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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 novels1632, 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 Spikeis 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











June 1634, Stockholm
"It's a dump," Sandra whispered as she looked around the city her lunatic husband had dragged her to. It was only remarkable in its appearance of bland unattractiveness. She could tell its inhabitants were energetically improving it from all the construction going on, but compared to Grantville and Magdeburg, it seemed like a sleepy village. She sighed as she turned to watch her husband dragging a trunk down the dock. Rob, what have you gotten us into?
Robert Aronian, head of the Grantville Credit Union, had been hired as a consultant for the new Swedish Riksbank, with the support of the king no less. The king, along with merchants from Sweden and elsewhere, had drawn investments together and taken out huge loans to hire a slew of foreigners knowledgeable in banking in hopes of benefiting from better financing. Now that the war with the League of Ostend was mostly over, the plans were developing rapidly. Robert was the latest hire. Paid an obscenely large fee and even shares, Robert had uprooted his family from their friends, their community and even their plumbing.
"Don't worry, honey. I'm sure whatever it is, it'll only take a couple months, three tops," he reassured her.
"Herr Aronian!" They turned to see a young man pacing toward them, waving his arms. "We didn't expect you for another few days."
"Hans, it's good to see you. Yeah, the winds were pretty favorable or something, so we're early." Hans Hering had worked at the credit union from early on, then had moved to the new Federal Reserve. A brilliant and charming man, the new Swedish bank had hired him months ago.
"That's good; you can be one of the first to see it." Taking Robert by the arm, he pulled him toward another ship that was docked beside a large crane. It was lowering a crate into a waiting wagon. With a few feet left, the cable jerked and the crate fell with a loud crack. Hans quickly ran over and inspected the damage.
He leaned in and whispered, "If that thing is broken, you'll be next to hang from the crane."
The crane operator turned ghostly pale, "I'm sorry, sir. I'm sorry. It won't happen again."
When he returned, Hans smiled. "It's fine, there's no damage, I think."
"What is 'it'?"
"Our printing press, newest model, the Johnny-4."
"Wait, they usually use those for money," Robert blurted, "You're printing money?"
Hans turned to him with an incredulous face. "No, Herr Aronian. You are."
*  *  *  *
They had rented a house in the middle of Stadsholmen, the main island of Stockholm and Hans had been gracious enough to let them use his wagons.
"Printing paper money was the emperor's idea, though I definitely thought it was a good one. I'm sorry that you didn't know about it beforehand. Herr Kock will visit soon; he's the boss so he can fill you in." He reined in the horses, got down from the wagon and grabbed one of their trunks. "Here's your place. I have to deliver the goods, so I'll see you another time."
   
They unpacked their things quickly and Sandra attempted to get a fire going to heat some water, but couldn't figure out how. She sighed. Being a housewife had never been her goal in life and it was evident in her lack of skills around the house. She could barely handle a stove, much less a seventeenth-century open hearth. "We should get a maid," she told Robert while digging into a box for a lighter.
"I'll look into that."
Their conversations of late had been terse and stiff. Sandra was still feeling angry at him for unilaterally deciding they would all go to Stockholm. There was also a bit of guilt, she admitted. As she built up the fire, she heard Robert shuffle off to another room. For reasons she never understood, he always preferred praying alone.
The Ring of Fire had hurt all the Americans, separating them from their family and friends. But few felt the separation that Robert had experienced. He was the last of the Baha'i, a religion that didn't even exist yet. For the past few years, he had spent quite a bit of their savings trying to find a small place for Baha'i to flourish. He had met with limited success and now had a handful of members.
That small start had filled Robert with huge ambition and he had decided to open a small Baha'i center outside Grantville. The expense would be high and most of their savings had already been invested in other areas. So Robert needed a new source of income. That was why they were sitting in a house in the middle of Stockholm.
When someone knocked on the door, Sandra opened it and saw an older man dressed in clothes that instantly said "filthy rich."
"Hello. I am Marcus Kock, chairman of the board at the Swedish Riksbank," he said. "May I come in?"
"Of course. We can wait in the living room. Robert will be down in a moment."
After they arranged themselves at the table, Robert entered. He immediately got to work and asked, "What's this I hear about you guys printing paper money?"
"We are not printing yet, but we intend to. Or rather, the king intends to. He has seen how the USE dollars are working in Germany and wants something similar for Sweden. Most of the board members feel the same." Marcus's face was stony and Sandra wondered which side of "most" he had been on.
"Anyway, since we don't really know much about how paper money works, we decided to hire an up-timer who does. You were one of the people who helped create the USE dollars and establish the Federal Reserve. A natural choice."
"Well, that seems straightforward."
"You are also expected to aid our distribution of the money and integrate it into the new services the bank is offering."
Sandra interrupted. "Wait. That sounds like it will take a lot more than a couple months."
"I'm not sure where you got that idea, Mrs. Aronian. We're paying a large sum for your husband's expertise and we expect him to be worth it." Kock leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms, exuding an aura that simply said "I'm the boss."
"Sorry, Sandra, but he does speak some sense. They want to milk me for all I'm worth. But don't worry, I'll get it done fast and we'll be back in time for your mom's Thanksgiving feast."
Sandra got up, went to the kitchen, and set out some cups as the water had started to boil. Then she picked up the coffee container, wondering how much it would cost here. She liked tea, but Robert practically had coffee for blood.
She came back to Robert and Marcus having a heated discussion about something and left the cups on the table. Quietly, she slipped away to the bedroom, physically and mentally exhausted. I wonder how I'm supposed to keep myself from snapping.
*  *  *  *
Marcus Kock was nearing fifty and felt more than his share of aches and pains. He hadn't wanted this job, but because he was from Liege and had done much business with the Wisselbank, the people organizing this new bank had felt he was the best man for it. This new bank hadn't even opened yet and he was already lost. He was not a banker, and felt like things were getting increasingly out of his control. He now left most of the problems in the hands of his capable bank manager, Hans.
And now this. Kock wasn't sure what to make of the up-timer, but he was certain it would mean more work. On the other hand, he was hopeful it would mean more profits.Well, it's not like he could make it worse.
The money situation in Sweden was in a grim state. True, nothing compared to the times of Gustav's father, but still bad. Officially, it was somewhat simple, the main currency being the riksdaler with smaller coins of varying value: the mark, öre, örtug and penning. However, the reality was that these coins had been severely debased and were a fraction of their official value.
Then in 1624, Gustav Adolf had created the notorious copper money, complicating an already fragile system. Every coin now had both a copper and silver equivalent. It had been, in their view at least, a necessity since Sweden had been short on silver. By now, the Swedes simply did not trust the government with their money.
*  *  *  *
After a few days of settling in, Robert left for his first day at the bank bright and early. Sandra had about a dozen things happening at once and didn't get a chance to say goodbye.
"Bobby, get down from there! Dangit, where's Fruit Loops when you need them? Bobby! Don't get close to the fire. Now where was that good towel I had? Jesus!" She turned and stared face to face with a young woman. "Who are you? How'd you get in here?"
"I-I-I'm sorry, milady. The door w-was unlocked. I'm Margaret Kilpatrick, and I'd like to be your h-housek-keeper," she murmured at the floor. Then she held up a scrap of newspaper with an advertisement on it.
She was probably not even eighteen, very pretty, but so tense you could pluck her like a guitar string, Sandra thought. The thought, however, was overcome instantly. I'm saved. She gave Margaret a crushing hug. "Thank God! Can you cook? How about clean? And you speak English! I can't believe I found an English speaker. I'm terrible at languages; my German accent is still laughed at. Yes, I'm hiring you right away. Please help me with breakfast. Can I call you Marge?"
Each exuberant phrase from Sandra only seemed to intimidate Margaret more. "Um, y-yes milady, I can do all of that. I think. I'm from Scotland, ma'am. If it p-pleases you, you can call me whatever you like."
"A Scot? Really? Are there more of you here? I should go check it out, maybe I have family here."
Margaret explained that there were quite a few Scottish immigrants in Stockholm, mostly families of the mercenaries in Gustav Adolf's service but there were plenty of merchants and peddlers as well. Sandra felt her mood brighten.
*  *  *  *
Across the island, Robert was in a considerably less joyous mood. He sat at a table in the main hall of the bank. They were waiting for Hans.
"I just got here and you're already piling more jobs on me. Now I'm a tutor?"
Marcus smirked. "We are wandering into the unknown. None of us on the board know about your American banking. You need to teach us, oh wise and all-knowing up-timer."
Robert just glared.
"I'll help you as much as I can." That was Lars Claesson, Robert's new assistant. He was a slightly-more-than-half-trained bank teller, but seemed competent enough.
Robert sighed yet again. "Fine, I'll dig up my old books and we'll meet up when we can. Maybe I'll print out a booklet for you guys . . . heck, maybe for everyone. Lars, I'll need you to get me a few people to help design the money and find suppliers for ink and paper."
Lars grabbed a pen and began writing down a list of supplies they needed to print their new money.
Robert heard a chuckle behind him.
"You seem like you have a handle on things, Herr Aronian." Hans smiled. "Come on, I'll give you the grand tour." He walked off with Robert and the others trailing after him.
The bank was certainly a substantial edifice. It stood on a corner of the Stortorget, the Great Square, a few blocks from the palace. Slightly bigger than the Grantville bank, it had been converted from an old warehouse. The main floor was dominated by rows of tables for the bank tellers. They were being drilled mercilessly by a couple of Germans. They needed to learn quickly, before the bank opened up. Soon, the bank would be getting deposits, servicing loans, savings accounts and exchanging the silver and copper dalers for new paper dalers.
They walked down to the basement and Robert stared. "That is some bank vault you got there."
   
Two guards stood in front of an open metal door, beyond which was a small room. It actually glows. The credit union rarely held silver, even now. The stacks of silver bars, the bags of silver coin were foreign. Robert shivered.
"About 25,000 riksdalers worth of pure silver, that's . . . almost three million dollars," Hans whispered. His eyes reflected the bright precious metals. Substantial loans from the USE and selling shares of the bank had given the bank its initial assets.
Lars smiled proudly. "That's why we have this fancy safe, several inches of concrete, the six-inch-thick iron door and you need that fancy new key to open it." He pointed at the brass key on a chain around Marcus's neck.
The upper floors contained the various offices and meeting rooms. Hans opened a door to a small room. "And this is your office. I took the liberty of making it as close to your old office in Grantville as possible. I hope that I remembered everything? Your religion is important to you, naturally, so I want to help you maintain your, ah, worship." He stared intently at Robert.
The desk and drawers were plain and ordinary and only served to highlight the other items in the room. A small but beautiful prayer rug lay on the floor. A table sat beside it with a water basin on top. Finally, on the shelf were several important Baha'i texts.
Robert experienced both surprise and fear at once. Surprise at Hans having remembered and gone to the trouble of arranging his office like this and fear of . . . he risked a glance at the other two men who had become eerily quiet.
The agent who had hired Robert had suggested that he keep quiet about his religion. "Swedes are already suspicious of Catholics and Calvinists and they restrict public worship. The king holds the worst of them back, but if they see your . . . practices, I can't be certain what will happen."
Marcus cleared his throat and commented, "You can decorate your office all you want, but it's still smaller than a closet."
Then Lars chimed in hastily, "Shall we finish the tour? I very much want to inspect the new presses."
They walked down the hall, with Robert following after a few seconds, never noticing the way Hans just stood there, staring at their backs.
*  *  *  *
After the tour they arrived at a largish, very well-appointed room with hardwood table and chairs, wall hangings and down-time made Coleman lanterns set in nooks along the walls to provide lighting. Robert would finally meet the board members.
They took their seats and Marcus Kock started the ball rolling. "So, Robert, how do we get people to accept paper money? We are having enough trouble with copper money and at least copper is worth something."
Robert had heard about the copper coins but had never seen one. "Perhaps you could explain about the copper coins a bit. I understand they are larger than the silver coins of the same value?"
There was a moment of profound silence, as though Robert had said something along the lines of "I understand that oceans have water in them," and everyone was wondering whether he was joking or just an idiot.
"Ah . . . yes," Hans said, and it looked like he was trying to hide a smile. "Perhaps we should show Mr. Aronian a few of the copper coins. Lars, would you mind?"
They waited while Lars went out and came back pushing a cart. From the cart he pulled a huge plate of copper. It was roughly rectangular, apparently hand hammered into that shape. It had been stamped in the four corners with crowns and in the center with "eight daler." The thing—Robert couldn't think of it as money—must weigh thirty-five or forty pounds.
"This," Lars said, "is a copper eight-daler coin."
"That's not money," Robert said. "It's a commodity." Or a serving platter! Jeez.
"Money is a commodity, is it not?" Markus asked.
"No. Money is a medium of exchange." A couple of members responded with slow, awkward nods. I guess I really do need to teach them.
"Is that how you get people to take pieces of paper?" asked a member of the board whose name Robert couldn't remember for the life of him.
"I guess . . . in a way. Mostly they take our money because of what they can buy with it and partly because they have faith in its value."
"Then we should be able to do the same thing and reserve the silver for foreign trade and certain preferred customers just like we did with the copper." The man was smiling and Robert had a sudden urge to check and see if his wallet was where it was supposed to be. At the same time, Robert wasn't in a position to tell a member of the board not to be a crook.
"I honestly don't think that will work. One of the reasons for the huge loans that have been made to the bank was to provide it with enough silver to restore Swedish currency."
"But I thought the reason we brought you in was to convince the common folk that the paper money was good," said Marcus.
In other words, Robert thought, to front for the bank. "As I understood it, sir, I was hired for my experience in banking and finance. Since I have arrived, it has been pointed out that you intend to use paper currency. I was not completely convinced that that was a good idea till I saw that." Robert pointed at the copper plate on the table. "Paper is certainly better than that."
Marcus grumbled, "When the idea of the Riksbank was first suggested, I wanted to get rid of the copper and go back to silver, but the majority wanted to use paper money. So I guess we should just start printing it."
"You can't use fiat money," Robert said quickly.
"Fiat money?"
"Money that is money because the government says it is," Robert explained. "Like we use in Grantville."
"Why can't we use fiat money?" asked the guy who made Robert want to check his wallet, proving that he wasn't stupid even if he was greedy as hell.
"Because it won't keep its value," Robert said. "Money is all about confidence, the confidence that your customers have in the bank, and especially in the money itself." Robert stopped and thought for a moment. "How many copper dalers are there to the silver daler?"
Clearing his throat, Marcus murmured, "Legally, it's worth the same."
"A copper daler is worth about two-thirds of a silver daler," Lars said.
"The market value." Markus sighed. "I admit copper isn't worth much compared to silver and they are inconvenient to use."
Robert nodded, and then braced his arms on the table. "Then I propose that the Riksbank take the copper dalers and all the other copper coins at face value. One copper daler can be exchanged for a paper daler or for a silver daler, and vice versa. Same goes for the marks and öre and all of the others. All will be exchanged at a legal and fixed value."
Robert just sat there as the room exploded. Words like "idiotic" and "treasonous" were launched like so many verbal grenades at the heresy of giving people good silver for over-priced copper—just because they said they would years ago.
"That's insane! They'll exchange the copper for paper, then immediately turn around and exchange that for silver," Hans declared.
"This is a matter of honor," Robert said. "It is a matter of the king's word to his people. Will you make the king of Sweden a liar?"
"But the cost!" howled the smart crook.
"Temporary, I assure you, gentlemen. If handled right, this one act will go a long way toward restoring Sweden 's credit. We have to do this if Sweden is to have the sort of booming economy that is found in the USE. If you're just patient, the rewards you receive will be many times the cost."
They argued about it for the rest of the day. And off and on for some time afterward. Eventually, Robert had to write Gustav Adolf and Coleman Walker, who apparently also wrote Gustav Adolf. Gustav had to personally intervene, but it was finally settled. The Riksbank would take copper coinage at face value, for now.
*  *  *  *
Sandra walked excitedly down the street pushing Tommy in his stroller. She had been invited to a private worship meeting by a Scots Presbyter. "So you haven't been to worship in a long time."
"Well, I would have liked to, ma'am, but see, I had to take care of my mother." Marge shifted Bobby in her arms. "First the drinking, then the illness. I never had time for such matters."
By now, Sandra had gotten to know Margaret very well. Her father had been an officer for the Swedish army, one of the many Scots. He had died in a battle and was buried somewhere in Pomerania. Her mother had become alcoholic and died soon after, leaving Margaret with no family in an unfamiliar city.
"Don't worry, Marge." Sandra patted her on the arm, "I'll take care of you." She knocked on the door of a large house.
They were greeted by a beaming woman in fancy clothes. "Welcome! You must be the up-timer! It's so good to see you, come in. I'm afraid it'll be a bit cramped."
There were indeed many people in the room. A few of them were Dutch, but most were Scots; young children scrambled between the legs of the adults. "I'm Anna Fife. My husband's off in Antwerp somewhere, my boy Will is somewhere around here." She craned her neck to look over the crowd. "Please, make yourselves at home."
"It's nice to meet you, Mrs. Fife. I'm Sandra Aronian." Sandra paused, then asked, "I'm sorry if this is rude, but shouldn't these kids be in school or something?"
"Sandra, dear, are you mad? Send our boys to the Lutheran schools?" Anna left to chase after a group of young boys, leaving Sandra with her own thoughts.
*  *  *  *
Months of long, exhausting hours had come to fruition. They had begun exchanging the old silver and copper dalers for the new paper dalers. Robert pulled out a one-daler bill from his pocket and examined it with pride.
It was slightly bigger than the USE dollar and instead of green, it used blue ink. The standard odd shapes and unnecessarily large amounts of the word "one" and "1" scattered on it surrounded a portrait of Gustav Adolf's head in its regal splendor.
The line of customers stretched quite a bit. While the Stockholmers were still a bit skeptical, they wouldn't miss an opportunity to rid themselves of the copper dalers.
An old man sat down at a table as two employees lifted the heavy copper coins onto the scale. He eyed the sign in the middle of the room nervously. It listed the fixed prices for the money exchange.
The teller didn't even glance at Robert anymore. Not at all the same as it had been the first day when—in spite of his reassurances—both tellers and customers were constantly turning to Robert to see if he really meant it, the tellers afraid and customers prepared to be belligerent if he backed down at the last minute. Today she smiled at the man and said, "Well, you have nine dalers in copper, would you like to exchange or deposit?"
Robert was confident in his plan. The Stockholmers would certainly make a run on the bank, grabbing as much silver as they could, but in the end it would only help gain their trust. Only when they saw every transaction being treated fairly and honorably would they gain faith in the bank. They would start using the paper money once it had shown its value. As for the silver, they would hoard it, at least some would for a while, but that wouldn't hurt anything, not too badly, anyway.
The old man stroked his beard and then pulled his bankbook out of his coat. "I will add four dalers to my account and take the rest, in paper dalers and marks, please." And that was another change, one that was just starting to happen. The first few days it was copper in and silver out, almost exclusively. But now some of the customers were leaving money in the bank and accepting paper dalers. Partly, that was because they had to have an account before they could even apply for a loan. But Robert knew it was more than that. People knew how the Grantville bank and credit union worked; they knew how the new banks in Magdeburg worked . . . and they were starting to trust the Riksbank.
The teller took the bankbook and flipped her ledger to the correct page. After scribbling some numbers, she stamped the bankbook and returned it to the man and opened a drawer. "You now have seven and a half dalers deposited here." Then she counted out three paper daler bills and sixteen mark bills and handed them over. "Thank you and have a good day." No doubt tomorrow the man would return to exchange some paper for silver.
There had been a minor cost to Robert's dealings. He had wanted them to use a decimal system using cents. Unfortunately, he was fighting tradition here and had to compromise. However, they were able to establish a system of eighths where one riskdaler was eight marks, sixty-four öre and so on. The simple and precise structure was more proof that the bank was here to bring stability and confidence. The dalers and marks would be paper, while smaller denominations were copper coins.
Robert had been surprised at the speed in which the new bills and coins were being made. Later, he had found that the mint that was creating the coins just so happened to be owned by the Kock family . . . with a slice of the profits going back to Marcus. That swindler doesn't do anything without taking a cut for himself.
*  *  *  *
A few hours later, Sandra knocked on Robert's office door. "Looks like you guys are doing well down there." She had come to visit. She was holding Bobby, while Margaret trailed with Tommy in her arms.
Robert smiled. Sandra's mood had eased considerably as she became friends with Margaret and other ladies in the city. Robert was grateful for the small community of Scots and Germans she could speak to (literally, her Swedish was still terrible) and befriend.
"Hello Tommy," he said as he picked his son up. "Yeah, it's a madhouse down there. People are coming in every day for paper or silver or other business. I feel sorry for the poor tellers. I have to go with Marcus later to check out the new scale we got from Grantville. You headed out again?"
"Mm-hmm. Marge and I are headed over to Anna Fife's. We're going out for a day at the spa and some shopping." Of course, by spa, she meant going to one of the fancier public baths and shopping was going to a seamstress, but you made do.
Tommy started gnawing on a key that hung around Robert's neck. Sandra cried out, "Tommy, no!"
Robert handed him back to her.
Sandra accepted her son back, then asked, "Of all the people here, why do you have the key to the vault?"
"They probably think I like people kissing my butt." Everyone now saw that Robert had the full support of the king and were hurrying to get on his good side. Except Marcus, of course. He had offered to take the key off of Robert's hands. When Robert told him that he thought it was a bad idea, he replied in his snarky way, "I thought you wanted to increase the money supply? I can surely help with that."
"Well, I have to get back to work. Have fun, Sandra." He gave her a kiss.
"Goodbye, dear. Don't overwork yourself. Come on, Marge, or we're going to be late." Margaret jumped up and fumbled a goodbye to Hans, who she had been talking to.
*  *  *  *
The bath had been quite refreshing, but the seamstress was dreadfully dull. Being fitted for clothes was nothing like going to the mall.
"I think Margaret actually smiled," Anna Fife said as Margaret was being fitted for a dress.
Sandra nodded. "I accomplished that a week ago. I'm trying to get her to say my first name now." They had made it a quiet mission to get Margaret to open up and each day was a small victory. "I can't believe, of all things, she wants something like that for her birthday." Her voice lowered. "It looks like a curtain and a puff ball had a baby."
"Well, that's fashion for you," Anna said as she examined the skirt she was wearing.
"She needs a cocktail dress or something. I mean I've never been one for too much skin showing, but I don't know how you can get a man wearing this. You got to go a bit sexier and . . . " Sandra stopped as she noticed Margaret's intense focus.
Anna laughed. "Something you can't say to the young one?"
"Who knows? Depends on how your sex-ed is here." That gave way to a lengthy discussion about what sex education was.
"Mistress Aronian, c-can I ask you something?" Margaret sat down, having finally finished.
"Of course"
"What is your Grantville high school like?"
"Hmm, I guess I'd have to say . . . an opportunity. And a fun place. A lot of kids make great memories there. And as a counselor, I always enjoyed watching them graduate and go out into the world."
"The future sounds like a fascinating place," said Anna. "My husband doesn't want our boy in the school here. Says he doesn't want him turning Lutheran on us. So we home school him."
"That's unfortunate. The high school is secular; it has to be to get public funding. All the religious schools are now . . . I mean, will be . . . or would be, dammit, all private."
"What is private?"
"It just means not paid by the government. The parents usually pay for their kids to go to a place the parents like more."
Anna looked at her keenly. "So, since the government doesn't pay for it, they cannot get involved."
Sandra knew that tone. The gears in Anna's head were turning. Living in Stockholm, Sandra had been pleasantly surprised that women were not the quiet, homemaker-type she'd expected. That resulted from so many of their husbands and fathers being off to war. Inheritance and legal powers were still a problem, but they could be worked around. Having a woman as the head of a household and controlling a business was not that strange here. Anna took that to a new level. "Huddle up, I have an idea."
November 1634
"No, Marcus. N. O. We are not lowering the reserve rate."
Robert and Marcus' arguments were commonplace now. The other board members were intimidated by both of them and, knowing that they were out of their depths, wisely remained silent.
Robert was frustrated. The bank's stock of silver had taken a major hit in the first weeks of operation. Then gradually people had started putting the new minted and milled silver coins back in the bank and accepting paper money or even leaving their money in the bank till they needed it. The bank had steadily improved its standing and popularity. Desiring more profits, Marcus had just demanded—again—that they be allowed to print and loan out more money. As a rule, they did all their business with paper money, but kept a large reserve of silver to exchange.
"We set it at forty percent for a reason. Everything is still unstable and we need a good supply of silver on hand. I won't support this."
This effectively ended the debate. The board almost always sided with Robert. The last letter of support from King Gustav had had subtle threats to those who sought to undermine the bank's efforts.
"Now if you'll excuse me, I have a bank to run."
Back in the main hall, he met up with Lars as he was closing up. "Well, that's the end of that. We've managed to survive another week without something blowing up in our face."
Lars chuckled. "You shouldn't be so hard-hearted, Mr. Aronian. Everyone's working overtime and we're all a bit stressed. Even Mr. Kock is trying his best."
"Oh, that is definitely true. Marcus always tries his best when there's money to be made." Robert walked down to the vault and, with the help of a guard, heaved the heavy door closed. Quickly locking the vault, he met up with Lars at the front door. There, he noticed Hans and several large men lifting copper onto a wagon.
Robert ambled over. "So how are you, Hans?"
Hans looked up. "Terrible, I'm utterly exhausted. I'll be glad when this is all over."
"I don't know why you volunteered for this."
"If I'm not here to watch, the idiots would screw it all up."
The money exchanges had resulted in huge amounts of copper just sitting in the bank. So now the bank was in the business of selling copper. Somehow, Marcus had gotten a contract written and approved, making him the dealer for the bank. It was only a coincidence that he also owned extensive copper and brass works.
Hans climbed into the driver's seat. "So you've been here nearly six months. How long do you plan on staying?"
"Once things settle down for the bank; probably no more than a month or two. They don't really need me when they have guys like you managing things."
"Ah, good timing then. Past December, they say there's some chance of the harbors freezing over. Then, you'll really be stuck here, and you wouldn't want that would you?"
Lars came up and patted Robert's shoulder. "Come, Mr. Aronian. You promised me that drink did you not?"
Robert nodded and they headed off down the dimly lit street.
*  *  *  *
As Hans was preparing to leave, he heard a voice.
"Hans! Hans! I need to talk to you." It was Marcus, who looked like he was in a foul mood.
"What is it sir?" Hans put up his most appealing smile.
"I received a letter from my copper works manager. He says he isn't getting the amount of copper that's reported. There's some missing."
Hans frowned. "You think someone's pinching some copper?" He turned to the laborers, who quickly averted their gaze. "Are you accusing my workers?"
"I accused no one, but they are the ones in the best position to steal."
Laughing, Hans pointed. "Herr Kock, there's a room full of silver right there. Who would want to take some cheap copper? But don't worry; I'll keep an eye out." He shook the reins and the cart began a sedate roll away from the bank, leaving Marcus behind.
Gritting his teeth, Hans muttered, "Old bastard."
*  *  *  *
As he and Lars sat down in a nearby tavern, Robert asked, "Come to think of it, I've barely seen Hans lately. What's he up to? He seems to go in and out quite a bit."
Shrugging, Lars replied, "He says some side project. To be honest, I think he's growing weary of all of this. He doesn't like you much. In fact, I daresay he hates you."
"What? He hates me? Why?"
"It's not too hard to see. You've essentially become our new bank manager. We used to go to him to solve problems, but now we go to you. Not to mention, you get paid a lot more than he does. When you're not looking, he glares at you sometimes." Lars paused, taking a big gulp of beer. "You don't think he fixed up your office out of the kindness of his heart, do you? He was trying to embarrass you. He's jealous of your position." Lars nodded his head toward Robert's chest.
"Well that's just preposterous. I . . . " Robert felt the weight of the key around his neck. It ought to properly be his. Is he really jealous? "Are you sure?"
"Maybe. I have six brothers and sisters, so I know about jealousy and hate."
Silence hung between them as Robert stewed in his thoughts.
Lars tipped the rest of his drink and waved the barmaid for another. "So, Mr. Aronian . . . you are still planning to leave?"
"Of course I am. Why wouldn't I?"
"Mr. Aronian, you don't have to lie to me or yourself. I know you're enjoying it here."
"What?" Is Sandra giving him psychology tips? "I am enjoying it, I guess. In Grantville, the credit union is small and the bank of Grantville gets all the attention. But here, it's like we're pioneers. You can just feel the energy coming from the customers. We're making a difference, Lars, helping ordinary citizens."
"I like your attitude, sir. It's much better than Hans', for sure. Here's to prosperity . . . for everyone." Lars lifted his mug in a mock toast and his beer quickly disappeared.
*  *  *  *
Later that night, Robert and Sandra were sitting and watching while Margaret played with Bobby. He decided to broach the subject.
"Honey, do you . . . like it here?"
"Yes? Why?"
"How would you feel about living here . . . permanently?"
Her eyebrows rose slightly. "What are you talking about? Your contract ends pretty soon. What are you going to do for a job?"
"I don't know. I might just open up my own bank or even a credit union out in the other islands around Stadsholmen. I just feel like I can do a lot more here than I ever did in—" He stopped when Sandra started laughing. "What's so funny?"
Clearing her throat, she replied, "That's actually what I wanted to talk to you about. I kind of want to stay as well."
Now it was Robert's eyebrows that shot up.
"I've been talking with some families here and we want to open up a private school."
"A school?"
"It'll be for all the kids who don't fit into the regular Lutheran schools. Anyone can join with any religious affiliation." She sidled up close to Robert. "And with my hubby so friendly with the king, I'm sure he could be persuaded to approve it."
"I . . . see. So, I guess we both want to stay?"
" Stockholm isn't that bad a place once you get used to it," she said, leaning on his shoulder.
"Yeah, it really does grow on you."
Suddenly, Margaret leapt up. "Excuse m-me, milady. I feel a bit ill right now. If it is p-possible, I would like to leave early."
"Um, sure that's fine. Go rest up, Marge." And Margaret hastily left the house.
"I think she has a boyfriend."
"And how would you know that?"
"Women's intuition."
*  *  *  *
Two nights later, Robert stumbled back home, shaking the rain off his coat.
"Herr A-Aronian, w-w-welcome h-home," Margaret said.
"Thanks, Marge." He handed his coat to her. Is it just me, or is Marge even more jittery than usual?
*  *  *  *
A few hours later, Sandra and he were lounging by the new Franklin stove they had installed in the living room. After a big dinner and a warm bath, life was good.
Sandra looked over and decided now was a good time to ask. She smiled. "So, did you talk to them about a loan for the school?"
"Yes, and they approved! I have the paperwork in here, so you can sign." Robert opened his briefcase and ruffled around inside. "Hmm, where is it? Ah dang, I must have left it in my office. We were really busy today and I must have forgotten. You know, I'll just run back and grab it."
"You sure? It's already dark out and the weather is awful. I can just get it tomorrow."
"No, it's fine. The weather service said it will get even worse tomorrow. I don't want you to walk in that mess. Besides, tomorrow's the twelfth, I'm not working then." He lit a lantern and walked out into the stormy darkness. "It's only a short walk, I'll be back soon."
*  *  *  *
When Robert arrived in the square, he passed by several large wagons. Ah, there's a shipment of copper going out tonight. It's pouring, though. He entered the open doors into the darkened hallway and heard voices and glints of light from the basement.That's odd; we don't have any copper down there. Edging closer, he peered down the stairs. The vault was open. In shock, Robert dropped the lantern with a loud clatter.
Three faces turned toward him. Two were unfamiliar, but they were faces that didn't seem to invoke friendship.
The last face was Hans. He smiled. "How unfortunate, Herr Aronian. I had hoped this would go quietly."
Slowly Robert's eyes adjusted to the scene and another shock hit him.
There were bags of coins at their feet. The silver! "Hans, what the hell are you doing?"
Hans shrugged, his smile never wavering.
And I used to think that was a happy smile.
"Let's just say it's a bit of vengeance." Here, his smile positively gleamed. "Also, I like money." He jerked his head and his goons (there was really no other way to describe them) began climbing the stairs.
Robert turned to run and saw two other unpleasantly large men behind him. Well, I think they call this a less-than-stellar situation. His eyes darted around for anything to use.
One of them lunged, but Robert grabbed the dropped lamp and swung it at his face. With a loud grunt, the man fell and Robert tossed the lamp at the other man. With the distraction, Robert bolted up the stairs and headed for the door. He yanked it open and ran outside, the pounding rain matching his heartbeat.
Behind him, one man pulled out a matchlock and fired. Robert cried out as he felt a stinging heat on his shoulder and tripped, landing painfully on the cobblestones.
"Damn you! Do you want to wake up half the city?" Hans's voice echoed.
Pure adrenaline shook Robert and he leapt up. Damn, it's dark. His panic disoriented him, but all he wanted was to get as far away as possible. Then he was tackled from behind. He fell to the ground hard. The last things he heard were thundering shouts and the deafening rainfall.
*  *  *  *
"He was lucky the night patrol heard the gunshot. They chased those bastards away before they could . . . " Sandra let out a deep breath. It had been an exhausting night. Robert was still unconscious, but the doctor had done as good a job as could be hoped.
Lars nodded grimly. Indeed, he is lucky the tavern nearby is frequented by many watchmen. The thieves had made off with nearly all of the silver; almost two tons worth. Troops were searching high and low throughout the city for any sign, but they had vanished.
With a knock, Marcus came in followed by Anna. She came and sat at Sandra's side while Marcus cleared his throat. "Hans was missing today."
"What? You think he did it?"
"I went to his home and he wasn't there, either. I have to say that it doesn't surprise me too much."
Sandra interrupted, "So are they searching for him? Door-to-door? Where are the police? Where's the cavalry?" Her eyes burned bright and for a minute the others did not want to speak.
"The robbery . . . it's a secret, Mrs. Aronian. We have to tell as few as possible, though I'm sure there are plenty of rumors already," said Lars.
Marcus nodded. "Think about it, Mrs. Aronian. If it gets out that all of the town's money has been stolen, there will be pandemonium. Everything we have worked for would be ruined. We have a few squads searching ships and patrolling the roads, but that's all. I've instructed the staff to keep quiet, and we still have a bit of silver left. That's all we can do until we find him or the money."
Sandra's ire had swelled with each word, but by the end a strange calmness had settled her. "Okay." She stood and went to a drawer near her and pulled out a small up-timer pistol. "We'll just find him ourselves."
Seeing the shock on all of their faces lifted her mood considerably. "Come on, guys. We're smart people. We can do this if we work together." Then quietly, "Please. For Robert's sake."
Anna stood up. "I'm with you, Sandra."
Lars' grin was predatory. "The game's afoot."
Marcus wondered where that strange idiom had come from, then noticed their stares. "Fine. But I want it noted that I am very reluctant. So what is the plan?"
A long pause followed.
"We go to the scene of the crime!" piped Lars.
*  *  *  *
A short time later, they were at the bank, leaving Margaret at home to watch the kids.
She wouldn't be much help with stuff like this, Sandra thought. "Well, shit, you idiots tampered with the evidence." They watched as the last muddy footprints were being mopped away.
Anna ran her hands over the vault door. "My, how did they break this thing open? It looks impenetrable."
"They didn't." With a start, Lars darted forward. "The key is here. Hans had the key, but how?"
Marcus shrugged, "He must have stolen it." He pulled the key out from the keyhole and examined it.
"Well, none of this helps us. We already suspected Hans. What we need is to find out where he's hiding." Sandra was getting frustrated already.
Walking down the hall, they discussed what options they had. Anna's husband could bribe some of the stevedores to search vessels. They could quietly have the bank guards walk through the neighborhoods.
"Wait."
They all turned to Marcus, but he had his eyes on the large stack of copper plates in a corner. "I just remembered. There was supposed to be a delivery of old copper dalers today. I knew those men seemed suspicious. They must have used the wagons for the silver."
Tapping two guards, Lars rushed out, followed by Marcus.
"Do you know where they're going?" Anna inquired.
"Not a clue and I'm not going to wander around in that downpour." The storm's ferocity had only increased as the day passed. Sandra pushed down a desire to go home and see Robert. The doctor is there and Margaret too. She rubbed her stomach then stifled a giggle. Five years ago, I was helping kids go to college, now I'm chasing a fugitive in a hurricane.
*  *  *  *
After an hour, Marcus, Lars and one of the guards returned, drenched from the rain and looking quite dejected. They came and sat beside Sandra and Anna.
"No good. The teamsters have disappeared too. They were probably working for Hans. We have people out looking for the wagons." Lars shrugged and plopped his head down on the table, exhausted.
Marcus sighed, massaging his neck. "I'm getting too old for this. We can't let this go on much longer with the little money we have. If they ask for silver and we can't give it, there goes any trust we had."
"Don't worry, sirs. We're certain they're still in the city. This storm is keeping the ships from leaving. Any fool who slips out of harbor will be seen right away. All the roads are being watched as well," said the guard, obviously some naïve young fool.
"Mrs. Aronian! Mrs. Aronian!" an older man ran in, shouting.
"Doctor? Is everything okay?" Sandra leapt out of her chair.
"Yes, your husband is awake. He seems fine and . . . "
But Sandra had already run off.
*  *  *  *
Robert found himself smothered by his sobbing wife, who apparently had gone swimming, the way she was drenched. Amid wet kisses, she murmured, "I was so worried, Robby."
When the others came in, they found a much more composed Sandra sitting by Robert's bed.
"We are glad to see you awake, Mr. Aronian."
"Thanks, but that's not important. Have you caught Hans and the silver?"
"No, not yet, but we are doing everything we can . . . "
As the conversation wore on, Anna noticed Sandra had been ignoring them. No, rather she was staring at a table by the door.
"Sandra? Are you all right?"
"The key, it's right there." She had whispered, but shock coursed the whole room.
"I understand it now," Sandra said, and she explained.
Hans had needed the key to open the safe, but couldn't steal it outright. He had made a copy. Only one person could have taken it; only one person who was in their home when they were asleep and could slip the key out for a while.
"Margaret!"
"Yes, milady!" the girl said as she rushed in.
Everyone could see she was visibly shaking, sweat coming down her face.
Looking into Margaret's eyes, seeing her guilt, Sandra found her own eyes tearing up. "Oh God, why did you do it?"
That broke Margaret immediately and her story came out in a rush. She had been a naïve and lonely girl. A month ago, Hans began courting her. Against his wit, charm and handsome features, she hadn't had a chance. He had taken advantage of her, in more ways than one. He seemed fascinated by her life as a maid and took every chance he could to get to know her. But when she revealed that the Aronians wanted to stay in Stockholm, he had snapped. He had persuaded her, by sweet words and subtle threats, to take a mold of the key one night.
"I-I'm sorry, m-m-milady, I w-was a fool. I never exp-pected him to-to steal from you." Quivering and sobbing on the ground, she made a pitiful sight.
Lars knelt down and firmly said, "This may be difficult, but we must know where Hans is."
"I don't k-know. I've only ever been to his home." At that last statement, her cries became much louder.
"Have you ever seen him write odd plans or speak with anyone strange, anything?"
"I saw him t-talking to a sea-captain once. He k-kept making rude comments at m-me. I think his name was Pills or something like that."
"Captain Piltz?" Anna said. "Ah, that would make sense. The man has a creaky old boat, hauls pretty much anything for anyone. My husband dealt with him once. He leered at me like some old lecher and my husband got so mad he threw him out the door. A man fit to deal with criminals."
"Then let us go pay him a visit at his ship. And bring some friends with us."
Everyone stood up except Robert, who was still not in a condition to run around. As they turned to leave, Margaret tugged on Sandra's shirt. "He never loved me, did he?"
Sandra embraced her. "No. He didn't."
*  *  *  *
The decrepit-looking ship was not hard to find. Lars and Marcus had brought a dozen or so guards with them. A dirty-looking sailor looked over the railings at them, staring with wide eyes.
Lars stood at the foot of the boarding ramp, looking quite dashing with a gun at his hip. "Halt! Come out with your hands up or we will use force. Surrender or face the consequences, fiends."
The guard captain rolled his eyes then pulled out his sword. "Let's go." Seizing the ship and crew was anticlimactic. The guards were former soldiers and did their business quickly and efficiently. The seven men found on board surrendered; they weren't stupid.
The guard captain flipped a chest open. "Tear the ship apart. Leave nothing unturned. We must find that silver."
Lars came out as the captives were being tied up. "Nothing so far. Not many places on-board to hide that much silver."
"Where is it, Hans?" asked Marcus, but the man just lay there kneeling on the ground, brooding. "The courts may have some mercy on you if you tell us." Silence. He is a spiteful man; simple as that, I suppose. If he could not spend the money, he would derive satisfaction from knowing its absence would hurt Stockholm.
"Enough!" Sandra ran up to Hans and kicked him in the stomach. He fell to the ground groaning. She yanked him to his knees. "Listen up, you son of a bitch, you hurt my husband. If you don't start spilling all of your guts right now I will make you hurt a lot more." She pointed her pistol at him and Marcus's legs gave a small lurch when he saw the anatomical part it was pointed at.
Anna came up and gave the most devious smile Marcus had ever seen. "Nonsense, Sandra, that small thing won't work. My husband bought some cannon for his ship recently. I'm sure he will let me test them out."
A dark stain slowly spread from Hans's pants and he whimpered, "I'll talk, I'll talk."
*  *  *  *
Early next morning, Marcus gulped down his coffee as he watched the line on the crane lower. "Was he really that clever if we figured it all out in a day? By the way, remind me never to get you mad." The diver had surfaced and said something to the crew on the dock.
Sandra smiled. "We were just cleverer than him."
Lars yawned. "He panicked, maybe. The town watch had raised the alarm and with the storm, he couldn't escape that night. So he dumped it in the water, hoping to get at it when things cooled down. He probably didn't think about how cold the water is, even when it's only twenty or so feet. A man could freeze before he gets the silver up." He went down to the dock as the net brought up the accumulated wealth of Stockholm.
Sandra looked at the up-timer thermos and fresh coffee in Marcus's hand. "Where did you get those things?"
He wisely remained silent.
A week later
Everything seems different, yet the same thought Robert. They had now made their move permanent. Robert and Sandra had decided to donate their old home in Grantville as a new Baha'i community center and his people were probably beginning the remodel. Little Tommy was having his birthday party and it seemed every burgher and person of note in the area had come. In the case of Hans Hering and his ilk, the trial was to commence soon. Robert wasn't sure what punishment was like here, but he was certain it wouldn't be pleasant.
As for Margaret . . .
Robert glanced at the corner where she was hiding. The ones who knew the truth had decided that they would keep the secret. She had been coerced, seduced by a cunning wolf, and they all agreed that she deserved a second chance.
Marcus came up and greeted him with that annoying smirk of his. They stood in friendly silence for a bit.
"There's not enough room in Stockholm for a second bank. Not yet."
Robert decided to match smirk for smirk. "Scared that I'll beat you?"
Marcus' smirk became a full smile now. "Why beat them when you can join them?"
"So you're offering me a job? The one Hans . . . left."
"No, I'm giving Lars that job. I'm offering you mine."
"What?" Robert choked out.
"Mr. Aronian, I may not like you, but I respect you enough to admit you are better at banking than I am. So, please, make this bank something to be proud of."
Robert sat in a nearby chair, silent for a minute. Then he said, "I hear that you're trying to open up an investment bank division. With a small cut for yourself."
Marcus nodded silently.
"I also hear you deposited a thousand silver riksdalers in the bank immediately after the theft."
He nodded again, letting himself be examined by Robert.
"I'll give you my answer tomorrow."
The big smile was back. Marcus got up and began walking away. Then, turning for a parting shot, he stated, "Excellent. I'll move your personal effects to the new office."
Soon, Sandra came and sat next to him. "I want you to meet a few people later. They're backers for our new school. Though it seems you already met one."
That took a bit to figure out. "Marcus Kock?"
"Yep, he wants his own kids there, too." She lifted his arm and put it around her shoulder. "By the way, you said yes to his job offer, right?"
"How did you know I had a job offer?" Robert felt his brain was getting slower and slower. "He asked you first?"
She laughed. "I think he's scared of me. I said I'd help persuade you to say yes if he helped grease the wheels to get the school accepted. But, of course, I knew you'd say yes anyway."
"You must know Machiavelli or something."
"Nonsense, he's dead and I'm Scottish-American, not Italian."
"Any other devious secrets you want to tell me?" He poked her lightly in the back.
"A few. I got Lars to dance with Margaret. Wait, you never answered. Are you going to accept?"
"Yes."
She laid her head on his shoulder and placed her hands over her belly. "Well, the baby and I are proud of you."
"What?" Robert choked.
"Robert, I'm pregnant." She smiled radiantly.
Robert beamed back, and then promptly fainted.
****
Author's note:
The story presented skims over the problems with currency in Sweden during the seventeenth century. I tried to put as much detail in as I could without overwhelming the reader. Sweden, didn't have a national currency, rather each region minted its own money with different silver content (the southern regions generally had much lower value). There were also small amounts of gold minted. Overall, it was a very chaotic system.
The official exchange rate in Stockholm of the coins varied over the years. Around the 1630s they were: 1 riskdaler: 6.5 mark: 52 öre: 156 örtug: 1248 penning. The riksdaler was the standard coin for international trade based on the German thaler. It had about 25.6 g of silver. The mark was also silver, but was far below its official weight. In the 1630s, market value was about 15 marks for 1 silver daler, which was still much better than in the 1570s and 1590s when it was around 35 to 1 (thanks to King John III). The debasement of the öre and smaller coins was only slightly better.
   
