work properly, two criteria must be met.
First, the pendulum must have a long period relative to the roll period of the ship. If it has a short period, it will indicate the apparent vertical, perpendicular to the wave surface, not the true vertical, as discovered by Froude.
Secondly, the pendulum must hang from the center of oscillation (Atwood 252); the pendulum would then indicate the true vertical and the angle between that and the bore would be the true elevation plus 90 degrees. Unfortunately, the guns are distant from the roll axis, which should pass near the center of gravity. Brown (62) says, "one might expect an error of about 20% from a pendulum on the upper deck on an ironclad and of some 50% on a wooden battleship."
There are two choices, then. We can have a master pendulum at the proper location, with a gauge that reads off its angle with the "ship vertical." This angle could be communicated, perhaps electrically, to the gun stations.
Or, we accept the inherent inaccuracy and hang the pendulum near the gun. It's been suggested that the tilt sensor could be as crude as a cannonball hung from a nearby spar. The gunner would ignite the gun when "just before it was parallel to the mast." (NAVORD 15A2). If this was in fact done, it wouldn't have been easy to judge. Sometime before 1855, the French "used a reflector to compare the indication of the pendulum with the real horizon; this combination was called L'Horizon Ballistique." (Friedman 292).
In 1872, Froude designed an automatic roll recorder that featured both short and long period pendula. The long period one was robust, an eccentrically mounted wheel "three feet in diameter and weighing 200 pounds," with a half-period of 34 seconds. The roll recorder was used in sea trials of Inflexible (1882), Revenge (1895) and the Vivien gyrostabilizer (1925). It was not used in a firing mechanism. (Brown 62ff).
Bessemer proposed (1873) a firing device that featured a "tumbling bob," a slender triangular element positioned with wide end up, resting against one of two flanking arms. One arm was insulated, the other had an electrical contact, as did the bob. The whole assembly was itself mounted on a graduated quadrant, so it could be inclined at a specified angle to the frame of the quadrant, which corresponded to the desired true elevation at the time of firing. The idea was that with the bob resting against the insulated arm, the gunner would close one switch by pressing the firing button. When the ship rolled enough in the direction of the electrified arm so that the bob would fall over against it, the second and last contact would be closed and a firing signal delivered to the primer. Bessemer recognized that it would require a finite amount of time for the bob to change position, and that the launch of the projectile was also delayed by the "firing interval," so he provided a secondary movement for adjusting the neutral inclination to allow for this. It appears that Bessemer demonstrated a table model at the Royal Naval College, but his offer to fit a British warship with it at his own expense fell on deaf ears (Vincent 507).
 
Continuous Aim
 In the late-nineteenth century, if telescopic sights were available, they were used just to make the initial estimate of the range. The gunner dialed in the elevation but still waited for the roll to bring the aiming point into open sights. Accuracy was poor. Firing for five minutes each at a hulk 1600 yards away, five British warships managed to score a grand total of two hits. (Morrison).
In 1899, Percy Scott stunned the Royal Navy when his cruiser Scylla achieved an accuracy of 80% in a prize firing, about six times the normal performance. Rather than set a fixed elevation for the estimated range and try to time the roll, his gunners continuously aimed (i.e., adjusted the elevation) of their guns (Friedman 19).
While this was a procedural rather than a technological change, it was of course made possible by technological improvements, such as breechloading, rifling, elevating gears, and telescopic sights.
Moreover, Scott did some technological fine-tuning, too. He changed the gear ratio on the elevating gear so that the gunner could follow the target during the roll. And he modified the mounting of the telescope sight so it wouldn't be pushed back (into the gunner's eye!) by the recoil. (Morison).
Scott's methods revolutionized naval gunnery; in 1905, a gunner "made fifteen hits in one minute at a target 75 by 25 feet at 1600 yards; half of them hit in a bull's eye 50 inches square." (Id.)
However, the bigger the gun, the more difficult it was to move it fast enough to achieve "continuous aim." (Friedman 20). Also, that 1600 yards was about the practical limit without improved range estimation and prediction of target motion (22).
 
Gun Platform and Ship Stabilization
In 1889, Beauchamp Tower constructed and tested an apparatus for providing a steady naval gun platform. The position of the gyroscope affected the flow of pressurized water into four hydraulic cylinders on which the gun platform rested. The Admiralty tested it on two gunboats; it worked, but the weight was considered excessive. Thornycroft's pendulum, which hyrdraulically shifted a weight within the hold to stabilize the entire ship (1892), had the same problem. (Bennett 97). Still, in 1906 Schlick showed that an 1100 pound steam-driven gyroscope could reduce a torpedo boat's roll from 15o each way to 1.5o. (Airey 49).
There are two modern approaches to ship stabilization. Fin stabilizers have an angle of inclination that is gyroscopically controlled; they are effective only when the ship is traveling. A tank stabilizer operates even when the ship is at rest. One version used a single partially filled tank; others featured two wing tanks connected in some way, but with constricted flow between them. Care must be taken with tank stabilizers to ensure that they decrease rather than increase roll, and of course the tanks take up space and add to the weight of the ship.
 
