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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. 1636: The Kremlin Games is forthcoming, and 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 almost seven years now, 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






Farm Vet

Written by Karen Bergstralh




[image: farm vet banner]



Jo Ann Manning sat back on her heels. She knew what she needed to do. She had the tools and the knowledge. This was what she'd been born to be—a farm vet. The older folks might moan and groan over the changes the Ring of Fire had wrought but Jo Ann knew that back up-time she would have had neither the money nor the grades to become a veterinarian. Here and now, she could and was. Oh, she still had a year or so until she completed her studies but she'd advanced far enough to be sent out on jobs like this one. And she'd been given a couple of student helpers to "show the ropes." They also served as muscle when needed. Given that she barely reached 5' 2" and weighed around a hundred pounds, she often did need extra muscle and mass to deal with farm livestock.

As for the job at hand, she'd done it a couple of times before. Whether or not she had the strength to do it tonight was the question. The barn was frigid. The straw under her feet wasn't doing much to insulate the cold stone flooring and the icy wind blew through the cracks in and around the door like a frozen hurricane. She couldn't feel her toes and her fingers were going numb. On the plus side, the cow lay quietly, exhausted from hours of fruitless labor, and gave off a good deal of warmth.

[image: cow]At least Herr Fuchs, the cow's owner, wasn't leaning over her shoulder. She'd observed that about half the time the owners hung around, getting in the way, asking questions that she couldn't answer and generally keeping her from concentrating on her patient. The other half backed off and left the vets work alone. In this case, she didn't think it was because Fuchs thought that she knew what she was doing but rather that the animal in question was a not very valuable skinny young cow he was expecting to die anyway. From the looks of the animal Fuchs was following the ancient classically approved advice of starving a pregnant cow. Starving the poor animal nearly to death supposedly improved her milk yield. No, Fuchs was sitting in his kitchen next to the fireplace, warm and cozy, waiting for her to come and tell him she'd failed completely.

"Karl! Hold that lantern higher. I need light here." She reached into her bag searching for the required instrument.

"The calf is dead?" Karl Schell asked.

Behind him Hans Buche muttered, "Of course it is. How could it be otherwise?"

Jo Ann looked up at her assistants and shook her head. "No, not of course. Highly probable given that we have a small, two-year-old heifer who shouldn't have been bred so soon and that Daddy was a very large bull. A lot of heifers have problems with their first calves without those complications. Add in that Herr Fuchs was dumb or desperate enough to breed her very late in the year and top that off with his not feeding her well . . . As a result we've got trouble in River City."

Karl looked at Hans and shrugged. The two young men were a year behind Jo Ann in their veterinary studies. She guessed that before they had joined the program neither would have given a second thought to any of these problems.

"My father has done the same," Karl said.

"And I bet he got the same results," Jo Ann replied.

"Ah, both the cow and calf died."

Jo Ann snorted and pointed at the cow. "This is a large calf. Way too big for our girl here. The calf is dead. There are only two ways to get him out and save the cow. Hans, what are they?"

"Ah, caesarian and cutting up the calf?" Hans answered hesitantly.

"Correct. Karl, why should we not do a caesarian on this little girl?"

"Because of the unsanitary conditions of this barn."

"Half correct," Jo Ann answered. She stood up, walked over to a bucket of frigid water by the wall. Taking out a well-wrapped bar of soap from her pocket she started scrubbing her hands and arms.

Both young men looked puzzled. Jo Ann was going to let them work it out for themselves what they'd missed.

Hans' face brightened and he pointed to the cow. "She's in too poor condition to survive."

Karl looked around the barn and added, "She's unlikely to get proper care after we leave. Infection or just lack of proper food will kill her quickly."

"Correct, gentlemen!" Jo Ann returned to her position behind the heifer. "So I will have to cut up the calf to get it out. Watch closely because next time one of you will have to do this."

****

An hour later Jo Ann was back at the bucket of water, washing up. Half way through the operation Herr Fuchs and several of the male members of the village had come into the barn. They'd crowded around, commenting noisily, getting in her way and demanding to know why she hadn't performed some miracle of veterinary science to save both calf and cow. Karl and Hans had tried to answer as many questions as they could which had allowed her to concentrate on what she was doing.

[image: farmer]Herr Fuchs stood in front of her, his face red with anger. "You," he shouted in her face, "must pay for destroying my valuable bull calf!"

She stared up at him for a moment. "Your calf was dead when I arrived. I'm not Jesus, able to call the dead back to life. You still have the heifer. Next time breed her to a smaller bull. Oh, and call for a vet before the animal is past saving."

"I will not pay for your butchery! Someone must pay for my bull calf!" Fuchs howled. A couple of his fellow villagers muttered in agreement.

"When you get our bill you can take your complaint up with the Grange Veterinary Committee," Jo Ann said, flatly. "I doubt that they will support your claim."

Karl pushed through the villagers and loomed next to her. He loomed effectively, being a head taller than Herr Fuchs. Hans, smaller but sturdier, moved up on her other side, clutching her bag and her parka. The two glared at Herr Fuchs.

Behind them the heifer got to her feet and let out a long, lowing sound. Jo Ann stepped back toward her. The animal attempted to retreat from the men crowding around her. Two men grabbed her horns. She was in no mood to be managed, not after what she'd gone through over the last hours. The heifer shook her head and kicked out, catching Jo Ann in the stomach. As Jo Ann crumpled to the ground a second kick crushed her temple.

****

Karl reached down, grabbed Jo Ann under her arms, and dragged her away from the cow. She made no sound. He saw that her eyes were dull and fixed. Hans dropped beside her, feeling for her pulse. He looked up at Karl his face a stunned mask.

"No pulse," he whispered through a tight throat. "There's no pulse!"

Karl knelt beside him. The head wound was bloody but it wasn't bleeding. Head wounds should bleed profusely. He could see bone fragments among the blood and hair.

"CPR!" Hans muttered and began trying to breathe for Jo Ann. He tried to do a chest compression but stopped when her ribs cracked under his hands. A slow trickle of blood escaped her head wound.

Karl rocked back on his heels, his mind churning. He reached out and tapped his fellow student's shoulder. "She's gone, Hans. There's no point."

Hans stopped and looked down at Jo Ann's face. Tears started to flow and he sniffled.

"What do you mean, 'She's gone'?" Herr Fuchs asked in a aggrieved voice.

"Your cow killed her is what I mean," Karl said. "That kick to the head . . . it hit her where the skull is thin. Broke the skull and stopped her brain functions."

"If she'd known her job she wouldn't . . . " Fuchs complaint was cut short as Karl lunged to his feet and loomed over the farmer.

"She knew her job, old man!" Karl snarled. "Leave off your complaining if for no other reason than that a human being has died here. Show at least that much respect!"

Fuchs backed away, muttering something that Karl was careful not to hear. His attention was on the young woman's body. Hans was still kneeling beside her, carefully wrapping her in her parka.

"She didn't like the cold," Hans said.

"I know," Karl answered. He picked her up, amazed at how little she weighed. "Open up the truck. And don't forget her bag."

The men in the barn backed away, clearing a path to the door. One held the barn door open against the wind.

After placing Jo Ann's body on the seat Karl climbed behind the pick-up's wheel. He sat for a moment while memories flooded in. Either he or Hans drove it when going out with Jo Ann. She was so short that she needed blocks on the pedals and a large cushion under her to manage. She hadn't been a very good driver either, so Dr. Blocker had insisted that she let one of her assistants do the driving. Karl could hear her usual protests and her back-seat-driving echoing in his brain.

"We're closer to the hospital than her home," Hans stated. He slid in beside Jo Ann's body and reached out to hold it.

"It's no use."

"They'll want to do an autopsy."

"Probably."

"And someone else will break the news to the family. I don't feel up to facing Liz and telling her that her sister is dead. I really do not wish to face Herr Parker either."

"A point," Karl switched on the truck and drove slowly and carefully out of the village.

****

"According to the doctors," Lannie Clark said, visibly holding back tears, "that first kick did a lot of damage internally. Jo Ann would have bled to death before they could have gotten her to the hospital. The second kick killed her instantly. The two young men who were with her tried their best to get her to the hospital as fast as possible but they knew it was too late. She was dead from the moment she hit the floor."

[image: cemetery]Liz Manning couldn't force sound past the lump in her throat. The Ring of Fire had left their mother behind. Then their father had died. Uncle Ev and Cousin Lannie had taken both sisters in, providing family, shelter, comfort, support and love. And the sisters had had each other—until now.

Uncle Ev held her as the tears came. "We'll put her next to your dad," he said softly, "on the other side of your Granny and Gramps."

****









She Came Out (of India) 

Written by Thomas Richardson




[image: She Came out of India banner]



The Patel residence

Ahmedabad, Gujarat, India

January, 1999

"If Miami is out, what about Atlanta? Or Dallas?" Sumitra Patel asked in Gujarati.

Bhaskar Patel shook his head. "We don't even need to check our computer. Thar Textiles doesn't pay me enough to send you to either place."

Sumitra's mother Ahimsa said, "Dear, are you sure about Britain? Because scholarships—"

"No!" Sumitra's father yelled. "The English have humiliated India enough. I'll sleep in cow dung before I make my daughter ask any Englishman for charity."

"I agree, Mother," Sumitra said. "I really do not wish to listen to"—Sumitra deepened her voice as she switched to English—"'You people would be so much better off if India were still part of the Empire. Now girl, bring me my tea, and be quick about it!'"

Ahimsa's grandparents had demonstrated against the British alongside Mohandas Gandhi; this surely explained why Ahimsa said nothing more to push for England. Instead, Sumitra's mother sighed. "So we're back to the USA. What about Minneapolis?"

After Bhaskar found Minneapolis on the map, he said, "Too cold. Which means, too expensive."

Sumitra put her hand out. "Father, would you please give me a hundred rupees or so? I want to stop at a cybercafe after school tomorrow, to find out what the internet can tell me about different American cities."

Respect for her father's pride kept Sumitra from mentioning that the family computer with its later-bought, secondhand modem, a computer already old when Bhaskar bought it from Thar Textiles, was unsuited for any big internet-search project.

Meanwhile, as Bhaskar was digging through his pocket, Sumitra looked at her mother. "Many people want to be accepted to an American university, so that four years later they can come back to India as rajahs. But I figure it's easier to get into an American university when I already go to an American high school. I feel so honored that you two agree to sacrifice even more, so I can gamble by going to America a year early."

Bhaskar beamed, as he handed over the hundred rupees. "My daughter, the daring gambler."

Ahimsa also smiled. "Certainly an American university degree will help your marriage prospects."

Sumitra shrugged, not wanting to hurt her mother's feelings. But Sumitra wasn't much interested in marriage, beyond hoping that her future husband wouldn't abuse her.

A week later, Sumitra was discouraged again. Even Lubbock, Texas and Topeka, Kansas had proven to be too expensive for her to live in for nine months.




Ahmedabad Airport

August 7, 1999

Sumitra was leaving home to become a high-school senior in a tiny town in the USA. Her destination was a mystery; the only info that the internet could dig out about Grantville, West Virginia was that its high school was adequate and its cost of living was cheap. Which, she supposed, was all she needed to know.

[image: report]Now Sumitra's flight was being called. The family was so emotional, they actually hugged in public.

The second-to-last thing that Bhaskar said to his daughter was "Don't eat meat over there."

"We know you won't," Ahimsa said. "You're a good daughter."

Sumitra wasn't paying total attention. Part of her was noticing what soft skin one of the Air India stewardesses had.




The home of George and Hilary Chehab

Grantville, West Virginia

September 24, 1999

Mrs. Chehab was serving her own family a casserole of broccoli, cheese, and chicken. Sumitra was eating rice and broccoli topped with cottage cheese.

Sumitra didn't eat any of Hilary Chehab's chicken casserole, nor did she ask for any of it. But after hearing the third "This is delicious, Mom," Sumitra was sorely tempted to try it.

Sumitra distracted herself away from the chicken by thinking about her new close friend, Samantha Salerno.

"You're smiling, Sumitra," Terri Chehab said. "Are you thinking about a boy?"

McDonald's Restaurant

Grantville, West Virginia

Six weeks before graduation

Enterprise "Ent" Martin and his brother "Dev" were sitting at a table by a big glass window of the McDonald's. Ent gave Sumitra a smile and a jaunty wave.

Then he yawned.

Grantville High School had held its 2000 "Foolish Youth" Prom the night before. Sumitra Patel was the only senior, on this sunny Sunday afternoon, to be sober, hangover-free, and well rested.

Sitting across a tiny table from Sumitra in the McDonald's, sophomore Samantha Salerno had seen Ent Martin's smile and wave. Samantha leaned forward. "You know Ent won't shut up about your great hair, and he thinks your accent is sexy. You should date him before you go back to India."

Sumitra smiled. "To India? I hope this is not soon. I hope I win the scholarship for the Georgia Tech. Also, I have not heard yet from the WVU or the California State or the Harvard. Perhaps I will date the Harvard man."

The Grantville girl's smile said Checkmate in one move. "Then you need to date Ent now, so that you know the game when you date that Harvard man." When Sumitra still hesitated, Samantha threw up her hands. "C'mon, you need this!"

[image: dress]Sumitra smiled at her American friend. "Perhaps Ent fancies me. But I am not whom he took to the prom, no?"

Samantha looked embarrassed. "Look, we Grantville kids all have grown up together, and we'll be seeing each other in years to come. This is why no boy asked—"

Sumitra smiled. "You are most kind. The prom is not part of my custom, so I did not cry when I did not go to the prom. I was more gutted, missing the Navratri, than I was about missing the prom. But too bad for Grantville. You lot gave a miss to see a chaniya choli costume at the prom."

Sumitra didn't mention now that she had another reason that she was unbothered about missing prom. Two months ago, Sumitra had realized that she'd rather go to the prom with Samantha than with any boy. Sumitra had no idea how Samantha would take such news, so she had kept her desires hidden.

Meanwhile, Samantha was changing topics: "One day you'll be back in India. You think you'll ever miss here? Grantville? West Virginia? The USA?"

Sumitra shrugged. "I have not seen the USA. I have not seen the West Virginia. The Marion County—what I saw of this—is different from Gujarat. You have the rain here! Gujarat is dry." Then Sumitra rubbed her elbow. "You also have the ice and snow in winter, and they attack the innocent India girl. I shan't miss the ice and snow."

Sumitra added with what she hoped was a casual voice: "I will miss you. You have been the good friend, Samantha."

"Aww," the Grantville girl said, and touched Sumitra's left hand with her own right hand.

Samantha's hand was soft, and her skin smelled wonderful. Sumitra wanted to step around the table right then, and kiss Samantha's soft lips. Then Sumitra would unbutton Samantha's clothing, in order to smell and kiss more and more of Samantha's sweet-scented skin, eventually to—

In McDonald's, Samantha drew her hand back, picked up her hamburger, and took another bite.

As Samantha was chewing her beef sandwich, Sumitra said, "About I go back to India . . . um, I have the favour to ask." Sumitra eyed the hamburger in Samantha's hands and added, "Please, do not tell this to anyone."

Puzzled, Samantha asked, "What's the favor?"

Sumitra said, "You give to me some of your hamburger. I eat the ground beef."

"What's wrong, the salad didn't fill you up?" Then clearly realisation hit Samantha. "Wait, you're Hindu. You're supposed to avoid beef, right?"

"Yes," Sumitra admitted. "So please, do not tell to anyone. In India I do not find the beef, or this is the scandal if I eat this. Here, I have no scandal. But still, say nothing."

In reply, Samantha picked up her purse, then stood up. "Gosh, I'm still hungry. I'm going to order me another burger."

"Wait," Sumitra said, "I do not ask for you to spend your—"

Samantha was standing at the order counter by then, so Sumitra's choices were to yell or to shut up. Sumitra shut up.

A minute later, Samantha lifted the hot, paper-wrapped hamburger off its red plastic tray, and set the hamburger in front of Sumitra. The Grantville girl leaned down and murmured in the Hindu girl's ear, "The cow was already dead. You didn't kill it. Now eat up."

Sumitra had eaten about a third of her hamburger when the light from the windows suddenly flashed much brighter.

Ent Martin exclaimed, "Holy shit!"

An instant later, the entire McDonald's went dark. Somebody in the food-preparation area said "Dammit!"

Seconds later, thunder-sound came, which echoed for several more seconds.

Meanwhile, Ent Martin was saying, "Y'all should've seen it. The whole sky turned bright white for a moment."

"You're pathetic," Samantha said. "Ever heard of lightning?"

"Come over here and see for yourself, Miss Smartypants," Dev Martin said. "The sky is blue everywhere you look."

Ent added, "It wasn't part of the sky that flashed light, it was the entire sky. Weird."

"Maybe somebody dropped a nuke someplace?" Dev said. Sumitra was surprised to hear eagerness, not worry, in his voice.

Ent stood up, as he glanced at Sumitra. "If somebody did drop a nuke, we should go look for a mushroom cloud. Find out if people in Grantville are in danger."

Samantha stood up too. "If there's been a nuke, Grantville will get refugees soon, and our doctors are gonna need help."

Sumitra put the remainder of her hamburger on the table, then followed Samantha and the boys outside.

The Martin brothers had denied that a thundercloud had made the flash. Sure enough, the only clouds above the teens' heads were standard white puffs, with lots of blue sky showing. In fact, the sky was a darker and richer blue than Sumitra had ever noticed before.

"I don't see any mushroom cloud," Dev said. Was this disappointment that Sumitra was hearing?

"Doesn't mean anything," Ent said. "They'd have to hit Fairmont for us to see the mushroom cloud over the tops of these hills."

"Okay, so maybe it was a glitch at the power plant. Maybe somebody threw a bucket of water on one of the generators."

"Maybe it was a storm," Ent said. "Notice how it's windy out here and it's getting cooler?"

"Huh, you're right," Dev said. "I'm going inside."

Meanwhile, Sumitra noticed that Samantha was standing in the car park, facing the sun.

Instead of following his brother inside, Ent looked at Sumitra. She smiled at him and gave him a little goodbye-wave. Ent shrugged, then walked toward the McDonald's entrance door.

Sumitra walked up, to stand only inches away from Samantha. The younger girl looked puzzled by something. Sumitra asked, "What are you doing?"

"Being young and silly, probably. Besides proving I'm no astronomer."

Sumitra glanced at the sun then, and realized that she'd never noticed it in that part of the sky before. But then, Sumitra had lived in Grantville for only eight months, so she promptly dismissed the thought.

Sumitra looked around. Nobody inside McDonald's could see Samantha and Sumitra, because of where the two girls were standing. Nobody outside was looking at the two girls. Nobody was near the two girls, except for the McDonald's manager; he was taping a sign to the drive-through menu. To add to temptation, Samantha's hair smelled quite nice. Sumitra thought, I could kiss Samantha right now, and nobody would see.

Sumitra would never know if this thought were true or not. The "daring gambler" didn't try to kiss Samantha.

For the rest of her life, Sumitra Patel would be asked about that one special second, and the minutes before and after it. Only Stephanie Turski and Nicki Jo Prickett got told the whole truth:

When the Ring fell, Sumitra Patel, a Hindu, was chewing on grilled ground beef. In the minutes before and after, Sumitra was wishing to kiss her best friend Samantha.




Stephanie's art classroom, Grantville High School

Right after Final Bell, Monday, September 8, 1636

Art teacher Stephanie Turski was at the classroom deep sink, washing out mixing bowls for paint, when she heard someone knock on the doorframe of her open classroom door.

She glanced over. Standing just inside the door was playwright and GHS drama teacher Shack (Shackerley) Marmion, and another down-timer man. Shack was holding a piece of paper in one hand, while the other man was holding two rolled-up cloths. The other man was in his thirties, and expensively dressed; he was looking at Stephanie with skepticism.

"I bid you good day, good lady Stephanie," Shack said. "Are you free to converse?"

Stephanie blinked. Shackerley, she had noticed, addressed up-timers as "good lady X" or "good lord Y" only when he was being formal.

She replied in kind: "Welcome to my classroom, sirs. Please make yourselves comfortable while I finish my business."

The well-dressed stranger murmured a question to Shackerley, who murmured a reply. Stephanie couldn't hear what either man said.

Stephanie finished cleaning the mixing bowls, then washed blue and green paint off her hands. Wiping her hands on a rectangle of hemp, she walked toward the men.

Shackerley said with careful diction, "Stephanie Turski, may I present Cecilio Moretti of Venice. Cecilio, this be Stephanie Turski, unmarried but she doth keep her married name. Cecilio doth journey hither to trade with a certain manner of up-timer, and he doth hope that his search be not in vain."

The Venetian bowed to Stephanie, though his face still showed doubts about her. "Well met, Miss Turski," he said.

Stephanie asked Shackerley, "So what is this about?"

Before Shack answered, Moretti asked Stephanie, "Pray pardon, but you do lecture here at this school, Miss Turski? What be thy—your specialty?"

"I teach art and art history, Signor Moretti. Can't you tell?" Stephanie replied, smiling. The walls of the art classroom were a feast of colors, especially the giant hot-pink heart by the door.

"Wherefore she?" Moretti asked Shackerley, doubt clear in his voice.

"Mister Marmion, what's going on?" Stephanie demanded, her voice no longer cheery.

Shackerley said, "This doth tell all." He thrust toward Stephanie the paper he'd been holding.

The paper turned out to be a letter, complete with a red wax seal—




God grant thee good day, old friend Shackerley!

Courtesy doth compel me to salute thee. Months after thou didst leave London, everyone doth still speak of you. Is't true, thou didst flee in darkness to evade creditors? Forsooth, as I have with mine own eyes seen thy love for cards, I do easily credit this rumour. Rumour doth also claim that thou doth abide in the town of the future, and moreunto thou wast invited to lecture at their school. I am privileged to long ago have drunk ale with such a worthy.

If this second rumour be true, I have a tale to tell, and a boon to beg.

After my elder brother died and I did with tears cease my studies at Wadham College, I came home and learnt the wool trade from my father. My father himself did die in 1631, and so I did take ownership of his company.

Soon after, we of England did hear rumour of an English-speaking town from North America of the future, whose people did boast to be Englishmen no more. In 1631 I thought the tale to be the lie of a madman or an idiot. But alas, I was shewed wrong, for no Englishman may deny what did betide English soldiers and sailors in 1634.

About this time of 1634, one of my partners in trade, Cecilio Moretti who standeth afore thee, did learn a rumour that a Spanish Don had aped up-time knowledge, in the making of better woolen cloth. This tale did inflame Cecilio, who doth loathe all men of Spain. Cecilio then did vow to match the hidalgo in wool wizardry, and then to better him.

Shackerley, Cecilio hath done this. Now in 1636, I sell wool to him, and he doth sell to me wool cloth finer than any English wife can make. I sell this wool cloth in England, and God's wounds, I do prosper! This man who beareth my letter, he doth make me rich!

Recently Cecilio wrote to me to share tidings: What he hath done with wool, so now doeth he with India cotton. Work with India cotton is i'truth easier, he claimeth.

He maketh cotton cloth, and doth wish to sell it. But he seeketh to sell his cotton cloth first to the up-timers, afore he doth make trade to anyone else. I forstand not his reasoning, in that he doth wish his cotton cloth to be like unto a Turkish drink. Mayhap he will explain it well to thee.

Cecilio maketh request to me, to introduce him to an up-timer who would buy his cotton cloth. I know no man as this. But I know thee, and so I pray thee to aid Cecilio in his quest.

For thine aid to Cecilio, I thank thee aforetime.

Yr. humble servant,

Roger Wyndford




Stephanie handed the letter back to Shackerley. To Moretti she said, "You say that cotton cloth is like coffee? How are they alike?"

Moretti glanced at Shackerley. Shackerley made a small hand gesture: Get on with it.

Moretti said to Stephanie, "The people in Europe did not drink the coffee, ere you up-timers came. Now, to drink the brown water be high fashion in every place. Now, north of yon Mediterranean Sea, I am told, 'Cotton? Fie on cotton! Its price be dear, and it doth keep not me warm.' Ah, but if you up-timers buy my wares—"

"—you'll get rich, fast. Gotcha."

"She forstandeth," Shackerley translated.

Cecilio frowned. "I wish not to seem as an unmannered lout, but . . . you did ask, and I did answer. Now 'tis my time to ask: Wherefore was I brought hither, to you? How canst thou—can you aid me?"

Shackerley said, "In that she doth—"

Stephanie held up a hand. "Shackerley, allow me."

Stephanie turned to Cecilio; her face, which smiled often, wasn't smiling now. "You have heard of the Higgins sewing machine." He nodded. "I am in partnership with another woman, a tailor's widow named Tilda Gundlach, and together we sew skorts and skirts. Do you know what a skort is?"

He said no; she explained. It turned out that he'd seen skorts in Venice, but hadn't paid attention to what they were named.

Then Cecilio shrugged. "So you two do sew clothing for women. And so? Without vexing myself, I can find three other seamstresses who do likewise, in Grantville alone. Wherefore thou?"

"We aren't seamstresses. A seamstress is told what the skirt must look like, then she measures the woman and makes a skirt for that one woman."

"Yes. And so?"

"What Tilda and I do is, we design a skirt or skort in one of twenty-nine different sizes, a woman gets measured, she figures out her size from a chart, she tells us her size and which of six colors she wants, she pays us, and we send her a skirt in that color and it already fits. When we run low on a size/color combination, we make more."

Stephanie turned to smile at Shackerley, adding, "We now have two skirts in the Wish Book: The 'Magdeburg' and the 'Morgantown.' The 'Morgantown' stops just above the knee, and is selling very well. We think down-timer women are buying it as lingerie."

Stephanie noticed that Cecilio looked puzzled. She asked him, "Have you heard of the Wish Book?"

Cecilio hadn't, because with Venice's down-time mail system, a mail-order catalogue would be a bad idea. Cecilio had heard of the USE's mail system, but hadn't realized that someone could build a business from it.

Cecilio asked, "Ye women make garments when no woman hath paid, hoping for her custom afterwards? Nay, nay, 'tis perilous and foolish."

Stephanie laughed at him, then said, "You of Venice build a cotton mill when no one has paid, hoping to get up-timers' business afterward? Perilous, definitely. But what do you say, is it foolish?"

Cecilio stared at her, as gobsmacked as if she'd hit him across the face with a tuna.

Then he made a courtly bow. "I would be most honoured to have your custom, Mistress Turski."

Stephanie noted that he had said your custom instead of thy custom. Finally, Cecilio was not dissing her.

****

Seconds later, Cecilio walked to a classroom table and laid down the two cloth rolls that he'd been holding. The first cloth turned out to be white plain-weave cotton cloth, five feet wide and six feet long. The second cloth was like the first, except that—

"It's gray!" Stephanie exclaimed. "Why is the cloth gray?"

"Grey is how it seemeth," Cecilio said, "when 'tis cut from the loom and ere we bleach it. 'Tis proof what I be not, be not"—muttered words in Italian—"I sell not what I own not."

"He be not working chicanery upon thee," Shackerley said.

"Ah," Stephanie replied. She walked to her teacher's desk and, after some rummaging, came back with a ruler, a magnifying glass, a safety pin, and a cheap solar-powered calculator.

She looked at Cecilio. "Every up-timer woman is going to ask me the same question, and you probably don't know the answer."

After several minutes of being bent down over the white cloth, she straightened up. "The thread count is sixty-eight. If you measure across the threads, Mr. Moretti, they average sixty-eight threads per up-time inch."

"Is that good, or ill, or wretched?" he asked.

Stephanie didn't say what she thought, which was This isn't even good enough for the cheapest Wal-Mart bedsheet! Instead, she asked Shackerley, "What do you think of this?"

" 'Tis excellent cloth, most excellent," he said. "Upon the London stage, 'twould make fine costumes indeed."

"Huh."

Cecilio asked, "So you have heard my tale, and you have seen my cloth, now will you . . . ?

"Now will I talk with my partner, Tilda. Unless she says 'No, no, no' to buying your cotton cloth, tomorrow you, me, and Tilda will travel to Bamberg. That's a few hours from here."

"What be in Bamberg?"

"Another up-timer woman, who knows quite a lot about making cloth from India cotton."

"And how be this up-timer woman a master or scholar at India cotton cloth, when thine own libraries know little?" Cecilio asked.

Stephanie noted that Cecilio had dissed her again.

Stephanie's smile was cruel. "Up-time, Sumitra's father was a floor manager in a cotton mill. Sumitra worked in that same mill for a few months when she was sixteen, as a weaver. Sumitra is from northwest India."

Then Stephanie's smile changed to sickly-sweet. "Would it be okay if I took your samples home tonight? I'd really, really appreciate it."

Stephanie was being presumptuous with Moretti: She couldn't simply take tomorrow off without Mr. Saluzzo's permission. But when Stephanie showed the white and gray cotton cloths to the principal, Mr. Saluzzo quickly gave the needed permission.

"How long till we have cotton underwear again?" Mr. Saluzzo asked Stephanie.

****

"Oh, Stephanie," Tilda Gundlach said, hours later, "do you want to starve me?" Tailor-widow Tilda owned a Higgins sewing machine, was still making payments on it, and those payments weren't cheap.

"I don't get it," said Aaron Turski, who was Stephanie's younger son. "Frau Gundlach doesn't look starved to me." Aaron sucked in his cheeks to show what he meant.

Seth Turski, Stephanie's older son, slapped his brother on the arm. "Frau Gundlach doesn't mean starving for real, brainless boy. She means that if she and Mom buy this cotton cloth, something might go wrong, then Frau Gundlach will get her Higgins repoed."

"Stop it, I'm trying to eat," Aaron said. "Mom, tell Seth to stop hitting me."

Stephanie eyed the perp. "Seth knows better. Don't you, Seth?" Once Stephanie had collected a shrug from Seth, she turned to Tilda.

Stephanie said to Tilda, "This could be big, really big. I don't think even Cecilio Moretti realizes what he maybe has got."

"We might get rich?" Aaron asked hopefully.

Stephanie smiled at her son. "Mister Moretti will get filthy, obscenely, ridiculously rich, by five years from now. Tilda and I can get a big piece of that, by acting smart before the price jump."

"What price jump?" Seth asked.

"I've been thinking hard about this, since this afternoon. Everyone has heard of David Bartley and Admiral Simpson, right?" When everyone nodded, Stephanie said, "What people forget about Admiral Simpson is that he wants so much to put all his people in uniforms, he can taste it."

Five minutes later, Stephanie was looking straight into Tilda's eyes. " . . . So, that's my idea, that we buy tomorrow all the cotton cloth we can afford. Yes, I know it's bet-the-farm risky. If it turns out nobody wants cotton clothing, you and I are in big trouble. But if Bartley and Simpson make the price of cotton cloth go way up, nobody can touch us. Your call, Tilda. After all, you owe money on your sewing machine, while I've got zillions in blue-jeans money at the credit union."

"Yeah, zillions, and nuthin' to spend it on," Aaron pouted. "This world needs video-game and comic-book stores."

"Miss MacDougall says video games are silly," Seth said. "She says only boys with no imagination play video games." Fenella MacDougall was Seth's English teacher.

"Seth has a cru-ush!" Aaron sing-songed.

Seth's face turned apple-red. "I'm going to hit you harder if you don't be quiet!"

"Ahem," Tilda said, acting unaware of the glare and the smirk only a few feet away. Tilda continued, "Stephanie, none of your plans matter if this Sumitra says the cloth is no good. So my next question is, what is Sumitra like?"

Stephanie replied, "Well, some of that, I'll need to ask her permission to tell you—"

Hearing this, Tilda's eyebrows shot up.

Stephanie continued, "A few months after the Ring of Fire, I got a phone call . . . ."

Stephanie didn't tell Tilda much, especially with Seth and Aaron listening. But Stephanie remembered that day clearly.




At the kitchen phone

Turski residence

August 13, 1631

"Um, this is the Stephanie Turski residence?" a young up-timer woman asked over the phone. She sounded nervous.

Stephanie stretched the phone-receiver cord, and went back to cooking potato pancakes. "Yes, and I'm Stephanie. Are you a telemarketer, sweetie?"

"What?" the voice said. "Oh, I get it, that's a joke. Um . . . my name is Samantha Salerno. I've never took any of your classes, but I go to Saint Vin—to Saint Mary's. Anyway, um . . . I'm calling because kids who know you, they all say you're cool."

"Thank you, it's always nice to hear that. But sweetie, you didn't call to brighten my day. It sounds like you're in trouble. Or maybe you can't adjust to the Ring of Fire?"

"Not me, I'm fine. But my friend Sumitra, she's a basket case! She keeps apologizing to me, 'I am sorry, I am sorry,' but she won't tell me what she's sorry for! And she's said several times, 'I caused all this'—"

"Ah, so she thinks she caused the Ring of Fire?"

"At first, I thought she was joking, because of . . . "

Stephanie waited ten seconds, then said, "Go on, you were saying? You thought she was joking, because of what?"

"Sorry, it's really silly, but I promised I won't tell. Anyway, I thought she was joking, but now I think that she thinks she really caused all this! Please, can you talk to her?"

"Why not have Sumitra talk to one of the people counseling at the high—"

"Sumitra says it's because she graduated a month ago, so she won't be allowed to talk to those guys. But me, I think she doesn't want anybody noticing she's talking to a shrink. But she needs to talk to somebody!"

Stephanie was trying to remember what she'd learned in Freshman Psych at WVU. "Does Sumitra cry a lot?" Stephanie asked.

"Before the Ring of Fire, never. These days? All the time. If I didn't know better, I'd think she was pregnant!"

Stephanie asked, "Oh? Why don't you think she's pregnant?"

"Because the whole year with us, she's never once dated. Which I don't get, because Ent Martin drools like an idiot whenever she walks into the room."

Stephanie thought, Hm, at least one boy likes her, but she doesn't date. Hm. "Okay, sweetie, I'll talk to her. I'm fixing dinner now, so bring her by in an hour and a half. My address is . . . "




An hour and forty minutes later

A young woman from India sat in Stephanie's living room. Sumitra had black, straight hair that also was long, thick, flawless, and shiny like a shampoo model's hair; Stephanie felt a moment’s envy.

Seth and Aaron had been sent to their rooms. Samantha had just ridden away on her bicycle. Which meant: Stephanie and Sumitra were alone, and would remain alone.

Sumitra said, while staring at the living-room floor, "Samantha knows about the hamburger. She did tell to you about the hamburger, yes?"

"No, she didn't," Stephanie said. "What happened with the hamburger, sweetie?"

Still staring at the floor, Sumitra explained how she'd violated one of the biggest taboos that the Hindu religion had, before and during the Ring of Fire.

Stephanie asked, "So do you think the Hindu gods caused all this, just to punish you?"

The Indian girl continued to stare at the floor, while she sighed and twisted her fingers. "The Hindu gods. The Catholic gods. The Lutheran gods. All them together? I do not know, but I know the gods punish me."

Stephanie replied, "Sweetie, you're not the only person who feels he or she caused this. I know this for a fact."

"Other people think this?"

"Okay, remember that your class held prom, the night before—"

"I remember this well. I was not invited."

"I'm sorry, sweetie. Anyway, the day after the gymnasium meeting, Tony Mastroianni told an odd story to all us teachers who had lunch with him. A boy had confessed to Tony, to 'causing' the Ring of Fire. After the prom, the boy had unprotected sex with his date, after already deciding that if she got pregnant, he wouldn't marry her. So however-many days later, Tony said, the boy was convinced that his selfish action and his selfish thought 'made God mad,' so the Ring of Fire happened a few hours later."

"All because of him?"

"Partly because of him. Then the next day, a student of mine—I won't mention her name, because she graduated with you—told me how she'd given her virginity to her boyfriend after the prom, besides performing oral sex on him. The next day, we're here in Thuringia, and she decided she was part-way to blame."

"What happened to the other two people? The girl who maybe is pregnant, and the boy who received the oral sex?"

"It turns out, both of them got left up-time. In—"

"So maybe this is, the gods are not angry to me, the gods are angry to us."

"Sweetie, if God got mad at a girl for giving oral sex, that whore Geri Kinney would have been struck by lightning years ago." Stephanie didn't add, Especially if God even slightly listens to my prayers.

Sumitra said, "But the gods—"

Stephanie really wanted to avoid a discussion about religion. Thinking hard, she remembered something that Sumitra had said earlier. "You said, 'Samantha knows about the hamburger.' Is something bothering you that Samantha doesn't know about?"

The young woman's shoulders began to shake. Between sobs, she said, "Please, do not tell to Samantha. What I tell to you, do not tell to Samantha! Promise to me, please!"

"I promise, I won't tell her," Stephanie said quietly, then asked just as quietly, "Were you raped? Did a German man rape you?"

At last, Sumitra's eyes came up off the floor. "What? No. No man. I am the virgin, to all the sex."

"So what's bothering you?"

"Samantha is the virgin also. But I do not want to give my virginity to the boy, I want to give this to Samantha! I love her eyes, I love her smile, I love her laugh, I love how she talks the West Virginia. So much I love her hair-smell, and so much I love her skin-smell. Before the Ring of Fire hit, and after, I smelled Samantha, and I was keen to kiss her, and to kiss her, and to kiss her where nobody kissed her ever!"

"And you think this is wrong? Listen, sweetie—"

"In old, old India, when two virgins did sex, the judge fined each virgin much money, and the judge cut off two fingers of each girl."

"Sumitra, sweetie—"

"The Christians say two virgin girls do sex, this is evil. So I am evil! I did the two evil things—I ate the beef, and I wanted to do sex with the virgin girl when I am also the virgin girl—and Somebody-God said, 'I will punish her. No, she is so much evil, I will punish everyone near her.' Please, you tell to Samantha, 'Sumitra is dreadfully sorry.' "

The art teacher's response was pure gut-instinct. She threw her arms around the Indian girl, hugged Sumitra close, and murmured, "You poor girl, you poor girl."

Sumitra struggled to get free. "Why do you do this? I am evil! I made you go to 1631! You not must touch me!"

Stephanie kept hugging. "If you were evil, would I be doing this? You poor girl."

Maybe twenty seconds later, Sumitra's sobs turned to sniffles. Several minutes later, the sniffles stopped. Sumitra made one big sniff, and tried to push away. Stephanie let go.

"What do you think about me?" Sumitra asked. "Honest, please."

Stephanie said, "Sweetie, I don't know why we're here in Germany. I'm not a brain in science, and I don't know a lot about the Bible—and those people don't know why we're here either. But lesbians I know something about. I've taken classes with some, rehearsed plays with some, and been hit on by some."

Stephanie stared into Sumitra's eyes and continued: "You are not evil. You are not wicked. I'm sure that you are not to blame for any of this."

The girl from India threw her arms around the art teacher and squeezed hard.

One minute later, Stephanie phoned Nicki Jo Prickett, a woman Stephanie knew only by gossip; Nicki Jo supposedly had told people she was a lesbian.

After Nicki Jo answered the telephone—

"Nicki Jo? Hi, my name's Stephanie Turski. Um, you don't know me, but I'm an art teacher at the high school—"

"Yes, I've heard of you." The woman's voice sounded wary.

"I've been talking to a young woman, a high-school student and, um, she has a problem that I think you can help her with, better than I can."

"What problem is that?" The voice definitely was wary now.

"This girl has a friend, a girl friend. And this girl really, really likes her friend."

"Which explains why the first girl picked the second girl to be her friend. Why are you calling me about these two girls, Ms. Turski?"

"Because the first girl doesn't only like her friend, she's—she's in love with her friend. The first girl is . . . a lesbian. But she's pretty sure that her friend isn't."

"So you're calling me because you've heard stories about me. Stories that say I'm some kind of lesbian."

"I don't know what kind of lesbian you are, Nicki Jo—the stories don't give details."

"Then the stories are right. I'm a lesbian who keeps things private." The phone went silent for ten seconds. "You haven't mentioned whether this girl has her own transportation."

"She has a bicycle. No car. You want her to come to your place?"

[image: mausoleum]"I'd recommend she meet me by the Fluharty mausoleum at the Uphill Cemetery. People might not even see us together, but if they do, they can't hear us talk. Wait, it has to be sometime tomorrow, because it's dark now."

"Nicki Jo, unless you're busy now, why don't you come to my house? She's here in my living room."

Wariness was replaced with surprise. "You're inviting me to—sure, that works. I need your address."

Five minutes later, the doorbell rang. Stephanie introduced the young women—Nicki Jo, it turned out, was only three years older than Sumitra. Then Stephanie grabbed a novel and went into the kitchen, giving her guests privacy to talk.

A half-hour later, Nicki Jo and Sumitra walked into the kitchen. Sumitra was smiling.

Stephanie felt good.




Saint Elisabeth of Thuringia Women's College (formerly the Inn Of The Twin Oaks)

Bamberg, Franconia, SoTF

Tuesday, September 9, 1636, soon after 8 a.m.

Over five years after Sumitra had sobbed in Stephanie Turski's living room, Sumitra was still secretly in love with her best friend Samantha. But now both of the former high-school students were students at Saint Liz College.

In her dormitory room, college student Sumitra was drying her hair with a worn-out up-time towel that Hilary Chehab had given her. Someone knocked on Sumitra's door.

"Want me to get it?" Sumitra's roommate Polyxena von Leiningen asked. After all, Polyxena was fully dressed, while Sumitra at the moment was standing naked in front of the basin and pitcher.

"Would you, please?" Sumitra said with Thuringian accent, as she wrapped her nakedness with a second ratty towel. Five years after the Ring of Fire, Sumitra was proud that her German was better than her English.

"I hurry to obey, my lady," Polyxena said with a smile, then she walked to the door.

"Stop that!" Sumitra said with her own smile. " 'No servants,' remember?"

"Don't remind me," Polyxena replied, showing a comically sad face. Polyxena was one of three Adel women attending Saint Elisabeth College, and all three clearly disliked the decree that anyone living in the former inn may have with her "no chaperones, no personal maids, no cooks, and no servants of any kind."

To Sumitra, Polyxena was a big improvement over the other two young noblewomen, because Polyxena showed her disapproval of the edict only by making jokes. Even better for Sumitra, Polyxena's jokes were actually funny.