In 1624, Gustav Adolf began minting copper coins. They were supposed to be equivalent to the silver daler, but quickly fell to their metal value. Depending on the price of copper, we can estimate the value of the copper daler at around one half the silver daler in the 1630s. The copper dalers today are still famous for being some of the largest coins ever minted. A 10 daler copper coin weighed approximately 20 kilograms.
Marcus Kock (1585-1657)—Originally from Liege, he moved to Sweden in 1626 to help establish Gustav Adolf's copper coinage. He also established many copper and iron works especially near Avesta and became a Swedish mint master. In 1642, he opened Sweden 's largest mint in Avesta. Unlike many Dutch industrialists, he stayed in Sweden permanently and his descendants became ennobled under the name Cronström.
Stockholms Banko—The first bank in Sweden was opened in 1657 by Johan Palmstruch, a Dutch merchant. While similar to other banks like Amsterdam and Hamburg, its major innovation was paper banknotes, the first in Europe. Unfortunately, they began printing too much and the value of the notes plummeted. In 1668, the bank was taken over by the Swedish government, making it the oldest central bank in the world.
Many thanks to the people at Baen's bar who turned my ideas into a story.
*  *  *  *











Rotterdam
"What will we do now, Mother?"
"Do?" Anneke van Ruyper stood silently for a moment, watching as the men set to work filling the grave. "I believe the first thing to do is sell the ship."
Marritje looked, if anything, more stricken than before. "Then how would we live? The sea is what we know."
"Ah, yes, live. Tell me, would you care for another voyage like this last one? No, you don't need to speak. I can see it in your eyes. I think we both have had enough of tramping all around the world. And I have had more than enough of sailors." She could feel her face grow hard at the thought. "Well, there are other ways to make a living on the water. I have been looking around and listening. Tomorrow, we will see."
*  *  *  *
"This may suit you and your daughter, Mevrouw van Ruyper. Easily handled." The broker reached out and hooked onto the gunwale of a small jacht anchored in the stream.
Anneke straightened up and stepped across in one smooth motion, Marritje following close behind her. She cast a swift glance around the deck, the rigging, and what she could see of the furled sails. After all the years with Andries, she didn't need to ask anyone's opinion of a boat. The paintwork needed a little touching up, but that was superficial. If everything looked sound below, they'd have to careen it on a beach to inspect the bottom closely—that was always a place to watch for weakness and uncaring patchwork. With that bluff bow, it wouldn't be fast, something to think about if they wanted to work as a shore boat.
She let her gaze wander out across the harbor, as she turned things over in her mind. Her eye fell on a strange sharp-lined little vessel anchored a couple of hundred yards away. She shaded her eyes and looked more closely. The bow was sharply raked and the sides were beautifully smooth; you couldn't even see where the caulking was. One rather tall mast, all in one piece and set fairly far back, and an unusual arrangement of stays. And the hull had a cleanness to its flowing lines that proclaimed new.
   
"Mijnheer Overbeek, what is that?"
The broker looked where she was pointing. "Mmm? That's a Slusa sloop. They've started building them in a couple of little Scandinavian ports, for fishing and getting around and whatnot, but that one is particularly fine. It belongs to a Mecklenburg noble. It was his pleasure boat until he fell on hard times."
"Hard times? Yes, I've heard something of the hard times in Mecklenburg."
"Yes, well, it got him and his whole family away alive. But now it's served its purpose, and they wish to sell it."
That set off her merchant's instinct. "They need to sell it, you mean. Well, it looks like it might be fast . . . "
"Indeed. Would you like to see it, then?"
*  *  *  *
"Der Ritter cannot be with us today. I am his chief servant, Ebert Ettler. You may call me Ebert." He glanced down at Anneke's left hand, where she held a thin book. "You have read it, then?"
She couldn't resist giving back a wry expression as she held it up, Fore and Aft Rig in Fair Weather and Foul. "An instruction handbook for a boat? A new and very odd sort of idea, but yes. I read the parts in English. I know that language fairly well because of the wool trade."
"Ah, well, it's a new sort of boat. It can be a little deceptive at first, and there are things to be warned about. The book helped me, I'll tell you. But Overbeek said you wish to do everything yourselves and take the measure of this little jewel, so I imagine you're impatient to be about it. Let us row out there, then." He gestured toward a small dinghy floating alongside the stairs.
*  *  *  *
"Very well, Ebert, getting the sails up was simple enough. Strange doing it still at anchor." Anneke paused and looked around. The boat still streamed from the mooring line on the last of the incoming tide; the two sails they'd raised fluttered slack in the morning breeze, but otherwise did nothing at the moment. The wind was almost dead foul for leaving the harbor, though. "So, now we're ready to take up the anchor and sail back and forth a little?"
Humor danced in his eyes. "If you please. But I think we can do a little better than that." He flaked down the line as Anneke and Marritje hauled up the anchor hand-over-hand; the little windlass wasn't needed in these conditions. It took only a minute or so to get it on deck and stowed. He went aft and reached out with his arm to a spot above the rail. "We'll want the boom about here, so if you'll take up the slack in the mainsheet and belay it, Marritje—good, right there—and now you can take the tiller and get ready to steer. You can just hold it amidships for now. Anneke, I think you will want to handle the jib yourself, and see what it can do in your hands."
Anneke stepped just forward of the mast and looked at him. "All right, we're drifting back."
"So we are. Now, haul in the port jibsheet if you will, and watch what happens."
With a few economical motions she drew in the line, tossing it to one side on the deck so it wouldn't get underfoot. Immediately the sail bellied inboard and began pushing the bow to the right.
"We call this 'backing the jib.' You see what's happening? The jib turns us so that we can get under way. As we pivot, the boom is swinging free, and in a moment it will take up the slack in the mainsheet and the sail will fill. But we've already turned far enough so the jib can fill on the other side and drive us forward instead of backward. So let go the port jibsheet and haul in to starboard, please."
"I see." She tossed aside the line she was holding and stepped across the deck. "It's clear now why you wanted both lines free at once." She hauled in. "All the way?"
"Yes, for now. And you can secure it to the cleat. We'll steer by the set of the sails. All right, Marritje, you see how the leading edge of the mainsail is fluttering? Fall off the wind a little more, and that will stop. Good. Now both sails are driving us properly. You can hold that course for the moment."
Anneke busied herself for half a minute, coiling up the lines properly and hanging them out of the way, ready to throw free again at a moment's notice. You did not want any lines in a sailing vessel getting tangled up. When she straightened up and looked around again, she was startled to see that they weren't steering past the stern of the big boat anchored nearby, they were about to pass to windward of the bow, and they weren't headed across the harbor, they were angling sharply toward the mouth. The wind was coming from far forward of the port beam, and yet they weren't just making steerage way, they were throwing up a hissing bow wave and leaving a curling wake behind. They were going fast. What she had read the night before began to sink in—with this odd new rig, it hardly mattered which way the wind blew, as long as they had enough of it. They could go where they wanted, when they wanted. This beautiful boat would be a godsend for a coast and harbor business; they could carry passengers and cargo while others had to wait.
She took a firm grip on herself. There was a great deal more they needed to know about this boat, before taking the serious step of making an offer. But there was one thing she could decide in this moment. If this boat became theirs, by no means would she and Marritje leave the name Anna emblazoned across the stern. There were uncountable boats by that name, and uncountable women, none of them belonging to their family. No, if they bought it, they would rename it in memory of Andries. Andries Leydecker it would be.
Amsterdam
Sauerkraut, of all things, a shipment of it small enough to stow in their little hold. And now something else a sloop's boom was good for—a cargo derrick. The men hoisted out the last barrel and swung it outboard to the wagon on the pier alongside. Anneke got the agent's signature on two copies of the manifest, one to send back to the shipper by post, and the other to keep, just in case. She and Marritje shoved off, before somebody got the idea of charging them for time alongside.
   
Time to look for some more business. As they got further out, she could see over toward a cluster of landings. Not many people around, but just at the moment there were only a couple of boats nearby. Maybe they could pick up a few coppers ferrying somebody out to a ship. They worked their way over in the light breeze.
As they came closer, Marritje pointed out a prosperous-looking burgher standing alongside a young boy and a collection of baggage, looking their way. Anneke nodded. "Ahoy, Mijnheer. Are you looking to be carried out to one of these ships?"
The man called back in a noticeable French accent, "To Harlingen, Mevrouw. Your boat looks like it can manage in shoal water. If so, may I speak with the captain?"
"Anneke van Ruyper, at your service. And yes, I know the Waddenzee well. We can make that trip, as soon as I take on provisions for a few days."
The man showed no visible surprise at that, but by the way he spoke Dutch, women merchants were probably no novelty to him.
"Ah. Well, for that, I have only good words for Salomon Voets, whose establishment is just over there. He and I are in the same way of business; he will treat you fairly, certainly when he sees you in my company. But I forget my manners. I am Henri Fourchet, pleased to make your acquaintance."
By then, Marritje had them bow-in. Anneke spilled the last of the wind out of the mainsail, and they came to a stop just close enough to toss a line ashore. The boy ran to throw it over a post.
United States Navy base, Harlingen
Edelstein checked the vernier scales on the plotting table one more time against the field notes, and made a tiny blue mark on the acetate sheet where the lines crossed. He lined up a wax-backed buoy symbol at the mark, and secured it in place.
Done. The surveyed channel across the shallows to the base was now charted. He fastened a protective sheet over it and slid it into a waterproof portfolio, ready to ship off to the photo-engraving shop at the government map office.
There was an official letter waiting for him in the mail room.
Warrant Officer Lothar Edelstein:

Following completion of your current assignment, you are to plan and direct the mapping of Heligoland, and the charting of the surrounding waters out to a depth of twelve meters. Present a work schedule and budget with personnel, equipment, and logistic requirements no later than . . .
   
He gave a low whistle. Leading a field survey team was nothing new, but this time they were putting him in charge of an entire expedition! Get that right, and it could very well mean a commission. There was no hint of that in the orders, of course; Commander Harting didn't have that kind of authority. What he did have was a reputation for scrupulously honest personnel reports. Things were definitely looking up for Lothar Edelstein.
The view out the window faded from his mind, as the pieces of the task began to take shape and fit themselves together. The first thing to do was get a rough idea of what the place was like. How easy would it be to get around? Who lived there, and what were they like to deal with? Could he buy food for his teams, or would it all have to be brought in? Was there an inn? Was there any kind of sheltered anchorage?
By the end of the afternoon, he'd run through everybody at the base, and established that: 1.) nobody had ever been there; 2.) it would probably take longer to query other bases for information about the island than to go there himself and look around for a couple of days; and 3.) there was no navy transportation scheduled toward that direction for at least three weeks, and maybe not then. He went off to ask around on the commercial side of the harbor.
*  *  *  *
"Farewell, Monsieur Fourchet. Farewell, Jules. My best wishes to your family, and good luck with your business."
"Merci, it goes well enough. And good fortune to you, Mevrouw van Ruyper, and to you, Marritje. I remain sorry about your late husband and father. I never had the honor to meet him, but I have heard his name. He was well known along this coast, and a good man by all accounts."
"Ah, well, life is what it is. Andries and I had many good years together. And now Marritje and I had better give some attention to his namesake here."
"So? Supplies? Bits and pieces maritime? You know where to find me."
*  *  *  *
There was a little two-master in port. Edelstein rowed out and hailed the deck watch. "Bound eastward, Lieutenant? No, we're for the Bay of Biscay." The Portuguese mate conspicuously didn't say where in the Bay of Biscay, and by his nervous air and rapid disappearance, it was glaringly obvious he didn't want to talk to anyone in a uniform. Lothar didn't bother to correct him on navy rank insignia.
Everyone else afloat at the moment was interested only in local fishing. All that was normal enough, but Edelstein wanted to deliver results, not excuses. Back to the waterfront.
Once more, he emerged from one of the taverns with no better answers than before. When he glanced out across the anchorage this time, though, something was different. Fourchet and his son were just debarking on the quayside in front of their ship chandlery, from an unfamiliar craft. Unfamiliar, in a way. It looked like the little brother of a navy courier schooner. One gaff-rigged mast instead of two, and a loose-footed jib. Attractive paint job, medium-green with white trim. The boat glided out into the harbor and dropped anchor.
Lothar went to ask Fourchet about the vessel he'd come home in.
*  *  *  *
Listening to Anneke van Ruyper and Lieutenant Liebenberg hammer out a charter contract was an education.
"Pay your mark-up for supplies on top of some chandler's? I think not, Madame. Navy stores will furnish what is required. Provide us a list, please."
"Selection of a cook for the two-week charter to be subject to your approval? Certainly, Captain van Ruyper, it's your boat. But choose a navy cook, who we are already paying . . . "
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"Heligoland? Are you mad? There's a whole fishing community there. Word will get out as soon as you appear!"
"Master Bölcke, no one understands the reasons for secrecy better than I do, but how long do you think this will stay secret, once it's deployed with the fleet? A month? Probably not. Where do you expect us to go for shipboard test firings, Spitzbergen, maybe? Or van Diemen's Land, for heaven's sake? We can't afford the time to traipse halfway to Hades to find out whether it works on a pitching deck, and what, if anything, must be fixed. The island is as out of the way as we need it to be, and it's less than a day's sail from the Elbe."
Perhaps strong words weren't the most productive way to deal with this civilian, though. Dengler went on, "You and your men have done well, truly, and we in the navy who know your work are grateful. But are you aware that the keel is already laid and the carpenters have begun shaping frames? The pace here must not fall behind. So who will you send with us?"
*  *  *  *
"Four point three."
Edelstein whipped down the signal flag in his left hand to mark the station for the theodolite parties tracking them from the shore, then wrote down the figures on the next numbered line in the field book and read back the sounding. Taking up both signal flags from the lanyard hanging over his shoulders, he semaphored the station number to the watching parties. Meanwhile, Seaman Kraus hauled up the lead from the bottom, reported "Nothing in the tallow," and cast it again.
Chartering the sloop Andries Leydecker had turned out to be a real stroke of luck. Things had gone so well during that first short visit, that he'd requested, and gotten, approval to hire boat and crew for the charting job itself. He glanced over toward Marritje at the helm. Slight and shy as she was, with quiet competence she was keeping them lined up with the two spar buoys they'd dropped earlier, as they ran the traverse with their sails reefed-down and the mainsheet let out, so that they wouldn't outrun the sailing dories taking soundings a stone's throw away on either side. Marritje's mother was something else again. Anneke van Ruyper could be a little crusty, until you gained her respect.
The lead line was coming straight up-and-down again. Edelstein raised one flag.
"Four point one."
He logged the data point and signaled the station number, then looked suspiciously at the water ahead. Shoaling? No, it didn't look like it, and Marritje said nothing. Still, it paid to be cautious. After all, they were sailing in uncharted waters. Well, there was time enough to finish this pass and one more, before the daylight went and it was time to return to camp.
*  *  *  *
"Mister Edelstein, you didn't tell us there was going to be another survey party here."
"Huh? What are you talking about, Bartel?"
"Fennemann was just on the hill over there, and he says there are a couple of navy men setting up on the north end of the island."
"Strange, that's news to me. Well, everything looks like it's under control here. I'll take a walk over there and find out what's going on. You can get going compiling today's data, okay?"
"Maybe you want to go after dinner, boss? The fishermen had a good catch today, and the cook bought some."
Lothar glanced up toward the eastern sky, and nodded. "He did, eh? Well then, maybe I will. It should be easy enough to see where I'm going, there and back; the moon's already up."
*  *  *  *
By the time Lothar got close enough to talk to anyone, it was already clear that this was no survey party. There were stakes in the ground in a regular order, and someone was carrying a ranging pole down to a boat drawn up on the shore, but there was a tiny newly-dug field fortification on top of the bluff, and a row of large paper targets set up between wooden sticks. Artillery targets. A small ship rode hove-to a kilometer or so off to the northwest.
A petty officer eyed him cautiously as he approached.
"Good evening. I'm Warrant Officer Lothar Edelstein, with the government mapping party on the south end of the island. What brings you here?"
"Ah, I'm Petty Officer Oskar Mielke. I don't want to seem rude, but all I can tell you is that it's classified."
Lothar shrugged. Another one of those up-time notions making its way around the navy. What it seemed to mean in practice was that the left hand didn't know what the right hand was doing, and vice-versa. "Well, you don't need to tell me you're going to be shooting cannon balls up here, I can see that for myself. That doesn't look like a warship out there, but I suppose you know what you're doing. All I want to know is, how far away are your stray shots liable to land, so I can keep my men out of harm's way, and when will you be done so we can finish surveying up this way?"
"I don't exactly know about all that myself, Mister Edelstein. The best thing would be for you to talk with Commander Dengler. Would you like me to signal him for you?"
"If you would, please. I'd appreciate it."
Mielke looked relieved to pass the buck. He turned and called down toward the boat, "Ahoy below. Break out the semaphore flags again and bring them up here on the double." There was just about enough light left to get off a couple of exchanges.
*  *  *  *
All three shore stations signaled "OK." Lothar dropped the second spar buoy. Half his mind was on planning the next few days' work, as they got under way for the morning's first run. He'd probably be sending Anneke and Marritje off on a supply run to Ritsenbuttel in a day or two, as soon as they got word by radio that their requisition was ready to pick up. They could do land-side surveying while the boat was away.
It was annoying that the boat would be out of touch until they got back. Lothar had been pestering navy supply to pry loose a second rig so they could keep in touch beyond sight of the shore camp, but so far nobody was promising anything.
There was one faint bang in the far distance, and then nothing for the rest of the day. Whatever was going on up there, it wasn't gunnery training. In the end, he hadn't taken the time to row out to Cornucopia and back, he'd just exchanged a couple of semaphore messages with the mysterious Lieutenant Commander Dengler.
*  *  *  *
There wasn't any doubt that the gun worked. Dengler had seen it bang away on the range and hit the same spot time after time. There was nothing insincere in the praise he'd given Bölcke, either, but as good as the gunsmiths and machinists were who'd created this thing, there was one thing they weren't—seamen.
The big question now was, would it work on shipboard as a practical weapon? If not, they'd better find out quick, and get to work on something else.
Well, they had the right conditions this morning. A good wind from the west-southwest, bowling them along toward the buoy that marked the first firing position. Enough pitch and roll for a realistic test; more yaw than he'd expect from the modern schooner the gun was meant for, though. He mentally laughed at himself—modern! How times changed! Ten years ago this merchantman the navy had chartered for the sea trial would have been the very latest thing. Now the spritsail rig and the high, narrow poop felt quaint. As for the whipstaff steering, it was more than quaint, it made him shake his head and wonder why seamen had put up with the maddeningly inadequate travesty for whole centuries.
He took a careful look all around. The red flag was hoisted on shore, meaning that the range was cleared and the observers were in their bunker and ready. Cleary, his gunnery specialist, was stationed aft by the helmsman and the ship's mate with a telescope in his hands, where powder smoke wouldn't block his view of the impacts. He turned back again to watch the gun's operation. The ship's captain was hovering almost at his elbow, curious as a cat to see how this curiosity did its tricks, but he wasn't really in the way. Kieffer, the mechanic from the lab, finished filling the gravity magazine.
"Ready when you are, Commander."
"Thank you. You can fire your first round as soon as we pass the buoy." Dengler sidled over a couple of steps, to see how he handled it.
*  *  *  *
Chief Petty Officer Michael Cleary was skeptical from the beginning that an elevation screw on a long-range ship's weapon would work in the real world. No doubt it was the Phantom Works' great gift to army artillery, but they'd found out in a hurry yesterday that there was no way to run it up and down fast enough to keep the sights on target from a rolling deck. Now they had the gun more-or-less balanced in the gimbal by a hastily-carved ballast rock lashed under the frame, so that the gunner could move it easily by hand in time with the ship's motion.
Maybe the engineering tests would go better this time; they needed to get through that before his men began their part of the evaluation.
He heard Commander Dengler's order from up forward, and the clatter as Kieffer turned the crank to chamber a round. Nothing for three or four seconds, then a boom. He stared at the bluff, watching for a shell burst. What he got was a splash of sand; the shell must have traveled a few inches into the dirt before the main charge exploded. "Shot number one. I log that as twenty low and six to the left, sir." He wrote quickly in his notebook.
The crank turned again, and a clunk sounded as the empty cartridge case fell to the deck. Another pause while Kieffer took careful aim, then the gun went off again.
"Shot two. Close to the middle target. About three left."
Dengler called out, "Hold that aim point, Kieffer. I want to see how close you can come to hitting the same spot four more times in succession."
"Okay, boss."
Cleary kept taking notes, as two more shots went off, half a minute apart. For sure, that mechanic was taking his time and doing the best he could to hit the same place, never mind that it wasn't on the target. The big question was, how controllable was the gun in these conditions? Then Kieffer turned the crank again, and there wasn't any thud of an empty hitting the deck. Cleary heard Dengler start to ask, "What . . . " and then all hell broke loose.
There was a completely different kind of a bang and a tremendous flash, things whizzed through the air and hit somewhere on deck, and the Commander shrieked. When Cleary spun around to look, Kieffer and Dengler were both down, and the captain was half-propped on one elbow with a slack expression on his face. Kieffer was covered with blood and not moving. While the young mate was still taking in the situation, Cleary shouted down the main hatch, "Medic! On deck!" A couple of sailors were already moving toward the three men. From below, somebody repeated, "Pass the word for the navy medic. To the deck."
Then a flutter of motion caught Cleary's eye—motion where it didn't belong. The weather foremast shrouds were whipping around in the wind; whatever had happened, something had torn through them, leaving a single strand still bracing the mast. He pointed and shouted over his shoulder, "Sir!"
Mate Wentzlin spun to look where he was pointing. "I see it." His voice rose to a roar. "Cast off the foresheets! Helm alee!"
The remaining shroud line was vibrating. Getting the lines off the belaying pins was taking too long. Cleary ran forward, shouting, "Out knives! Cut them free!" He had no business giving that kind of order, but they could chew him out afterward. That mate—hardly more than an apprentice—was too new at this business to know what to do, he was figuring out what to do.
Time ran out. The last strand parted under the strain, and the mast bent under the thrust of the sails, creaking, starting to crackle.
"Stand clear o' the foremast!"
The military medical technician halted for a second with one foot just coming over the hatch coaming.
With a crash the whole mast went over the lee rail, smashing one boat to kindling and striking the other a glancing blow as it kicked back. Within seconds, the drag started slewing the ship. Doc Redlich picked up his medical kit again and ran toward the injured men.
Wentzlin ordered, "Cast off all sheets! Jump to it!"
The last part was superfluous. Every man on board knew what would happen if they went aback in this wind.
With the rest of the rigging saved, there was no need at all to order the men to start cutting away all the snarled lines holding the wreckage to the hull. Men were already grabbing every axe within reach.
Then Cleary spotted the flash of brass rolling on the deck. No telling what condition those live rounds were in, after being flung out of the magazine when something blew up. "Out of my way! Loose ammunition! Don't step on those things."
Carefully, smoothly, Cleary threw the two remaining shells as far away as he could. If they were going to go off when they hit the water, he didn't want it happening next to the hull. When he turned to see what the medic was doing, he saw a mangled bit of metal in the blood by Kieffer's side. He picked it up. An extraction disk. He looked into what was left of the gun. Sure enough, most of a cartridge case was still in the barrel. He went to report to Mate Wentzlin. The captain and his own superior were in no shape to listen to reports or give orders or do much of anything else; Redlich was just pulling a needle out of Dengler's arm—painkillers, probably—and saying something to the man holding direct pressure on the injured captain's shoulder. Nobody was doing anything at all about Kieffer. Nobody could.
*  *  *  *
"All right, Cleary, I understand. Your mechanical gun is no longer any danger to us. But the rest of this—isn't it your duty to report what happened to your own people without delay? Just in case?"
Cleary glanced toward the bluff. The observers were out of their bunker and studying them through a telescope. "Aye, that makes sense, sir. I could semaphore it to the spotting team up there."
Wentzlin jerked his thumb toward the wire running up the mainmast on porcelain insulators. "Not straight to Magdeburg? Didn't you say that's where they're making that cannon of yours?"
Cleary mentally kicked himself. Whatever the youngster lacked in experience, he was missing nothing in mental agility. That was equipment the navy had brought aboard. "You're right, sir. Of course." He shouted toward the beehive on the forecastle, "Braunstein! Leave that work to the ship's crew. I need you to fire up the transmitter."
*  *  *  *
"No luck, Chief. None of the coastal stations are answering, not even Ritsenbuttel. I don't think we're getting out. You know half the antenna went with the foremast, and a lot of what's left is hanging straight down from the crosstrees."
"Oh, yes? Well, it wouldn't take one of us long to climb up and jury-rig it to the topmast, if that will help." A short burst of Morse code came out of the receiver. "What was that? It sounded loud enough to be the horn of the holy Gabriel."
"I don't know. It's a navy call sign, but not one I've ever heard of."
"What would you wager it's that parcel of surveyors on the other side of the island, then?" He slapped his notebook down on the mess table in front of Braunstein. "Call them. If they answer, send them this. They can pass the word on to headquarters."
*  *  *  *
One more pass done. Another page of soundings in the book. Anneke maneuvered them up to the buoys at this end; they pulled them up, then set them for the next run in this direction, guided by flag signals from the shore. A little poking around until they were lined up with the buoys at the far end, and off they went. Lothar cast the lead this time; Peter Kraus was a strong young sailor, but even he needed a break once in a while doing the comparatively light job of recording and signaling.
They were about a third of the way to the turn point, when somebody ran down to one of the distant theodolite parties, and a couple seconds later the flags started waving "Attention."
"Anneke, can we heave to for a minute and see what they want?"
"Yes, let the jib fly."
As soon as Anneke put the helm down, Lothar took back the field book and flipped to an empty back page. "All right, Kraus, signal 'Ready.' "
The message came fast. Fifteen seconds in, his heart turned to ice. Marritje must have been watching his face; she asked, "What is it, Lothar? Is something wrong?"
He turned so she could read over his shoulder while he went on copying the message. "Cornucopia dismasted. Off northwest point."
They all knew what that meant; they'd talked with the fishermen during their first visit. Hard stone reefs running out from the northern end of the island. Reefs they hadn't begun to chart yet. "Anneke, can we . . . "
"Go to them? Ja. Marritje, hold us like this for a minute. Peter, shake the reefs out of the mainsail and hoist it all the way. I'm going to unfurl the outer jib. As soon as we're moving again, I want you to help me raise the topsail. We'll go up the east side; I want to be off a windward shore."
Anneke van Ruyper hardly ever used the gaff topsail; he'd never seen her hoist it in anything but light airs. He went on writing. The dories headed for shore, to drop their sounding parties and follow as they could.
*  *  *  *
When Cleary came back on deck, he expected to see work going on to strip down some of the fallen spars to press into service as a jury foremast. Instead, everything had been cut adrift, and Wentzlin was swinging the ship with the spritsail, about to get under way. The big lateen mizzen sail was furled; he could understand that, because with no foresail, the little spritsail would be barely able to balance the mizzen topsail, and even at that steering would be a pig. But why . . . ? Then he noticed one of the sailors glancing nervously toward the east. The pattern of waves looked different, not far away. He put up his hand to feel the wind—a little more northerly than it had been earlier. Whatever was out there, it was to leeward now. He suddenly understood. There was no time left to rig anything. There was no time even to shackle a cable onto the anchor, now that the forecastle was cleared and they could get at it, and try to manhandle it over the side without the tackle that had gone with the foremast.
The mate started calling out sail-handling orders. After a couple of minutes, he started playing the weather mizzen topsail sheet himself with a sailor tailed on behind him, trying to hold onto as much drive as possible without overpowering the spritsail and throwing them out of control. The helmsman had the whipstaff over as far as it would go. They were slow, and making leeway, but they were almost to the end of the disturbed water. It looked like they were about to pass by the thinnest of margins. Another fifty paces . . .
He felt it first through the soles of his boots, a scraping down below. They lost headway, and the bow started to come up into the wind. Wentzlin hauled in fast, spilling the wind out of the mizzen so they could get back on course. A wave lifted them a handspan or two, and dropped them again. There was a dull thunk, like a sledgehammer hitting heavy timbers. Another wave, another solid thump, then one more, much softer, and they were across the reef. Wentzlin got the bow straightened out again, and kept on going close-hauled for what Cleary judged to be a quarter of an English mile. Finally they were out of the shallow water. Some of the tension went out of the mate, and he called out, "Stand by to wear ship. Somebody go below and sound the bilge." He turned his head to look straight at Redlich, the medic, who was standing there waiting for his attention.
"Sir, I've got the patients stabilized and I need to decide whether to move them below. Can you tell me what the plan is?"
"Yes. I'm taking us straight to Ritsenbuttel for repairs. It's the closest, and we can make it on this wind. And that's the best place to get help for my captain and your officer, yes?"
"Yes, sir, from there I'd be able to get them up-river to the infirmary. They both need a lot more treatment than I can give them with what I have. Or what I know. Commander Dengler's knee is severely injured, I don't know just how bad it is. The captain is starting to talk, but not clearly so far. All right, I'll prepare them to be moved."
Somebody shouted up the hatchway, "Ahoy on deck. We're taking on water, I can't see where. Must be down near the keel."
"Thank you." The mate didn't look the least bit thankful. "Man the pump!"
*  *  *  *
Turning was more of a finicky business than usual, with no foremast. Wentzlin had to order the mizzen topsail clewed up, to manage it at all. The maneuver cost them more leeway than it ordinarily would have, but that wasn't much of a concern, with the course to the Elbe being crosswind. With the sails finally balanced so the rudder had some control, he went below to get a look at the situation there.
His face was white when he came back on deck half a minute later.
"What is it, sir?"
"We can't make it to Ritsenbuttel, Cleary. The water's coming up so fast, we wouldn't make it halfway." He glanced at the men at the pump; it was obvious they were already doing all they could. "No sense leaving the island at all. I'm going to try to beach her; that's our best chance." By now, they were well off the east side, headed down toward the mainland. He rattled off some more orders, getting the sails trimmed to gain back as much distance to windward as possible. Cleary eyed the rocky east shore. It didn't look promising, even if they could get there. After another minute, it didn't look like they would.
Evidently, the mate was coming to the same conclusion. He relieved the hands at the pump, then ordered "Rig the anchor. Get it outboard on the cathead, ready to drop."
To Michael Cleary's mind, that meant everybody who wasn't doing something else, no matter who they were, and never mind any old memories of brehon law and privileges of position. This was going to be a labor of Samson to do by brute force. He ran forward, sweeping up Braunstein and the rest of the navy test team along the way.
Wentzlin wasn't done. He pointed to an older seaman. "Kellner. Take charge of the boat. As soon as we get close, get it in the water and pull for shore, then come back for more as soon as you unload." He told off seven more men for the first boatload.
The sailor looked back at him. "What about you, sir?"
"Last trip. With the casualties and the medic. Now get ready."
Cleary looked up a couple of times as they wrestled with the ship's anchor, as many men as could crowd in around it to lend a hand. There might have been a few fishermen around at this time of day, but no. He didn't even see anybody on shore to notice them and run to the settlement. Shoving and prying, they got the thing over the rail. None too soon. The mate was looking up and down along the shore, obviously trying to decide the most favorable spot. Cleary couldn't really see much difference.
It wasn't more than a couple of minutes. At what looked like the closest approach, Wentzlin suddenly ordered, "Stand by to drop anchor. Clew up all. Helm alee."
Before the ship even came up into the wind, Kellner and his boat crew were already moving. Once in the water, they bent to the oars and pulled away. The mate relieved the pump again. Anything to buy time. All of a sudden there was a murmuring among the crew, and Cleary turned to see where they were looking. Half the men in the boat had stopped rowing and started throwing water over the gunwale with mess kits and a fire bucket.
Wentzlin called across, "What's going on, there?"
Kellner shouted back, "Sir, it's cracked worse than I thought. We'll make it ashore, but only with four men bailing."
"And then you couldn't get back here with room in the boat for anybody else. I understand, Kellner. Just go. Maybe you can find something to pound into the seams. There's rocks enough to pound with."
He turned to the men watching him. "Bring up barrels, planks, anything that will float. We might have to kick our way ashore, if none of the islanders spot us soon, or the boat crew can't find help."
One of the crew spoke up, "Should we make a raft out of the yards, sir?"
Wentzlin stared at him in surprise for half a second, and answered, "Why not? All right, get the carpenter's chest up here while we can still find it. Begin."
The topsail and topgallant yards were the smallest, and would be the easiest to manage. Men scrambled aloft and went to work.
*  *  *  *
"Sail ho! Five points off the port bow!"
Cleary and Braunstein were holding an odd piece of timber in place for a deckhand, who was lashing it crosswise to the main topgallant yard; he straightened up to get a look over the bulwark. Something with a rig he'd never seen before was just coming into sight beyond the southeast point. It wasn't any islander's fishing boat, that was for certain. If anything, it looked something like a navy courier schooner, but not much more than half the size, with a single mast. It kept running downwind, probably to get well clear of whatever might be hidden under the waves, but someone on deck waved to them. So they'd been seen.
Then it whipped through a turn and headed straight for them, heeling over as the wind caught the sails, throwing up a rolling bow wave. For its size, it was fast.
As they came within hailing distance, a man in a navy uniform stood up with a speaking trumpet and shouted, "Ahoy, Cornucopia! How many on board?"
Wentzlin answered, "Sixteen. Two serious casualties. One dead."
The navy man looked at a middle-aged woman doing something amidships; she made a thumbs-up gesture. The man raised the trumpet again. " It will be crowded, but we can take you all. Port side by the waist?"
*  *  *  *
Marritje Leydecker delicately worked the tiller a little to one side and a little to the other without even having to think about it, holding course as they corkscrewed through the waves, poised for the moment her mother cast off the jibsheets. There really was no need for either of them to say anything, for this kind of a maneuver. And . . . now. She threw the tiller over and they coasted to a stop by the ship's side, almost touching. It was wallowing so low in the water, that it wasn't a lot higher than their own deck. Peter Kraus was right there with a boathook, catching the rail and holding them in place.
Lothar called up, "Send anyone who has to be carried, please, while there's still room to move on deck."
Someone on the ship ordered, "Right. Redlich, get your patients across and go yourself. You men, lend a hand."
Next moment, someone jumped down to their deck and turned to receive an unconscious man being lowered on a mess table top. He had a leg in a splint and a bloodstained navy uniform. As soon as he was laid on deck, they passed down another man. He didn't look as badly hurt, but he was mumbling something that didn't make much sense, and he didn't seem to know where he was. Two others jumped down to help move them. A dead body sewed up in a hammock came right behind.
Lothar looked down at the injured men. "Shall we send them below, Anneke? Put the living ones in the bunks?"
She nodded. Lothar slid the hatch back and pointed.
A face looked over the rail, watching until the deck was clear again. "Leave off pumping. Form ranks in the waist so I can count heads . . . Good. Now listen up. When you board that boat, step smartly forward or aft and get out of the way of the man behind you. All hands, abandon ship."
The rush lasted just seconds. One of the last men slipped as he came over the rail, and might have fallen in the water, but her mother grabbed his shirt, steadying him just long enough to recover.
At that moment something carried away aloft in the dying ship, and a line with a block on the end snapped viciously across at them and struck. Marritje barely saw it move, it came so fast.
"Mother!" She couldn't see, the crowd was so thick amidships where a knot of the survivors stood. She started to rise from her seat, and would have run forward, but the main yard caught her eye. Whatever had broken loose, it had started swinging around dangerously. If that tangled in their rigging . . . She stood up straight and shouted, "You by the starboard jib sheet! Haul in and hold it! Somebody shove off!"
Someone she couldn't see exclaimed, "Who is that woman to . . . " Whatever he was going to say, it ended with a sudden whoof.
Lothar Edelstein's voice came back through the crowd, "I've got it, Captain!" and the outer jib went hard aback.
What? But her whole attention was taken up with getting them out of there. Peter was already pushing them away with the boathook. She yanked the rudder over to its limit, using their sternway to push them away from the ship's side, until they could pivot far enough for the mainsail to fill, and sheet home both jibs. She stood up at the helm, moving her head from side to side, trying to see through the press of castaways. Peter came back to relieve her, finally freeing her to go see.
Mother was lying in a heap on the deck amidships, with Lothar and the man with the medical bag kneeling beside her. Lothar looked up into her eyes. "I'm so sorry, Marritje. It broke her neck. The Grantville hospital itself couldn't have done anything."
*  *  *  *
They cleared the southeast reef. There was no expression at all in Marritje's voice as she gave the sail handling orders to start beating up to windward so they could make their return to the survey camp. Her hand trembled slightly on the tiller. She stared off at the horizon.
After a while she looked across to her client, where he sat writing an account of what had happened in his notebook. "Lothar, this boat is still under your charter. What do you want me to do?"
He looked up. "I've been thinking about that. Those two injured men need to be taken to Ritsenbuttel right away. You can leave as soon as we offload this horde; there should be time enough to get there before dark. I'll radio ahead to have a river steamer meet you with a medical party. And I need to send off as many of the survivors as you think is safe for the boat, because we won't have a lot of supplies in camp until you get back with the load they're making up." He paused. "Marritje, would you like me to ask the navy to make funeral arrangements for your mother?"
"Oh, yes, please, Lothar, yes. We don't know anybody around here." She reached out and put her hand on his arm for just a moment. Through sudden tears she checked her course again.
"And who do you want for crew, coming back here?"
She almost gave in to the temptation to say she just wanted to be alone with her thoughts and the sea for that time. But that would have been foolish. Mother would never have fallen into such poor judgment. Lothar called me "Captain." Heaven help me, I must act like one.
"Peter. He knows the boat."
"An excellent choice. I'll make out his orders."
Lübeck
Meister Marcus Gerlach was dressed up for the occasion in doublet and lace collar, with his beard magnificently combed out. He positively radiated pride and satisfaction. Well, there was justification enough for a double helping of pride, standing right there on the ways.
With some time left after he finished studying the hull's elegant lines from the outside, Lothar Edelstein climbed up the staging and joined the visitors' tour.
It was astonishing. The changes in shipbuilding just kept coming. He'd seen close-spaced heavy framing like this before, but the diagonal internal bracing was something brand-new. It meant sacrificing some interior space, but they'd gotten some of it back by tucking in storage lockers where they could. The reinforced deck beams to support gun stanchions had been a long time coming. And the fully-enclosed mechanical steering box! He'd already gone across the yard to the fitting-out wharf and examined the masts and shrouds lying ready—steel, from the mills of Essen. This was going to be one rugged little courier schooner.
He'd heard all the stories about what it was like to serve under the penetrating eye of Admiral John Chandler Simpson, but all in all, Lothar approved of an officer who refused to settle for half-measures when sailor's lives were on the line.
When he climbed back down to the ground, Commander Dengler was leaning on his crutches, talking with a lieutenant and a first class petty officer he didn't know. Dengler waved him over; they exchanged salutes. "Congratulations, Ensign Edelstein. You earned it."
"Thank you, sir. Did you ever find out what went wrong?"
"Yes. The changes are still going on. Chief Cleary sends his regrets that he cannot be here today; he and the laboratory people have their heads together with Reardon's experts. But I don't think you know Lieutenant Klyve, here. Olaf is accepting this work of art for the navy."
"Well, it seems congratulations are in order for you too, sir. I think you'll enjoy this assignment, petty officer. I did."
The master shipwright broke into the conversation then, gesturing over Lothar's shoulder. "Is that her?"
Lothar turned to look. Marritje Leydecker had just come in the gate. She'd changed. Physically, she was the still the same slender girl, but a firm step and a level gaze had replaced the retiring shyness. You just could never tell how someone would respond to adversity. Behind him, Dengler spoke up. "Yes. There aren't many like her."
Their host stepped out in front and smiled as she came up to the group. "Frau Leydecker, I'm delighted that you could be here today."
Her eyes crinkled in amusement at the German form of address. "Thank you for the invitation, Meister Gerlach. Fortunately, I was close by; I have a party charting the Wismar approaches."
Dengler gave her a half-smile. "Oh, it's not by chance that you're being offered all these charters. You're highly regarded in the navy these days."
"And among us." Gerlach threw a glance toward a dignified older man standing nearby. "But since we're all here, let us begin." He stepped up on the low platform in front of the bow and waved for attention. The crowd drew in and quieted down. "Welcome, welcome. On this day of new beginnings, Pastor Heydenreich has a few words for us."
The minister raised his hands and spoke a short benediction. When he finished, Gerlach gestured toward a woman with a cockade of red and white ribbons pinned to her coat. "We have with us Frau Emilia Metzger, city director for the Red Cross of Mecklenburg."
She stepped up on the platform. "Good morning. On behalf of the Red Cross, I wish to present our lifesaving medal . . .
" . . . to Ensign Lothar Edelstein."
The crowd broke into applause as he came forward.
"To Seaman First Class Peter Kraus . . .
"To Marritje Leydecker . . .
"And with great regret, posthumously to Anneke van Ruyper. We're all very sorry for your loss, Frau Leydecker."
Gerlach bowed, and gestured for Marritje to precede him up onto the platform. He looked down where the workmen stood ready, and handed her a beribboned bottle of Franconian wine. She stood still for a few seconds, looking at the fine new vessel in front of her. Then she turned to face the spectators, and called out in a clear voice, "I christen this schooner Schiff seiner imperialen Majestät Anneke van Ruyper."
A brief flurry of hammer blows rang out, and the vessel trembled and started to move. She shattered the bottle over the bow, and added, "May God protect her and all who sail in her!"
As it gathered speed down the slipway, Peter Kraus began to sing. The rest of the navy men turned to look at him, then stood up straighter and took up the hymn. It was in English, but they all knew it.
Eternal Father, strong to save
Whose arm hath bound the restless wave,
Who bidd'st the mighty ocean deep
Its own appointed limits keep;
Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee,
For those in peril on the sea!
O Christ! Whose voice the waters heard
And hushed their raging at Thy word,
Who walkedst on the foaming deep,
And calm amidst its rage didst sleep;
Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee,
For those in peril on the sea!
Most Holy Spirit! Who didst brood
Upon the chaos dark and rude,
And bid its angry tumult cease,
And give, for wild confusion, peace;
Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee,
For those in peril on the sea!
O Trinity of love and power!
Our brethren shield in danger's hour;
From rock and tempest, fire and foe,
Protect them wheresoe'er they go;
Thus evermore shall rise to Thee
Glad hymns of praise from land and sea.
*  *  *  *
Author's Note:
"Eternal Father, Strong to Save" by William Whiting and John B. Dykes, 1860-1861. Also called the Navy Hymn.
Two verses can be heard at http://www.usshancockcv19.com/navyhymn.htm
The sheet music is at http://songsandhymns.org/hymns/sheetmusic/eternal-father-strong-to-save
A nautical glossary is available at http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Glossary_of_nautical_terms#J
*  *  *  *
Art Director's Note: The Lifesaving Medal's appearance is based on suggestions from the author. Thanks, Jack! -Garrett