Fire Control Systems
The pre-WW I increase in torpedo range to 1500 yards at high speed and 3500 at reduced speed provided considerable incentive for further increasing effective gun range, as "it was widely understood that a line of battleships would be a virtually unmissable target... [with] little or no underwater protection." (Friedman 22). That meant that further improvements in fire control were necessary for the gun to regain primacy.
Until the gun is fired, and during the "firing interval," the combined motion of the firing ship and the target ship cause the range and bearing of the target ship to be continuously changing. When the projectile leaves the muzzle, its velocity is the vector sum of the velocity imparted by the gun and the velocity of the ship (and the wind, if any). When the projectile is in flight, the firing ship's further motion is irrelevant, but the target's motion during the "time in flight" must have been anticipated, in order for the projectile to strike it.
Friedman (22) says, "Only once a ship's motion had been cancelled out did it really matter whether the range to the target was known." As a result of the relative motion of the ships, and late-nineteenth-century warship speeds, the range could change at a rate of "200 yards or more per minute." (Friedman 23).
The range to look up in the range tables is not the geometric range at the time the decision is made to fire, but rather the range the target is expected to be at when the projectile descends low enough to strike it. If the firing ship and the target ship are moving at constant direction and speed, the range will be changing at a nearly (Friedman 41) constant rate, and the range to set is the sum of the geometric range and the product of the "range rate" and the sum of the firing interval and the time of flight. But the time of flight is itself a function of the range.
The problem of the combined motion of the gun and target could be solved by hand using the same traverse tables that were used for navigation. These were essentially pre-computed trig tables for a converting a distance on a course to a latitude and longitude change; you replaced "distance" with "speed," and interpreted "latitude" as rate of change parallel to the line of fire and "longitude" as the perpendicular rate.
During the early-twentieth century, crude analog mechanical computers were used to take into account the effect of gun and target motion on the proper range and bearing setting. One such device was the "Dumaresq," invented 1902–4 and variations of which were used in WW I.
The Dumaresq subtracted the firing ship's velocity (direction and speed) from the enemy ship's velocity, resolving the difference into components along the line of bearing (the range rate) and perpendicular to it (the deflection rate). First, the inner ring was rotated to the enemy's bearing relative to your bow. Then the outer ring was rotated to your own heading. A slider was mounted on an overhead bar supported by the outer ring, and this slider was moved "aftward" to show your speed forward—thus subtracting it. A ring hung down from the slider and it was rotated to show the enemy heading. And this ring had a slider bar, and the slider was moved to show the enemy speed. A pointer hung down from that slider, marking a point on a graph that indicated the corresponding range and deflection rates (yards/minute).
Of course, to use the Dumaresq, you needed data:
Target Bearing. With experience, target bearing can be estimated by eye within 5–10o (BMR). The down-timers already use an "azimuth compass" to determine the bearing of an object close to the horizon, for navigational purposes, and that's accurate to 0.5–2o.
Own Speed and Course. To determine the "range rate," we must know our own ship's speed and course. Prior to RoF, sailors determined speed by the "common log" (tossing a log attached to a knotted rope behind the ship and timing how fast the knots passed over the rail) . A continuous log using some sort of rotating element was invented by Humfray Cole and published by Bourne in 1578, and another was constructed by Hooke in 1668. However, rotatory logs didn't come into common use until the nineteenth century, under the name "patent log." (EB11/Log; Robinson 53).
Early-twentieth-century naval fire control systems used a pitometer log; this measures the total pressure of seawater in the direction of motion and perpendicularly to it, and either measures the pressure difference or generates an equalizing pressure. The side pressure is just the static pressure of the water whereas the forward pressure is augmented by the motion, including a dynamic pressure proportional to the squared velocity. The pitometer log is analogous to a pitot tube airspeed indicator on an aircraft; the tube is used on the Belle built in NTL 1633. (Flint, 1633, Chapter 11).
Down-timers read their heading (approximately equal to the course) by comparing it to their magnetic compass, which points to magnetic north (or south). The magnetic compass reading requires correction for magnetic variation (caused by changes in the Earth's magnetic field) and deviation (caused by ferromagnetic materials on board). A gyrocompass finds true north; the first practical one was invented in 1908 (Wikipedia). It requires electric power. See "Gyro Sights," Part 2.
The heading differs from the course by the leeway angle. This will be affected by the ship speed and the wind and sea conditions; you can determine a typical leeway angle by maintaining a set heading from one known reference point to another in smooth water with a known current and known steady wind and see how far off course you go.
Target Speed and Course. Friedman (30) states that "at short ranges ... it was relatively easy to guess enemy course by how foreshortened the target looked, and speed might be estimated form the appearance of the enemy bow wave." Observers trained themselves to estimate course by studying models of enemy ships, and might be aided by instruments that measured the angular width of the enemy ship and calculated the angle it made to the line of bearing if the range and ship length were known.
In turn, ships were given dazzle camouflage (sometimes including a fake bow wave) to make it difficult to judge course and speed. But even without camouflage, course was estimated by eye only to about a point (11.25o), and speed was typically 15–30% off. (45).
The Dumaresq could also be operated in reverse, inputting the range rate (determined by successive rangefinder measurements) and the deflection rate. (The latter was not directly observable; what you saw was the rate of change of target bearing, which could be divided by the range to get the deflection rate. Some Dumaresqs were inscribed with bearing rate curves to make this easier.) That caused the elements to move to indicate the corresponding target speed and course.
Unfortunately, period rangefinders were not sufficiently accurate to make good estimates of range rates, which after all were the differences between range measurements made at short time intervals. (Id.) As for bearing rates, the trouble was that ships yawed back and forth a great deal, so the bearing rate was very messy. (44).
What you could do, instead, was use the Dumaresq to calculate the range and deflection rates, use them to estimate a later target range and bearing, and see how good the estimate was. If it was off, you adjusted the rates accordingly until you were happy with the prognoses.
Integrator. On the Vickers "range clock," a wheel spun at constant speed, and a spherical roller connected to an output shaft was held against it; the closer to the rim it was, the faster it turned. The roller was set to a position based on the computed range rate, and the outputs were the current true range (black hand) and the adjusted range for targeting (red hand). The latter would be entered into the range tables. I'm not sure how they adjusted the range for targeting without pulling the time of flight from the range tables, but perhaps it was a successive approximation method.
Unfortunately, the range rate wasn't constant even if speeds and courses were maintained. Changing the roller position was a bit awkward, unfortunately, so it was only changed at set intervals and there were "lagging errors." Ideally, you would be able to change the roller position continuously and instantaneously without interfering with the wheel rotation.
Communication. All the number crunching doesn't do you any good if the results aren't timely communicated to the gunners. This could be done by voice, through a sound pipe or phone, or purely electronically, by wire or radio. The concerns were to transmit the data accurately and without disruption by enemy action.
System Evolution. Initially, fire control systems were a "kludge." There would be a large number of operators, some reading off data from gauges and others inputting the data into the Dumaresq or a similar device or transferring the Dumaresq's range rate into a range clock.
By WW II, the data was fed directly into the computer by the various ship sensors and the computer even outputted "gun orders."
 
Other Sources of Error
Powder Conditions. Muzzle velocity increases with powder temperature. Figure a change of 2 fps per oF. (NAVORD 17B4 Col. 10). A damp powder burns more slowly, a dry one, more rapidly. Powder that has been in storage a long time may deteriorate, resulting in a lower initial velocity and also in increased pressure within the bore. (Alger 186).
Projectile Variation. Dahlgren, inspecting a heap of 32-pounder shot, found diameters of 6.22–6.28 inches, and weights of 32.43–33.00 pounds. With ten such rounds, at 3o elevation, the mean range was 1172 yards and the mean difference 18.4. If he used shot selected so the gauge range was 6.24–6.26 inches (weight 32.43–32.47), the mean range was 1195 yards and the mean difference only 10.3.
Variation in projectile weight has two opposing effects; a heavier projectile is accelerated less, in-bore, leaving with a lower muzzle velocity, and decelerated less in flight, giving it greater range for a given muzzle velocity.
Jump and Droop. If the gun, when fired, has a positive elevation, the force of discharge causes the gun to rotate, bringing the muzzle higher ("jump"). On the other hand, the length and weight of the gun may cause the muzzle to droop, so the "line" of bore is not truly a straight line. Jump and droop were not calculated directly, but the coefficient of form calculated by comparing computed ranges with experimental ranges is determined not merely by the projectile per se, but the jump and droop it experienced when fired. (Alger 167ff).
Air density. Early-twentieth-century range tables were calculated for a "standard atmosphere" of half saturated air, 15oC, 29.53" pressure. (Alger 189). Atmospheric pressure, temperature and humidity all affect air density and thus air resistance. For example, for Alger's standard problem 12" gun, range 10,000 yards, if the barometer were 29.00" and the thermometer 96oF, the air would be 9% below standard density, and the range achieved would be 194 yards higher. (189).
The effect of pressure and temperature can be determined by the ideal gas law, and that of humidity estimated by comparing the molecular weights of water vapor and dry air.
Pressure, temperature and humidity all vary from place to place and from time to time, and to take them into account, you need to be able to measure them. That measurement, of course, will be for where the gun is located and could be a bit different at the target (or in-between). The first mercury barometer was invented in the 1640s, whereas the aneroid barometer was introduced in 1843. The first sealed alcohol-type thermometer was made by Grand Duke Ferdinando II de Medici in the 1650s, and the mercury thermometer in 1714. You may measure relative humidity by comparing the readings of wet and dry bulb thermometers after the wet bulb is taken out of water so that evaporation can occur.
The variation of air density with altitude is usually significant only for a high trajectory fire. The US Standard Atmosphere is in CRC and relates density to altitude. So it's easy enough to modify a numerical integration spreadsheet to calculate the density for each altitude rather than treat it as a constant.
A further complication is that temperature and humidity also affect the velocity of sound, and thus the Mach number of the projectile for a given speed. (Ingalls vii).
Per my spreadsheet, if altitude effects are ignored, a 24-pound iron ball projected 1600 fps at 45o ascends to 4385 feet, and ranges to 3467 yards. Including the effects of decreased gravity (99.96% at apex), air density ( 87.98%) and speed of sound (98.45%) , it climbs to 4459 feet, and ranges to 3617 yards.
Drift. The spin of the projectile fired from a rifled gun causes it to be deflected to one side; this drift increases with distance flown and is the net result of several forces. (Denny 113ff).
Projectile Angle of Attack. 3DOF methods assume that either the projectile is spherical, or that if elongated, its long axis is always tangential to the trajectory (zero angle of attack). In practice, it isn't. If it's a spin-stabilized projectile, the longitudinal axis will precess (rotate around) an equilibrium line, which itself is at an angle (the yaw of repose) to the direction of motion. The line points right for a right-hand spin. The yaw of repose thus is the average angle of attack. Air resistance increases as the angle of attack increases. The yaw of repose at apogee is perhaps 2o for an elevation of 50o, but 10o or more for an elevation of 65–70o. (Pope). For a statically stable non-spinning projectile, the nose points slightly above the trajectory. (Carlucci 255).
Wind. If we can measure the wind force and direction, then we can take it into account. Wind direction is easy, that's shown by a wind vane. I am not sure of the practicality of the early mechanical anemometers; the cup anemometer was invented in 1846 and I think that it would be fairly easy to duplicate. It may even be possible to measure the speed of rotation by mechanical or electrical means, but one must cope with the way the wind fluctuates. It will be necessary to calibrate the anemometer, i.e., determine the relationship between the speed with which it is rotating and the force of the wind. (EB11/Anemometer notes that some scientific literature falsely assume that the cup speed was one-third the wind speed.) The relation of anemometer rotation to wind speed can be determined by mounting the anemometer on a car and driving the car at a set speed on a day the air is still. That still leaves the problem of relating wind speed to wind force; this may be in a civil engineering handbook since builders of tall buildings must worry about wind loads.
Of course, we will just know the wind felt by the firing ship, and this will be the apparent wind felt by the ship (which is moving), rather than the true wind. So we must be able to convert the apparent wind on the ship to the true wind, and then that to the apparent wind felt by the projectile. That requires knowing the speed and direction of the firing ship.
Wind is less consistent than the other atmospheric conditions; it can change in direction and strength while the projectile is in flight. And there's not much we can do about that other than look for telltales down-range of how the wind is behaving there. Also, in general, ballisticians only consider horizontal winds; updrafts and downdrafts are ignored.
Smoke. The smoke produced by a broadside can be such that it is no longer possible to tell by eye when the cannon is pointing horizontally. One nineteenth-century British captain used a spirit level while his ship was motionless, in harbor, to make sure that all his guns were pointing horizontally, and then added heel scales to them to indicate the correction for the angle of heel (which could be measured in battle with a ship's pendulum and called off to the gun crews). This became common practice. (EB11/Ordnance; Douglas 218). Fortunately, the enemy's masts would usually be visible above the smoke, even when the hull wasn't, so the horizontal direction of fire could still be determined by sight. (220).
Miscellaneous. At higher ranges, gunners consider the Coriolis force caused by the rotation of the Earth (six-inch deflection at 1000 yards), the decrease of gravitational force with altitude, and the curvature of the Earth.
Farnsworth Gun Error Computer. This was a mechanical device, constructed in 1915, for determining the errors in range and deflection attributable to wind, firing ship motion, target motion, powder temperature, and atmospheric density. It appears to have been a kind of circular slide rule with graphic representations of the values in the ballistics tables. (Alger App. B).
The following table provides a sample of how changing conditions could create range and lateral errors. Do not make the mistake of assuming that the stated errors will hold true for other guns or projectiles, or other ranges; the underlying equations are highly nonlinear.