As for the other two Adel women, Sumitra's thinking was, What do they have to complain about?

After all, soon after the Educational Order Of Saint Elisabeth Of Thuringia had expropriated the Inn Of The Twin Oaks by mysterious means, the men of Saint Mary's of Grantville had descended upon the building. There was now a water tank and windmill on the roof, and running water at the end of the hallway. So the servantless Fräulein von Whine and Fräulein von Complain weren't as bad off as they claimed to be.

By now, Polyxena was at the dorm-room door. She opened it, to reveal Frau Witterin, the House Mother.

Frau Witterin said, "Sumitra, there's a Telegrambote with a message for you. I'll tell him you're not decent."

Sumitra said, "Tell him it'll be a few minutes till I can come out. If he won't wait, he can give the telegram to you."

Neither Polyxena nor Frau Witterin suggested letting the telegram boy walk into the building and go straight to Sumitra's door, even with an escort. A rule of the college forbade this. Sumitra thought that the "No man allowed in the dormitory, ever, we mean it, amen" rule was extreme—Nobody's father allowed? No brother? No telegram boy?—but Sumitra knew she'd be outvoted, so she stayed silent this minute as well.

After Frau Witterin had left and Polyxena shut the door, Polyxena turned to Sumitra. Polyxena's eyes were glowing. "You got a telegram! Who do you think it's from?"

At times, three-years-younger Polyxena treated Sumitra like a Bollywood bhagwan (star), and this was one of those times. Sumitra was sure that Polyxena was imagining D'Artagnan standing at a telegraph office, sending a telegram to Sumitra, his sari-dressed secret love.

Back in the real world, Sumitra replied casually, "I have no idea who sent me a telegram. Soon I'll find out."

By the time that Sumitra was dressed and was brushing her black hair, Frau Witterin was handing Polyxena the telegram in its envelope. Polyxena thanked Frau Witterin, shut the door, then rushed across the room to present the envelope to Sumitra. Polyxena didn't say words, but her expression screamed, Open it! Open it NOW!

Seconds later, Sumitra was reading the telegram aloud, translating as needed:




MISS SUMITRA PATEL (AUS INDIEN)

HEILIGE ELISABETH VON THÜRINGEN FRAUENHOCHSCHULE

BAMBERG




TILDA AND I ON TRAIN TODAY TO SEE YOU.

ARRIVE 12 20.

PLEASE PLEASE WEAR JEANS.

STEPHANIE.




"This is strange," Sumitra remarked.

"Who is Tilda?" Polyxena asked. Sumitra had already told Polyxena who Stephanie Turski was, and most of how Stephanie had helped Sumitra. Namely, Sumitra and Stephanie sent letters back and forth; Stephanie in person had touted Sumitra's admission to Saint Liz College; and in the last few months, Stephanie had sent Sumitra bank drafts in small amounts.

Now Sumitra said, "Tilda? She's Stephanie's partner in Up & Down Clothing."

Polyxena said, "Really?" A pause. "Um, Sumitra?" A pause. "The radio says the train has a new locomotive-thingy. I'll bet it's something great to see."

Sumitra hid a smile. Polyxena's fascination with Grantville wonders did not include machinery.

Sumitra asked with fake casualness, "Would you like to come with me and see the new locomotive, Xena? You also could meet Stephanie in person, if you want. I'll also invite Samantha and Jacobäa to go with me too, I think."

Sumitra worked to keep her voice as casual as she could make it, when she mentioned Jacobäa's name.

"Go with you to the train station?" Polyxena said. "Great!" Then her face fell. "Um, Sumitra, I would really like to wear a nice dress to meet—"

"Xena, don't worry, we'll work something out. After all, we've worked out one deal already."

Sumitra was referring to the day that she and Polyxena had met. They'd struck a deal then: Once a week, Sumitra played personal maid and dressed Polyxena up in a fancy gown, later to help Polyxena undress—and in return, Polyxena gave a full week's tutoring in Latin, church history, and church doctrine.

Now Sumitra continued, "How about we discuss this later? Right now, I need to talk to Dean DiCastro. Otherwise, as soon as I leave the campus wearing those jeans that Stephanie begged for, I'll get demerits. I don't think Stephanie intends for me to scrub a floor!"

****

Dean DiCastro didn't even pause to think. "Request approved," she said in English.

"Thank you," Sumitra said.

Instead of handing the telegram back to Sumitra, Dean DiCastro kept it in her left hand. "Come, walk with me," she said.

Both women walked out of the inn's common room and into cool sunlight.

"Have you given any more thought to baptism and confirmation?" Dean DiCastro asked. Though Sumitra was attending a Catholic women's college, she was still officially Hindu.

"I have thought about this. Always I think about this, because of I am here," Sumitra said. "But I am not ready now, to take the confirmation class and do the baptism."

Actually, Sumitra was lying by understatement. Up-time, she'd attended Saint Vincent's a few times with the Salerno family. But within a week of learning she was living in the seventeenth century, she'd decided she could never be Catholic; the Goa Inquisition offended her. Sumitra had never shared her true feelings on this subject with anyone, not even Stephanie or Samantha.

"I see," Dean DiCastro said now. She waved the telegram. "You know that Stephanie Turski would love to sponsor you. The Salernos too."

"Are you catching the shit for to admit the Hindu student?" Sumitra said. "You knew this when you invited me."

"Language, young lady," Dean DiCastro said, then continued, "Many of us believe that His Eminence"—Cardinal Mazzare—"is a future saint, and it's by his request that you're here. You staying Hindu is awkward for him."

"Maybe he requested me because I am the woman, and I am good at the college. I graduated from Grantville High School one year early, remember, with high marks. Do you know how many women here I tutor in the maths and the science, and I ask for no dosh? I am not the charity victim."

"Actually, you are a charity case. After all, Saint Mary's took up a collection for you last year, and Cardinal Mazzare is paying church money toward your tuition."

"But most of my tuition is paid by the Chehabs," Sumitra pointed out. "Or is this the next thing on your list, my adoptive family is the Disciples of Christ?"

Dean DiCastro said, "I'm saying this badly. We're a family here, we Catholics at Saint Elisabeth College. You'll feel more like a part of our family when you're Catholic too. Besides, extra ecclesiam nulla salus." Outside the Church, there is no salvation.

Annoyed, Sumitra replied, "I do not want the salvation, but reincarnation to the better life. I wonder, right now Annalise Richter attends Katharina von Bora"—the Lutheran women's college in Quedlinburg. "Do they say to her, 'Stop being Catholic' like you say to me, 'Stop being Hindu'?"

"If you don't intend to become Catholic soon, then why have you come here?"

"Because I am the Hindu, so this is the coin flip, whether I attend Saint Liz College or Katharina College. But Bamberg is closer to Grantville than is Quedlinburg."

"So you didn't choose even a little bit to come here, because Samantha Salerno came here to attend college?"

Sumitra still loved Samantha, and Sumitra had come here mainly because Samantha would be here too. But now Sumitra had to pretend otherwise. "Samantha here is the frosting on the cake for me."

Then Sumitra thought, What an odd question for Dean DiCastro to ask. Aloud, she said, "Why do you ask to me about Samantha?"

Instead of answering, Dean DiCastro sighed, then fell silent.

After ten seconds, Sumitra said, "I listen."

Dean DiCastro sighed again. "Some women here don't like how you look at them. They say you look at Samantha Salerno the same way, but more so."

"What do you say now, that I am the lesbian?"

"I didn't use that word. How interesting that you did," Dean DiCastro said.

"I study now church doctrine, remember? I learn this is what you Catholics do: You split the hairs and you play the games with words and notions! You are the coward if you ask to me if I am the lesbian, but you never say the word!"

"How dare you! I can expel you right now for what you just said."

"News flash, memsahib. I am the Hindu, you do not need any excuse to expel me. But if I am 'sent down' for no good reason, I shan't leave quietly. Where from I come, the rabbit chases the dog." Sumitra referred to a legend about the founding of Ahmedabad.

Dean DiCastro glared. "I am not a coward. So, Sumitra Patel, I ask you: Are you a lesbian?"

"I am the complete virgin," Sumitra replied with affronted voice. She didn't mention that she was a "complete virgin" if she didn't count breast-stroking and snogging episodes with Jacobäa Hänsler. "Yes, I followed Samantha Salerno to here, but now she has the boyfriend," Sumitra said, keeping her voice calm and steady.

Sumitra really didn't want to think about the truth, that she'd lost all hope with Samantha. Sumitra moved quickly to step in front of Dean DiCastro, then to turn and face the older woman.

Sumitra put her hand out. "May I please take back to me my telegram?"




Bamberg Train Station

12:25 p.m.

The train from Grantville was pulling into the station.

"Now the questions will be answered!" Polyxena exclaimed. "Why did up-timer Stephanie Turski suddenly decide to visit my roommate Sumitra? Why did Stephanie Turski beg my roommate to wear her blue jeans?"

"Why is Xena dressed to greet Maria Anna, queen in the Low Countries?" Samantha asked, matching Polyxena's melodramatic tone.

Sumitra said, "Be nice to Xena. Because I'm playing her maid for the second time in a week, she'll be taking all four of us out to eat, sometime this weekend."

"Change of food, hooray!" Jacobäa said.

Before anyone else got a chance to reply, Samantha started waving her arms. Sumitra ran suddenly-damp palms down the thighs of her jeans.

A minute later, introductions were being made. Sumitra was saying, " . . . Stephanie, this is Polyxena, Gräfin von Leiningen-Dagsburg-Falkenburg, my crazy Pfälzerin roommate."

"Sehr erfreut," Polyxena said, curtsying.

Tilda said, "I hear the Pfälzerin part. But why is she 'crazy'?"

Sumitra smiled at Polyxena, then turned back to Tilda. "Because she sees all this as a big adventure! She's the only down-timer to accept assignment to a bunk-bed dorm room. She even volunteered to take the top bunk."

Jacobäa said, "She's welcome to it. Those so-called beds aren't much wider than a man's shoulders. Plus in winter, they're cold! Give me body heat!"

"Yuck!" Samantha replied. "Yeah, my own bunk bed is narrow, but at least it has privacy."

Continuing the introductions, Sumitra said, "The woman who loves her wide bed is Jacobäa Hänsler, who is a close friend."

Stephanie cocked an eyebrow. "I hope you and Jacobäa are happy in your friendship," Stephanie said with a straight face.




Seconds later

Stephanie said, "Signor Moretti, this is Sumitra Patel, from up-time India."

Sumitra figured out that this was why Stephanie had insisted that Sumitra wear her jeans: They proved she was an up-timer.

Sumitra put her palms and fingertips together in front of her heart, and bowed her head for three seconds. "Namaste," she said, speaking the word for the first time in years.

Moretti's eyes went wide. In Hindi he asked, "Where are you from?"

"Ahmedabad."

[image: city]"I've been there! I've bought cotton there," he said, excited.

"I'm sure our memories of Ahmedabad are very different," Sumitra said in Hindi, smiling sadly.

In the brief time that Sumitra had been around the Venetian, he'd struck her as abrasive. But now he looked sympathetic. He asked her, "If I may ask, Sumitra-ben, why are . . . why are you here in the Germanies, and not at home?"

"Ahmedabad is not my home anymore," she said, again with sad voice. "I have no mother there, no father, no aunts or uncles or cousins. No friends."

Switching to German, Sumitra turned to smile at Stephanie, Samantha, Polyxena, and Jacobäa. Sumitra said, "In Grantville I have adoptive family, and here I have friends."

Sumitra looked at Samantha again, and smiled at her again. But inside, Sumitra longed anew for the relationship she could never have.




Seconds later

Stephanie was finishing the introductions: "Everyone, this is Tilda Gundlachin, my business partner in Up & Down Clothing."

"Enchanté," Polyxena said, and curtsied. Then she gushed, "You are so lucky, to make brand-new clothes by a brand-new way."

Sumitra smiled at Tilda. "You look so pretty in that dress. Did you make it yourself? And at thirty-two, you'll look good in dresses for many years to come."

"Ahem!" said Jacobäa.

Tilda was blushing. "Yes, I sewed this myself, with my sewing machine. I'm not thirty-two; I'm older."

"I agree, you look older than thirty-two," said Jacobäa in an annoyed voice.

Stephanie looked at Sumitra and mouthed in English, Thirty-nine.




Two minutes later

Moretti's grey cloth was being examined closely by Sumitra's Saint Liz College friends, who found it fascinating. But Sumitra was nowhere near that cloth. Its gray color brought back so many memories—

Sumitra at sixteen, weaving grey cloth at Thar Textiles;

Bhaskar Patel giving awestruck, six-year-old Sumitra a tour of Thar Textiles;

Bhaskar Patel at home, during various years of his daughter's life;

Sumitra's mother Ahimsa, at home, during many years of Sumitra's life.

In the train station, Sumitra had shoved the grey cloth at Polyxena. "Please, take it, I can't stand to see it!"

After that, Sumitra had moved to the side of the train platform that was in sunlight, and now she draped Signor Moretti's white cotton cloth over a bench. Sumitra bent down to look closely at the cloth. Nearby, Stephanie and Tilda were attentive, whilst Moretti acted nervous.

Sumitra smiled at Moretti. In German, she said, "Here is good news: This cloth looks better than hand-made cotton cloth I've seen at the Calico Museum." Sumitra's part of India had been making cotton cloth since 3000 BC, so naturally up-time Ahmedabad had a local museum devoted to cloth-making in India. Thus Sumitra had seen a lot of old cotton cloth during various school field trips.

Now Stephanie asked Sumitra the expert, "If that's the good news, is there bad news?"

Sumitra said, "The bad news is, it's not as good as up-time cloth. See these little black dots in the threads? They shouldn't be there."

"I saw them, but I thought they were flyspecks," Stephanie said.

"What you see is what shouldn't be here. Dirt from the field, dried cow dung, ground-up parts of the cotton plant. In English, it's called trash."

"Abfall," Stephanie translated for the onlookers.

Tilda asked, "Will dyeing the cloth make the trash disappear?"

Sumitra said, "You might not see the trash then, but you won't fix the problem it makes. Wherever the trash shows up, it makes the thread fat. If you lay this cloth flat on something, then get your eye slightly above the flat cloth, you'll see it's bumpy in places. If you hold this cloth up to the light, you'll see bright lines, because there are gaps between the weft threads that the weaver couldn't close up. Compare this cloth to the cotton cloth in my blue jeans."

As Stephanie and then Tilda took turns looking at the afternoon sun through the white cloth, Sumitra looked over at Signor Moretti. He was looking back at her, his expression mixing amazement and fear.

By now, Tilda was letting the Saint Elisabeth girls sun-test the cloth, as she walked over to Stephanie and Sumitra. Tilda murmured, "Why is there trash in this cloth? Is he lazy, or is cleaning the cotton harder than I think?"

"Frau Gundlachin, be glad you'll never need to clean cotton by hand. By the way, India invented the cotton gin, no matter what Americans tell you."

Speaking loudly enough that Signor Moretti could hear, Tilda asked in a formal voice, "Do you recommend this cloth as well made?"

"Yes, I recommend it," Sumitra said, in the same formal tone.

"Yippee, let's party!" Samantha said.

"We'll do that," said Tilda, "after Herr Moretti and I haggle over the price of his cloth."

Which meant, Thanks to Sumitra pointing out things wrong with Moretti's cloth, I'm about to skin him alive.

Signor Moretti figured that out, too. "Poco momento, per favore," he said.

He turned to Sumitra and asked in German, "Sumitra-ji, will you please come to Venice and work for me? Help me make better cloth?"

All four of the Saint Elisabeth College women, especially Sumitra, gasped at his words.

Sumitra thought, If I accept his offer, I can't see Samantha anymore!

Then Sumitra realized, That would actually be a good thing.

Sumitra looked at Samantha and thought, Now is the time to tell her. But Samantha, guessing wrongly about why Sumitra was looking at her, was shaking her head: Tell him no, tell him no.

Sumitra did indeed tell Moretti no—at first. She pretended unwillingness to leave Bamberg. After ten minutes, and after she'd been offered a lot more salary, she finally told Signor Moretti, "I'll go with you."

"No-o-o!" Samantha said.

Tilda Gundlach stepped forward then, to begin her own negotiations with Moretti. Meanwhile, Sumitra took Samantha's hand, and Stephanie's hand, and walked her two Catholic friends far away from everyone else.

"I lied to the both you," Sumitra said in English. "I am not Catholic, and never I will be Catholic."

"You're not Catholic now," Samantha said, "but I think sooner or later, you'll—"

"No. Go to Grantville, read about India of now. Read about the Goa Inquisition. G-O-A. Right now, the Catholics torture the Hindus. You other Catholics say 'This is right,' or you say nothing. I never will be Catholic, I am sorry."

Samantha was crying. "Please, Sumitra, don't tell me that. I've said novenas for you converting."

Stephanie said, "I haven't done that, Sumitra sweetie, but I've also prayed for you."

Now Sumitra took a deep breath, as she wiped sweaty palms on her jeans. "Samantha, I love you."

"I love you too, Sumitra, you're my best . . . friend . . . ." Samantha stopped talking then, because Sumitra was looking at her very differently from how a BFF would eye her.

Sumitra took another deep breath. "I love you, Samantha Rosa Salerno. I am the lesbian, and I love you. I have loved you since the day in 1999 when I fell on the ice and you tried to help my elbow. But now you have the boyfriend, and I hurt, so I go away now."

Samantha shook her head. "This isn't some story? This is true?"

It was Stephanie who answered the question: "Sweetie, Sumitra loves you more than she loves any man alive."

****

Hours later, Stephanie, Tilda, and Signor Moretti caught the train back to Grantville. Sumitra left Bamberg with them.

Before Sumitra left, she and Samantha held hands and cried at the Bamberg train station. Sumitra inhaled deeply, smelling Samantha for the very last time.

****

GLOSSARY

INDIA

Gujarati—an Indo-Aryan language evolved from Sanskrit, and the chief language spoken in the Indian state of Gujarat. This language has 66 million speakers worldwide. It was the native language of Mohandas Gandhi. Gujarati is one of the twenty-two official languages, and one of the fourteen regional languages, of India.

Ahimsa (Sumitra's mother's name)—means nonviolence in Hindi

rajah—Indian prince

rupee—in January 1999, the exchange rate was roughly 42.5 rupees per US dollar.

Navratri—festival of nine successive nights of dancing, of young people of both sexes. Each dancer holds dandiya (decorated sticks); as part of the dance, he/she strikes his/her own sticks together, or hits his/her own sticks against the dandiya of another dancer.

For further info and/or illustrations:

http://happynavratri.blogspot.in/

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yyNhh6YlilU

http://www.youtube.com/watch?feature=player_embedded&v=Atp4ugPXpT4#!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u2rFPkElqQk

chaniya choli—a costume of Gujarati women consisting of a floor-length skirt (knee-length for teen girls), and a quarter-sleeved, midriff-bearing, backless halter top. Sometimes a dupatta (head scarf) is included as part of the chaniya choli costume, but that would be unwise to wear to any kind of dance.

For further info and/or illustrations: http://happynavratri.blogspot.in/

bhagwan—literally, it means deity; when referring to Bollywood actors, it means movie star.

Goa Inquisition—an Inquisition held in the India coastal city of Goa, during the years 1561-1774 and 1778-1812. Many Hindus and Indian Catholics were tortured.

memsahib—corruption of ma'am + sahib. Form of address by lower-status Indians to the wife of a British colonial official. Sumitra's use of the deferential term obviously is sarcastic.

"The rabbit chases the dog"—Quoting Wikipedia, "According to the legend [about the founding of Ahmedabad], Sultan Ahmed Shah, while camping on the banks of the SabarmatiRiver, saw a hare chasing a dog. The Sultan was impressed by the act of bravery and decided to locate his capital there. He named the city 'Ahmedabad' ('the city of Ahmed')."

Namaste—lit., "I bow to you"; in usage, "Hello" or "Goodbye"

-ben, -ji—honorifics when addressing an Indian woman (speaking Gujarati and Hindi, respectively)

ELIZABETHAN

good—a polite form of address to someone common-born

Good Lady Stephanie—Shackerley Marmion's invented formal address, which acknowledges both Stephanie's up-timer aristocratic bearing and her common-born bloodline.

hither—to here; hence—from here

wherefore—why

forsooth—indeed

credit—believe

abide—reside

shewed—showed

betide—happen, causing misfortune

tidings—news

forstand—understand

mayhap—perhaps

afore—before

ere—before in time

yon, yonder—that [thing] over there

vex—to bring trouble or agitation

custom—business, becoming a customer

chicanery—deception by subterfuge or sophistry; trickery

AMERICAN

perp—perpetrator, the person who has committed a serious crime

BFF—Best Friend Forever

****










Snared by a Good Book 

Written by David Dingwall
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"Mister D'Arcy, will you stop badgering me?

"I have absolutely nothing more to add—I've said more than enough already in court, and have absolutely no idea what the final verdict will be.

"I'm tired, and it's been a long day, so the only thing I have to say to your listeners is that publishing and copyright mixed up with time travel gives me heartburn and a thumping headache.

"Now take that microphone out of my face if you don't want a mess all over those nice shiny boots! Pregnant woman coming through—get out of my way—I need to go pee."




"And those were the last words of the day from Cecelia Califano outside court number two. Mizz Califano is the founder of the American Library here in Magdeburg, and has been on the stand for two days; a hostile witness for the defense in the case of Burns vs The USE.

"Let me remind the audience at home that this precedent setting case is now in its third week. It is finely balanced between the public domain rights declared for up-time works after the Ring of Fire, and the argument against eminent domain undertaken by the Burns family of Dumfries, Scotland, supported by the Stationer's and Printer's Guilds of Edinburgh, surrounding the rights to The Collected Works of Robert Burns.

"After the break, we'll be exploring what eminent domain is exactly with our studio panel, and what it means for the case at hand . . .

Jonas D'Arcy, The Legal Half-Hour, Voice of Luther,

Magdeburg, broadcast October 1635




Four and a half years after the Ring of Fire.

1635, Thursday 22nd November,

Basing House, Southamptonshire, England




"Come in, come in. I'm almost done."

The Irish midwife was finishing up fussing and brushing the hair of the lady of the house, who was relaxed immersed in a huge wooden bath in front of the morning fire.

"Feeling any better today, Your Ladyship?" Lizzy, the housekeeper, asked, picking up the rolls of yesterday's newspapers from the side table.

[image: castle]Lady Honora stared at the wrinkled fingers of her left hand. "I feel like a beached whale."

"Won't be long now. Any day, Your Ladyship." The midwife's remedy to carrying twins was unusual, and certainly not the English way. The marchioness of Winchester spent most of the day floating in water, topped up by large hot stones dropped in every half an hour to keep it warm. The babes were expected to be born within days.

"That will be all, Shauna."

"Yes, my lady." The midwife bobbed a short curtsey, and retired to the dressing room.

"And close the door on your way out."

"Yes, my lady."

"Oh, and Shauna, go down to the kitchens and bring me some cheese in about half an hour," milady shouted.

"Anything else, my lady?"

"Just the cheese, thank you."

****

Lizzy sat in a chair next to the bath, newspapers in her lap, wearing her usual grey uniform dress. "I think we're finally ready."

"The rooms in the west wing?"

"Finished last night and laid out for ten, in case some wish to stay over tonight."

"Tonight's meal?"

"Last of the supplies should be here this afternoon."

"And our other guests?"

"Master Weasenham has been called away."

The project manager of the new sugar mill and factor of the Bedford Corporation was a busy bee, always on the go.

"And his lady wife?" Honora rubbed the stretched skin of her huge belly.

"Deluded as ever." Lizzy pursed her mouth.

Honora laughed at her housekeeper's discomfort.

"And walking around the grounds with another of those god-rotted romance novels in her hands."

"Now, Elizabeth, it would be impolite for you to be killing our other guest in front of Charles' godfather."

Lizzy couldn't decide if Honora was being serious, or if it was just the baleful influence of a new death game played by the other ladies of the house?




The dowager Countess,

In the library,

With the lead piping

She was tired. With the important visitor due this morning, she was dog-tired getting the new house ready these past three weeks. The dining, entertaining, and logistics plans had fallen hard onto the housekeeper. Honora's difficult pregnancy and confinement was happening at the same time as the fifth birthday of Charles, the heir, and the Winter festivals.

"Anything in the papers?" Honora queried. Unable to read and write, the marchioness depended on Lizzy's assistance here. Once a day they perused the news from London.

Lizzy unwrapped the tube of the London Gazette, a Royalist rag started by Wentworth some time ago, but currently under the power of the earl of Cork. She fished in her pocket for her eyeglasses, which she perched on the end of her nose. The front page, as usual, was covered in notices and adverts.

"Nothing special—new shops opening in Covent Garden." Lizzy turned the page to extra-large print headlines.

Princess of the Blood Elizabeth of the Palatine survives assassin in Amsterdam. Wounded, but not in mortal danger.

Prince Rupert, second in line to English Throne survives, kills two assassins unaided.

Beloved English Philosopher Ben Jonson wickedly slaughtered

Other English Lords and Ladies Killed

Interspersed between the headlines were lurid details of assassins attacking a masque rehearsal. Lizzy reeled off the details to Honora. At the bottom of the page was a message to the people of England:




Security at Westminster Palace tightened. King Charles secure.




And the text continued . . .




It has also been reported that several Lords and Ladies of England out of favour at court were involved at the scene, Wentworth, Fairfax and Hampden are missing; two were killed, Lady Fairfax and . . .

"Continued on page six." Lizzy quickly flipped pages.

The words blurred as she read out slowly:

the earl of Essex.




[image: Essex]"Robert!" Honora wailed. She was the earl's half-sister.

"Robert . . . " Lizzy, resigned years past to hearing about him dying falling off a horse, or in battle playing soldiers. This was so unexpected and ridiculous.

" . . . you idiot." She was his wife.

" Elizabeth, what are we going to do?" Honora was crying, "What are you going to do now?"

"Honora, rest easy. We'll sort this out—Let me get your maid." Lizzy had a lot of thinking to do. She'd been hiding in Basing House as a servant these last few months because her husband was one of the leading opponents of the king, and the earl of Cork.

Lizzy ran from the room, shouting for milady's maids, newspaper still in hand.




An hour later

Lizzy sat distracted, staring at her luncheon plate. The knife moved of its own accord, playing with scraps of lark, pigeon, and rabbit reposing in a thin cream sauce. Just like her own thoughts, the knife moved around and around as her thrice-cursed brain came to no conclusion.




"A health to my Lady Essex,

who once had lost her fame."




Damn him, Lizzy chided, damn him a thousand times.

It had been seven months since she had been deserted, or as Honora might put it "even more deserted." Their marriage had been a disaster almost as soon as it had been conceived during the last Parliament.

"and to my Lord her husband

that is so ill at the game."




Typical. Gets away with near bloody murder, then slaughtered with a glass in his hand.

She snorted

Probably addled by drink

She looked at the newspaper again.

That maudlin, two-faced, son of a . . .

The editorial was unattributable to the earl of Cork's coterie, of course. The death toll and injuries were to "damned traytors of King and Countrie," and at the end promoting "Life and Long Health to His Majesty."

The king of England, Scotland, Ireland, and Wales sequestered away, not seen in months. Lizzy shook her head—nothing she or anyone else could do about her distantly-related fifth cousin by marriage.

She had her own worries. She was free.

This changes everything.

Luckily for her, the wanted posters circulated after she fled from the mob looting and burning Essex House had been copied from a two-inch miniature portrait. Made for her engagement in 1629, that innocent, love-struck girl was fluffed, plump and primped, with hair saffron bleached and curled. Some artistic license even suggested a bosom.

Men are idiots and fools.

She hadn't needed much of a disguise—a bad marriage showing in her wan, thin face with its long nose every morning, with her raven black hair straight as a poker's handle halfway down her back. Hiding in her role as Mistress Lambert (her grandmother's name, the acknowledged miss of Grandpa Willie), she was playing a distant cousin (true) and helping out as housekeeper (almost true) whilst the new M'Lady Winchester was sequestered abed with child.

Lizzy re-read the passage describing the death of her husband, shot by assassins at a masque rehearsal in Amsterdam. She barked a foul laugh, hardly recognizing the portrait laid out in the charges.

Him—a general? Don't make me laugh!

She scooped some sauce with a chunk of bread.

Faithless as a husband, failure as a man.

Chomping a piece as if biting off a head from a doll, Lizzy could think of a few other choice words beginning with "f" that would better measure her dead husband.

And if she ever found that Oxford riddle-maker, that libellous cur, that pox-ridden whoreson of a Cheapside Jenny would be singing another tune—three octaves higher after chopping off his apples.

"a Madam without standing,

Fatherless boy without estate."

She slashed with the knife at a stingy piece of meat floating in the soup. It was so easy to lose herself in blood red fury—her infant son had died in the mad dash out of London, buried secretly on an island in the middle of the Thames at Runnymede.

This news brought a sudden change of circumstance, confirmation she was officially a widow was now public knowledge—and put her into a new bind.

Do I come out of hiding?

With her husband, Robert Deveraux, safely buried in Amsterdam, she would no longer be a target for a finder's fee. Cork, a tight-fisted beggar at the best of times, according to the newspaper had just cancelled the bounty for her arrest. On one hand, she might get some peace at last, no longer a major chess piece to be sacrificed at the altar of affairs of state.

On the other hand, a nominal title with no money wasn't much use. The fifth circle of hell would freeze over before there was any chance of retrieving her dowry, which was locked in the confiscated estates.

God rot m'lord Cork's shriveled liver—I hope his gout makes him rave in the night!

Private assistance from the family whilst she was on the run had been very welcome. Public charity in the open later would be wearing on family obligations over time and could poison the best of relations.

Not good—dangle the poor widow with a troubled reputation out the window, and see who comes a'courting?

Lizzy shuddered, having been down that road six years before. Then powerless, biddable, and wheedled into marriage to curry favor for family advantage. No matter what her family might wish, after all she had been through, the one thing she was no longer was a biddable child.

The point of her knife stabbed into the surface of the new oak dining table that could seat sixteen. The sun on this last day of autumn gleamed through the window, bounced along the sleek honey-yellow wood then reflected off the blade into her eyes.

Lizzy looked away, staring blankly at the tapestry hanging on the walls, glistening with gold and silver thread, mixed in with vivid blues, greens, and blood red.

Or stay the shady housekeeper a piece longer?

The heel of her right foot scuffed and scraped back and forward over the knots of the bulrush carpet installed only last week.

Careful, girl—you might be pushed downstairs as a servant forever.

As a younger daughter of a country baronet, she'd seen other fourth, fifth, or sixth daughters fall into the same grey role; like Bess Arnott, Hope Grey, and second cousin Lucinda. With no money left for a dowry for marriage, in an England without nunneries, it was sad but true that some would be cut off from their families, then used up, beaten, badgered and berated like the rest of the common staff in whatever house they'd been pitched into. No longer invited for celebrations, divorced from family affairs, and never ever spoken of again.

But Lizzy had tasted power and position, made her own way in London after separating from her feckless husband and had ran a large house on the Strand. Her position in society had been improved as a patroness of charity, governess of St. Clement Danes church school for girls, and hostess of regular Thursday salons for the Jappon Society. With enough impartial social standing at court, she had also attended the Tower once or twice to witnesses and report the health and well-being of the female members of American delegation locked within.

No. That quiet country girl had died. The idea she could go back to that level of subservience . . .

She could just hear young Rita Simpson's scorn, the American ambassador's sneer, "Let's not even go there, girl!"

Nope, not doing that—I'd rather die.

With no obligations to immediate family (her brother had his own money problems at the home estate in Wiltshire), what bothered her most was the new net of schemes around her here.

Why don't those busy-bitches just leave well enough alone?

Known in this house only as the poor cousin with distant connection to the marquis, in her housekeeper role she was neither fish nor fowl.

I really, really don't need this right now.

The wild rumors about her past amongst the staff had ranged widely. Some thought her a cast off miss of some minor lording. Another pathetic story had her as the dutiful daughter caring for an aged, now dead, father, her position lost in the world when a younger brother had inherited the estate.

Most of the staff sniffed and disapproved, and thought that allowing her to dine with the family an indulgence by the marquis, the line between servitors and those to be served breached by Lizzy's inappropriate attitude. All in all, it hadn't made her any friends below-stairs.

And now, without a by-your-leave, she'd just found out the merchant wives of Basingstoke and the ladies of nearby county estates of were off hunting; searching for a suitor of appropriate station; some old widower or new-money merchant, all to get a poor stray cousin of the marquis married off and out of the way soon after Honora birthed her twins. Everyone knew a house could only have one lady holding the keys.

The prospective godmother hovering around the house was the worst, obviously long-married in a love match of her own, and wishing everyone else worshiped at the temple of the court of love.

Lizzy thought it demented, dangerous, and deadly in the extreme.

How can anyone live their life like that? Living in a haze of romantic love doesn't put food on the table.

As the last scrap of sauce was mopped up by the last chunk of bread, Lizzy finally conceded to herself her hopeless position.

Face it, woman, whatever you do you're royally fu—

The oak door from the picture gallery swung open and slammed into the arm of the servant next to the side table.

"Owwwww!" the fifteen-year-old trainee dining maid, Pink, complained, rubbing an elbow through her white uniform.

"Is he here yet?" Mary Weasenham demanded. A not-so-thin figure wearing wire-rimmed eyeglasses bustled into the oak-paneled family dining room, wearing an appalling light-blue and white dress; a long thin tube of a thing with a single purple ribbon around the bodice below the bosom, and shaped with no waist at all. The outfit was styled Regency from a pattern book some two hundred years into the future. The fancy may have suited a young girl, fresh ready to come out into society. On the frame of a merchant's wife in her thirties who had already born eight children, it looked a horror.

Lizzy's soft voice drifted across the room as she folded the letter and newspaper page back into its message packet. "The north gate porter has it our visitor and his party have declined luncheon and are to rest and repair until the evening meal." An arched eyebrow raising a fraction and expressing her faint regard for the pompous man visited upon them.

Mary gushed, "Oh, dear—our Mister Darcy's reputation proceeds, I fear?"

"That's enough!" The knife flew three inches to side of Pink's right ear and imbedded itself through the tapestry and into the oak paneling behind. The young girl squeaked in fright, frozen, unable to move.

"I may be a pauper in my cousin's house—but I will not have our lives arranged by silly ideas from—" Lizzy stood up sharply, snarling. "—from That Book."

Lizzy's desperation had become more and more agitated all week. With the visitor finally here, that frustration blew like a ball from a matchlock. "This is your doing—just show me that Austen girl, or her great-great-grandmother? I have a sharp blade to run through the heart of one of her ancestors."

Leaving the table, message packet in hand, she stormed across the room, her manner akin to something of a she-wolf; the grey dress and long dark hair were flowing behind. On the way to the door, she snatched the dagger from the tapestry (imbedded in the crotch of a figure Lord A'Courting a Maiden), wiped it on her other sleeve, and stalked out of the room.

"Romantic love, Pah!" Lizzy railed from down the picture gallery corridor.




One hundred and eighty-eight and a half years before the Ring of Fire,

Saturday, 2nd November, 1811

The old bailiff's house, Chawton, near Alton, Hampshire 

Jane Austen crossed out a line back and forward with some vigor in frustration and anger, tiny drops of ink splattering across the page, the small round writing table, the tea cup and saucer on the windowsill on her left, and some spots spattering down onto the floor.

The patchwork blanket had been brought down from bed this morning and wrapped around for warmth. It slipped off her boney left shoulder. Jane dragged it back around her using her right arm, in the process dislodging some more stray mouse-brown curls from the two Prussian pencils holding her hair up in a bun at the back.

The ink-stained left hand screwed up the sheet of paper. Her latest book had started so well, but now Mansfield Park was grinding to a sick halt, the downside of dealing with her agent's and publisher's expectations. She sighed, defeated.

Sense and Sensibility, the first to be published, had been on sale for a month now, selling quite well she was told in letters from London. It might even make a slim profit in three or four years. It had better. Persuaded to self-publish and at no risk to the publisher, it had cost Jane and the family four hundred and fifty pounds. But the house needed the money back desperately—now, not next year or the year thereafter. Henry, her agent in London, was trying for a single up-front fee for her next book.

For her part, the first true experience of writing for new cash and a deadline was sheer hell. A series of shrill notes from her publisher were seeking a follow-up story whilst the market demand was hot, and thus requiring a first draft manuscript tuit de suite.

The panic was overwhelming.

Tick.

For the first time ever she was stymied, and blocked.

Tick.

The small French clock on the mantelpiece began its chimes on the hour of eleven o'clock.

Instead of knuckling down with the manuscript after breakfast at nine as usual, the turkeys had been fed, this year's blackberry and raspberry canes had been cut to the ground, the last of the dying rhubarb leaves cleared away, and four letters to friends and family were sitting by the front door waiting for the mid-day wagon to Alton.

Jane was disgusted with herself. Her main character Fanny Price was stuck in a scene half way up the drive going nowhere.

This isn't working . . . a tragedy in three volumes that I really should throw into my hope chest for a few months.

Sometimes when a story isn't setting, all you can do is walk away from it for a piece and then come back afresh later. This time she didn't have that luxury, people had Expectations.

She paused, rubbed the condensation from the window glass, and peered out over the top of her eyeglasses. Farm hands from the great house were piling old tree trunks and off-cut branches from hedge laying into the middle of the village green for Guy Fawkes Night on Tuesday.

The door opened behind her, and she could hear her sister Cassandra rearranging clothes on the drying frame. "Jane, you've almost let the fire go out."

"Here, toss this on with the others."

A scrunched up page was tossed over Jane's shoulder, it bounced off the clotheshorse draped with nightgowns and day caps that sat in front of the embers of last night's fire. The paper ball fell to the floor.

"Is he here yet?"

"No sign yet. You know Henry. He's never on time for anything. What's going on out there?" Cassandra asked, moving up to her sister staring out the window, gently massaging her shoulders.

Mister Pink, the blacksmith, was building wooden frames at the far south end of the horse paddock, where fireworks including rockets and Catherine wheels would be attached.

"How much is Eddie paying for the display this year?"

"No idea. Sometimes I think our little brother has more money than sense."

The Lord Chancellor's office had declared that larger patriotic celebrations were in order this year; the whole country was to pray for the health of the king (who was expected to die before Christmas). But on a more cheerful note, also to celebrate in support the regiments at war in Portugal. After two successful battles this year, there were signs that Napoleon's armies were not invincible after all.

Cassie could feel Jane looking down at the page in front of her on the small table. A line was drawn diagonally across the next page.

Oh dear. "Looks like Old Mister G has nearly finished the barrel run. The boys seem to be having fun," Cassie said, trying one last time to cheer her sister.

Further away through the mist of the late morning, Old Trickster Goddennson supervised a gaggle of village boys blocking off the soak away gulleys along the side of the Guildford road, creating a clear lane for the fiery barrel run on Bonfire Night down the lane.

Her sister shrugged under her hands.

"I'll leave you alone to get on with your writing. See you in a bit."

Cassandra patted Jane's left shoulder a final time, worried at the obvious distress and anguish Henry was causing.

****

Jane pinched the bridge of her nose. Her headache was making it difficult to focus, the text on the page swimming.

Enough! Ghaaahh!

The hateful metal-tipped nib pen flew across the room, and imbedded itself in a cushion on the old, sagging sofa opposite.

The authoress rubbed the side of the middle finger of her right hand, massaging the indent in her flesh to the left of the nail. These new pens were too hard on the hand and hurt like the blue blazes.

Only a few minutes late for a change, Judgment Day approached from the other side of the parlor room door.

tap tap

"Jenny?" A reedy, thin male voice, somehow both a question and a demand.

Oh why doesn't someone just go and hit me on the head with a brick?




1635, Basing House

"Oh, dear . . . "

Mary picked up an empty pewter cup from the side table, looking up over the top of her eyeglasses at the Paulet family crest (three silver swords on a black shield) repeating across the ceiling, tutting and entreating skywards, along the way ignoring the black mold creeping from the window through the plasterwork.

"My dear Miss Austen, do not fash yourself, and forgive her. Unlike the marquis, this poor cousin Lizzy is going to be a bit more of a challenge."

Mary peered again into the empty cup and saw no jug on the side. "You, girl, more small beer," she casually demanded of the sniffling serving girl, who went off and bawled all the way through the door.

You just can't get the staff these days.

Mary looked up again, channeling her favorite authoress and questioning, "I do hope you know more of our merry players than we do?"

Arranging the marriage of the marquis to Lady Honora De Bourgh a few months earlier had been relatively simple. An original, up-time copy of Pride and Prejudice thereafter for the bride as a confinement gift had just been a thoughtful fancy and happenstance on her part. The new marchioness of Winchester's family and a character in the book by the same name had prompted it as a small entertainment during her first confinement. Unfortunately that pregnancy had not made it to three months, a bad omen.

Now Lady Honora was uncomfortably pregnant again, and this time completely confined upstairs in the ladies wing near the piss-pot, the extensive bath house on the first floor, and said to be expecting twins any day. As prospective godparents, Mary and her husband, Rob Weasenham (also here as a factor for the Bedford Corporation), had travelled to Basing House for the winter.

The marquis of Winchester's only son, young Charles, aged five (the only surviving child of the marquis from his first marriage to Lady Jane Savage) was to be breeched tomorrow on St. Clements's Day; taken from the care of the women of the house, his girlish locks cut, and clothing changed for the last time from dresses to breeches.

Mary tossed her latest read A Secret Passage to Love onto the dining table with such vigor her bookmark slipped from between the pages unseen.

By Dame Barbara Cartland's left tit, this household is in a right stir!

Charles' uncle and godfather, Lord Sir John Savage, had just arrived at the Basing estate for this important occasion with a small party.

Mary had hopes.

Actually, Mary had had gleeful conniptions last month after she had worked out that Sir John, a recent widower, was the eldest son of Lord Rivers and therefore awash with cash. More accurately named Viscount Sir John Rockfold Peacock D'Arcy Savage, he was also heir through his mother (the fearsome Lady Catherine Rivers) to the prestige and fortune of the D'Arcys of Essex.

This WasMeant To Be.