"There, the Genevans killed my father. Hung him by the neck, like a common house-breaker. Even left him there to rot, refused to return his remains to my mother," the Savoyard said, looking ahead at the gate.
"Didn't know that, seigneur," Gervais said, using his breathless state as excuse not to use the younger man's name, which was one of those horrid Italian tongue-twisters Gervais preferred to not even think about, let alone speak aloud. The muddy track was something of a climb from the river, and Gervais had always liked his food and drink better than keeping pace with horses.
"Of course you don't. Why would you, a commoner—" the rider freed one foot from the stirrup and nudged Gervais on the shoulder, "and foreigner to boot—have any inkling of events thirty years and more in the past?"
"Don't know, that's sure," Gervais panted, stumbling under the touch.
Boot back in stirrup, the nobleman went on, "The duc refused to pay ransom for my father or his men. The very men he ordered into the attack. I hear they even celebrate it."
"What?"
The mounted man reined in to look down on Gervais. "Hanging my father, dolt."
"Ah," Gervais answered, carefully stepping clear as the horse, irritated at being reined in, tried to stamp his foot flat.
"You don't care, Gervais?" the Savoyard asked, leaning down to pat the massive shoulder of his stallion. Not to correct it for attacking Gervais, but because it was upset.
At a safe distance, the Frenchman bent over to catch his breath and gain a moment to think through his answer. Knowing the noble for an impatient sort, he gasped, "Church tells us it's not for the low folk to concern ourselves with the doings of those above us."
"You quote well the words of priests," the Savoyard said, flicking the tail of his long coat free of the last of the morning's rain and revealing the rapier at his hip. "Best be careful with such pious talk. We enter a nest of heretics who will not find your simple views suit their palate. It wasn't so long ago the Calvinists were executing good Catholics for resisting their heresy. Keep your mouth shut, or you will find I shut it for you."
Still trying to catch his breath, Gervais bowed his head, "As you say."
The nobleman edged the mean-spirited horse closer, crowding the older man, "Not good enough, Gervais."
Unable to remain bent over lest he get tumbled to the ground, Gervais stumbled upright, raised a hand. "I will not let slip who we are."
"Good," the nobleman said. "Need I remind you further that neither of us need distraction from our appointed tasks?"
"No, no." Gervais said, unable to keep the edge of anger from his voice.
He felt the younger man's eyes on him before the other went on, "It's not me that holds your child hostage, thief. You would do well to remember that."
Keeping his eyes down, Gervais nodded, "I do. Just don't see how my work will benefit them that have my Monique. What's more—" he hoped to tease some information from the Savoyard, "I don't understand why they wish to put you at risk, too."
The noble sniffed, pretending disdain. Gervais still heard the bitterness of the reply. "You don't need to understand. Just do as the bishop told you and we might both come away from this with what we desire."
"Yes, seigneur."
"Are you ready, then?"
"Yes."
The rider kneed the stallion into motion, apparently satisfied.
They did not speak again in the hundred steps it took to reach the gatehouse.
        
A pair of guards wearing the red and gold livery of Geneva stepped forward to bar the way, pikes shouldered. The elder of the two, a largish man with the scars of some pox, looked them over before addressing the mounted man: "Who wishes to enter Geneva ?"
Silently thanking God he easily understood the man, Gervais stepped forward and gestured at the Savoyard with a flourish, "The envoy of Duc Amadeus, first of his name: Seigneur Vicario of Turin, here to see the council and leadership of the city on behalf of the duc."
The guard bowed slightly. "Bienvenue, then, to the duc's envoy. The council is expecting you. There is stabling to be had just inside the gates, or you can head up the hill to the Cheval Blanc. The sign is of a white horse prancing in the paddock, the place across the square from our cathedral. Lodgings have been arranged for you there."
Gervais dutifully translated the guard's words. Vicario grunted and kneed his horse through the gate. The clatter of hooves echoed loudly in the gatehouse, making the Savoyard's stallion rear slightly. Vicario quickly reined the foul-tempered beast in. Say what you will about his manners and mind, the Savoyard was a capable hand with a horse.
Gervais shot a glance at the militiaman as he broke into a trot to catch up. Based on the curled lip climbing the older guard's face, Gervais was fairly certain the envoy had not gained a friend at the gates.
They came across few people as they followed the narrow road climbing from the gate to the cathedral. Gervais considered remarking on their absence, but decided to save his breath and concentrate on his footing for the climb. The Savoyard wasn't likely to appreciate his observations, regardless.
Despite his exertions and the weight of leaden legs, Gervais eventually gained the plaza laid out before the Cathedral. The cathedral itself was very impressive, though lacking the ornament Gervais was used to. He'd heard Calvin and his cronies had stripped the cathedral of its ornament to pay for the city's defenses, but seeing the graceful building so bare was sobering.
The White Horse was a set of squat buildings just where the guardsman said they would be. Turning toward it, he found the Savoyard already half-way across the square.
Again it struck Gervais there were too few people about for what had turned into a pleasantly sunny afternoon. He'd heard the Calvinists were opposed to all things pleasurable, and he'd seen none of the taverns and knocking-shops he was used to in a city this size.
A young man came out of one of the buildings in the courtyard of the inn, obviously intent on stabling the Savoyard's horse. The youth said something to Vicario, who looked over his shoulder, then turned in his saddle. The distance wasn't so great that Gervais missed the way the noble's lips thinned when he discovered Gervais so far behind.
"I'll handle it, seigneur." Gervais called out.
"Damn right you will," the noble snarled, dismounting.
*  *  *  *
The Cheval Blanc wasn't so busy that Bertram had become used to hearing Clément calling out to customers entering the courtyard. He still managed to at least partially ignore the local's patter and remained focused on the report he was preparing for his superiors in Grantville.
He nearly ruined the letter when a stream of angry-sounding Italian rent the air outside his window. First, because Italian always sounded to him like the speaker was cursing God. Second; because he'd been warned to watch for whomever the duke of Savoy sent to represent his interests at the council, and third: the duke's representative was the only one who had yet to arrive.
Still seated at the tiny escritoire he'd purchased from the university provost, Bertram pushed the shutters wide in hopes of getting a look. Too late, he caught the merest glimpse of a dark-haired man in a fine coat stalking into the inn. He gave up trying to pierce the shadowed doorway and examined those he could see.
Clément held the bridle of a large, powerful horse while a pot-bellied, red-faced man of middle years worked at the leather thongs lacing saddlebags in place.
        
The stablehand, unusually glib for a Genevan, said something Bertram couldn't hear. The older man's laughter was easy to catch, but his reply was too quiet for Bertram to overhear. Whatever it was, both men chuckled, sharing a moment as working men do when commiserating over the behavior of bad employers.
Even though he couldn't hear what was said, Bertram was encouraged by the exchange. First, the stablehand spoke nothing but the local French-Provençal, so Bertram was reassured that he might at least communicate with the fat man. Second, if the noble's use of Italian was any sign, the Savoyard might not understand the local tongue. Such ignorance could play in Bertram's favor.
Assuming he'd have more to report once he'd observed the newcomer, Bertram put down his pen and corked the ink pot. He carefully slid the unfinished report into the escritoire and positioned both pen and pot where any disturbance would be readily apparent. Satisfied things were as secure as he could make them without raising undue suspicion, he stood.
His stomach growled, lending wings to his feet as he descended the stair. Geneva 's strict adherence to the Calvinist faith might preclude houses of ill repute or even quality drinking establishments, but there was absolutely nothing wrong with the food prepared at the Cheval Blanc.
*  *  *  *
Gervais slung the saddlebags over his shoulder and smiled across the horse's back, "Thanks, I needed the laugh. I'd like to buy you a drink, when you've time."
"I'll take you up o— Ah, good afternoon, Monsieur Weiman," Clément said, looking past Gervais.
"Good day, Clément. See you for supper?"
Gervais turned to see who was speaking, saw a slight man of about Clément's years walking across the courtyard. He was dressed well, though not so well Gervais could peg him a noble—or even rich—man.
"Lamb tonight, just the way you like it." Clément sniffed. "Though why you should like such spices is beyond me."
"Blame it on my misspent youth."
Weiman had a faint accent, but one Gervais couldn't place. He certainly didn'tsound as German as his name.
"I will, Monsieur Weiman," the stable hand said with a grin.
Weiman chuckled, nodded at Gervais, and stepped into the inn.
"Who is that?" Gervais asked.
Clément hiked a thumb at the door, "Monsieur Bertram Weiman?"
Gervais nodded.
"He's been here near a month now. Like your master, come to observe or take part in the council deliberations. Supposed to be some kind of steward for an eastern princeling of the Germanies, he says. Educated, but a good sort, even so."
Gervais shared a chuckle at the follies of the over-educated, then asked, "Not the place where all the strangeness started?"
"No, someplace farther east," The stablehand shrugged. "I think."
"Ah." Gervais picked up the Savoyard's saddle bags.
"Go on, I'll be in after I've seen to your master's horse. I doubt there'll be another needs my service tonight."
"There anyone I should speak to about food?"
"My aunt Nadine will see to it."
Gervais nodded, making a point to remember the familial relation to avoid complications that might arise from a little slap and tickle with any of the women here.
"Gervais! Get in here and explain to this woman what I want!" Vicario called.
"Coming, seigneur." With a long suffering glance at Clément, Gervais suited actions to words and walked from the courtyard.
The taproom was well-lit and quite clean, surprising Gervais, who was used to the smells of stale beer and old piss in most public houses he frequented. Here, all he could smell was the mouth-watering odor of roast lamb.
Vicario was standing before a matronly woman at the hearth, lips twisted in his habitual scowl.
Gervais hurried over, "Yes, seigneur?"
"Tell this woman I want a bath prepared, and a meal sent to my rooms."
Gervais translated, adding courtesy where Vicario refused to.
The lady looked relieved as Gervais spoke up but shrugged helplessly, "So very sorry, seigneur, but there is only the one room set aside for you, and it will take some time to get water drawn and heated. We have no baths in the rooms, you will have to come down."
Gervais repeated her words in Italian, knowing the noble wouldn't accept her apology with grace. Is it too much to ask, Dear Lord, that you make this noble shit to mind his manners? Just enough that he doesn't get everyone looking at us as the villains before I've done the job?
"And the meal? I trust that won't be too much to ask?" Vicario snapped. From his expression, you would be forgiven for thinking the man robbed of his birthright rather than slightly inconvenienced.
With what he'd learned outside the gates, Gervais had begun to lay the blame for Vicario's lack of courtesies on the absence of a fatherly example growing up at court, but the man's constant petulance made each offense harder and harder to excuse. Some people, nobles especially, were simply incapable of courtesy.
Then again, the bishop was similarly high-born, full of courtesies, and far more dangerous than the Savoyard.
"No, seigneur, the food will be along in just a short while," the woman said. She waved, prompting a younger, slightly more pudgy version of the stablehand to come to her. "My son will take you to your room, seigneur."
The boy grinned, "It's in the garret. I love the garret," he raised a hand above his head, "the roof is right there."
Crushed by the thought of another climb, Gervais stifled a groan, saving his breath for the stairs. He decided not to translate the boy's words for Vicario, if only to save himself the effort of editing the noble's rude response.
Vicario and the boy quickly left him behind, the glory of youthful vigor outpacing weight of wisdom and old legs. As Gervais prepared to climb the third flight, the boy passed him going down, muttering something foul.
Breathless again, Gervais made the attic.
Vicario was sitting, and gave Gervais no time to catch his breath before pointing at his high riding boots, "Get these off."
Gervais, still fighting for air, stumbled over and started to pull on the offending boot.
"Get the weight of that massive gut of yours into it."
Wishing he was pulling the man's leg from its socket, the better to beat him with, Gervais managed to pull the boots free.
"There . . . " Vicario sighed, wriggling his toes.
Gervais leaned against the wall, doing his best to catch his breath and ignore the smell coming off the noble's stockings. He didn't even want to look at the bed he knew he would not be allowed to rest in.
After a moment he sensed Vicario watching him. He glanced at the younger man.
"No wonder you were caught, thief."
Gervais leaned over, sucking wind. Eventually he replied, as respectfully as he could given the circumstances, "While it helps when running, wind is not—" another breath, "everything."
Vicario snorted, disbelieving or mildly entertained, Gervais could not say.
*  *  *  *
"So, what do you think of the latecomer, young Bertram?" the minister asked.
"Outspoken." Bertram answered, moving his piece. His opponent's next move would prove the turning point beyond which there would be no saving the game.
"Ha! Your gift for understatement is almost as good as those Englishmen of my acquaintance."
Bertram smiled though he did not find the observation funny. Best to keep the local happy, however. All the development taking place back home needs funding, and the family coffers can carry only so much debt . . . He hid a grin. And when, exactly, did I start thinking of Grantville as home?
Concentrate: you have to lose without appearing to throw the game, he thought, eyeing his host.
Gregoire Sauveterre was a power on the ruling council, and the reason Bertram had been sent to Geneva. Gordon Partow, an up-timer studying for his ordination as a Calvinist minister, had reported Sauveterre's interest in the USE's banking system last year. Knowledge of the financial practices used in the USE were not, precisely, state secrets, but they were a powerful attractant for rulers of states whose coffers had never recovered from the Reformation and Counter-Reformation. Knowing how successful the banking enterprises would be in those states that would eventually comprise the Swiss Confederacy was reassurance to the USE leadership, who recognized the need for strong financial allies. Better still if the people of the Confederacy could acquire other means to support themselves than taking service as mercenaries in the armies of the USE's enemies.
Prime Minister Stearns and his advisors decided informal and discrete contact would be best, what with Cardinal Richelieu's close interest in everything Grantville and the USE did. So Bertram had been dispatched with several useful books and a stern admonition to remain in the background unless it looked as if the venture would fail completely.
He glanced across at his opponent's contented smile. Failure did not seem likely, given how Sauveterre said things stood with the council.
He sighed. Sauveterre's continuing contentment was another reason Bertram moved his queen instead of taking the knight and setting up his victory in three moves. However cooperative the man was, Bertram still didn't like having all of his information passed, and therefore filtered, by the one source. It was a weakness he would have seen remedied if he'd had more resources. As things stood, Sauveterre had to be kept happy.
Sauveterre apparently had no such concerns, and took merciless advantage of the opening offered, placing Bertram's king in check.
The younger man pulled at his lip as if suddenly vexed, "Has the council considered the man was sent here to ruin the talks?"
"He seems to be doing that, regardless of his patron's intent."
Bertram nodded, moved his rook to remove the threatening piece. "I can't believe the duc would wish to sustain such poor relations when, by agreement, he would first gain an ally aligned with the Confederacy of Helvetian States, and second, gain considerable financial assets. With so many of his holdings under quarantine to prevent spreading the plague, you'd think he needs coin for his coffers."
"You pre-suppose two things: One, that the duc is his own man. Two, that either the duc or the seigneur possess the sense to know where their own best interests lie."
No, I don't. Pretending surprise, he asked, "Whose man is Seigneur Vicario, then?"
The minister again placed Bertram's king in check, "The bishop of Geneva."
Genuine surprise lifted Bertram's brows, "But why?"
A shrug. "The bishop is not the man of God his predecessor was. Lacking that fine man's holiness, he hasn't even managed to maintain the flock Francis managed to return to Rome 's shadow, let alone reclaim the seat better men than he managed to lose."
Bertram cocked his head, mildly surprised a leading Calvinist would speak so highly of a Catholic bishop, even one dead many years. "But how does the bishop gain the allegiance of one of the duc's men? So many of them are Huguenots who fled to Savoy for protection after Saint Bartholomew's Day."
The elder stroked his beard, nodding approval. "You know the history of our struggle, young man. Not all Lutherans do."
Sorry, you're the only Christian in the room, putz.
Unaware of Bertram's inner monologue, Gregoire continued. "But even back then there were more than a few nobles already in Savoy and the French Piedmont who would have sided with both Rome and the Spanish, had they not seen which way the wind was blowing."
Bertram nodded, mind racing. "But how did you learn who was behind the man?"
A shrug and a movement of the man's beard that Bertram took for a smile. "A little bird told me disparate facts. Like a mosaic, they but needed placement in the proper mortar to make a picture."
"And may I know the facts you learned?" Bertram asked with a smile, putting his king on its side, ceding the game.
The older man leaned forward, eyes glinting in the candlelight. "Just one. The man with him, the fat servant?"
Bertram nodded. "Yes."
"He was being held for the ecclesiastic court in Annecy three months ago. A thief. Apparently quite accomplished. He made off with the lion's share of the bishop's personal portable wealth. He was caught only because his daughter made the mistake of telling her love she was leaving town, never to return. The bishop's men caught him on the road as a result."
"And what was the sentence?"
"That's just it. There was no judgment entered. He disappeared from both prison and rolls."
"So the servant is the bishop's creature, does it necessarily follow the seigneur is, as well?"
"Perhaps not without other information I possess that you, alas, do not," the minister said, picking up the pieces and beginning to re-set the board.
"Another game, perhaps?" Bertram asked, knowing that to press at the wrong time would do his cause no service.
The minister shushed him, glancing at the door. "You know we followers of Calvin don't play games nor dance. Such is unseemly in God's eyes."
"Oh, of course. Perhaps, as the ancients called such things, more 'exercises of state'?"
The minister strangled a laugh. "Yes!"
And you'll tell me all I need know by night's end.
"Exercises of state indeed . . . " The older man chuckled, hands busy on the board, finishing the set-up.
*  *  *  *
"So, how went the council today?"
Vicario's lips twisted in a snarl. "I made better progress than you, I suspect."
"So sorry, I was but trying to make conversation."
"Are we now a married couple, to be making small talk?"
"No, seigneur."
"Then leave me to my work."
"Yes, seigneur."
It was Vicario who couldn't maintain the silence he claimed to desire: "What progress have you made?"
"All is ready. It is only the timing of the thing that remains."
Vicario's mouth dropped open. "In less than a week, you have it arranged?"
"You needn't look so surprised, seigneur." He couldn't keep all the sarcasm from his voice as he went on, "We are about God's business, after all."
"I hope your bitterness will not cause undue haste."
"I won't have my daughter in Annecy any longer than she has to be."
The younger man snapped his mouth closed, clearly wishing to find fault with Gervais' answer. He shook his head after a moment. "Tell me how it's to be done, then."
"Do you really need to know? I would rather not say."
Vicario's lips thinned. "Just tell me."
Gervais nodded, "Once you have chosen the day, I will wait till the services are done and the cathedral empties for the night."
"Where will you wait?"
"The crypt."
Vicario's brows rose. "You have no difficulty with disturbing the dead?"
Gervais looked away. "The bishop promises absolution for my actions on his behalf, and a full pardon for me and mine for my earlier, earthly crimes."
"And what of after?"
"Everything will be as I was ordered to make it before I return here."
The noble didn't appear to recognize the careful response for what it was. "And if they catch you?"
"They will not."
Vicario tossed his head. "I'm sure our friend the bishop would tell you that such pride surely went before your fall."
"That he did. But I argued then, and still do, that it was my daughter's love that led to my capture, not my sins."
The noble's smile was dark, and held nothing of humor. "And yet, despite your thoughts on the matter, here you are."
"Yes. Here I am. When great men feel their interests lie counter to those of the common man's, there is little the common man can offer except compliance."
"You sometimes speak like a man of learning, thief."
"I had some schooling as a child, seigneur." More than you, I wager.
"Ah, some priest take an interest in you?" Vicario made the very idea sound lecherous.
"Something like that," Gervais said. He managed to avoid further conversation by leaving the room, ostensibly to collect the seigneur's meal.
*  *  *  *
And where have you been? Bertram thought, watching Seigneur Vicario's thief enter the Cheval Blanc from the courtyard. The commons was quiet this early. Bertram himself had only just taken his place, having been driven from sleep when the innkeep's boy began his daily molestation of the chickens. Not that he minded, he had hens of his own to check the laying of; one having just entered the inn.
The Savoyard's man seemed far too sober for someone who'd been out all night, even if the Genevans were inclined to tolerate such debauchery as an all-night bender.
Catching the Frenchman's eye, Bertram gestured with his drink. "Come share a cup with me. I do not like to eat alone."
The fat man stopped, gave a tired smile, and changed direction, joining Bertram at his table.
Taking note of the man's fatigued stride, Bertram poured the man a cup of weak beer that passed for part of breakfast here and gestured at the bread and cheese set out for him by their hostess. "Break your fast, Monsieur . . . ?"
The man hesitated. "Gervais, sir."
Bertram pushed the bench across from him back with one foot, repeating the gesture.
Gervais sat heavily and took a piece of cheese. "My thanks, sir."
Bertram noticed a whitish smear of something—dust or chalk—on the sleeve of the arm that reached for the cheese. Now, I wonder where that came from? Filing the observation away, he smiled and shook his head. "I'm no noble, Gervais."
A flashing grin. "All the same, very noble of you."
Bertram chuckled at the wry humor. "Not so noble a motive. I'm starved for conversation this early."
Gervais yawned. "Afraid I'm not yet fully able to feed your need. I'm hardly awake myself."
"And what had you out all hours, the soft touch of a young and pretty thing I hope?" Bertram asked, quirking an eyebrow.
The Frenchman snorted. "While it is young, the seigneur's horse is all hard muscle, hoof and bone. He has me watching the damn thing all night. You would think the big brute was his lover, the way he insists it be lavished with care."
Bertram smiled and took another drink to cover his thoughts. And that, as the up-timers would put it, is absolute bullshit. And not very good fieldcraft, telling two absolutely different cover stories so close in time and space. If you're working for Richelieu, he's not getting full value for his coin. Clément already told me the tale of the young woman you told him you would be visiting nightly. Then again, he clearly sees me as some kind of noble; more like Seigneur Vicario than a burgher or peasant he could rely on to share certain attitudes.
Swallowing. "An indifferent horseman myself, I do see the prudence in protecting one's investment. Such horses do not come cheap."
"That's a fact." The man nodded. "And what is it that you do, being an indifferent horseman?"
"I am here to study at the university and, coincidentally, report back on how things are proceeding with the current matter under consideration by the council."
"Oh?"
"Yes, while my father might labor under the belief that I'm wasting my time getting a foreign education, the Austrian lordling my father collects the rents for is somewhat different from his peers—and my father—in that he actually looks forward in time, rather than backward, when planning for the future."
*  *  *  *
At last the cathedral grew silent and descended into darkness.
Why on God's green earth did you ever agree to do this? Gervais asked himself.
The same answer he'd had for months now was graven in his mind's eye: Monique, thin and dirty, eyes tearing in the light of the bailiff's torch, begging forgiveness of him, of all people.
Now, after all the waiting, you haven't time for this. Matins will start soon.
Pulling a slow match from his pocket and using the attached striker to light it, he used its dim glow to find the small bullseye lantern he'd hidden in the crypt on an earlier excursion. The lantern quickly caught.
Reaching under his heavy tunic, he unbuckled his belly. Catching the weight in both hands, he lowered it to the steps and checked the seal. Satisfied, he shuttered the lantern until only the air holes were emitting light, and picked it and the bladder up. Holding the heavy weight before him, he followed it up the narrow stair.
   