****
 
This article continues in Part 4, "Implements of Destruction."
 



A Purist Grownup Nerd, Kinda 
Written by Kristine Kathryn Rusch
I used to make faces at people like me. People who would say about a story and/or a TV show and/or a game, movie, comic book—we used to call that [x] and it was sooooo much better in those days.
Then I found myself at one of the Oregon Coast Writing Workshops in which everyone had turned in an (assigned) urban fantasy story, and I caught myself thinking—although I didn’t say, exactly—“back when we called that contemporary fantasy, and we didn’t just have to stick it in a city for genre reasons.” Okay, maybe I did say some of that, but not all of it.
Still. I annoyed myself. And probably a bunch of the listeners.
And I can’t help it.
Because I’ve developed some serious pet peeves in the last twenty years.
Here they are in no particular order:
1. Vampires as sexy love partners, particularly for teenagers. Let me ask you this: why in God’s name are we celebrating that non-human creatures who prey on human beings are falling in love with teenagers? Especially when these non-humans are at least 100 years old. Why isn’t that pedophilia? And why in the hell are these guys (and they’re usually guys) hanging around high schools? And why is that sexy?
2. Were-creatures as sexy love partners, for frickin’ anyone. I’m going to be clear here: What follows is not metaphorical. If my lover turns into some big hairy beast in the middle of lovemaking, I am going to run screaming out of the room. I might call the police, if I think they’ll believe that I’m not totally insane, and then I will never ever ever see this guy again, even if when he’s a non-hairy non-beast he’s the nicest guy in the world. Prejudiced? Okay. I’m not into bestiality. Sorry. (Although my cats are probably relieved.)
3. The urban fantasy glut. Some urban fantasy writers are fan-tastic. I love what they do. The rest seem to follow a very stupid formula. Fight scene with the emotional depth of a game scenario, some character interaction, sex, fight scene, character interaction, Revelation!!!, fight scene . . . and I just don’t care any more. Theme? Nah. Voice? Not unless you count snark that sounds the same from character to character. Ethics? Not really. Morality? Not really.
And, I’m sorry, I’m probably being insulting to game scenarios. Some have tremendous emotional depth. Which means I’d rather be exploring some mythic world in a MMPRPG than reading one of these novels. . . .
4. Unintelligible science fiction. Okay, this one has always been a pet peeve of mine, from the time I started reading sf. I got my start with sf through Andre Norton, Star Trek, and Flowers For Algernon, so I’m biased toward human-centered sf adventure stories or at least to stories that have some rigorous science that makes me cry. The stuff that is all about the latest scientific discovery extrapolated to the year 2233 and written in “future language”? I find that stuff pretentious as hell.
And the idea that you can’t write an sf story without being original should be tossed out along with a lot of the other assumptions of the 1960s. Seriously. If you don’t want genre tropes to invade your fiction, then read nonfiction. Because every other genre allows repetition and expansion of basic ideas.
You know, like murder in a mystery or happily ever after in a romance. Sometimes spaceships go “whoosh!” in space opera. Get over it.
5. Post Human stories. These things are about what happens when humans are no longer human. You know, when technology gets so advanced that we no longer seem like people.
Um, humans are hard-wired to be human. Sorry. If you could figure out a way past the language barrier and some of the customs, you could have a great conversation with someone from Ancient Greece. You could talk democracy or slavery or heck, human sexuality in all of its forms. You could talk theater or whether or not your last marriage was happy. You could even discuss food.
Humans are humans are humans. If you want to write/read about something that’s not human, either pick an existing creature (Robert Crais just wrote a great dog point of view in his latest mystery novel, Suspect) or make up an alien. A true alien, not a Star Trek alien, which is often so American-normal that there are people in other countries who are weirder.
I admit, some of my crankiness does come from more than forty years of reading sf and fantasy. I do crave something—well, new isn’t exactly accurate. Well done is probably better.
Sure, I’ll read a story about a vampire in high school if the voice is good and the creep isn’t hitting on 16 year old girls (or if he is, make him the villain of the piece, for heaven’s sake). I’ll read about were-creatures if they can control their shifting (or nearly control it—I’m thinking of you, Mr. Banner. Yes, I know you’re not a werecreature, per se, but you do shift form) or if the out-of-control shifting is an issue, and not something that is (ahem) sexy. Unless, of course, the creature that finds it sexy is another werecreature of the same vintage. And even then, you’ll have to write me past some of the more graphic parts.
Eventually urban fantasy won’t be glutted and there will be room for a good contemporary fantasy set in Small Town USA with a little bit of magic or a hint of the supernatural. And there won’t be tons of senseless fight scenes.
When the glut goes away, only the best urban fantasy authors will remain. The copycats who can’t write good characters will leave, and we’ll move on to some other trend. But the best authors will remain, and urban fantasy or contemporary fantasy or whatever the hell you want to call it will be the better for it.
Honestly, I’ve read a few post-human stories that I like. Those stories have managed to convince me that some kind of technology will change part of the human condition, but not all of it. Those stories are rare.
But I’ll be frank: I’ll never get past my prejudice against unintelligible science fiction. I really don’t care about the latest idea, in fiction form. I love reading that stuff in non-fiction—by writers who make such topics interesting. Most of this “original” science fiction doesn’t have anything I read for, from characters, to heart, to a cool setting, to adventure. So I have to chalk this one up to disliking that particular genre is as hard-wired in my brain as . . . well, being human is.
Maybe I’m becoming a cranky old fart. Or maybe I’ve just read so much it’s hard to surprise me any more. But I do find that I’m a lot more tolerant of fiction that would have driven me bonkers in my politically correct twenties. So maybe I’m just a different person.
Or maybe it’s time you get off my lawn.
****
 