Lady Rivers was bringing a new companion for Lizzy.

Mary giggled like a loon, and danced a little jig.

Another sign from Miss Austen.

Not a Charlotte, she conceded, a slight moue on her lips—a Katherine.

Oh well—not quite like the book, but almost right.

Nodding to herself, Mary was convinced everything would turn out well with her plans for the emotional housekeeper, Fizzing Lizzy.

"I'm sure she knows not what she says, and that our Mister Darcy is just as you describe."

And a Lucas girl to hand to be a firm friend.

"Don't worry, Miss Austen. Lizzy's frightened; she needs to marry quickly, and it's only prejudice. And don't we know what to do there?"

With the fervor of a founding member of the English Goodwife's Association of Romance Readers, Mary selected her meal with her own knife from the plates on the side table with a wry smile. She accepted her third small beer of the day from the still sniveling serving girl and plotted the next step in her campaign.




Later in the day, inside the village church of Our Lady of Basing

"But whyyyy?"

Charlie's whiney voice chewed through her head as he stomped down the side steps through the arch from the high altar.

Bringing the boy had been a daft idea and had been getting in the way all afternoon. Honora and the Irish midwife had sent Lizzy off into the village with Charlie for the afternoon, away from that awful Weasenham woman. The wives and crones of the village were dressing the church for Saint Kat's vigil on the First Night of Winter. Lizzy had been left in peace in the north aisle to wrap the spokes of the iron-studded hay wagon wheel with green and yellow.

However the change in Charlie's own circumstances were looming vast and arriving at speed, and now his tone was petulant in the extreme.

An old pang, Jane—if only Jane were still here, struck at exactly the wrong time, making her tone sharper than intended.

"Charles, pay attention! Take care of . . . "

Of course, at that point the five-year-old spun around at her sharp tone and the top third of the two-foot-long scented beeswax candle cradled in his arms smacked the foot of great-great-grandfather's pink, green and yellow alabaster statue which was lying in prayer upon his tomb.

"Don't . . . "

The child tried to vigorously brush the shower of flakes from the front of his pink dress, instead smearing soft beeswax into the red piping and fine stitch work around the buttons all down the front.

Absolutely hopeless.

Before Lizzy had taken him in hand, the boy and his young hound, Ollie, had been running through the house and around the estate like wild things. Accident-prone or devil-charmed, her charge was certain to get through at least three changes of dresses a day; splattered with mud, muck, soot, flour, chalk, grass—you name it, it found him.

Blessed Catherine,save us from boys! Her eyes flicked to the small statue in its niche halfway up the wall. Her own personal saint stared back, the patroness of female scholars and unmarried women, holding a scroll in one hand, and a wheel in the other.

"Charles . . . come here to me." Draping green ribbons over the axle of the wagon wheel propped against the lime-washed north wall, Lizzy fished a kerchief from her sleeve. Folding down onto her knees, down to the same level as the child, she wiped Charlie's eyes and ruffled the long, brown, curly hair that was due for the chop on the morrow.

"Give me that." The remaining pieces of candle from the lad's hands were placed safely on the floor.

"Blow."

Charlie snorted into the cloth.

"Your godfather—" Lizzy dissembled, trying to separate her own feelings from what must happen for Charles.

She tried again. "Your uncle is not a monster."

His character was decided. He was the proudest, most disagreeable man in the world declared the passage from Pride and Prejudice in her head.

The Seymour Curse, she got that from her mother. Seymour women read too well, remembered far too much, and were hot-tempered in their speech.

Damn that gooseherd, Mary Weasenham, and her stupid, stupid plans!

Lizzy tried not to lose composure in front of the boy. Taking a deep breath, and taking faint solace stroking Charles' curls, she mentally kicked panic back in its box. "He has come to honor the memory of your mother, and set you on the road to be a lord of England in her memory."

Well, at least that part should be true enough. And I'm sure he'll be a stiff-shirted prig about it.

The boy sniffed, not exactly the brightest rabbit from the warren. His little face screwed up as he pulled away with a look of raw cunning. "Aunt Elizabeth?"

"Yes, Charles?"

"What color pony do you think he's brought me?"

Exasperated, Lizzy looked up into the eyes of old Queenie Godden, who was dressing juniper boughs around one of the square pillars. She could tell they both were thinking the same thing. Men, and especially little boys, could be ungrateful, uncaring, unemotional monsters at just exactly the wrong time.




1811, Chawton

tap tap

"Jenny?" a reedy, thin male voice, somehow both a question and a demand.

Oh God. Why doesn't someone just go and hit me on the head with a brick?

tap tap

"Jenny?"

Jane peeled off her glasses, wiped the tears and, unnoticed, kicked the disheveled manuscript pile next to her left foot on the floor in the process. By rights it should be twice as high; the original plan laid in spring was to be done with the first draft by now.

"Jenny, are you in there?"

"What do you want?" she snapped as she flicked the latch and opened the door.

"And good morning to you too."

Tall Henry, supremely self-assured Henry; royal blue frock coat, dark green britches, and today's pièce de résistance, a red, yellow and brown horizontal striped waistcoat.

"Jenny, I have news. Very good news."

Her brother was the only one who still called her that. To everyone else in the family she was just Jane. Or Aunt Jane, or Cousin Jane, and she knew damn well some muttered sotto voce in drawing rooms behind her back, Poor Jane.

"Poor Jane, she was cast off, you know? Very sad. And now she writes and writes, spends all her money on paper and books and reads like a demon. Now she's too old—no wonder no one will make her an offer."

The Austen children took after their father, all freakishly tall. Henry danced around his five foot eight inch sister, and loped into the small, crowded front room. Two inches taller, the demented bee dropped its beaver-skin tophat and monogrammed gentleman's satchel bulging fit to burst into Mother's arm chair (the one on the other side of the fire).

"Well?" The intruder flopped onto the old sofa. "Are you going to ask what it is yet?"

So unlike the rest of their siblings, they were as like two peas in the pod; impatient of temperament, mercurial of humor, talkative often to extreme, inquisitive . . .

"Is this new?" propping his boots on the window sill.

. . . easily distracted.

Henry turned the Wedgwood creamware china cup in his hand, looking intently at the green oak leaf pattern spiraled around the outside rim between thin borders of gold.

Jane kicked the door with her heel and it slammed into its frame, the small metal latch clicking a fraction of a second later.

"Mail order." She snatched the cup away.




1635, outside the church

"Mistress Llaammbbbbert, are you in thereeee?" a rough male voice shouted from the back of the crowd.

Lizzy fought her way out the double west door of the church, making sure to close it behind her. The crowd of women rushed forward, packed tighter than a queue of housewives waiting to get into the pit in a Southwark theatre to see the hero of the latest halfpenny play.

Lizzy scowled at the women, each with a supporting group of two of three friends huddled together.

"No, no—we're not ready for you yet."

An impatient lot, these unmarried spinsters from the surrounding parishes, waiting to add their token to the wheel before it was hoisted aloft. A disappointed groan rose from the crowd, and some bad-tempered mutterings mixed in to leaven the mix.

"Get out of the way! Let. Me. Through."

It was unclear to Lizzy if her childhood navigating around county fairs with her sisters or her later experience shopping in the streets of London were more useful. Whatever, some strategic use of sharp elbows and the toe of her left boot got her out of the ruck.

"Mistress Lambert?" the call repeated.

The twice-weekly parcel wagon from London was also waiting in the church yard. Collier and Collier, Dry Goods, London to Southampton, and a picture of a gaggle of geese with sacks on their backs was painted on the sides of the wagon.

A young male figure was just disappearing around the corner to the small porch on the south side, struggling with an armful of parcels. "Yes, Mister Collier?" Lizzy looked up at the bald pate of the older man digging through the contents in the back. He would be pulling together another batch of parcels for the village, and would have his apprentice drop them off onto the bench seats on each side of the south door porch.

"Mistress Lambert, I'm glad I've caught you—I've the supplies you wanted for the house."

"Good news, Mister C. We've new visitors to be fed. Just take them up to the house. The porter will see to the fees as usual." Lizzy looked around, "Charles?" Where is that boy? "Charles!"

"Aunt Elizabeth, Aunt Elizabeth! Ollie's been playing, there's another doggie around there."

"Well, that's nice, Charles." Not really listening, Lizzy smiled at the sight of the boy running and holding onto the collar and lead of the panting hound.

"Mistress Lambert, I wanted to ask if can you be so kind to let your friend, Mistress Christie, know her parcel has arrived from London?" The wagoner stroked his left earlobe.

Lizzy gathered Charlie to her left hand, looked at Mister Collier, and raised her eyebrows in thanks, and nodded slightly. "I'll let her know as soon as I can."

"Who's Mistress Christie, Aunt Elizabeth?"

"Just an old friend, Charles. Now hush and be quiet for a minute."

What a quandary! Normally she'd be at the house when Mr. Collier tipped her the wink, and would find an opportune moment to steal away to the church.

Lizzy smiled to herself. The resolution was right in front of them both.

"Charles? Would you and Ollie like a ride in the wagon?" Lizzy looked at the boy, teasing somewhat. "This might be your last chance. Tomorrow, when you're a lord, it might not be proper."

"Can I? Mr. Collier, can I?"

The wagoner smiled, enjoying the pleasure in the boy, knowing from experience that attitude would be trained out over the next few years.

"Put the hound in the back, m'lad, and I'll tie him safe. You come up the front with me."

"Are you sure?"

"We'll be fine, ma'am! It's only a quarter of a mile."

The apprentice appeared around the side of the church, a lanky lad in clothes far too large for his frame, walking lazily back to the wagon.

"Davey! Davey Falknor, if you're done lolling about? Get a move on—we're taking the boy up to the house. Get the hound in the back."

His apprentice with the long hair and bad complexion started fussing the dog and taking the lead.

"Any more?"

"Oh, don't you worry, m'lad. I'm sure Mistress Lambert here can drop the last two off on her way."

He handed the housekeeper the small packages over the side of the wagon, one wrapped in newsprint, the other a small cloth bag, both with labels attached. The child had already hopped up onto the front of the wagon, eager and waiting for it to leave, the pink dress now smeared with axle grease across the front.

Mr Collier smiled. Let the child have his last day of fun.

Now that she'd offloaded Charles safely for an hour or two, Lizzy tried not to run around to the south door. She found the decorum required from her assumed position was a royal pain in the rear end at times. The parcels for other villagers were spread on the oak benches, both with writing and pictures on the labels. A parcel for the Fletcher family showed an arrow. Something else that must be for Queenie Godden had a large bee on a brown tag.

Lizzy glanced around for a book-sized brown parcel, and its label, Mistress A. Christie, Basing, SH, England, like the others before. Diverting her subscription from the Mystery Book Club had been simple. Many received their books anonymously via something called The Clearing House somewhere in Hamburg, and an address change was a piece of cake to arrange.

For the subject matter of her subscription however, she was tiring slightly of reading of Miss Jane Marple's exploits in St. Mary Mead. The sheer number of murders in a sleepy English village was becoming a tad unbelievable, and it was a wonder that anyone of significance was left to write about that had not yet been bludgeoned, stabbed, drowned, or shot. Lizzy had become more intrigued, however. She had been trying to work out which village around Basingstoke the author might have used as the basis of her stories.

The next in the Marple series was supposed to be a little different. The advertised title 4:50 from Paddington didn't leave any clues as to the storyline.

There it is! At the far end of the left bench, nearest the church door.

As she reached for her parcel a growl started below.

Grrrrrr . . .

Lizzy withdrew her hand. She tried again.

GRRRrrrrrrrrRRrrRRR!

Lizzy drew back again. Carefully she knelt down.

One of those Welsh yard hounds. What is it doing here?

[image: bulldog]A small stocky body, small legs, triangular pointy ears, and a short bob tail. Normally farm dogs, in the West Counties near the Welsh borders, this breed was also used for theft protection and as children's nannies; set one in your bedroom whilst you're out, and a nasty reputation to savage a stranger who enters did the rest.

Lizzy rose again to her feet, and tried something new. Reaching behind her with her left hand in plain sight, she touched one of the parcels on the bench behind.

Nothing.

And with her right hand, again, the bench behind her in sight of the dog.

Again nothing.

She tried for her own package again.

GrRRrrrrRR.

God rot it—it's claimed the bench and my parcel. Oh, in Kat's Name . . . Lizzy edged carefully past the dog, into the church proper through the small south door. A sign on a stand right in front "Penitents," a Winchester pilgrimage seal, and a picture of a man on his knees praying pointed to the left. St. Michael's chapel was roped off from the rest of the church in turmoil.

"Excuse me? Anyone? Has someone left a hound outside?"




1811

"So how are you getting on?" Henry nodded at the pile of paper on the floor and the few sheets on the table covered in crossings-out.

Jane blew a long, long breath. "It might be the best thing I've ever written. But it's not finished, nowhere near. Do you want me to make some tea?"

"Mother! Mother, can you make Jenny some more tea?" Henry bawled across the room and through the drawing room door. "And can I have some cider?"

"It's not even midday and you drink too much, Henry. What would Eliza say?"

"Jenny." Henry wriggled uncomfortably in the old sofa. "Sis, come here and sit down." he fished behind his back at the cushions. "Let me get to the . . . " He handed back the pen " . . . point. Egerton's agreed in principle to one hundred and fifty pounds."

Jane blew silently through her teeth, winded, collapsing slowly into her own chair. Money and no book, no book and no money . . .

"He's desperate. We've got him over a barrel. Jane, you're an overnight success and the mystery is feeding demand for another book from 'A Lady' soon, very soon. Our publisher wants a first draft by Easter."

The door opened sharply and Cassandra poked her head around the side. "Jane, mother wants to know where the tea pot has gone."

"In the buttery, Cassandra. I was going to use the old tea to start some more wine."

"And Henry, cloudy or mulled? If you want mulled, it will take ten or fifteen minutes to warm up."

"Cloudy, please, Cassie."

"And do you want your friend to come through yet?"

"What?" Jane was thrown by the change in topic.

"Do you want your London friend to come in yet, Henry? He's eating all my bread rolls."

"In a minute, Cassie. Leave him there for a bit. I'll call when I need him."

"Right." Cassandra peered at her brother. The skeptical look on her sister's face told Jane that Cassie didn't trust their brother much either.

Her older sister smiled, pointed a finger at them both. "I'll go and see if he's left any rolls for your tea. Now remember, you two, no throwing. You break it, you pay for it." The infamous plate-throwing argument in Bath. The rest of the family would never let them forget the early casualties to mother's first service of Wedgwood.

Cassie moved the Z-shaped three-part clotheshorse away from the fire, clothes and all, lifting by the center bar. Jane put the cup back on the saucer. "Cassie, where are you taking the night things? They're still wet . . . "

The door snicked shut again, accompanied by Cassandra's giggle and a fading, "Just clearing away."

Jane turned back to her brother, biting her lip, not giving Henry the satisfaction of asking who's the man in the kitchen. "Where were we?"

"Easter. Easter next. A complete manuscript would be nice—anytime between Lent and Ascension?"

Jane used the handle of her pen to tuck some more stray hairs back into the bun. "No—I just don't see it Henry. Not a chance in merry hell, and hell might need to freeze over first!"

"Hmmm. I thought so."

Henry was looking unusually pleased with himself.

"Pass over my bag, would you?"

Smug even.

Jane hadn't liked the changes she had seen during this summer while staying in London with Henry and Eliza, finishing off the final revisions of S&S for her editor. The new lifestyle as a successful banker, the large house in Sloane Street and the entertaining required to sustain his growing position in society, was turning her brother into an arrogant, self-important, profligate, overdressed dandy who thought he knew everything, and didn't stint telling everyone just so. "Poor baby! Lost the use of your own arms? I'm not your wife." Jane humped the heavy bag onto the floor between them. "Or your servant."




1635

Lizzy skipped around the heaps of offerings strewn over the floor of St. Michael's chapel, which ran half the length of the south isle of the church: coat buttons, torn company pendants, regimental flags, caps, helmets, jerkins, overcoats, pikes, mail gloves, swords, horse stirrups and the odd saddle.

She didn't bother calling for the curate who was supposed to be keeping the mess in some kind of order. There was all kinds of bad blood going on in the local diocese, and he'd been co-opted for other duties in the much larger St. Margaret's down the road in Basingstoke five days a week.

The English armies were slowly returning from fighting the Swedes, and other groups of English mercenaries were either coming back or heading out to Europe. With a steady stream of fighting men making penance, or seeking forgiveness or favors from Our Lord, a soldier's chapel did well as they made their way on foot to and from Winchester through the village.

Always a practical sort, Lizzy mused to herself, With what must be in the moneybox and selling this lot off, there might be enough here to fix the roof in the spring.

A single, kneeling figure was staring at the small altar, muttering and sobbing intently in prayer. The glint of a sheathed sword lying prone on the flagstones to one side, and the clothes—Lizzy somehow thought them new—on the tallish man; dark, unremarkable, warm . . . just right for a pilgrimage in mud season. She paused, not wishing to intrude further on anyone's communion with Our Lord or His Saints.

The afternoon sun streamed through the arched west windows, shining on the cross made from a sword. It was on the altar, imbedded in a wooden base, and adorned and decorated with splashes of silver and gold flames. The ancient black and gold statue of St. Michael that she remembered from her childhood with its stern expression and outstretched flaming sword was gone now. Lizzy thought the chapel somehow now more open, fuller of light.

The Puritans had had their way at last; altar statues were removed before they were smashed as Papish, and the brightly-painted church walls were now covered up by cheap lime wash. Our Lady of Basing had also been relocated, but only as far as the family chapel in the new house.

There was a fair amount of female noise from the rest of the church, screened off from the chapel by hazel and cloth screens. She could see the soldier was unmoved by the shouting and distractions.

Lizzy poked her head between two screens. "Queenie?" she whispered.

"Mistress Lambert, what are you doing in there?"

"The parcels are here. Queenie, does anyone here own a Welsh hound?"

Queenie stared at Lizzy, harrumphed, turned to the rest of the church with hand on hips and bawled, the harridan voice echoing around the church roof, "Girls! Girls—does anyone around here have two farthings to rub together to feed and keep a hound in their cottage?"

The church's rafters exploded in a cackle of wry female laughter that would have done proud in a London production of The Tragedy of Macbeth.

"Ask Alice Pink, she's the bitch around here," a cruel wag echoed down the nave.

Small, round, and powerful, Alice the Alewife, the mother of the house's new parlormaid, slapped the off-blond neighbor with the smart mouth, knocking the woman to the floor.

Silly question. Lizzy should have known better, and closed the screens leaving the village women to their brawl.

"He's mine," the soldier said, speaking gruffly and striding to the south door. Lizzy's eyes were blinded by the sunlight and could only see an outline of the tall man, sword in one hand, a pair of heavy boots in the other.

"Sir, I'm sorry for disturbing . . . "

The small door slammed shut.

" . . . your prayers."

Embarrassed, Lizzy stared at the closed oak door for a full minute. She could just hear her Grandmother Lambert's chiding tone and disapproval from years before, "Think, child, before you talk! Stop worrying about things you can't change, and dashing and sticking your nose into others you should leave well alone."

Time to pay the piper, Lizzy.

However she found the kneeling stool in front of the altar was already occupied; a small green man down on one knee holding some kind of musket ready to fire.

"This is Our Lady's house, you two take it outside." Queenie Godden was still trying to get the fight sorted, through the sounds of slaps, the screeches of hair pulling and oooff of body blows.

Lizzy picked up the figure, expecting it to be made from lead and surprised by how light it was. What's it made from?

Carefully placing the offering next to the cross, Lizzy went back to the stool to pray to the saint in the man's place.

St Michael the Archangel, defend us in battle,

"I'm gonna kill you Alice Pink!" came a shout over the screens

Defend us against the wickedness . . .

"Yeah—you and who's army, Lilly Underwood?"

. . . and snares of the Devil.

Lizzy smiled. For a change it was nice to hear someone else's problems, rather than being totally wrapped up in her own. She kept on with her prayer.

May God rebuke them . . .

****

A quarter hour later, Lizzy left the church with a small smile on her face, a package in hand with a book to be read by candlelight between first and second sleep for the rest of the week, and a decision made.




Later the same day

With the usual last minute disasters to overcome in the kitchens, Lizzy had missed the first two courses. The stelle, star-shaped pasta in mushroom and cheese sauce, would be along shortly as a small intermezzo to the meal, and she wanted to get settled.

The cooking was done in a series of smaller buildings at the far end of Centre Court, well away from the rest of the house in event of fire.

"Fifteen minutes. Tell Cook you have fifteen minutes left to next serving," she shouted at a page and two waiters running down the corridor in the opposite direction.

Striding vigorously along the picture gallery, rolling her sleeves down her arms, Lizzy waved her arms, puffing the sleeves up with air, and straightening the lace.

Dead woman's clothes—just you watch, Jane.

Unpinning and untying the kirtle over the silk dress, Lizzy threw the over-apron at a chair in the picture gallery, then fished from a pocket the mourning cross made of Whitby jet decorated with translucent moonstones.

Decided on her new course, she tied the yellow ribbon around her neck, finishing the ensemble that proclaimed her new status as a widow in her mourning year. At least that might give her twelve months of peace. Wouldn't stop the courting and attention, but she had ancient traditions not to give any answer behind her.

" . . . horoscopes," a deep Cheshire accent rolled around the dining room as the footman opened the door.

Lizzy entered just as the marquis laughed heartily.

"Ah, my dear cuz, there you are!" The dumpy, florid-faced man rose from his chair, took Lizzy's hand and kissed first her left, then right cheek.

"Sure you want to do this?" he whispered, then guided her slowly to her own chair at the far end of the table, the rightful place as tonight's hostess.

"I know what I'm doing, stop fussing," Lizzy murmured through her teeth so only he could hear.

"I'm sure you have everything in order in the kitchens," her cousin babbled on to the room, as the other table guests stared at Lizzy, "however you've been missing some more stories about the Americans."

The dowdy housekeeper that the table had been expecting, normally in plain grey, had appeared wearing a fine emerald-colored outfit with court-style three-quarter puffed sleeves, her hair decorated in netting set with small pearls, all of it set off by the widow's cross around her neck.

"You know everyone here . . . "

Oh, for goodness sake!

Lizzy had made sure the invitations had gone out some days ago, and nodded politely to nine or ten neighbors. She also noticed the seating plan had altered, and Mary Weasenham had wormed her way into the seat next to the main event.

God help us.

" . . . apart from our guest, Lord Sir John. My lords, ladies, sirs, Reverend—I'm afraid we've been running a bit of a scheme these past few months, hiding my cousin here in plain sight, and for which I take full responsibility. Thankfully, we expect it is needed no longer.

"Sir John, my good friends—may I introduce you all to my cousin, Elizabeth, the countess of Essex?"
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Just as the bag hit the floor, her brother bounded out of the sofa like a rubber ball. "Jenny dear, sometimes your mouth is so sharp that I believe one day you'll turn into a wasp." He dashed across the room to open the door.

"Rick! Rick, can you come through, please?" Henry called into the kitchen.

Jane dropped the handle of the bag, composed herself quickly as best as she could, checking her hair by touch, and wished she had a dry lace cap to wear today with a visitor in the house.

Soon enough a smallish, swarthy man, slightly untidy, and of indeterminate late-middle-age stood about three yards from her.

"Jane, let me introduce Mister Richard dePaul, a copywriter from London recommended to me by John Stoddart, the editor at The Times."

Jane curtsied slightly. "Sir."

"Rick, can I introduce my sister, Miss Jane Austen?"

"Miss Austen," the London visitor gushed. "Delighted, most delighted to meet you at last."

As he bowed, Jane noticed a pencil tucked behind the man's left ear. How strange.

"My apologies you find us a little disorganized today. My brother didn't tell us to expect a guest."

"Don't think on it. I understand the ways of writers, and have seen much worse in my time. Actually, the next time you're in London you should see my offices at the newspaper. Most of the time it's an explosion of paper everywhere."

"Hennnnry . . . " Jane started panicking, eyes and nostrils flaring, "I thought we agreed family only . . . "

" . . . would know our little secret, I know, I know. But Rick has been working for me in the strictest confidence on a short project, well, for us . . . "

Jane's eyebrows raised higher, the look of disbelief wide in her expression. "What project?"

"Your book."

"What? This?" Jane pointed at the pile of paper on the floor. "We just talked about this, and it's nowhere near ready!"

He reached into his bag on the floor "No, this book." He produced a manuscript with a flourish, tied with a single purple ribbon.

Jane snatched away the only copy of First Impressions, retreated into her chair, furious, and wrapped her arms around, protecting herself and her past work. My dear child. Her younger self's first attempt; naive, badly written, with never-ending sentences and awful grammar. Her rejected first attempt that should be locked away right now at the bottom of her own hope chest upstairs.

"Henry, if you weren't my brother," she warned. "Sometimes I just don't believe you'd do things like this! You thieving, two-faced . . . "

Mister dePaul tried to placate the room. "Miss Austen, Miss Austen, the story is almost there," then made the mistake of smiling, "Of course publishers are no longer accepting epistolary works . . . "

"You mean he's read it?" Jane bawled, hurriedly undoing the ribbon, flipping through the pages in wild outrage at the blue pencil marks scribbled all over her precious clean copy.

"And if you'd look at my notes, you'll have to update some of the scenes. Make them more in-the-moment. As the London publishing houses say less Epistle, more Apostle."

The copywriter's voice faded away slowly, seeing the scowl in her visage.
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The other diners, flustered at the sudden change in Lizzy's status, sprang to their feet; bowing and curtsying, acknowledging her superior position.

She bowed and nodded slowly one at a time to the others around the table. The shocked expression on the face of Mary Weasenham was a tasty morsel to bury in her secret heart. Play with candles, little moth, expect to get singed.

"Your Grace, may I express my condolences at the sad news of the death of Milord Essex."

Oh wonderful, just wonderful. That's all I need. Another say nothing, mean nothing, fast-talking courtier.

"And Elizabeth, this is my brother by my first marriage, Viscount Sir John Savage, Charlie's uncle and godfather."

Lizzy turned to Lord Sir John, refusing to strain her eyes and focus on the man's face. The shape bowed slightly, some highlights of red-brown hair reflecting the candlelight.

Platitudes, the usual social verities. Time to get back on the horse, girl!

"My Lord Savage, and mine to you. I understand your wife, Lady Kitty, was also lost some months ago? Such a great shame. She was a breath of fresh air at court, and shall be missed." Lockjaw, and snapped her spine in agony. A filthy, messy death a month after childbirth. God rest her poor soul.

The spider's web that is the network of the noble ladies of England knew most things that went on in each other's houses; through letters, salon gossip, and social connections between trusted ladies' maids. Honora had been keeping her up to date.

"Please be seated." She indicated to the steward to serve wine suitable for the next course. She knew how to play this game, four years in the practice in London.

Defend.

"So, Sir John, please continue. My apologies for my late arrival at table."

Parry.

"You were telling us about the Americans? I assume you've visited their town, their United States."

Deflect.

"Have you formed some opinions? What's your view, Providence or Perdition?"

"Well, my lady." A large hand reached for the wine in front of him, three small keys dangling from a bracelet clinking against glass.

Lizzy paused, her own glass halfway to her lips. God's Teeth! Three keys—a senior factor with wide freedom to act on state business, answerable only to the Lord Chancellor, the privy council, and the king.

Well, that explains why Charlie's never met his uncle. England's agents had been busy these past few years with Americans and war.

"Yes, I've visited their town. The stories are all true, in the main, and it's an interesting place. But I'll leave any earth-shattering religious revelations and defer those to the reverend here."

Sir John nodded at dour-clad Higgons directly across the table, the holder of the neighboring manor of Greywell and a doctor of divinity who made known at every opportunity he was at odds with the bishop of Winchester and unhappily without a parish.

"Enough American stories. I can be a bore about the topic, I know. Now Your Grace is at table, I'd like to hear more about the character of my godson."

Sir John sipped his wine, raised an eyebrow. "Hmmm . . . greengage and apple?"

"Of course." Lizzy acknowledged.

Sir John smiled quickly in her direction, paused a little, then continued to the room, "So then, since we shall be picking through the character of my godson with the next course, and what might be expected from him, let me then finish off quickly my last American tale.

"As I was starting to tell you before, it is my observation that Americans take more care and attention in their imagined fortunes from the daily horoscopes in their newspapers, but little care in the naming of their children."

"Come now, John. That sounds completely ridiculous!"

Her cousin was a traditionalist. The whys and wheres of naming English children of the landed and noble classes and the giving of first names repeated in a pattern that had been unchanged for centuries.

As the children's rhyme had it:




A Father's Father's grandson, the heir first in line

A Mother's Mother's granddaughter, a Lord's Lady in time

A Father's Brother's nephew, a spare just in case

A Mother's Sister's niece, who will know her place

A King's Lord Courtier, to bribe and to fawn

A Queen's Lady's Chambermaid, to flatter and to song

A Father's loyal pride to mould as his own

A mother's fair consolation, to preserve the home

A Godfather's loyal prince, to earn the estate

A Godmother's sweet blessing, to learn good grace

A Saint's godly son to pray for salvation

A Saint's dutiful daughter, to cloister in seclusion







And that was the clean version, sung by children in recitals. Lizzy had heard all kinds of variations, some filthy (in taverns), some bawdy (in theatres), some unmentionable and hurtful (unfortunately in larger family gatherings, cousins with axes to grind).

But all true. Young Charlie was a king's courtier, named after the current king; his two older brothers had died of various misfortunes. She was a saint's daughter—and her mother often bemoaned the lack of nunneries in the Church of England. "Oft suggested, oft rejected," Ma used to say.

"I mean it; these Americans have some strange ideas, and do not see the hazard in their recklessness." Sir John took another sip. "You've heard they mix religions, many churches and many faiths in one place?"

"Deeply troubling" said the Greywell reverend.

"Well, they seem to muddle along together well enough, after a lot of shouting. But the children—of all faiths, mind—they name some of their children using something they call the cult of the celebrity."

"The what?" exclaimed the mayor of Basingstoke's wife, sitting next to the marquis' left side.

"Wellll . . . " Sir John stretched his phrasing for effect, waving his glass back and forward. "Some parents call their children after famous leaders of state, or generals of the armies, or admirals of the sea, as if the power and personality will rub off on the child."

"Slightly unusual—tawdry, and tempting providence," the reverend proclaimed, "but not unknown even here."

"Agreed. And so—" The guest nodded in agreement, the voice dropped half an octave. "—and so, I'll go further."

At this point Lizzy knew that Sir John was playing with the room. Of course, one of the first duties of a guest was to entertain, and this man was quite the wordsmith, using the most simple of words but still commanding attention from the table. The cadence and delivery of his voice was like a well-delivered sermon, reeling in the weak-minded.

Lizzy knew this particular game—Shock and Awe was played in salons all over Europe as a way of titillating an audience with strange American ways, seeking explosions of amazement, despair, and expletives. That was the Shock.

Sir John set to some more. "I've met some children; even from families of their most Puritan of beliefs, a proselytizer sect called the Church of the Later-Day Saints. In one example, I have met one young man named after a famous troubadour in the future, a public singer of songs named DonnyOsmond."

"Are they mad? A singer—that's just like inviting the devil in the door!"

"Oorrrr . . . there are others named after professional players of games."

A hubbub of sad disapproval rolled around the room.

"Now let me tell you, most of these men whose working life was set exclusively to play for entertainment every week a version of football . . . "

Football, as everyone knew, was a violent and deadly English pastime banned for almost a hundred years; too many casualties, too many public riots, too many deaths. Old King Hal had put an end to it, on pain of death. Some idiots occasionally attempted to flout the law, of course. During the reign of Queen Bess, Lizzy's great-great-grandfather had executed the match organizers of a game somewhere in the Midlands.

" . . . or rounders, which these Americans insist in calling baseball. Now I should explain that these teams in the future were paid a thousand-fold and more each and every week, compared with what an honest man would earn in a month."

"Beware Ye, the sin of Avarice!"

Lizzy, the observer on the sidelines, watched the to and fro around the room. There was even a scoring system to the game.

" . . . named after actors."

Mutterings built around the table, "wretched whoremongers" was one of the mildest reproofs.

"And with my apologies to the ladies, even actresses."

The mayor's wife was struck dumb.

"Yes, female actors!" Sir John was enjoying egging on his audience, she could see.

Reverend Higgons was becoming belligerent, a mixture of blue and red in his face as he exclaimed, "Whores of Babylon!"

Lizzy wondered if Sir John was going for maximum points—a "Full-On Gulf War," whatever that was? She had no idea of how some of these phrases came about. They certainly were colorful.

"By God, these Americans tempt their children's destruction!" the marquis' firm opinion roared with a thump of his hand on the table.

Her cousin was not a complex man, but certain in the ways an English lord should behave, and had a strong faith to shepherd and protect his staff and estate workers.

In response, Sir John gently wiggled his glass at the wine steward, and when he reached out his arm, Lizzy saw more clearly the bracelet from which the keys dangled, made of woven russet hair with a latch finished in gold.

Lizzy coughed and spluttered as Sir John continued his examples. A small amount of her own wine had gone down the wrong way as a scene from a dance during the last Parliament flashed—Lady Kitty Savage co-opting the men at court for a turn around the floor during an afternoon dance, copper-red hair flying, and blue eyes the color of sapphires laughing at the gossips.

"Sorry." Lizzy coughed again into her kerchief. Well, that's about as subtle as being hit on the head with a brick! The mourning bracelet: "I'm a widower, leave me alone!" And the keys: "I have power—mess with me, I'll mess with you."

Lizzy smiled savagely to herself behind her napkin. Ohh, this is going to be interesting. So I'm not the only one around here sick of being arranged into their next marriage by society. Mistress Weasenham, I think you're caught between an anvil and a hammer this time. I think you'll find your geese are not playing.

"Which is interesting," Sir John's tone changed again, "we're all agreed Our Lord brought the Americans here? Three hundred and seventy years, give or take a few months. A miracle—by His favor—yes?"

Oh here it comes. Awe . . .

Nods, and general agreement from the others around the table. That had finally been proclaimed from the pulpits.

. . . the homily that shows Americans are so different, and yet the same in some amazing way.

"Now I'm just a simple soldier, with solder's ways . . . "

Liar, liar, pants on fire, as Honora's new book How to speak American, might say.

Now, Lizzy knew Sir John was a king's agent, and most probably a spy. The latest rumors she had heard herself had had him stuck in Birmingham until recently, working on new cannon for the king's armies at the Proof House. How she knew this was her own business. As an American might say, Ask me no questions, I'll tell you no lies.

" . . . sooooooo, if Americans have no care at all for onomancy, and care less for the true meaning of names, can any of you here tell me why their leader happens to be named Michael, a namesake of the Archangel?"

That garnered a return volley of bemused expressions around the table. The faults, values, and attributes of Americans had been violently discussed almost non-stop for the past three years. No one Lizzy knew, though, had brought up and considered this aspect of the Prime Minister of the United States of Europe . . .

"I spent some time this afternoon at your village church."

Lizzy sat back surprised, then peered under the table. The same small dog from earlier in the day stared back, sitting at its master's feet, pointy ears straight up.

"And I had a long talk with the saint in question."

The atmosphere broke, and small giggles of laughter pealed in the room. Even the so-far impervious face of the wine steward twitched.

Now she wished she had her glasses to look at the man's face properly, but this wasn't the occasion to perch a pair on her nose in front of guests.

The fisherman sat up straight, looking into the eyes of each diner in turn, making sure the little fishes were properly on the hook, "In my view, so far Michael Stearns has been sweeping all their opponents before him with Our Lord's flaming sword."

He chugged a large gulp of wine, smiling widely. "I'm so pleased England is no longer at war with the United States of Europe." Sir John plonked his empty glass on the table, letting his words die away just short of heresy. "Speaking personally, I'd rather be on the side of the angels."
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It took Henry half an hour to talk his sister down from her high dudgeon. It took most of that time for her to see the sense of his plans.

"So, if we want to hit the publisher's first draft submission date by Easter, so we can get the money by Christmas next . . . " he prompted.

"I have to stop Mansfield Park," Jane recounted the list so far, "Rework this whole manuscript in the first person, drop the picnic, lose the argument in the stables, and make the aunt more fearsome."

"Don't worry too much with the grammar and sentence structure. Your publisher has agreed to tidy that up as we go."

"And there's one last thing . . . " Henry paused. "Now, Jane, you're not going to like this."

" What else do I have to do to prostitute myself?" Jane sulked in front of the two men.

"Names," from Mister DePaul, prompting so quietly it was difficult to hear.

"Rick here has said as well as re-arranging the story a bit, what we need to do as well is change some of the names."

"What?"

"Well, to start you'll have to change some of the girl's names. Jane and Eliza are common enough, but Cassandra is a bit too obvious. Cousin Caroline we can leave in. That haughty madam still needs taking down a peg or five."

Henry mused a bit, tapping his chin with a finger, "Oh and yes—daughters of a poor country vicar? Really, Jane! Can we change that just a little to a country gentleman of undetermined means? Just enough for half the ladies of Hampshire and Bath not to point at the Austens, and unmask A Lady before we receive a penny?

Jane screwed her hands around the pen, twisting, twisting. When Henry started using "we," why did she feel that all the apple racks from the barn loft were about to fall and hit her on the head?

Again the London copyrighter prompted, "And the hero . . . "

"Yes, the hero. Quite right, Rick! Now this is important—if you left it like this we'd all be sued for libel and defamation. Your hero, Mr. Derby, for instance? Very funny, very droll, Jane, when you wrote that, what, nearly fifteen years ago? But still you need to be sensible if this is going to be published. The old duke of Devonshire may have been a blunt-speaking prig, but he was a very, very rich blunt-speaking prig, full of the honor of his family name.

"Now they've buried him this year, we have to assume the new sixth duke, Lord William Tall, Dark, and Moody will probably be just as touchy."

Jane had to admit the newspaper reports on the dealings of the libel courts were often salacious. The end result though, was always the same. The golden rule always applied—those with the gold made the rules, and hired the best advocates from the London Temples of law. Anyone caught badmouthing the noble families of England usually wound up squished like a bug.

"Did you hear that he was on only ten thousand a year before assuming the title? A shocking state, considering the size of the family fortune. Now Edward, our brother, Mr DePaul, our host in the Great House tonight—he himself was on fifteen."

"Why so?"

"Well, now they've just gone and capped it off. The prince regent just made the richest man in England the lord lieutenant of Derbyshire!" Henry gesticulated wildly around the room. "So, unless we want the bailiffs to strip the house of all its possessions and leave you, Cassandra, Martha, and mother standing in your last shifts, we suggest you have to find another name for the hero."

He rummaged in his bag again. "Here, try this." He dropped Grandpapa Austen's tatty copy of Visitations to the County of Southampton onto the small writing table, the listings of the noble and landed classes family trees enumerated within.

Jane gaped like a fish. She hadn't seen this old thing in ages. Since, since—well, since she'd pinched Bennet from amongst the families on the page opposite Austen for her girls in First Impressions all those years ago.

"Someone dead, very dead." Her brother's enthusiasm was getting the better of his diction. "And so I was thinking, why don't you start with the duke of Bolton's family? The current duke is only a cousin, the main line are all dead and buried so they can't sue. Go back a bit, one hundred, two hundred years—there must be someone there you can steal?"

Henry had that smug expression on his face again. Jane wanted to slap it.

"A last thought . . . " DePaul finally managed to bridge the torrent from her brother. "I almost forgot, Miss Austen, Mister Austen. The soldier, Mr Wheaton, the cad? I was thinking the name's too nice, too safe—might I suggest something darker for him too? Our educated readers need to know instantly he's a bad-un. Here's something I've been working on lately for another author."

A pamphlet advertising a new publication, The Evil and Satanic Practices of the Hellfire Club, the True Horrors and Depravities in the Caves of West Wyckham joined the book on the table.

Somewhere close, a pen snapped.
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Friday 23rd November, St. Clement's Day 

"Just so, hold your sword up, so." The portraitist grabbed at the boy's wrist in both of his hands. "Up there."

William Russell, eldest son and heir of the duke of Bedford, and self-proclaimed imager to the lords and ladies of England, grinned desperately at the uncle, who was paying handsomely for this series of shots.

"And hold that pose . . . "

"Lord Bolton! Charles—please! Right arm straight—Your Lordship must always be ready to strike an opponent down from his saddle," Lord John called from the other side of the yard.

John's first impression hadn't changed. He still was shocked at the lack of the boy's basic education. Even with the new short, page-style haircut and fine silk clothes, Charles had absolutely no deportment at all. The lad looks like a sack of cabbages draped over a donkey. John felt this was partly his fault, pressures of state had ruled his life too heavily after Charles had been born. His contribution as a godfather so far had been nonexistent, and he mentally squirmed that his vows before God were found so lacking.

More penance.

But still! By God the Father's golden balls, this house was the largest in England and almost a royal palace. His late sister's husband, the marquis, was the premier noble by rank and precedence in England. His brother-in-law might have retired from court, and be as poor as a church mouse right now, but that was no excuse not to ask for assistance from the wider family. His godson had no skill at arms, not even the basics of short staff training given by a dancing master, for goodness sake, and no inclination to a future role as one of the leading nobles in the land.

In his own mind, the fine pony, miniature sword, and exquisite hunting saddle tooled with an emblem of a bear's paw holding three swords aloft might be wasted on this one.

"Hold the reins with the left hand, tight," he shouted, trying to ignore the peril for the servant holding the pony's bridle. The stable boy was in danger of the chop if young Charles dropped the sword.

Across the yard, with all the surface poise and dash of the advanced age of twenty-two, the imager strode quickly ten feet to the other side of the table in the middle of the courtyard, looking up into the winter midday sunlight.

Mistress Weasenham appeared from up the top step through the inner gatehouse between the east and center courts, being dragged closer by Ollie in harness, the hound straining to get to the boy at the other side.

Oh, dear Lord above . . .

This time the woman was wearing a Victorian hunting outfit; long dark skirt, a silk blouse, velvet waistcoat, and a black tail-coat, a black silk lady's top hat that looked for all the earth like the black top of a chimney. Very strange. She had been a major pest, asking all kinds of intrusive questions about his family in the early part of last night's meal. Some people just wouldn't take a hint.