Gervais walked across the cavernous apse of the cathedral, passing the chair and pulpit that had been enshrined by Calvin's followers to approach the altar.
He inspected the work of the last few nights. Finding all was as it should be, he raised his eyes heavenward and said a brief prayer. He knelt behind the altar and put the bladder between his knees. He carefully unwound the lead wire that prevented the stopper from popping out should he bump against something in his guise as kettle-bellied servant.
Gervais carefully wound a third of the wire around his finger, then folded the remaining metal to form a stand. Setting his handiwork aside, he eased the stopper from the large mouth of the bladder and looked inside. The vial was not immediately visible. He gently tilted the bladder to one side, careful not to spill the contents. It took a moment, but the end of a glass vial slid into view. He reached in and carefully withdrew it. Placing the vial in the stand, he replaced the stopper and set the bladder aside. Sweating, he pulled a chamois from his belt-line and wiped his hands. The slaked lime wasn't only caustic, it reacted strongly to water, something he planned to take advantage of, in due time. For now, though, it had to be kept absolutely dry if he was to keep to the timetable.
Opening his right shirtsleeve and pulling it up, he revealed what appeared to be a long bracelet of copper. He unwound the hollow metal tube from his arm, careful not to pinch the relatively soft metal. Inserting one end into the acorn atop the lantern, he carefully worked to open that end into a wider funnel-shape.
Pulling the hand drill and soft mallet from their slots inside the leather and taking a deep breath to steady his nerves, Gervais set to work on the third and last hole, praying this would be the last night he'd require.
*  *  *  *
"We shall pray upon our path and render our decision Monday," the elder said, a roll of thunder punctuating the statement. Spring thunderstorms were not common, but suited the mood in the council chamber well.
Bertram barely stopped a sigh of relief passing his lips. Such would not be proper, given he was present only as an observer, with supposedly little at stake. He needn't have bothered, as those he shared the gallery with began to whisper among themselves, providing plenty of cover noise.
"And?" Vicario asked, lips pulled into the probably unconscious and certainly habitual sneer Bertram had grown to detest over the last weeks.
The elder spokesman frowned, "I do not understand the question."
"Very well, I will make it explicit. Why the wait?"
"Because the council needs to confer and pray upon the matter, as I said."
"I do not see why. The duc has pledged a portion of his treasury to back the formation of the bank, has he not?"
Several councilors nodded, but the elder shook his head. "And that is good, but we, the free people of Geneva, are somewhat wary of the promises of Catholic princes."
The remark caused murmurs among the watchers sharing the gallery with him, but Bertram ignored them, kept his eyes on the Savoyard. Not so undiplomatic as it might seem, given the elder probably wanted to come right out and say "Savoyard Princes."
The seigneur's sneer became a toothy grin. "Well then, I suppose we wait for greed to overcome distrust."
Several of the councilors muttered darkly. They don't appreciate being reminded how precarious their financial situation is, and even less how much they need the Duc to do as he's promised.
The elder councilor, red-faced and clearly reaching the end of his diplomatic rope, nodded curtly and rose to his feet, signaling an end to the session.
Most everyone followed suit, though Seigneur Vicario remained, putting his boots up on the council table. The councilors chose to ignore the man's disrespectful posturing, filing out through the side door.
The audience slowly left, the day's session causing quite a few animated conversations to linger in the air. Bertram waited, watching t he Savoyard from the shadows.
Why should he be so entirely pleased with himself? Frustrates me no end I can't see what either of his patrons might win from his disrespect.
Realizing his presence would be noted if he stayed much longer, he left. The wind was up, and the skies weeping. Pulling the collar of his coat up, he walked up the hill toward the cathedral and his lodgings. He pulled at his lip the entire way, as if by pulling flesh he could pull the Savoyard's thoughts from behind the sneer.
He had no more answers by the time the White Horse came into view.
"Bonjour, Monsieur Weimer," Jean, the proprietor's son, called from the shelter of the porch.
"And to you, Jean," Bertram returned absently, turning for his quarters and the hope of dry clothes.
Lightning flashed almost directly overhead, followed closely by a rolling crash of thunder so loud it made Bertram jump despite knowing it was coming.
A horse screamed in the stable, the human-like sound followed closely by the heavy, thudding blows of hooves on wood.
"Woah, Ezio!" Clément's strained voice carried across the court.
A second man shouted, "Watch it!" an instant before a splintering crash.
Bertram charged into the stable to lend a hand.
He paused at the door, taking in the scene: Seigneur Vicario's stallion was thrashing, hind hoof run cleanly through the wooden gate of its stall. Clément, hands up, was trying to both calm the horse and climb over from the stall next door. Seigneur Vicario's servant was bent over, either trying to immobilize the horse's hoof or free it, Bertram couldn't tell.
Unsure how to help, Bertram hesitated.
Clément dropped into the stall with the horse.
Screaming, the stallion thrashed again, kicking at the panel holding his leg in its splintered maw. The powerful kick crunched through the weakened wood and into Gervais, tossing him across the stable like an angry child's discarded doll. The man fetched up against the far wall, coming to rest upright with his back to the wall.
Clément worked to calm the stallion as it backed most of the way out of its stall, snorting and stamping.
As soon as it appeared even half safe, Bertram rushed to the stricken man. He knelt, trying to remember everything about first aid they'd taught him in Grantville.
Gervais looked unconscious, but his graying head wasn't at the odd angle that might indicate a broken neck. The head didn't appear to have any wounds or large swellings, a good sign. Bertram pushed fingers into the neck, found a strong pulse, nodded in satisfaction. He next put his fingers under the man's nose over the mouth, felt warm breath. Consciously ignoring the damp stain spreading from the man's belly, he checked the collarbone and ribs. They felt sound. He moved on to the belly, which was damp with a clear liquid he forced himself to ignore. The abdomen felt . . . odd.
Odd, not good. If he's ruptured something internal, there's nothing to be done. But this . . . Trying not to think about what he was about to see and just do, Bertram lifted the man's tunic to take a look.
What, upon God's green . . . leather?
*  *  *  *
Gervais came to in a puddle. Not the first time, but he couldn't remember the last time. Come to think of it, I haven't got drunk since my Rochelle died.
Not drunk, then.
A horse whicker brought him a little closer to the now. Memory surged. Damn, the belly burst!
He moved too quickly, threw up in the straw.
A friendly pat on his shoulder. "Well now, Gervais, just who the blazes are you?"
Gervais—slowly—turned his head to look at Bertram, swallowed. "No one special." It looked like they were alone in the stable.
A smile greeted that claim. "Come now, I find that hard to believe. A man who can disappear from the bishop's prison and reappear in the company of another of the Bishop's foils is no common thief."
"So you know who I am, then?"
A shrug. "Does one ever truly know the heart of another?"
Gervais smiled weakly, liking the younger man, even in his deceit.
Don't. Liking him won't make silencing him easier. Find out how much time you have. "Where's Clément?"
"Sent away, so we might speak freely."
"Talk?"
"First, I don't believe we have been honestly introduced. I am Bertram Weimar. Second, I am here on behalf of the USE, and the USE is very much interested in the success of the bank. Third, I don't think you want to be here, working with the Savoyard."
Gervais grinned through his pain. "Was I supposed to believe that tale about Austrian nobles? As to that last, I would give a fine Gallic shrug, but I hurt too much."
A genuine chuckle, then: "What hold does the bishop have over you?"
"Why?"
Earnest brown eyes watched him closely. "Because I might be able to help in exchange for whatever you can tell me of the bishop's plans."
He doesn't know what else was in the bladder, doesn't know what I've been up to . . .
"I can see you are thinking. Care to share?"
Gervais chuckled, regretting it immediately. His belly, the real one, hurt like . . . well, like he'd been kicked by a horse. He used the pain to stall a bit, thinking hard. You can't pretend you are some kind of killer, even if you weren't just knocked out by that bastard Vicario's stupid stallion. This young man is offering help, and you always knew the bishop is not likely to keep his word and release Monique until he's got full revenge for my thieving, if ever. Not to mention all the miraculous things you've heard about the Americans and USE.
But now, if Bertram puts a stop to things, the bishop is sure to kill her.
He looked hard at the younger man. All right, you think you can help. Let's see what you're willing to offer for the information. Might be we can both get what we want.
"Your people, can they really help?"
"I can't promise success, certainly not without knowing more, but as you have probably heard regarding events in England and elsewhere, we are not without resources." He paused a moment before going on in a slight rush, "Resources we might not be willing to expend unless you show some value for our investment."
It was the brutal honesty of the second half of the young man's answer that convinced Gervais. "The bishop did take exception to my breaking into his vault and appropriating his treasures. So much so that he now holds my daughter as surety against my continuing cooperation."
"I see," Bertram said, eyes darkening. "Not the man of God his predecessor was, indeed."
"What?"
The younger man shrugged. "Just something I was told a few nights ago," he said. "On to more important matters. Do you know where she's being held?"
"The old prison, Annecy."
Bertram pulled at his lower lip with the fingers of one hand. "That could be a problem."
Gervais snorted, regretted it as his lower ribs protested. When he could speak again, "I should say so. It's probably the most secure dungeon in Savoy."
"Do you know a way in?"
"Only the way I was brought in, as a prisoner."
"Is Duc Amadeus aware of what you were sent here to do?"
Gervais slowly shook his head, which protested by pounding. "Not that I know of. But then, his mightiness the Bishop Jean-François De Sales doesn't include me in his private political plots. He is a most unkind prince of the church in that regard."
Bertram grinned but stuck to the point. "The de Sales family hasn't been on great terms with the duc since the death of the last bishop, some in-house squabble for power."
"I wouldn't know," Gervais replied. He decided to offer something he'd already considered. "But I don't think what I was sent to do was meant to please the duc in any way."
"Oh? Why is that?"
"You understand why I might hesitate to tell all, don't you?"
"Right." Bertram pulled at his lower lip. "This is harder than I was led to believe."
"What?"
"Turning an asset."
"What?"
"Never mind. Suffice to say I thought it would be easier to get your cooperation."
Gervais would have snorted but stopped at the last moment, knowing it would hurt. "Perhaps some of Vicario's history will help convince you I want to help?"
Bertram nodded, gesturing him to proceed.
"His father was one of the Savoyards executed by the Genevans after the attack the locals call L'Escalade."
"How does that help clear up matters with the duc?"
"Nobles are supposed to look out for one another. The old duc refused to admit he was behind the attack and forbade the nobles of his realm from raising ransoms for those captured in the failed attack. Vicario doesn't seem to like anyone, but he harbors a special hate in that little black heart of his for the House of Savoy for that failure and the Genevans for killing his father."
Bertram's brows rose. "Well now, there's a powerful motive." He went back to pulling his lip.
Gervais let him be, began rubbing his temples in a vain attempt to relieve the pain behind them.
"What can you tell me?"
"The plot is already in motion. The duc will not be happy with the result, nor will the council. I doubt Vicario will be pleased either, if he wasn't already ordered to kill me once events ripen."
"Will anyone be hurt?"
"Not by what I've done, no."
"But they might be harmed by the reactions of those affected?"
Gervais slowly nodded. "Almost certainly."
"How much time do I have?"
"Sunday morning."
That rocked the younger man back on his heels. "Can you put a stop to what you've done?" he asked after another bout of lip-pulling.
"No, though I can minimize the damage, given time and—" he couldn't finish. The words wouldn't come.
"And assurances your daughter is safe?" Bertram said, understanding.
Gervais nodded, thinking the younger man was just telling him what he wanted to hear. He couldn't quite keep the bitterness from leaking past his lips, "If it's not too much to ask."
Bertram grinned again. "I'll give it some thought while I ride."
"Wait, ride?"
"I can't very well free her from here, can I?"
"Just like that, you'll set her free?"
"I'll try, yes."
"How?"
"I have an idea."
*  *  *  *
"The cardinal is put out with the situation, Bishop De Sales, very put out," Bertram said, dripping muddy water on the palace marble as he rose from kissing the bishop's ring. The receiving chamber was small, but dressed in too much cold stone for petitioners to gain any comfort from proximity to the bishop. When he'd presented his story at the palace, the bishop had immediately agreed to meet him.
"Oh?" the current Bishop De Sales answered, too mildly for Bertram.
Push on, keeping him on the back foot is your best chance.
"Yes. He believed your people under control, yet hears the duc is about to enter into a pact with the Genevans and you have managed to muddy the waters with your own agenda."
A moue of distaste. "Hears, does he?"
"Hears, and is most displeased by it."
"And where was his displeasure when I petitioned him regarding recovering the seat of my holy office?"
Bertram bowed slightly, but didn't back down in the face of the powerful churchman's anger. "I am sorry, Lord Bishop, I was sent with Cardinal Richelieu's questions, not his answers."
With obvious distaste, De Sales took the hint and swallowed his pride, just as Bertram hoped he would. "And what would the cardinal wish of his humble servant?"
"He asks that you put a stop to your plot in Geneva and provide me with the daughter of the man you thought to make your agent."
"Thought to—" The bishop stopped, shook his head in disbelief, "His Red Eminence is well informed."
Bertram cocked an eyebrow, glad of the rainwater that hid the nervous sweat he felt oozing from every pore. "You, perhaps, thought he should be otherwise?"
"No, of course not."
"You might consider how the thief managed to get his hands on your treasures so easily, and recall remarks made by his confidant and advisor on the use of one poison to counteract another at the Diet of Regensberg?"
The bishop looked lost, which was exactly where Bertram wanted him, "Poison! What?"
Bertram leaned close and dropped his voice, forcing the churchman to lean forward in his seat to hear. "His Eminence has been known to use pretexts to get things wanted by his friends and allies. Even when those friends are, themselves, unaware of his hand in the act."
"What are you saying?" the bishop whispered.
"I would not presume to knowledge of such a great man's thoughts, but I believe the cardinal had plans for your treasury. Something about stringing several causes together to get first the duc and then the pope to move on your behalf in the matter of recovering the seat of your office. He, therefore, employed the Frenchman toward this end. Now, learning of your . . . re-purposing of his tool, His Eminence would like to ask for it back before you break something delicate."
"He— I?" The man's eyes were darting, searching for something to latch onto in the confused and entirely imaginary sea Bertram had thrown him into. "Nonsense!"
Bertram's bow was immediate and deep. "I apologize, Lord Bishop, I meant no offense against the cardinal's good name by giving voice to my thoughts. It is merely fatigue and your good reputation as a valued ally to His Eminence that led me into error. I will restrict myself to his requirements and cease to comment on them from now on."
"Indeed!" the bishop said, but the heat was gone.
I have you, Bertram thought, recognizing defeat in the eyes of the man across from him.
It was all Bertram could do not to sag with relief; hoping Cardinal Richelieu intimidated the starch from the collars of his allies was not the same as knowing how they would react when placed under stress. If De Sales felt even a fraction of the unease that had the acid churning in his gut, Bertram had conveyed exactly the right misinformation.
"Again, my apologies, Lord Bishop." Bertram paused, waiting for permission to continue.
The bishop waved a hand, giving him leave to speak. "His Eminence would like the girl given to me. Now. Oh, and I will need mounts for the both of us, mine was blown in my rush to retrieve the situation."
"And the cardinal will reward me?"
The proper response was a difficult pass between the mountains of too general and too vague. "I don't know, precisely, but I'll be sure to report your quick compliance, when I get it."
*  *  *  *
Bertram is not back. The thought would not leave Gervais, hadn't left him since last night. Hadn't left while he packed the seigneur's things for a quick escape. Wouldn't leave while he sat watching his idle hands, long finished with the few things Seigneur De Turin traveled with. Sighing, Gervais made his way down the stair.
Vicario was already sitting down to eat in the common room. As Gervais entered, the Savoyard slapped his rapier down on the trestle, denting the fine finish with the basket.
"Break your fast, Gervais?" Nadine offered, trying to ignore the nobleman.
Bertram is not back! he wanted to scream at her.
"Please."
Gervais noted the quiet of the room as the matron served him. The stablehand had already eaten and left. Clément had been making himself scarce since Friday, avoiding both Vicario and his servant at Bertram's request. He had little appetite, but ate anyway, fortifying himself against whatever the day might hold.
The bell tolled, calling the faithful to Sunday service.
Bertram is not back.
Vicario rose to his feet, a smile, dark but genuine, teasing the edges of his mouth.
Gervais wanted to kill him. Slowly. With a dull blade.
"He's not going to services, is he?" Nadine asked as the Savoyard stepped out into the Sunday sun.
"I think he might."
Her blue eyes widened. "Why? He's no friend to our faith."
"No, that he is not," Gervais said with a sigh.
"The men say he's just here to provoke ill will."
"Bank on it, madam," Gervais muttered, rising to follow.
"What?"
"Nothing. My thanks for your fine hospitality. I do believe we'll be leaving soon, and I'd rather not have the Savoyard screaming in my ear because I slowed his progress by taking the time to thank you."
She giggled behind a hand. "He would, wouldn't he!"
He nodded, a tiny part of him noticing what a fine woman she was.
"Gervais!" Vicario shouted from the court, shattering the Sunday quiet and Nadine's good humor.
"As he's doing already," Gervais murmured before taking his leave.
The day seemed to promise warm embraces, morning sun already drying the ground it touched.
"Everything prepared?" Vicario asked, tapping his riding gloves against one leg.
Bertram is not back.
"All that can be, seigneur."
"Well then, let's go to church, shall we?" He turned.
"I don't think it a good idea, seigneur," Gervais said.
"Just as I don't care what you think, thief," the noble said without turning to face him.
Gervais ground his teeth and followed.
"If your incompetence hasn't caused you to fail our patron, today should be the first step in seeing your daughter freed. Though I should think she'll be better off with the bishop than with a penniless thief."
Consciously removing his hand from the handle of the small knife at his belt, Gervais fumed silently, the stress eating at his stomach. Bertram is not back, he and my daughter are probably dead! I'll be damned if I let this ball of horse dung treat me like I'm not worthy of even the tiniest courtesy! I swear I'll kill him the next time he opens that sneering hole in insult.
Struggling for calm, he looked for distraction. Gervais had often, since coming to the city, noticed how few people were on the streets at any given time. Sunday services were the exception, with a great number of families making their way toward the massive structure. Even so, the crowd made less noise than similar ones anywhere else he'd been. Even the children were sober and quiet here.
The clopping of horse's hooves drew his eye to the far side of the square. He squinted. A pair of riders, one in front of the other. Maddeningly, he couldn't discern details. They were riding toward the cathedral. He climbed the porch to get a better view.
He glanced back, looking for the Savoyard. Vicario was already in the portico of the cathedral. Gervais prayed he'd keep going.
Gervais stopped, staring at the horseman in the lead. Saw him wave.
Bertram.
Monique!
Gervais leapt down the stairs, charging across the square at the horses.
Bertram reined in a moment before Monique did. "Are we late?" he asked.
He didn't hear, all of his attention on the only thing in the world: Monique. She looked pale and thin, but otherwise healthy.
"Papa?" she asked, tears welling in her eyes as she reached for him.
Crying himself, Gervais could only nod. He helped her from the saddle and folded her in a hug, crushing her to him.
Bertram cleared his throat. "We'd have been here sooner, but Monique made a run for it as soon as we cleared the gates of Annecy. I had the devil's own time catching her. She didn't believe I was there on your behalf."
Gervais smiled up at the younger man, his voice thick. "My thanks, Bertram."
"You are most welcome, but there is the small matter of payment for my services," he answered, sliding from the saddle with a sigh of relief.
"Payment, Papa? You have no money."
He snorted. "That's so, but Bertram isn't after money." He looked back at the crowd, most of whom had already entered the cathedral. "I don't think there's anything to be done, Bertram. The altar will crack into three pieces during services today."
"What?"
"Slaked lime paste stuffed in holes I carved out these last few weeks. Should be done expanding in the next hour or so, and crack the altar in three pieces. It should even resemble a lightning bolt."
"Jesus Christ."
"I think he's little involved. This is a sacrilege of a sort I doubt he would approve of."
"Wh—?" Gervais could see the wheels turning behind Bertram's wide-shot eyes.
"And it won't look like anyone did a thing. Have you any idea how hard it was to get a good color match for an altar I hadn't even seen?" Gervais continued with a touch of pride.
"Damn."
Relief still winging through his heart, Gervais grinned. "Yes, I probably am damned, despite the bishop's promises to the contrary."
"How?"
"Lots of practice. The bishop still owns the quarry that provided the stone here."
"Be honest, Papa. It's the same technique you used to crack the bishop's vault."
He nodded.
Bertram was a smart man, and ran through the possibilities quite quickly. He shook his head. "So the bishop wants the deal to fall through and at the same time embarrass or possibly even cause a crisis of faith amongst the Calvinists?"
Gervais nodded again.
Monique tutted. "Oh, Papa, this sounds even worse than when you sold that relic to th—"
"Monique, please. Let Bertram think."
"No way to stop the reaction?"
"No, none that I know of."
The man began pulling at his lip. "Out of interest, how were you going to limit the damage if I got back earlier?"
"I was going to scale the building last night and drop some stone on the altar." The older man shrugged, "Not perfect, but the best I could come up with."
"Not bad, but not something we can use just now."
"What's the plan, then?"
"Let me think."
"We have an hour or so. No rush."
"Now who is preventing him thinking, Papa?"
*  *  *  *
Bertram was pulling his lip, still undecided, when he spied Vicario stalking from the cathedral, face purple and every movement stiff with anger. "Don't look now, but here comes the Savoyard. My, he looks unhappy."
The sound of quite a hubbub carried from the cathedral behind him.
"That doesn't sound good," Monique said.
"No, it doesn't," her father agreed.
"Stay where you are, bastard!" Vicario shouted, pointing at Gervais. He covered the distance nearly as fast as Gervais had. Behind him, several people shot from the cathedral, heading in different directions.
Not panicked. More like runners sent for something.
"Wonder what has him so angry?"
"I think we might find out," Bertram answered, drawing his horse pistol from the scabbard and cocking it fully. Not at all certain he would avoid being arrested if he had to use it, Bertram kept the weapon concealed behind his leg.
"You scum!" Vicario shouted, drawing close, "You had to know!"
"What?" Gervais answered, pushing his daughter to stand on the other side of her horse from the enraged Savoyard.
"Don't pretend you didn't know they had such treasures! But God has prevented your infamy! You'll have no benefit of your vile scheming!" the Savoyard screeched.
The horses shied away from the noise, revealing Monique. The Savoyard finally had a look at her. Actually looked, rather than seeing her as merely an obstacle between himself and Gervais. "And there is the proof of your infamy! You made some deal to have your daughter freed!" Vicario's face twisted, naked steel flashed in the rising sun. He lunged.
Bertram, too slow, raised the heavy pistol. He pulled the trigger, dropping the hammer to ignite the powder in the pan. Vicario Di Turin buried a handspan of his rapier in Gervais' guts, expression twisted with hate just as Bertram's pistol roared and bucked. Dirty white smoke connected his barrel to the nobleman for an instant before the Savoyard fell atop Gervais, skull pulped by more than an ounce of lead.
Bertram, never having killed a man before, stared at the corpse, blood rushing in his ears and the taste of copper and sulfur in his mouth.
Monique entered his field of view, crawling to her father. "Papa?"
Her father shoved the corpse from him, "Damn, but that stings."
"Papa?"
"I'm alright, Monique. Cut, but not so deep I'm like to die."
Several men were eyeing him from the cathedral, eyes hard. Slowly it dawned on him they were considering rushing him. Shaken, Bertram dropped the pistol to the flagstones.
He knelt, tried to speak, couldn't find his voice. He swallowed, tried again. "That belly has saved your life twice now, Gervais."
"Yes. Yes it has. I don't think I'll wear it again, all the same."
Clément approached from the cathedral, a group of burghers on his heels.
"Clément, he went mad, tried to run Gervais through."
"We saw." The men behind the stable hand nodded, murmuring among themselves.
"What did he see inside that so enraged him?"
Clément's smile was broad, "God answered our prayers!"
"Amen," the men behind the local chorused.
Bertram and Gervais shared a look.
Clément laughed at their expressions. "It's true! The altar, it broke just as we were entering. But inside, inside there's a great blessing in our time of need."
Gervais didn't seem to understand any more than Bertram. "Huh?"
"We don't need the duc's money any more."
"What?" Bertram asked.
"There was a great store of treasure hidden within the altar! The minister, he said it's hoarded coin from the days of the Catholic bishops!"
It was too much. Bertram began to chuckle, then to laugh. If there is one thing you can bank on in life, it's that God plays the very best of jokes.








Grantville
December 1636
Manning Assisted Living Center
Roscoe Shaver pushed the bedroom door open with his elbow, moving with care as he balanced the tray. The coffee in the cup sloshed, but didn't go over the edge, so he counted that as good. He carried the tray over and put it on the bedside table, then turned and placed both hands on the bedrail.
"Lillian," he said to the frail woman lying in the bed. "Lillibelle, time for breakfast."
He watched as the eyelashes fluttered, and again, before the eyelids opened to reveal the pale blue eyes that tracked aimlessly for a moment before shifting to focus on his face. His wife lifted a hand toward him.
"Hey, you," she husked.
"Hey, yourself," Roscoe replied as he captured her hand and gently held it.
"Still here," Lillian Shaver said, her voice wavering.
"Yep, you're still here." Roscoe looked down at his wife, and swallowed the lump in his throat. "You ready to eat something?"
   
Lillian gave a faint nod, so he laid her hand down beside her on the bed, looked down to find the pedal, and started pumping the pedal to raise the head of the bed. When Lillian was raised up, Roscoe picked up a cloth from the breakfast tray and carefully draped it under her chin and over the front of her nightgown. Then he reached over and tucked an errant strand of hair behind her ear. She looked up at him, and one corner of her mouth twitched. Roscoe knew she was trying to grin at him, that wry grin that had stolen his heart over fifty years ago, and he smiled in reply at the same moment that a wave of sorrow poured through him.
Roscoe looked to the table to pick up the bowl and spoon, then turned back to Lillian.
"Well, it's not your favorite Cream of Wheat," he said, dipping the spoon in the bowl, "just the regular gruel, but I did score some honey to stir in it."
Lillian's eyebrows raised in surprise, and she opened her mouth for him to feed her, much as she had fed her children decades ago.
Roscoe kept up a running commentary of jokes and gossip as he moved the spoon back and forth. It took a while, because she was really having trouble swallowing. Finally she turned her head away. He looked down in the bowl; she'd hardly eaten half, and it was a small bowl.
He wasn't surprised. Dr. Shipley had warned him months ago that this would happen, and sure enough, for weeks now her appetite had dwindled. He wasn't sure if she just wasn't hungry, or if it was just too much work to eat, but still, it was one more sign of the inevitable.
There was a noise in the doorway to their suite as he was putting the bowl back on the tray, and he looked up to see Leah Chapman standing there, making her first rounds of the morning, with a young man standing beside her.
"How's Miss Lillian doing this morning?" Leah asked, stepping up to the other side of the bed, the young man trailing behind her.
"See, Lil, here's Leah and a handsome young man, come to see you," Roscoe said, trying to raise a joke.
Lillian's mouth twitched again, then she raised her hand to point to Leah's companion. "Wh-who?" she asked.
Leah put her hand on the young man's shoulder. "This here is Jim Davis, Ozzie Davis' son. He's thinking about coming to work here next year after he graduates, so Mrs. Clinter said he could walk around with me this morning, just to see where everything is and to get some idea what we do. He's a good boy, I think." She grinned. "I'd trade my boy David for him in a heartbeat."
Jim blushed and ducked his head.
Leah looked over at Roscoe. "When do I need to come back this morning?"
"Probably in about fifteen minutes or so," he replied, looking at his watch. "I can help her to the bathroom, but I'll need help to get her in and out of the shower."
"Okay, I'll be back as soon as I finish showing Jim around this end of the hall."
Roscoe picked up the juice glass of apple cider. "Now, Lil, I got you some cider this morning. You know you like that. You need to drink it before Leah gets back, okay?"
Lillian's lip twitched again, and she mouthed, "O-kay."
He held the glass carefully as she lifted her head a bit to drink.
*  *  *  *
"So what's wrong with her?" Jim Davis asked as he walked beside Leah back toward the commons area.
"Amyotrophic lateral sclerosis," Leah carefully pronounced the words. "That's . . . "
"Lou Gehrig's Disease," Jim finished. "I know. One of Dad's cousins had it." After a couple of steps, he looked at her. "She's not going to get better, is she?"
Leah shook her head.
*  *  *  *
Lillian had her shower, and with Leah's help Roscoe got her dressed in a fresh nightgown, a pink one with little flowers on it and a small white ribbon bow just below her throat. She sat in a chair while he fed her some soup for lunch, after which he brushed her hair. She used to glory in her hair, he thought, when it was thick and blonde and long. Now it was thin and white, but it was still her crown to him; still her halo.
He helped her back to bed and lowered the head of the bed. Her mouth twitched for a tired smile, then her eyes closed.
Roscoe sat in the chair beside her bed, looking out the window at the snow falling, not thinking much of anything, occasionally taking a sip of his cold coffee. He looked around at a sound to see Dr. Susannah Shipley coming in the room. He waved his hand in greeting, then held his finger in front of his lips. She nodded, and stepped quietly over to the side of the bed. She touched the side of Lillian's neck gently for a few seconds, then watched her breathe for a little while. Other than the slow rise and fall of her chest, Lillian didn't stir.
Finally Dr. Shipley stood up straight, and beckoned him to follow her.
"Not going to be much longer, is it?" Roscoe said quietly after he joined the doctor in the hallway.
"I'm afraid not," Dr. Shipley said. "I'm sorry, Roscoe."
"Nah, don't be," he said, putting his hand on her shoulder. "Lil and I had over fifty years together. If God's going to call her home, I'm just glad it's not something like cancer."
"There is that," the doctor said. She shook her head. "But if I just had access to a few of the drugs we had up-time, especially riluzole. I could have given her maybe a couple more years, and she for sure wouldn't have gone downhill this fast. It's only been fourteen months since it hit her."
"Ah, Doc. Don't be playing the if-only game. She's seventy-six, for crying out loud. You've done a lot for her, and we both appreciate it greatly."
After a moment, Roscoe chuckled, and Dr. Shipley looked at him with a raised eyebrow.
"Yeah, well, the one thing that's irked her ever since you told her what was going on is the cemetery."
"The cemetery?" The doctor sounded mystified.
"Yep. You see, she's a Hardesty by birth, but she's not one of these Grantville Hardestys. Oh, they're cousins of some degree or other, but she's a Morgantown Hardesty. I met her when I was in the Army during Korea. Anyway, she made me buy cemetery lots in the family cemetery over by Morgantown, so she could be buried surrounded by all her family and be by her mother and father and her baby sister who died when she was six. Me, I figured I wouldn't care where my carcass got planted, so I went along with her. Well, the Ring of Fire put paid to that idea. I think that's the one thing in her life she was never able to forgive me for, that I wasn't able to figure out some way to get her back to the up-time so she could be buried in her plot."
He chuckled again, and Dr. Shipley gave a small smile.
After another moment, Roscoe sobered.
"Soon, then?"
Dr. Shipley nodded sadly. "Yes. Her breathing continues to slow, her heartbeat is starting to get irregular and light. I'd say it won't be long."
"Lil knows Jesus, so she's ready to go. She's disappointed every morning when she wakes up and she's still here tied to that failing body."
Roscoe looked back into the room at the thin figure on the bed. "Well, Matt and Mike were in yesterday, and basically said their goodbyes then. I'll tell them tonight, and we'll see what happens when."
He stuck his hand out. "Thanks for all you've done, Doc."
Dr. Shipley shook hands with him. "Call me if you need me, Roscoe."
"Will do."
Roscoe returned to his chair. He reached out and took his wife's hand. He waited. When Joan Early came by and whispered about what to bring for supper, he just shook his head.
Still he waited.
Darkness came early that time of year. As the evening shade began to cross the window, Roscoe felt Lillian's hand twitch slightly. He looked over at her, to see her gazing at him with a wide smile, one that for a moment blinded him to the lines on her face and the white hair. For just a moment, he saw the young woman he had been so smitten with so many years before.
Then Lillian's eyes moved from his, to look up to where the ceiling joined the top of the wall across from them. Her smile grew wider, brighter.
Roscoe didn't know how long that moment lasted, but he finally realized it was full dark outside. He realized that her hand was cooling in his grasp. He realized that her breast was no longer rising and falling in the slow shallow breathing that had been hers the last few days. And he knew.
He looked up to the place where her sightless eyes had last focused. He guessed he knew who she had seen, who she had smiled at.
"Thank you, Jesus."
Roscoe got to his feet, laid Lillian's arm down beside her. He lowered the bedside rail, then walked around to the other side of the bed and lowered that rail as well. Didn't make no sense to keep them up. She wasn't going to fall out of bed now.
Roscoe went to his knees beside her bed, and took her hand again.
"Well, Lillibelle, you've gone ahead." He swallowed. "You know, I always figured I'd go first. Guess that's what I get for figuring."
He reached out a hand and smoothed her hair.
"It's going to be hard to wake up in the mornings without you beside me, girl. If it's all the same with you, I'd rather be where you are. So since you're up there, why don't you ask the Lord to bring me home, too? Soon? I figure he's more apt to listen to you than to me, anyway."
   
Gently, oh so gently, Roscoe slid one arm behind her shoulders and cupped the other hand behind her head, gathering Lillian into one final embrace, cradling her head against his. He held her for one long timeless moment, then finally released her, laying her down as gently as he had embraced her. Standing, he straightened her arms, smoothed her hair, and tidied her blanket. It wouldn't do for her to be mussed up, after all.
One last caress to her face; then he turned to go notify the staff.
One lone tear trickled down his cheek.










April, 1635, Western Pomerania
Joe Plotz could barely hear himself think over the hissing and honking of the geese in the pen before him. It was the loudest and most bellicose display he had ever heard, and he was pleased. Back up-time in West Virginia, his grandfather searched for years for birds like this, but American breeding practices had created a so-called "saddleback" version of white or grey or both. Decent birds, certainly, but not like these: pure stock, perhaps three or four generations from the classic Greylag. These were true Pomeranians. What luck that Grantville had been thrust back in time! He chuckled to himself at that notion. It was the kind of luck he could have lived without, but while he was here, why not make the best of it? And it didn't hurt to stick it to his sorry son-of-a-bitch grandfather either… the Lord rest his soul. Joe looked down at the geese as they spread their wings angrily, jutting their heart-shaped breasts defiantly forward. In their beautifully bright blue eyes and pink red bills, Joe Plotz saw dollar signs.
"These are the best I've seen today, Herr Plotz," Hermann Schurz said quietly. "Lots of them too."
Joe winced at Hermann's foul breath. The down-timer was a good old boy who had moved next to Joe's farm in Grantville and helped out from time to time. He didn't have many teeth and didn't practice effective oral hygiene. But he could speak the language, and he wasn't above a little deception to make a few bucks. He was pretty good with a shovel, and a gun, as well.
Joe nodded, cleared his throat and began as Hermann translated. "This is a sorry lot, I must say. Not much definition in their chests. Thin musculature. Inconsistent plumage. And look at that one: it's got knobs at the base of its bill. That's a clear sign of poor breeding. What are you trying to pull, sir?"
He waited for Hermann to finish speaking and then listened to the farmer as his eyes grew as large as goose eggs at the affront.
Hermann spoke. "He resents the implication that his stock is poor. He says that this is the breeding stock that he's had for years and that if you don't like them, you can—."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Joe said, waving his hand, "I can shove it up my ass. I've heard it all before. Tell him I'll give him ten guilders for the whole pen. And I'm being generous for taking the knobby-billed one off his hands."
Hermann spoke with the farmer, then turned and said, "He wants twenty."
Joe laughed and shook his head. "You've got nerve, buddy, you really do. But there ain't no sum-bitch in this timeline or my own that would put down that much for these rotten carcasses." Joe grabbed Hermann by the shoulder and proceeded to walk away. "Let's go. This guy's more interested in cracking wise than doing business. We've got plenty of other places to go, and we can—"
He saw the cage out of the corner of his eye. He blinked and looked again. The noise and display of the others must have kept him from noticing it before, but now that he saw it, nothing else seemed to matter. He jumped the fence and went to it. It was rather inhospitable to come onto a man's property without permission, but who cared? Hermann had a sidearm. Let the farmer make a move. Joe did not care. All he cared about was getting a better look at the one in the cage.
   