 
 



Contraflow!
Written by Paula Goodlett
 

One of my favorite cities is New Orleans, LA, so I was pretty happy when Eric told the Edboard that was where we're doing our annual mini-con.
Doubletree Hotel, New Orleans Airport, 2150 Veterans Memorial Boulevard, Kenner, LA, October 18 - 20, 2013.
Come see us, y'all.
Panels this year are going to be Weird Tech, two hours with Rick Boatright, Walt Boyes, Gorg Huff, Kevin Evans and no telling who else, in which we'll have an AK4 among other things—like working steam engines! Also, two hours of Music of the Ring, with David Carrico as our presenter and all that wonderful, wonderful music. There's going to be a whole panel on airships, hosted by Iver P. Cooper and Charles E. Gannon. Virginia is going to tell us how she built the grid; we'll do "how to get published in the Gazette," and the ever-popular "Snerking the Plots" with Eric. For details go here: http://www.contraflowscifi.org/
And then there's the food . . .
Poor boys. Boudin. Sauces galore. Gumbo. Shrimp Etouffe. Heck, red beans and rice. . . . The bread. Oh, my word, the bread. Chicory coffee and beignets at the Cafe du Monde. Oh, and jazz. Lots and lots of jazz.
Drool, drool, drool. Gotta stop this, girl.
I gain pounds I don't need just thinking about it. Not to mention all those happy feet over the jazz.
Y'all just gotta come on down, really you do.
Paula
 
 