Oh well, just wait until Mother gets here. Her Majestic Highness, the Lady Catherine D'Arcy Rivers, will put the fear of God Almighty on the women of the house. I might then get some peace and quiet time with Charles.

Today the woman looked hunched, lackluster, and depressed for some reason. Of course, the hound broke free from the strangely-attired woman, and loped across the court. John snatched the plaited leather dog-lead with his left gloved hand as it snaked past his head with a hiss.

"Down, Ollie, get down."

The hound took his cue from the deep voice of Lord Savage, who without thinking stood on the leash a hand span from the dog harness. Mary watched as the long-backed animal lay prone on the courtyard chippings, Ollie's eyes swiveling back and forward between the godfather and Charles, the new Lord Bolton on his new pony.

"Just to let you know, your brother-in-law wants to know when he'll be needed for the group photographs."

Ollie whined quietly.

"He's in his library I think . . . "

"Drinking, I expect?" Lord Savage finished her sentence.

Mary blinked her eyes in silent reply, then looking around the court. "Where's the other one, the artist?"

"Wenceslaus Hollar? He's gone out to the park somewhere to rough up a sketch of the house"

A young scribbler had also arrived on William Russell's coat tails. Having made some name for himself in Prague recently, the artist was staying in England for the winter. In an attempt to drum up some business, the artist was availing himself to try to sell copies of prints of his work from the future, a few English scenes that had made it through the Ring of Fire.

In this house, with no spare cash? Not a chance! Mary was sure of that at least.

"Is that thing going to work?" she asked Sir John, nodding toward William's chest-sized box on the table. On one side was a covered lens, surrounded at the back by a brown felt jacket with the arms reversed inside.

"As long as William takes his time, and no one tries to rush him . . . "

"But it's not American?" Mary was confused. The wooden device's outside was decorated with stylized representations of eagles, lynxes, rooks and rats. So much larger, it looked nothing like the hand-held Box Brownie her husband had ordered from the catalogue.

"The formulae for the glass plates and paper, yes," Lord Savage conceded. "The device itself, no. I believe not—something William picked on tour."

Mary sniffed meaningfully to herself. Her husband had sneered at the idiot boys with fat purses and brains stuck in their crotches, whoring and gambling around the tour of Genoa, Venice, Florence, Tivoli and Naples. Rob had taken her to Rome after their own wedding, and they'd watched with suspicion the noble English turista hovering over estate sales like ghouls. Statues of dubious origin, goldleaf-framed mirrors, impossible glassware guaranteed to smash in a ship's hold, and crates of gold plate and Chinese ware . . . the English merchant classes were making small fortunes shipping the stuff back to England.

There were those few who preferred mechanical curios; boxes and boxes of scope-this and scope-that, Venetian astrolabes, Genovese clocks and Bavarian watches.

What was it her husband was calling the gadget hounds now? Something classical? It was all Greek to her.

"Are you interested in the sciences, Mistress Weasenham?"

[image: camera]They both watched as the imager thrust his hands inside the jacket on the table. The young man had shown them all the workings of the camera obscura, and the otter-skin gloves sewn onto the end of each turned-in sleeve of the felt jacket pinned to the side of the box.

With what looked like a fight between two ferrets in a gamekeeper's sack, a closed wooden box frame was hurriedly loaded into the back of the chest. Last night William had said he normally captured two pictures; something called a negative print to gauge the veracity of the light, then switching to a glass-something . . .

Mary shook her head, already forgetting the technicalities. "No—more my husband's thing, but I warn you, Rob's interest only goes as far as the money he can make with it."

"Then get him to ask William later to show the signature on the inside. I think your husband will be impressed. This camera obscura was made by a master of the sciences, a Maestro Galileo."

"Who?"

Lord John waved a hand casually. "Oh, just someone most of the Americans I've dined with would fall over themselves to meet."

Mary shrugged, nonplussed, then watched in silence as the imager setup the next photograph with the specially prepared glass plate. She could, however, see William's showmanship and spiel was obviously well-practiced.

"Hold that pose." The imager struggled out of the gloves and sleeves then checked the light again from the mid-day November sun over his shoulder.

"Hold it . . . no one move." He flicked the lens cover off the front of the box.

"One elephant . . . "

"Surely it can't be as good as an American camera?" Mary whispered to Lord Savage.

"Two elephant . . . "

"Probably takes a little longer, but we used him for the christening in May." Lord John fished inside his overcoat . . .

"Three elephant . . . "

. . . extracting a wallet used for the folding paper money and postage stamps now being used on the Continent.

"Four elephant . . . "

"Here—these are my girls." He handed over a three-by-two inch photograph, the subjects posed in the brown and white tableau outdoors sitting on a settee in front of an imposing doorway.

"Five elephant . . . "

"Jane is the eldest." He pointed at the image of a girl somewhat under ten; all blond ringlets, lace collars and bows.

"Six elephant . . . "

"Then Elizabeth, who's three." The next figure with dark hair and a pair of legs swinging from the seat.

"Seven elephant . . . "

"And the twins. Kitty . . . "

"Eight elephant . . . "

" . . . and Mary, in their christening shawls."

"Nine elephant . . . "

Mary's hand shook, glancing back and forward from the photograph and Lord John like an idiot. For once, she was completely at a loss for words.

"Ten elephant . . . and done." The imager finished and flicked the cover back over the lens.

Mary looked up again at the tall man, a mad rush in her head, and then turned south-southwest, roughly in the direction of Chawton village some miles away.

Naughty, naughty she chided her patroness. "Oh. My. Lord." Mary Weasenham hesitated. Paused. Paused again, then in another rush decided, and turned back to the man beside her. "My Lord Savage, do you read for pleasure? Are you interested in literature?"

She didn't wait for a reply. "Have you heard of an English author called Jane Austen, and her most famous book, Pride and Prejudice?"

"A woman, an authoress? Certainly not. Should I have?"

Mary beamed, handing back the photograph finally. "You have a lot in common with the marquis' new wife, Lady Honora de Bourgh. Can I suggest you ask to borrow her copy for a couple of days whilst you're here? I think you'll be interested at the contents within."

****

John stood bemused as the strange woman bustled off in a hurry, talking wildly and giggling to herself as she left the courtyard.

He could make no sense of her last remark . . .

"I'll need to get the printers to run off two more copies, one for Lady Catherine Rivers, and one for Lord Savage. Just wait until the Ladies at EGARR hear about this!"




1813, 29th January

I want to tell you I have got my own darling Child from London; on Wednesday I received one Copy, sent down by Falknor.

The Advertisement is in our paper today, for the first time




Parts of a letter to Cassandra from Jane on the arrival of her new book Pride and Prejudice




1635

tap tap

A hand knocked on the open doorframe to the wine store.

"Your Grace?"

Lizzy was facing away from the doorway, in the middle of tipping a gallon of cider through a funnel of muslin cloth, her tongue between her teeth, and glasses perched on the end of her nose.

"Seeking clarity, Your Grace?" Sir John Savage chuckled.

Lizzy looked quickly over her shoulder. What does he want? "Hold your horses. Let me finish this."

If anything, the silence as she finished pouring was more infuriating than the gabbling torrent at table last night. There were many more containers of apple cider and pear perry waiting to be checked before tonight's revels; the men from the village would be demanding apples, pears, and alcohol in exchange for songs and stories.

Lizzy pursed her lips in distaste at her task. "I wonder." She swirled the remaining contents of the demijohn. "It might have been easier staying the housekeeper." She tipped the last drips into the funnel.

"A bit too late for that, milady." John stared at the woman, back in her old grey uniform, and the dust smears on the kirtle. The news of her reappearance would be spreading like wildfire and halfway to London and Southampton by now.

"How can I help you, Sir John?" Milady Essex wiped her hands on a cloth. The expression was the same as last night; all countess; haughty, pithy and prideful. He thought the ensemble cute, a smudge of dust on the end of the thin nose set off the effect nicely—not that he would ever say so.

"We need to hurry. Right now, Cinderella!" he ordered like the solider he was. "We need you in centre court, whilst we still have the light for the rest of the photographs."

"Cinda-what?"

"Loooong story and we don't have the time." He beckoned furiously. "I've come to play fairy godfather." John grabbed Lizzy's left hand, dragging her out of the winery, and into the garden. "Come on, milady! Charles has commanded I come get you. I was wondering how quickly you can change back into your outfit from last night?"

****









The Marked Man

Written by Kerryn Offord
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Travemünde, April 1635

George Watson poked his head out of the water and scouted out the lay of the land. Ahead of him was the landing stage. All that lay between it and him was the main deep-water channel of the river. There was a ship sailing up-stream, towards Lübeck. George paused, unsure as to whether or not to risk trying to get across ahead of the vessel. His companion, Matt Tisdel, after barely a pause to check up and down-stream for shipping, sped across. George thought about following, but age brought with it wisdom, and wisdom was telling him not to be a silly old fool. He treaded water until the vessel was past before crossing the channel.

He was feeling quite pleased with himself as he hauled himself out of the water. This time last year he'd been hit by a breathing problem that had him gasping for breath just walking from his house to the garage. The doc had advised him to stop smoking and get out of mining. And now, after several months of clean living and cleaner air, he could actually swim a mile—not all at once, of course.

The wind felt bitterly cold on his wet body, and he hurriedly dried himself on the towel he'd left hanging over the rail. While he was drying his hair he looked down. He'd always been able to see his toes, but these days he could see more. He could now see abdominal muscles. He'd always had them, just like he'd always had toes, but it was only in the few months since he quit Grantville that he'd finally lost the layer of padding that had hidden them for over thirty years. He glanced over at Matt, who was already pulling on his pants. The kid must be a hit with the girls. Even his muscles had muscles. Their eyes met, and Matt jerked his head towards the pier above.

George looked up, and smothered a curse. They had an audience. Well, he hoped they'd enjoyed the floor show. He finished dressing, muttering about the limited imagination of headline writers the world over.

Lübeck (12 miles upriver from Travemünde)

Derek Modi heard the knocking at the door and cursed. He'd just started inking in the lines of his latest design. He paused with the ruling pen held above the inkpot. Maybe if I ignore them they'll go away.

He'd just dipped the pen in the ink when the knocking returned, except it was more urgent, and more of a hammering than knocking. Resigned, Derek laid down the ruling pen and made his way to the door. If it's another door-to-door salesman . . .

He strode past his assistant's vacant desk—I really need to do something about finding a new one. "Yes?" he demanded as he hauled open the door.

"We have perhaps come at a bad time, Herr Modi?"

Derek could feel his face glowing as he gazed down into the steel-grey eyes of Inger Mogensdotter. "My apologies, Inger. I thought you were another door-to-door salesman."

Inger stared blankly at Derek. "You are being bothered by what?" She shook her head. "No, never mind. Why isn't your assistant answering the door?"

Derek pointed to the empty desk where Bartholomäus Buchwald used to sit. "He's quit and headed to Magdeburg, where the streets are paved with gold."

"He'll soon learn otherwise," Inger said.

"Sure, but until then I'm missing an assistant cum receptionist cum gate-keeper, and it's slowing down my work." He turned his attention to the young man who had accompanied Inger and held out his hand. "Hello, I'm Derek Modi, and you'll be?"

Inger spoke for the young man. "He is Kristjan Magnusson, one of my nephews."

"A pleasure to meet you, Kristjan." Derek shook the young man's hand. "What brings you to Lübeck, Inger? I told you the drawings wouldn't be ready before the twentieth of May."

"We have struck a problem," Inger said as she preceded Derek and Kristjan into Derek's office.

"What sort of problem?" Derek asked as he followed, shepherding Kristjan ahead of him. "The generator production schedule has been confirmed, and I've contacted Stockholm about their floating crane. They've confirmed that it will lift over ten tons, and they have agreed to sell it to us for the price we agreed."

Inger lowered herself into a chair. "We have a money problem."

That sounds bad. Derek sank into his chair. "What sort of money problem? I thought you'd arranged financing."

"I had promises of financing. Most of it is still available. However, Jürgen von Neustadt drained the coffers of many of my less committed investors by offering a more immediate return. This is what happens when you put your faith in people who are not family. We are now short the eight million dollars he borrowed."

The number eight million excited a few brain cells. It was familiar number, but why, Derek couldn't quite put his finger on. While he let his brain try to retrieve why it seemed familiar he concentrated on the more immediate problem. He'd made commitments in his own name on Inger's behalf, and if she couldn't pay in time . . . he shuddered at the vision of potential financial disaster. "How long will it take you to make up the shortfall?" He hoped it wasn't long.

"It will be the end of February next year at the earliest."

"That's way too long." He sank heavily deeper into his chair and stared into the distance.

"You've signed the contract for the generators?" Inger asked.

There aren't any flies on Inger. She homed right onto the problem. Derek nodded. "They've already started work, on my promise that I'd have the money before the end of the month."

"Twenty-five percent?" Inger asked.

Derek nodded before burying his head in his hands. "Yes, and then there are the progress payments due in July and October."

[image: Glom]Inger raised a thumb to her mouth and started chewing on the nail. "If we delay work on the canal, and the high dam, we should be able to manage the first payment, but after that . . . "

"What about asking the person who sold the boat to Jürgen?" Kristjan asked, breaking the silence. "He has the eight million dollars now. Surely he couldn't have spent it already."

"The boat Jürgen bought was being sold on behalf of the USE, and I don't want any government involved in Glomfjord," Inger said.

"Boat? Your Jürgen spent eight million on a boat?" Derek shook his head in disbelief. Eight million dollars was serious money. You could buy and fully fit out a Batavia-class Dutch East Indiaman for a trading mission to the Far East for that kind of money.

"He is not my Jürgen, but yes, he did, the fool," Inger muttered.

"But it is a one of a kind boat, Tante Inger," Kristjan said. "It is the fastest boat in the world. It can do over seventy miles per hour."

"It is a silly toy," Inger said.

Derek had a light-bulb moment. Inger was talking about that boat. "The Outlaw II? I think I read somewhere that the money the government got for the boat went straight to the former owner of the Outlaw as compensation for losing it. Just a minute, I need to check something."

Inger and Kristjan followed Derek as he hurried back to reception and started hunting through a pile of old newspapers dumped in a pile under the desk. Eventually he surfaced waving an old issue of the Lübeck Informer. "I never thought I'd be happy Bartholomäus walked out like that. He'd have thrown out the papers by now."

"What do you have?" Inger demanded.

"The Eight Million Dollar Man—Travemünde's Most Eligible Bachelor." Derek pointed out the headline as he quickly scanned the story. "I was right. The payment went directly to George Watson."

Inger stared at the headline. "The man, George Watson, lives in Travemünde?"

"Apparently," Derek said.

"Then we must catch him immediately, before he does anything foolish with my money."

Travemünde

George stood on the pier and gazed into the distance. Safety seemed a long way away. To get to Köppe's Boatyard he was going to have to walk a couple of hundred yards past people hopeful of talking him in to giving them some of his money. "It's at times like this I wish Ernst had built his boatyard closer to the estuary."

"We could have started from his jetty. It would have meant a shorter walk."

"Don't be silly, Matt. It would have been a shorter walk, but a longer swim, against the current, to get into the estuary."

"So?"

George glared at Matt. "Swimming against the current might be a minor inconvenience to you, mister ex-state champion, but I'm barely faster than the current."

"Ex-age group state champion," Matt muttered. "Still, you're improved a lot from when I first saw you. Next time we'll have to have a race."

"Yeah, right!" George snorted. "There's no way I can beat you."

Matt shook his head in mock disappointment. "You'll never get anywhere in life with a defeatist attitude like that."

"It's not a defeatist attitude. It's a simple fact of life. I'm thirty years older than you. I'd need a healthy head start."

"A ten minute head start over half a mile?" Matt offered.

Trapped! One look at the smug smile on Matt's face told George that by saying he'd need a head start he'd sort of committed himself to a race. He could always refuse to race, but that would lower Matt's opinion of him. Which was something he was loath to do. Although why that was so, he didn't know. Maybe he was turning over a new leaf? "How about I only swim a quarter-mile?" he counter-offered.

"Done!"

"I certainly have been," George muttered under his breath. Even with Matt swimming twice the distance he was still going to be hard to beat.

"You'll never get better if you don't push yourself," Matt said. "That's quoting Ms. Maddox by the way."

George could just about hear her saying it too. He met Matt's grinning face with a discreet silence and gestured for Matt to walk on. "Shall we brave the gauntlet?"

Matt cast an eye over the route from the landing to Köppe's Boatyard. "I'm sure not all of them are fathers with daughters they would like you to marry."

"Of course they aren't. Most of them just want to touch me for a small loan . . . that they'll never pay back. I should know, I've been here before."

"Back when you won the lottery?"

"Yeah, a guy never has so many friends than when everyone knows you've suddenly got a lot of cash."

They started walking, George with his hands stuck firmly in his pockets, and Matt casually waving to everyone as they passed. "You're not helping," George muttered when he noticed some of the women waving back.

"I'm just being friendly."

"Friendly is something I don't need. When I won a million in the state lottery people treated me as if I was rich. Heck, for a while back then, I thought I was rich. Right up until the moment the money ran out. But now, here and now, I've got more money than I could spend in a dozen lifetimes. When that auctioneer's hammer came down I went from being just another poor working stiff to being one of Europe's most eligible bachelors." George shook his head in disgust. He liked his single state. He liked the fact that he didn't answer to a wife. He liked the fact he didn't have any children taking up his time. He was a bachelor because he wanted to be, and he was happy to . . . no, he was more than just happy . . . he was committed to staying a bachelor as long as he lived. "If only the rest of the world would just accept I like being single."

"A wife and family would help you spend it," Matt suggested.

George's head whipped round. Matt had that big broad toothpaste-ad smile of his pasted on his face again. "There is no way I'm getting married, let alone having kids. I've finally got my life just like I want it, and I'm not changing it for anyone."

"For a share of your income, I'm sure there are a lot of women who'd be only too happy to fit their lives around yours."

"No doubt, but I'm not interested."

"So who gets everything when you die?"

"I don't intend dying any time soon, and maybe by then I'll have spent it all. If not, I've got plenty of family. Let them fight it out amongst themselves."

"The only people who get rich in those cases are the lawyers."

George sniggered. That wouldn't really bother him either. "It won't be my problem though, will it? Besides, you shouldn't knock lawyers. They have their good points."

"The only reason you're in favor of lawyers is because your lot got you a fortune, but I bet they made sure it was worth their while. How much did they soak you for?"

"One million, three hundred and seventy-three thousand, two hundred and eighty-three dollars and sixty-three cents. And I don't begrudge them a cent of it."

"Much," Matt snorted. "If you were really happy to have paid them that much you wouldn't remember the cents."

"Maybe," George admitted, "but what I ended up with was a heck of a lot more than the sixty grand I had been hoping to get. Anyway, enough about me, how's the world been treating you? Were those your Marines that rescued the vice president?"

****

George entered the offices of Köppe's Boatyard deep in thought. Matt had set him a problem, and he already had a few ideas.

"Did you have a good swim?" Ernst's wife called out just before he left the entry hall.

Jerked back to the present George grinned. "It was a bit more vigorous than usual. I bumped into Matt Tisdel and he offered to join me."

Anna Kierstead smiled. "Matt's such a nice boy. Did he say how he was doing?"

"I don't think Melvin Sutter would agree with Matt being nice. But Matt's now the commanding officer of the navy's dive team."

"Your friend is wrong. Matt's a perfectly nice young man, and he's an officer now?" Her eyes lit up as she asked that question.

George recognized the signs. It seemed he might have competition in the local marriage stakes. He added fuel to the fire. "They've made him a Lieutenant Commander. Apparently, because the dive team is an independent command made up of more than a single vessel, that's the absolutely lowest rank he can hold."

If anything Anna's eyes gleamed even brighter. It was such a pity Matt wouldn't be here long enough for it to matter. "Next month the dive team is going to North Friesland to help with salvage operations in the areas that were submerged when last year's big storm broke through the dikes."

Anna looked crestfallen for a moment, but then she turned her eyes onto George. He backed away shaking his head. "Don't look at me like that, Anna. I've told you before, I have no intention of marrying."

"You don't really mean that."

George had backed into the door to the office. He pulled it open. "Yes I do. I'm a bachelor, and I'm perfectly happy to stay one."

"You just haven't met the right woman," Anna called out as he shut the door.

"Anna still pestering you about your single state?" Ernst Köppe asked as George entered, not quite slamming the door behind him.

"Yes. You need to do something. Let her know who's boss," George said as he dropped his wet towel over a radiator and started searching through a box of up-time magazines.

"She knows who's the boss, George, and so do I."

George looked across to his friend and partner. Ernst gave him a wry smile. "And people wonder why I don't want to get married," George muttered before returning to his search.

"What are you looking for?"

"I was chatting to Matt Tisdel, and he asked if it was possible to build a fast boat that doesn't draw much water, and that is quieter than Claus' hovercraft."

"This'll be for the Marine unit he worked with last year?"

George nodded. "Yep. Found it!" He rose to his feet with the magazine in his hands, leafing through it in search of the cover article.

"Found what?" Ernst asked, closing to look over George's shoulder.

"An article about a jetboat race in New Zealand. Look at how shallow that water is," George said, pointing to a photograph of a boat speeding along in water where you could see the ripples as the water flowed over the stones below.

"It can't be much more than a hand deep. Surely their propeller will hit the bottom?"

A hand, as George had discovered when he hired a horse once upon a time, was a unit of measurement of approximately four inches. "They don't use propellers, they use water-jets. The water is sucked up through an intake in the hull and thrust out the rear."

"Like Admiral Simpson's ironclads?" Ernst looked closer. "How do they reverse? There is nothing like the big pipes the ironclads use to direct the water under the hull."

George flicked through the magazine until he came to an advertisement for a HamiltonJet propulsion system. "See that bit at the end? That's a 'spoon'. If you want to reverse you lower that behind the jet nozzle and the water is redirected. And . . . " George paused to emphasize his next point, "you can also steer while reversing." To further help, or maybe hinder Ernst's understanding, George grabbed the teaspoon that was sitting in yesterday's dirty coffee mug and using a finger to indicate the flow of water, demonstrated how the spoon deflected the water.

Ernst plucked the spoon from George's fingers. He then played with it, including blowing into the bowl. Finally he gave the spoon back. "That seems remarkably easy and straightforward. Why didn't the navy adopt it?"

George shrugged. "No idea. Another interesting thing about these water-jets is that they are direct drive."

"You mean they don't need a gearbox?"

"That's right, and if we don't have a gearbox, that's one less drain on engine power."

"It is also a considerable weight saving," Ernst suggested. "But it sounds too good to be true. What's the catch?"

"From what I've read, they're less efficient than straight propellers at low speeds, and they don't work well in aerated water."

George sat and waited while Ernst digested what he'd been told. Eventually Ernst looked straight at George.

"At what speed do they beat propellers for efficiency?"

"About twenty knots."

"The Argo is capable of over thirty knots. Are you suggesting that a water jet-propelled Argo could go faster?" Ernst asked.

The Argo was a plywood replica of his old Outlaw Ernst had built, but with two down-time one hundred and twenty-five horse-power aero engines in place of the original Outlaw's twin three hundred and seventy-five horse-power V8s. "I don't know. It probably depends on whether or not you can keep the water intake in the water or not. Remember, even with none of the hull in the water, the Argo usually still has her propellers in the water producing thrust."

"Whereas with the hull out of the water, the jetboat has no thrust? I think I understand. Still, could we build one?"

"Well . . . " George chewed on his lip as he thought. "There's no doubt we could build a jetboat, but using steel or iron would make for a heavy unit. Ideally, I'd prefer aluminum, but I haven't heard that anybody is making any yet. We can build a test model in iron or steel, but we'll need someone with a bit more technical ability than we have to turn a few photographs and line drawings from magazines into a working water-jet."

"There's that up-time engineer who was responsible for setting up the rolling mill in Lübeck." Ernst gazed up at the ceiling as he scratched his head. "Derek Modi! That's his name. Do you know him?"

"Not to talk to. How come you know him?"

"I met him at a chamber of commerce function last year. You don't know what you're missing by refusing all those invitations you receive, you know."

George shuddered. He'd been to precisely one such function up-time, soon after he won the lottery, and he'd felt that everyone was after his money. Here and now, it could only be worse. "No thanks. I'll leave the glad-handing to you."

"You're making it very difficult for people to talk to you, you know."

"Which explains why there are people trying to bump into me whenever I go out the door. Why do you think I swim so early in the day?"

Ernst smiled. "I thought that was so nobody could see the fat walrus thrashing about in the water?"

George had to grin at the reference to something he'd said last year. He'd never actually been that fat, but the thrashing about bit had been spot on. "I've improved a lot since last year. Matt's even challenged me to a race."

Ernst brows shot up. "I never took Matt for a guy who'd go for easy victories."

"He isn't. He'll be swimming a half-mile while I only do a quarter-mile."

"He'll still beat you hollow," Ernst said with confidence. "I'll write Derek a note asking for an appointment then."

"I might make a race of it," George protested half-hearted. He was just as sure as Ernst that Matt would beat him, but now he was more determined than ever to at least make him work for his victory.

A few hours later

George was bent over his desk trying to sketch a design for a jetboat that might fit Matt's requirements. It had to be big enough to carry a crew and at least four men and their equipment. That made for a fairly big boat. He wasn't sure that the available engines would be up to providing the required speed.

Anna popped her head round the door. "Ernst, George, Derek Modi is here, and he's brought a couple of people with him."

Ernst looked across to the clock on the wall. "That was quick."

George flicked back his cuff to check his watch. "He would have had to leave the moment he got your note. I wonder why? Who's he got with him?" he asked Anna.

"A couple of Norwegians. A woman about my age and a young lad about Matt's age."

"We're only delaying finding out what they want. Show them in Anna," Ernst said as he got to his feet, ready to greet Derek and his companions when they entered. George, with less experience dealing with clients, needed a nudge from Ernst before he got to his feet.

"Ernst, it's good to see you again. Your note arrived at an opportune time. Inger here was all ready to head off to Grantville to find George," Derek said as he and his companions were ushered into the office.

George turned to greet the woman. She stared at him as if he was a specimen under an entomologist's magnifying glass. "Why were you looking for me?"

"You have my money," Inger said.

"Lady, the only money I have is my own."

"You do have my money. That fool Jürgen von Neustadt soaked up all the funds I'd been counting on and blew it all on your silly toy boat."

[image: boat]George was deeply offended that his Outlaw was being insulted. He met her glare with one of his own. "That's my Outlaw you're talking about."

"It wasn't your Outlaw. It was a down-time copy built using salvaged up-time fittings, and it is a silly waste of money. What practical use is it?"

George winced. He'd been asked similar questions often enough about his Outlaw back up-time. Of course it had no real practical use. You didn't buy something like the Outlaw for practical reasons. You bought it because you loved speed and all the envious looks from less fortunate mortals you got every time you took her out. And of course, there was the fact that expensive boats, like expensive cars, attracted women. That argument probably wouldn't sway the woman, so deciding silence was the safest option, he didn't say anything.

"Herr von Neustadt has won several major contracts after taking potential clients out in his new speedboat," Kristjan said.

Inger turned on her nephew, and her eyes sent daggers. "Did I ask you to speak?"

For a moment Kristjan's jaw bobbled, but he manfully clamped his mouth shut and shook his head.

"Then don't. You are with me to learn. Watch and listen, and only speak when told to. Do you understand?"

There was a long silence, finally broken by Derek "The reason we're here, George, is we want you to invest in a little project I'm involved with."

****

Three hours later, as Ernst showed Derek, Inger, and Kristjan out George lay back in his chair and stared at the ceiling. Had he really done that? Had he really just bought himself a half-share of a hydro-electric development?

"You really have over ten million dollars?" Ernst asked when he returned.

Yep, I really do. George gave Ernst a wry smile. "Yes, and don't worry. I can do it without touching my investment in the boatyard." The sudden relaxing of Ernst's body told George his friend had been worried.

"How come? I thought you only went to the lawyers when the doctor told you to stop working at the mine and you got worried about starving to death."

"That's right, but I've still got just over nine million from my compensation in the bank . . . "

"Which leaves you still a million shy of the ten you committed yourself to. So, where's it coming from?"

"I own a house in Grantville. It's being rented out at the moment, for just under ten thousand a month. I should be able to borrow a million against it, and the rent can finance the mortgage."

"You own a house that earns you ten thousand dollars a month, and you were worried about starving if you couldn't work?"

George winced. It did sound a bit strange when you said it like that. "I was living in it then," he protested.

"But still, couldn't you have let rooms or something?"

"I like my privacy," George muttered.

"Even if it means you starve to death?"

"But it didn't come to that. I went to see Waffler, Wiesel, and Finck about getting compensation for my boat and they took care of any fears I had of starving."

Ernst nodded. "You don't need the profits Inger has cast under your nose, so why are you risking everything to invest in her hydro-electric scheme?"

"That's a really good question, Ernst, and as soon as I think of an answer, I'll tell you."

"What? You just decided to invest everything you own in a scheme you don't really understand on a whim?"

George shrugged. He couldn't really explain why he'd decided to invest in Derek and Inger's scheme. Maybe Derek's promise to work on the designs for a water-jet unit had something to do with it. "At least when word gets out I've committed everything to Glomfjord Hydro, it'll stop the begging letters and the constant invitations to meet someone's daughter or granddaughter."




The day of the big race

It was a cool late April morning and George was already wondering what he'd got himself into, other than really cold water. Even his goose-pimples had goose-pimples. A quarter of a mile away he could see Matt had finally reached his starting position. George pulled his swim goggles over his eyes and waited for Matt to start the race.

Matt's arm went up once, twice, three times. As it came down for the third time George turned and dived into the water. He had to take a breath every time he lifted his right arm, but he battled on. Every hundred strokes he popped his head up to check he was still heading for the buoy that was the finish. He was closing in on it when he saw Matt out of the corner of his eye. The sly so-and-so was trying to take advantage of his blind side by passing on his left.

George intensified his efforts. He didn't surge ahead. That would have been too much to expect, but it did slow down the rate at which Matt was catching him. He became blind to anything other than exerting maximum effort to get to the buoy before Matt.

He hit it and immediately popped his head up, looking for Matt. He didn't have to look far, as Matt was treading water with one hand on the buoy.

"A draw, I think," Matt said.

George didn't think so. While he was hanging on to the buoy for dear life, trying to catch his breath, Matt had enough breath to talk. "You're not even breathing heavily," he managed to say.

Matt just grinned. "Can you make it back to the dock on your own, or do you need a tow?"

"I can make it," George said with more bravado than truth. He rolled onto his back and set off towards the dock with a slow sidestroke. Matt stayed with him all the way.

George was trembling with fatigue when he finally made it to the landing stage. He latched onto the decking and tried to lever himself up, but he couldn't. He only had to lift himself maybe a foot out of the water, but he didn't have the energy. He dropped back into the water to try again. Strong hands grabbed his wrists and suddenly he was hauled onto the landing stage.

"You should have let me give you a tow," Matt said as he lowered George so he could sit on the landing stage with his legs dangling in the water.

"I should have known better than to let you talk me into a race," George muttered.

Matt tossed George his towel. "There's no gain without pain. Just think, next time you might even beat me."

The mention of pain reminded George how much his muscles hurt, and he knew what they were like now was going to be nothing compared to what they'd like tomorrow. "I probably won't be able to swim tomorrow."

"What? And disappoint your adoring fans?"

George looked up to check out the aforementioned adoring fans. He didn't recognize most of them. But as he hadn't been accepting any invitations to any parties, that wasn't surprising. He finished drying himself and pulled on his clothes and boots. "I was hoping that they might have given up when they heard I've put everything I own into some harebrained scheme in the back of beyond."

"If you think that you can't have seen last night's Informer."

"The Informer?" George swallowed. The Informer, or The Lübeck Informer to give the paper its full name, was Lübeck's Financial Times. It printed well thought-out, well-researched business information, or at least that's what Ernst claimed. Most of the stuff went right over George's head, but the cartoons were always good.

"You made the front page, the editorial, and the cartoon," Matt said, with a little too much relish for George's comfort.

"The Glomfjord Hydro deal?" George said, hoping it wasn't.

"Yes. And the Informer seems to think you're onto a real winner."

"Oh hell!" George looked around again. The two working girls he'd done business with previously waved in their usual very friendly manner, which upset one or two of the other women, before sauntering off, sure in the knowledge George had seen them. Unfortunately, nobody else made to follow their lead. If anything, the remaining audience seemed emboldened by their departure. "When did you say you were going to North Friesland?"

"You want to tag along?"

"If you'll have me," George said hopefully.

"You'll have to work your way. What special skills do you have?"

George thought for a moment about what skills might appeal to a dive team. "I've kept a '76 Ford F-150 on the road for over twenty-five years."

"That sounds pretty good. Anything else?"

"I've worked with the hot-bulb engines Ernst puts in his Higgins boats," he said hopefully.

"You know how to maintain the hot-bulb engines? That's great!"

Encouraged, George revealed yet another string to his bow. "Not only can I strip one, I know how to start the monsters."

Matt reached out a hand. "You're hired. A guilder a day, plus full board."

"You don't have to pay me," George protested.

"If you're aboard a dive team vessel, you have to sign on. If you sign on, you get paid." Matt shrugged. "You can always use the money to buy the others drinks, but you have to be paid."

"I'm not joining the navy."

"Nope. You'll be a civilian contractor."

"How soon can we leave?"

Matt looked around before smiling at George. "I'll see if we can't bring our departure forward."

A couple of days later

Anna Kierstead knew Inger Mogensdotter from way back. She'd been at school with Maren Mogensdotter, Inger's younger sister, and although she'd never actually met Inger, she'd heard all about her from Maren. She had a fair idea why Inger had turned up at the office. "How can I help you, Inger?"

Inger tried to look past Anna into the main office. "I was hoping to talk to George Watson."

I bet you were, Anna thought. "I'm sorry, but you've just missed him."

"When do you expect him back?"

"Not for several weeks. He's signed on with the USE Navy's dive team as a maintenance contractor."

Inger stopped trying to look past Anna and stared straight at her. "Why would a man with his money want to do menial work like that?"

"George is an up-timer, and he seems to like getting dirty fooling around with engines. He was quite a lot of help when Ernst was trying to get the Outlaw II running. George said he did all his own maintenance on the original vessel."

"Men!" Inger muttered before starting to pace around the room. "I was hoping that he would join me on a visit to Glomfjord."

"And have him at your mercy while you work on him?" Anna smiled. "You'll catch cold trying to marry George to anyone, let alone one of your family. George is a bit of a loner, Inger. I don't think he has more than a nodding acquaintance with anybody in Travemünde beyond me, Ernst, and the other people at the boat yard, oh, and the young up-timer in charge of the navy's dive team, Matt Tisdel."

"How is that possible? He's been here how long? Six months? He must know more people than that?"

"He works at it," Anna said. "He's politely declined every invitation he's received, and he hardly goes out in the evenings."

"You're not suggesting that he doesn't visit the tavern . . . you are?" she said in response to Anna's nod. "That's just not natural," Inger muttered.

"It's just the way George is."

"I don't like it," Inger announced. "I don't like the fact that half of Glomfjord Hydro resides outside the family."

"Ernst said you didn't have a lot of choice. He said George had you over a barrel. You needed a lot of money fast and he wasn't prepared to invest unless he had at least half the business."

"But I wouldn't have agreed if I had known I was dealing with some sort of religious fanatic."

"Oh, George isn't the slightest bit religious. He excuses himself by saying he doesn't really like people, so he prefers not to have anything to do with them."

"So instead he is a hermit." Inger shook her head. "I think I preferred the religious fanatic."




Somewhere in the Kattegat, a few days later

George stood on the deck of the Red Lion waiting for the other swimmers to get clear before diving in to join them. The water was cold, but Matt soon had everyone warmed up by having them swim between the Red Lion and the Crab. Those two vessels—one could hardly call them ships—comprised Matt's command. Either one of the sailing barges would have been more than adequate to service the dive team, if the dive team was operating with the fleet. However, as Matt had been at pains to point out when George had laughed at the size of his command, the dive team had never operated with the fleet. As such, it needed its own support vessel to provide accommodation and storage. That meant Matt's command consisted of two ships, and even though he commanded under a dozen men, it still fitted the definition of an independent flotilla under Admiral Simpson's table of organization. And under that same table of organization, the minimum rank for a commander of an independent flotilla was lieutenant commander. Matt, George was sure, must be laughing all the way to the bank.

George was happy to see that he was easily keeping up with the other swimmers. Matt, of course,was hardly trying. But the other two, Paulus, Matt's number two diver, and Friedrich, an apprentice diver, seemed to be struggling to match even Matt's reduced pace. Suddenly Matt, who'd stopped to check on his charges, hit the water hard, three times—the signal for people to stop swimming.

"What's the problem?" George asked as soon as he got close enough to talk.

[image: signal flag]Matt pointed to the Red Lion, where one of the waving crew was waving a signal flag. "I'm afraid we're going to have to cut this swim short. Everyone, back to the Red Lion."

Strangely enough, the only people to seem even slightly upset by the sudden stop to their swim were Matt, and to a much lesser extent, George. He got the impression that the others were only swimming because Matt insisted.

Back at the Red Lion, George scampered up the ladder with Matt close behind. The moment he had both feet firmly on the deck he was presented with a dry towel. He started using it immediately, and hurried down below. He glanced over his shoulder to see if Matt was following, but he'd stopped to talk to the radio operator and the Red Lion 's captain.

Dressed and warm again, George joined the others in the mess. On a normal sailing barge the space would barely accommodate the crew of three—two men and a dog—but the Red Lion had been modified to turn her into a depot ship for the dive team. That meant the mess was big enough for everyone to sit.

"There has been a change in our orders," Matt announced. That was met with attentive silence. "We're to head for Arendal, where we are to assist in a salvage operation." Matt looked around. "Any questions?"

"What are we to salvage?" Paulus asked.

"I don't know yet." Matt passed Paulus the message flimsy. "I guess we'll find out when we get there."

"It must be something big if we're to go there instead of Husum," Friedrich said.

Husum was to have been their base of operations for the salvage work in North Friesland. "I think the time for urgency at Husum is well and truly past, Friedrich. Anything that is still salvageable now will still be salvagable in a couple of weeks' time."

"You only expect to be at Arendal for a couple of weeks?" George asked.

Matt shrugged. "We'll know for sure when we get there."

Arendal

George sat cross-legged on the deck of the Red Lion in merino-wool combat-trousers and not a lot else, enjoying the sun on his back while he got filthy working on one of the spare compressors. That was what he'd been employed to do, and he couldn't have been happier. Suddenly the ship's dog shot to her feet and ran over to the side of the boat. George, as the only human aboard her at the moment, was the guard. He reached under his legs for the pistol he'd been ordered to always keep close. As he rose to his feet he tucked it in to the waistband at the small of his back. Only then did he approach the gunwale to see what had attracted Nixie. He was guessing that because the little scamp wasn't barking her head off, it was her crewmates returning from shore. A quick glance over the side told him he'd guessed right.

He caught the line Matt threw him and pulled the dinghy against the Red Lion. Matt was the first off, to be quickly followed by the Red Lion's crew—Daniel Spieker and his son, Gottfried—and Paulus Hardenack, the dive team's number two diver.

"Where is everyone?" Matt asked.

"They're on the Crab, checking out the gear," George said.

Matt nodded. "I'll tell them what's happening later then." He grinned at George. "You'll be pleased to hear that we were diverted here to rescue something for Glomfjord Hydro. Someone managed to lose a twenty-five kilowatt generator pack from a cargo net when they were unloading."

George wasn't happy to hear that. "Twenty-five kilowatts? What the heck? Derek was talking about megawatts. You'll need dozens of those piddling little things to make as much power as he said Glomfjord was going to make."

"It's all right, George. This generator was for use here in Arendal. They are planning on using it to refine copper for the Glomfjord generators here in Arendal rather than buy refined copper from Grantville."

"And they will use it to train operators," Paulus said. "They need to get it out quickly before the salt water can damage anything."

"You had me worried for a moment there," George muttered. "Still, why did they need to call you in? Can't they send down their own divers?"

"They tried. It's too cold—the water's only about forty degrees—and too murky at the bottom. Paulus and I are going to have to do a grid search, and hope the packing case held together."

"How long do you think it'll take?"

"Who knows? We might get lucky and find it this afternoon or . . . "

"Or we might never find it," Paulus said.

Matt slapped Paulus on the back. "Don't be such a pessimist. We know roughly where to look. It just might take a few dives."

****

Three days later, and they still hadn't found the generator. Unless something went wrong, George was surplus to requirements when the team was diving. Not that he would wish anything to go wrong, but he was bored. He could volunteer to have a turn turning the crank on the compressor, but that wouldn't alleviate the boredom. The only bright spots of the last few days had been when the divers sent up a lifting bag. There was a hint of excitement then, not just amongst the crew, but also the few people who'd gathered on the wharf to see what was happening.

A change in the repetitive noise of the compressor told the deck crew that a lifting bag was being filled. Those not involved in powering the compressors hurried to the gunwale to watch the bag break the surface.

They weren't the only people to rush forward to get a good view. On the wharf the crowd surged closer. There was a scream, and a small body landed in the water. George and the others on the boat looked up in shock. The people on the wharf looked down in shock. Finally, a man jumped into the water after the child.

George expected to see the man surface and swim to the child, but after a dozen seconds the man still hadn't surfaced. Nobody seemed to know what to do, so George took charge. "Get a scramble net," he called to Jürgen before diving over the side.

The water was cold, but he had expected that—he'd been for a swim in the same waters with Matt and the other divers first thing that morning. He struck out in a distance-consuming crawl, reaching the small bundle that was the child in no time at all. He rolled the child over. It didn't seem to be breathing. Using a life-saving hold he turned and headed back for the Crab where eager hands pulled the child out of the water.

"The man who dived in still hasn't surfaced," Jürgen said as he passed the child to Friedrich. He pointed in the general direction of where the man had entered the water and where a man on the wharf was dipping a pole into the water.