It was the biggest and most beautiful gander he had ever seen. Perfect eyes and bill. Perfect distribution of feather color and thickness. Almost twice the size of any of the others. Joe stuck his face near the cage, and it hissed at him, long and deep, its wings ready to extend. Joe reached his hand between the slats and imagined his fingers curled around the bird's prominent, powerful neck. It would take two hands to break that neck.
The gander struck out, nipping hard at the exposed fingers. Joe pulled his hand back in pain. He stuck his bloody finger into his mouth.
Perfect.
"I'll give him fifteen," he said. "And that includes this one."
Hermann had a lengthy conversation with the farmer. "I'm sorry, Herr Plotz," he said finally, "but that one is not for sale. That's why it's separate from the rest. That's his main breeding gander. It's been in the family for twenty years, and his children are quite fond of it. He can't sell you his entire stock, you understand, for he'd have nothing to replenish what he sells."
Joe stood up, still sucking his sore finger. He stamped his foot. "Seventeen! For the entire pen, this one, and a half sack of meal for the trip home. Seventeen, and that's my final offer."
He stared at the farmer, his own deep blue eyes piercing through the gruff and scarred face of the man as he considered Joe's offer. Joe gritted his teeth harshly as he waited.
He could kick himself for such a price, but what choice did he have? There were no other farms to visit today. There were no other farms at all that Hermann knew of, and Joe knew nothing about Pomerania. This was it. If this didn't work, everything would be lost. Last year's crops had had a poor yield, and the bootlegging business was less than successful. His wife Margaretha had wondered aloud where their savings had gone. He wasn't about to tell her the truth of booze and whores and bear-baiting pits near Magdeburg on his and Hermann's last "business" trip. She was a decent woman and so were their two little girls. But his wife wanted another, and hopefully this time it would be a boy. They needed the money and now. What other choice did he have?
The farmer agreed.
They loaded the geese into cages in the back of their wagon. The farmer let them keep his prized gander in the same cage. Joe loaded it onto the back of the wagon and then paid out the agreed money. They shook hands, and Joe climbed into the back of the wagon and secured the cages with an old piece of blue plastic covering and bungee cord. Hermann got the horses moving and guided them through the farmer's front gate and down the road.
The geese were still giving Joe the business as they rolled out of view of the farm. He poked around the cages until he found the knobby-billed one, opened the cage, and grabbed it tightly around the neck. It gave out a nasty hiss. Joe squeezed the bird tightly against his side, clamped the bill shut, and plopped down beside Hermann.
"Wouldn't it be better, Herr Plotz, to just sell these birds to people in Grantville? You know, as cooking birds for stews or something. People might buy them for their eggs also. You'd wind up getting a nice profit from it."
Joe squeezed the bird tightly and shook his head. "I don't want just a nice profit, Hermann, I want big money. Real spending money. And with these birds, I'll get it."
"Are you sure it's legal, Herr Plotz?"
"Legal? This isn't America of the twentieth century, Hermann. This is Germany, 1635. The rules are different. Besides, what I'm planning will be the biggest thing to hit Grantville since the Ring of Fire itself. People will go mad for it, and if we play our cards right, it might be an annual thing."
"Can you tell me again what we're going to do? I don't understand what you mean to do with these birds."
Hermann was a fine fellow, but a little loose with his tongue. It would not do to give him too much information until they were back in Grantville and everything was in place. Joe tightened his grip around the bird's neck. "Don't worry about that, Hermann," he said, closing his fist in full and giving a good yank. He heard the snap of the neck and waited until the bird's thrashing stopped. "Trust me. I know what I'm doing."
Joe Plotz let the dead goose fall between them. He smiled and winked as he rubbed the soft chest of the dead bird. "You just find us a nice place to stop for the evening. Then get your plucking gloves on. Tonight, we eat like kings."
May, 1635, Grantville
Joy Valencia caught Elmar Keller staring at her again. When he noticed that she noticed, he turned away quickly and continued the conversation he was having with her husband, Clayton Harr. Clayton and Elmar were good friends, or so Joy hoped. It was difficult sometimes to read these down-timers, their motivations, their intentions. She was Filipino and in Germany of the seventeenth century, that made her stand out like a brown thumb on a white hand. She'd had enough trouble up-time getting small town folk in West Virginia to take her seriously; it had been equally difficult here, although she had to admit that life had been, for the most part, decent. She and Clayton had married a couple years ago. Their first child, Michael Thomas, had been born recently, and her training in veterinary medicine was going well. That was why they sat in the Sycamore Street Pub, waiting for their other student friends to arrive. The time of constant study and stress would be coming to an end soon. She and Clayton—and even Elmar—would be full-fledged veterinarians in a short time, and they were here to celebrate. But Elmar's stares unnerved her sometimes, despite her husband's assurances. "Don't worry about Elmar," he said. "He's harmless."
She hoped that were true.
"Where is little Michael tonight, Joy?" Elmar asked.
Joy finished the last of her beer and set the glass down. "Giselle Masaniello is watching him for us."
Elmar nodded, took a long drink of his beer, then wiped his mouth. He looked around the pub. "Where are the others?"
Clayton laughed. "Anxious, Elmar?"
"About what?"
"Lindsey will be here soon, don't worry."
Elmar seemed to blush and poked Clayton in the ribs with a firm elbow. "Watch your tongue, Clayton. Not in front of a lady." He picked up his glass and tipped it toward Joy.
"Will you two stop it!" Joy said. "We're here to celebrate our success, not act like children." She flashed a rueful face toward her husband. "Clayton, I swear, if you get drunk tonight, I'll—"
"Paz, Senorita, paz!"
She glared as they giggled at her across the table. She had a good mind to curse them both in Tagalog or Cebuano, more traditional Filipino languages than Spanish, but she resisted. It was strange enough for her to hear all the German being spoken around her all the time; what would the natives think if she suddenly broke into something that they had no knowledge of whatsoever? But she really was not upset at them for their playful banter. Truth be told, she wanted to join in with them, but she had promised herself that she would remain sober tonight. They had not left little Michael alone that many times since he was born, and no matter how much she wanted—needed—to relax and unwind, she was not about to pick up her son in a drunken stupor. Let Clayton and his buddy unwind tonight, she thought. I'll celebrate in secret.
She looked toward the window that looked out on the parking lot. She had to admit, she was a little worried about their friends as well. They should have arrived already. Where were they?
She pushed her glass away and got up. "I'm going to have a look outside and see if they're here."
"Why wouldn't they just come inside then?" Clayton asked.
A valid point, indeed, but Joy ignored the question and kept walking.
Outside, a group of people huddled around the back of a green pickup. Julia O'Reilly and Lindsey Clinter had arrived, and they stood near the open tailgate, their eyes fixed upon something lying in the bed. Joy walked over to them and was about to say something when she looked down into the truck and saw what they were staring at.
Three goose carcasses lay there. Beautiful, fat birds, excellent plumage, with distinct reddish orange legs and feet. "Whose are these?" she asked Lindsey.
Lindsey pointed at a man who stood near another group of down-timers. She did not recognize him, but they were back-slapping each other and money was changing hands.
"These are Pomeranians," Julia said, placing her hand on the one nearest her. "They're beautiful."
"How did they die?" Joy said.
"Look."
Joy looked and saw that they were headless. While their owner was going on about something, she knelt down and lifted up one of the necks. She brushed the down feathers aside and studied the place where the head had been cut—no, torn—away. The ripped muscle and flesh of the neck was still tender, the blood on the feathers still moist.
"What the hell is going on here?" Joy said, looking up at Lindsey.
Lindsey shook her head. "I don't know, but that guy over there has been going on aboutGänsereiten, Gänsereiten. "
"What does that mean?"
"I know what it means."
Elmar and Clayton had come outside and were standing next to the truck. Elmar placed his hand on the goose nearest him.
"What?" Joy said.
Elmar looked at Joy, all frivolity and youthfulness gone from his expression. "Someone in town is running a goose pulling."
*  *  *  *
Joy sat across from Laurie Koudsi at six in the morning. That wasn't very early for veterinarians, but apparently it was for lawyers. Laurie looked tired and ragged, sitting there in her beige bathrobe, clutching her Pittsburg Steelers coffee cup and trying to fiddle with a pen and pad of paper. Joy had considered going to another lawyer, perhaps Mary Kat or Cary Dean, but she and Laurie were good friends, and she hadn't seen her since the premature birth and death of her son.
Laurie spoke through a yawn. "I know I owe you a favor, Joy, but couldn't this have waited until I got to the office?"
Joy shook her head. "No, I'm sorry, but I have to go to Manning Booth's this morning. He's opened up new grazing land, and now some of his goats have the bloat. We need to talk about this now."
Laurie flipped open her note pad. She wrote a couple things down. Joy craned her neck to get a look at what she was writing but couldn't make it out.
Laurie cleared her throat. "After your phone call last night, I reviewed West Virginia statutes pertaining to animal cruelty, so I have some notes I'd like to discuss with you. But before that, let's go over again what we talked about last night. You were very upset, and I'm not sure I understood everything you were saying. Tell me again what exactly is gander pulling."
" Gander pulling or goose pulling," Joy said. She sat rigid in her chair, her voice rising. "No matter what you call it, it's a cruel, terrible blood sport that's being played right here in Grantville."
Laurie waved the pen as if she were casting a spell. "Describe it for me, please."
Joy sighed. "You take a goose or gander, string it up by its feet over a road. You grease up its neck and let it hang upside down. Then, riders on horseback run underneath it, try to grab the greased neck, and yank off the head. The grease, of course, makes gripping difficult, and therein lies the sport. It can take quite a while for someone to finally get a good enough grip to rip the head off and put the poor bird out of its misery. A live goose is most preferred because of the added noise and wild, thrashing movement it makes. But as soon as the bird's strung up, it's dead. It will, in time, tire and just hang there waiting for the end.
"It used to be a pretty popular sport during the American Civil War, but it fell out of favor due to its obvious cruelty. Many states banned it altogether. It's still practiced up-time, though most often in European countries, but they usually euthanize the birds first to make it less of a sport and more of a ceremonial activity… for Shrove Tuesday and the like. Either way, it's terrible."
"And who is allegedly doing this?"
"Joe Plotz. An up-time farmer. The men I spoke to at the pub last night said he's planning on doing it again. Apparently he and some down-timer have gone into business on the matter. They even went all the way to Pomerania to get a special breed. Six birds strung up for the first run. Many more to follow, from what they say."
"And where is he allegedly conducting these goose pullings?"
Joy shrugged. "I assume on his farm. I didn't ask specifically, but I can't see where else he'd do them."
Laurie nodded, wrote a few more things on her pad, and said, "Okay, thank you for clearing some of that up for me." She took another sip of her coffee. "As I said, I took a look at the West Virginia statues for animal cruelty, and as you may or may not know, it's pretty much accepted that Grantville maintained the laws that it brought with it through the Ring of Fire. Of course, in reality, nothing is ever that cut and dry. We no longer live in the Unites States, nor are we in West Virginia. But the first step is for law enforcement to investigate the matter.
"The law says that the sheriff, and in this case our chief of police, Preston Richards, may appoint one of his deputies as a humane officer. That person then has the authority to investigate charges of animal cruelty. If through the investigation, it is determined that cruelty has occurred, then the humane officer can seize the poorly treated animals."
"Does the law specifically define cruelty?"
Laurie nodded. "More or less. I won't go through the legal wording with you right now, but the gist of it is… cruelty is defined as treating an animal cruelly, such as bringing physical harm to it, withholding food, shelter or medical treatment, leaving it to die, or forcing it to mistreat other domesticated animals, such as through dog fights, cock fights and the like."
"Good," said Joy, "that settles it. We'll go and get the geese out of that son of a bitch's hands."
Laurie put up her hand. "I want to caution you, Joy, about getting too excited about the letter of the law. Just because the chief has the authority to make a seizure does not mean he'll be able to do so. My gut tells me it may be difficult for anyone to determine animal cruelty in this matter."
Joy wrinkled her face. "Why?"
"Because for the most part, all up-time state animal cruelty laws were derived from the federal Animal Welfare Act of 1966, which established a set of acceptable animal welfare standards. Unfortunately, many kinds of animals were exempted from the law, including birds. Now, amendments to the bill did eventually include all warm-blooded domesticated animals, but laws on this matter have always been fuzzy when it comes to livestock. Why? Because how do you define cruelty to animals raised for food or fiber? Up-time, billions of chickens are slaughtered annually for food. Hunters shoot scores of ducks and geese for sport. Exceptions to the law run a mile long. Is it cruel for a farmer to go out into his own chicken coop, drag a bird out by its legs, and lop its head off for his evening meal? And up-time, I remember seeing some farmers break the necks of chickens under their own boots when a hatchet wasn't available. What's the difference between that and gander pulling?"
"Don't hand me that crap, Koudsi! There's a big difference between a farmer killing a chicken to feed his family and some redneck jack like Plotz stringing up a goose against its will and having people try to rip its head off. And he's gambling as well. Surely we can get him on that."
Laurie set aside her coffee and nodded. "Perhaps, but I can't speak eloquently about that this morning. I'd want to talk to Mary Kat on that first; she's wiser on those matters than me. But you make a good point, and if the time comes, I can certainly make that argument in court, but—"
Joy shook her head, interrupting. "I have a good mind to go over there and string up his sorry butt and yank his head off. Let's see how he likes it."
Laurie chuckled. "I'm sure he would not." She cleared her throat again and poured herself more coffee. She offered it to Joy who declined. She set the coffeepot down and said, "Have you ever seen the movie Anatomy of a Murder?"
"No."
"You should see it sometime. I think the library has a copy. It's an old Jimmy Stewart movie, late 1950s I believe. In it, Stewart's a lawyer trying to defend a man accused of murder. At one point he's talking to a potential witness, and he says, 'As a lawyer, I've had to learn that people are not just good or bad, but they're many things.' I have a feeling that Joe Plotz is many things."
"Are you trying to defend him?"
Laurie shook her head. "No, Joy, no. But I'm a lawyer, and I cannot bring to this matter the kind of passion that you are showing me right now. You're a veterinarian, and by the law, you are obligated to point out any mistreatment or cruelty to animals that you see or perceive. You have done your duty, and I respect that. But first things first: First, we go to Richards' office and submit a complaint, then let them begin the investigation. Let me throw on some clothes and then we'll go, okay?"
Joy nodded. "Okay, Laurie. I'm sorry I've been short with you. There have been reports of blood sports like this all across the USE: dog fights, cock fights, bear-baiting pits. I read about Harold Baxter's recent death and the rumor that he was betting on bear fights near Magdeburg the night before. And so you may ask yourself why now? Why make such a stink now after we've been here in this timeline for so long? The answer is easy: I'm a mother now, and I want my son to grow up in a world where people do not go out of their way to harm animals. We brought our improved technology through the Ring of Fire. Did we not also bring better sensibilities as well?"
They stared at each other for a long while, and Joy immediately regretted pulling the mother card. It was a mistake and far too soon after Laurie's own personal tragedy. As always, Joy had let her emotions get the best of her. Perhaps that was the nature of those who loved animals like she did. Animals did not have a voice of their own, and so those that spoke for them roared and thrashed and bellowed like animals themselves just to be heard. Up-time, she had considered joining PETA on many occasions, but had refrained due to their sometimes less than elegant tactics. But perhaps someone like Joe Plotz only listened when faced with a bucket of blood tossed in his face. Those geese on his farm deserved a voice, and Joy Valencia was going to make damned sure that they had one.
Laurie nodded and tried to show a thin smile. "Okay, Joy, I'm with you. But promise me one thing. You let Richards' office handle this. You don't get involved."
Joy shook her head. "They'll need a veterinarian to go out there and look around. No matter whom he sends, they won't know how to spot cruelty."
"Okay, you can argue that point with him when we get there, but you don't go!" Laurie pointed her finger harshly at Joy's chest as if she were scolding a child. "Not you. You are my friend, and I love you, but not you. You're too hot right now. You go about your business, take care of Booth's goats, and let someone else handle it. Promise me."
Joy wanted to fight back, but she could see that it would do no good. Laurie had a temper of her own, and she was not above pulling legal rank to get her way. If Joy pushed too hard, she'd find herself slapped with a restraining order. The "Koudsi" was not above playing hardball.
"Okay," she said, smiling her answer but crossing her fingers in her mind. "I promise. I won't get involved."
*  *  *  *
From the comfort of his living room, Joe Plotz watched two horsemen ride up his driveway. Instinctively, he reached for his old Colt 45 and placed it securely at the small of his back. He hated cops. At least one of the men riding toward his house was a cop: young and sturdy and comfortable on his ride. He sported a holster with a sidearm, a dust jacket, and a badge of some kind. The other he had never seen before, but judging from his light hair and Germanic features, he was a down-timer. Perhaps an officer trainee, but probably not. He looked less comfortable in the saddle, weary and ready to fall.
"Who is it?" his wife Margaretha asked as she came up behind him from the kitchen.
"Nothing to worry about," he snapped, shaken by her sudden appearance. He scowled at her and flicked his hand toward the kitchen. "You just keep the girls inside. I'll take care of it."
Gretel huffed and disappeared back into the kitchen. Joe closed the window and pulled the shades, then stepped outside onto the porch. He put on his brightest smile.
"Good afternoon," he said, waving politely at the two men.
They stopped before reaching his gate. They dismounted and tied their horses to a post. The officer waved. "Good afternoon, sir. Are you Joseph Adam Plotz?"
He winced at the sound of his full name. He hated it. His mother used to call him that when she was angry. Whenever someone said it, it sounded shrill and full of petty wrath. He nodded. "That's me. What can I do you for?" He stepped out into his yard to greet them, the warm barrel of the gun rubbing his spine.
"I'm Officer Stephen Tito, mounted constabulary for the State of Thuriniga-Franconia, West Virginia County." He motioned to the other man. "And this is Elmar Keller, veterinary assistant to Les Blocker. May we come in?"
The officer reached for the gate latch, but Joe stopped him with a meaty hand. "I'm sorry, but my wife is not feeling well. And my girls are taking their naps. Best stay out here. What do you need?" He unlatched the gate himself and stepped out.
Officer Tito backed up a step, cleared his throat, and said, "Mr. Plotz, Chief Richards' office has received an official complaint that you have been conducting a gander pull here on your premises."
"A what?"
"A gander pull," Officer Tito said again.
Joe shook his head. "No, I'm sorry. Nothing like that happening here."
"Are you familiar with the term, sir?"
Joe nodded. "Yes, I'm familiar with it, but—"
"Herr Plotz," said Elmar Keller, stepping forward, "I saw with my own eyes three geese laid out in the back of a pick-up outside the Sycamore Street Pub, their heads ripped off. The owners of those birds said that you were running a Gänsereiten. "
"I don't give a damn what they said," Joe said harshly, crossing his arms and staring angrily into Elmar's face. "I ain't running nothing."
"Do you deny, sir," said Officer Tito, "that those geese came from your property?"
As if on cue, the geese in their pen near his barn began to crank. Joe smiled and cocked his head toward the loud display. "Well, obviously, I cannot deny having geese."
"The geese in question were Pomeranians," said Elmar. "Are your geese Pomeranians?"
"They are, and yes, I did sell a few to some boys who came up the other day, but I can assure you that they left here alive… and with their heads."
"Mr. Plotz," Officer Tito said, flashing a warm smile, "I have been appointed by Chief Richards to serve as the West Virginia County humane officer. I'm charged with inspecting your geese to ensure that they are being treated humanely. Mr. Keller is here to assist me in this matter."
Joe placed his hands on his hips and stretched his fingers across the small of his back. He rubbed the trigger of the gun through his shirt and smiled. The beady, disrespectful stare of the veterinarian's coal-black eyes annoyed him. Joe had a good mind to pistol-whip the little shit. My home, my property, my rules! What the hell did the law think it was doing coming out here and disturbing him about this? Couldn't he do whatever he wanted withhis property? What good was living in a place like West Virginia, out in the country, if "The Man" was going to reach out and squeeze his balls? He shook his head. And I thought all the bleeding-heart liberals were left up-time.
"Do you have a search warrant, sir?"
Officer Tito nodded and reached inside his jacket. He unfolded a piece of paper and handed it over. Joe read it word for word, taking his sweet old time. He glanced up periodically to catch the annoyance of the two men. He let them stew for as long as he figured he could, then handed the warrant back. "Okay, let's go."
He motioned them through the gate and escorted them across his lawn. Out of the corner of his eye, he scarcely dared look at the men as they followed him, keeping pace and looking around as if this were their land. It was Joe's for certain, and no Ring of Fire could take that away. The land lay fallow right now, indeed, but the money that he had secured through the first pull had gone a long way to fix some of his financial woes.
They stopped in front of the goose pen he had built right before leaving for Pomerania.
He turned and offered it up as if it were a gift. "Inspect all you wish," he said. "It's a good pen, and they've got a lot of living space."
   
Three geese were out and about. A fourth scampered into the pen from a hole in the side of the barn. It flared its wings and moved threateningly toward the fence. It hissed like a viper and thrust its chest forward, begging for a confrontation. Joe beamed. "That's my bull gander right there. The finest of the bunch. I had to pay a pretty penny for him, let me tell you. He's going to be my breeding stud. A pure Pomeranian. I call him Fritz."
They watched as all the geese followed the gander's lead and struck up such a fuss that it was difficult to think. Joe smiled. Let them find abuse, he thought. I dare them. How stupid did they think he was? They knew nothing about gander pulls. It served no purpose to mistreat the birds prior to the event. He learned that from his grandfather. The key was to fatten them up, keep them clean and healthy, make them even more desirable for the participants. Oh, and how the money would flow!
Joe talked over the ruckus. "Please go into the barn and take a look around. That's where they stay in the evenings mostly, plus where the geese can lay their eggs."
The veterinarian was the first to the barn door. Officer Tito followed. Joe let them go alone. He waited beside the fence. He looked up at the loft door that swung open from the inside. Up there, hiding behind a few old hay bales, was his partner Hermann Schurz. Hermann waved and brandished a pitchfork, motioning with it as if he wanted to stick it into their visitors' backs. Joe sympathized but shook his head and motioned with his hand to keep hiding. There would be no bloodshed today. Unless, of course, they foolishly wandered into the woods behind his barn.
Soon they returned, and Joe produced a grand smile. "Well, what do you say?"
Officer Tito turned to the veterinarian. "Elmar?"
The down-timer looked disappointed. He rubbed sweat from his forehead. "Your geese look good, Herr Plotz." He paused, then said, "No signs of mistreatment."
"Are there any other entry points onto this farm, Mr. Plotz?" Officer Tito asked. "Roads or paths?"
Joe's heart caught in his throat. He swallowed it down. "No, none at all. As you can see, I'm surrounded by thick woods. The only entry is my driveway, and of course across my field out there, which ain't very large I hope you noticed."
Officer Tito nodded. "Okay, I want to make it clear, Mr. Plotz, that in the eyes of the law, a gander pull would be considered animal cruelty, and if such an event were occurring, the perpetrator would be subject to steep fines, a confiscation of said geese, and potential jail time. Do you understand?"
Joe smiled and shrugged. "Officer Tito, I'm just a simple farmer trying to make a living. I can assure you that my geese are well-treated and well-fed. I do sell some of them to folk as required, which is my right. What they do with them afterwards is not my problem. I promise you… nothing like that is happening here on my farm."
"Okay, Mr. Plotz," said Officer Tito. "We need no more of your time today. Thank you."
Joe bid them goodbye and even shook their hands. He gripped the veterinarian's hand very tightly and smiled the grandest smile of the day. The young boy tried to hide the pain, but pulled away quickly and followed the officer through the gate. They mounted their horses and left.
Joe returned to the barn. He went inside, and Hermann was standing there with the pitchfork at his side. "I covered the entry to the path into the woods as quickly as I could before they got to the barn," he said. "They didn't notice anything, did they?"
Joe shook his head. He pulled a packet of rolling papers from his shirt pocket, pulled a tobacco pouch from his pants pocket, and began rolling a fresh cigarette. He wetted the paper with his tongue and rolled it tightly into place. He placed it in his mouth, and Hermann lit it for him. He took a long drag and looked out across his field to the horsemen who finally disappeared around the corner.
He blew smoke. "No, Hermann, they didn't suspect. They're about as bright as that broken bulb in the loft. But we've run out of time. More sons of bitches will come snooping soon."
"Maybe it's not a good idea to run another, eh? Maybe we should wait awhile. I didn't like the look of that Tito fellow."
Joe pulled the pistol from his back. He opened it and spun the chambers. He closed it again. "No, Hermann, I'm not going to let the law scare me or tell me what to do. You spread the word: The next pull is Friday."
He aimed the gun at the large gander as it waddled into the barn, all flared up in rage, all piss and vinegar. He pulled the trigger and felt the click of an empty chamber. He winked.
"And the grand prize will be you, Mr Fritz."
*  *  *  *
Joy covered herself with a towel before Steve and Elmar entered the house. This was the first time all day that she had had a chance to nurse little Michael. She was engorged and in pain. She was not about to stop no matter who came knocking. Clayton greeted them at the door. Steve walked into the living room, politely averting his eyes. Elmar came in staring as usual.
"Well, what did you find?" Joy asked.
Clayton offered them chairs, and they sat down. Steve sighed. "He's clean, I'm afraid. He's got Pomeranians for sure, but they're pretty well kept. What did you think, Elmar?"
Elmar nodded reluctantly. "Ja, they are. Nice, fat birds, I'd say. Well fed. New, though. The pen they were in was freshly built, and to be honest, I'm not sure about the nests that he's made in the barn."
"What do you mean?" Clayton asked.
"They're just old crates with a little straw tossed in," Elmar said. "They're not permanent structures. He's got one really big gander that he claims he's going to use for breeding. If that's true, you'd figure he'd be building a more permanent pen and breeding space. There's no sign of that."
"Yeah, but he just got them," said Steven, "so that's no evidence of wrong-doing. Perhaps he just hasn't gotten around to it yet."
Elmar shook his head. "Maybe, but I don't know."
Joy shifted Michael beneath the towel to a more comfortable position. "What do youthink, Elmar?"
Elmar sat upright in the chair and refocused on Joy. "I think he's lying."
Steve huffed and shook his head. "What evidence do you have? We certainly saw none on his property."
"Come on, Steve," Joy said, "what other evidence do you need? Joe Plotz begins raising Pomeranian geese, and all of a sudden, three show up mutilated in the back of a pick-up. You've got the guys who had the geese saying they were at the pull on Joe's property. What more do you need?"
"I need real evidence, Joy," Steve said, his voice rising. "Not hearsay and second-hand accounts. I need to see signs of abuse. I need to see posts with wire or rope strung up across a road. We saw none of this. I've been appointed humane officer, but I cannot confiscate property without proper evidence. If I did, Plotz would sue the county, and he'd win too." He motioned toward Elmar. "I took Elmar out there for the sole purpose of proving abuse. He saw none. There's nothing more I can do at this time.
"But I can say one thing that may put your mind at ease. Before we left, I made it clear to him the legal ramifications of conducting a gander pull; I exaggerated a bit, true, but he understands the consequences. I'm sure it sunk in. He's got a wife and two girls. He can't possibly be that stupid."
Joy opened her mouth to protest, but Clayton put up his hand. "Okay, Steve. That's all for now. Thank you for coming by and filling us in. Extend our appreciation to Chief Richards as well."
Clayton hurried Steve out the door, leaving Joy alone with Elmar. They looked at each other, and Joy was about to burst. There was much she wanted to say, but she waited until Steve was out of the house. She pulled Michael away from her and laid him on a pillow nearby. She began buttoning her blouse.
"Watch him for a moment, will you?"
Elmar nodded. He walked over and knelt in front of her baby, making sure he didn't shift on the pillow.
Joy finished cleaning up. When Clayton walked in, she said in her best Steve Tito voice, "He can't possibly be that stupid. Bull! He can be that stupid and more. Steve has obviously forgotten how many dumbass rednecks came through the Ring."
"Hey, don't bust on Steve," Clayton said. "He did all he could."
Joy pointed to the door. "Richards sent that child to investigate a crime scene."
"Steve is not a child, Joy. He's a fine officer, and more than qualified to investigate the matter."
"Yeah, he's qualified to screw it up—"
"They're just geese, for Christ's sake!"
Clayton's shout woke the baby. The boy began to cry. Joy stepped back from her husband. "They're just geese, eh? Just a bunch of stupid birds, is that it? This coming from a man who wants to be a veterinarian. How dare you? How dare you speak like that in front of our son, in front of—"
Clayton threw up his hands. "You know what? I can't talk to you when you're this way. Just—just go, just get out of the house. Go out in the back, feed the chickens, feed the dogs, go take a walk, I don't care… but get a grip! I'll take care of Michael. Go!"
Joy bit back tears and flew out of the house, letting the screen door pop off its hinge like it often did when pushed too roughly. She didn't care. She wanted to scream. She wanted to wrap her fingers around Clayton's neck and—
Oh, God, listen to me. Wanting to do the very thing I'm accusing others of doing. She pushed the gate open and ran into the backyard. Their chickens scattered; their dogs howled. She fell against their fence and breathed deeply. She let the tears come.
Life was too tough these days. Their first child had just been born. Their veterinary training was coming to a close, but the stress of the final push and their ramped-up fieldwork was too much. Lack of sleep, lack of physical contact; lack of everything. And Laurie had lost her son; the emotional strain of that alone, the drive to be a good friend for her, a compassionate, understanding friend, was just too much. And now this business with the geese. They're just geese! Joy rubbed her face clean. Was Clayton right?
Joy shook her head. Clayton was a good man, a good father. He prided himself on his intelligence and wisdom, but on this, he was wrong. It wasn't about the geese per se; on that, she agreed. But here they were in Grantville, right smack-dab in the middle of seventeenth-century Germany, surrounded by countries that would like nothing more than to destroy them. There were, indeed, more important things to worry about than a few geese. So why was she so upset? Because it wasn't about geese. It was about something more, something bigger, something… eh, what's the use? "No one understands me," she whispered under her breath.
"I understand you."
Elmar had snuck up beside her. She jumped at his voice.
"Elmar," she said, wiping her face. "I'm sorry, I didn't hear you come up."
"That's all right, Joy. But I do understand you. And don't worry. We'll get him."
Joy shook her head. "It's too late. He's covered his tracks. He's on alert now."
Elmar grabbed her shoulders and turned her towards him. He smiled, but Joy did not see happiness in those eyes. All she saw was danger.
"And do you know why we're going to get him?"
Joy waited for an answer.
"Because he shook my hand."
*  *  *  *
Elmar knelt quietly behind a tree near Joe Plotz's driveway. It was almost ten o'clock in the evening, and the only light was from a smattering of stars, a partial moon, and a faint bulb on the porch. Somewhere out there in the dark was his friend Poldi Vogt, circling around Joe's house, making sure they were asleep, ensuring that the way forward would be uneventful. Elmar smiled. There was no one like Poldi for a little night work, a veteran of the wars and someone who was not afraid to wield a blade… if it came to that.
Elmar waited in the dark and rubbed his sore hand. He liked a good, confident handshake, but not one that nearly crushed his fingers. That was Joe Plotz's mistake. "One may smile, and smile, and be a villain." A line from a Shakespeare play, Elmar remembered, from his reading time in the Grantville library. A villain indeed. Old Plotz had smiled and smiled and had crushed Elmar's fingers in a grip that gave away his true nature: smug, arrogant, overconfident in his duplicity, and just plain stupid. A truly confident man (or one at least with a little drama training) would have given a friendly shake with nothing to hide. Joe's shake revealed his anger and fear: Don't mess with me, is what it said. That was a challenge Elmar could not ignore.
These up-timers were smart in many respects, and very clever with all their gizmos and gadgets, but Elmar was amazed at how foolish they acted sometimes. In the three hundred plus years from this moment until the Ring of Fire had occurred, what had people really learned? They sat around all day discussing the "legal" options before them. Clayton was ever so cautious with everything, though he did have a point about the geese. The law wasn't going to do anything to Joe. The most they'd do is simply fine him or take the birds away. Who cared? The money that he had most assuredly gotten from the first pull was more than enough to replenish the stock; and if they ever got around to actually making it illegal to run gander pulls, by that time, Plotz would be a much richer man. No. A guy like Joe Plotz only understood decisive action.
Elmar placed his sore hand on the gasoline can at his side. I'll give him all the action he can stand.
His thoughts drifted to Joy. God, what a beauty! Surely, she was the most exotic, most perfect thing that had come through the Ring of Fire. Clayton teased Elmar about Lindsey and she was good looking, but no other Grantville woman was as perfect as Joy. Like a dark jewel that sparkled whenever she opened her mouth to show those brilliant white teeth. He'd never seen such perfect teeth in all this life. He had almost lost it when he had walked in on her earlier in the day nursing baby Michael. He knew he shouldn't stare, but he couldn't take his eyes off of her. His clear infatuation for her made him a "perv" as the Americans might say, but he didn't care. All he wanted was to touch her softly, her face, her neck, the small of her back, her… ah, but she was married to Clayton, his friend, and that would likely not change. Then again, married women had affairs all the time, and it was clear that she and Clayton were having problems. Thrown out of her own house!Elmar would never throw her out of anything. He would always treat her like a queen. But in her eyes, he was just a creepy colleague and a friend to her husband. That had to change. He had to prove to her that his love for animals was as strong as her own.
Tonight would prove that.
Poldi burst through the brush and slid across the ground beside Elmar. His rough entry shook the gasoline can and spilled some. "Watch it, you damned fool," Elmar whispered, grabbing the can and tucking it underneath his right arm. "We don't have any to waste."
"Sorry," said Poldi in his hoarse voice. The war had damaged his vocal cords. "But I thought you'd like to know that the way is clear. No dogs, no traps of any kind."
"What about the house?"
Poldi shook his head. "No signs of anyone. All asleep I guess."
"The barn?"
"I didn't risk it. I didn't want to disrupt the geese."
Elmar nodded. "Yes, well, they will cause a stir if we don't move carefully. I know my way around livestock, so you stay outside and get around to the back of the pen and start tearing it down. Quietly. I'll take the gas and get in the barn. Once I light the fuel, we have to get the geese out into the pen and scattered. In the dark, it'll be hard for Plotz to find them in the chaos of the fire. Oh, and there's one very large gander that I want. You can't miss him. His name is Fritz. I doubt he'll come to you if you call, though. If I can grab him, fine. If not, you have to once he's out in the pen. He's a mean bastard, but don't worry about that. A man like you, with your war record, shouldn't worry about a few love bites from a bird. Understand?"
Poldi nodded. "I understand. But I don't know why I let you talk me into these things."
Elmar smirked. "Because I'm paying you a lot of money. Now let's go."
They moved quietly together across Plotz's driveway and through his open field. The gasoline sloshed in its can beneath Elmar's right arm. There wasn't much he could do about that, but he squeezed it tighter anyway. The knife at his side felt comforting. He hadn't used it on a person since before the Ring of Fire. He hoped he remembered how. Slashing was okay, but stabbing was the best. He shook his head. It was hard to think, hard to breathe. His heart was racing, his mind full of confused, inconsistent thoughts.Should I or shouldn't I?
They stopped at the fence that lined Plotz's front yard. For a moment, Elmar thought about turning back, forgetting the whole thing. Then Poldi touched his shoulder and motioned to the barn. "I'll go around there. You head that way."
Elmar nodded. Here we go.
Poldi jumped the fence, and Elmar paused for a moment, watching his friend disappear in the darkness. The smell of gasoline burned his nose. He sniffled, gripped the can tighter, and moved over the fence. It was more difficult since his right arm was busy, but in the few brief years that he had been a veterinarian student, climbing fences had become second nature. He scaled it carefully and dropped down on the other side.
He ran across the front lawn, feeling the evening's dew on his bare ankles. The shoes he wore were a pair of low-riding up-time sneakers given to him as a gift. It had taken a little while for his flat feet to get accustomed to them, but now he wouldn't part with them for anything. There was nothing better than sneakers for running.
He crossed the yard quickly. He found a path around the side of the barn. Once on the side, he moved beneath the open-faced garage connected to the barn where Plotz kept his tractor and various other pieces of farm equipment. When he and Tito had been out here earlier in the day, Elmar had made a point to study the inside of the barn. He had to be cautious about it, though; he didn't want to attract attention. From the inside, he had noticed a door on this side of the barn. It looked like one of those fancy up-time models, with nine small panels of reinforced glass and a solid bronze-colored lock. But it had stood ajar and hopefully it hadn't been shut.
Elmar ran his left hand along the barn wall, carefully stepping over piles of tools, hoes and rakes, broken wooden stools, and a flat tractor tire. He placed his feet cautiously, careful not to step on any stray bits of plank with rusty, upturned nails. Sneakers were nice, but they weren't sturdy enough to stop a tetanus-riddled nail from going through his foot.
He found the door and sighed with relief. He pushed carefully, and the door creaked open an inch. He didn't like the noise, but it was better than pushing open the big double doors on the front of the barn, in sight and sound of the house. He stopped for a moment and just listened, leaning over and placing his ear against the door. He heard nothing coming from inside, and thankfully he heard nothing outside it either, save for the squall of insects, the wind, and the far off wails of a few dogs. Had Poldi started tearing down the fence? Elmar listened for any sounds of cracking or splintering wood, ripping metal, yanking nails. Nothing. That was either good or bad. Either Poldi hadn't started yet, or was being quiet as directed. Either way, Elmar could not wait any longer.
He pushed open the door and crept inside. The sound of the rusty hinges disturbed the sleeping geese, but only slightly as Elmar paused momentarily inside and waited for them to settle again. Their pen was on the other side of the barn. Plotz had put up fencing inside as well, blocking off the geese's access to the entire barn. That was good. When the fire started, they would have no choice but to flee through the hole that had been made for them. Elmar removed the cap on the gas can.
The smell of hot, dusty hay mixed with goose shit and gasoline as Elmar spread the flammable liquid liberally around the barn. He pitched it like a bucket of water, splashing bales of hay, wooden cabinets and the barn wall itself. The noxious smell was beginning to affect the geese as they stirred. Elmar didn't like that, but what could he do? He let the last drop of gasoline fall to the barn floor, then tossed the can aside. He stepped back a few paces and looked at the hole in the barn wall inside the goose pen. It was small, but a man of his thin stature could squeeze through in a pinch. Hopefully.
He reached into his pocket with shaking hand and pulled out a box of matches. He marveled again at the simple, yet ingenious, inventions of the Americans. He had enough fire in his hand to bring down an entire barn, and then some. Matches were a marvelous invention indeed, but what the Americans had really done was invent easier ways for bad people to do bad things. Am I a bad person? Elmar wondered as he drew a match and set it against the box's rough side. Was it wrong to burn down the barn? No, it was not wrong to do it. People like Plotz, assholes both up- and down-time, who harmed innocent people and animals for no good reason needed to be taught a lesson. Those soldiers who had burst into his home and killed his mother and father and burned theirhouse to the ground, they needed to be taught a lesson. I do this for all men and women who have died at the hands of bad men.I do this for my mother and father. I do this for Fritz. I do this for Joy. For Joy…
He ran the match down the side of the box, but before the flame ignited, a shovel came out of the dark and struck him across the head.
Elmar lay there in the dark, the foul breath of his assailant barking German obscenities at him as rough hands grabbed his jacket and drove his head back into the barn floor. Elmar felt like closing his eyes and sleeping, but the sharp pain in his head raddled his mind clear momentarily. He pushed back, knocking the man aside. Elmar scrambled backwards, reaching into the darkness for the spilled matches, but found none of them. He rose to his feet, his head turning round and round. He stumbled further back and leaned against the main beam of the barn. He could see the man more clearly now. A down-timer, old and frail, hefting a shovel like a battle axe. The man came at him again, screaming, "Herr Plotz! Herr Plotz!" Elmar met the man's attack, raising his arms and taking the shovel strike across his forearm. Skin slashed, and blood flowed. But the man was not strong enough to take Elmar down again. Elmar lashed out with his knife and struck the man in the face, knocking him back and clearing a path to the goose pen.
The geese went crazy, honking and hissing and flaring their wings in mad display against the noise and foul smell of blood. Elmar stumbled to the pen and tried climbing over it, to get to the hole and away.
The main door opened, and Poldi ran in, holding his knife forward. He saw the old man on the floor and tried running to him, but Elmar blocked his way. "No," he said, pushing the knife away. "Don't kill him. Let's just go."
"But he's seen us. He'll tell them and we'll—"
"I can't see!" Elmar screamed. The blood from his head wound was flowing into his eyes. "It's over. Get me out of here before I bleed to death!"
Poldi growled, tucked away his knife and grabbed Elmar before he fell. The old man was still screaming Plotz's name as Poldi burst through the main door, half-dragging, half-carrying Elmar across the dark lawn.
The front door of the house opened, and shots were fired. Elmar heard the buzz of rounds fly past them as they reached the fence. I've failed, he said to himself as Poldi fell over the fence and then reached back to help Elmar across. I've failed you, Joy. I've—
Elmar felt the blinding sting of pain as a shot rang out and a bullet tore through his shoulder.
*  *  *  *
Joy screamed when she saw Elmar shambling across Manning Booth's property. He looked like a zombie with a patchwork of bloody rags wrapped across his head and shoulder. He limped badly and even from this distance, she could see the swelling of his face and neck. He'd disappeared for two days, and now here he was, like some resurrected corpse come out of the woods to feed upon goats.
Joy dropped her bucket of meal and ran across the barnyard towards him.
Julia and Lindsey were already running. They reached him first and laid him gently upon the ground. Joy knelt beside him and placed her hand gently upon his head.
"He's burning up," she said, trying to wipe away sweat and grime.
"He's been shot too," said Julia, peeling away his wrappings to reveal a nasty, black wound lined with greasy pus.
"Dammit, Elmar!" Joy said, ripping off a part of her shirt and wiping his face. "Where the hell have you been? Who did this to you?"
Elmar coughed and tried rising, but they held him down. "I—I did a bad thing. Poldi and I, we… we…"
"Did Joe Plotz do this to you?"
Elmar nodded, closed his eyes and laid his head back down.
"That son of a bitch!"
"Joy," Lindsey said, "We need to get him to the hospital. These wounds… he's not going to last much longer."
Elmar shook his head and coughed loudly. "No, no, don't. I'm okay. I can't go to the hospital. I've done a bad thing. Joe… he's going to do another pull. I know it. He… he."
Joy threw down the tattered rag of her shirt and stood up. "That's it. I've had it. He's threatening human lives now." She turned and walked away.
"Where are you going?" Julia asked.
Joy shook her head. "I'm going to put a stop to this right now!"
She did not look back or stop at Julia's pleading. Let her and Lindsey take care of Elmar, she thought. They were capable. All she could see now was the face of Joe Plotz in her mind. She did not know what he looked like, but this face, this maniacal redneck's grin came to her as she reached Les Blocker's old pick-up, climbed in to the cab, found the keys on the dashboard, and cranked the engine. She ignored Manning Booth's pleas to stop as well and did not even notice Clayton's arrival from picking up Michael from daycare. She could see nothing but a crazed farmer's face and a fat goose hanging from a rope.
She gunned the engine and sped down the driveway in a cloud of gravel and dust.
*  *  *  *
The horseman galloped down the gentle path as the crowd that lined his way cheered him forward. Above his head, he held his right arm rigid, his hand open and ready. His eyes were fixed on the writhing goose that hung upside down from the wire stretched across the path. The goose honked and flailed its wings, but already it was growing tired, having survived three unsuccessful pulls. The man kicked his horse again, giving it a short burst of speed, and as the horse flew beneath the erratic bird, the man kicked up in the stirrups and grabbed the outstretched, greasy neck.
   