Time Spike: Evening in Cahokia
Written by Garrett W. Vance
 

Part One of Two: Pyramids in the Corn
If Nate closed his eyes, he could almost imagine he was back home in Texas, sitting under the shady willows at his family's ranch on a summer evening, the smoke from the barbecue heralding the pleasures of the meal to come. Unfortunately, he couldn't close his eyes. He needed them to watch for approaching danger. For approaching monsters. He wasn't home anymore, nowhere near, and was pretty sure he would never set foot there again. At least he was sitting in the shade, although it was provided by a plant that looked like it couldn't make its mind up whether it was a tree or a cactus. He was careful not to lean against its thorny trunk.
The smoke actually did smell pretty good, but that was no trusty Texas beef they were roasting. It was a slab of genuine dragon leg. Nate watched as Gonzalo used a long, mean-looking dagger to carve it up as pretty as a Christmas goose. Nate took a careful bite. The dark, stringy meat reminded him of bird, but more hawk than chicken. This was the lean flesh of a predator. To call it 'gamey' didn't quite suffice, but it was made palatable by the salt and herbs the tribesmen had rubbed it with. As he ate the pungent fare, he decided he was just plain glad to be alive, considering the ordeal of the previous days.
Instead of reviewing his long list of complaints, hurts, and mistakes, Nate made himself focus on the situation at hand. He looked over at his new traveling companion, the ex-conquistador Gonzalo, who was gobbling down dragon meat like it was a slab of first-prize barbecue ribs at the county fair. Who knew what awful food this man from some three hundred years before Nate's own time had endured? Compared to the rations of a conquistador in the New World of the 1540s, monster meat might just taste like heaven. Their three new acquaintances obviously agreed. They were tucking in with relish. Well, at least no one was starving in this hellish place they had all ended up in, not yet anyway. He would count that as a good thing, in a time and place where good things were rare.
When breakfast was finished, they broke camp quickly. Nate and Gonzalo tended to their horses, while their ever-efficient guides put out the fire and packed up their supplies. Within minutes they were on the march, the too-bright sun still fairly low in the sky.
Nate and Gonzalo rode in silence, both still digesting the magnitude of what they had learned from each other about their predicament. Time travelers they were, a thing neither of them would ever have thought of in a million years. Always alert for danger, they followed their guides through the wide, sandy spaces between the misshapen thorn trees dotting the hills. Once, a huge bird swooped in low over their heads, startling everyone. It circled back. Upon closer scrutiny it wasn't a bird at all, but some kind of flying lizard! A leathery-skinned, bat-winged monstrosity the color of rainclouds, with a long, beak-like mouth, and a strange crest protruding from its head. Its wingspan was at least twelve feet. Gonzalo crossed himself. The horses both snorted in trepidation, but their riders kept them under control. They were both well-trained warhorses, and were used to peril.
Nate's hand instinctively went to the pearl handle of his prized Paterson Colt revolver. He had taken to carrying the weapon loaded with all five shots ready, along with a loaded spare cylinder as backup. There was always the danger of an accidental discharge, but he had decided to take his chances with that, over being eaten by one of the local monsters. Watching the evil-looking creature circle, he once again regretted being forced to abandon his rifle with the Cherokees. But with a mad-as-hell chief and all his sons and nephews coming at him with blood on their minds, he hadn't had time to pack. The truth was, he had been lucky to get out of there with his clothes on. She sure had been a pretty lil' varmint, but hardly worth that kind of trouble.
The flying creature let out an ear-splitting shriek, glared at them with a baleful crimson eye, then flapped thunderously away. It flew toward the great forest five miles distant, an immense wall painted a thousand shades of green. Once the foul thing was gone, the group began moving again, but all with half an eye looking to the sky for further visitors.
"That thing was right out of a Bosch painting," Nate said.
"Who was Bosch?" Gonzalo asked after a while.
"He was a seventeenth-century Dutch painter. He had a wild imagination, and delighted in portraying the most livid scenes of Hell, full of wild-looking imps and demons. Fascinating work, best not viewed before dining."
Nate paused, his eyes widening. "What in tarnation is that?" His weather-burned hand raised, pointing at something odd looming beyond the top of the next rise. It appeared to be the top of a building, too distant to make out clearly, but definitely man-made, its angles too perfect for nature. Their guides, unmounted, couldn't see it yet.
"Tell your pals to pick up the pace, Gonzalo. Let's hurry up and get to the top of that next hill."
Once their guides were alerted to their intentions, Nate gave Poppy a click that sent her into a canter. He took a moment to rejoice in having his prize mare back safe and sound. She was a pretty thing, an appaloosa from the distant Northwest, and he had paid a pretty penny for her. Her colorful coat had reminded Nate of a field of poppies back home, and so she was called.
Nate reached the top of the hill just a few seconds before Gonzalo caught up to him on his swift palomino stallion. Poppy stood a hand taller than her new paramour, and it made the difference in the stretch. They brought their mounts to a halt, both staring in disbelief.
"It's . . . a city!" Nate said, eyes wide with amazement.
Before them lay a twenty-some-mile-wide stretch of floodplain, fields of achingly-familiar shades of green and gold over rich, dark soil, dotted with trees of startling normalcy. The middle distance was occupied by a city, around five square miles in size. Portions of it were walled, and construction could be seen, where they were erecting more such fortifications. The ubiquitous forest of gigantic conifers bordered one side of this paradisiacal stretch of earth. There were signs that logging was taking place. There would be no shortage of timber available to the builders.
The central city was a wonder, hundreds of smaller buildings dominated by a group of massive, pyramid-like mounds, square in shape, and covered with grass except for their stone stairways. They could only have been constructed by the hands of man in what must have been an enormous undertaking. The largest was well over a hundred feet tall, not counting the barn-sized building occupying most of its top. The mound's footprint was at least fourteen acres! There were wide, open spaces between these structures, where people could be seen moving about, although they were too far away to make out in any detail.
"I have heard of cities such as this from the tales of former comrades, men who had followed Cortés into Central America. There were great pyramids of stone there, much the same as those found in Egypt. These seem to be formed of earth. It is strange, no one knew of such a city in North America."
"In your time. Or mine, for that matter. My guess is, this place is from a long time before either of our peoples came along. In any case, it's pretty incredible! I've never seen anything man-made that big. Must be some kind of castles." Nate's face was filled with an almost child-like wonder.
"Or cathedrals," Gonzalo said, touching the silver cross at his breast.
Their three guides had caught up with them, and gestured toward the city with wide smiles. One of them spoke for a few moments, then started walking down the hill.
"I can't be certain, Nate, but I think he called this the Place of Our Children's Children. Their dialect is rather strange, I'm afraid, I can only understand bits and pieces. Perhaps our friends here are from an even more distant past?"
"Well, considering that we both came from different times, that doesn't sound too surprising. Let's hope their children's children are as nice a folk as these fellows seem to be."
"Yes, let us hope so. The Aztec city-dwellers of Central America were known for bloody rituals of human sacrifice," Gonzalo said.
At the bottom of the hill, the thorny scrub-lands abruptly gave way to fields of good, old-fashioned plains grass, as if the two terrains were bolts of different cloth laid edge to edge. Progress forward had to pause, as the horses stopped to eat their fill. There could be no dragging them away from such a sumptuous meal after the meager rations they had been subsisting on. The men all smiled, feasting their eyes on the sweet verdure of God's proper Earth. Here and there, meadow flowers bloomed, so beautiful as to nearly break their hearts.
After a while, they urged their still-hungry mounts forward; it wouldn't be well to fill their bellies too full after what had been nearly a fast. There would be plenty for later, and—
Dear Savior, was that corn up ahead? Gonzalo and Nate both shared a hungry look as they passed through fields of tall, stately maize, crowned with golden tassels. Nate figured it was probably that funny-colored injun corn in the husks, but at this point he could probably chew up a corncob pipe for supper and then ask for seconds.
As they drew closer to the great mound city, Gonzalo wondered if his former comrades, the conquistadors, had come here, and what evils they might have perpetrated? It was very possible he would not be welcomed. In fact, they might want his head to display on a pike above the city gates. He bore this fear silently, resolved that whatever fate awaited him he deserved, payment for his many sins. It was likely that he had survived the terrors of the swamp only to be brought down by what he thought must be the forebears of those de Soto's expedition had used so cruelly.
They followed a narrow, hard-packed road through the fields. Along the way, a very surprised-looking native stuck his head out of the stalks, eyes goggling at the approaching visitors. After a brief, but very animated exchange with their guides, the man shot ahead, running full tilt toward the city. Not long later, they arrived at a heavy, wooden gate between two towers of rough-hewn timber. Each tower held five warriors, all with bows aimed at them. Twenty more bowmen lined the top of the wall on each side. Their guides turned to Nate and Gonzalo, their gestures unmistakably signaling for them to wait where they were.
Gonzalo said something that must have been consent in their language, and the three began walking toward the gate, arms held high, calling out loudly all the while. Some of the men in the towers called back, and a long, loud conversation began, which included many dramatic gesticulations.
"Can you understand them?" Nate asked Gonzalo. The Spaniard had taken off his helmet, securing it firmly behind him on the saddle. He pushed damp locks of thick, black hair back from his brow, then cocked his head like a hunting bird, listening carefully. After a moment he sighed.
"Very little, I'm afraid. This is a different dialect, perhaps some other tongue entirely. It is always like this with the natives. Go but a little ways up a river, and you will find a completely different language."