That gave George a place to aim for. He swam over and found that the man with the pole had pulled a body to the surface. George rolled it over and looked about for where to take it.

On the Crab the crew had the decompression stage in the water. That decided George. He could swim onto the stage and they could easily lift both of them out of the water.

The moment he had the man on the stage the crew lifted it. Finally out of the cold water George turned his attention to the man he'd rescued. George put a hand to the man's throat, trying to find a pulse, but his hands were too cold for him to be sure that there was no pulse. Still, the man's lips were turning blue. He took a risk and started CPR.

George didn't notice when the stage settled on the deck. He was too busy muttering the cadence of CPR as he applied it. He was dragged clear and the body was pulled off the stage, then Jürgen took over the CPR. Suddenly George didn't have anything to do, and the adrenaline in his system ran out.

****

George came to in a hammock in the Crab 's main cabin. He listened, and he heard strangers talking. He pulled away the covers and grabbed the bar above his head to pull himself out of the hammock. He lowered himself gently to the ground, not sure how well his legs would support him. They seemed to manage, so he let go and hunted around for some dry clothes. Then he headed up the steps to the deck.

The first thing he saw on deck was Matt examining a large packing case with a stranger. He wandered over. "Is this what you were looking for?" he asked Matt.

Matt jerked his head towards the stranger. "Trond here seems to think so."

"Yes. We must get it to the warehouse so we can open the box and check for damage," the young man said.

That drew George's attention to the fact the Crab was tied up to the wharf, and a crowd had gathered. He backed away.

"Come on, George," Matt said. "The family you rescued wants to thank you."

George so didn't want to do this, but Matt was insisting. He let Matt drag him towards the family. The father was all bundled up in blankets on a rescue stretcher while the child was safe in the arms of its mother. Maybe I can do this, George thought.

The woman said something in Norwegian and thrust the child towards George. That seemed to upset the child and it started to scream. Memories from 'Nam hit George in a flood and he turned and ran for the gunwale, where he emptied his stomach into the sea below.

He was leaning on the gunwale waiting for his stomach to stop clenching when a strong arm was laid across his shoulders. "Are you all right?" Matt asked.

Of course he wasn't all right. George ran his hands up and down on his trousers as he tried to clean them of the burned flesh they'd been covered in thirty years ago when the medic had passed him a screaming child badly burned by a napalm strike on a village. He swallowed and tried to speak, but nothing came out.

Matt patted him gently on the shoulder. "I'll tell the family that you must have swallowed some of the water and you're just brought it up."

"Thanks," George managed to mutter. With the gunwale as a support he watched Matt walk back to the family and make his excuses. He envied Matt his life. Heck, he even envied him having had Melvin Sutter on his back. Maybe if he'd had a Melvin Sutter of his own he'd never have dropped out of high school, which would have meant he might not have been drafted, or at least not sent to 'Nam as a grunt. And then he wouldn't have been so totally screwed up for the rest of his life. Matt was everything George wished he was, and thought he could have been.

****

The moment she heard about the loss of the generator Inger Mogensdotter had pulled every string she could to ensure the USE Navy dive team was sent to recover it. The recovery of that generator had been so urgent that she'd even forgotten that George Watson was with them. She'd seen everything clearly through her McNally Optics telescope. From the moment George Watson entered the water to that last moment when he cast envious eyes on the small family unit he'd saved.

Inger lowered the telescope and thought about the women she knew had been introduced to George Watson. None of them had had young children. Maybe that's what she should be pushing in his direction.

Inger headed for her study to check the family records. There had to be some widow in the family with young children who was also young enough to have more children.

One thing was for sure. Inger wasn't going to give up getting George Watson attached to her family.

****



Gloom, Despair and Agony on You 

Written by Gorg Huff and Paula Goodlett
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"No, no, Johan," Bucky Carpenter croaked. "It's Wabash, not Vabisch."

Johan Faber, the Johan most of the Old Folks' Band called "little weedy Johan who lives in the attic," shook his head at the old man. Bucky Carpenter was failing. That was plainly evident. It was Bucky's voice that had been recorded as lead singer in some of the work they'd done for Trommler Records, but that voice had been pretty thin when they'd started. Now the voice was nearly gone altogether. And Johan was supposed to be the replacement, since he'd been learning banjo from Bucky.

"It's hard to say," Johan said. "I always have to stop and think about it, but you can't stop and think about it when you're singing."

"That does kind of—" Bucky stopped to wheeze. "—interrupt the rhythm."

"You und the band already recorded this one, ja?"

Jerry Simmons spoke up. "Oh, sure. We've recorded just about everything we know, I think."

"Then, it will not matter so much," Johan pointed out. "When we perform at the Gardens, if I say Vabisch, it will be okay. Not perfect, as you would like, but it won't ruin the song."

"Probably not," Huey Jones said. "Heck, we get so much sing-along going that probably half the people in there are saying Vabisch anyway."

****

Weedy Johan . . . well, he didn't think he was all that weedy anymore. He'd just finished a growth spurt when the old ladies had given him the nickname. He was learning English—almost had to, living with the various Old Folks' members—but not everyone in Germany was. And even with his English, some of the songs didn't make a whole lot of sense. "Vabisch Cannonball" was one of them. It was about a world that had railroads, not a world that needed them. He picked up one of the new steel-tipped pens, dipped it in the ink bottle, and began to write.

[image: cannonball]Vabisch was the first thing he would change because he hated trying to pronounce it. To him, wabash looked like it should be vabisch. How about "The Bamberg Cannonball"? Bamberg was the capitol of the SoTF, after all. And the various railroad companies were already in negotiations with landowners for rights of way to build it. But the lyrics of the various versions of "Wabash Cannonball" weren't much help.

Johan thought about the lines of the song. It seemed as though every up-timer he knew sung it a little differently. He couldn't help but wonder, "Where the heck was New Hampshire?" Curious, Johan got up, went downstairs and looked at the atlas. While he was looking, Bucky came in and looked at him. "Whatcha looking for?"

"I wondered where New Hampshire was."

"Up north. Why?"

"Where are the New Hampshire mountains and why are they green?" Johan asked.

"I gotcha," Bucky wheezed. "It'll help to know where you're singing about. 'Cajun lore' is talkin' about down south, round New Orleans."

Bucky came over and pointed out New Hampshire, New Orleans and the other locations of the song. A few minutes later, Johan went back to his little room with a much better understanding of what the song was about, and with a different version that Bucky pulled out of the piano bench. It took him a little while to make the changes he wanted, but not all that long. By the time he went to bed he had new lyrics in German about European places and goals.




****

Johan stopped singing and there was a dead, heavy silence.

"Well, Johan," Ella Mae Jones began, " . . . I'm sure it makes a lot of sense to you. But it doesn't sound right to me."

Johan sighed. Most of the Old Folks weren't good at learning German. They hadn't even really made a dent in learning Amideutsch, as the argot spoken around Grantville was called. About all any of them said with any regularity was "ja."

"It works in German," he assured them.

"I'm not sure I can pronounce the words of the chorus," Nancy Simmons admitted.

Johan tried manfully not to grin at that. He failed, but he tried.

Nancy snorted. "It's still Wabash, not Vabisch."

"Yes, ma'am," Johan said, which was the only thing he could say. They started rehearsal of the new Amideutsch version and, much as had happened, when the Old Folks had started singing after the Ring of Fire, they drew a crowd of interested Germans. The Old Folks still took in boarders, though by now at least half their boarders were aspiring musicians, who wanted to live there as much to hear their music as for a place to stay. There were lutes and the like all over the place and more and more of the up-time instruments. Saxophones and trumpets. Guitars, tambourines and harmonicas.




From the sandy-beached Atlantic to the Northern Baltic shore

From the Hanseatic League to Lisbon's coast and more

She's a thing of magic splendor and quite well known to all

She'll be the culmination called the Bamberg Cannonball

Then listen to the jingle, the rumble and the roar

As she dashes through the woodlands, and speeds along the shore

See the wonderful new engine, hear the bell and whistle call

As she runs along in splendor, the Bamberg Cannonball

Your western states are wealthy, so the people always say

From Amsterdam to Paris, and down by Madrid way.

Through the mountains of Tyrolia, where the glaciers make a wall.

You'll ride along in safety on the Bamberg Cannonball

Then listen to the jingle . . .




By the second chorus, the boarders started singing along.




There are other cities, partner, as you can plainly see,

Venice, Rome and down the line, to the isle of Sicily

The sea Adriatic where the pirates often call

We'll pass them by, no problem with the Bamberg Cannonball

The boarders sang the third chorus with hardly a miss at all.

Here's to the falcon Richter, may his name forever stand

And always be remembered throughout the German lands

His mortal flight is over, the curtains 'round him fall

May his spirit ever linger on the Bamberg Cannonball




The fourth and last chorus was downright rousing.




****

At the end of the song there was a babble of German. Mostly pleased German, some less pleased. Some of the Germans didn't want the up-timer music corrupted by being translated into down-timer music, but that was by far a minority view. Mostly, and especially among the musicians that had gradually moved into their little cul-de-sac as miners had moved out, instead of wanting to keep the up-time music pure, the musicians wanted to join the band and sing the German versions of the songs. That desire, when expressed, led to some serious discussions among the Old Folks and later among their families.

"Well, you might as well recruit some of the kids," Hal Smith said. "I have so much to do with the aircraft design that there just isn't time for me to rehearse. Regina wants to keep singing, though."

"I still have time for it, but I don't object to having some good-looking German boys on the stage with us." Regina looked over at Hal. "Groupies, that's what we need. Big, blond German boy groupies."

Hal sniffed. "Yeah, go ahead. You get some big, blond German boys on the stage with you, and see who the groupies go after."

[image: mandolin]"Well, I think Uschi should join the band. She is very talented and she loves the music. So does Rudi," Nancy Simmons said.

"Rudi," Regina said. "He's short, skinny, with mousy brown hair. Though I do admit he can play the mandolin and he's getting pretty good on the banjo."

"Oh, my God," Mildred said suddenly. "Ardis is going to want to join the band if we start letting Germans in."

"Ardis can't carry a tune in a bucket and has never learned to play anything but a record player," Hal said. He had had his run-ins with Ardis Carpenter. She wasn't evil, but she ran like the hounds of hell were after her at the first sniff of work and she was always hitting her parents up for money. He was sort of all right with her kids, now that Mandy Sue was gone. Now, that had been a tragedy, that fire. But the other three kids, while they were no intellectual giants, they were willing to work.

"I know, but that's not going to keep her from insisting that we let her join the band. She wanted to join when we got the record deal and the only thing that stopped her was the name, the Old Folks' Band. I told her she was too young," Mildred said. "Not that she's a spring chicken, by any stretch.

"Her singing voice isn't bad," Mildred insisted, mostly because she felt she had to defend her daughter.

"Fine, her singing voice isn't bad," Regina said, "not great, but not bad. That's not the problem. The problem is she won't do the work. Likely as not, she will forget about a performance, just like she forgets everything else. And then she comes bumming money from you. She'd be here with you if Duck and Big Dog hadn't bought her that place outside the Ring."

"Never mind Ardis. What do you think about letting the down-timer kids into the group?" Ella Mae Jones asked. "We are all right with it." Ella Mae didn't consult Huey before speaking. She rarely did.

Huey just grinned. He didn't much care; he had money if he needed it, fishing when he wanted it and pickin' and grinnin' in the evenings. All in all, Huey P. Long Jones was a happy, happy man.

"Fine, so we let some of the down-time musicians that live here play with us, and if they are good enough we'll put them on the next record," Nancy Simmons said. She had several in mind. There was Johan, who had a good, deep voice and was turning into a handsome young man. And there were Osanna Reich and Maria Kershner, who were real good on their chosen instruments, and Uschi, really Ursula, who had a marvelous singing voice. And there was Rudi Finkel, who had learned guitar with a speed that amazed her. He could sing, too, although he was more of a tenor than Johan.

The meeting broke up, and Nancy went to talk to the youngsters she had in mind as replacements. It had to be faced, unfortunately. The band members were all getting old and some, like Bucky, were getting downright frail. If the music was going to go on, they had to do something.

****

Johan was working on one of the up-timer songs and he was getting more and more confused. The words made sense individually, sort of. But the stories the songs told! "Tom Dooley," for instance. Bucky said that Tom Dooley probably wasn't a murderer, that an old girlfriend had actually done the deed. But the lyrics of the song clearly pointed to Dooley's death by hanging for murder.

There had to be a better story to tell, Johan decided. Something uplifting. Something that had to do with today's world, not the world of that other future. Something noble. He sat back to think of stories like that. He remembered a recent news story that claimed that Ducos, a French agent had murdered Joe Buckley, as well as trying to kill the pope. Or something like that. Joe Buckley had died, but he had died for something, not because he was a jealous jerk or whatever Tom Dooley was.

Johan started to write. And when he finished, he went to find Rudi Finkel and his guitar.

"If I remember right, they talked that first bit about love triangles?" Rudi asked.

"Yes, that's right. Why?"

Rudi started playing the tune of "Tom Dooley" on his guitar and after a moment said, "Throughout history there have been many ways of fighting for Liberty. But the up-timers newsman is a tradition of courage and integrity that we need to honor. This is the story of Joe Buckley, who fought for freedom through words."

After another measure, Johan started singing in his bass range . . .




Joe Buckley was a newsman

He wrote what he did see

He saw one too many truths

And died for what he'd seen

Joe Buckley was a newsman

Oh, hang your head and cry

Joe Buckley was a newsman

And he was doomed to die

I followed the story where it led me

I wrote what I did see.

I saw one too many truths

and died for what I'd seen.

Joe Buckley was a newsman

Oh, hang your head and cry

Joe Buckley was a newsman

And he was doomed to die

It was in a loft in Venice

That's where I met my fate.

From one who feared my witness

From a man lost to hate

Joe Buckley was a newsman

Oh, hang your head and cry

Joe Buckley was a newsman

And he was doomed to die

My bones are in a graveyard

But my words live on and free.

Hadn't a-been for Ducos

I'd be alive in Italy

Joe Buckley was a newsman

Oh, hang your head and cry

Joe Buckley was a newsman

And he was doomed to die

By this time tomorrow

You'll throw the paper away.

And read another story

written for another day.

Joe Buckley was a newsman

Oh, hang your head and cry

Joe Buckley was a newsman

And he was doomed to die

But I won't be forgotten

For words inform your days.

And there'll be other newsmen

To inform in other ways.

Joe Buckley was a newsman

Oh, hang your head and cry

Joe Buckley was a newsman

And he was doomed to die

Joe Buckley was a newsman

Oh, hang your head and cry

Joe Buckley was a newsman

And he was doomed to die




****

Nancy Simmons was listening through the kitchen window while the boys were working. By now she understood the German fairly well, though speaking it was quite another thing. She could follow the story, sort of. They made her proud. It was a better theme than "Tom Dooley."

All these boys and girls made her proud. She'd lost all her children and grandchildren to the Ring of Fire. The band was about the only thing that made life worth living. But now these boys and girls were lifting her heart for her. Making life seem richer. She used a dish towel to wipe her eyes, then stepped onto the back porch.

"That was fine, boys. Real fine," she said. "Beautiful, even. So which song are you going to do next?"

Johan looked a bit embarrassed, Nancy thought. Probably that they'd been overheard before the song was truly ready. Well, he might as well get over that, she figured. It was obvious that the kid had talent and she wasn't going to let him hide his light under a bushel.

"How about something for one of the girls to sing?" she asked. "Maybe Uschi? She's in the soprano range. Ought to sound right fine on . . . what about 'Wayward Wind'? That ought to work well for her range."

The boys just looked at her.

"What? You're surprised that I agree?"

They nodded.

"Well, you don't need to be. I do agree. The music needs to be about here and now, not there and then. You have my support and if anyone gives you any trouble, send them to talk to me."

"So we try rewriting Vayvard Vind next," Johan said.

Nancy just looked at him for a moment and then shook her head. "Ah . . . no, maybe not that one, after all. Maybe do 'Careless Love,' instead. Uschi can't really pronounce a 'w' yet, and it sounds funny with the 'v's in there."

****

It wasn't like they didn't have boarders to do it, but the Carpenters liked to do business through their grandchildren, Ducky and Big Dog, who ran a garbage collection company. So when Ducky and Big Dog showed up with a wagon full of old bunk beds and chests of drawers, they were greeted with relief by the residents who had been sleeping on blankets on the floor.

"Be careful with that!" Mildred hollered. "Don't hit the walls. Paint's expensive, and I ain't getting any younger. I have no aim to paint this place again."

"Sure thing, Grams," Ducky said. He accepted another headboard from Big Dog. Big Dog had delivered it to the second story by the simple expedient of picking it up and carrying it up the stairs.

Neither Ducky or Big Dog noticed Osanna watching the play of Big Dog's muscles as he moved the bedstead, but Rudi did and almost laughed at the look on her face.

Ducky took the headboard with considerably greater effort but managed to get it into the room without scratching Mildred's paint. In the bedroom was Maria, gushing about how nice the new bedsteads were. And they were nice, even if they weren't really very new. They were reconditioned bunk beds from children's rooms. They had small single-shelf book shelves at the head of both the top and bottom bunk, which was very nice and also why the assembled headboard for the bunk beds was a heavy and bulky load.

Then Ducky started gushing about how nice Maria sang and putting together the bunk beds.

Uschi elbowed Rudi in the ribs and gestured to Ducky and Maria with her chin, then whispered, "Hormone overload."

"And both of them going about it all wrong."

Then Johan came in and started glowering at the couple. Johan muttered, "Will you look at that! She's practically all over him."

Rudi grinned. "No, she isn't. You're just jealous. You were hoping she'd give you the time of day, weren't you?"

"Better me than him," Johan said. "She doesn't have a chance with an up-timer, especially that one. Ducky and Big Dog hang out at the 250. They don't like Germans, those people."

"The 250 hardly has any business these days," Rudi pointed out. "And I heard that they've settled down a lot the last few years. They're respectable businessmen now."

"Well, they won't stay that way if they don't get someone to handle their books. Mildred and Bucky are great people but, honestly, they aren't the brightest people I've ever met. And Ducky and Big Dog . . . strong backs and weak minds."

"Don't be an ass," Rudi said. But he didn't say Johan was wrong.

****

"Greenback Dollar" both confused and relieved the two emergent songwriters. They found at least three, and possibly four, versions of the song and if it was all right for just about everyone up-time who sang the thing to change the lyrics, it had to be all right for them to do the same.

First, there was a very old recording by someone named Woody Guthrie. Hal Smith had explained to them that Woody Guthrie was a Commie, back in the day, and had had a political agenda for almost everything he sang.

That didn't bother Johan and Rudi. They'd had politics firmly in mind when they rewrote "Tom Dooley" into "Joe Buckley." But they didn't really understand the whole Commie business. The main thing they noticed about one version was that while the lyrics on the record said "change," it sounded like the singer was singing "chains."

The next version was pretty clear. A fellow was saying that he loved the girl not for her money, but for herself. Then there was a version about a man who despised money, spent it as fast as he could. After listening to them all, they decided "to heck with it, we'll do our own."

In addition to using "wanting Green Buck dollars," since the American paper dollars were green and had a deer on them, their version celebrated earning and keeping money.




I don't want your title, Grafen

Plain old Herr is fine with me

I don't need your castle, Grafen

Just an opportunity




They got to talking to Hal Smith about what a Commie was and what Woody Guthrie had believed. It was fairly late. They had all been at the beer and Hal was a fairly conservative fellow. So Johan ended up adding a final verse.




As I write this purty little ditty

Woody's spinning in his grave.

Though my approach ain't so purty

Lots of folks it will save




Still in their cups, they added their own spoken lyrics to "Gloom, Despair and Agony On Me."

"You know, I think Maria is sweet on Ducky," Rudy said.

"Why do they call him Ducky?" Johan asked.

"Because he let his education roll off like water off a duck's back," Rudy said. "I asked Big Dog."

"Education isn't all he isn't picking up."

Rudy started singing. "Maria's sweet on Ducky, it rolls right off his back."

Then Johan laughed. "Sing that on stage, I dare you."

"I am not crazy. Maria would kill me. And Ducky would probably help her."

"Well, have you seen the way Osanna looks at Big Dog? Tell me, my friend, what is it that women see in gorillas? I have never been able to figure it out."

"Especially gorillas with low foreheads," Johan commiserated. While Johan was well enough formed, neither he nor Rudi were overly large, especially compared to the Carpenter boys.

Now, Rudi played and sang. "Osanna loves Big Dog, but he don't get the scent."

"Well, that's half a verse," Johan said. "What about 'Lovers pass by never seeing . . . '" He shook his head. "No. Doesn't rhyme."

"Who cares? It's the talk part between the gloom, despair verses."

"It should still rhyme," Johan insisted with a craftsman's care. "Lovers pass by each other on the wrong track."

"That rhymes all right, but it doesn't make a lot of sense."

"And does 'How were we to know they meant the way she was built' make sense?"




Lovers pass by each other on the wrong track

Live their lonely lives wondering where love went.

Maria's sweet on Ducky, it rolls right off his back.

Osanna likes the Big Dog, but he don't get the scent.




"Not great," Johan said, "but no one will ever hear it anyway, so who cares?"

All in all it was a very creative night . . . if not overly disciplined. That came the next morning with the hangovers. Playing the guitar while hung over isn't all that fun. Perhaps it's the echoes bouncing around the cavernous skull and hitting the shriveled raisin that last night was your pickled brain. That was Johan's conclusion, anyway.

****

[image: piano]Osanna liked the new lyrics, those she heard. Especially "Walking after Midnight," which was considerably changed in specifics, but not that much in tone or feel. And gradually there was an increase of the band. Osanna had taken up the harmonica and was doing things with it that seemed alternately angelic and demonic. The up-timers and the records insisted it was fairly standard jazz harmonica with some bluegrass thrown in. Maria had bought a saxophone and was getting fairly good with it. Johan played banjo and Rudy played guitar. They had others on fiddle, mandolin, drums, and the old upright piano in Nancy Simmons house. With a steel guitar added in, they practically had a blue grass orchestra.

Dobro guitars existed in Grantville. Two of them, but it mattered almost not at all. While there were some copies of the Dobro, by 1634 there were half-a-dozen versions of the resonator guitar—commonly known as the steel guitar—as down-time artist and musical craftsmen experimented with up-time musical concepts. They included the steel mandolin, which was Osanna's second instrument, though she couldn't manage both at once.

****

"Come on, Mama," Ducky Carpenter said to his mother, Ardis. "We'll take you out for your birthday."

Big Dog just nodded. The men felt that someone had to keep their mother happy and they were more or less elected. If you didn't keep an eye on Mama, there was no telling what she'd get into.

"Well, all right," Ardis said, sighing. "Club 250 again?"

"No, Mama. We're going to the Gardens where Gram and Grandpa are playing."

"So you ain't taking me out to dinner. You're mooching off Mom and Dad." Which complaint had some truth to it, but would have been a lot more justified if Ardis wasn't getting her house from the boys and most of her food money from Gram and Grandpa. They had already loaded up the wagon with the instruments, so all they needed to do was get Mama in the car and go.

****

Once they got to the Thuringen Gardens, Big Dog led Ardis to the band's table and Duck started dragging instruments to the stage. The Old Folks' Band now had more young folks in it than old folks, and Johan had been given the job of introducing the band members.

"Hi, Ducky," Johan said. "How's it going?"

"Mostly ready," Ducky told him.

"Saw that. I meant, how are things going with you and Big Dog and your business."

"Better than we expected."

"How's that?"

"We've been afraid that the up-time gear would run out and we'd be out of business. You know that what we charge to pick up wouldn't pay for the cost."

It took Johan a moment to parse that sentence, but he thought it probably meant that the pickup fees wouldn't pay the crews that did the pickup and pay for the natural gas that powered the car that pulled their garbage wagon. "I understand, I think," Johan assured him

"We make our money off picking through the garbage to find stuff that's still good or can be fixed. Comes down to it, we're dumpster divers who own our own dumpster."

Johan didn't have a clue what a dumpster diver was, but he didn't try to figure it out. He was too busy trying to get everything organized for the show.

Meanwhile, Big Dog came up. "'Evening, Johan. How's the music coming? You really writing new lyrics for all the up-time songs?"

"Well, not all of them and it's more translating. Oh, some new lyrics but just when the up-time lyrics don't make sense down-time. A lot of them are just fine. After all, we down-timers know just as much about drinking as you up-timers do." Johan hadn't meant as a challenge. Just the opposite, in fact. It was more in the way of an admission, but apparently that wasn't the way Big Dog took it.

The big man grinned. "Ha!" He laughed. "I could drink you and Rudi under the table."

Ducky came to their defense, sort of. "That's because you're as big as both of them put together, Dog. To make it fair you ought to let them alternate shots."

"Shots? You mean drinks of beer?" Rudi asked, from the seat where he was tuning his guitar.

"No. Shots of white lightning," Ducky said. "This is still the Appalachian mountains, even if we're stuck in Germany. Corn squeezings. One good thing about the Ring of Fire, ain't no revenuers."

Somehow, without quite knowing why, Johan and Rudi found themselves in a drinking contest with Big Dog Carpenter. Johan had dark suspicions that the Duck was behind their dilemma, but that didn't matter now. It was a matter of national pride. One up-timer offering to drink two down-timers under the table? It couldn't be allowed.

****

"Ladies and gentlemen," Johan said into the microphone, and saw Big Dog hold up a shot glass then knock it back. "We have found the fountain of youth." He shrugged at the laughter and continued. "No? Well, it's a worthy thought, after all, and the music makes us feel young. On the stage we have Jerry Simmons on guitar. Hal Smith is hiding from the pilots for the night, so we have Osanna Reich on the steel mandolin. Which, Hal tells us, will never fly. For vocals, we have Mildred Carpenter, Nancy Simmons, Ella Mae Jones, and Regina is here, hiding from Hal. Add to that we have Rudi Finkel on guitar and vocals . . . " He went through the rest of the band and ended with, "And I'm Johan Faber. I play a little banjo and sing a bit. Now, let's play a little music." Johan stepped over to the side of the stage where a shot glass was waiting, filled with a clear liquid. He picked it up and flung it back. And almost missed the first verse of the "Ballad of Joe Buckley," what with all the gagging he did.

And they were off. From Buckley, they went to "Ramblin' Rose," and another shot, this one Rudi's, after which Rudi sang, supported by Maria's saxophone. Then Uschi sang "Careless Love," and "Magdeburg Waltz," with most of the women harmonizing. Big Dog was holding up another shot glass. There was a row of empties on the table in front of him and a similar row at the edge of the stage. They played, and the original Old Folks sang some of the old standards; then they had a break. A little food and a few shots later, they got back to the show. Another break, and Johan and Rudi had some more of the 'shine with Big Dog, who still claimed that down-timers couldn't hold their likker. By now, there was a considerable stack of shot glasses, but Rudi and Johan were falling behind.

Later in the evening, after several more shots of 'shine, Big Dog won the bet with unexpected results.

****

"Ladies and gentlemen, Woody Guthrie wrote this song. At least versions of it, then other people changed it to suit themselves. Here is our version."

They went through their version—which was just as political as Woody's, if in a different way. Then, "Okay, folks. Now for something really depressing . . .




Gloom, despair and agony . . .




They sang several German-translated versions and a couple about figures in Grantville.

Then . . .




Lovers pass by each other on the wrong track

Live their lonely lives wondering where love went.

Maria's sweet on Ducky, it rolls right off his back.

Osanna likes the Big Dog, but he don't get the scent.




Johan had started the verse, but Rudi—also in his cups—had joined right in. The audience, not knowing the players, had no clue that Johan had just swallowed, digested and defecated his foot, all in one verse. They were laughing and having a swell old time. What was worse, the Old Folks themselves, from their height of many years, were laughing so hard that Rudi was afraid Mrs. Carpenter might lose bladder control.

Maria and Osanna were not laughing, and Ducky and Big Dog were looking confused. It became suddenly clear to Rudi why the two hadn't finished high school even in the up-timer world. Rudi then looked over at the girls and realized that his life expectancy was uncertain, at best.

****

Ducky looked up as he heard his name, and while he wasn't drunk, he wasn't totally sober either. So the significance of what he was hearing wasn't immediately apparent. Big Dog, on the other hand, was pretty blitzed after all that 'shine, so he hadn't noticed much of anything.

Mama was getting kind of purple in the face, though. And sputtering. "Wh— Wh— Well, I'll be damned. I can't believe it! Those little German tramps! They put those guys up to this! Trying to snag an up-timer, that's what they're doin'!"

Ducky looked up at the stage and was pretty sure that Maria and Osanna were not happy about the revelation. In fact, they looked downright mortified.

Mama just kept on sputtering. Pretty much the same thing, over and over again. She started to stand up, but Ducky grabbed her arm. "Mama, don't go making a scene here. You'll make Grams and Grandpa mad at you."

She settled back down. It wouldn't do for her to make her parents very angry. They might cut off her funds.

Ducky looked up at the stage to see Maria looking back at him, her face red. Suddenly, he felt pretty darn good. He smiled at her, a sort of shy smile that just happened without his thinking about it.

Big Dog was looking around, realizing something was off-center, but not what. Ducky started to think that he had been so drunk that he hadn't heard the verse.

Ducky looked back at the stage in time to see Osanna go over to Rudi and Johan and put her hand over the mike. Then she said something to Johan and stomped on his foot, hard.

Mildred Carpenter moved to the front of the stage. She quickly separated Osanna from Johan and Rudi. "Bear with us, folks. The boys have had a bit too much partying this evening. Let's have 'Shall We Gather at the River.' " She looked back at the band and said, "On my count," in a voice that would not be denied.

****

BOOOM!!!!

Johan jerked up in his bed. It had sounded like a cannon going off right beside his head.

"You idiot!" Osanna roared and Johan realized that a cannon going off would have been better. At least after the cannonball ripped him apart, this would be over. "How could you say that in front of everyone? How can I ever look Big Dog in the face again? My life is destroyed! There is nothing left but revenge, and guess who will suffer my vengeance?" She turned around, opened the door, went out and slammed it. BOOOM!!!!

Johan held his head, lest it break apart, and moaned.

"It's your fault, you know," Rudi's whisper roared through the room.

"What is?" Johan asked, as quietly as he could. "What is Osanna yelling about?"

"You don't remember?"

"Remember what?"

"Gloom, despair and agony on you. You sang the verse we made up at the Gardens last night, right in front of Ducky and Big Dog. Also, everyone in the Gardens, and that means that it will be all over Grantville by noon today. Which has already passed, in case you didn't know."

Johan thought about that in between the thump, thump, thump pain that he finally realized was his pulse. After a minute, he asked, "How did Big Dog react?"

"I think he was too drunk to hear it, but he'll hear about it today."

"What about Ducky?"

Rudi laughed a short chuckle, then groaned and held his head. "He liked the idea . . . last night. This morning . . . who knows?"

****

Ducky, with malice aforethought, dropped a large iron hammer against a large iron plate. He was safely outside his brother's room. They had a junk yard outside the Ring of Fire, the first stop for the garbage they picked up. Here it was sorted. Anything that might be of use was put aside and the rest went into a huge compost pile or into the furnace. By now they had quite a lot of stuff and made more selling the trash than picking it up. Mostly they didn't sell it locally. They lived at the yard, saving themselves the cost of a night watchman and Big Dog's apartment was just next to the iron shop.

Big Dog shouted, then whimpered, and Ducky grinned. That would teach him to challenge down-timers to drinking contests. Even if he probably had a hundred pounds on Rudi and Johan, he'd drunk enough so it didn't help.

A few minutes later, a slow and cautious Big Dog came out of the apartment. "What happened?" he whispered.

"Well, you challenged Johan and Rudi to a drinking contest using 'shine last night. You won. At least, you drank almost as much as both of them put together."

"Only fair," Big Dog insisted. "I weigh almost as much as both of them put together." There was a pause. "I walked home on my own, didn't I?"

"Yes."

"So I won?"

"I think they walked home on their own too." Ducky snorted a laugh and another, as Big Dog winced. "And Johan did it after Osanna stomped on his foot."

"Did that little creep make a pass at Osanna? I'll beat the crap out of him." This came out with considerably more force than Ducky would have expected, considering Big Dog's delicate condition.

"What? You like Osanna?"

"Yeah, I think I do. But she's beautiful and have you heard her sing? She's gonna be a big star and, well, we're garbage men. What would a girl like that have to do with me?"

Ducky started to laugh and Big Dog put his hands over his ears to keep his head from exploding.

****

It was some hours later when Big Dog, restored by some of the still expensive coffee, finally found out what Johan and Rudi had sung the night before. "Do you think they were right?" he asked Ducky.

"I think they were right about Maria. She was embarrassed as hell when they sang it, but when I smiled at her, she smiled back," Ducky said. "I hope that means what I think it does. I figure I'll ask her when I get the chance."

"You reckon Grams will feed us dinner?"

"Maybe, but she's pretty pissed about your drinking game with Johan and Rudi last night."

"What have we got that she would like?" Big Dog asked. "This calls for a real good present. What do you think Grams would like?"

"Compost?"

"Yes, but not for this."

"Hair of the dog?" Ducky asked grinning.

"More like skin of the Dog, and I'm in no mood to be scalped," Big Dog said.

"On the other hand, Grams sometimes likes a snort, herself."

"Not this time."

"You think we might have to . . . buy something," Ducky said with horror in his voice that was only partly feigned. They had a fairly nice place, not that far outside the Ring of Fire. It had indoor plumbing, electricity, and was fully furnished. Granted, most of the furnishings didn't match, but that was a function of the fact that not one thing in the whole place had actually been bought. Everything from the natural gas stove to the beds had been thrown away by someone. They had paid to have some of the stuff fixed, but they hadn't bought anything. It was a point of pride with them.

Big Dog considered. His head hurt too much for him to be much concerned with points of pride. Besides, if it would get him anywhere with Osanna, he'd buy a whole new bedroom set. The thought of Osanna in a bedroom—his bedroom—added a certain urgency to the whole situation. "Maybe. But what?"

"Coffee!" Ducky said, way too loudly for Big Dog's comfort. He didn't kill his little squirt of a big brother, though. It was a good idea. Grams really liked her coffee.

****

Some hours later, fully scrubbed and bearing two one-pound bags of coffee, Ducky and Big Dog arrived at the Carpenter house in the Old Folks' cul-de-sac.

[image: banjo]Bucky was sitting on the front porch with his banjo in his hands, grinning at them like an idiot. "Well, boys, there for a minute when I heard about what happened last night, I figured we might actually get some brains bred into the line." He shook his head, wheezing and laughing so much that it was hard for him to get his breath. "Then I realized if those girls had any sense they'd be running away screaming."

There wasn't a lot that Ducky or Big Dog could say to that. Then a scary thought occurred to Ducky. "They didn't, did they?" he asked, because he figured Grandpa had a point.

"No," Grams said, coming out the door. "It's a clear case of hormone poisoning. Apparently any good sense they had has leaked out their ears."

Feeling nothing but relief at this, Ducky said, "Thanks, Grams. We brought coffee."

"You think you're going to get out of this with a bag of coffee?" Grams asked.

Then Big Dog held out his bag of coffee, with a hopeful smile. "No, ma'am. Two bags."

Grams harrumphed, but she took the coffee.

****

Soon it became clear that certain of the residents of the cul-de-sac were avoiding Ducky and Big Dog. Specifically, members of the band and, most specifically, Osanna, Maria, Johan, and Rudi.

None of the four appeared at dinner, much to the dismay of Ducky and Big Dog.

"What can we do?" Ducky asked his grandmother. "We can't apologize if they won't see us."

"You don't have anything to apologize for, except that bet you made with Johan and Rudi," Grandpa said. "But you'd better apologize, anyway."

"Of course, they do," Grams said. "They should have realized the girls were interested in them."

How, Ducky wondered, telepathy?

But Grams was still talking. "After all, Johan and Rudi noticed. And so did everyone around here."

Grandpa looked at them and started laughing and wheezing, and he wasn't the only one. People were grinning all around the table.

"Now, that's not fair, Mildred. You know men are idiots when it comes to things like that."

"Johan and Rudi noticed," Grams insisted.

"Sure, but they weren't involved." Uschi shrugged. "It's always easier to see when you're not involved."

****

"They're probably going to kill us," Johan whispered. "That's why they came. They're waiting for us to come down, then they'll do it."

"I don't think so," Rudi said. "They'd come up here if they really wanted to kill us. I'm not sure they're angry at all. I think they're interested in the girls and that's why they came. Big Dog even combed his hair flat."

"Doesn't matter. Even if they marry the girls, this is going to follow them for the rest of their lives. They are going to kill us."

"Naw," Rudi said. "It can't last more than, oh, twenty years or so." He grinned. "The girls are probably going to kill us first. After all, it's not really that embarrassing for a guy to have a pretty girl interested in him, even if he doesn't notice. Besides, I'm hungry. Let's go down and get it over with."

****

"I'm not going to kill you," Big Dog assured them, magnanimously. Then he added, "Unless Osanna tells me to."

Rudi returned a wry smile. "Thanks, Big Dog. That gives us a good half an hour to start running while you find her and ask her."

"Ask her what?" Big Dog wondered.

"Well, if it was me, I'd try, oh, dinner out. Movie night at the Higgins? Something like that. A date. Something nice. I'd leave out that whole thing about killing us, though."

Big Dog just looked at him and smiled

Rudi gulped.

****

As it turned out, they failed to find the girls that day. Instead, the girls heard all about the dinner and the conversation after the fact. "I think," Osanna said with a truly evil smile, "That I will go over to the junk yard and have a talk with Big Dog. And have him kill you. Both of you." Then she left them to contemplate their fate.

"You think she will?"

"Naw."

"I don't know. Girls seem to get a kick out of getting guys in trouble, just to prove we'll do anything for them."

Johan just looked at him.

****

Osanna and Maria did go over to the junk yard. It was just too embarrassing to sit around in the Old Folks' cul-de-sac with everyone cracking wise about it all. They needed it settled, one way or the other. Besides, Ducky had smiled at Maria and Big Dog had offered to kill Rudi for Osanna. The signs were good.

Very good.




Six months later . . .

"I never thought I'd see this day," Bucky wheezed at Mildred in as close as he could come to a whisper.

"Shh," Mildred whispered back. "The girls will be coming down the aisle any moment now."

****

Editorial Note




To placate the Ghods of Copyright, the "Bamberg Cannonball" was based on public domain material, specifically the "Wabash Cannonball" copyrighted by William Kindt on June 13, 1904 (C72630), in which copyright has expired, and J.A. Roff's 1882 "Great Rock Island Route." Parallel texts for these two songs appear in Cohen, Long Steel Rail: The Railroad in American Folksong (2d. ed. 2000), pp. 374-5. Two texts of Great Rock island Route are available online at

http://www.rits.org/www/histories/music/music.html







Likewise, "Joe Buckley" is based on a public domain version of "Tom Dooley", specifically the version B, collected by Mrs. Sutton from the singer Mrs. R.A. Robinson, Silverstone, NV, June 22, 1921, and reprinted in Brown, North Carolina Folklore, vol. 2 (Folk Ballads)(1952) under Song #303 at pp. 711-713. The Brown book is available online at http://ia600300.us.archive.org/25/items/frankcbrowncolle02fran/frankcbrowncolle0\2fran.pdf and in the pdf version it is on pp. 751-753.
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Chapter 4: The Foot, the Bed and the Ceremony




Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach

Marksuhl, Thuringia

March 27, 1634

Maximiliane von Pasqualini awoke, and everything was different.

She had never in her conscious life woken up huddled to another body. And with a big hand warming her buttocks through her nightdress. She dared not open her eyes, and she dared not move; she wanted to enjoy this total new sensation longer.

The evening before. Hmmm. The evening before . . .

The evening before

After dinner, Max and Christine retired to Christine's study. Johann had told them that he had to prepare today's proclamation and send it to the Prime Minister's office for distribution.

The two women sat down on a couch, Ruth brought them tea and cookies, and the two of them gossiped the whole of Germany up and down. Especially on Max' home duchies, and their lower and middle nobility, Christine had extensive non-information.

Max thought it was puzzling that Christine didn't know anything about Paul von Sonnenberg. They skimmed through several of the tomes, even scanned the Austrian "von Sonnenbergs," but in the end Max had to admit that she had been the victim of a hoax.

"I remember his face and some other parts of his body," she giggled. "So I hope I will have Ingrid and her big knife with me, if ever I meet this guy again . . . "

Christine's face showed total approval.

"And now for something completely different . . . " Max blushed. "Have you this—ah—Indian book still available?"

Christine's eyes widened, then she started to beam. She got up, and rushed through the door connecting the two studies. Less than a minute later she returned, another one of these tomes in her hands. It looked exactly like the ones they had pored over all of the evening. Its title simply said " India."

Max laughed. "Clever disguise!"

Christine sat down again and opened the book over both of their laps. Max blushed again, when she saw the first painting. A man and a woman with oriental facial features could be seen. In fact, Max needed a longer time, before she managed to look at the faces.

[image: painting]Both people were not only completely naked. They obviously were just—Oh no! The term obscene is too gentle, much too gentle for this.

"Nice, isn't it?"

Max was spooked by Christine's words. She had somehow forgotten where she was. Nice. Nice? She cleared her throat. "I'm—not sure, if nice is the word I would use. I never saw this—ah—situation painted. I had a look into the Playboy once."

Christine's gaze was quizzical.

"Oh, it's an American journal. Everybody says—every man says—they are only reading it, because the articles are sooo interesting. In fact, the main purpose of this journal is to show photos of naked women—only women, no men—inside and even on the cover. They even have a centerfold—a single photo in the middle, which can be folded out to the double size." She indicated the size with her hands.

"The style of the Playboy’s photos reminded me more of Botticelli—I presume you know the Birth of Venus—"

[image: Birth of Venus painting]Christine nodded.

"Even sometimes with the same hand positions. "But this here." Max pointed to the spot on the painting where two lower bodies not completely met, but showed something very male between them. "Never!"

Both women laughed.

"So I believe," Christine said, "there is actually something the Americans can learn from us down-timers."