The goose's thick body stretched like rubber as its neck held firm. But then a small, subtle snap occurred and the horseman dropped back in his saddle, smiling wildly and holding the severed head in his fist.
The crowd cheered their approval as the headless goose snapped back like a sling shot, its blood pouring out of its mangled neck to the dirty path below.
Joe Plotz clapped generously, happy that another successful pull had been conducted. Money literally fell into his hand as the betters paid their dues and lined up for the best and final pull. Joe looked at his watch as he gladly accepted both guilders and USE dollars from up and down-timers alike. This was indeed a royal blood sport fellowship, but it needed to be done quickly. The attempted burning of his barn two nights ago had proven that time was running out. Hermann had spooked the assailants and had foiled their plans, but not without cuts and bruises. And who were they? In the darkness of the barn, Hermann could not quite make them out, but he was almost certain that one of them was the young veterinarian who had come out with the law that same afternoon. The other was unknown. They had both gotten away, but not without a little lead in their sorry asses. Which one had he shot? It hardly mattered. No one comes onto my property and tells me how to live. My farm, my property, my rules!
One more pull and it would be over.
Hermann helped cut the previous goose from its bindings and handed it to its owner who showed off both the body and the head in separate hands. The crowd approved. Joe slapped the man's back and sent him on his merry way as a large wooden cage was brought to the center of the path. "And now the final pull," Joe said, reaching his hand into a can of axle grease and pulling out a thick wad. "Its name is Fritz, and in all my time around geese, I've never seen one as lively and as fierce as this one. I doubt seriously any one of you can pull his head off, and I dare you to prove me wrong."
Hermann and another man pulled the contrary Fritz from his cage. He was indeed a large one, his breast twice the size of any of the other birds: his wings strong and full, his bill broad and perfectly pink-red. Plotz almost regretted stringing him up… almost. But the money laid down on this pull was enough to keep his focus. He smashed the grease between his fingers and began applying it to the gander's neck.
Once finished, he helped the men tie Fritz's feet to the wire. Fritz flapped his wings and tried getting away. It took the strength of all three men to keep him settled. When fully tied, Hermann pulled the wire and up the gander went, fighting his bonds aggressively, but unable to break free.
When the gander was in position, Joe wiped his hands clean on a rag, cupped them over his mouth and shouted, "Horsemen, saddle up. It's time to—"
"Stop!"
The voice came from the woods leading to the barn. Joe turned and saw a woman standing there, just inside the path, her dark skin streaked with dirt, sweat, and anger.
"Stop this right now!" she said again, and the crowd stilled at her command.
Joe took three steps toward her. "Who the hell are you?"
"I'm Joy Valencia. I'm a veterinarian." She pointed to the gander hanging above her. "This is wrong, Mr. Plotz. It's cruel and barbaric. That gander doesn't deserve to be treated like this."
Joe laughed and shook his head. "He's just a dumb bird, lady. And he's my property. I can do with him what I want. Now get the hell off my—"
"I'll buy him from you. How's that? Name your price."
Joe shook his head and pushed past Joy. "No. These people have paid good money to see a show and that's what I'm going to give them."
Joy hesitated for a moment then said, "Okay, then let me euthanize him. He'll feel no pain at least."
Joe looked to the crowd to gauge their opinion. It was impossible to tell. Some seemed receptive to the idea, others were just as angry and put out as he was. A dead gander would just hang there, limp and soft, and where's the sport in that? No. A live bird was the key, and one as large and as violent as Fritz could last six, seven good pulls if not more. Multiple rounds of betting. Big money.
Joe shook his head. "I said no!" He turned from her and addressed the crowd. "Now saddle up, and—"
"You're not going to do this!" Joy screamed, pushing him aside and standing directly underneath the gander. "I'm not leaving until you listen to reason."
Joe leaned toward the veterinarian and put up his hand as if to strike her. He wanted to badly, to pop that big smug mouth right off her face, to reach out and grab her neck and give a good, hard twist. But no. She'd come for a show? By God, he'd give her a show.
He turned from her and crossed the path toward a horseman. He pushed the man aside and grabbed the reins. He climbed into the saddle. "Fine. If that's the way you want it. You bleeding hearts come out here and try to scare me with the law, try to burn down my barn, try to kill my assistant. To hell with you!"
He rode the horse up the path about fifty yards. He ignored cries from the audience to stop, cries from Hermann to let it go. He refused to listen. This was not about the bird anymore. This was about his right to make a living and to survive as he chose in a timeline that he had not asked to live in. God owes me big time, he thought as he turned the horse toward the gander.
"Ha!"
Everything around him was a blur. All he could see now was the gander and the woman standing below it. The horse gained speed. Joe rose up in the stirrups and reached his hand forward, toward the gander's neck. The woman stood her ground. The gander flapped in the wind. Thirty yards… Twenty-five… Twenty…
To his left, Hermann stepped into the path, shouted something that Joe could not hear, raised the Colt 45, and pulled the trigger.
A bullet tore through the horse's neck.
Its front legs buckled, and Joe Plotz soared through the air, struck the ground hard and came to rest beside a tree.
The last thing he saw before passing out was the veterinarian's face moving closer and closer to his own.
June, 1635, Grantville (two weeks later)
Joy Valencia and Laurie Koudsi sat on a quilt in Joy's backyard. They nibbled on potatoes, cabbage, and chicken as they watched their husbands, Clayton and Ricky, toss a Frisbee back and forth. It was a beautiful day. Joy could not have asked for a more perfect day.
"How's Elmar?" Laurie asked as she cradled baby Michael in her arms.
Joy nodded, patting her lips with a napkin. "He's okay. He lost a lot of blood, and he's going to need therapy to get his shoulder and arm working again, but he'll live."
"He loves you."
Joy paused and looked up at Clayton as if he might have heard Laurie's admission. His back was turned to her and too far away to have heard. But what did it matter if he did? He knew the truth.
Joy nodded. "I know, but I don't love him."
"How are you and Clayton doing?"
Joy shrugged. "Okay, I guess. I don't know. This business with the geese has been a strain. It's revealed a lot of issues that we need to work out. He's a good father and a good man, but, I don't know. We're taking it day by day."
They stood up together and walked toward the chicken pen. Laurie held Michael as Joy put her arm around her friend's waist. They stopped at the fence and watched as Fritz bathed himself in a small pool that Clayton had set up for him. Joy was not sure if putting the gander in the pen with the chickens was a wise move, but it would have to do for now. Joy wanted to keep him; Clayton did not.
"Elmar and his friend Poldi," said Laurie, "will likely be charged with attempted theft, attempted arson, and destruction of property, assuming Plotz files charges, which I suspect he will once he gets out of the hospital."
"And Plotz?"
"The county's weighing its options. For the gander pull, probably a misdemeanor with a decent fine. The surviving geese have been removed, so that's done. For shooting Elmar, perhaps reckless endangerment or attempted murder. It's hard to say right now. He's got a good case for self-defense."
Joy cleared her throat and said, "Well, let the county do what it will. I want to drop my charges against him."
"Why? He tried running you down on a horse."
Joy shook her head. "I'm not going to pile on. That's not what this was all about. He has two daughters and a wife expecting again. He's going to have it rough for quite a while without me adding to his family's misery. My goal was to save the geese. I couldn't save them all but I saved some. I'm a veterinarian, Laurie. I have an obligation to ensure the welfare and safety of animals whenever I can. I did my duty. I did as my conscience dictated, and I am satisfied. Please, drop the charges."
Laurie nodded and handed Michael back to Joy. "As you wish. But this isn't going to end the matter. Plotz may never run another pull, but there were a lot of people involved, Joy. Others will likely follow suit."
"I know. We need a watch-dog group to monitor these things, to ensure they don't happen in Grantville, and something expandable to cover the entire USE in time."
"Like PETA?"
Joy shook her head. "More like a humane society or an ASPCA. I'm sure most of the vets in Grantville will join. I know they will. I'll make sure of it."
Laurie smiled, put her arm around Joy's shoulders and pulled her close. "I'm sure you will. But let's talk about it later. Let's just enjoy this warm summer day before it ends."
Joy nodded and they stood there quietly, enjoying the warm June sun, listening to little Michael gurgle, and watching Fritz frolic loudly in the pool.
*  *  *  *










May 1634, Granville, France
Henri Beaubriand-Lévesque was lounging comfortably in his favorite chair in front of the fire, a globe of finest brandy warming in his hands. Putting his nose over the rim of the glass he inhaled gently, savoring the bouquet. Then he swirled the amber liquid in the glass and took a sip, letting the brandy pass gently over his tongue. "This is the life . . . " Suddenly a hand grabbed the glass from his grasp. He looked up to see his wife's Uncle George gulping down his drink. "George!" he cried, outraged at the desecration of fine brandy.
George Payn lowered the glass and wiped his mouth on his sleeve. "I needed that."
Henri felt a terrible foreboding. "You brought him back," he said, burying his head in his hands.
George refilled the glass and slumped in the chair opposite Henri. "Take the lad to sea in the Unicorn you said. Make a man of the lad, you said. Stretch him, you said. Well I damned near did stretch the little monster, from the highest yardarm."
"What did he do?" Henri asked tentatively.
"What did he do? What didn't he do, you mean. I could write a book, but the worst was when he started trying to advise me—that's right, me, a man with nigh-on forty years experience at sea—on proper naval tactics."
Henri hadn't actually reacted to the idea that Peter might try to give George advice, he had after all lived with the boy for three months earlier in the year, but he was curious. "Where would he have learned anything about naval tactics?"
George nodded grimly. "That's exactly what I asked the lad, and do you know what he said? From books. Some of those books you brought back from Grantville, in Thuringia, about some up-timer named Hornblower."
Henri choked back a laugh. He'd read those books himself and quite enjoyed them. "Was the advice any good?"
"Was the advice any good?" George glared at Henri. "Is that all you can say?"
"It's a perfectly reasonable question, George. Was the advice Peter gave you any good?"
"That's not the point, Henri. He shouldn't have been trying to give me advice in front of the men. I've got my reputation to maintain."
Henri poured himself a new glass of brandy and smiled back at George. He wasn't even trying to conceal his amusement now. "So what did you do?"
"What could I do? I rephrased everything he'd suggested and put it to the men as my own suggestion."
Henri openly laughed. "And how did Peter react to that?"
"He was none too happy, but I gave him the choice, accept it, or he was going to spend the rest of the voyage cleaning the heads."
Henri sighed. He'd dearly have loved to have seen that encounter, and seen Peter cleaning the heads. It was, as he understood it from his limited knowledge of things nautical, a wet, dangerous, dirty and smelly job—in other words, the perfect task to assign to Peter Payn. "How did he get on with the crew?"
"The crew!" George snorted and took a large sip of brandy. "The crew loved him. Especially whenever we made landfall in a friendly port. The doxies were all over the lad like flies around shit, and the men with him got the overflow."
"I hope you had him take precautions."
"Of course I did. Didn't want the little monster catching the pox when he was with me, did I? His mother would never forgive me for leading her little angel astray." The two men exchanged speaking looks. They both knew Peter wasn't the little angel his mother fondly believed him to be.
The door opened and Sarah Beaubriand-Lévesque entered. "Uncle George, it's been so long since I saw you last." She rushed up to George and hugged him. "Thank you for taking such good care of Peter. He was just saying he'd had a marvelous time."
"It was my pleasure, Sarah," George lied through his teeth. "Talking of Peter, what have you done with the lad?"
"Oh, he saw Henri's new aqualator and wanted to play around with it." She turned to her husband. "You don't mind, do you, dear?"
"Of course I don't mind." Henri knew what was expected of him. Besides there wasn't much he could damage just playing with the . . . Henri's eyes just happened to settle on the mantle clock above the fireplace. It still worked. One could even say it worked better than it had for years, since Peter decided he wanted to discover how it worked. "Oh, my god!" Henri shot to his feet, made apologies to George and his wife and started running.
He wasn't a moment too soon. Peter was on his knees examining the back of the aqualator when he entered the office. "Don't even think of it," he said as he dragged the youth away from his precious fluidics calculator.
"I just wanted to see how it works," Peter protested.
"Well, you can't." Henri guided Peter back to the front of the aqualator where he forcibly seated him in front of the aqualator's keyboard and passed him a booklet. "Here, read the manual, but don't even think of opening up my aqualator."
Peter slumped in the chair and started flicking through the pages. Meanwhile George and Sarah arrived.
"Is everything all right, dear?"
"Yes, love, everything's under control. I just didn't want Peter trying to open the back of my aqualator."
"I'm sure Peter wouldn't hurt it, dear."
Henri grimaced. When Sarah called him "dear" like that, well, to call it a bad sign was an understatement. It had been nearly six months since she last did it. Coincidently, six months was about how long it'd been since Peter left with George. Fortunately, this time Henri had an ace up his sleeve. "It's more a matter of it hurting Peter, love. The aqualator is pressurized."
"Not by much, Uncle Henri." Peter held up the manual. "It says here it needs a working pressure of only ten pounds per square inch." Having said his piece Peter returned to reading the manual.
Henri glared at Peter's down-turned head. For a moment he was tempted to find something heavy and belt said head with it, but before he could move Peter looked up again.
"It says that the machine was manufactured in St. Malo. Could we go there so I can see them being made?"
"Oh, Peter. You've only just come back," Sarah protested.
"But, Sis, think of it. I could see an aqualator actually being made, and you could go shopping."
Henri ground his teeth as he watched his brother-in-law talk his wife around. Without doubt the family would be making a trip to St. Malo soon. He glanced over at George, who was clearly much amused. Well, if you can't beat them, join them, and get a little of your own back at the same time. "I'm sure George will be only too happy to carry us to St. Malo on the Unicorn."
"Now just a minute . . . " George tried to protest.
"Oh, Uncle George, you're so good." Sarah hugged and kissed her uncle on the cheek. "I'll round up the children and get everything packed."
Peter cast a wary glance George and Henri's way and promptly followed. "I'll help."
"How does he do it, that's what I want to know?" George asked after the door closed behind them. "How is it he always gets exactly what he wants?"
"You've noticed that too, have you? Come on, this calls for more brandy."
St. Malo
Peter Payn checked the name of the company on the aqualator manual with the name above the door. "This is the place. You will remember to ask if I can see an aqualator being made and not just the finished product won't you, Henri?"
"I'll remember. Now, I want you on your best behavior."
"But I'm always on my best behavior," Peter protested.
"Just remember that. Now, you wait here," Henri pointed to a spot by the main door, "while I find someone to show you around."
Peter leaned against the wall of the warehouse and pulled the monograph on symbolic logic printed by Schmuker and Schwentzel of Rudolstadt, Thuringia, that he'd managed to buy at the bookshop in St.Malo earlier. After using a knife to slit open the pages he started reading.
The monograph was just getting interesting when Henri returned with two men. He put it away in his satchel and stepped forward to meet them.
"Dr. Wetmore, this is my wife's youngest brother Peter. Peter, this is Dr. Wetmore, the man who created the Wetmore Aqualator," Henri said introducing the older man.
Dr. Wetmore reached out a hand to shake Peter's hand. "Henri tells me you're interested in seeing how my aqualator works?"
Peter nodded vigorously. "Yes, sir."
"Well, you're welcome to tour my manufactory. However, as I'm a little pressed for time I've asked my assistant, Pierre Truchon, to be your guide."
"Call me Pierre," Pierre said, shaking Peter's hand.
Peter smiled back at Pierre. "Please call me Peter."
"Peter it is. If you'll just follow me I'll show you how we make the aqualators."
Peter took his leave of his brother-in-law and Dr. Wetmore and followed Pierre into the building. "How long have you worked for Dr. Wetmore?" he asked.
"Just a couple of years. He came to my father's pottery in Rennes asking if we could make complex shapes in clay. Of course father said yes, and with a little trial and error we started making the Coanda fluidic flip-flops. Once we worked out how to make those to the standard Dr. Wetmore demanded, he asked me to set up a workshop in St. Malo to produce the aqualator components. Come on, we'll start with how the flip-flops are made."
An hour later Pierre was guiding Peter through a wall chart that mimicked the logic process of the aqualator when three young men joined them.
"Who's the new boy?" Jacques Perrot asked.
"This isn't a new boy. This is Peter Payn. I'm just showing him around," Pierre answered.
Peter perked up suddenly. Jacques' question had suggested something he hadn't thought of. "Could I get a job here designing aqualators?"
"Designing?" Jacques looked down his nose at Peter. "What makes you think you'd be able to design anything to do with aqualators? It needs knowledge of the new mathematics and a firm background in logic."
   
"I am a graduate of Leiden," Peter announced with all the dignity he could muster.
"Leiden, you say?" Jacques asked. "You don't look old enough to be a graduate of Leiden University, so it must be a Leiden Gymnasium."
"I am too a graduate of Leiden," Peter protested. "I passed the exams for a Baccalaureus Artium before my sixteenth birthday."
One of Jacques' companions sniggered. Jacques seemed to take offence at that and turned on Peter again. "An academic education is all well and good, but what practical experience do you have with the new mathematics?"
"I've helped my uncle's master gunner build up a range table."
"And what is a 'range table'?" Jacques asked.
"It's a table that tells the master gunner how much elevation his cannons need to hit a target a given distance away." Peter spent the next few minutes trying to explain all about using plane trigonometry, plane tables, and a combination of log tables and a slide rule to estimate the range.
"You mean nothing is automated? Everything has to be done by hand using tables or three-figure slide rules? That is so, so . . . yesterday."
"Yesterday?" Peter turned to the speaker. "Yesterday? What does yesterday have to do with anything?"
"Ignore Louis. His girlfriend likes up-time music."
"And what is wrong with up-time music?" Louis Crevet demanded.
"You have to ask?" The speaker turned to Peter. "Hello, I'm François Rozier, the music lover is Louis Crevet, and . . . "
"I am Jacques Perrot, and what Louis was trying so unsuccessfully to say is that the method you have described is so archaic as to not be believed. It is better to remove the fallibility of humans from the equation and rely solely on the precision available when the entire process is mechanized. Why, I could easily design a simple fixed algorithm computer that uses the setting of the plane tables to automatically elevate the guns so as to achieve the desired range."
"But you can't do that," Peter protested.
Jacques stared down his long beaked nose at Peter. "Can't? Who are you to say what I can or can't do?"
"But you can't connect anything to the cannon. They have to be able to recoil back when they fire," Peter said.
Jacques froze, and chewed his lips. "That might present a slight problem."
"There's nothing to it. All you have to do is use an electric interface . . . " Louis stopped talking and looked around. The room, that moments before was full of noise, was suddenly so quiet you could hear the different notes generated by water passing through the aqualator being given its final tests before it was packaged for delivery to its new owner.
Peter's curiosity grew as Louis dropped to the ground and curled up in a ball. What on earth?
"Get him," Jacques called, and the air was full of damp and soaking-wet rags flying through the air, all aimed at one person, Louis.
"Children, children, what's happening here?" Dr. Charles Wetmore demanded as, closely followed by Peter's brother-in-law, he rushed up to see what was going on.
Jacques, François, and Pierre all pointed accusing fingers towards Louis. "He used the 'e' word, Doctor," Pierre reported.
"Oh dear. He did?" Dr. Wetmore folded his arms and looked over his spectacles at the now soaking wet Louis. "Did you?" he asked.
Louis nodded. "But it was the best solution to the problem."
"Dear boy, I'm sure you think it is the best solution, but you'll be wrong. There is always a fluidics solution which is better. As punishment I expect you to find it." Dr. Wetmore turned to Peter. "Sorry about that. Hope you didn't get soaked as well."
"No, I was well out of the way, Doctor." Peter paused. "Dr. Wetmore, could you find a place in your manufactory for me? Jacques here said he could easily design something he called a 'fixed algorithm computer' to do ballistics calculations. I'd dearly love to be able to do something like that."
"What Jacques is talking about isn't a computer as you might be thinking of it. We can't make a computer like the up-timers' computers . . . "
"Yet," Jacques said.
"Well, yes, not yet. In time I'm sure we'll succeed. But we still have to sort out the data entry problem. Why, we haven't even managed to sort out how to design an aqualator to do nested engineering arithmetic calculations."
"I could help there. I've read all of the Crucibellus Manuscripts, and I understand what they say," Peter pleaded.
Dr. Wetmore looked over at Peter's brother-in-law, who just shrugged his shoulders. Then Dr. Wetmore looked to his workers. "Well, what do you say?"
"I'm not working with a child," Jacques said.
"I'll be happy to work with Peter," François said.
"Very well." Dr. Wetmore turned to Peter. "It looks like you've got yourself a job. Pierre and François will look after you."
A month later, Granville, France
Henri was lounging comfortably in his favorite chair in front of the fire, a globe of finest brandy warming in his hands. Sitting in the chair opposite, his wife Sarah was knitting a "jersey" for Phillippe, their youngest child.
"I do wish Peter would write," Sarah said.
"He's a young man. Young men always forget to write."
"But I sent him a letter asking how he was getting on."
Henri lazed back and let the memory of his discussion with Dr. Wetmore surface. "I'm sure that Dr Wetmore has found him a task well with in his capabilities."
"You're sure?" Sarah looked hopeful.
"Oh, yes, definitely. Dr Wetmore explained he had a proper training system worked out for new employees."
Dr Wetmore's manufactory, St Malo
Peter desperately held back the contents of his stomach as he pried open the layers of the Wetmore aqualator he was servicing. "Yuk!"
"A bit of slime too much for you?" Jacques asked.
"How did the owner let it get to this state?" Peter asked as he ran a finger over the green slime that was lining the channels in the ceramic flip-flops.
"He failed to follow instructions," François said. "He used filtered spring water rather than distilled water, and he didn't flush the system regularly with Wetmore's Flushing Solution."
Peter gently sniffed the flushing solution in the bottle beside him. "Smells like chlorine to me."
Jacques stood up straight and glared at Peter. "That's a good guess. Where have you smelt chlorine before?"
Peter returned the glare with a smile. "My brother-in-law makes it."
"Why would your brother-in-law make chlorine?" Jacques demanded.
"He's into wool, and chlorine can be used to bleach it white, rather than have to spread the fabric out in the sun for weeks on end."
"You can't bleach wool with chlorine. Chlorine would dissolve it," Jacques said.
Peter glared at Jacques. He knew his brother-in-law was into wool, he'd barely escaped the nasty ram Henri brought back from Grantville when he wandered into its field. And he knew Henri was making chlorine for use as a bleach. "So maybe he makes it for bleaching some other fabric. All I know is he's into wool and he makes bleach." He didn't say "so there," but it was implied in the way he glared at Jacques.
They got back to the task of cleaning the filthy Wetmore, and were just reassembling it when Dr Wetmore entered the room. "Peter, how good's your German?"
Peter paused in the act of reattaching a water tube. "Quite good. I can read the German language journals and monographs coming out of the USE."
"Good, good. And coming from Jersey, your written and spoken English should be very good."
Peter took German and English together to arrive at an exciting prospect -- Grantville. "I can even read the up-timer English, although I sometimes need a dictionary to understand some of the words."
"I do hope there is nothing to hold you in St Malo," Dr Wetmore said, "as I have to make an urgent trip to Grantville. It's most fortunate that France is no longer at war with the USE."
"Why do you have to make an urgent trip to Grantville, Dr Wetmore?" François asked.
Dr Wetmore shoved his hands into the pockets of his white Lab-coat. "I have received information that a group in Grantville is working on a programmable aqualator."
That explained the urgency. Anybody anywhere else developing a working programmable aqualator wouldn't present too great a problem for Wetmore Aquatic Computers, but Grantville was Grantville. There was a mystique associated with the place that would ensure the market would ignore any competitor. Even the information that someone in Grantville was working on such an aqualator could cause potential customers to hold off purchasing someone else's working programmable aqualator.
Grantville, July
Peter played with the four-function aqualator in the Grantville technical school for a while before pushing back his chair and turning to face Herr Felix Trelli of the I.C. White Technical School in Grantville. He would have liked to be able to say it wasn't as good as a Wetmore, but that would be a lie. It was better. Both designs used spinning wheels to produce a sixteen-digit digital readout, but the Computer Club version also had the ability to print out the contents of the display. The real kicker was that the Grantville machine could do square roots with the press of a single key. Peter wouldn't have thought that was important, but Herr Trelli had provided him with a report written by a student indicating that certain industries would pay extra for that capability.
"It's very pretty, but Dr Wetmore is really interested in following up a rumor that someone is working on a programmable aqualator."
"That'll be the Computer Club. They're the group that was responsible for this aqualator. Would you like me to introduce you to the club members?"
"Please. Are they really working on a programmable aqualator?"
"Two of them, actually," Felix said.
"Two? Surely one would be sufficient."
"The design team originally only intended to replicate the functions of a HP 15C, but Diana O’Connor, the head of the Department of Business Skills, asked if they could do a 12C as well. Daniel and Christoph think they could put both sets of functions onto a single programmable aqualator, but Karl thinks that they should look at two different aqualators, as the two markets are significantly different."
"Pardon?" It was the best response Peter could manage. He had no idea what a HP 15C or even a 12C was, and as for the names Herr Trelli was dropping, they meant nothing to him.
"According to Karl, a business aqualator replicating the functions of the 12C would find a ready market in the business community, while the engineers and scientists would be interested in the scientific functions of the 15C. However, neither group would be particularly interested in paying extra for functions they never used."
That much Peter could understand. It was why the Wetmore didn't have a square root function. In the opinion of Dr Wetmore, nobody buying a Wetmore would want to calculate square roots. "What sort of progress are they making?"
"Well, the computer club really isn't something I'm involved with, but stories circulating in the staff room suggest they've got a basic aqualator working with RPN."
"Excuse my ignorance, Herr Trelli, but what is RPN?"
"Reverse Polish Notation, but don't ask me for any more details. My only exposure to it is using an HP calculator."
"I've heard of Polish Notation," Peter admitted. He'd been reading about it in a monograph while he first waited to be introduced to Dr Wetmore several months ago.
"There's such a thing?"
Peter nodded. "Of course. Otherwise, surely, they wouldn't need to call anything reverse Polish Notation."
"Well, I never," Felix muttered. "You learn something new every day." He shook his head in wonder. "Anyway, when would you like to meet the computer club? I think they've got a club night scheduled for tomorrow after school."
"That would be ideal. Err . . . what is the common language of the club, please? Because Dr Wetmore's German is very poor."
"Well, that might present a few problems, because I doubt anybody in the club speaks French."
"Dr Wetmore is English," Peter said hopefully.
"Oh, English. Then that shouldn't be too much trouble. Most of them have a good grasp of English, while Daniel and Karl are almost fluent."
*  *  *  *
The members of the computer club came as a shock to Peter. Not only were all but one of them younger than he was, but two of them were girls. Not that he had anything against girls, especially when they were as attractive as Veronika Kresser and Christina Kleiner were, but aqualators were men's work. The cognitive effort to understand how they work should be beyond them, and yet here they both were, offering intelligent comments and insight into the workings of the "Coanda effect."
"You really should make your aqualators available with a square root key," Karl Schilling was telling Dr. Charles Wetmore.
"It's a very simple add-on to the existing four-function aqualator," Stephan Treiber added.
"We'll happily sell you a license to use our logic design," Karl said.
"But what do I do about the aqualators I've already sold? My customers aren't going to be happy to know their recently purchased aqualator is already obsolete," Charles said.
"Not obsolete," Daniel Pastorius, the youngest of the group, corrected, "just superseded. However, you could offer up-grade packs to people who have the basic four-function aqualator."
"Why provide an up-grade pack?" Peter asked. "Why not let them buy a new aqualator if they want the square root function?"
Karl and the other club members visibly winced. "Because you want to keep your customers happy. If they know you'll provide up-grades to the existing system if at all possible, then they'll be more confident buying from you."
"But they've already bought from us," Peter protested.
"They've already bought a basic aqualator, but what happens when you produce a scientific or business aqualator? Aren't you going to hope they'll want to buy that?" Karl asked.
"We're thinking they will, and that's why we want our scientific and business aqualators to be card-programmable," Daniel said. "If they aren't, most users will never use the aqualator's ability to run programs, and of course, they'll protest about paying for a capability they don't use."
"Why not just build a non-programmable scientific or business aqualator?" Peter asked.
"If you'd ever done a linear regression by hand you wouldn't ask a silly question like that," Daniel said.
"Or done a spreadsheet by hand," Karl said.
Peter, confused once again, turned to Daniel first. "What is a linear regression?"
"It's a means of estimating a best fit trend line that can be drawn through a number of data points plotted on a graph."
Not wanting to display his ignorance of data-points, graphs, and trend-lines, Peter turned to Karl. "And a spreadsheet is?"
"It's a predictive accounting thing. Really, you don't want to know."
"On a computer, it's a form with a number of boxes. When you change the value in one box, the values in all the other boxes automatically change," Daniel explained. "You can do a lot of 'what happens if I do X' very quickly."
That didn't help Peter, but he was willing to believe Karl that he really didn't want to know about spreadsheets, or for that matter, linear regression—which sounded like a completely useless thing to do anyway. He turned to Dr Wetmore, who'd been an interested but silent spectator, and repeated much of the discussion in English, with some corrections and comments from Karl and Daniel.
   