Nate laughed softly. "I know how that is. I can speak Cherokee pretty good, and a smattering of Chickasaw and Choctaw. This here sounds a bit like Chickasaw, but just only a word or two, can't really be sure. Anyway, I wonder what the fuss is all about. Those fellows on the wall don't look too happy to see us."
"I fear I might know why. If they have met others of de Soto's force, they will not be pleased to see a man such as me." Gonzalo's darkly-tanned, olive-skinned face was deeply etched with shame.
"Well, even so, it wasn't you. Your friends there will vouch for you, I think."
"Perhaps. I shall meet whatever judgment awaits me. I have sinned much, and am tired of fleeing my fate. It will be God's will if I meet my death at the hands of my fellow man, rather than in the maw of some dragon."
"The hell it will! Buck up, man. If it comes to that, we beat it the hell out of here! You can't just let them take you!" Nate paused for a moment. The idea of losing his odd new companion so soon didn't sit well with him. "If we have to, we'll fight!"
"You must not risk yourself for me, my friend! I am not worthy of such sacrifice."
"You were the good Samaritan, stepped right out of the pages of the Bible, when you cut me loose from that snare. The Lord has to count that in your favor." Nate reached over to clap Gonzalo's armored shoulder encouragingly. There was an audible clang.
Nate wriggled his fingers as if to shake loose the pain. "Ow! Anyway, I'd prefer it if you stick around a little longer. You're the only friend I got, sinning son-of-a-bitch Spaniard or not!"
Gonzalo let out a sharp little laugh and brightened up considerably. It had been a long time since anyone had called him "friend," and it filled him with unexpected pride that someone would, especially one who appeared to be a loner by nature. He was fairly sure that Corporal Theseus Tucker didn't use the word often, or lightly.
One of their guides came running back with a very worried look upon his face. He spoke so rapidly that Gonzalo had to ask him to slow down. After listening for a minute with his head cocked, and a mighty frown on his face, he turned to Nate.
"It is as I feared. They recognize me as—what did you call us?—A conquistador. It seems my ex-companions attempted a raid on this city some weeks before, the fools! They were unsuccessful of course, but have enraged the city folk. Our guides have told them that I am no longer one of them, and that we two fought valiantly against the dragon, surely saving their lives. He says the guards have sent for a wise-man to come talk to us. He will determine if I am fit to enter their city."
Nate saw the gate open enough for a man to step out. He was an older fellow, perhaps in his sixties, although it was often hard to tell with the natives. He was dressed in simple, white robes. His silvery hair fell in two tight braids down his chest, in a style quite unlike the men on the walls, who wore their coal-black locks long and loose.
"Gonzalo, snap out of it! Here comes the wise-man, I think."
As their visitor drew near, an unexpected expression of pleasure lit up Gonzalo's face, like sunshine after a summer storm.
"I know this man!" Gonzalo exclaimed. Carefully keeping his movements very slow, he dismounted, which filled Nate with anxiety, as he was planning on a swift get-away should things go sour. Gonzalo walked forward a few steps, hands held out to his sides in a gesture of peace.
"Salomón? Can it be you?" Gonzalo called out in his odd, old-time Spanish.
The older man smiled broadly and stepped up his pace, hurrying toward the waiting Spaniard.
"Gonzalo! So, you are alive! I am most pleased!" he answered in the same language. The two came together, taking each other's hands in affectionate greeting. Gonzalo gently led him over to where Nate waited. The American didn't dismount, still keeping a wary eye on the men on the wall.
"Nate, this is Salomón, a wise-man indeed! He served us as guide and translator for many months, earning the respect of even the most hardened of my people. Salomón, Nate here is a great warrior of a future people called Americans, a castaway in these lands just as we are."
Nate made a polite dip of the head. "It is a pleasure to meet you, sir," he said in what he hoped was Spanish that would be intelligible to these men of a different century.
"Oh, you speak Gonzalo's language, too! You look so different from the other foreign men I have met." Salomón said, studying him closely with sharp, deep-brown eyes.
"I'm of English extraction," Nate told him.
"English, yes! That is the language of the others that have come, the future people. Are you one of them?"
"I come from about three hundred years in your future. There are others from even later times."
"It is all very fascinating. If there is time, perhaps you could teach me some of your English? I should very much like to talk with these future people in their own language." The old man flashed him a bright, if a bit yellow-stained, smile.
"It would be my pleasure." Nate returned the smile. Gonzalo's friend seemed to be a pretty likable old guy. Hopefully, he would get them out of the trouble they were in with the city people. Nate held some tentative hopes for a decent meal if they were invited in.
The former guide to the conquistadors turned back to his former companion.
"Gonzalo, you knew me as Salomón, the Spaniard's nickname for me since they couldn't be bothered to pronounce my real name. Here I am called Many Mouths, because I can speak many different tongues. I have come to prefer it. Salomón is a name and destiny I would leave behind."
"As you wish, Many Mouths," Gonzalo said. Apparently the man didn't mind if it was said in Spanish. "Tell me, how did you come here?"
"After you disappeared, I vowed that I would also escape those cruel and stupid men. Just before the raid, I slipped away, hiding here in the cornfields while the last of de Soto's soldiers attacked the city. They grossly underestimated the might of these people, and were defeated utterly. When the city folk found me later, I could understand some of their language, so they brought me before their great priests. Since then, I have served as a translator, helping them communicate with the various peoples that have appeared in this strange country. Many of these are the ancestors of those who live here, while it seems I am their distant descendent! This city was but a legend in my time. Another very strange thing, amongst so many wonders! In any case, I have a place here among them."
Many Mouths fell silent. Nate thought he might have detected a note of regret in that last statement, and wondered if working for the city folk was a voluntary position. After a moment, the wise-man smiled again. "Give me a moment, I will tell the sun warriors that you are worthy of their hospitality."
Nate and Gonzalo waited while a brief conversation ensued, then Many Mouths motioned for them to follow him. "Come friends, you will not be harmed. These are warriors of the sun priests, and they have granted you safe passage. You have been introduced as very powerful men, The Two Who Killed a Great Beast. They are impressed, and have decided to allow you to enter as warriors, keeping your weapons with you, a great honor. Come, and I will show you the great city."
Gonzalo remounted, worried that high-spirited Flavio might balk at being surrounded by so many strangers. They smiled and nodded to the guards as they passed by, but their effort was met with fierce glares, and silence. Once inside the gate, six warriors came down from the wall, and fell in silently behind them.
Viewing the city up close, Nate and Gonzalo were once again amazed at the immense scale of the place. They started across a vast field, most of it covered in well-trampled grass, but sections had recently been planted with corn and other crops. Nate looked on with approval. The city folk were well aware of the danger beyond their walls, and were preparing for a long siege. Around them, the enormous temple mounds loomed like crouching giants.
In addition to the architectural feats, Gonzalo and Nate were stunned by the sheer number of people present. The city was home to at least ten thousand. Hundreds walked here and there across the open yards, going about their business, hundreds more worked at various tasks. Their clothing was simple, but had a certain elegance, reminding Nate of the garb of ancient Greece. Even with the crowds, the scale of the city provided plenty of open space. Lining a distant wall, a jumble of small buildings and tents looked to be a market, a riot of colors and motion. Beyond that were what must be homes, rectangular buildings, walls stuccoed with white clay, and tall, peaked roofs of sturdy-looking thatch.
"It's like the ancient world come to life before our very eyes," Nate said, his usually low, cool voice carrying a note of awe. "We are in classical Athens, or the biblical Land of the Pharaohs!"
"Yes, the pharaohs indeed. It is possible these priests might resemble certain biblical personages in more than just appearance," Gonzalo added, darkly. "Let us be on our guard."
"Amen to that!"
They continued to gaze about as they rode slowly behind Many Mouths. The old gentleman gabbled happily with the three tribesmen who had brought them here. Both men from yet more distant futures were stunned by the scope of it all. Neither had seen a city so large in either of their own times. People sometimes stopped to stare at them as they passed, others ignored them completely. There were no smiles to be had. Nate tipped his hat at a gaggle of rather attractive young ladies, who simply stared back at him with wide, dark eyes as if he were a fish that had jumped out of a creek to dance a jig.
Many Mouths paused to point at a section of wall where the timbers were new, and of a larger diameter and length than their older neighbors. Some were nearly forty feet tall. These were giant conifers from the great forests, products of the logging they had seen earlier. The new fortifications were closing a gap across a wide, bumpy field of low-growing, unusual-looking shrubbery. An empty, freshly dug canal could be seen running under the wall beneath a stretch of horizontal boards. They were darn close to true, and Nate wondered how they had been cut. The new digging joined an older canal that had obviously dried up when the city's journey had interrupted its water supply.
"That part of the city didn't come along with the rest," the old man explained. "I am told that before they could build the new wall a very large chimera, like a cross between a running bird and a lizard, entered the city. It went on a rampage, crashing through the market, killing a number of people. The warriors were finally able to bring it down. It took over two hundred arrows. The beast's preserved head is on display at the Sun Temple."
"That must have been a surprise. I pity those who perished wondering what demon from hell had been unleashed upon them," Gonzalo said, crossing himself.
Many Mouths nodded solemnly, whispering a brief prayer of his own in the tongue of his people. He glanced up at Gonzalo and crossed himself as well, a habit acquired from trying to appease the conquistadors.
"That is why you are being afforded their respect. Three men say that you killed one of those monsters, just you two alone, and they brought the bones to prove it. The necklaces they gave you are powerful talismans. You would be wise to wear them always."