Max grinned. "I'm not sure. Some of the articles I read—" Christine chuckled. Max blushed. "Oh, you devious woman! Not in the Playboy! You know about their videotapes?"

Christine nodded again. "We have seen movies when we visited Grantville and lived in the Higgins' Hotel."

"They have a kind of movies, they call triple-ex. As far as I understood, they show exactly this, but no American would admit that he owns one." They laughed again.

"And we would not admit," Christine concluded, "that we own this book."

When Max turned the page, revealing another, rather similar painting, she noticed something scribbled on the bottom of the page.

Capital and small letters B and b. She skimmed forward and back again. Yes, most pages had these scribblings, two or more letters B, b, M, and m. Sometimes a stroke.

"Christine," Max pointed to the scribblings. "What is this?"

Now was the time for Christine to blush. "These are our—ah—ratings. In Latin. The capitals are from Johann, the minuscules from me. B stands for bonum . . . "

"And M stands for malum. I understand. So you tried all these?"

"Not the stroked ones."

[image: painting]Max opened one of these. "Oops!" The man on this painting raised—front side up—on his hands and feet. The woman was sitting on his hip. "I understand."

"Yes, Johann has never been an acrobat." Double laughter.

Max was skimming again. "But all the others. Hmmm. This one is possible?"

"With the decent amount of motivation and effort, yes it is." Christine's gaze was somewhat dreamy.

Now Max concentrated on the paintings marked B-b or with even more of these, and the next hour was filled with much giggling and explanations.

Then she reached a page with no ratings on it. Max needed some time to register, what was special with this painting. "Oh!" Now her gaze got dreamy. "Oh!"

"Christine . . . " Max had to clear her throat thrice. "Christine, would you like to hold my hand, too?"




The morning after

Now was the morning after. When Max slowly opened her eyes, she looked into two smiling faces. Christine had huddled herself against Johann's other side, and Johann had never looked as complacent as in this moment.

"Christine, you scheming woman! I love you both!"

"Hey," Christine responded. "This time I didn't plan anything. You did everything alone.

Max grinned. "But I'm sure that your mentioning of the book on the first evening was not completely incidental."

"What book?" Johann asked frowning. "Oh, that book. I understand. Now I understand!"

Max kissed his cheek. "Good. I love clever men." Then she giggled, as she remembered Johann's startled face, in the moment the two women had entered his sleeping room hand in hand, both in their long white nightdresses. He had thrown away the book he had been reading and his spectacles as fast as he could . . .

She stroked his chest with her hand, while he stroked her buttocks. It was something special to wake up in the arms of someone you love. Love? Is this love? Someone in Grantville had told her how different Gretchen Higgins had looked at her husband Jeff, the first day both appeared back again in Grantville after their wedding. They had told Max that the day before, Gretchen's face had reminded them of steel, and of rosy wax afterwards. Max had never believed this to be real, but now . . .

Now it seemed it was real. Suddenly her hand met Christine's, who also was stroking her husband's hairy chest. Max stroked this hand, and looked up. She could not see the faintest idea of something like jealousy in Christine's eyes. Only friendliness, approval, and again this whiff of elation. No, it was softer. Love? Is this the face of love?

Max heaved a deep sigh. Then she remembered the rest of the world. "Oh my goodness. This is so weird!"

"But good," Christine answered softly. "Very, very good."

"I love this," was Johann's inevitable comment.




Late March 1634

The weather had turned bad, and during the week, Max spent most of her time in the Jagdschloss. She had moved her workplace into the annex of the sauna, the outhouse as Johann called it, because the many windows in the outer wall provided her with the best daylight for working. The house's electric generator produced enough power to recharge the wet-cell of her electronic calculator and drive some extra light bulbs in the morning and late afternoon hours.

She was very fond of the "old" HP-95LX, she had found together with her beloved Filofax at a Grantville yard sale, shortly after her arrival.

****

Max had spent a too long night in the library, and it had just broken dawn when she had sleepily noticed that sign.

An old woman—old from age but fit like many older people in Grantville—was just putting boxes from her garage out onto some tables. In spite of her tiredness, Max offered her—his—help, and so the two worked together and chatted for some time. The woman's grandson Tom, Max learned, had been at the college—the American term for Universität —the day the Ring of Fire fell, and the "young man" Max reminded her of him.

The woman was now clearing the boy's room since her pension had also stayed up-time, so she had to sell as much as possible. These were the days before the big run onto Grantville's hidden treasures had started. When Max got to a dusty, cobwebbed cardboard box, she was astonished how heavy it was.

"Yes," the old woman had said, "this is Tom's knickknack box. I think it contains books."

Books! Max was now wide-awake again. "May I have a look?"

"Of course. Everything here is on sale."

Max opened—Phew!Cough!—the dusty container, and in fact found books. "HP-95LX User's Guide" was the first title. As she pulled it out, she noticed that a plastic box was hidden beneath.

[image: calculator]The woman looked over her shoulder. "Oh, that is a broken calculator. When Tom got his new computer in 1995—his uncle Tommy, who he was named after, was always generous—he said this ancient stuff was 'scrap' anyway. He'd cleared half of his shelf to make way for his new manuals."

At that point, Max had read already much about the American computers and scientific calculators and was eager to read more. Buying a real computer was too expensive, even when she regarded the money she had inherited from her uncle, which had in the meantime arrived on her account in the Grantville bank.

"I think, he said something leaked out of the batteries," the woman muttered.

Max opened the battery compartment and revealed a green mess. Broken. Apparently. But the books . . .

"Would you like to sell the whole box to me? I like these books, and perhaps I find someone who can mend the calculator."

"I have no use for it, but it won't be cheap—" A shrewd smile appeared, turning to warm. "But I like you. It'll only cost you—ten thousand dollars."

Oops! Hmmm. This might be affordable . . . First for some bargaining . . . "What do you think about getting one thousand now, and I pay you another four, if the calculator can be repaired?" A good start . . .

Some "professional discussions" with one of her up-timer classmates ("Where did you get that old piece of crap from?") and some serious cleaning actions within the battery compartment had eventually yielded her a real little computer. Even if the up-timers regarded that tiny display and the even tinier memory as completely outdated.

The wide-range power adaptor was very sweet-tempered for the occasional fluctuations in Grantville's power grid and had her still working, when the newer computers of the others ("Shit, bluescreen again! I haven't saved my work for half an hour!") went on strike. Later she invested in a big wet-cell and a pedal generator in case she had to work on construction sites out of town with no access to the power grid.

[image: filofax]Below all the computer stuff in the box she had found an empty Filofax. At first, she had no idea what to do with this thing. The smooth leather envelope was very nice, but she could not imagine what these steel rings in the middle might be for. In the library she had to browse back into the 1980s to find information, fortunately the golden stamp on the empty binder had disclosed its name.

Then at another yard sale, she had found an unopened content pack for the year 1986. Since it was already September she could use the calendar—oddly enough, the weekdays all matched with the Gregorian calendar the Americans used—only for three months, but she was well able to create next year's calendar herself from empty pages.

Since then, Filofax had been her friend, lover, even husband—ah, wife. Every single piece of information she had gathered in her classes and her long nights in the libraries had entered into the paper database, which wasn’t depending on unreliable electrical power.

When eventually one of Grantville's print shops announced last November that they would publish a Filofax content pack for 1634, she was the first on the subscriber list and one of the first in the queue on a cold December morning when the availability had finally been announced.

****

And so the week passed, with drawing plans, rough calculating the necessary amounts of materials for the structural work, and creating a crude project plan.

After lunch with Johann and Christine—Samuel had his main office in Eisenach and returned to Marksuhl only for the Schabbes—they sat over a cup of coffee together in the salon—Was it only last Friday when Johann made that indecent proposal here?—talking about problems and developments for an hour or so.

In the afternoons occasionally craftsmen appeared to have discussions with their contractee and his architect about the where and when and how of their contracts.

On one of these days, when a stubborn master carpenter had fortunately just left, Max jumped up and let out a loud roar. She clenched her fists and tried to give the heavy leather armchair a nine-ten-knockout.

Laughing, Johann managed to get her into one of his strong hugs and calmed her down. "Shhh. Take it easy! They are as they are. Look at me, I have dealt with these kind of people for fifty years, and still haven't yet broken my knuckles. Not that I sometimes aren't tempted to do what you just did."

"We should buy a punching bag. Or sew our own." Max laughed.

Then she said, "Why don't they understand that they can't use their own measures when they want to get a contract for the Wartburg? When we buy windows from ten different masters, they use twenty different measures. Oh my God! Can somebody please unify the German measures?"

Three years in Grantville . . .

"Okay," Johann said. "I have no political power in the rest of the Germanies, but at least in West Thuringia they listen to me when I speak. What do you need?"

"What?" Max was startled.

Johann grinned. "Nice to hear that from a woman. It's a pity that Christine is not around.

"Hey, I'm the duke. Moreover, the governor. In case you forgot that, Liebling."

"I love it when you call me 'darling.' " Max kissed him passionately on the cheek. "And I love you, too."

After a while, they separated and she donned her professional facial expression.

"Hmmm. Let's see. We don't want to invent something completely new. So we can either use the metric system meter or the American foot.

"The metric system is a great deal better. Multiplying and dividing by ten, or hundred, or thousand is taught in the Elementarschule. All up-time scientists—even the American ones—used it, all the while gnashing their teeth. Eventually it will spread all over the world. Since it's a French invention, Richelieu and his minions will certainly do their share.

"But since it's a French invention, in the current political climate, no German prince can force it without being accused of conspiracy." Max looked to Johann. Johann nodded.

"That leaves the American system. Going from the Zoll to the Fuß, or to use the English names, from the inch to the foot, means multiplying by twelve. Therefore, the optimum would be to proceed with that multiplier. We could have the Dutzendfuß, then the Grosfuß, and then the Maßfuß, which would be twelve, one hundred forty-four and one thousand seven hundred twenty-eight feet.

"But to calculate twelve times twelve times twelve, even I normally would rather use paper and pencil. It would still be much simpler than the American way to get from the foot to the mile, but we cannot send all craftsmen to the Lateinschule."

"No," Johann agreed, "that would be a little too expensive. And futile in most cases." Both laughed joyfully.

"That leaves us," Max now started to pace up and down the room her hands folded at her back. Her students had detested that, but she could not suppress it, once she was on Warp 9.9 as her up-time students had called it.

"That leaves us the American inch and foot, which are well-known in Thuringia, Franconia, and everywhere else the Americans trade. And multiplying the foot by ten, and hundred, and thousand gives us the Dekafuß, the Hektofuß, and the Kilofuß."

"Kilofuß!" Johann shouted. "I love that!"

"And while we're at it, we could have the Megafuß and the Gigafuß. But the latter is nearly 190,000 American miles long, so it would span more than seven times around the earth or nearly up to the moon. We won't need that; it’s a dimension only the scientists use. And they—"

"—will use the metric system anyway, frog-eater or not," Johann interrupted her. Then he cocked his head. "Did you recognize that I have listened to you?"

"Oh yes," Max jumped again into Johann's hug and kissed him passionately again. This time directly on the mouth. "I love clever men!"

"But—" Johann gave the kiss back, and shoved her at arm's length.

"There is no but. I do love clever men!"

He smiled, and tried to keep his composure. "Yes, you told me. But what exactly is a Fuß ? "

Pointedly she slanted her head and directed her stare to the lower end of his legs. Then she looked back in his eyes. "There is an obvious answer, and a less obvious one."

He smiled. "Hmmm. I dreaded that. What is the obvious answer?"

"Without kidding. A Fuß is a foot. In days bygone, it was exactly the sovereign's foot's length. When they had a new sovereign, they had a new Fuß. So if you would like to put your foot on a sheet of paper . . . "

"Oh no," he laughed. "Please tell me the less obvious answer."

"The length of the so-called International Foot was fixed in 1959 to point three zero four eight meters."

"O . . . kay," he said slowly. "So now I need to know, what is a meter?"

"At the moment, nobody knows."

"What?" He flinched a little.

Max grinned devilishly. "No, I won't slap you, I'm pondering over my own kind of reaction, and until I find one, you are safe. And this question is in fact not that stupid." She frowned and started pacing again.

[image: rod]"There is a definition of the meter in terms of motions of atoms, but nobody—not even the Americans—has a device or can build one to measure this motion at the moment. Up-time they had made a rod out of platinum and iridium exactly one meter long, and kept it in Paris. Then they made thirty copies of this rod, and distributed them to the capitals of the world. Of course, Grantville has none of them.

"So nobody knows at the moment what exactly a meter is. However, the Americans know what a foot is. Each up-timer school kid has a ruler, which shows a foot’s length. The machine shops have much better devices, which show what a foot is.

"Steel rulers are better than wood rulers; platinum rulers would be more exact, but for our masons and carpenters, wood will be good enough."

"So," Johann's eyes gleamed. "We tell the Americans to make us a one foot ruler, or thirty, or one hundred of them."

"Yes, this is it. Did I already tell you, that I love clever men?" She kissed him quickly again. "But it would be better to have rulers with, say, eight feet length, and marks for each foot, and each inch, and each eighth of an inch, so the craftsmen can directly check all the necessary lengths.

"We have the Americans make them from steel, and let the carpenters here in Eisenach make official wooden copies of them.

"Oh, and the up-timer craftsmen have wooden foldable rulers with metal hinges; they wear them in a long pocket along their leg. So we should check if there is already a company which builds them or at least can build them on order."

****

Johann retired into his study and wrote one of his famous "We, Johann Ernst" proclamations. Within the County of West Thuringia, his words were no longer automatically law, but his new position as Hereditary Governor allowed him to write one first and let the government approve later; they were accustomed to this.

But he also wrote a letter with copies to the governments of the county and the state, to his nephew-in-law Wilhelm, Landgrave of Hesse-Kassel, and his nephews in the other duchies; he even addressed Ludwig Günther, Count of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt, although their families' relations were not really good.

He offered each of them one of the rulers made of steel free of charge, and emphasized that it would be an enormous advantage for their dealing with his Wartburg project, and trading with each other and the Americans, if they would introduce them as mandatory measurements in their respective reach of power.

****

When the Americans produced the steel rulers one month later, each of them—by officially unknown means—had the name of the duke and a small representation of his coat of arms engraved. And when the licensed carpenters, first in Eisenach, and then in the other principalities around, started to make wooden copies of them, they stamped the duke's name and his coat of arms onto them with glowing iron stamps. Also the folding rulers which were produced later got this stamp. And the tape measures which followed much later, too.

County after county, and city after city in the USE started to introduce these measurements, and the rulers were distributed everywhere. In the meantime, nobody called it an "eight foot official ruler" any longer, but everybody knew it as a "Johann Ernst."

[image: ruler]So if the world would have nearly forgotten him in the so-called "old timeline," here in the new timeline, at least in Germany, his name would never fade.

In this week, in late March 1634, in the Jagdschloss of Duke Johann Ernst von Sachsen-Eisenach in Marksuhl, County of West Thuringia, State of Thuringia-Franconia, United States of Europe, nobody had an idea what the ramifications of Max's temper tantrum would become, at least not Max and Johann. But when they told it to Christine during dinner this day, she showed her well-known shrewd smile without saying anything.

****

To Max the week went by in a hurry. The mornings at her workplace, the afternoons also working or discussing with Johann and his contractors, the evenings on the armchairs and couches in the salon, turning over the day or telling stories of the past, the nights . . . Oh, these wonderful nights!




April 1, 1634

And then Saturday evening came, and the official weekly sauna circle. Johann, Christine, and Max had prepared themselves for a special event, so when the end of the evening approached, they asked all others to don one of the robes, as they had done themselves.

They arranged the armchairs in a circle, six on one half, three on the other. They put a little round table with the duke's large family bible on it into the center of this circle. Finally they distributed long white table candles to everybody, lit them and turned off the electric lights.

After everybody had settled, Christine rose from her seat between Johann and Max.

"First a little introductory speech," she said. "Lean back everyone, relax, and enjoy the following.

"As all of you will have noticed by now, Peter and Anna, because they were involved from the beginning, the others, because we not even were going to try to hide it, something special has evolved in this house since we met here last Saturday.

[image: portrait of a man]"This is not a wedding, so there will be no 'Yes, I do' and no rings. We don't even dare to risk the fate my grandfather Philipp the Magnanimous just barely emerged from last century. You perhaps all know the story how he married his second wife Margarethe, while still married to his first wife, my grandmother Christine, whom I was called after.

"I know, that Johann never ever would dare—" She sent a quick glimpse into her husband's direction.

Johann showed a sheepish grin, he also knew that episode from the newer history.

[image: portrait of a woman]"—to accuse me of bad breath, as Opa mischievously did to Oma. Or to accuse me of a lack of lust, only to mention grandfather's other villainous imputation. Not from a lack of fantasy, but because we both know that we still love each other after thirty-five years of marriage." She glimpsed at him again, and this time received a blown kiss from him.

"So to speak using Matthew 19:4 we are still one flesh, and nothing and nobody gets between us. But—" Here she made a pause obviously for effect, now looking to Max, resting her eyes much longer than she had done with her husband.

Max did not know whether to cry, to laugh, or to hide behind the armchair, so she decided to show a forced smile.

"But we—we three here—decided," Christine continued, "that we see no reason against increasing our common flesh—and our common mind—by another body and brain.

"This 'relationship' will at one point in the near future be made public, after Johann has negotiated a legal solution with his nephews, but at this moment we ask you to keep it confidential in this circle. But we ask you all to be witness and testament for the oaths these two people will now exchange."

As Johann and Max rose and positioned themselves to the right and the left of the table in the center, all the others silently rose, too, holding the burning candles in their hands.

Then the two took each other's hands.

"Maximiliane," Johann started. "I will be faithful to you and honest with you; I will respect, trust, help and care for you; I will share my life with you. I will forgive you as we have been forgiven; and I will try with you better to understand ourselves, the world, and God; through the best and the worst of what is to come as long as we live."

After these words, he put one hand on the bible and the other on his heart. "This is my vow in the presence of God, our family and friends."

Max was sure that her head now had the same purple color as last Sunday in this room. But she was still conscious enough to implement her private little modification to the planned procedure.

She took Johann's right hand in her left and a startled Christine's left in her right. Johann was quick-witted enough to take Christine's right hand in his left, thus closing the circle.

"Johann, Christine," she started, carefully applying the necessary changes to her own speech. "I take you to be my partners in life and my true loves. I will cherish our union and love you more each day than I did the day before. I will trust you and respect you, laugh with you and cry with you, loving you faithfully through good times and bad, regardless of the obstacles we may face together. I give you my hands, my heart, and my love, from this day forward for as long as we three shall live."

Then she also put one hand on the bible and the other on her heart. "This is my vow in the presence of God, our family and friends."

After a long, silent moment, a voice came up from the cheap rows of audience. Peter of course. "Amen. You may kiss the brides now."

****




Author's Notes:

Warning: the links in this paragraph reference websites with explicit sexual content.

Although the book Kama Sutra of Vātsyāyana is also in this story reduced to its pictures (the English translation was OTL not available before 1884, the German translation not before 1922), it was a revolutionary text when it was first published around 300 AD. Only the second of seven parts of the text is occupied by the illustrated descriptions of sexual positions. A whole chapter is dedicated to kissing. Another one contains safety rules for bondage and spanking. In its whole, it is a manual for men and women how to live happily with one another (including all possible sexual practices for two or more persons) without being bothered about governmental or religious restrictions.

****

To have more than two people in or at one's marital bed was in bygone times not as unusual as it seems today. It has already been mentioned in 1634: The Bavarian Crisis that at least the wedding night of reigning monarchs was observed by official witnesses. In Germany it was called Beylager feyern (celebrate nuptials). Johann Ernst and Christine were witnessed by Christine's brother Moritz, the landgrave of Hesse-Kassel.

Officially known illegitimate children of high nobles or even monarchs were also not unusual. Gustav Wasa, the grandfather of Gustav II Adolf, had an illegitimate daughter called Virginia:-), Louis XIV of France had eleven of them. In the Wettin family they are sparse. Many of the men died childless, many had second wives after the first died, but at least Friedrich III The Wise (Martin Luther's protector) was not married and had "several children."

Christine's father Wilhelm IV had a liaison with a common woman called Elisabeth Wallenstein, daughter of a tower watchman in Kassel. They had three children and Wilhelm managed to get for Philipp Wilhelm, the oldest son of these, an estate and the name " von Cornberg " together with an official patent of nobility.

****

[image: table of measurements]Even if the foot or Schuh (shoe), as it was called in the Middle Ages, was universally used all over the world as a measure of length, there never was a single definition for it, apart from showing the current one with a model at the wall of the town's Rathaus or gate. Even in America today the surveyors use a different measurement for a foot. In Germany, they used values from.282m to.3161m, in Venice even.3477m. In the nineteenth century they tried to unify it—at last—invented lengths like.25m or.50m before they all dropped it, and switched to the metric system.

****

The story about Phillip I of Hesse-Kassel and his accusations against his first wife are historical and well-known gossip in the 1630s. He even wrote letters to the reformators Martin Luther and Philipp Melanchthon to get support from them. Martin Luther also cited the Old Testament story of Jacob, Leah, Rachel, etc. in his answer, and finished with the sentence "I cannot condemn this." But Phillip got into big trouble nevertheless, since bigamy was actually threatened with a death penalty.

****

Art Director's Note: Thanks to Rainer for providing all the interior art for this story!

To be continued . . .
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Chapter Sixty: Evolving

Pam Miller was in trouble, the greatest trouble of her life, old or new. Since her sleepy, West Virginia small town's startling move through space-time to seventeenth-century Germany, she had seen and done things the average middle-aged American housewife couldn't imagine. She had killed men, and was responsible for the deaths of many more. Now, and not for the first time, she was fighting for her own life with all her remaining strength.

She had been kidnapped by a group of desperate men, former servants of the despicable would-be pirate king, Capitan Leonce Toulon de Aquitane, whom she had just days ago beaten in a brief but bloody battle. She had escaped her captors the night before, but they were on her trail. She had managed to kill one of them that morning, but two remained. Her head still hurt from the rock they had knocked her out with, which was slowing her down. She could only pray that her friend and bodyguard, Gerbald, a great tracker, would find her first.

"Count your blessings, Pamela Grace, count your blessings," she mumbled. She thought of her parents, who used to tell her that when she was a little girl, and the world had been so unfair. Just lately it hadn't gotten any fairer, and in her current predicament there were not many blessings in sight. She finally settled for "One: I'm still alive." That would have to do for now.

The river was still wide, but was slowly growing shallower. Eventually, her pursuers would be able to wade out after her, or come across. She had begun to like the idea of floating out to sea, even with the many dangers that held, such as being swept too far out in a strong current, sharks, exposure. Her little log was losing its buoyancy, and couldn't be relied on much longer. Just a little farther, then it's time to start walking. The water had been her friend and savior, and she hated to leave its cool embrace.

Pam scanned both shorelines. The right, where she had last seen the enemy, was a tangle of thorny brush. The only viable option was the north side. The high bank had diminished to just a few feet of clay, an easy climb into the forest. Reeds grew thick and far out into the water, they would provide good cover for an exit. She frog-kicked her way to the reeds after pushing her log out into the current. She slid through them, trying not to think what creepy crawlies might be lurking in the thick mud. It was uncomfortable, difficult going. Eventually she felt sand beneath her palms. Pam stayed down on hands and knees as she exited the thick growth, using the reeds for cover until she reached the clay bank. She would have to go out in the open on her way up into the woods, a risk she would have to take.

Keeping low, Pam peered cautiously over the reed-tops. Satisfied that she was alone, Pam clambered up the short bank, trying not to leave obvious tracks. A moment later, she had disappeared into the leafy cover of the forest. Back in the briar patch. This was where Pam felt at home, and she was going to make the most of it. She began moving away from the river, but soon ran into an obstacle. Hidden behind the tall trees was a sheer cliff, unscalable without climbing gear. Pam grimaced, frustration welling up in her. She had planned to leave the river well behind, but that way was blocked.

Pam decided to follow the cliff toward the sea as it ran parallel to the river. Her head injury had begun its slow, throbbing drumbeat again, but not quite as bad as it had been earlier. She gritted her teeth, all her senses focused on survival. After a few minutes of walking, something moved in the corner of her eye. Reflexively, Pam drew her knife, and dropped into a crouch behind the nearest shrub. Peeking through the foliage, she began to laugh quietly. It was a big, fat dodo hen, busy combing the forest floor for fallen fruits and grubs with its outrageous nutcracker of a beak; it hadn't noticed her. Pam stood up, grinning at the ungainly, yet still somehow charming, creature.

[image: dodo]"It's your fault I'm here, you know!" she told it. "A little recognition would be nice." The dodo looked up at her with disconcerting yellow eyes, cocking its bony head for a better look. Brief curiosity satisfied, it returned to foraging, ignoring Pam completely.

"Well, I'll take that for a hello, anyway. Nice to see you too."

She took a breather, watching the dodo go about its business for a few minutes, musing on its many peculiarities. Here was an animal that had evolved on an island with no predators. This had made it into a kind of innocent. Never being in danger, it was completely without fear. In the old time-line it had not been able to adapt to the arrival of a host of deadly creatures, including that most dangerous kind, the two-legged variety. Within a century, it was obliterated from existence. But now Pam Miller was here. Things were going to be different. She was different. She had learned to kill her enemies with her own hands. She had learned to lead people into danger, and bring them through alive. The soft, sad woman from the twentieth century had grown claws and a voice that carried. She had evolved.

She continued on, a feeling of confidence growing in her. The cliff began angling inexorably closer to the river without presenting any way past its stony mass. There was nowhere to go but forward, so forward she went, the forest closing around her like a leafy cloak.




Chapter Sixty-one: Fishers Of Men

A mile later, Pam came to a sudden halt. There was something in the air. She realized it was the aroma of cooked meat, and the earthy stink of livestock. Smoke wafted through the trees some fifty yards ahead. What should she do? She feared this might be her enemy's camp, but it could also mean help. She moved ahead cautiously, unable to stop herself from investigating. Peering into a clearing from behind a tree trunk, Pam blinked in surprise. She had been afraid she would discover a roost of ruffians sharpening their knives. Instead, she saw a camp of around twenty people, made up of women, children and old folks. There was a glaring absence of young or middle-aged men. They could be out hunting, or . . . something bad happened to them! The awful thought came to her with a trembling chill, and she knew it must be true. Pam continued to watch in silence.

[image: cow]One of the women was tending a small herd of unusual-looking cattle, all black with a wide, white band dividing them down the middle. Pam, an animal lover who had spent a lot of time hanging around farms growing up, knew a thing or two about cows, and these were nice ones, sleek-coated milkers. Her mouth watered at the very thought of fresh milk, it had been such a long time since she had had any. A young mother sat on a blanket with a group of toddlers. She sliced thin curls from a round block of a soft, white substance, and placed one in each eager mouth. Oh God, cheese! I remember cheese! Pam swallowed a mouthful of hopeful saliva. She shook her head in wonder at the unexpectedly tranquil scene. Pam watched the camp going about their chores for as long as she dared, always aware that her pursuers might be drawing near. They seemed like simple farm folk, of no danger to her, and possibly allies. She decided to take a chance and make herself known.

A few yards away from her was a man in his late sixties, dozing as he leaned against a tree. He was holding a sword, and was apparently on guard duty. Sighing, she threw a pebble at him to wake him up. I don't want him to be surprised when I walk in. The man blinked his eyes and stood up straight, looking around suspiciously.

Pam walked out into to the clearing, raising her arms out wide to show that she was unarmed. No one noticed her, even the drowsy watchman, so she cleared her throat for attention, and called out "Hello! Please, I need your help!" She said this in English, having found that it seemed to have as many speakers scattered about the world in this century as it did back up-time. Her words made the camp folk freeze in their steps, their pale faces full of dread. They know fear. Someone has harmed these people. She switched to Swedish, which startled some of them, setting them to whisper amongst themselves, their expressions shifting from worry to curiosity. Finally, she tried German.

"Please, does anyone understand anything I am saying? We are all in danger!" Several sets of eyes lit up. A grandmother and grandfather slowly approached her, also holding their arms out wide in a gesture of peace. The grandfather paused to slap the flummoxed watchman on his arm in admonition as he passed by. The poor fellow began to raise his sword arm, but the older man batted it back down with a word that didn't sound at all polite.

The man spoke to her in a thickly accented dialect that was German enough for her to follow most of it.

"Are you French?" he asked her, his eyes squinting with suspicion.

"No, I am not French. I'm from Thuringia-Franconia, in the United States of Europe." That much would do for now. "Are you French?" she asked, ready to bolt if needed.

The man shook his head, pausing to spit on the ground to his side. "No, we are not! We hate them! They stole our boys, killed our men, burned down the homes we had built!"

Pam felt sure the man was sincere. Allies perhaps, definitely not enemies, thank God!

"I hate them, too, at least this bunch. I came to this island to help found a Swedish colony. The French captured and enslaved our people, but my ship escaped. My men and I returned to free them just the other day. We won!"

The man turned and spoke rapidly to the people, who had all gathered around closer, in a language that sounded tantalizingly familiar; not English, not German, but . . . Pam looked around and realized some of the women wore wooden shoes.

"Dutch! Are you from the Netherlands?"

The old man gave her a gap-toothed, yet still sweet, smile. He took a moment to search for the words in his odd German. Pam had learned that there were more types of the German language than you could shake a stick at, and not always mutually intelligible. The version she had learned was in the Eastern Middle German group, and she thought her new acquaintances must be using some kind of Western Middle German, some kind of border dialect. They could understand each other, mostly, but it was slow going at first.

"Yes! I am Harmannus de Kloet of South Gelderland, and this is my wife, Lijss. This oaf is Piet, my younger brother." He motioned toward the watchman who stood nearby, wearing an embarrassed expression. "These are our family and friends, who traveled with us to find a better life in the Far East. We were bound for the Dutch colony at Ambon, in the Molucca Isles, when our ship was badly damaged in a storm last year. We were able to land here, but few repairs could be done. The sailors decided to continue on despite the danger, but we stayed; a pleasant enough place, and preferable to being lost at sea."

Pam nodded, she had guessed correctly. It's strange though, according to the history books, there were no permanent Dutch settlements on Mauritius until decades later. In the old time-line there would have been no French pirates, and their little colony should have survived. Pam pushed the thought aside. The flutter of butterfly wings could unravel the destinies of kings and commoners. She focused on the business at hand.

"I think you made a wise choice, Harmannus. Please, allow me to properly introduce myself." Pam stood up a little straighter, throwing her shoulders back. She had learned that it was usually best to let the men of this century know that you were a female somebody as soon, and as clearly as possible.

"I am Pam Miller. Captain Pam Miller, leader of Princess Kristina Wasa's Royal Swedish Science and Colonization Expedition. I was kidnapped by some French pirates still at large, and escaped, but they are still chasing me!"

The couple blinked at her. She realized she had spoken a bit too rapidly, and they probably hadn't understood much of what she had said. She suddenly felt dizzy. Pam urgently wanted to say more, to warn them of the immediate danger, but the pounding in the back of her head grew too loud. She stumbled forward, losing her voice and her balance. Harmannus and Lijss were able to catch her, guiding her to a nearby log.

"Look, Harmannus, she is injured! Here on her head!" Lijss sat down beside Pam, and gently pulled her close, cradling her so she wouldn't fall. Lijss spoke a command in her native tongue. A middle-aged woman hurried over, bringing Pam a skin of cool, water-thinned wine. Pam drank greedily, trying to wash away the blackness threatening to envelop her. She gratefully leaned against the kindly older woman, calming down as the pounding receded, and her vision began to clear.

She thought her injury had healed somewhat, but if she kept pushing herself to her physical limits she might make it worse. She had to end this chase, and she had to do it today. She thanked Lijss, then stood up carefully as the Dutch watched with concerned eyes. Pam smiled at them, but her thoughts were grim. I've now put these people in danger. There are only two pirates left, but they're still very dangerous. We'll have to beat them with cleverness, not brute strength. She began to walk around the camp, studying it for any advantage.

The central gathering place was a clearing with logs arranged as seats around a fire-pit. The surrounding forest was fairly open, the underbrush not providing much cover. Primitive shelters had been constructed, and a brush fence contained the small herd of cows and sheep. Chickens cackled in a cage of woven reeds. They were on high ground, a good thirty feet above the river, a narrow trail led down through the trees to its banks. There was no doubt her pursuers would notice it, muddy footprints spanned its length. Pam sighed. The camp was indefensible. She turned to Harmannus and Lijss.

"I am being chased by two very dangerous French brigands! They were following me down the river, and could arrive here at any time. I can't run any more, I need to stay and fight. You and your people should leave now, quickly, and go hide further off in the woods while I distract them! They will hurt anyone if it pleases them, you must avoid them at all cost! Do you understand me?"

The couple nodded solemnly. Harmannus said "We knew our enemies might return, and have made some small preparations." He barked orders at the people gathered around. The youngest and oldest women, led by Lijss, gathered the children, and hustled them off into the woods in remarkably short order. The old men and the middle-aged women stayed, determined looks on their faces. Piet passed out pitchforks and shovels to serve as weapons. Harmannus smiled at them, visibly proud.

"We are not cowards. We will stand with you. These murderers owe us a debt of blood. We have lost sons and husbands, and will fight to the death if need be."

Pam feared for the lives of these castaway farmers just as she had for her own colonists. They were no warriors, just normal people in terrible circumstances, fighting for their lives. Just like me. But if it wasn't for me, they wouldn't be faced with this. Pam Miller, Bringer of Doom. She didn't have time for self-loathing just now, she could do that later, if there was a later. Her hand moved to the hilt of the large knife at her side. Grasping it, she felt a swell of wrath. I am Captain Pam Miller. I am not a victim. I have led people into battle before, and will do it again today! She cast her eyes around the camp again for any final advantage. That was when she noticed the fishing net drying on a branch, and remembered the trapping techniques Gerbald had taught her. "Capture your prey in a snare, then kill it with swift mercy from a position of safety," he had told her. Pam smiled.

"Harmannus! Help me with this net! Have someone watch the river." Harmannus was the leader of his little tribe, but there was a steel in Pam's voice that must have rung true in his ears, as he didn't question her commands. He translated Pam's orders, and helped her organize the net and its ropes. When he gave her a questioning look, Pam told him her plan.

"We are going to make a trap for those beasts! We might not have much time, but we have to try, it's the only advantage I can think of."

Despite their rush, the process felt agonizingly slow. Harmannus had to translate her every order, and their understanding of each other's dialects was less than perfect. Even so, they were determined, and as was always the case when faced with a language barrier, a healthy dose of mime and hand gestures helped greatly.

There was only one net, and luckily it was large and in good repair. Pam decided to place it across the narrow trail, counting on them to approach from the river. To ensure this, she intended to provide some incentive. They threw ropes over sturdy tree branches, and spread the net, carefully hiding it under mud and dead leaves. The Dutch divided into four teams hidden in the brush on either side, ready to pull the net up. Once ensnared, they would haul their catch a short distance off the ground, where they would swing helplessly. Pam made sure Harmannus understood her instructions.

"Good luck, Pam!" he told her, grasping her hand.

"You, too Harmannus. If it goes wrong, think of your people first. Run!"

Harmannus chuckled. "It's plain you are no stranger to battle, but you underestimate us! We farmers are tough, and have faced many dangers." He let her hand loose, then gave her a gentle, fatherly push. Pam flashed him a confident smile, and hurried down the trail. She soon found the woman they had sent to stand watch, who wasn't very well hidden at all, and sent her back to Harmannus.

Taking a deep breath, Pam stepped out of the shade onto the sandy beach. The river was wide here, and fairly shallow, an easy enough wade. The far bank had lost its hedge of thorns, open meadows spread beyond. Pam smelled salt in the air, the sea was close. There was no one in sight, but she had a feeling they would have company soon.

There were reeds here, and it occurred to her that this would be a good place to leave a clue for Gerbald, something she hadn't thought of in all her rush. She took several of the tallest reeds growing near the path, and twisted them into a loose braid. Most people would never notice, even standing next to it, but to Gerbald it would be a neon sign even from the far shore, another of his traditional hunter's signals. If their attempt to capture the brigands went awry, help might still come. Satisfied with her work, Pam sat down on the sand in plain sight, the late afternoon sun feeling good on her tanned skin. Nothing to do but wait. She thought of her and Dore's harlot dance, so long ago it seemed now, and laughed. If a ruse worked once, might as well use it again. She hoped the pirates of the Indian Ocean weren't keeping track. It was time to play the bait again.

An hour passed by. She hoped her Dutch allies would stay in position, even the most determined people could grow tired of a dull wait. Pam doodled in the sand with a twig, always keeping one eye out for visitors. She drew a big, puffy heart enclosing her initials, PGM. Feeling a bit silly, and a bit sad, she added a plus sign, and a large letter T.

"Just in case we don't meet again, here's a message for you, Torbjörn. I wish there had been more time." Pam looked away from her creation, forcing a wave of regret back. No time for that now. We need Pam the killer, not the lover. Something moved across the river. Pam watched from the corner of her eye. Two unpleasantly familiar forms marched relentlessly along the shore. She pretended not to notice them. Here we go! She drooped her head and swayed a little, doing her best to look as if she had succumbed to exhaustion and her injuries.

Her enemies noticed her soon enough. They crouched behind a shrub, gesturing furtively as they conferred. One loaded a blunderbuss, but the other, whom she recognized as the leader, stopped him from firing. He wanted to take her alive. Grinning smugly, they began to wade across the river. They went slowly, trying to draw close without being noticed. Pam stayed slumped over, watching them from behind the locks of unruly hair falling from her forehead. She stifled a wicked smile. To her amazement, she was more excited than afraid. It was time to lead the sharks into her net. Pam waited until they were about halfway across before looking up.

"Oh, no! Not you! Villains!" she cried out in prissy, pathetic tones "Alas, whatever shall I do? Help, help! All is lost!" Her pursuers flashed nasty smiles at her, and began to wade faster. The subjects are moving quickly and over-confidently, excellent. She pretended to have trouble standing up, which made them laugh aloud cruelly.

"Oh, no, the ruffians draw closer! I must flee!" Her corny Perils of Pauline routine was working perfectly.

They were almost to the beach, so she stepped up her speed, making a beeline for the narrow path. They ran full tilt at her now, but Pam was swifter, leaving them well behind, but within sight.

"Surely they will undo my bodice and have their way, oh the shame!" She continued this monologue all the way up the trail, the plaintive tone of her voice adding fuel to her pursuer's desire to capture her. She looked back long enough to show them a terrified face, all the better to distract them with. Once she had passed over the net, she pretended to stumble, feigning an injury. Limping, she turned back again, watching carefully as her prey neared the net. Almost there, almost . . . THERE!

"FISH!" Pam shouted. The word happened to be the same in German, Dutch and English, a most fitting choice for the signal. To Pam's delight, the net rose into the air under the surprised thugs, making them stumble and fall. The net continued to rise, constricting around them as it took their weight, then lifting the struggling pair completely off the ground, to a height of about four feet.

"Good!" she called out to her allies. "Tie them off, Harmannus!" Pam rose up straight and proud, placed her hands on her hips, and let out a long, loud laugh. At last, the tables were turned, her former captors captured.

"How do ya like them apples, Francis?" she sneered at the helplessly wriggling pair. "I keep telling you, don't fuck with Captain Pam!" She laughed again, making sure they saw how much she was enjoying their predicament. They growled menacingly as they struggled to break free, but were held fast in her web. Pam exalted, not sure if it was her head injury or the thrill of victory that made her feel a bit dizzy, probably both. She was joined by Harmannus, who was breathing a bit hard, but sharing her triumphant grin. The rest of their band gathered nearby, aiming their pitchforks and shovels menacingly toward the trapped men.

"We did it!" Pam said, turning to Harmannus. "You all did a great job!"

"Thank you, Pam! We greatly admire your cleverness, and have seen you are very brave."

"Aww, shucks, 'tweren't nuthin'." she slipped into her childhood West Virginia drawl, blushed, and switched back to German, "I'm just glad everyone's safe. These bastards would have made some real trouble if we hadn't caught them like a couple of mackerel."

"Should we kill them or keep them alive?" Harmannus asked her in a coolly pragmatic tone.

"Well, I'd like to cut them up for bait and use them to catch something we can actually eat, but I guess we should wait until my people arrive. Meanwhile, we'll just let them hang out to dry." Her ear caught one of the women letting out a gasp.

Pam turned quickly to see that the lead brigand had managed to squirm his way around enough to get his hands on his companion's loaded blunderbuss, and was now raising it toward them, intending to fire through the net. Pam pushed Harmannus aside, and leaped toward their would-be murderer. Her trophy knife found its way into her hand, and she raised it, feeling its deadly weight add some quantum of speed to her momentum. Her eyes locked with the man who had caused her so much pain, invisible lightning bolts of hatred arcing between them. He lifted his weapon toward her with a low, murderous, growl as his finger tightened on the trigger. Pam shrieked a primitive war cry as she thrust the knife into his right eye, all the way to the hilt. Blood spurted, spraying them both with brilliant scarlet. His finger went limp, and the muzzle slumped toward the ground. Pam kept her gaze locked on her enemy's remaining eye as he died, making sure the last thing he saw was her blood-spattered, grinning face.

"That makes you Number Ten." she told him as his last breath spewed out with a wet rattle. Pam tried to pull the knife back out, but it was stuck, its tip lodged in the back of the skull. She left it there for the time being, and turned back to the gathered Dutch. They were all staring at her with mouths agape, faces pale. They were afraid of her, and she found that she really didn't mind. She carefully untangled the blunderbuss from the net, and placed its muzzle in the face of her last kidnapper, which was pressed uncomfortably against the net.

"You wanna be Eleven?" she asked him. He may not have understood her words, but he certainly got the meaning.

"No! No, no, no!" he pleaded, then his eyes rolled back in his head, and he fainted. Pam smiled.

She walked over to Harmannus and gave him the blunderbuss, which he grasped with a slight tremble in his hands.

"Shoot him if he tries to escape. I need to go wash up. Do you have anything to eat? I'm starved."