When Peter finally fell silent Dr Wetmore slowly passed his gaze over the members of the computer club and their aqualator before turning back to Karl. "Would I be able to see what you have done so far with your programmable aqualators?"
"It's mostly just logic diagrams," Daniel warned the doctor.
"I can understand logic diagrams," Dr Wetmore said.
*  *  *  *
"That was most enlightening," Dr Charles Wetmore said to Peter when they finally left the high school.
Peter didn't know what to say, so he just nodded. It seemed it was an adequate response when Dr Wetmore continued talking.
"We'll have to look at adding a square root function . . . "
"And offering an upgrade package?" Peter asked.
Charles sighed. "Yes, I'm forced to agree with Mr. Schilling that doing so would be a good idea." He looked expectantly at Peter. "Someone will have to stay here in Grantville to keep an eye on the Computer Club members."
"Me, Doctor? You want me to stay in Grantville to keep an eye on Karl Schilling and company?" Peter could hardly believe his luck. He was going to be paid to stay in Grantville, and to keep an eye on Veronika Kresser and Christina Kleiner. Could life possibly get better?
"Yes, but you can also make yourself useful performing up-grades on demand and acting as the local agent for Wetmore Aquatic Computing."
August 1634, Granville, France
Henri Beaubriand-Lévesque tossed the letter from Dr Wetmore onto the table and retired to the sideboard to pour himself a rather large snifter of brandy. "He's done it again."
"Done what?" George Payn said as he reached across the table for the letter.
"Landed on his feet; emerged smelling of roses; made 'our man in Grantville' by Dr Wetmore," Henri said.
George paused with the letter in his hands and looked at Henri and the snifter of brandy in his hand. His eyes locked onto the snifter of brandy while he fingered the letter he still hadn't looked at. "I don't suppose I could have one of those, too."
With a brandy to hand, George read the letter. He was wincing when he put it down. "At least no one can blame us if he gets into trouble with the doxies in Grantville."
"Just because we had nothing to do with Peter going to Grantville doesn't mean we can't be held responsible," Henri said. He took a large sip of brandy to temper that blow.
George also took a large sip of brandy. They exchanged looks, and sighed. They took another sip of brandy. In silence they emptied their snifters.
"There's no chance he'll get his comeuppance in Grantville, is there?" George asked hopelessly.
Henri shook his head. "He's young, healthy, got all his teeth, and some might consider him to be handsome. If you add university-educated and not short of money, then I don't see much hope for that."
They exchanged silent looks. George got to his feet and brought the bottle of brandy back to the desk they'd been sitting at. Without being asked he poured a goodly measure into both snifters.
Meanwhile, in Grantville, USE
Peter Payn saw Veronika Kresser on the path ahead and increased his pace until he caught up with her. "The programmable aqualator is going well."
As an opening sally it fell flat. Veronika turned her nose up at him. "It is, and no I won't go out with you."
This was a disappointment. He'd already struck out with Christina Kleiner, who was apparently more interested in one of the computer club members. "So who are you going out with?" he asked.
"Michael Pastorius."
Peter wasn't paying full attention, and barely heard the surname. "Pastorius? Don't tell me you're going out with that overgrown puppy."
Veronika giggled. "Not Daniel. His elder brother, Michael."
"And what does Michael Pastorius have going for him?"
Veronika folded her arms under her breasts, tilted her head as she looked through Peter, and licked her lips rather too deliberately for Peter's comfort. "He's good-looking, smart, hard-working, and he's not up himself like someone I could mention."
"Ouch!"
"You did ask," Veronika said before walking off.
Peter glared at her back, which was very attractive. Up himself indeed. Who did she think she was? He hurried to catch up with her. "I'm a graduate of Leiden you know."
"And I'm nearly a graduate of Calvert High School."
"Are you trying to suggest that a high school diploma from the high school in Grantville is on par with a BA from Leiden, one of the best universities in the world?"
Veronika smiled. "Not on par. Better."
"How can you say that?" Peter demanded.
"Well, let's start with something simple. How well do you understand physics, algebra, calculus, chemistry, biology, or botany?"
"Well enough," Peter said, heavily on the defensive.
"Yeah, right!" Veronika snorted. "Leiden is so far behind Calvert High that it's silly to think that a Leiden BA is as good as a Calvert High School diploma. Just see if you can get a job with your precious degree."
"I already have a job," Peter said, "and it is due to my degree that I got it."
"Only because your employer didn't have any high school graduates to choose from. Go on, visit an employment consultant and see what they have to say about your precious degree."
Their eyes met. Veronika's had an unmistakable amused look in them. "I'll do that. Just you wait and see. My degree is worth more than your high school diploma," Peter said.
*  *  *  *
The employment consultant was a female, an older female, and a down-timer at that. Peter sat and glared at her, getting more outraged by the minute. "I should earn a high school diploma from Calvert High School?" he demanded. "I have a degree from the University of Leiden, one of the top universities in the world."
Magdalena Schöler nodded. "Yes, but unfortunately, you graduated in early 1632, before they started teaching the new material. Businesses in Grantville are looking for people familiar with the new mathematics and sciences, or the new business practices, and they can best get these from graduates from the Vo Tech or Calvert High School."
"So I've wasted several years of my life at Leiden, and now I have to spend four years studying to get a high school diploma." Peter wasn't happy. Bang had gone his intent to show Veronika Kresser that his Leiden degree was more valuable than her high school diploma.
"Your education to date isn't wasted, and you probably won't have to study for four years. You might be able to test out on a lot of the GED program."
"And what is a GED program?" Peter asked
"It's a high school diploma equivalency qualification for people who want a high school diploma without spending years at school. It's ideal for people who are working, but need to improve their qualifications, as a lot of it can be done part-time and after work."
Peter thanked the woman and walked out. Back on the street he looked around. In the distance he could see the cliffs of the Ring Wall. The coming of Grantville had changed more than just the physical landscape.
September 1634, Granville, France
Henri Beaubriand-Lévesque and George Payn were sitting quietly in Henri's study quietly studying the color and aroma of yet another very fine brandy. Purely in the interests of proper scientific investigation, they continued their study of said beverage by sipping it.
"A very fine drop, George," Henri said as he lowered the brandy glass to admire the color once more.
George lowered his glass as well and also stared at the golden liquid in his glass. "I'm very proud of it. I stole it myself you know."
Henri grinned at the old pirate, or privateer as his wife continued to insist he be called. "But can you get more?"
George shrugged. "Life is full of little ups and downs, and the vagaries of chance. I have enough of this fine brandy to last for several months. Maybe I'll run into someone carrying more before it runs out."
"And if you don't?"
George sighed. "Then I'll be forced to drink that cheap poison you keep in your cellar."
Henri ignored the insult. There was nothing in his cellar that could possibly be considered cheap, let alone poison. He turned instead to the real reason he'd asked George to call. "Do you plan to visit your friendly local Portuguese merchant anytime soon?"
"Portuguese merchant?" George stared at Henri, confusion obvious in the twisted contortions of his face. Suddenly his face cleared. "You need more rubber? Already?
"Yes, I need more rubber, and it has been almost nine months since I bought the last lot from you."
"What have you been doing with it all?' George demanded. "There were hundreds of pounds of it."
"There is my research, and of course there are Beaubriand-Lévesque Rubber Preventatives."
"Ah, doing well are they?"
Henri smiled at the polite disinterest George was faking. The old pirate had been a very willing product tester. "Yes, and Magdeburg Rubber Products have recently signed a licensing agreement to use my process."
"And of course they'll be needing rubber. Don't you have any problems selling to the Germans?"
"Not as long as they're willing to pay my prices. Their money is as good as anybody else's."
"At least as good, and better than most. Very well, I'll see if my contact can put me in touch with someone."
That was George-speak for I'll see if my contact knows of a ship sailing with the required cargo. "It'd be a lot easier if you just found someone willing to sell it to you, you know," Henri said.
"Buy it!" George bellowed in outrage. "Buy it, when I can steal it? Where's the fun in that?"
Henri was about to answer when his wife pushed her head around the door. "George, I thought I recognized the bellow. When did you arrive?" she asked.
George held up his brandy glass so she could see how much was left.
"Is that the first one?" She asked.
Both George and Henri nodded vigorously. They didn't do it because Sarah might object to their drinking, it was fear of her thinking that George had been in the house for longer than a few minutes without anybody telling her that he was there. "You were reading the mail when George arrived. I'm sure I left instructions for you to be told," Henri said.
Sarah grinned. "I'm sure you did. And I'm sure those instructions involved me not being told George was here until you'd both finished your first brandy."
Henri shrugged. She was his wife, and she knew him well. "Would I do a thing like that?"
"Yes you would," Sarah said, but without any fire. "I got a letter from Peter today." She held up the missive. Looked at it, and frowned.
"Not bad news I hope?" George asked. "Nothing bad has happened to the lad?"
"What? Oh, no. Not really." Sarah said.
Henri had barely been able to hold back a fit of giggles at George's fake sympathy. It reminded him of the time Sarah's mother's dog—a spiteful little monster—had escaped the house through a door a servant had, entirely accidentally, left ajar. The dog had run onto the road barking for all it was worth at the traffic on the road. Needless to say, it had not ended well for the little monster. She'd been stepped on by a horse, and then run over by a wheel of the wagon the horse was pulling. George had immediately led the guilty servant out back and given the man what he deserved. Or at least he'd tried to give the man what he deserved. George had later told him the servant had declined the shilling George had offered for helping rid the household of the monster, settling for a mere six-pence instead. Princess had apparently not been very popular with the staff either.
"What's happened to the lad?" Henri asked.
"Nothing has actually happened, but it seems he had a bit of a crush on one of the girls at the high school, but she wasn't impressed by his university education, claiming the Grantville high school diploma she was working toward is better." Sarah almost smiled for a moment. "My little brother is growing up. He's starting to notice girls."
Henri kept his face as blank as he could. He glanced over at George, who'd related stories of Peter's exploits with dockside prostitutes when he sailed with him aboard theUnicorn. He looked like he was choking. "And is a Grantville high school diploma better than a degree from Leiden?"
Sarah nodded sourly. "Apparently it is, in Grantville at least. Peter's been told that if he wants to get a good job in Grantville he needs a high school diploma, or at least he has to earn a General Equivalency Diploma."
"But he already has a job, with Dr. Wetmore, doesn't he?" Henri asked.
"Yes, but Peter thinks Dr. Wetmore has been impressed by the work of the members of the Grantville Computer Club, and unless he can up-skill, he might be out of a job." Sarah sighed. "And I was so pleased for Peter when Dr Wetmore declared him to be 'Our man in Grantville.' "
"Oh dear, what a shame. Still, it might never happen, love," Henri said as he wrapped a comforting arm around his wife.
   
Sarah stretched up and kissed him. "You're right. I'm worrying about it unnecessarily. Peter's a bright boy, and I'm sure Dr. Wetmore values him as he should." She waved to George. "You're staying for dinner?"
"Of course he's staying for dinner," Henri said. "It's a free meal."
"Oh, you . . . " Sarah shook a reproving finger in Henri's. "Bye for now," she called to George before leaving.
The door was hardly closed behind the departing Sarah before George turned on Henri. " 'Oh dear, what a shame.' Is that the best you could come up with? This is Peter, your brother-in-law and my nephew we're talking about, not some poor unfortunate individual. It sounds like someone has finally given the little twat his comeuppance, and all you can say is 'oh dear, what a shame'?"
"Yes, and I'm sure you'll agree, it's a real shame neither of us were there to witness it."
George laughed. "True, true. It is a great shame neither of us could be there to see Peter's comeuppance."
Henri raised his glass. "A toast to our man in Grantville. May he continue to suffer rebuffs."
*  *  *  *










There was a flash of light . . .
. . . followed by the sound of two bodies running smack into each other, a third and fourth falling over them, the tinkle of shattering glass, and a blue streak of Amideutsch. That in turn was cut short by "Fire! Gunter, you're on fire!"
Recruit Johann Mohr quickly dumped his canteen over the unfortunate Gunter's trousers.
"What's going on here?" an authoritative female voice demanded. "Fall in!"
Recruits Mohr, Sauer, Boller, Gunter, and Metzler quickly assembled themselves in a line. Recruit Tauler attempted to and collapsed. He clutched his ankle.
"What exactly happened here?" Jessica Hollering's voice was utterly controlled and icy.
"Boller fell on me!"
"Sauer tripped me!"
"Tauler's just a klutz!"
"We were hunting . . . "
"I'm going to break your . . . "
"Silence! Recruit Gunter, as your pants are literally on fire, I'm not inclined to believe you." She dumped her own canteen over his cuffs, which were still smoldering. "Hunting?" she ventured.
"A snipe hunt."
Jessica Hollering's mouth dropped open. And then she took a couple minutes to express her opinion that none of their parents had been married and that their pedigrees quite possibly included canine ancestry. She finally concluded, "I will hear the entire stupid story back in camp. Mohr, Sauer, grab each other's wrists. Make a chair. You're carrying Tauler back to camp. Boller, pick up what's left of that lantern. Gunter . . . Stop smoldering."
*  *  *  *
Henderson Coonce was a brand-new captain. He was supposed to be developing a combined up-time/down-time basic training curriculum for the new regiments. Even though he had a good group of sergeants who knew a lot more about basic training than he did, supervising the training at Camp Saale took up a lot of time—which was why he was still at his desk late in the evening when Corporal Hollering knocked on his door.
He glanced up. "Yes?"
"We have an injury."
"What it is?"
"Sprained or broken ankle."
"In the barracks?"
   
"No, sir. On a snipe hunt."
Coonce put one hand over his eyes.
A few minutes later they had Recruit Tauler deposited on an examination table in the medical cabin. The other soldiers were outside, and Drill Sergeant Sloan had taken up where Corporal Hollering had left off. Coonce's lips twitched as Sloan informed the unfortunate soldiers that he was renaming them Dopey, Clumsy, Angry, Nutty, Moron, and Torch. And he was demoting each of them from "recruit" to "dwarf."
"Guess that makes me Doc. Does this hurt?" Coonce poked Dwarf Clumsy in the ankle.
"Ow!" Tauler winced in pain.
Coonce poked some more and delivered the bad news—which wasn't nearly as bad as it could have been. "You've got a sprained ankle. I'm going to wrap it." The cloth strips he had available weren't nearly as good as an ace bandage or athletic tape would have been, but they were all he had. "Ice, aspiri . . . " He corrected himself. "Ice. A few ice cubes in cloth like this." He demonstrated. "Twenty minutes on, twenty minutes off. Marijuana for the pain. Two sticks a day. And keep walking on it. But no running. Come back Friday. You're on restricted duty until then." He glanced at the duty roster. "So while you're rolling cartridges, put your foot up on another chair. Now, go stagger into formation and don't do anything else stupid."
After Tauler limped out of the medical cabin, Coonce shook his head. Back when Greg Ferrara had suggested that some of the teachers join the army to lead the students, he had thought the science teacher was being patriotic. But more and more, he was coming to the conclusion that it was simply practical. He'd been an elementary school physical education teacher, dealing with physical fitness and ten-year-olds who ran into each other. And now he was an army captain, doing pretty much the same thing.
Drill Sergeant Sloan came in and saluted as Captain Coonce was putting away medical supplies, such as they were. Coonce returned the salute.
"How is Tauler, sir?"
"Sprained ankle. I put him on restricted duty until Friday. Cartridges. Ice and pot."
"If it's all right with you, sir, I'll have the rest of them roll cartridges, too. After they clean a few things for me."
"Absolutely. Do I want to know how six soldiers managed to sneak out of their barracks?"
"Sir, we pulled the chosen men out of the cabins after dinner tonight for the extra classes that we aren't telling them are really sergeant school. So Spitzer, Meier, and Strauss were in one of the classroom cabins. It's still their responsibility. The whole platoon cabin's, really."
Coonce kept his face impassive. He'd tried pretty hard to avoid punishing a whole class just because a few kids were messing around. But he knew it was best to leave this in his drill sergeants' hands.
"All right, Sergeant. If that's everything, I'm going back to my paperwork."
One of the civilians was waiting outside Coonce's office. He really hoped that the army wasn't going to take wives, significant others, and children on campaign. But there seemed to be no practical way of keeping them out of Camp Saale. The veterans told him there were fewer civilians than most armies had. That was progress, he supposed.
What he said was, "May I help you, ma'am?"
"Ja. Ich bin Barbara Dankerin, a laundress for Sixth Regiment."
Coonce nodded. Okay, that pretty much made her a civilian contractor.
"I watch Drill Corporal Hollering yell at die dummköepfe. I can be better soldier than them. Und soldier pays more than laundress."
Coonce blinked. "You want to enlist?"
"Ja."
"Do you understand that we're going to war?"
"Ja."
"Well, come back in the morning, and we'll discuss it." Having bought himself some time, Coonce immediately went and found Corporal Hollering.
Jessica said, "I'll find out about her and brief you before morning formation, sir."
Coonce finally went back to writing curriculum.
*  *  *  *
Captain Coonce approached his office before it was completely light out. Corporal Hollering was waiting for him.
After exchanging salutes, Coonce asked, "What did you find out?"
   
"I talked to a couple of the other laundresses. Barbara Danker is from somewhere up north, they think. She was a servant in a reichsritter's Schloss. One of the groom's sons was a soldier, and they ran off together. He died a few years ago. She kept following the army. She's thirty-five or so."
"Camp follower?" Coonce asked carefully.
"The other laundresses said she's been known to damage men who couldn't take no for an answer. I don't know if she's pure as the driven snow or not, sir, but her business is just laundress. And the others have heard her say that being a soldier pays better."
"Well, she's right about that. People enlisted for financial reasons up-time, too. And General Jackson's policy is clear. Talk to her when she shows up, and if she still wants to, we'll enlist her."
"Yes, sir."
"Dismissed."
Hollering opened the door to go, then turned her head and mouthed, "Here she comes."
"Corporal, you may as well tell Sixth Regiment Supply that we sniped one of their laundresses. And after you designate one of the empty cabins as the women's barracks, assign Snow White to the dwarves' squad."
*  *  *  *










Chapter 3: Sunday
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach, Marksuhl, Thuringia
Late on March 25, 1634
Maximiliane von Pasqualini lay in her king-size bed staring at the dark ceiling.
Had it really been only yesterday when she had arrived here, a man ready to present his plans of the New Wartburg to this old duke the up-timers considered at the brink of death?
It was a surprise to meet a lively, decisive, unconventional man who hadn't even hidden the fact that he already knew "he" was a "she". And his shrewd, caring wife, suffering from her childlessness still after thirty-five years of happy marriage. Then this sudden wish/order/plea—whatever it was—came, that he wanted her to bear his sorely missed heir.
A girl from the lower nobility had to learn rather early that the greatest goal in life was to marry a higher—or at least a wealthier—noble and bear his heirs. She had learned that no one would ask her desires before her parents would give her away. Papa had not been the typical noble; he would perhaps at least have asked her, but after his death Mama had left no doubt that she expected Max to marry up and well and rich.
And fast. The masques they attended were not much more than slave markets for the daughters of lower nobility to present their attractions, as few as Max herself had. But seeing her image in the mirror in a fine dress with an expensive hairstyle, she had to admit that she hadn't looked that bad. A six in ten she would have given herself, while she knew that she normally looked like a one or two.
And if she could manage to keep her impertinent mouth shut, Mama had told her, this could be the day in her life. Men detested nothing more than a savvy woman. "Say 'yes' and 'perhaps' and 'thank you'. Never say 'no'. Smile and sigh and follow their words with eyes wide open," Mama had said. Ugh!
But that night had completely spoiled her mother's plans. In fact, Max had followed her advice literally. She hadn't said no. More of a "yes—yes—oh, yes" it had been.
Max smiled ruefully in the dark and heaved a sigh.
A widowed elder childless noble, who wanted a young fertile breeding mare, normally set a great value upon virginity. There were too many other daughters of lower nobility standing in the row after her.
So having the child of a duke—my God, a real d-u-k-e—was a very big prospect for a no-longer-virgin like her. Being the concubine of a high noble and perhaps after his death becoming the regent for his child was not exactly a dream . . . but at least an acceptable future. She nearly agreed on the first—yesterday's—evening.
But Christine had stopped her, and of course it must have been Christine's machination to give her a whole day at the duke's side to become more acquainted with him.
She had seen him interact with commoners, completely lacking the normal noble arrogance. He had proudly presented his achievements to her. She had recognized his cleverness, his foresight . . .
Oh Christine, what a most clever move!
. . . his certainty, his friendliness, his humor, his charm . . .
Stop, Max! He is not your fiancé . . . Hmmm. Why not?
He had proposed to her and she had accepted. Not the most exemplary way of all, but in fact . . .
Oh Christine, you scheming woman!
March 26, 1634, Oculi, the 3rd Sunday before Easter
Max woke when the sun was rising in the east.
Nice room! As long as the weather is good, I won't need an alarm clock.
Another horror she had experienced in Grantville. The house she lived in the first time had been so crowded; she had had no chance to keep sleeping when the others rose at six with the sound of the big bell in the corridor.
Later she had managed to get a one-room apartment on her own, but it had been in a basement with north "view," and after the second day in a row she had missed the first class in school she had been forced to buy one of the horrible things. Fortunately she had found an "old" mechanical alarm clock. She could not stand that beep-beep-beep of the electronic devices.
And if I manage to tell Hans in advance when to wake me, it will at least be a friendly knock. But why—?
She tried to get the days right. I came here on Friday; yesterday we were in the sauna—a wide smile—Saturday. Oh, it's Sunday. Service! Oh my goodness, what should I wear?
Now she burst into laughter. For ten years she never had to ask herself this cliché question. Ten years as a man. Shirt, jeans, shoes—finished. And now? She tried to remember what the other women had worn in Pastor Kastenmayer's services. She never had looked; she always had some technical plans to concentrate on before the service.
I should ask Christine, or Cornelia, they will know.
She took the dressing gown out of the wardrobe, donned it over the long white nightgown she had found on the pillow the evening before, and went downstairs.
The dining room was empty, but there were noises coming from what must be the kitchen. When she arrived, only Ruth was there.
"Good morning, Ruth."
"Oh, good morning, Frau von—"
Max interrupted her. "Please! Would you please spread the news that I don't like to be called that? Three years in Grantville have got me somehow spoiled. Call me Max!"
"So, good morning, Max. How can I help you?"
"I forgot to ask yesterday, how is Sunday scheduled in this house? And," she frowned. "I think you are not exactly the right person to ask how I should dress for the Lutheran service."
Ruth laughed. "No, not really. On Sundays it's my turn in the kitchen; the Christian employees take their day off. The duke and duchess have their breakfast normally at nine. Service is at half past ten, and they leave five minutes earlier when the bells begin to ring. The church is just on the other side of the street.
"So it's no problem to stay in the dressing gown for breakfast and dress afterwards. But—" She looked up to the wall over the entrance.
Max followed her eyes and noticed a large round clock. It showed ten to seven. Much time.
"—much time," Ruth continued. "Both the duke and duchess have ordered that you may use their studies whenever you like."
"Good idea. Thank you."
"Would you like to have a coffee? It will be prepared in ten minutes."
"Oh, yes, thank you. You'll find me in the duchess' study."
*  *  *  *
When Christine had made her "confession", she had given Max an image of her study. And although that one had been in the Stadtschloss and not here in Marksuhl, the room looked exactly as she had imagined from the telling.
Shelves up to the ceiling. Filled with enormous tomes. The work desk as large as the duke's. Filled with sheets of paper. But where the duke's one had been a mess, this one was neatly sorted in rows and columns. One of the tomes lay on the desk. "Habsburg, Spanien" was its title.
Max pondered what the Americans would be willing to pay for a copy of all this information. Take a mental note, Samuel will like it.
She went to the first shelf. Hmmm. Bavaria, Swabia, and the Electoral Palatinate—this was southern Germany. She turned her head. There: "Gülich-Cleve-Berg." Could perhaps somebody unify the German orthography! Three years in Grantville . . .
Okay. She needed both hands to seize that single volume. Then she dropped it—boom—on the desk.
She sat down in the armchair and started to skim through the pages. No TOC, no hyperlinks!
"Scheiße!" Oops!
Three years in Grantville . . . I have to work on my manners again!
But the book was sorted alphabetically. M—N—O—P. Here!
Pasqualini from Alessandro until today.
A knock on the door. Ruth entered with a tray. A mug of coffee, a cup, milk, sugar. Always a good morning. Max tried and put a smile on. "Ahhh."
Ruth ogled the book. "Is that your family?"
"Yes. Christine has told me that all started with this page. So I wanted to see it. Look, that's me. And look, how many dead children my parents had. It's a pity! They never talked about it. I was too young to notice my younger siblings. From some overheard talks I only suspected one or two . . . But that many! Mama must have been deeply depressed that none lived but the black sheep."
"You don't look like a black sheep."
"Oh, for my mother I was. Certainly. Talk about a girl with brains. What a shame!" Both laughed.
"But now I have to prepare breakfast and lunch," Ruth said and left.
Max dived deeply into the book. Uncle Johann "The Younger," Grandpa Maximilian, Grandpa's brother Johann "The Elder", many daughters, few sons. "Nearly extinct," Christine had said . . .
*  *  *  *
The next knock at the door caught her off guard. "Come in."
Hans. "Good morning, Max. Breakfast is ready."
"Good morning, Hans. Is it really nine? Oh boy." The last two hours seemed like a minute to her.
The duke and Christine were already sitting at the table, both were wearing dressing gowns.
"Good morning, Hoheit. Good morning, Christine."
"Good morning, Max," Christine answered. "Johann, don't you think it's appropriate now?"
"What?" The duke looked over the rim of his reading spectacles; he had been deeply immersed into one of Grantville's newspapers. Christine frowned as if she were to slap him. "Oh yes." He rose.
"Wir, Johann Ernst, Herzog von Sachsen-Eisenach, et cetera, et cetera, declare you, Maximiliane von Pasqualini, a member of the duke's family. You may call me Johann, and you may hug me and kiss me whenever you like. Given Marksuhl, ah, Christine, what's today's date?"
The last sentence had spoiled the solemn appearance of the duke in dressing gown.
Max jumped into Johann's arms and kissed him passionately. When Johann hugged her with his male strength, she finally felt at home.
"Johann," she heard Christine say. "That 'hug and kiss' was not on your draft."
"Yes," he answered. "I improvised. Was something wrong with it?" With a sheepish grin he eyed Max.
"Oh no!" both women answered in unison.
*  *  *  *
Christine had recommended a dark blue dress to Max. For the first time in ten years she wore women's shoes. Christine had not managed to buy some for her in time, but Cornelia lent her a pair that fit and told her the shoemaker would show up on Monday to take measurements.
Together they left the house. Johann, Christine and Max in the first row, then Hans, Cornelia and Ingrid behind them. The tall blond woman apparently felt not very comfortable in her Sunday dress, and some irregularities with her cape's form suggested that she had at least one large cutting tool hidden under it. Hans and Cornelia had no visible weapons, but by now Max knew better.
While they were walking over the courtyard, Max could hear Hans and Cornelia behind her argue with Ingrid in what seemed to be Swedish. Mental note: Learn Swedish. Too many mental notes. But women's clothes were not suitable for her Filofax. I have to get something smaller, and ask Cornelia how she manages to hide her weapon . . .
But she didn't have to stress her imagination too much to know that they tried to persuade Ingrid to leave the large blade at home and wear something less prominent. Svärd,Schwert, sword, all the same term.
The street was empty, so the three bodyguards could relax a little. Hans entered the church first, nodded and then the others followed. Max was reminded of American movies. He should have a hearing aid, too, and the Secret Service would be perfect.
St. Hubertus Lutheran Church, Marksuhl, Thuringia
They entered by a side entrance and headed straight to a separate part of the pews. The large representation of the duke's coat of arms above indicated the ducal section of the church. They sat down, not in the middle, but all at the left side of the section. Then Christine waved smiling.
   
The church was full. The population growth in all of Thuringia had obviously reached Marksuhl. There were even people standing behind the last row. When Christine waved, some of them approached the ducal section, men, women and children, bowed before the duke and his wife and took place within the section. This must have been organized earlier. They were exactly eight persons less than the number of chairs in the ducal section. So there was one column of empty chairs between them and the family.
Max turned to Christine and asked softly, "Are they paying for this honor?"
Christine shook her head and giggled. "No, the pastor has distributed numbered tickets to the whole parish. Every week they check the lowest numbers and those people may take seat here and must deliver their tickets. As soon as they are through, they will start over.
"One of Johann's better ideas."
"I heard that," the duke interjected growling. "Two in a million!"
The women chuckled.
*  *  *  *
"Im Namen des Vaters, des Sohnes und des Heiligen Geistes. Amen."
Max needed some minutes to identify where she knew the pastor's face from. It was Peter, who had been in the sauna with them yesterday. Interesting.
The service was standard, the sermon lively, but then the weekly announcements came.
" . . . our duke wishes to inform you, that he will step up the Wartburg reconstruction works soon. More hands will be needed, especially masons, carpenters and metalworkers. So if you happen to know unemployed relatives or friends who are willing to join our big task, tell them to have themselves registered at one of the places our info-box outside the church shows.
"The duke has also officially proclaimed that the architect he has hired for the Wartburg, Freifrau Maximiliane von Pasqualini, whom you can see here sitting next to the duchess, is to be considered a member of the ducal family for the duration of construction works. So she may give orders concerning the project in the duke's name."
Max had the impression of a million craning necks, so she decided to rise. Somebody started to clap and suddenly a roaring applause filled the little church. A heat wave shot to her head, and after a slight bow, she sat again.
Christine leaned over. "Nice parish, isn't it?" Max could only nod.
The pastor continued. "And the duke has told me that he considers using corporal punishment on everybody who will not behave in the presence of the Freifrau."
A mighty laughter filled the church. Johann rose, nodded and sat again grinning.
"PS: We mean it." The laughter died. Johann grinned even more.
"And now you may leave with the Benediction of our Lord: The Lord bless you and keep you . . . "
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach, Marksuhl, Thuringia
It was not really a surprise to Max, that Peter—Pastor Peter Altmann—and his wife Anna were guests at the lunch table in the Jagdschloss.
After lunch, Pastor Altmann said, "Hoheit, what about a beer in your 'outhouse'?"
The obvious abuse of the American term let Max burst into laughter, but the others were apparently familiar with this nomenclature of the sauna anterooms.
This time they—Johann and Christine, Peter and Anna, and Max—took a beer each, and sat down around the table in their Sunday clothes.
Peter started. "You don't have to worry, Johann. I don't want to bother you with the pitiful condition of our church, which, I must emphasize, should really look a little better at least when we celebrate its two hundredth birthday in 1653. But it's enough time until then, and I trust your word that it will not take twenty years . . .
"But it has nevertheless something to do with money. Have you already decided about the funding of the Wartburg?"
"Not really," Johann responded. "We have not even decided about the architecture. So the total amount is not even visible on the horizon. The big problem will be getting the materials the army has its hand in. Steel in the first place. If the war runs well and we can crush the Danes and French and Spanish and English, resources will be set free and the price will go down.
"But if the war is prolonged, or if the Habsburgs come here, or if Essen gets into trouble, nobody knows where the price of steel will head to.
"So best I can say at the moment: It will get expensive, and you will not get more than the standard subsidies this year, like any other church in the duchy."
"Johann," Max said thoughtfully. "Perhaps we can send him workers, if we have them idling on the construction side. Every construction project I supervised in Grantville had that kind of days or even weeks. If a resource transport is delayed, or something happens which blocks another task . . .
"They would take—how long—half a day to walk here? So if we know in advance of an idle time of at least two days, they could come here, work half a day, sleep in a barn, work another half day and walk back. Someone would have to be responsible for thecatering—their food supply, I mean—and Peter would have to know what they should do."
Peter's eyes were gleaming now. "That I could do, of course."
Max continued: "They bring their tools with them, Peter, but you must provide the materials. If you lack space in the church . . . "
"The materials can be stored here in the castle," Johann interjected. "And we can feed the workers. We put a large pot over the fire and bring them stew and bread. Fresh water over the day and a barrel of beer after end of work. They will live in the lap of luxury. Hey, the Jagdschloss could use some repairs, too."
Max grinned. "Yes, but the Wartburg is priority A. Perhaps everything will run so smooth that we will never have idle time. It's an if, not a when."
She turned to Johann. "And the church is priority B. The Jagdschloss is priority Z; if anything else interferes, it has to wait."
Back to Peter. "Make a list with the most necessary repairs . . . "
He interrupted her. "I understood: priority Alpha to Omega and all in between." Everybody laughed.
"Yes, you're right," Max tried to regain composure. "But I have driven you off your path. You wanted to talk about something else."
"Hey, as long as I get my church repaired this year without extra cost, it's worth a diversion to America —the real one—and back.
"But yes, there is something else. Johann, have you ever thought about a Lutheran collection for the Wartburg, a fund raiser as the Americans call it?"
"Gathering money from the poor?" Johann asked frowning. "Not exactly my style."
"No," Max interjected eagerly. "Not from the poor, from everybody. Everybody in the Lutheran principalities. Everybody in Germany, at least in the USE part. I think we can safely leave the Bavarians on the other side of the door.
"But activating everybody else for the German symbol, for the New Wartburg, for thefuture. That would be great."
Johann still frowned. "Max, I know you have many good ideas, but how would you manage that?"
"There must be something they can identify with. A stone with their name on it, even if they give only one Pfennig, even if they only donate one potato. Or a tile with the name of the parish. Yes, a row of tiles all around the building.
"We build a walkway on the outside, where the tourists can enjoy the sights, and when they turn to the building they see a row of blue tiles, each with the golden name of the city, the town, the village, the parish or the noble family. And all the Germans can bring their children and tell them 'Look here; that is my contribution to the Wartburg; that is my contribution to Germany.'
"And the next generation can come and bring their children and tell them 'Look here; thatis your Grandpa's contribution.'
"And I have exactly the right building for this row of tiles." She rushed out of the room, up the stairs, into her guest room, opened her trunk, took some sheets of paper, then closed the trunk, rushed downstairs and back into the outhouse. Everybody else was sitting there with open mouths.
"Johann, I have not yet shown you this. It seemed too exotic, but when I now think about it . . . " She dropped a sheet in the middle of the table.