Gonzalo and Nate looked at each other, then both adjusted their necklaces so that they were displayed more prominently on their chests. Nate edged his horse closer to Gonzalo's, the two animals were thick as thieves now, and didn't mind the proximity.
"It sure is amazing, but I've got a bad feeling about this place," Nate told Gonzalo quietly in English so that Many Mouths wouldn't understand if he did manage to overhear him. "We are outnumbered in unknown territory."
"They seem peaceful enough, now that they have decided I mean them no harm."
"Look around you, Gonzalo. These people are scared, and scared people are dangerous."
"They find themselves in a land of monsters. Of course they are frightened! They seem to be adapting rather well, actually."
"Well, I figure we best get clear of here sooner than later. My grandaddy always told me to listen to your gut, and it's growling like an old yard dog who sees a coyote."
"In this I agree completely! Still, I would see as much as I can before we take our leave. I confess that I sometimes have a penchant for too much curiosity!" Gonzalo admitted, smiling brightly beneath his black, bushy beard.
"Well, you know what happened to the cat," Nate said gloomily.
"What happened to the cat?" Gonzalo asked.
"I'll tell you later."
Just ahead they saw a group of rather bereft-looking fellows milling around in a swampy mire of ferns and muck near the new canal. What must be the remains of one of the great mounds rose behind them, but just a corner, around forty-five feet high. Steep, grassy terraces rose in a giant's staircase on two sides. An altar of stone had been erected on the second level down from the top, where a man dressed in a beaded robe was chanting and shaking his fists at the sky. The third side was perfectly flat, a wall of soil, but instead of crumbling upon exposure to the air, it was glassy smooth, bits of mica glinting in the sunlight.
"Who are those people?" Gonzalo asked their guide.
"They are the priests of the rattlesnake," Many Mouths told them in a low tone. "The majority of their temple was left behind when the city was carried here. That is all that remains. They are very unhappy."
"Rattlesnake, huh? Not my favorite critter." Nate said.
"They sometimes make human sacrifices to Rattlesnake," Many Mouths said. "They urge a serpent to bite a person many times. A painful way to die, I have seen it happen in my travels. These unfortunates, however, are not volunteers . . ."
"As I feared, these must be kin to the Aztecs. Barbarians!" Gonzalo spat on the ground. "And yet, what was de Soto? And my own countrymen? No better." His face was dark with gloom even in the late-morning light.
"You are better than them, Gonzalo. You have repented and are doing your best to make amends," Nate told him. The truth was, Nate was a bit worried about his traveling companion, the man's mood swung like a grandfather clock's pendulum. He hoped the Spaniard would stabilize, and not lose his composure at a critical moment. As a career soldier, Nate knew it was vital that the man fighting beside you have his mind on the job.
"Your saying so means much to me, Nate, thank you." Gonzalo was genuinely grateful to be treated as a decent man once again. He hoped he would continue to earn such praise. As they continued on the foot-worn path, something caught his eye, and he frowned. "Look, in that pit, just over there. Something is moving."
"Rattlesnakes! Lovely," Nate said, his face drawn into a disgusted scowl.
"They have been collecting them, making ready for a great sacrifice. They will ask their gods to return their temple to them," Many Mouths said, a trace of distaste in his usually neutral tone.
"It is an abomination against God," Gonzalo said with contempt. "These blood-thirsty heathens should be stopped before more innocents are harmed."
"Alas, such is the tradition here. The sun priests, the city's rulers, for the present in any case, also practice human sacrifice when it suits them. Only the followers of the raven priestess do not. Her ways respect the sanctity of living things."
Nate heard a familiar sound, the gut-twisting staccato of a snake's rattle, and close by. He looked down to see a big diamondback had managed to crawl out of the pit. The serpent was considering striking at Gonzalo's horse, which had unknowingly trod too near. Instinctively, Nate's hand went to his bullwhip. With a flick of his arm, and a deafening snap, the creature was cut in two; another lightning-quick snap removed its head from the front half, just behind the eyes.
"I'm a bit rusty. Should'a had that head off on the first strike," Nate said.
Gonzalo's eyes were wide. "What? That was incredible! What skill! Thank you, Nate! You most certainly saved Flavio's life!"
"I had a lot of practice out in Texas when I was a young'un. Most of the time a snake will leave you alone, but every now and then you get an ornery one. That one was fixin' to strike. Only one thing to do then, the old snap-ola!"
Their silent sun warrior guards had seen what had happened. Smiles now split their stony faces. Nate tipped his head in their direction. "Just doing my duty."
"I fear you have made an enemy today, Nate." Many Mouths motioned with his jaw toward a group of the rattlesnake priests running toward them, shouting angrily. Nate and Gonzalo both drew their horses back, making ready to either fight or ride away. The guards decided that for them. They picked up the pieces of the dead viper, still twitching its snaky muscles as the last of its life drained away, and threw them at the priests while spitting in disgust.
"No love lost between these fellows," Nate observed.
Their guards had drawn stone axes, fearsome-looking weapons of keen craftsmanship, despite the primitive material. The rattlesnake priests were still shouting and gesturing angrily, but were in retreat, looking back over their shoulders with smoldering glares at the strangers who had destroyed their holy creature.
"I'm beginning to like this town. The folks sure are friendly!" Nate announced cheerfully.
Many Mouths laughed aloud at his jest, but Gonzalo frowned.
"I think I can do without seeing all the sights now, Nate. You were right. We had best leave this place as soon as we can. Many Mouths, how long are we expected to stay here?"
"Please, my friends, don't let those fools frighten you away! There is some good here, too, and I believe your very presence could be a boon to those who wish for a peaceful life. I must take you to see the sun priests, and the raven priestess would meet you as well. You see, the sun now rises above the Temple of the Raven, instead of where it should in relation to the Sun Temple. This has made the raven priestesses strong, and weakened the sun priests. It is a time of change. Forces are in motion."
"The sun doesn't rise where they think it should. No wonder the people are fearful," Gonzalo mused.
"Lovely," Nate said, his voice bitter. "We're in a city undergoing a power struggle. That always makes for a good time."
"Indeed, there are dangers all around us. I pray that the Lord will have mercy on us all." Gonzalo looked to the sky for succor, praying silently that his god would let him live long enough to make amends for his past transgressions.
They were in the shadow of the Sun Temple now, a welcome relief from the baleful noon-day sun, which felt undeniably hotter than the friendly old Sol of their own times; this was a younger sun, ablaze with the freshly-kindled flames of youth. Looking up from the bottom, the structure's true enormity gained dizzy immediacy.
"The Pyramid of Ra," Nate breathed in wonderment.
"Gods of the sun can be found in many lands," Gonzalo said, his voice low with disapproval. "They often thirst for men's blood."
"This just keeps getting better and better," Nate said.
They came to a precarious-looking stairway of timbers leading up to the temple at the summit.
"Our destination," Many Mouths announced, gazing up at the towering heights. "I must ask my friends here to help me. The climb is too much for my old bones to make on my own." Two of their three guides came to his side, smiling and laughing as they gently took his arms in support.
"It's too steep for the horses," Gonzalo observed.
"I am highly disinclined to leave Poppy behind," Nate said. "Do we really have to go up there?" he asked in Spanish.
"The sun priests request it," Many Mouths replied, as if the necessity should be obvious. "Our friend here can mind your horses. No ill will come to them." He turned away from them, and began to climb.
The third tribesman came to Gonzalo, smiling reassuringly, and speaking softly in the tongue they shared. Gonzalo spoke to him for a few minutes, gesturing toward the animals, while their guide nodded emphatically, clucking what must be understanding. Reassured, Gonzalo drove his lance deep into the soft, grass-covered ground, and tied a long lead to it, which he connected to Flavio's halter. Heaving a heavy sigh, Nate dismounted and did the same. Many Mouths was more spry than he had been letting on. The old fellow was already a good twenty feet above them.
Muscles groaning after a long morning in the saddle, they began the arduous climb. Halfway up, they paused for a breather, using the break to reconnoiter the city spread out below them.
From their elevated vantage point they could see beyond the timber walls enclosing the main city. There were hundreds of men digging a new canal toward a wide river about two miles distant, across fields of low-growing ferns. The swift-moving, green waters sparkled in the powerful sunlight like gleaming emeralds. The diggers were close to their goal, within a day the new canal would be ready to open, once again providing water to that part of the city. It was a daunting task, and they couldn't help but be impressed with the city folk's skill and ingenuity.
"These here are a real different type of injun," Nate commented, scratching his stubbled chin.
"They remind me of the Aztecs more and more. Let us be very careful."
"You're preaching to the choir, brother."
They were nearing the top, where a line of men in turquoise and agate bead necklaces draped over saffron-tinted robes awaited them, staring solemnly down at their progress.
"Maybe we'll be in time for tea," Nate mumbled. Climbing was thirsty work.
Reaching the top, Many Mouths spoke to the waiting priests, then motioned for Nate and Gonzalo to follow before he disappeared over the lip of the hill.
Nate and Gonzalo smiled politely to those gathered. The priest's faces remained impassive. Apparently, smiling was not in fashion.
They followed Many Mouths along a path of polished river stones across the flat, grassy top toward the temple proper. It was one of the biggest buildings either of them had ever seen, rivaling any Christian cathedral. The front door was big enough for an elephant to pass through. Before they were allowed in, a group of priests surrounded them with smoking smudge sticks.
"It's quite all right," Many Mouths told them. "They will cleanse us with the smoke before we enter their sacred place."
"I would have preferred a hot bath," Nate grumbled, the cloying smell of sweet and bitter herbs threatening to make him sneeze.
"In the Holy Catholic Church our priests use incense in much the same way, to purify us in the presence of God," Gonzalo told him, not at all bothered by the thick reek.