Harmannus smiled at her with cautious admiration. "Anything you want, my friend, anything you want!"

Pam clapped him companionably on the shoulder, then ambled back down to the river. She waded in to its deepest part, then sat down on the smooth-pebbled bottom, letting the familiar slow current wash away the blood and sweat of her triumph. She had survived, she had adapted, and she had, once again, evolved into something more powerful than she had ever been before.




Chapter Sixty-two: Happy Campers

Pam sat comfortably on a wide log beside the blazing campfire, gorging herself on bread, cheese and salted meat. It might not be the best bread and salted meat she had ever had, but it tasted like heaven. As for the cheese, it might indeed be the best ever; creamy, a touch of salt, a dash of herbs, and just enough sharpness to keep her mouth watering. She wanted to go over and hug those funny-looking black-and-white cows, and thank them personally for such a lovely meal.

Lijss sat down beside her, and they shared another skin of wine, this time not thinned with water, a reward for the courageous. Harmannus hovered nearby, eager to learn more about their illustrious guest, but polite enough to let her finish eating first.

Once she was done they began a question and answer session in earnest, with the Dutch gathered eagerly around to hear. Pam now trusted these people completely, and told them she was from Grantville.

The Dutch villagers excitedly whispered " Grantville!" to each other. Apparently the little town from the future was gaining fame everywhere. More slowly this time, Pam explained who she was and why she was here. She noticed that Harmannus and Piet both looked a little embarrassed, while Lijss favored them with a menacing scowl. Curious, Pam pressed Harmannus on the issue.

"Well, when you came to us we had never seen an up-timer before. We were sure you weren't a Swedish colonist . . . " Harmannus trailed off, and Pam suspected there was something else he didn't want to say.

"Who did you think I was then?" She prodded him for an answer.

Harmannus looked uncomfortable, seeming to search for the right words. "Well, we, because of your peculiar, yet obviously fine clothes, thought you might perhaps be an entertainer . . . "

"An entertainer? What kind of entertainer?"

Harmannus and Piet were both turning a fine, fire engine red.

"Well, on a ship, there's usually only one person who can afford to have an entertainer, especially a female entertainer, so we thought you must be the captain's . . . "

"The captain's what?" Pam raised her eyebrows at the man in dawning horror.

"Um, we thought you must be the captain's woman."

"He means to say 'whore,' " Lijss stated bluntly, then looked embarrassed herself.

[image: Chinese woman]"It was your clothes!" Harmannus tried to explain. " You look like those China girls they bring to work in Amsterdam's brothels," he blurted out, then realized he had made things go from bad to worse for himself. Before he could say anything else, Lijss leaped up at astonishing speed to cuff his ear, making him yelp.

"And what would you know about Chinese whores in Amsterdam?" Lijss asked her husband, still using the German dialect, possibly for Pam's benefit, possibly so those nearby couldn't catch her meaning.

"Nothing my dear! They are famous, that's all! We heard about them in the taverns." Another cuff came, harder than the last.

"The taverns! So, that is how you and your worthless brother spent your time on those business errands, whoring and drinking!" Harmannus frowned miserably, looking to the sky for heavenly intervention.

Pam laughed aloud, really beginning to take a shine to Lijss, who reminded her more than a little of Dore; a formidable woman indeed! Lijss was drawing her fist back for another blow when Piet intervened, stepping between the two.

"Lijss, please. Have mercy. The children are watching," he implored in the German dialect they shared.

Pam, still chuckling at the misunderstanding and not feeling at all insulted given the times, decided to clear up her reputation, and save poor Harmannus' life.

"It's all right, a simple misunderstanding! I can easily see how one might make such a mistake. I am wearing clothes I found on a Chinese ship my men and I captured from the hands of pirates. My own clothes were lost when the French sank my first ship. I am not the captain's woman, I am the captain!" She laughed aloud then, which helped greatly to take the weight off the situation.

"You are a good man Harmannus, and now you are my good friend. All of you are! Let's enjoy our victory!" She took Lijss gently by the hand, and pulled her back down beside her, handing her the wine skin. They both took a long swig, squeezing every drop from it. Lijss sent Harmannus and Piet off to find them a refill. They both started giggling as the brothers scuttled away, relieved to have escaped Lijss's wrath.

Once they settled down, some of the women approached Pam, deep pain plain to see in their moist eyes. Lijss took a turn at translating. These were the women who had lost husbands and boy children to the French pirates and their hired African slavers.

"Please, have you seen our loved ones?" they asked. One young mother was in tears. "My boy, little Hannus, he was only nine years old! I tried to make him run away with me, but he went back to help his father! Do you know him? Is he alive amongst the Swedes?"

Pam was moved by their plight, her own eyes growing moist. She, too was a mother, who had emotionally lost one son, and who had almost lost her adopted Pers. She grieved with them, and made a promise.

"I wasn't in the colony long enough to learn if there were any Dutch amongst the freed Swedes, but we will find out soon enough! And I promise you all, that evil bastard Capitan Leonce Toulon de Aquitane will answer for his sins if he has harmed your boy children! That will be just another in a long list of crimes I hold him accountable for, and he will pay the ultimate price! I intend to hang him so high the crows will have to fly all day to reach him before they can make sport with him! He will suffer and die under the eyes of God and be sent to Hell and good riddance!"

These strong words comforted the mothers, and one by one they curtsied before her as if she were a noblewoman. That, I might never get used to, Pam thought, amazed at the sight. I'm not saying I mind it, I just might not get used to it. I can definitely say one good thing for the life of an adventuress, I'm never bored! Pam mused with grim humor, wondering when Gerbald would show up. Lijss threw another log on the fire.

****

Gerbald pondered their next move. They had found a man's body washed up on the shore, with gaping knife wounds. The corpse was still fairly fresh, not many hours had passed since his demise. That made Gerbald very happy indeed, Pam was quite possibly still alive, and, it seemed, armed. This fellow had obviously under-estimated his dear and dangerous friend.

"Gerbald! Look!" Torbjörn called over to the German sergeant "Smoke, and lots of it! About a half-mile downstream!"

"Bingo!" Gerbald started down the bank at a trot, followed closely by his determined band of groaning, foot-sore men.

****

Pam heard a familiar bird call coming from the trees, a question, "Danger?" She answered the call with another, "Safety." Here was a trick that she had taught Gerbald; signaling each other in the surprisingly complex language of crows, which she had learned from her grandmother. She had forgotten it over the soft years of being a housewife, but when her love of bird-watching returned downtime, she quickly regained the knack. Call me Doctor Doolittle, she thought, girlishly pleased with her cleverness. Her men were here!

Pam wondered if a certain Swedish captain would be among them. She bet that he would, blushing already.

"My friends have arrived!" she called out to everyone. Despite her answering signal, she figured that Gerbald would not come up the obvious trail from the beach. She wasn't disappointed. Gerbald appeared at the edge of the forest like a wraith, still partially hidden behind a bush, Pam's Smith and Wesson.38 in one hand, the Snakecharmer in the other.

"Come on out, Stallone! These people are on our side. For Christ's sake, don't shoot anyone!" She repeated the message in Swedish.

"You are safe?" he asked, gazing suspiciously at the Dutch.

"Yes, thanks for asking, though! I knew you would come find me! Now come out and sit down. These people are refugees from a small Dutch settlement Leonce Toulon and his thugs destroyed. They are our friends."

Gerbald nodded, and gave orders in Swedish to the rest of his posse. The Swedes and, Pam nearly jumped for joy, Torbjörn, came out of the woods from all sides, having encircled the camp. They were all carrying the deadly Suhl-manufactured up-time-style pistols Redbird and Muskjil 's crewmen had been outfitted with. Pam, having grown up shooting in a family of typical rural West Virginia gun nuts, thought these were remarkably well made, considering the limitations of the current technology. It was amazing just how far the reach of a young princess went, only the best weapons available for her expedition! She was definitely her father's child. Pam was sure that in time Kristina would, in her own way, become just as powerful a force to be reckoned with. It was good to know high-placed people when in dangerous times and places, Pam thought, not for the first time. Her would-be rescuers looked like a cross between Robin Hood's Merry Men and a S.W.A.T. team, which made her giggle.

"Lower your guns you maniacs, the situation is under control here! The enemy has been conquered." Gerbald and his posse all looked a bit crestfallen despite the good news, disappointed at having been deprived of the pleasures of a good fight after all their hard work.

Doctor Durand came out of the brush last, following in Gerbald's tracks. He was winded and a bit worse for the wear, but Pam was impressed to see that he had joined the posse, and kept up! Perhaps he wasn't such a fancy pants after all! She was glad that she had indeed become the doctor's "new best friend," another good decision. He was useful, and a charming conversationalist to boot.

The silent Dutch waited with trepidation, looking to Pam for reassurance. She smiled at them reassuringly, motioning for them to relax.

Gerbald strode over to Pam with Torbjörn at his side, both grinning like fools despite their exhaustion from the chase. Gerbald paused to let the Swedish captain go first. Torbjörn stepped up to Pam and scooped her into his arms, the breathless embrace of a man who thought he had lost his love, again. Pam gasped, then kissed him like she meant it. After a long, blissful moment, she remembered where they were, and gently broke free.

She whispered to him, "I'm glad to see you, too, you really have no idea how much, but let's not get too fresh in front of the Dutch! Save it for later, they already have some funny ideas about me." Torbjörn gave her an understanding, and incredibly sexy smile. He released her with gentlemanly grace, his fingertips lingering for one last thrilling touch. Pam felt her brain melting. She focused hard on the here and now, hoping later would come soon.

Gerbald took his turn next, clasping her hands in his fatherly way. "You had us worried, you know," he told her in English, "Dore is just about fit to be tied. She's praying so hard that I will return with our dear Pam safe and sound that I'm afraid the Lord won't get much sleep again tonight."

"I'm so sorry Gerbald! I was such an idiot going off by myself like that. I just needed time to sort out all that's been happening. I should have let you come along, and I should have brought my gun." Pam looked down, guilty that her pride had inadvertently caused so much trouble.

Gerbald nodded, not disagreeing, but not rubbing it in with an "I told you so," either.

"Well, my dear Pam, I must say you managed quite well off on your own, we have been following a trail of corpses. First, a man with his head caved in by a rock, then a man stabbed to death and washed up on the beach. You certainly made them pay for their sins!"

Pam laughed a grim little laugh. "Wow, that brings my count to twelve."

"That's more than many soldiers I've known. In any case, let's move on to happier topics." He smiled, and leaned in close to her. "What did you mean by 'funny ideas'?"

Pam blushed and whispered back to him "These people are Dutch colonists, simple farmer types. They had never seen anyone dressed like me before, except for some Chinese girls who were, uh, working in Amsterdam. So, they didn't get that I was the captain, they thought I was the captain's woman."

"Ah. So, they thought you were the captain's wife?" Gerbald asked, looking perfectly innocent. Pam rolled her eyes at him, pretty sure he was teasing her, and after all she had been through! Leave it to Gerbald to find humor in any situation. "No, not his wife, you dork! His, you know . . . his . . . "

"Oh! His whore!" he said in a loud stage whisper. Pam slugged him on the arm, and stuck her tongue out at him. She switched to German. "Here you are, giving me a hard time after all I've been through! Be glad Dore isn't here, you oafish lout! Watch out, or you'll end up like the leader of my kidnappers."

Doctor Durand stepped forward then, interrupting with a polite bow. "I am so pleased to see you are safe, Pam, we all are. Before I examine your injuries, may I ask, what has become of your pursuers? We estimated there was still two on your trail."

"Yes, there were. The Dutch helped me capture them in a fishing net. They're hanging around just over there. One of them is still alive, if you want to question him. The other one died." She spoke as nonchalantly as if she were relating the day's weather.

"Oh? May I ask how?" Durand inquired with the professional curiosity of a physician.

Pam smiled. "Head injury."




Chapter Sixty-four: The Captain's Man

The women of the camp had kindly replaced what was left of Pam's clothes with their own best. The simple, but pretty, country style of this century suited her somehow, and she couldn't help but preen. She would make sure to return the favor with some of the wonderful silks stored on Second Chance Bird. Pam caught Torbjörn eying her appreciatively, and blushed, but returned his gaze with a broad grin. Be careful what you ask for, mister, you might get it!

Everyone was served a delicious meal featuring barbecued fish, salt rising bread, and fresh fruit by the gracious Dutchwomen, some of who, being young and single, were eying the strapping Swedish marines with more than polite interest. The Dutch had a plentiful supply of wine, which made everybody relax, a most welcome balm for the tensions of the previous days. Pam felt giddy as a school girl, and even after all her perils she couldn't bring herself to go to sleep.

After dinner, their hosts pulled out some fiddles and accordions, striking up a merry tune. Despite the long hours the men had put in, they all got up, and began dancing around the bonfire. Pam, still holding court on her comfortable log, favored the happy group with a wide smile. Suddenly, warm strong hands grasped hers.

"May I have this dance, milady?" Torbjörn knelt before her, his manly, bearded face held close to hers, sea-blue eyes a-glow in the firelight.

"Uh-huh!" was all Pam could answer back, her internal organs having somehow re-arranged themselves so that her heart was up in her throat, blocking all attempts at rational discourse.

She was drawn gently, but inexorably to her feet, then swept off them by sure, strong arms about her waist. She was pretty sure no part of her was touching the ground, the ability to fly as easy as remembering how. Her entire body was vibrating in a most remarkable way, and she didn't want it to stop. Torbjörn laughed his deep, thrilling laugh, and they spun off into a whirling, dizzy world of their own.

Gerbald sat on the log talking with Harmannus and Piet. Gerbald was far more fluent in their dialect of German than Pam had been, and they were enjoying a merry conversation, tongues loosened by the plenitude of wine. Lijss leaned against the log beside them, snoring gently, so it was just the boys now.

"We can't tell you how happy we are to have you all here, Herr Gerbald," Harmannus told him in warm tones. "Hearing that the French are vanquished, and the island is safe, is a great relief to us! Your Captain Pam is a most remarkable woman, if those ruffians had gotten to us first I hesitate to think what might have happened. We owe her our lives!"

"Captain Pam is the toughest, smartest, most stubborn woman I have ever met, after my own, dear wife, Dore. I'm just glad my wife disapproves of weapons. Do you know, Pam has killed twelve men by her own hand, all of whom had it coming! What a woman! I'm just glad she's on my side!" Gerbald swallowed a chuckle as the Dutchmen's eyes grew wide. "In any case, I can tell you she's quite fond of you all, and intends to invite you to join our colony, if you wish it."

Just then, Pam and Torbjörn went twirling by, followed by a line of giggling Dutch girls and grinning Swedes. Gerbald smiled, glad to see his dear friend having some fun for a change. The relief he felt at finding her safe was beyond measure. As far as her new paramour, he had liked Torbjörn from the moment they met, and the budding romance had his firm approval.

Piet leaned over to him and asked "That handsome Swedish fellow, is he Pam's betrothed?"

Gerbald grinned devilishly. "Oh no, he's just the captain's man."

The two Dutchmen's eyes widened even further, and Gerbald couldn't help to laugh as they gaped, at a complete loss for words. His dear little Pam, always shocking!

Finally, Harmannus found his voice, and stretched upwards with a satisfied groan. "Ah. Oh. Interesting times, indeed! Well, I had best take my wife off to bed then, and get some rest, I'm of an age where a little merriment is more than enough. We are most grateful to you all, and I must speak to the others, but I'm sure we would like to join your settlement, if you will have us. We have arranged a tent for you and your men. I'm afraid it's not very comfortable, but it's the best we have."

"Thank you for your hospitality, good sir! I'll tell the men of your kindness. As for me, I shall sleep in the bosom of the forest, there is nothing more restful than a bower beneath the trees. Good night Herr Piet, Herr Harmannus!"

The two men retired, carrying Lijss, who had drunk enough wine for several strong men, gently between them. Gerbald watched the dance a while longer, then slipped off into the woods to make his traditional hunter's bed of boughs.

****

An hour or two later, the fire had died down to a pleasant flicker, and all but a few young folk had retired for the night. Pam and Torbjörn sat nestled together on the grass with their backs against the comfortable log. Pam's head lay on his chest, rising and falling slightly with the slow rhythm of his breathing. Torbjörn gently ran his fingers through her hair, a deeply satisfying sensation. Pam felt as if she had wandered into an old love song. It was a very warm night, with a slight mugginess in the air. Pam's thoughts went to her journey down the river, she remembered how it had felt so soothingly cool.

"Hey you." she said softly, turning her face toward his well trimmed beard, "Do you know how to swim?"

"But of course. Do you?"

"Yeah. Let's go down to the river and cool off."

"An excellent idea." Hand in hand, they strolled down the path to the shore. A little farther downstream they found a sandy beach at a bow in the river, the water behind it was slow and inviting, flickering stars reflected off the smooth surface.

Pam looked at Torbjörn, who already had his shirt off. He was one hell of a handsome man, a grown-up version of the long-haired 1970s poster boys that posed fetchingly on her bedroom walls back in her teens. She felt shy for a moment, then remembered that the truth was, she looked better than she had in years, more like Pam Miller in her twenties than forties. She was physically fit, and possibly even a bit too thin for a change! She had allowed her unruly, dishwater blond hair to grow long, down past her shoulders, the silvery streaks of premature gray arcing through it were actually a blessing, natural highlights! She untied her common sense ponytail, and shook it out, so that it expanded into a feline mane. She felt Torbjörn's eyes upon her, and sensed their approval on some kind of deep, instinctual level.

Oh, what the hell, she thought, her self-consciousness evaporating along with the sweat on her arms in the cool riverside air, time to go for it. She pulled off her Dutch farm girl's blouse, followed quickly by skirt and undergarments. She paused to give Torbjörn a good look, then waded into the sandy shallows, where she made a graceful, shallow dive. She surfaced, and looked back to see that Torbjörn had now lost his trousers, and smiled to see that she had, indeed, made an impression on him. He was a glorious nude. Years of hard work had made him into a muscular Norse god, his long, curly hair a red-gold crown. He laughed, and charged in after her with a great splash, making her squeal with delight.

They didn't touch for a time, content to swim side by side against the slow current, letting the river wash away the aches and pains of their trials. Eventually, they paused beneath the grassy bank, under a curtain of meadow flowers hanging over its edge, their bright, daytime colors muted into shades of gray in the starlight. They kissed there, softly, barely touching at first, standing with feet lightly anchored in the sandy bottom, their bodies weightless in the gentle press of the river's flow. They drew each other closer, their kisses growing hungrier, their embrace more powerful.

After a timeless time, Torbjörn gently pulled himself back from their steamy kisses to look into Pam's stormy gray eyes, a sight which always captivated him, mesmerized him with their power. Pam was a strong and graceful tigress, wild and fearless! He had never met anyone else like her, she was a warrior goddess, from the old stories, confident, courageous! He wanted her, and his heart beat fast knowing that she wanted him, too. He smiled then, a question. Pam smiled back, an answer. They embraced again, moving together slowly, then more swiftly, their soft cries a chorus for the river's liquid music. Eternity passed by in ecstasy, and then passed again.

****

To be continued . . .
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In Part Two, I set forth the criteria for an airship engine, briefly discussed some of the options, and explained the advantages and disadvantages of the internal combustion engine. Now we'll examine the principal alternative, steam propulsion.

Small steam engines are built in the 1632 universe as early as January 1632. (Bergstralh, "Tool or Die," Grantville Gazette 9). As far as I can tell, the first steam locomotive is in operation in late 1632. (Flint and Zeek, "The Suhl Incident," 1634: The Ram Rebellion). Steam propulsion never caught on for aircraft, because the powerplants had a low power-to-weight ratio. Nonetheless, the Danish Royal Anne is reportedly equipped with "mono-tube steam generators, condensers, and uniflow steam engines. " (Evans, "No Ship for Tranquebar, Part Two," Grantville Gazette 28).

There is no doubt that airships can employ steam propulsion; the 1852 Giffard airship stands as proof. Rather, the question is whether steam engines will be competitive with internal combustion engines. A large airship is likely to cost considerably more than even a naval fleet flagship. Consequently, investors (private or public) will need to be persuaded that the proposed propulsion system will provide the desired performance.

In the competition for funds, steam proponents will be at a disadvantage. While steam locomotives enjoyed more than a century of success, the same cannot be said of steam airplanes or airships. Hence, one cannot make the argument, "it made lots of money in the old time line."

The three great potential weaknesses of steam propulsion for airships are low thermal efficiency, low power-weight ratio (relative to gasoline but not diesel engines), and high maintenance costs. (I assume that steam engines for airships will be of the condensing type, i.e., will recycle their water, and thus water supply will not be an issue except as the condenser affects weight and maintenance). In this article, we will explore just how serious these weaknesses are, and whether they can be alleviated.

Steam propulsion also has its strengths, notably low initial costs, an ability to use a greater variety of fuels (including coal, wood, and heavy oil), and insensitivity of power delivered to altitude. (Odom). However, the fuel diversity advantage comes with the caveat that use of fuel of low energy density means that to maintain range one must carry a greater weight of fuel (and thus less payload).

[image: steam car]There are railfans and steamheads in Grantville, and their personal libraries may well provide useful technical information about twentieth-century steam locomotive and car designs. However, this is something of a double-edged sword, as it will reveal that the steam locomotive was eclipsed by diesel-electric and straight electric locomotives because of higher fuel, watering and maintenance costs, and that steam cars were likewise defeated in the marketplace by gas-powered cars. (The steamheads may argue that advanced steam technology would have overcome these problems, but the financiers could still reject their proposals as too speculative.)




Thermal Efficiency of Steam Propulsion

Stationary steam powerplants can achieve very high efficiencies, perhaps 50% (Semmings 162), but they also use much higher pressures and boiler temperatures than any vehicular plant, and are equipped with subatmospheric condensers and other refinements that add weight and cost.

The steam locomotive evolved in a period in which fuel (wood, coal or oil) was cheap and therefore little concern was given to thermal efficiency. As Ennis (354) aptly states, "the aim in locomotive design is not the greatest economy of steam, but the installation of the greatest possible power-producing capacity in a definitely limited space."

In The American Diesel Locomotive, Solomon explained, "During the nineteenth century, the best steam engines operated at about 6 percent thermal efficiency, a figure that climbed to 10 to 12 percent by the end of the steam era." (13). Even that figure was tarnished by his The American Steam Locomotive, which said, "At optimum performance, the modern steam locomotive can theoretically produce a maximum of 12 percent thermal efficiency, but 6 to 8 percent is the maximum achievable in actual operation." (120).

We need to be very precise as to what these numbers mean. Usually, steam locomotive efficiency is quoted as overall drawbar efficiency. That's the product of (1)–(6) below.
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Efficiency may also be quoted as the overall wheel rim efficiency, which is the product of just (1)–(5). I have overall wheel rim efficiencies for the South African Railway steam locomotives 19D (4.0%), 24 (3.9%), 25NC (3.2%), GMA/M (2.4%) and 26 (4.8%). In contrast, the SAR diesel locomotives scored much higher: 31 (23.1%), 32-000 (22.2%), 35-000 (23.0%). (Wardale 44, 290).

Since we would be hooking the steam powerplant up to a propeller shaft, we need to find the overall cylinder efficiency, the product of (1)–(4).

In the mid-twentieth century, a typical steam locomotive had an overall boiler efficiency of 72%, a cylinder efficiency of 14%, and transmission efficiency of 90%; that would imply an overall cylinder efficiency of at best 9%. (Cox 178).

It is interesting to see efficiency breakdowns for some real (standard and second generation) and hypothetical (second and third generation) locomotives (Table S2). Steam proponents are quick to urge that the actual locomotive numbers can be bettered. Porta envisioned "second generation steam" (SGS) as featuring 290–362 psi pressure, 450oC steam, double expansion, a gas producer combustion system, feedwater treatment to minimize scaling, corrosion, etc., feedwater and combustion air preheating, and an advanced (Lempor) exhaust system; Porta prophesied that this could achieve 14% efficiency. His concept of third generation steam (TGS) added higher pressure (870 psi) and temperature (550oC), triple expansion, and multistage feedwater and combustion air heating, hopefully achieving 21% efficiency, or even 27% if a condenser were provided. (Rhodes). But this author is not inclined to put much faith in efficiency figures for hypothetical engines, and Wardale's claims for his own hypothetical SGS modifications (grey columns in table S2) were more conservative.
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The numbers above present only part of the picture, as we have no idea of the circumstances under which efficiency was measured. It can vary depending on the feedwater temperature, the fuel, the firing rate, the actual (vs. design) boiler pressure, and the moment in the piston stroke at which the inlet valve is closed (cutoff). (Hudson).




Cylinder Efficiency

The lowest efficiency in table S2 is the cylinder efficiency. Let's look at what theory tells us is the highest possible value, to put this in better perspective.

Steam engines are true heat engines; their working fluid (water) cyclically receives heat from a high temperature source (boiler), converts some of the heat energy to work (steam-driven piston movement), and reject the remaining waste heat to a heat sink (condenser or outside air). The theoretical (Carnot cyle) maximum efficiency is expressed by the equation

ECarnot=1-(Tsink/Tsource)

with temperatures in oK.

All reversible heat engines have the same thermal efficiency when operating between the same two temperatures; all real-life heat engines have lower efficiencies than the corresponding reversible heat engines.

For a variety of reasons, real-life heat engines don't even come close to approximating a Carnot cycle. The Rankine cycle is less efficient, but provides a better model of what happens in a real steam engine. A hidden limitation on the efficiency of the water-steam Rankine cycle is that some heat must be used to change water into steam (unless boiler pressure is supercritical) and this heat doesn't do any useful work.

Calculating the efficiency of a Rankine cycle is much more complicated than doing so for a Carnot cycle, as you must consider the enthalpy and entropy of the steam at various temperatures and pressures, and steam under the typical conditions does not behave like an "ideal gas." I have no doubt that the Grantville power plant (coal-fired steam turbine) engineers can make the admittedly complex thermodynamic efficiency calculations. All you need are steam tables (these exist in CRC and Marks' Handbook) and knowledge of the thermodynamic relationships. I wrote my own spreadsheet and tested it against multiple thermodynamic textbook examples, so I know it can be done.

As shown in table S3, for a non-condensing locomotive with a mere 50 psi boiler pressure, even the theoretical efficiency is only a little over 6%. The theoretical efficiency of the Rankine cycle may be increased by a variety of means.

Three expedients—increasing boiler pressure, superheating the steam, and heating the feedwater to the boiler—were used reasonably frequently as the steam locomotive evolved.

Boiler pressure. To safely increase the boiler pressure, you need a higher tensile strength structural metal (steel is superior to wrought iron), a greater thickness of metal (thus, a heavier boiler), or a smaller diameter boiler. Looking at locomotive data available in Grantville, I see pressures of 50 psi (1830), 130 (1860), 180 (1880), 190 (1900). (Alexander). EB11 Table XII lists locomotives up to 235 psi, and Halberstadt, Working Steam, up to 300. "In practice, for locomotives there is an optimum in the range 200–300 psig." (Semmens 152ff).

Steam locomotives were occasionally constructed with pressures above 350 psi, but none were particularly successful. Scale and corrosion problems increased, and distilled water had to be used in a closed circuit as in the Schmidt system. The increased acquisition and maintenance costs were found not to be justified by the efficiency gain. (HPSLT). However, historical steam car engines ran at higher pressures, typically 400–1200 psi. (Crank).

Superheating. This is heating the water beyond its boiling point, which not only increases efficiency, but also decreases moisture content, rendering the steam less corrosive. However, higher temperatures can weaken or even melt the steam containment structure. For carbon steel, the highest allowable temperature is 950oF. (Ganapathy). Superheating may also dictate use of high-temperature lubricants.

Using exhaust steam or combustion gases in the flue, you can increase temperatures perhaps 24–40oF, which is sufficient to dry the steam. For a greater effect, the superheater must be exposed to hotter temperatures. In an integral superheater, the superheater is inside the firebox, preferably in a zone with temperatures of at least 1000oF (the higher the temperature and the greater the superheater surface, the greater the heating effect). Or the superheater may be separately fired; it was found that the superheater could use a cheaper grade of coal. In early twentieth-century stationary plants, integral superheaters could achieve up to 300oF and separately fired ones at least 500oF (but the efficiency of the separate superheater was only 25%). (Ennis 428, Jude 252).

According to Marks, Mechanical Engineers' Handbook 1216 (1922), typically up to 250oF (139oC) superheat was used on locomotives.

Feedwater heating. Exhaust steam may be used to preheat the feedwater for the boiler. Preheating to 150oF theoretically increases cycle efficiency by 0.7% in a 105 psi boiler and 1% in a 285 psi boiler. (Lamb 38). Exhaust steam at best increases the feedwater temperature to the atmospheric boiling point (212oF) (Ennis 429); that is, it causes a non-condensing engine (open cycle) to have the efficiency of an atmospheric condensing (closed cycle) one.

A second option, used in the "economizer," employs the waste gas from the furnace. This can achieve a feedwater temperature of 300oF or more. (Ennis).

[image: steam thing]Steam may be deliberately bled off at an intermediate expansion state to heat the feedwater (regenerative heating) instead of being used to do work. While less work is done, the heat is used more efficiently. Stationary powerplants may have a series of feedwater heaters at different bleed points.

In an open feedwater heater, the steam is mixed directly with the feedwater (or condenser water), and in a closed one, heat transfer is permitted without physical mixing. For the former, the feedwater temperature achievable is limited by the saturation temperature corresponding to the pressure of the hot water pump, whereas the latter requires scaling up the heat exchanger tubes. (Wardale 157). Also, the former captures lubrication oil from the cylinder and mixes it into the boiler feedwater, whereas the additional piping of the latter is prone to leaks.

Both types were used on locomotives; the "Worthington" was open and the Elesco and Coffin were closed. (Barris). The weight of a feedwater heater was perhaps one ton for a 200 ton locomotive, and it increased sustained boiler capacity by 15% (closed) or 17% (open). (Wardale 156). While the feedwater heater was invented earlier, only three units were sold in the USA before 1919. "By 1936 heaters were in use on perhaps a fourth of all steam locomotives in services, and were built into all new steam locomotives." (Hultgren 224).

Table S3NC shows the effect of different boiler pressures and degrees of superheat, and in one instance feedwater heating, on theoretical cycle (cylinder) efficiency and steam quality for several actual locomotives (the first two are in Grantville Literature), as well as some hypothetical variations.
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(Exhaust is at 170.3 kPa, 10 psig. (Lamb 36). QJ locomotive had a feedwater heater but the extraction pressure is not reported and so efficiency calculation ignores it; the other locomotives didn't have one.)

Several other expedients were rarely or never used in locomotive practice, but could be applied to an airship engine (with varying degrees of practicality).

Condenser pressure. Generally speaking, locomotive steam engines weren't equipped with condensers and thus operated on an open Rankine cycle. The few exceptions were those operating in arid regions or close to a front line (where the concern was that the exhaust plumes could be spotted by enemy aircraft).

The 1917 Stanley Steamer had a primitive condenser (closed Rankine cycle) that operated at normal pressure thus the heat sink temperature was 212oF.

Reducing condenser pressure further (by cooling) lowers the "rejection" temperature and thus improves efficiency. It unfortunately increases moisture content and thus both drag force (Vosough) and corrosion. The condenser pressure cannot be lower than "the saturation pressure corresponding to the saturation temperature of the cooling medium" and because of heat flow considerations will need to be higher. For example, a stationary plant using water cooling might condense to a pressure for which the saturation temperature is 10oC higher than water temperature. (Cengel 522). Ennis (332) says that "condensing water is generally not available at temperatures below 60o or 70oF."

Bear in mind that the lower the pressure, the more susceptible the system is to leakage; in the early 1900s, the minimum condenser pressure was perhaps 1 psia (Ennis 318) and that's still a practical limit (Vosough). The initial cost also increases nonlinearly; in 1906 a 27" vacuum (0.147 psia) costs 20% more, and a 28" (0.98), 57% more, than a 26" (1.96) (Jude 246).

While condensers are common in stationary plants, "it is much harder to accommodate an adequate condenser on a locomotive which has to be mobile and whose size is constrained by the loading-gauge." (Semmens 155). Also note that "there is an element of danger involved in returning condensed steam from reciprocating engines to the boilers, on account of the cylinder oil it contains." (Ennis 431).

Unlike condensers for stationary or marine plants, which dump heat into rivers or the ocean, those for land or air vehicles cannot rely on water as the ultimate cooling medium; the water remains on board, and would get hotter and hotter, eventually turning to steam itself. Rather, the water is used just as a heat exchange medium, transporting the heat to a radiator which dumps it into the atmosphere. The airship condenser and radiator, in combination, must—in sustained operation—continue to remove enough heat so as to restore steam to its liquid state, whereas a car radiator only must get rid of enough heat so that the engine doesn't overheat.

But air, at sea level temperature and pressure, has only about 1/4 the heat capacity per unit weight and 1/3,500th the heat capacity per unit volume. And the heat conductivity of air is less that 1/10th that of water, which reduces the efficiency of heat exchange. (Valentine). The faster the engine is running, the greater the steam flow rate and therefore the greater the cooling rate needed.

[image: steam locomotive]Normally, a locomotive will use the exhaust steam, funneled into blast pipes, to create a strong draft and thereby achieve a high rate of combustion. With a condensing plant, you need an alternative source of forced draft, such as (on the SAR 25C) a turbine driven by the exhaust steam before it was condensed. (Smith).

Reheating. At an intermediate stage of expansion, the steam can be reheated by passing it in fire tubes back through the boiler, thus restoring it to the inlet temperature. This dries out the steam, improving its quality, and also increases efficiency slightly. Reheat was first used in a stationary power plant in the 1920s. Reheat was used in the SNCF 160 A-1 (1940) compound expansion locomotive; the reheater was essentially a Schmidt superheater.

For a single reheat, the optimum extraction pressure from an efficiency standpoint is usually at about 20–25% of the boiler pressure. (Srinivas). Ideally, the steam is extracted when it is no longer superheated but still of high quality (low moisture). Consequently, a second reheat stage is typically used only in plants operated at very high (supercritical) pressures (3500 psia). The efficiency improvement from a second stage is likely to be something like half that of the first stage. (Logan, 443).

Table S3C shows the effect of condenser pressure, reheating, and/or feedwater heating on locomotives modified for condensing operation, on the Stanley Steamer, and on the Besler Steam Plane, the last being the most efficient.
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(If reheat, to boiler temp.)

Remember, cylinder (cycle) efficiency is only part of the picture; boiler efficiency is very important.

****

Of course, a real life steam powerplant doesn't achieve the theoretical cycle efficiency because of various "irreversibilities," such as fluid friction, incomplete absorption of heat from the combustion gases, and heat losses from the steam to the surroundings (Ennis 301ff, Cengel 519ff). For stationary plants, the actual efficiency is typically 40–80% (usually 50–70%) of the theoretical one (Ennis 398); figure 60–70% if high superheat is used. (399). In table S3, in the case of the locomotives for which we have both actual and theoretical cylinder efficiencies, the former was 68–85% of the latter. I am inclined to assume an actual/theoretical efficiency ratio of 70% for back-of-the-envelope calculations.

There are several expedients for mitigating irreversibilities:

Jacketing. When steam enters the cylinder, it meets a relatively cold surface, and condensation can occur, speeding heat loss and also increasing corrosion. Hot air or steam may be introduced into an annular casing surrounding the cylinder, to warm the cylinder walls, and prevent this. The net reduction in steam consumption is on the order of 2–15%. (Ennis 307); in terms of efficiency ratio, the increase is 3–5 percentage points. (399).

Compound expansion. In compounding, the steam is expanded in a series of cylinders. In double expansion, the exhaust of the high pressure cylinder is fed into the inlet of the low pressure cylinder. Triple and quadruple expansion engines are analogously defined.

Compounding has no effect on the theoretical efficiency, but does increase the real-life efficiency, by reducing heat losses through the cylinder wall. (Ennis 319). Ennis (399) reported that for saturated steam, the efficiency ratio increased from 40% (simple) to 50% (double) and 60% (triple) for non-condensing engines, and from 60% (simple) to 65% (compound) and 80% (triple) for condensing ones. Unfortunately, compound engines are larger than their simple counterparts. (Semmens 162).

In stationary plants, compounding is often combined with reheating for increased efficiency.

Superheating also reduces condensation, and a simple engine using superheated steam could be as economical as a compound with saturated steam. (Ennis 402). Superheating also obviates the need for jacketing. (405).

Uniflow. In a normal steam engine, steam enters the cylinder at one end and, expanding, leaves at the other, and then the direction of steam expansion is reversed. In a uniflow system, steam always enters the cylinder at an end but is exhausted from the center. This means that the ends always stay hot and the center cold, so heat losses are reduced. Unfortunately, the fact that the center remained cool meant that the piston could seize up there. There were other mechanical problems, too. Abner Doble declared that it was "unsuited for use in a motor vehicle." (SCCGB).

It must be emphasized that all of these modifications for increasing efficiency also increase the initial cost, and often also the maintenance costs, and these must be weighed against the fuel cost savings.

****

The highest efficiency I have seen claimed for a mobile steam power plant is from Cyclone Technologies: "To date the net reproducible cycle efficiency of the Cyclone engine is above 28%, with 31.5% efficiency achieved on the company’s small two-cylinder engine, and 35% confidently predicted to be achieved on the larger 6 cylinder “Mark V” model in the immediate future on the dynamometer." (Crank). However, the materials requirements (withstanding 3200 psi pressure, boiler temperature 1200oF, exhaust 320oF) are severe, despite use of water as a lubricant. And the engine was developed post-RoF (first patent application filed in 2005).




Boiler Efficiency

The energy losses in the boiler include

—unburnt fuel (bottom ash and fly ash)

—incomplete combustion (carbon monoxide)

—(latent) heat wasted by vaporizing water in intake air, in fuel, or formed by combustion of hydrogen in fuel

—(sensible) heat carried off by firebox exhaust gas

—radiation and convection from boiler to surroundings

The greater the combustion rate, the lower the boiler efficiency. Empirically, coal-fired boiler efficiency declines almost linearly as the firing rate increases. For SAR 25NC, boiler efficiency dropped from a bit above 70% at 5,000 kg evaporation/hour to 37% at the grate limit of 32,500. (Wardale 81). The grate limit is the firing rate at which evaporation (steam production) is maximized.

It's instructive to look at where the heat losses are coming from. Table S4 provides a breakdown, and related information, for a Consolidation (2-8-0) freight locomotive, built 1900, with a 200 psi, single expansion engine without superheat.




[image: table]



(Fry and PaRR, data on Series 200, #734). grate area 33.76 ft2; total heating surface, fire side 2541.22 ft2; heating surface/grate area: 75.27; avg. heat value of coal, 14,907 BTU/lb.

*using best fit equation.)

We can see that the decline in efficiency for this freight locomotive is almost entirely attributable to unburnt coal, and we can see the same trend in data for compound expansion and superheated locomotives.

Porta's gas producer combustion system (GPCS) was intended to burn coal (or other solid fuel) more efficiently. It was, in essence, a primitive coal gasification scheme. Perhaps 30% of the air needed for complete combustion was introduced through the grate, together with a small percentage of the exhaust steam; and the reaction produced carbon monoxide and hydrogen. The reactions of the carbon with the steam are endothermic, serving to reduce the temperature, reducing the likelihood that the bottom ash would fuse into clinkers. And the reduction of the upward draft reduced how much ash was carried upward into the smokestack.

That left the problem of supplying enough air to complete combustion. The remaining (secondary) air was admitted at high velocity through openings at the top ("overfire") and high on the sides. These were position so that the secondary air mixed with the combustion gases, without disturbing the firebed. (Wardale 78ff).

Because the openings are small, a high efficiency exhaust system (Lempor, Kylpor) is needed to provide sufficient suction without onerous back pressure on the pistons. In a cyclonic GPS, the air and steam are injected in such a way as to cause a swirling action. Porta was able to maintain 78–80% combustion efficiency at maximum output, as opposed to under 50% for a conventional locomotive boiler. (trainweb.org).

As far as I know, GPCS was never used on a working U.S. locomotive (and only sporadically used elsewhere), so the information about it in Grantville is likely to be limited. Hence, even if the steamheads know about it, they are still going to need to work out all the wicked little engineering details in both the GPCS (size and location of airholes, etc.) and the matching exhaust (cross-sections of the mixing chamber, etc.). One source says that "while the GPCS is a simple concept, it requires careful attention to its design and tuning to ensure its proper operation." (trainweb.org).

****

Once we deal with the problem of unburnt coal, we might want to try to reduce how much heat is carried off into the smokebox by combustion gases, that being the largest "fixed" heat loss. We can try to increase the heating surface, and engineer the fire tubes to transfer heat more efficiently to the boiler water.

Superheating does reduce the loss of heat in escaping combustion gas. For the "Schenectady No. 3," working at the normal maximum evaporation rate (12; reached in test 106 at boiler pressure 236 psig and 143oF superheat), 52% of the fuel energy was absorbed in the boiler and another 5% in the superheater, for an overall boiler efficiency of 57%. (Goss 53). On the late steam era SAR 25NC, perhaps one-fifth of the heat used to evaporate water was put to work in the superheater. (Wardale Fig. 21). Bear in mind that because space was limited, putting in a superheater meant reducing the heating surface of the boiler; 22.6% in the case of Schenectady No. 3. (Goss 92).

****

Stories will ultimately dictate how fast steam engine efficiency improves, but I would suspect that what we have in 1633–1635 for locomotives are simple expansion engines without superheating, and of boiler pressures not exceeding 200 psi. Figure a theoretical cylinder efficiency of up to 14% (non-condensing, for locomotives) or 19% (condensing at 0 psig, for airships). With an efficiency ratio of 70%, auxiliary efficiency 95%, and an overall boiler efficiency of 50%, we are talking about overall cylinder efficiency of 4.7% for locomotives and 6.3% for airships. If we are willing to accept a low firing rate, we might get overall boiler efficiency up to 70% and the airship engine overall efficiency up to 8.8%.

By 1636–1639, I imagine that there will be experimentation with compound expansion, superheating, feedwater heating and, if the steamheads in Grantville know enough about them, GPCS and Lempor exhausts. Once we get the kinks worked out, and I have no idea how long that will take, condensing engines might get up to about 14%. Combining this with high boiler pressures like those in steam cars might take us up as high as 18%.

Power-Weight Ratios for Historical Steam Powerplants

Weight is particularly a problem for steam propulsion; W/P (pounds/hp) for the powerplant on the Giffard airship was at least 100:1. Even the Cyclone Mark V—a supercritical pressure engine that existed only as a developmental prototype at the time of writing and is well beyond post-RoF engineering capabilities—has a W/P of 3.5 (350 pounds dry weight, 100 hp). (Crank).

****

The Grantville steamheads' practical experience is likely to be greatest with agricultural steam engines. The first portable steam engines (1849) had a very high W/P ratios; 4 hp was two tons (1000 lbs/hp), and cost $625. (Knapp). A Cooper "Common Farm Engine" (1875), 15 hp, 200 psi, had a weight of 7,000 pounds, for a W/P of almost 467, cost $1,350 in 1881. Note that the weight was primarily the powerplant, as the unit was mounted on cast iron wheels with no frame to speak of, other than the driver seat. (ASME). One comparison of traction engines cited W/P of almost 600 for steam traction, perhaps 225 for steel-wheeled vintage IC, under 200 for rubber-wheeled vintage IC, and under 100 for modern IC. (QuickIH 176). Elsewhere, Quick says that W/P for steam traction was 700–1000, and that IC traction was down to 200 by about 1930. (QuickAT 9).

The W/P ratio is more favorable for a more powerful engine, as boiler weight should be proportional to surface area and power to volume. However, the improvement isn't great. In 1898, for portable 100 psi boilers of the locomotive type, the boiler weight (without fittings) was 1.35 long tons at 4 hp (W/P 756) and 5.8 tons at 30 hp (433). (Hutton 285). A 25 hp locomotive-type boiler for 1880s oilfield use, mounted on a simple wheeled frame, weighed 6800–7600 pounds (W/P 272–304). (Pees). A Case 150 hp steam tractor (1905–7) weighed 36,000 pounds (W/P = 240). (Leffingwell 33).

****

Our largest body of data for mobile steam powerplants is for steam locomotives. There are, unfortunately, several problems with using that data as a guide for airship design.

First, the power is expressed relative to the locomotive weight, which of course includes the wheels, transmission and frame, and thus is not strictly comparable to auto engine weight. On the other hand, since a steam-powered airship can't stop to refill its tender with water every fifty miles like a steam locomotive, it has to have a condenser, and so the weight of the condenser must be charged against it—and that isn't included in locomotive weight.

Secondly, proponents of steam propulsion argue that there wasn't a strong incentive to minimize the weight of steam locomotives. A locomotive with too high a power-weight ratio will waste some of that power, because the product of the locomotive weight on the drivers and the coefficient of adhesion (typically about 0.25 for steel wheels on dry steel rail) determines the maximum "traction." Hence, there isn't incentive to reduce weight beyond a particular point.

Even so, I found that the ratio of locomotive weight to power was worse for diesel locomotives than for steam. The British Railroad Class 8 Duchess (1937; most powerful steam locomotive built in the UK) had a cylinder power/locomotive weight (P/LocoW) ratio of 39.9 hp/ton. Turning to diesel, the Deltic (1955) had one of 31.1, and the Class 67 (1999) of 33.1. (Blythman). While the above analysis makes steam look good, remember that these steam locomotives had non-condensing powerplants.

****

What about aircraft use, where a condenser is mandatory? Some preliminary development and design work was done by the US Navy's Committee on Experimental Power in the 1920s. (Wilson). It concluded that to minimize weight, a flash boiler (no storage space for water or steam) had to be used. Also, the combustion chamber couldn't be insulated with firebrick; a steel-walled air jacket was used instead. The boiler was intended to operate at 300–500 psi and 800–900oF. In one test, at 325 psig and 772oF, it evaporate 9450 pounds water/hour with 80% efficiency. The Committee estimated that the "finished weight" of the steam generator would be under 2 pounds generator weight/hp. It contemplated that this would drive a turbine that would be 1 pound/hp.

The catch was the condenser weight. A wing-type aircraft radiator weighs about 0.3 pounds/square foot, but a steam power plant requires 11.5 times the cooling area per hp-hr as an internal combustion engine. (Why? The radiator for a IC engine merely must keep the temperature within metallurgical limits. The one for a condensing steam engine must remove enough heat energy from the steam to convert it back to liquid form.) Hence, it would contribute over 3 pound/hp.

A typical aircraft would not in fact have enough wing area and hence there would also need to be a core-type radiator, which would increase drag as well as weight.

The conclusion was that a steam powerplant for aircraft would have 2–3 times the weight as an IC engine of the same power, but be only half as fuel-efficient.

[image: steam plane]In 1933, Besler flew a steam-powered aircraft for a short flight (10–15 minutes). Reportedly, it had a 2-cylinder, double acting 90o V piston engine with compound expansion, producing 150 hp at 1625 rpm, weighing 180 pounds. The monotube boiler (a Doble Model "F") operated at 1200 psig, 800oF and the spent steam entering the atmospheric condenser was 4 psig, 215oF. The "auxiliary equipment"(boiler, condensers, feedwater heaters, feed pump) weighed another 485 pounds, for a powerplant weight of 665 pounds and a W/P of 4.43 pounds/hp. (Flying on Steam). A second source (Light Steam Power) says that the engine was only 90 hp, implying a weight-power ratio of 7.38.pounds/hp.

Photographs show that Besler had just a small core-type condenser, and it may be surmised that the Besler steam plane disappeared into oblivion because its condenser was inadequate for sustained flight. (Self, FKP-priorart.htm).

During the 1930s, the Russians had at least eleven R&D projects for aviation steam turbines, and also purchased a Besler steam automobile "as a basis for designing a steam engine for aircraft." The projects didn't go well; the designed powerplants were too big and heavy to fit on the available airframes. (Harrison).

Now, putting a steam powerplant into an airship is more enticing. First of all, airship engines typically had higher W/Ps than aircraft engines. Secondly, while an airship doesn't have wings, it does have a lot of hull surface to accommodate a radiator. I am doubtful that a "hull surface" radiator would work with a non-rigid airship, as its hull is intended only for aerodynamic function, but it could with the keel of a semi-rigid, or even better the full hull of a rigid airship. So, with a semi-rigid or rigid airship, we don't need to worry about providing a core-type radiator. And 6 pounds/hp for the complete powerplant is tolerable, even if inferior to an IC system.

And then there is another possible twist: if steam is used to provide lift as well as propulsion, then the airship gas envelope serves as a condenser, and the weight of the condenser isn't "charged" against the powerplant at all. (FKP). We are then talking about a W/P of just 3 pound/hp. (Wilson). Of course, range is limited, as with a hot air airship, as fuel must be burnt to stay aloft, but there may still be a niche.




Weight Reduction Opportunities for Steam Powerplants

Steam Powerplants

In 1830–1870, wrought iron was the standard material for locomotive boilers, typically in a thickness of 5/16" for 100 psi operation. (White 97ff). Steel boilers were introduced in 1860, but initially brittleness caused by excess carbon was a problem, and even in 1870 they cost more than an equivalent iron boiler. Steel didn't become dominant until about 1890. Boiler tubes were copper (earliest), brass (from 1851), iron (from 1831) or steel (from 1860s), with iron being predominant in the late 19c. Fireboxes were copper (longer life with wood-burning locomotives), wrought iron (54% the weight and 13% the price of copper equivalent), or eventually steel (five times the life of iron).

Cast iron was the only material used to make cylinders during the nineteenth century. (White 206). Pistons were usually cast iron but occasionally wrought iron or even cast steel. (207–8). By 1913, there were a few cast steel cylinders in locomotive service. (Henderson). However, steel cylinders became an industry standard (Lamb 86), and they are featured on the SAR 25NCs.

There has been modest locomotive experimentation with aluminum, e.g., New York Central's Niagara (1945): "their boilers were made from nickel steel, their drivers were made of lightweight alloy steel, and aluminum was used on less strategic components to reduce weight." (Solomon 89).

For pressure vessels like a boiler or steam tube, the principal requirements are high yield strength (permitting high boiler pressure) and a high ratio of fracture toughness to yield strength (to satisfy leak detectably-before-break criteria). (Ashby 160ff). It is very important that these be evaluated at the operating temperature, not room temperature. The tubing is subjected to the same temperature, but the stress is less because of its smaller diameter. The inner firebox is exposed to the higher temperatures of combustion. Note that the thickness of pressure vessels must be proportional to the stress and thus to the pressure difference.

For the inner firebox, and the fire tubes inside the boiler, high thermal conductivity is an advantage. The higher strength of first iron and then steel made it possible to reduce the wall thickness, compensating for the higher thermal conductivity of copper. Of course, for the boiler wall and the steam pipes running from the boiler to the cylinders, you want low thermal conductivity. For all surfaces in contact with steam, corrosion resistance is advantageous. For the fire tubes, which conduct air rich in ash, abrasion resistance is also a plus. Ductility makes tubing easier to flange, and copper had the advantage there.

****

Aluminum has a high specific strength (yield strength/density)—6061-T6's is almost four times that of the steel 304SS at room temperature. But the specific strength declines rapidly with temperature, becoming equal to that of the steel at about 475oF. (Burns). This temperature is reached with 134oF superheat at 105 psig or 48oF at 285 psig. While it is possible nowadays to find an aluminum alloy (NASA 398) that can tolerate higher temperatures (750oF), it was developed after the RoF. (Lee).

So aluminum is acceptable from a strength standpoint only for saturated steam (it was used pre-RoF in certain residential boilers) or low superheat applications, and its high thermal conductivity would actually be disadvantageous for a boiler wall, forcing use of additional insulation.

Magnesium is even less suitable for boiler use than aluminum; "the common alloys begin to soften and weaken appreciably on exposure to temperatures as low as 200oF." (keytometals).

Titanium would be better; the commercially pure grade CP2 has a specific strength exceeding that of 304SS until the temperature reaches about 800oF. (Burns). That said, the preferred material for boilers and steam pipes is carbon steel (coupled with pH control) for low temperatures and pressures, and stainless or other alloy steel otherwise.

For cylinders, see the discussion of weight reduction for internal combustion powerplants in part 2.

As previously noted, a steam powerplant for an airship needs a condenser. For condenser tubes, the principal desiderata would be high thermal conductivity and corrosion resistance (Kutz 185). The traditional material is a copper-based alloy. Here, if available at a reasonable price, aluminum would be quite helpful. Titanium's higher corrosion resistance compensates for its lower conductivity.

Insofar as radiators are concerned, copper has a thermal conductivity almost twice that of aluminum, but weighs more than three times as much. If the radiator is simply a surface sheet fastened to the keel or hull of the airship, then its structural strength isn't important. Whether copper or aluminum is used will probably turn on cost.




Conclusion

While the efficiency of a condensing steam powerplant is higher than that of the traditional non-condensing one used in locomotives, and can be improved by superheaters, reheaters, and feedwater heaters, it's still a bit inferior to that of the gasoline (spark ignition) internal combustion engine, and even more so to the diesel (compression ignition) one.

As noted, the airship steam powerplant designed by the Bureau of Aeronautics weighed in at over 6 pounds/hp. The substitution of aluminum for copper where possible would probably reduce the W/P to perhaps 4, but the "efficiency add-ons" will bump it up a bit.

[image: blimp]Steam is certainly a viable option for those airship builders who do not have access to up-time internal combustion engines, or their newly-built counterparts, but there will be a performance "hit." If fuel is cheap and abundant, the efficiency gap can perhaps be disregarded, and for large airships, the relatively poor power/weight ratio is less of a concern, as required power grows as the square of airship principal dimension, and available power and lift as the cube.

The ability to exploit solid fuel, notably coal, is nonetheless a big advantage for steam. That will be important in countries that are rich in coal and poor in oil, such as England, France or Germany. And the ability to use agricultural waste (e.g., bagasse from sugarcane) would be helpful in India, Africa and South America.

But what if we could propel an airship without any sort of fuel? I will look at exotic propulsion systems in part 4.

****







To be continued . . .



Heroes Rising 

Written by Kristine Kathryn Rusch




I found out about the shooting in the midnight showing of The Dark Knight Rises about twelve hours after it happened. I overheard someone mention it on the local radio station, so I logged onto a news website, saw the story, and burst into tears.

Mass shootings are tragic, period, and some have touched my life in ways more personal than this: a friend lost his son in Virginia Tech, and I knew lots and lots of people connected to the Springfield, Oregon, school shooting more than a decade ago.

But this one struck me in the heart in an entirely different fashion. Movie theaters are places we go to escape our problems. And one of my biggest escapes has always been Batman. Of all the superheroes, he is—and probably always will be—my favorite. I remember reading Batman comics when I started reading. I had a crush on my decade-older cousin, not because he was handsome (he was) or because he was witty (he was) or because he was nice (he was), but because he gave me a book-length collection of Batman comics when I was seven. I still have that collection. I read and reread that book.

I scarfed up Batman comics like they were going out of style. I even remembered the cliff-hanger ending of one series for more than twenty years. Long after I had met Julius Schwartz, who ran DC Comics during my childhood years, I asked him how that cliff-hanger ended. I’m sure Julie didn’t remember, but he said, “Robin survived,” and that was all I needed to hear.

I had already been thinking about heroes when this summer’s crop of bestselling novels appeared. I read a few in June, and realized that most of the characters in these rather dispiriting novels were trapped in ugly lives, and let events happen to them. Between those books and a somewhat depressing run of Mad Men episodes, I realized just how much I expect my fictional counterparts to take action—even if they have no idea what the outcome to that action will be. I want characters who try to be heroes, rather than those who believe that heroes do not and cannot exist.

So the week after the horrible shootings, I read a box office report about declining theater attendance. One teenage boy who had looked forward to The Dark Knight Rises for almost a year decided not to go because the shootings confused him. A group of kids on our local NBC-affiliate spoke in short sound bites about the tragedy.

One little boy said it was clear to him now that there was true evil in the world, true villains, but there are no real heroes. Not like Batman.

I wanted to tell him how wrong he was. I wanted to point out how true heroics isn’t about donning a rubber suit and jumping off buildings or driving around in cool cars. It was about shielding the person next to you, a person you don’t know, with your own body so that she can escape. It was about driving an ambulance through crowded streets, carrying stretchers into carnage, placing bandages on the wounded.

It was about holding a door so that others could escape, even as the bad guy came at you with his semi-automatic weapon.

It was a brief moment of action in an unspeakable situation.

It doesn’t take courage to walk into a crowded place with a loaded gun. It takes a great deal of courage to remain in that crowded place with the wounded and dying to try to stop the person with that gun.

There were a lot of heroics that night. They just weren’t flashy heroics. They were simple ones, the ones that mean the difference between life and death. I wish I could tell the kid that.

But heroics like that, those small but extremely important things, are hard to see, especially if you’re not looking.

About two weeks after the shooting, I went to see The Dark Knight Rises. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t think about the shooting, but not in the way you think. Yes, I thought about the wounded and the dead, about the difficulty some moviegoers had on that night in telling what was real and what was fake in those precious few seconds.

But mostly, I thought about the actual meaning of Batman’s heroics. In the film, the villain Bane effectively neutralizes Batman for months. Batman cannot save his city; he can barely save himself.

The people in Gotham are left to survive. A small group finds heroism inside themselves as they struggle against unimaginable evil. They exhibit, in a fictional way, the kind of heroism real people showed in that Colorado theater in July.

The Dark Knight Rises is about the importance of heroism and also about the importance of the little guy. In Batman’s absence, others step up. They might not be as talented or as smart or as rich as Bruce Wayne. They might not have the resources—both physical and mental—that he has. That’s what makes him a superhero. But they do their part.

And the movie makes us see that part.

I’d love to find that kid who lost his belief in heroes that night, and show him the real live people who are every day heroes. But I also want to show him that the best stories we tell, like The Dark Knight Rises, are about the heroes hidden inside us. Heroes we don’t discover unless we’re in the middle of something awful and traumatic and impossibly difficult.

Individually, we cannot be Batman. He’s a fictional construct, and the scars Bruce Wayne has on his body are minimal compared to the ones a real human would suffer in his stead.

But collectively, we are Batman and Superman and Spider-Man and all of those superheroes who protect the worlds of our imagination. Batman can’t—and doesn’t—save everyone in every single story. None of us can save everyone. But we can—and do—save more people than we lose. We work together to repair that hole in the universe the crazies with guns leave behind them.

We do the best we can, and what we can do is pretty damn startling, every single time.

****









Eavesdropping at the Keyhole to Forever

Written by Ronald D. Ferguson
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"What'd ya hear, Doc?"

"Just you, asshole. Give me a break." I didn't mind that the hulking Jenkins called me Doc instead of Doctor Meyers—well, not much—but that was the third time in the last ten minutes that he had interrupted to ask what I heard. Irritation thinned my lips, however I refused to look up from the Mozart processor. I fine-tuned another mic input. "I'm trying to sort this out. You aren't helping."

"Do you think they suspect someone is listening?" He popped another jelly bean.

"Would you shut up? Of course they suspect. They squelched most of the mics we planted. They've got the band playing full tilt with a mob of people chattering away for cover. You don't have a conference under those conditions unless you're worried about listeners. Have you got an aspirin? My head's throbbing."

"Sure, Doc." Jenkins fumbled in his jacket pocket. "Uh, how about acetaminophen instead?"

Jenkins might be an oaf, but he never stumbled over any drug name.

I nodded and selected two of the proffered tablets from his meaty hands. Generic? Why not? Since the University declined to renew my contract, my whole life felt generic. My mouth was dry, but I choked down the tablets without water. Vodka would have been better. How did the Mozart program handle discrete Fourier transforms without a stiff drink?

Jenkins patted the processor. "Nothing out of Mozart so far, huh?"

"If I feed this noise to Mozart without labeling the melody instruments, it'll take a week of processing to sort what you want from all the conversations, and that includes the band. We'd get a complete orchestration for the music."

"Music? Melody instruments? Alls we need is what Mr. Kelso tells Big Louie. Mr. Thompson ain't gonna want no musical arrangements. That ain't why he hired you."

"I know why he hired me—industrial espionage. One more setting . . . got it. We can separate and process all the recorded noise later, but for now Mozart will tease out the tagged tunes." I linked the last voice sample to the parse criteria, slapped the Mozart go icon, and leaned back to massage my forehead. I glanced at Jenkins's puzzled face. "Tunes. Counterpoint conversation. Mozart will extract the, um, decompose the labeled noise into the conversations you want."

Jenkins flashed a lopsided smile that exaggerated his deviated septum—or was it a broken nose. He popped a jelly bean and slapped my shoulder. My headache went migraine. My ears rang, and a halo of light distorted my vision.

"Uh . . . Can you get me something with lots of caffeine?"

"Sure, Doc." Jenkins searched through his pockets. "Whatever you want. Mr. Thompson told me to take good care of you. Nope, no caffeine tablets. Say, I've got some oxycodone, if that will help."

****

Most of the extracted conversation between Kelso and Big Louie was about eliminating competition from a start-up called the Garza Brothers and made little sense to me, but Thompson seemed pleased with my efforts. Two days after the transcription, Jenkins paid me ten thousand in cash and suggested Thompson might have more work for me the following week. That was better pay than I had expected for a few days work—better than a tenured teacher takes home in two months—so I kept Mozart processing the recorded cacophony from the party just in case Thompson wanted more details. I had worked four years developing the Mozart technology, and with my academic career at an end, this was my best opportunity to make it pay.

While Mozart cranked away, I counted my cash at the kitchen table and wondered whether I could get back my old apartment—the new place was a dump.

The phone rang.

"Meyers here."

"Wally?"

Only one person called me Wally. "How did you find me, Christine?" I had expected to hear from her, but not so soon. Was I ready? Damn my weak backbone. Of course, I was ready. I could never resist her, and eventually, I would have called.

"Google, of course." Her giggle sounded forced, artificial. "Are you still angry?"

"I'm not angry, Christine." Best to take the high road rather than sound angry or grovel. After what she had done, taking the high road could only make her feel worse. So, I claimed the blame. "The whole thing was my fault."

Not true. Well, not completely true. Sure, I'd looked at another girl—geez, every guy looks—but I hadn't made any move, not unless you consider a smile and a pleasant hello a move: something I had never done before Christine. Hell, I hadn't the confidence to make the first move for my entire life. Not even with Christine. What would a girl like that be doing with a geek like me? Despite my excuses, she was persistent. Three times she suggested we go out before I lost sight of the student-teacher boundary.

After we were a couple, Christine did not become a jealous lunatic overnight. Not until—what was the girl's name?—smiled back at me. Insecurity? Perhaps with her as a twenty-two year old new graduate student and me as a six years older prof . . . Naw, that wasn't a big age difference. I should have apologized and sent her flowers, but who would expect a level-headed girl like Christine suddenly to run to the dean in a jealous rage. She reported me for an affair with a student—in this case, she was the student. I couldn't deny the charge, and that was the end of my wunderkind career. Defense? What was I going to do, publicly call the girl of my dreams a lying bitch?

"I miss you," she said.

Nice serve, just inside the center court line, but now I knew how to play this game. I backhanded. "Good to know."

She couldn't get me fired again, but she needed to learn to think before acting. I should have done the same before I let her talk me into that first date. What was I thinking? I wanted to be with her the first moment I saw her. How did I hold out until the third invitation?

I let the silence extend.

"Well, my number hasn't changed." She took a defensive position.

"You've already got my new number. Take care, Christine." Smiling, I hung up before she could respond. New game, first point to me. I would grow a backbone yet.

****

Jenkins brought me a recording on the following Monday.

"Mr. Thompson wants to know if you can make anything out of this. He had a high-gain recorder in his pocket at the mayor's weekend party."

"What's he looking for?"

The mayor's party? Politics or contract bids? Snooping on public contracts up for bid made me more uncomfortable than industrial espionage.

"He don't know. Separate it out and see what you find."

"Sure." I checked the length of the recording. "Any idea how many distinct voices?"

"Small party. No more than a hundred people. You want a jelly bean?"

"No, thanks. Without some target voice samples, this could take a couple of weeks. Most conversations at a party have little semantic content, but you don't know that until you wade through them."

"I don't know nothing about semantics, but Mr. Thompson will make it worth your while. How about twenty big ones? Say did you see the news? Mr. Kelso had a fatal accident last night. Same kind of accident that killed the younger Garza brother."

"Mr. Kelso?" I suppressed a chill and pretended I didn't remember the subject of my previous eavesdrop. I had seen the news about Garza a few nights before, but hadn't connected that death to the startup company that Kelso wanted out of the way. What kind of business had Kelso run? What kind of business gets you killed? What was Thompson's interest?

"Kelso. Just a rival of the boss." Jenkins shrugged without breaking his smile. "No one important."

****

While Mozart digested the recording from the mayor's party, I reviewed the remainder of the output transcription of the Kelso data, searching for anything that could ease my apprehension. Once in analysis mode, I focused on stats for the data output. Despite the fact that I wrote the program, the decomposition statistics impressed me. Mozart had distinguished seventy-three distinctive voices. Eight were band instruments, three were barking dogs, sixty-one were people, and one was unknown.

The orchestration for the band looked pretty good. Marked as a separate conversation, Mozart had converted the songs to sheet music where each instrument voice had its own line. In a quick examination, I saw no outstanding orchestration errors. That didn't surprise me. Mozart made fewer than five percent errors when transcribing small bands. However, Mozart had included the dog barks as part of the musical score—too avant garde for my taste.

Although I had already given Mr. Thompson the extracted conversation between Kelso and Big Louie, I reviewed it again. With Garza and Kelso recently dead, seemingly innocent comments took on an ominous tone. Hoping I was wrong, I scanned the other conversations for support. The more I read and re-read, the more it sounded as if Kelso had subtly ordered Big Louie to kill the younger Garza, but who had ordered Kelso's death? The elder Garza brother in retaliation? Surely, not Thompson: I couldn't have involved myself in a murder.

What was I now, a conspiracy freak? Murder couldn't be right, just accidents. I shook my head, and focused on the remaining transcriptions.

The artistry of the decomposition distracted me. What a symphony! Like the music orchestration for individual songs, Mozart grouped voices together into likely conversations with each voice having its own instrument line on the score. A few groupings made no sense. Without a separate identification linked to each voice instrument, Mozart's decision on what constituted a conversation missed about twenty to thirty percent of the time. Understandable—overheard conversations, like archaeological shards, often make little sense to an outside listener.

Similar to musical notes in a composer's score, Mozart used VML, Verbal Markup Language, to punctuate the English sentences in the libretto. VML extended MIDI specifications to spoken words. Given voice samples for each participant to serve as the playing instrument, Mozart could read the VML score to render a high fidelity performance of the conversation with amazing accuracy much in the same way that a conductor used an orchestra and the composer's score to reproduce the music the composer envisioned. Far more difficult was taking the noise of multiple simultaneous conversations and separating them into individual conversations. This was what I had spent four years designing Mozart to do: to decompose not only music into instrument line voices based on a group performance, but also to separate the individual human voices in a conversation from the ambient noise.

Five of the extracted conversations from the Kelso data were in Spanish, Mozart left the Spanish transcript as phonetic spellings with tonal coding because I specified English only. Phonetically rendered Thai from an apparently disgruntled caterer formed a solo monologue with only one instrument line of tonemes in which the pitch changes affected the meaning of the words.

Skimming through the bars and measures of several conversations, I found nothing else to suggest a conspiracy. Not quite relieved, I resolved to give the entire transcript to Mr. Thompson. Keep the customer happy. Let him decide what was important. I planned to stay silent about my new interpretation of the Kelso conversation. Perhaps ostriches don't survive by sticking their heads in the sand, but for the moment that was my only strategy.

I hesitated on the last entry. A glitch in the decomposition? Mozart had isolated a faint voice with a frequency range from three to fifteen Hertz that played underneath the entire score. I reviewed Mozart's verbal transcription. The libretto for the low notes contained one nonsensical toneme held across seventy-three minutes. That made no verbal sense to me. Moreover, the voice range was lower than a human could hear, much less speak. Rather than ask Mozart to decode the toneme, I stripped the line from the output. I would trouble-shoot the transcription process later, but I wanted no questionable output going to Mr. Thompson—nothing that might raise my profile or cast suspicion on what I surmised.

****

When I answered the door, Christine smiled. She wore a red tank top and white tennis shorts. I recognized the loose-fitting shorts. They came off easily. That gave me love-thirty. She continued to serve. Maybe she realized how her jealousy had wrecked our future.

"Hi," she said.

"Hello, Christine," I returned. I didn't ask how she found my apartment; I didn't need to—she was a smart girl.

"Are you going to invite me in?" Excellent volley. I hadn't seen her in the month since she testified against me, but she still played brilliantly.

"Do you think that's a good idea?" I extended my hand to the doorjamb as if I worried about social proprieties.

She knew better. She ducked under my arm and squeezed past me into the apartment. Her smile vanished when she glanced about the sparse room. "Oh, Wally, I'm so sorry. I had no idea. Your other apartment was so nice. I don't know why I . . . well, yes, I—"

"This isn't so bad, just a place to sleep." I closed the door and stepped close behind her. "And my prospects are improving."

She must have known that I meant her because she snuggled back against me and pulled my arms about her. Hmm, soft, and she smelled good. My mind glazed over, my resolve melted, and I disappeared into her warmth. She guided my hands away from her stomach and turned her face up for me to kiss. As always, she was irresistible, and I had never been immovable.

Just like I remembered, the shorts easily came off.

Afterwards as usual, we cuddled with her head snuggled against my chin, but something had been different from the Christine I remembered. Tentative? Reserved? Did those adjectives describe her? What had she wanted to say before I cut her off? At first, I attributed her sudden shyness to our month of separation, but then I contemplated her new behavior until the obvious explanation battered its way into my slow-witted brain.

Poor kid. She's taken everything on herself. No wonder she cracked and went desperate. When does she plan to tell me?

****

The output for the mayor's party included another low frequency voice. Such a low frequency can't carry much superimposed intelligence, but mild variations in frequency and amplitude intrigued me because they appeared more organized than random noise. This time, I gave Mozart the task of analyzing the tonemes for the hypo-low frequency.

Unexpectedly, Mozart identified the base line as spoken words. At a very low frequency the formation of each complete word required many minutes, but the words weren't random either. Rather they all described emotions: ANGER, FEAR, ENVY, HATE, GREED, with one short burst of LUST.

Emotions? Whose emotions? How had they become verbal? At that frequency, the formation of the simplest word required compressing at least ten minutes of sound from the low voice. No one could speak that slow or low—lower even than a Mahler basso profondo. Someone was playing games. Extreme low frequency signals, although unheard, could produce uneasiness in unsuspecting listeners. Had someone introduced the signal deliberately? Did they want to manipulate the people at the party?

Perhaps the signal was an accident rather than deliberate. Rather than allow this anomaly to distract Mr. Thompson—he might lose faith in my methods, and I might lose more than just money—I again deleted the line for the low-frequency voice from the transcript.

****

I managed to remain standing until Jenkins hit me the third time. Then, my legs wouldn't properly work, and they buckled. He was an expert at administering pain, each blow calculated for maximum effect without permanent damage, each insufficient to render me unconscious. Although confused, I appreciated his finesse when he smiled and helped me to my knees.

"Sorry, Doc." He smoothed my collar and brushed dirt off my shirt while I struggled to my feet. "I don't like doing this, but Mr. Thompson wants to be sure you understand. Do you?"

My tongue felt thick, and I tasted the blood on my lip. Murder as a business strategy no longer seemed so far-fetched. "Yeah."

"What?" His grip dug into my arm. "I couldn't hear you."

"Yes, I understand. No more transcripts."

"The first transcript was okay for starters. Mr. Thompson found what he wanted, but a transcript ain't no good to show the mayor. Any jerkwater writer can make up a transcript. But when the boss asked for something better, he didn’t mean no second or third transcript with more details and numbers scratched in the margin. He wants a recording of the mayor's conversation, one where the old hypocrite can hear himself talk. That'll help keep the old boy in line in case the D.A. gets persnickety. So you just filter out the noise and give Mr. Thompson what he wants."

"It doesn't work like tha . . . ." I shut up when Jenkins frowned and raised his fist. "Okay, okay. No more transcripts. I'll get him the audio he wants, but I'll need voice samples."

"Get them off TV. The mayor is on every day."

"I need a sample for each voice in the conversation." I could substitute other voices from my collection, but they wouldn't stand up to expert scrutiny.

"No problem, Doc," Jenkins said. "I left you some jelly beans and two hydrocodone on the table. Try it, you'll feel better. I'm glad you're gonna cooperate. You keep searching the recording for more good stuff. Good money to be made—we'll add a bonus ten thousand to the twenty you was promised if you find more—and your girlfriend won't have to be icing up no more bruises."

"Girlfriend?" What did Jenkins know? I made sure she wasn't around during business visits.

"Your girlfriend, Christine. We always keep tabs on the new help, but she's too noisy in the sack for my taste." Jenkins winked and headed for the door. "See you later, Doc."

After Jenkins closed the door, my legs trembled, and I sagged onto a kitchen chair. The paper towels were out of reach, so I dried the blood from my lip on my shirtsleeve.

Where did they hide it? I glanced about the room. Stupid. I was the sound expert, yet they had bugged me, and I never guessed.

No use to search. If I removed the mic, they would only put in another and likely punch me for the inconvenience. Better not tell Christine. She would want to know why I was bugged, and she would not behave normally; then Jenkins would know that I had told her. Can't have her drawn into this mess, too dangerous in her condition.

****

Christine was scared after I got beat up, and then she wouldn't leave my apartment after Jenkins accosted her and suggested that she should encourage me to work faster. So much for keeping her out of harm's way.

"Work faster at what?"

"Just a programming job," I told her. "Jenkins thinks you're a distraction—and you are. Besides, I worry. This neighborhood isn't safe. I don't want you getting mugged like me. Why don't you stay here for a few days?"

Aggravating to have her always underfoot when I had a deadline, but I didn't want her to get hurt.

After two days in the small apartment, she was antsy.




"When are you coming to bed?" she asked.

"Soon." I adjusted my earphones to cancel outside noise, which meant Christine.

The mayor's voice was distinctive. I fed his sound sample into Mozart and asked Mozart to play the mayor's part of the conversation. Mozart used the voice sample to construct an appropriate virtual instrument and applied the Verbal Markup Language to synthesize a performance of the libretto from the mayor's melody line.

Not bad. Sounded just like the mayor giving a speech. A few edits would smooth out any obvious glitches. Other flaws would pass as background noise or poor recording quality.

Christine wrapped her arms about my neck and pressed her chest against the back of my head. She was naked. For Christine, getting naked was the first step in getting her way.

"What'cha doing?" She nuzzled my earphones askew so that I couldn't help but hear. "Can I help? I'm good with Mozart."

"I'm synthesizing a conversation by having Mozart apply sampled sounds as instrument voices to the orchestration lines from the transcript. You know the drill. Add in one voice at a time to reconstruct the conversation."

"Remember when you deliberately came to class late and had me secretly record ten minutes of class conversation before you came in?"

"Yes." Certainly, I remembered. I'm always looking for additions to my voice sample collection. "But please, Mr. Thompson wants this re-created recording in four days. I've got a lot of work to do."

"You had me match a sample of each student's voice to its orchestration line in the Mozart transcript." She lifted the headset free and kissed behind my ear. "That was fun. I felt more like a secret agent than an eavesdropper. You should have seen your face when you played back the student comments that Mozart extracted. Some of those kids didn't like your class, but I did."

"You were great . . . " Desperation seized me, Thompson and Jenkins scared me, and I was struggling to stay afloat until I could find an out. "Look, give me another half hour, and I'll quit for the night."

"That girl Janet who sat next to me on the front row, you know, the one who always wore the low-cut halter top. You must remember—you couldn't keep your eyes off her boobs. Anyway, I swapped my voice sample with hers. Bet you didn't know that. You thought she said bad things about you, but all the time it was me playing up the part to Mozart."

Loosening her arms, I swiveled in my chair. Her warm closeness almost lured me in. She smiled down at me as if she had anticipated my response, as if she held sway over me. Damn me if she didn't. I blinked hard and forced myself to ignore her nakedness and look only into her eyes.

"Christine, I've got work to do, and the people I work for are . . . wait a minute." Fighting the intoxication of her fragrance, I slipped my hands about her waist and pulled her closer. "Why don't you get dressed, and we'll walk to the corner store for ice cream. On the way, you can tell me again what you did to Janet."

****

"You've been hearing voices?" Jenkins leaned against my apartment door and screwed up his face in disapproval. "Mr. Thompson ain't gonna like that. He can't have no wackos on the payroll."

"I didn't say I heard voices—" The bruises on my face were finally gone, and I didn't want Jenkins to think he had a fresh canvas. "Look, the recording for the mayor is almost complete, and that's the only voices I've been listening to."

"Your girlfriend says you been hearing weird stuff." The thug clenched his fist.

Although I had asked Christine to sit quietly on the bed, she couldn't keep her mouth shut.

"All I said was that Wally got the voice of God on a transcript." She placed her sandwich on the bedside table. "I thought it was cool."

"Shut up," I said. She always butted in at the wrong moment—granted, fighting for her man—but look where that got us. "You're not helping."

Anger creased Jenkins's forehead. "Sounds to me like you been hearing voices, Doc."

"Look, the underlying sound is only low-level background noise, kind of like the uniform background radiation across the cosmos. Mozart got confused and interpreted the vibrations as spoken words."

"I don't want to hear about no confusion from Mozart." Jenkins formed his right hand into an impressive fist. "He's just a machine. It won't be Mozart's legs I'll be breaking."

Why had I told Christine about the background sound? Never speculate to a woman. She'll hear only what she wants and then take it as gospel. Despite my glare, she wasn't finished helping me.

"Don't be silly. Wally thinks that some kind of group consciousness produced the vibrations and gave substance to the words." Christine shrugged and took a bite of sandwich. "But it came from people gathered together, and that sounds like the voice of God to me."

Determination gripped Jenkins face. He reached for my arm. I needed to slow things down.

"Don't mind her," I said." Christine was raised Catholic—she sees miracle faces in spaghetti-stained T-shirts. Like any human, Mozart sometimes makes an error in interpreting noise. Mozart's job is to pull meaning out of cacophony, but sometimes, he just goes too far. I can change the sensitivity, adjust the parameters to filter out the under-voice. Not really a problem and certainly not the voice of God . . . and you won't hear it in the mayor's recording."

"You got two days left, Doc. I don't want no more hiccups, or you won't have no job, and I ain't got no drugs that will help you get over that." Jenkins slammed the door when he left. He hadn't eaten a single jelly bean during his visit.

Christine ignored me, and between bites of a sandwich, she carefully applied a layer of polish to her toenails. She had no clue as to the kind of people I worked for—hell, I had only recently figured that out myself. I snarled. She shrugged. That was Christine. She always had this disconcerting way of shifting my life about, of throwing me off balance. Sure, I knew she was doing what she thought would be best for me—or perhaps best for us—but it really wasn't the same. My mind didn't work properly with her around. Suddenly, my advantage in our game was gone, and the best I could hope for was a call of deuce.

"Please don't help." I turned on some music, adjusted the volume too high, and leaned closer to her. I whispered, "You don't understand the situation. These guys are dangerous."

I glanced about and gestured to my ear to indicate that someone might be listening.

"Well, you keep saying we need to get away from Mr. Thompson," she whispered back, her breath smelling of cheese and pickles. "I just pushed it along. I think Jenkins already wants to fire you. I'm good at getting you fired."

Her smile was adorable, but she completely misunderstood the situation. I shook my head to free myself from her spell. I had to tell her the truth. I planned a calm rational revelation, but that's not what came out.

"Are you crazy, Christine?" By this time my voice was a sibilant hiss. "This isn't a joking matter. The only pink slip you get from Mr. Thompson is stapled to a coroner's report, and Jenkins will make sure that your toe is tagged alongside mine."

****

"Were you followed?" I asked Christine when we met at the supermarket.

"No." Up on her tiptoes, she kissed my cheek and offered me a grape she had stolen from the produce aisle. "I love it when we shop together."

I munched the grape, swallowed the seed, and handed her a computer chip with copies of the two playbacks I had created with Mozart. "Mail this one from across town to the District Attorney. They shouldn't make delivery until tomorrow or a day later. Hopefully, everything will be over by then. Make sure to wipe the chip again for fingerprints. Don't call me or go back to the apartment."

"When should I buy the train tickets?"

"This evening. An hour before I meet you at the station. Cash only. If I don't show, go without me."

"Wally—"

"Shush. I plan to show, but if I don't, it will only be because I can't . . . do you understand? Don't wait for me. I will find you."

"Yes, Wally." From the tone in her voice, I knew she wasn't playing against me. We were on the same side of the net playing doubles against the other team.

"Good." I handed her a second chip marked with a "G." "Here's the custom version recording that goes to Garza. Wear a disguise, and hire a bum to deliver it. Watch from a distance and disappear when you're sure he's made the drop. No adlibbing, okay?"

"Yes, dear. I can be compliant when I want."

"I know." I kissed her forehead. "When I called Jenkins and told him that I'd extracted a conversation of the mayor plotting with Garza, he promised me a twenty K bonus instead of ten on delivery."

"Can't you send that chip by messenger? What if they won't let you leave?"

"The pay-off is forty-thousand dollars, Christine. Enough for us to disappear until this blows over. I've got to take the chance to get the cash. Once Thompson hears the mayor and Garza plotting to kill him, I think he'll hold off on me until he's sure I can't give him anything else useful. By tonight we'll be gone."

"I don't like it."

"It was you swapping voices with Janet that gave me the idea to substitute voices and words in the libretto so that the playback sounds like different people are in a conversation. The one you take to Garza is an almost identical libretto, but with the mayor and Thompson plotting to kill Garza. When Garza hears it, I'm hoping for a massive gang war to provide enough noise for us to escape. I also cranked up the underlying background bass—you know, the one voicing HATE, ENVY, and so on. Low frequency sound makes the listener uneasy and moody, perhaps enough to precipitate rash actions. Hopefully, some smoke will have cleared by the time the D.A. gets his copies. You and I will be out of the country before then." I hugged her and whispered in her ear. "Honey, I know you're pregnant. You didn't have to hide that from me. I can't see any other way for the three of us to get a fresh start."

"Oh," Christine gasped and squeezed me tighter. "God is looking out for us, so I know we'll make it. I know you don't believe that you recorded the voice of God, but think about it, Wally. You never saw a bass line like that until we needed it for a warning, for inspiration. If God is the best listener in the universe, then maybe he occasionally has something to say."

"If group consciousness is an attribute of God, I'll go along, but I have no idea how either God or group consciousness could manifest a separate voice." I grasped her shoulders and looked in her eyes. "You haven't been messing with Mozart's programming have you?"

"Me?" Her eyelashes flutter. "You know I don't interfere in your work."

I frowned, and she became serious.

"Honestly, Wally, I haven't touched Mozart or any other man since I met you."

"Okay, Baby." I smiled. "Let's go for it."

****

Choose your climate in Costa Rica by how far you live up the mountains—the closer to the coast, the more expensive. We chose a spot about halfway up. The local college was happy to put me on staff without embarrassing questions, which gave me work permit status and free health care for the baby's birth. Living modestly allowed us to sock away thirty thousand dollars of Thompson's payoff for our future.

I dragged Mozart from the closet a few months after the baby was born. Not only did I want an early voice sample from our daughter, I wanted to separate the kid's gurgling from Christine's baby talk and the yelling children in the next apartment.

With only the three of us in the small apartment and the yammer of kids and neighbors as a soothing background, Mozart quickly extracted our family conversations. After Mozart decomposed the more distant conversations from our neighbors, an impressive bass line punctuated the final output on the orchestral score. The low frequency background sound had only one toneme. I hesitated, then asked Mozart to translate. While the word formed, I smiled and resolved to kiss my wife and daughter.

The libretto line read LOVE.

****
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