Inside, it took a moment for their eyes to adjust to the dimness. The room was filled with over a hundred people. Many were sun priests and their warriors, but there were also what seemed to be other affiliations represented, as well. One fellow was wearing a mask made of deerskin, antlers sprouting from the top of his head to macabre effect. Nate felt like he was back in New Orleans at Mardi Gras. Across the room he noticed a group of very tough-looking men with black feather designs painted on their faces. They were dressed in tunics, axes hanging heavily from braided leather belts. Raven warriors, perhaps? The variety of dress and ornamentation was startling, driving home to both men that these city folk were quite sophisticated, maintaining a complex society here in their city of mounds.
Many Mouths began talking, going on for what felt like a very long time, while Nate and Gonzalo stood near the doorway, bearing the scrutiny of hundreds of eyes. Eventually Many Mouths fell silent. Then, an elderly sun priest spoke for yet another long time. Nate was sure he must be the number one chief at this powwow. There would be no rushing that one. He saw Gonzalo was shifting his weight from foot to foot. They were both dog tired, and just hanging on until it was over.
Eventually, the formalities were finished, and the meeting broke up into casual chatter. For the most part, expressions softened around the room, and several people actually smiled, and made signs of welcome to their foreign guests, which Nate and Gonzalo responded to with gratitude, and more than just a little relief.
One of the sun warriors—young, but obviously of high rank—was laughing and pointing rudely at Nate. His companions laughed along, all staring openly at their Texan visitor.
"What did he just say about me?" Nate asked Many Mouths.
The old man gave him a funny little smile, but just shook his head without answering. Whatever it was, he didn't want to interpret it.
"Come on, what did he say? I know he was talking about me!" Nate pressed the issue, feeling annoyed at what he was sure were mocking looks.
Many Mouths told him then, in reluctant tones. "He says that the little bushy-faced dark one at least looks nearly like a real person, but the tall pale one with the wolf eyes must be a giant maggot grown in some enormous beast's turd, that has learned to walk like a man."
"Son of a . . ." Nate growled under his breath.
"Nate, please do not get angry," Gonzalo hissed in his ear. "Remember that these people are still savages, despite all their trappings of civilization. They cannot even read and write! They are ignorant, and have never before seen a person such as you. You must forgive them, they are like children."
Nate scowled deeply, but made himself look away. And here, he had been worried about Gonzalo losing his cool, when it was he himself that had just about flown off the handle at a very inopportune time.
"Yeah, you're right, but I'd sure like to take a willow switch to that boy's ass and teach him some damn manners," Nate hissed, still annoyed but hiding it from their hosts. He made himself take a deep breath. This kind of tired had a way of making him irritable. "You are the voice of reason, Gonzalo. We had best get along. There's a lot more of them than us." He forced his expression to brighten up, and favored the rest of the gathering with a courtly smile.
More people, who looked like they must be high-ranking citizens, were entering the room, come to get a look at the strangers now that they had been deemed suitable for continued hospitality. Nate scanned the crowd, just taking it all in, while Gonzalo tried out some of the city language, much to the delight of those crowded around them. Nate was a head taller than nearly everyone else, and used his advantage to peer about. Off in a shadowy corner, just visible under the dim light filtering down from smoke holes in the vaulting ceiling, Nate saw a woman. She was standing among the dark-painted warriors he had seen earlier. Trying to look casual, he sauntered through the crowd, smiling and nodding to all he passed, trying to get a better view. The woman was dressed in robes to match the men's tunics, and her face was painted with a complex blue and black design; the wings of a raven sweeping down from her forehead to spread across her cheeks.
"You must be the raven priestess," Nate whispered.
Despite the poor light, and the odd decorations, Nate could see that she was a true beauty, her features finely sculpted with high cheekbones and a proud, pointed chin; a picture of noble bearing. He couldn't help but stare, and soon realized she was returning his gaze. Her eyes seemed made of smoky amber, flashing points of light in the dimness. Nate was utterly mesmerized. He felt those sorcerous eyes were drawing him into a secret realm lying beyond their dusky-gold gates.
"She is lovely, isn't she?" Gonzalo's voice near his ear broke him from the spell.
A confused "Huh?" was all Nate could manage.
"Yes, I noticed her, too, but it is you she watches. We have perhaps found a Cleopatra here in this Land of Pharaohs. Seldom have I seen such beauty!"
"Oh. That woman over there? I hardly noticed," Nate told him nonchalantly.
Gonzalo was sure that Nate was an accomplished liar when he wished to be, but the words rang false; he was obviously not himself. The woman had an effect on him, indeed!
"You are not fooling me, my friend, It is plain to see that you fancy her. I think perhaps she fancies, you, too. She is still watching," Gonzalo said, teasing.
Much to his own surprise, and his companion's delight, Nate's face grew hot, and was flushing noticeably. He made himself turn away, without risking another look at the dark goddess in the shadows.
"Come on, knock it off, will ya?" Nate pleaded in low tones, giving Gonzalo a warning with a light nudge of his elbow. "You're just imagining things."
"Certainly, you must be right. What does a simple seeker of fortune like me know of love? Believe it or not, I was once a young man full of fancy. Many a dark-eyed beauty such as she followed me away into the shadows. One must only hope such indiscretions of youth will not be considered sins of a grievous nature."
"Didn't you tell me you were fixin' to become a priest? You sure ain't talking much like one."
Gonzalo grinned, delighting in his usually cool and collected companion's sudden discomfiture. He had enjoyed enough fun at his American friend's expense, and the crowd was murmuring at the arrival of a group of servants carrying baskets and various clay pots.
"Come along now. There will be time for the elation and misery of love later, perhaps. I believe it is time to eat," Gonzalo said, gently guiding a still-discomfited Nate toward the gathering crowd.
The food was arranged on a wide table in the center of the room. Nate and Gonzalo were glad to find fresh persimmons and wild blackberries, but there wasn't much else that suited their palates. The fare was either too bland or too heavily flavored with herbs and spices they were unaccustomed to. Nate found a passable jerky to chew on, preferring to imagine it was beef rather than ask its true origins. Gonzalo liked the cornbread well enough, but it was too chewy for Nate's tastes. There were clay pitchers of cool, fresh water to help fill their empty bellies, and a wicker plate of roasted pecans topped off the rest.
The end of the meal signaled the end of the party. They had managed to eat their fill, but all in all they still felt a bit unsatisfied, despite this being the best food either of them had eaten in weeks. That was the trouble with foreign food, it was just no replacement for good home cooking. They were ushered out of the great temple hall by Many Mouths, where they took a moment to blink their eyes back into enduring the glare of the afternoon sun. Everyone except their small party remained within to do God only knew what, while they made their way back down the perilously steep stairway. The horses were indeed safe, their caretaker feeding them berries and grinning like a happy fool.
"I will take you to the horse paddock now," Many Mouths told them upon reaching the bottom. Nate and Gonzalo both resisted kissing the level ground in relief. A few minutes later they came to a spacious, grassy field enclosed by a woven branch fence. There was a rather primitive-looking thatched roof shed at one end.
"I taught them what was needed," Many Mouths said with a hint of pride. "They don't know how to keep beasts of burden, only dogs." They entered through a simple gate, following Many Mouths to the shelter.
"Here, I think you will be pleased to meet an old friend, Gonzalo," the man said as he entered the shady darkness through a wide doorway. A loud snort emanated from within. Gonzalo followed, then exclaimed with delight, "Bella!"
Nate joined them to find Gonzalo fussing over a jet-black mare. She was a bit skinny, but otherwise looked to be in good shape.
"I am so happy she survived! Bella belonged to one of my former comrades, an evil man to be sure, but he did treat his animal well." He then fell into soothing nonsense syllables as the mare had grown a bit skittish with strangers present. Many Mouths produced a brush, and began to work it down her coat, which calmed her quickly.
"I rescued her after the Spaniards fled," he explained. "The city folk let me keep her. She is yours now if you wish, Gonzalo. I have no real use for her, beyond a certain fondness."
Nate led Poppy over to introduce her to the new animal, which went fairly well. These were all well-trained, battle-hardened horses, so Nate didn't expect much trouble. The mares would naturally fall into a herd behind proud, strutting Flavio. Nate's maternal grandfather had been a horse breeder, and had taught Nate the art from an early age. The Texan had already concluded that he would work to breed horses for their strange new existence, and the more bloodlines to draw from, the better. Finding Bella greatly helped decrease their chances of running into trouble later on from inbreeding.
At some point, they would be able to barter from their brood for horses from the Cherokee settlements, assuming it would ever be safe for Nate to visit those again. He held out hopes that the chief he had offended would let bygones be bygones. After all, he hadn't actually done anything more with his daughter than a little harmless smooching! It was her idea, too!
"Flavio knows this one. He has waited long to plant his seeds in her fields!" Gonzalo said with a knowing wink, with his rather uncanny way of knowing what Nate was thinking about.
"That's good. We're going to need more horses, and this is a fine start."
Once they had taken care of their animal's needs, an exhausted Nate and Gonzalo followed Many Mouths to their quarters, just a short walk down a hard-packed dirt thoroughfare between white clay-stuccoed houses. The little house was spartan, but clean. There was an open common area with cook fire and water basin, two sleeping alcoves on opposite sides of the room, and a commode in the back, consisting of a deep hole in the ground. It was palatial luxury to the weary time travelers, and within minutes snores could be heard from the alcoves.
Many Mouths smiled, and closed the wattle door on his way out.
****
To be continued . . .
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Table3-2 Ricochet

English 24 x 6.5, solid shot

Charge Ibs | 1° clevation 5° clevation
frst axtreme firstgraze | extreme
graze range range
6 560 2027 1565 230
4 463 1847 1335 1793
English 24x9.5, 5.5 inch shells
3 2717 1424 1182 1733
2 213 1139 836 1670

(Beauchant 20, 26)
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