"What is this?" Johann was completely taken aback.
"Yes, Max, what is this?" Christine showed a rare unanimity with her husband.
*  *  *  *
One day in 1633 when Max entered the library after dinner as usual, Elaine Bolender approached her. "Do you want me to pay for your lunch tomorrow?"
Max eyed her suspiciously. "You've got one of those dirty jobs for me—again."
"Len Tanner will leave for Prague next week and he has donated his whole 'library' to us." She hesitated.
"Come on."
"Yes, twelve corrugated card-boxes full of journals, magazines, catalogs—I have no idea what else."
Dusty, spider-web-infested they were. Max could never understand why people mistreated printed material that way. Why couldn't they take better care? It was the greatest achievement mankind had ever made. What do you need wheels for when you can visit the whole world in an instant by reading a book?
And these booklets were exactly that kind of material. At last Max found no way to get them into the library's DDC catalog correctly, but registered them as 728 "Residential and related buildings."
What else could she do? The system had no slot for travel catalogs.
When she later did the research for Johann, she stumbled over exactly that card she had written more than one year earlier. And there in a catalog of European hotels she had found the Rogner Spa and Hotel in Bad Blumau, Steiermark, Austria, opened in 1997.
*  *  *  *
"It's something I expect to be seen around here soon. The up-timers call it a spa after the town in the Spanish Netherlands. Perhaps you've heard that they've got a healing well there. But in the future they began to build this kind of bathhouse everywhere.
"This is something special; it was built in Austria near the Hungarian Border. The designer was an Austrian who called himself Friedensreich Hundertwasser. He was originally an artist who designed weird houses, and the design of his buildings is intriguing."
The house on the painting had not a single corner. The flat roof started two levels high and continuously rose to four levels. Grass, bushes and even trees were growing on the roof which ended in a small round tower with a golden onion dome.
A large round tower was attached to the highest end of the building.
And that was not the only weirdness. Each and every window was different from its neighbors. Colored uneven ribbons went up and down and across.
Max took another one of the sheets. It contained the bottle-shaped ground plan of the Wartburg. She produced a pencil and started sketching.
"Okay, we have our basement level here. From the gate, nearly as wide as the bottleneck, along the west side . . . " She drew a line, which separated about a third of the width of the area along the western wall from the rest. Then she shaded it. "That is the roof of our basement, and we will not build upon it, at least not on most of it."
Now she started at the northwestern corner of the Palas and drew a line parallel to the eastern wall into the direction of the gate. There she added half a circle to the eastern wall. "This is the lower part. We start shortly after the gate with two floors; the area is not large enough to lower the roof down to the earth. We add stairs here, so visitors can mount the roof."
The next line started at the southwestern corner of the Palas. It circled, parallel again to the outer wall, to the west and ended, where the building called the Gadem had been.
"Here along it gets higher and higher. The Palas has still about four floors left, so we will also reach about eight floors until the end."
Then she sketched a square form with rounded corners, a little wider than the main building.
"And here is the concluding tower. It is large enough to contain a church. Or perhaps more than one. What about having a Jewish synagogue on the ground floor, a Catholic church above and a Lutheran on top? Strictly in the order of the age of the respective churches. I have no idea if the other churches will agree, but we haven't enough ground space to build several churches next to each other."
Max finally looked up. The others had leaned forward and were staring at her, mouths open. She knew that her face was red from eagerness, but when they didn't say a word, she had the feeling it now turned purple.
Then white. Purple again. Still nobody said a word.
Max lowered her eyes and stared at the pencil, which had begun to draw pillars and walls. She had to stop it forcefully. She dropped the pencil and put her hands in her lap.
Her voice was now very, very soft. "Can somebody please say something, anything?"
"Ahem," Johann cleared his throat. He took a deep gulp from his mug of beer. " 'Intriguing,' you said? Yes, I think this is the right word. It's—"
Peter interrupted him. "It's earthly; it's godlike; it's ethereal! It symbolizes man's struggle to reach divine comprehension." His voice got more and more enthusiastic. "We must have the Stations of the Cross on the roof. I don't know any better place. And when the people reach the last station on midnight before Easter, we'll light a fire on the tower, which can be seen in half of Thuringia."
Now Max interrupted, smiling. "The fire will be a problem."
"Papperlapapp!" Peter was unstoppable. "We'll manage this. And if we have to have a hundred fire extinguishers on the top, who cares? I want my Easter bonfire on top of this tower!"
"Oh, we need to have a big water reservoir on top, anyway; this will not be the problem."
"See?" He leaned back in his armchair. "Johann, you have found a real treasure."
"I know." Johann's voice was now very soft. Christine seized his hand. Max was back to purple.
*  *  *  *
"And while we're at it," Peter's voice had changed from enthusiastic to somehow business-like. "There is this other question you have asked me. Or more precisely: Cowardly asked your wife to ask my wife to ask me hypothetically."
Max straightened. She had an idea what this question was about.
"I presume," Peter continued, pointing around, "that we five people here are the only persons who know about this issue?"
Johann nodded. This was the first time, that Max had the impression the "big strong duke" as Christine had called him, was embarrassed.
Peter looked at Max. Now she felt like the evening before. All her clothes gone. She had to look down along herself to verify that she still wore the dark blue dress.
"Max," Peter's voice was very warm. "If you are the object of this 'hypothetical' question, you should not be worried. Not at all."
He straightened. "I did investigations in all parts of the Bible. I'm not a professional exegete, but I think I have my share of knowledge.
"Nowhere." He lifted his right forefinger, exactly as he had done during the sermon. "I nowhere found a verse that a man and a woman may not lie together, as long as nobody else is betrayed.
   
"Hmmm. I have to rework this sentence. It has got too many negations."
Now everybody laughed, partly hysterically. There had been a tension in the room since he had begun to speak, but as a professional speaker he had managed to dissolve it.
He took a sip from his beer. "In other words: Since Christine approves your 'project'—"
"Wholeheartedly!" Christine was obviously relieved beyond all measure.
"—and there is nobody Max will betray with it—"
"Oh no, oh no, no, no!" Max was relieved beyond all measure.
"—it's only an issue between you, Johann, the two women, and the Lord.
"Just to mention the Old Testament: Jacob had two wives. Rachel, whom he loved, but who stayed childless. Lea, whom he first did not want, but then they had Ruben, Simeon, Levi and Juda. I don't really approve that then he had Dan and Naftali with Rachel's maid Bilha, but—"
Another sip of beer.
"—but Rachel approved it, and that's what matters. Okay. Then he had Gad and Ascher with Lea's maid Silpa, and Lea approved it. Poooh."
He counted with his fingers. "Then he had Issachar and Sebulon and a daughter called Dina with Lea. And last but not least Joseph and Benjamin with Rachel, who suddenly was no longer barren, but then died in childbed.
"So he had a total of twelve sons and one daughter with four women. And he is considered one of the fathers of the Faith. Nobody has ever accused him of adultery, andadultery is the sin, not having illegitimate children."
He frowned. "This was a completely 'black' answer. I am not a pastor in this room, just a friend. I will deny in public that I ever approved this, especially that I did it before the ears of ignorant women.
"Ouch!"
Anna, who had been silent all the time, had punched him in his side with her fist. Other families, other manners, Max thought. But Anna's facial expression also was approving.
"The problem is," now Anna had to say something, too, "that normally no man is ever accused of adultery. It's only we women, who have to suffer, if we ever dare to even look at another man. And next the loving husbands burn us at the stake to make a place for the next wife."
Suddenly there was another tension in the room.
Johann shook his head. "It will not happen again."
He straightened. "One can hold many things against these Americans. I detest how they tried to steal all these allegiances of the cities in Thuringia. But in their struggle against witch-burning, they have my total cooperation and support.
"It's a shame what happened especially in Coburg and in the whole of the Henneberger Land, and according to the books would even intensify in the rest of the century. One more reason why I let the Americans simply take it after Johann Casimir's death. Their presence alone has brought an end to this."
He rose, seized his mug and said. "Let us drink to this. No more witch-burning. Honor the women, so they might bear our children in pain, but with love in their hearts."
All others rose. "So be it."
And Peter added: "Amen."
*  *  *  *
Author's Notes:
In OTL St. Hubertus in Marksuhl was in a pitiful condition for its two hundredth anniversary. It was completely renovated and enlarged in 1667. So nobody gave a hint to Johann Ernst.
My web album with photos of Marksuhl can be found here.
*  *  *  *


Friedensreich Regentag Dunkelbunt Hundertwasser (Peaceful Rainyday Darkcolorful Hundredwater) (1928-2000) was born as Friedrich Stowasser (sto = hundred in several Slavic languages) in Vienna.
The Rogner Spa in Bad Blumau has an English homepage. Thank you to J. Wallace who found the article in the National Geographic Traveller, June 1988.
A vista shot of the Waldspirale in Darmstadt, my inspiration of Max's design for the New Wartburg is available here. They have the German flags showing, because it's European Soccer Championship.
Unfortunately Hundertwasser's Green Citadel of Magdeburg was not finished until 2005. It would have been a fabulous sequel.

*  *  *  *
Witch-burning in the area of the duchy of Saxe-Coburg, especially in the Henneberger Land, endured in OTL until 1717. In Meiningen over 240 cases are documented, in the Amt Kaltennordheim 65 were committed to death. The whole of Thuringia saw over 1,200 witch trials between 1526 and 1731.
*  *  *  *
Art Director's Note: Thanks to Rainer for providing all the interior art for this story!
To be continued . . .










In this part, I will consider what kinds of engines exist, and what characteristics they must have in order to be useful as airship engines. When I move on to specifics, it will be with respect to internal combustion engines; steam propulsion will be covered in Part Three and more exotic systems in Part Four.
While the focus of this article is on airship propulsion, much of what is said here about engines is applicable to other vehicles.
*  *  *  *
In selecting an engine for an airship we need to consider initial cost, operating cost, and performance. The most important operating costs are fuel and maintenance. Fuel costs are dependent on what fuels the engine can use, the cost and energy content of the fuel, and the efficiency with which that energy can be converted into propulsive power. Maintenance costs tend to increase with increasing operating pressures and temperatures.
With regard to performance, the most important parameters are probably the power/weight ratio, the power/volume ratio, and the sensitivity of power to altitude. (Fuel efficiency also affects stamina and range.)
The Engine Menagerie
An engine, in essence, is a device for taking the chemical energy of fuel and using it to do work. While the concept is simple, there are a bewildering variety of implementations.
The first great divide is between external and internal combustion engines. With an external combustion engine, the working fluid is heated in a boiler by burning fuel, and fed to the engine to do work. The working fluid and the combustion gases never mix together.
The obvious example is the steam engine powerplant, in which the fuel is used to boil water, and the steam moves the pistons (or turbine) of the engine. Steam engines may further be characterized as condensing (the spent steam is condensed into a liquid water and returned to the boiler) or non-condensing (the spent steam is exhausted into the atmosphere). Steam locomotives had non-condensing engines, and thus required water towers along their route. Clearly, steam engines for airships will need to be of the condensing type.
Because steam engines use water as the working fluid, they have two important operational limitations. First, heat must be used to vaporize liquid, and the heat so used doesn't generate power. Secondly, water freezes at a temperature that is encountered in the normal working environment and it may be necessary to supply additional heat to the water tank to keep it liquid.
The Stirling engine is an external combustion engine in which the working fluid is always in a gaseous state.
Some stationary powerplants make use of binary vapor cycles, in which a low temperature working fluid cycle is coupled with a high temperature one, e.g. water-mercury.
In an internal combustion engine (ICE), there is no separate working fluid; the expanding combustion gases do the work.
The internal combustion may be intermittent (as in gasoline and diesel engines) or continuous (as in most jet engines). Intermittent combustion engines may be further divided into those with two- or four-stroke cycles (other cycles are unusual). Typically, two-stroke engines have higher power-weight ratios, and four-strokes better fuel efficiency, but this depends very much on the design.
Alternatively, internal combustion engines may be classified by ignition system: those in which the fuel-air mixture is ignited by a spark (as in a conventional gasoline engine), by compression (as in a diesel engine), or by contact with a hot metal surface (as, at least initially, in a hot bulb engine).
Another possible categorization relates to how the working fluid does work, and it is between reciprocating piston, and pistonless, engines. With a piston engine, the expanding fluid/gas is inside a cylinder, and on one "stroke" they press against a piston, forcing it to the bottom. On another stroke, they leave the chamber, and the piston returns to its original position. The back-and-forth (reciprocating) movement of the piston is mechanically converted to a rotating movement, whereby it turns a crankshaft. Note that both external and internal combustion engines may be piston engines.
Piston engines may further be classified as counterflow or uniflow. In the first case, the working fluid leaves the cylinder the same way it came in; in the second, it enters at the ends and leaves at the center.
Piston engines usually have more than one cylinder, in which case they may be classified according to how those cylinders are arranged. The most common arrangements are straight (cylinders in single file), flat (two banks of cylinders, directly opposite each other), V (two banks of cylinders, at an angle to each other), and radial (an odd number of cylinders, arranged radially around the crankshaft). The flat (horizontally opposed) configuration is probably the most common for general aviation aircraft, because of its relatively low drag. (FTGU 41). In contrast, radials have been criticized for causing higher drag, because of their girth. But bear in mind that while, on aircraft, the engine accounts for a substantial percentage of the frontal surface area, that's not likely to be true for airships.
In the above piston configurations, while the different piston/cylinder combinations all act mechanically in cooperation, there is no fluid connection between the cylinders, they are "parallel."
However, cylinders may also be connected in series, so the exhaust gas from one (high-pressure) cylinder becomes the working gas for another (low pressure). This is called compounding. While it is most commonly found in steam engines, there were some (disappointing) attempts to apply it to internal combustion engines. (Self).
In pistonless engines, an expanding working fluid, or, more commonly, combustion gases, may be used to rotate a turbine. Both external (think steam turbine locomotives and stationary powerplants) and internal combustion engines can include a turbine, but all of the pistonless aircraft engines feature internal combustion.
In a turboprop, the turbine drives a propeller. In a turbojet, the gases escaping the turbine provide jet propulsion, and the turbine is used to compress the air fed into the turbine. In a turbofan, there is a fan "upstream" and a second turbine "downstream" of the core engine (the latter being similar to the engine of a turbojet). Some of the air leaving the fan bypasses the core engine.
Then there's the Wankel rotary engine—"rotary" not because of the arrangement of its pistons, but because the gases turn a rotor. This rotor is triangular, but with curved sides, mounted eccentrically on the driveshaft. Unlike the turboprop, it features intermittent combustion.
Yet another "rotary" engine was the 1908 Gnome. The engine rotated around a fixed crankshaft. This sounds crazy, but rotary engines powered "more than 80 percent of the airplanes built in World War I before 1917." The principal disadvantage of the rotating engine design was that the high centrifugal forces limited the engine speed (rpm) and thus the design power. ( Anderson 152ff).
Internal Combustion Engine Performance
The power output of an internal combustion piston engine is a function of three groups of factors: (1) the engine design (number of cylinders, cylinder arrangement, piston diameter and stroke length, compression ratio, etc.), (2) the choice of fuel, and (3) the settings of the engine controls. The thrust of an aircraft engine is further dependent on the propeller design (number of blades, diameter, etc.) and the propeller rpm and blade pitch.
The engine displacement—the nominal volume of the "breath" of fuel-air mixture it could take in one intake stroke—is the product of the number of cylinders, the length of the stroke, and the surface area of the piston.
The brake (crankshaft output) horsepower of the engine may be measured with a dynamometer. If this brake horsepower is divided by the engine displacement and the engine speed (the number of revolutions per minute of the crankshaft, itself proportional to the average piston speed), we get what's called the brake mean effective pressure (BMEP). The BMEP is affected by the compression ratio, the energy density of the fuel, intake air temperature, the richness of the fuel-air mixture, friction losses, etc. If these are all held constant, then the mean effective pressure will be proportional to the intake manifold pressure. An engine will have a maximum allowable BMEP, and this varies with engine speed.
We need to distinguish between power and torque. Torque is the rotating force that the engine applies to the crankshaft. When you tighten or loosen a bolt with a wrench, you are applying torque—the force you place on the end of the wrench, multiplied by the length of the wrench. Torque causes the speed of rotation (engine speed) to increase until the resistance (which is from the propeller and shaft) equals the torque applied by the engine. Power is the product of the torque and the engine speed. (And thus torque is proportional to BMEP.)
Generally speaking, obtaining high torque requires a high displacement. The engine displacement is the total volume swept by all the pistons, i.e., the number of pistons times the piston bore cross-sectional area times the stroke length. Unfortunately, a large displacement usually makes for a large and heavy engine.
An engine will always have its maximum torque at a lower engine speed (rpm) than its maximum power, and the range of rpms between the two is called the power band.
An engine can have a high torque over a narrow rpm band, or a lesser torque over a wider band. With auto engines, the wide band is preferred, and the maximum torque is usually achieved at a substantially lower engine speed (rpm) than the point of maximum power. This permits adjustment to a wide range of driving conditions (trudging uphill, coasting downhill, etc.).
Aircraft engines are designed to operate primarily in a narrow engine speed band and hence have a torque peak at close to the normal cruise setting, and remaining constant for higher rpm. (EPI). Typically, they generate high torque at low rpm (< 2500rpm typically) because of propeller limitations.
Excessive manifold pressure stresses the pistons and cylinders, and may cause detonation of the fuel-air mixture (we want it to burn, not explode). It also increases cylinder head temperatures and thereby reduces the ability of the elements to withstand the stresses placed upon them.
Power increases with engine rpm, but only up to a point; for high rpm the manifold pressure has to be limited. Also, friction increases with engine speed, so the gap between indicated and "brake" horsepower widens. Consequently, maximum power is at less than maximum rpm.
Altitude Effects on Internal Combustion Engine Performance
A normally aspirated engine is one in which the pressure of the intake air equals the ambient pressure—which decreases with altitude, reducing the power output for a given engine speed.
A turbocharger uses the engine exhaust (otherwise wasted in a piston engine) to drive a turbine, which powers a compressor, which increases the pressure of the intake air. The speed of the turbine, and hence the degree of compression, is proportional to the difference in pressure between the exhaust gas and the outside air. Thus, the turbocharger compensates for the pressure drop up to a critical altitude. The power cost is relatively small (the exhaust stroke must push against back-pressure created by the turbocharger), but the element does add weight to the powerplant. The turbocharger's compressor is exposed to hot (2,200–1500oF) exhaust gases and turns at very high rpm (20,000–30,000), so we need a high-temperature, high-strength metal. Early turbochargers used nickel-chromium steel alloys. (Howard-White 233–4).
Turbochargers come in two varieties. Turbo-normalized turbochargers seek only to raise the intake pressure to normal sea level pressure. Ground-boost turbochargers increase it further, to enhance performance even at sea level.
A supercharger is a compressor powered directly by the engine output (crankshaft). Generally speaking, superchargers have the advantages of less complexity, shorter lag times and greater reliability, and turbochargers of greater fuel efficiency and (with qualifications beyond the scope of this article) higher maximum power output. (aerosuperchargers.com).
A downside of compression is that it raises the temperature of the intake air, which reduces its density. While the net effect of turbocharging or supercharging is still an increase, you can counteract the temperature effect by adding an "intercooler" or "aftercooler." This is an unpowered heat exchanger of high surface area, transferring the heat to the atmosphere or a liquid coolant. It adds to the size and weight of the powerplant. The intercooler was proposed by Ricardo in 1914 and incorporated into the RHA engine in 1918.
Engine Efficiency, Overall Efficiency, and Fuel Consumption
To compute fuel consumption, we must consider both propulsive efficiency (see part 1) and engine efficiency (for a steam propulsion, I mean the powerplant efficiency, the combined efficiency of the boiler and the steam engine proper). This is the ratio of the engine power output to the potential power output of the fuel at the rate it is being burnt.
The overall efficiency of the airship propulsive machinery—its effectiveness at converting fuel into motion—is the product of the engine efficiency and the propulsive efficiency.
The total fuel (mass or volume) consumed on a route segment is the propulsive work done, divided by the product of the overall efficiency and energy density (energy/mass or volume) of the fuel. Thus, it's proportional to the square of the airspeed, and to the distance traveled.
Engines are frequently compared on the basis of "brake specific fuel consumption" (the rate of fuel consumption divided by the engine power output), but this varies according to conditions. Naturally aspirated piston engines have BSFC of 0.45–0.5 lh/hp-hr, whereas supercharging raises BSFC to 0.5–0.6, and turbocharging to 0.6–0.65 (Li).
The fuel consumption per hour is the BSFC times the current brake horsepower output of the engine, and the fuel consumption per unit ground distance traveled is the BSFC times the brake horsepower, divided by the ground speed (which, for still air flying, equals the air speed).
Engine efficiency equals one divided by the product of the BSFC and the energy density of the fuel. The engine efficiency can be broken down into a series of individual efficiency factors, such as thermal, volumetric and mechanical efficiency.
The ultimate limit on the efficiency of an engine is thermodynamic in nature, and that determines its thermal efficiency. For a gasoline engine, the theoretical thermal efficiency depends on the compression ratio, with a value of 57.5% for an 8.5:1 Lycoming O-320-D2J engine. However, power is dribbled away in other ways (for a breakdown, see Lowry, 124–6), so that the "total" efficiency for that engine is 33.3%.
Power and Weight
The power-powerplant weight ratio (P/W) is significant for any vehicle powerplant, but most of all for aircraft, and least for surface ships. The weight tolerance of airships falls somewhere in between. Airships generate lift statically, and thus have the advantage over aircraft that they don't need power to generate lift (unless they are using hot air or hot gas lift). Aircraft generate lift dynamically and their engines must overcome the corresponding induced drag as well as propel the aircraft forward.
Nonetheless, according to Muller, "the chief factor which delayed for so long the development of the Zeppelin ships was the weight and limited power of the engines available."
   
Bear in mind that even with pure hydrogen, every additional 71 pounds of engine requires another 1,000 cubic feet of lift gas to support it. And that additional lift gas volume requires enlarging the envelope, which in turn requires providing a suitable support structure . . . and more lift gas to support its weight. If the lift gas is hot air, then each 1,000 cubic feet provides only about 20 pounds of lift.
Applied power is force times speed and thus P/W varies with speed. Generally speaking, the ratios are quoted for either maximum (rated) power or a typical power setting.
The higher the P/W the better, all else (e.g., fuel consumption) being equal. (If P/W is expressed in horsepower/pound or kilowatts/kilogram, the value is usually less than one. And using horsepower/ton or kilowatts/tonne, as is done for locomotives, seems strange when applied to smaller vehicles. Hence, some people prefer to use the reverse ratio (W/P), for which lower is better. That's what I do below, in pounds/hp. )
What can reasonably be achieved, either with converted auto engines or downtime-builds, may be estimated from historical auto and early aircraft engine data (Table G1). Judging from the historical airship engine data (Tables A1, A2), a W/P of five or less is sufficient for practical use.
A 1929 airship design guide assumes that "the weight of the power plant and its cars to be 8 lb./HP and the weight of the fuel and fuel system to be 0.6 lb. per horsepower hour." (Burgess/TN194, 4).
Gasoline. Looking at early aircraft gasoline-fueled internal combustion engines, the Wright Brothers' 1903 engine weighed 16 [11.2] pounds/horsepower. The 1905 water-cooled Antoinette dropped this down to 2.2 [2.9], but was unreliable. ( Anderson 152; bracketed values, Taylor Table 1). A 1909 model of the air-cooled Gnome rotary weighed 165 pounds and yielded 50 horsepower, which was quite respectable (153). A few years later, water-cooled engines made a comeback, with an in-line configuration; the Wright 1913 engine was 5 pounds/hp, and the 1915 Mercedes was 3.43 (155). Other noteworthy aircraft engines included the 1922 Curtiss D-12 (325 hp @ 2.16 pounds/hp)(156), and the 1917 Liberty V-12 (400 hp @2.04 pounds/hp)(157). The latter remained an important engine even in the Thirties. Also note the Hispano-Suiza "A" military aero engine of 1914 (3.17 lb/hp)(Gunston 75). By 1930, engine designers had reduced the W/P below two (1930 Rolls Royce Kestrel VI, 1.77) and by 1936 the Rolls Royce Merlin I was at 1.28 (NASA). It's possible for a gasoline piston engine to break the 1 pound/hp barrier (Pratt & Whitney 28-cylinder supercharged R-4360 used in the B-50 Superfortress was 0.91) but it's not easy.
Other than the 1903 Wright engine, the aircraft engines of historical importance with the highest W/Ps were the 1908 Renault (6.9), the 1909 Anzani (5.9), and the 1909 Darracq (5.06)(Taylor).
The down-time built Swarz radials in canon supposedly offer a substantially better weight/power ratio (1.83 lb/hp) than WW I military aircraft engines. I suspect that this is just a case of advertised power being a lot better than installed power, or of creative interpretation of what parts count as part of the weight of the engine, and probably also assumes gasoline fuel.
Diesel. The Napier Deltic engine on the fast patrol boat Dark Hunter (1954) had a W/P of 4.2 pounds/hp. (Flight). The 1930s Jumo 205-E two-stroke, water-cooled aero diesel engine had a dry weight of 1,260 pounds (I am not sure whether that includes the 290 pound cooling system weight), and yielded 700 hp @2600 rpm (1.8 pounds/hp). Diesel engines were used on the R101, Hindenburg and Graf Zeppelin II.
Up-Time Engine Selection and Acquisition
I suspect that the USE Navy is going to grab every high-powered diesel engine it can find, to propel those ironclads. Also, since diesel engines can run on vegetable oil, owners of cars and trucks with diesel engines are more likely to keep them intact than to sell off the engines.
On the other hand, it's clear from canon that there are endemic shortages of gasoline. Given that there are probably several thousand cars with gasoline engines, and little in the way of paved roads for them to drive upon, I suspect that it will be relatively easy (although still expensive) to buy gasoline engines.
Automobile gasoline engines may be repurposed for airship use, as indeed some already were for the first 1632 universe aircraft. The new universe's first aircraft, the Las Vegas Belle, has a VW engine. ( Flint, 1633, chapter 11). In 1633, Hal conducts an inventory of the autos in Grantville with a view to determining which the nascent air force should "take out options on," as possible sources of engines for the Gustav. His initial list includes two Mazda RX-7s (with 13B powerplants, providing over 160 hp), four Saturns (2.2 liter engines), two Honda Preludes, ten or so Chevy S-10s, and a variety of makes and models with V-6 engines. ( Flint, 1633, chapter 27). Some of these engines are covered in the table below:
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In selecting engines, Hal's stated concerns are raw power (and thus, in turn, compression ratio), the power-to-weight ratio, the availability of spare parts (tending to disqualify one-of-a-kind engines), and compatibility (immediate or by conversion) with an alcohol-rich fuel mixture.
Hal is quite happy to find auto engines that offer a power-weight (P/W) ratio greater than 0.35 (i.e., W/P under 2.86). I am not sure if that's quoted on the basis of gasoline or M85 (see below); the latter provides less "oomph!"
Increasing the compression ratio potentially increases available power, without a change in weight. Doing this requires increasing the bore or stroke, or changing the piston shape (domed is better than flat-top). You can increase stroke, for example, by milling the heads. Increasing the power-to-weight ratio is also possible if there are unnecessary accessories that can be stripped away.
Up-Time Engine Conversion for Alternative Fuels
Canon suggests that at least through 1635, there is a shortage of gasoline, and the newly built aircraft are running on an alcohol-gasoline blend. The alcohol may be methanol or ethanol, and the most popular blends are M85 (85% methanol) and E85 (85% ethanol).
Alcohol has a lower energy density than gasoline, so the fuel-air ratio fed to the engine must be richer. Adapting an auto engine to run on alcohol is much easier if the engine is carbureted. It's then a matter of increasing the diameter of the main jet orifice of the carburetor, and it may also be necessary or at least desirable to fiddle with the idle mixture screw, the power valve, the accelerator pump, the choke system, the ignition timing, and the compression ratio (increasing it is desirable). (Mother's).
The last year in which new American cars were carbureted was 1990. Carburetors were replaced by fuel injectors, which atomize and inject the fuel, rather than letting it get sucked in by the passing intake air. By 1990, fuel injection systems were predominantly under electronic control. This potentially has some consequences for converting post-1990 cars to use of alcohol-rich fuel.
If you are very lucky, the car is a flexible-fuel vehicle that can run upon, and automatically detect, E85 or M85 fuel. While such vehicles were first sold in the USA in 1993, it's not very likely that we'll find any in Grantville.
Secondly, we may be able to modify the EFI to accommodate E85 or M85. This means, at a minimum, reprogramming the EFI, and you most likely will need a larger fuel injector (to accommodate a larger fuel-air ratio), and modifications in the working range of the lambda (oxygen) sensor. Please note that alcohol is highly corrosive and so may require substantial changes to the fuel system, e.g., replacing existing components with stainless steel ones, and use of special oils. (Joseph).
Finally, there is the option of performing an EFI-to-carburetor conversion. This has been done with various "pony" cars, e.g., Mustangs, Camaros, and Firebirds, but you would need to be able to salvage a compatible carburetor, intake manifold, distributor, fuel pump, etc. from another car and of course you would have to have a good reason to bother.
*  *  *  *
   
Most high-powered auto engines are going to develop maximum power at engine speeds in excess of 5,000 rpm. Aircraft propellers must be operated at a low enough rpm so the propeller tips aren't moving at transonic (over 0.85 Mach) speed (which would greatly increase drag). This depends on the size of the propeller and its pitch, but with typical aircraft propellers (diameters ranging up to 51 inches), exceeding 3100 rpm would be unusual. Hence, when auto engines are converted for aircraft use, you usually need a propeller speed reduction unit (PSRU) of some kind. Since airships are likely to use larger propellers than aircraft, the reduction ratio for them will be higher.
*  *  *  *
Modern auto engines are usually liquid-cooled, so either you need to provide a water cooling system, or modify them to accommodate air cooling. (Water cooling would increase weight, see below.)
*  *  *  *
On U.S. roads, auto engines spend most of their time at low loads (perhaps 20 hp at highway speed), leading some authorities to question their suitability for aircraft (which are mostly operated at 75% power). Conversion advocates argue that modern auto engines are "routinely tested during development at full power . . . for periods of up to 1200 hours", routinely cruised in Europe at speeds "50–100% higher than what we see in North America," and sometimes have "slightly modified marine" counterparts that "operate in the same kind of high continuous power and rpm environment as an aircraft engine." (sdsefi.com).
*  *  *  *
Auto engines are not the only gasoline engines in Grantville. In Gannon, "Upward Mobility" (Ring of Fire 3), Estuban Miro uses lawnmower engines to power a hot air-based airship (Swordfish); its first test flight is in April 1635.
New Internal Combustion Engines for Airships
New internal combustion engines are clearly going to be developed for aircraft use and the R&D will naturally also produce engines suitable for airships. Indeed, new aircraft IC engines have already appeared in canon. In spring 1635, Swartz Aviation produced four seven-cylinder, 120 horsepower, air-cooled radial engines, weighing 220 pounds each. (Huff and Goodlett, "The Spark of Inspiration," Grantville Gazette 13, and Cooper, "Story Time Frames.")
An obvious advantage of the IC engine is that would-be designers have a thousand or more up-time automobile, truck, motorcycle, lawnmower, snow blower, etc. engines to examine, and a large number of up-timers (including of course the mechanics at the various auto dealerships) with expertise in the repair of IC engines.
Powerplant Weight Reduction
It is possible that the W/P ratio of new construction powerplants (steam or IC) can be improved by substitution of superior materials, e.g., one with a higher strength/weight ratio than traditional materials.
Please note that this article is looking only at the issue of where these materials could be used in an engine, and how much weight they would save—not when in the new timeline they would actually be available at a reasonable price. For detailed analysis of issues relating to aluminum production in the 1632 universe, see Cooper, "Aluminum: Will O' the Wisp?" (Grantville Gazette 8). Magnesium and titanium production are touched upon briefly in Cooper, "Industrial Alchemy, Part 2: Inorganic Chemical Bestiary" (Grantville Gazette 25).
There are three factors we are balancing: weight, cost and performance. Our goal is to reduce weight without substantially impairing performance and without too great a cost. Table M1 compares the densities (weight/volume) of the traditional metals iron and copper with titanium, aluminum and magnesium. Alloys, of course, will be of densities that are the averages of the densities of the component elements (table M1)
Table M1 also provides cost data, but this must be taken with a very large grain of salt. Not only does volume of production make a difference (a custom piece would typically cost double or triple), the economy of the new universe will differ greatly from both that of 1630 and 2000.
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Performance is the trickiest aspect of all. That's because an engineering material has a multitude of mechanical and thermal properties, and which are relevant, and how much, is both dependent on how it is to be used, and somewhat subjective.
Many of these properties are expressed on a geometric basis, per unit thickness, area or volume. A substitute may be inferior in say yield strength (pounds/square inch) but comparable or better if that characteristics is divided by weight—implying that you can use more of the substitute, to compensate, and still come out ahead on a weight basis. (Kevorkijan).
We need to briefly mention how parts are made, because it affects performance. Casting involves pouring the molten alloy into a mold and then allowing it to cool and solidify. This is the best way to make complex shapes cheaply. Machining (drilling holes, grinding down surfaces, etc.) may be needed to fine-tune the part.
The forging process starts with a cast ingot, although alloys intended for shaping a material without melting it (by forging, rolling, drawing, extruding, etc.) are called wrought alloys. Forging shapes metal by pressure; this can be done with a manual hammer and anvil or with a press or a power hammer. This produces a metal product which has a grain structure which confers greater strength in the direction the part is worked. Forging tends to be more expensive than casting, and is generally limited to relative small, simple forms.
Pure aluminum is weak (1600 psi yield strength), so usually we are using alloys (and possibly heat treatment) to increase strength. The alloys have high thermal conductivity, and the strength and corrosion resistance depend on the alloying element (these relationships will probably need to be rediscovered in the new universe). Both casting and wrought alloys are known.
Pure magnesium is also weak (3000 psi) and therefore is usually encountered in engineering as a casting or wrought alloy. These typically have a higher specific strength (strength/weight) than aluminum alloys, but also lower stiffness, thermal conductivity, and melting point. (Gaines). It may be cast and machined faster than aluminum. Molten magnesium must be protected from oxygen or it will oxidize and explode. It is easy to machine, but can catch fire if cut dry. Magnesium is resistant to corrosion by fresh water but readily attacked by sals, acids and alkalis.
Titanium is mostly used in unalloyed form. Its principal advantages are high specific strength at high temperature, and corrosion resistance.
Materials Selection for Internal Combustion Powerplants
We look at materials criteria for the various parts of the IC engine (Raman, Chapter 28), and consider whether lightweight metals can satisfy them. The heaviest component is the engine block (~25%)(Nguyen), followed by the crankshaft and cylinder head. Those would be followed by the oil pan, and the intake and exhaust manifolds. The pistons and the piston and connecting rods are a very small portion of the total weight. (Oreo; Lycan).
The engine block must be castable (because of its complex shape) and machinable (to take all the holes). In autos, it's not seriously stressed, and gray cast iron is commonplace. In aircraft, to reduce weight it may be cast or (for more strength) forged aluminum. Similar materials choices are appropriate for the crankcase.
In the cylinder barrels, we want high thermal conductivity (heat dissipation), thermal shock resistance (resist thermal cycle), abrasion resistance (against piston), and corrosion resistance (hot gas exposure). Gray cast iron is still often used. Cast aluminum is great from a heat transfer standpoint, but the problem is poor abrasion resistance. The latter is especially problematic if the contact is with a material of similar hardness. If the piston is aluminum, it's possible to use a cast iron sleeve or to chrome plate the piston to alter the relative hardness.
*  *  *  *
For the pistons, high thermal conductivity lowers the operating temperature. Since power is proportional to piston speed, low density improves performance, not just W/P ratio. Both of these factors favor aluminum over cast iron, and for aircraft, forged is preferred over cast, to improve strength.
Despite aluminum's advantages in heat dissipation, aircraft designers were still concerned about how strong aluminum alloys like duralumin (3.5–4.5% Cu, 0.4–0.8% Mg; modern "2017-T4" adds 0.4–1% Mn, 0.2–0.8% Si) were at high temperatures. The first alloy to satisfy this requirement was the WW I vintage Y alloy ("LM4"; 4% Cu, 2% Ni, 1.5% Mg), which could be used at 250oC. It became popular for high duty pistons. By the Thirties it was replaced with the stronger Hiduminium (RR series) alloys; RR56 (2% Cu, 1.3% Ni, 0.8% Mg, 1.4% Fe, 0.1% Ti, 0.7% Si) for forged cylinder heads, RR59 for forged pistons, and RR53 for cast parts. If compositions for these alloys exist in Grantville Literature, it's in an old (at least pre-1970) engineering handbook, like Judge'sEngineering Materials (1943). I think this would be a big stretch.
The Marks Handbook (1987) recommends alloy 222.0 (formerly, "122") for high-temperature piston use, and provides its nominal elemental composition (9.2–10.7% Cu, 2% Si, 1.5% Fe, 0.5% Mn, 0.15–0.35% Mg, 0.5% Ni, 0.8% Zn, 0.25% Ti). Unfortunately, it doesn't define the heat treatment protocols for the cited tempers (T2, T61, T65, T551) of that alloy, except that T2 means "annealed."
It should be noted that just knowing the temper designation isn't enough. For example, "T4" means solution heat-treat and then naturally age. But it doesn't tell you the heat treat temperature, or the soak time, which can vary depending on which alloy is receiving the T4 temper. Likewise, for precipitation heat treatment, the temper doesn't tell you the exact temperature or aging time.
And for every alloy, there are going to be other little process refinements that we have to learn by trial and error. For example, a 1922 article says, "In preparing the Y alloy certain precautions are necessary. The magnesium must be added just before pouring and it is best to add it in the form of fairly large pieces of pure metal which should be immediately pushed below the surface of the aluminum so they can dissolve coming in contact with the air. If added at an earlier stage of the melting operation, a considerable proportion of the magnesium is likely to be lost . . . ."
We still have the problem of low wear resistance, and thus gray cast iron is favored for large bore engines. Another problem with aluminum is its high coefficient of thermal expansion, which creates problems with achieving a good piston-cylinder fit under a wide range of operating conditions. This led to adoption of high silicon alloys of aluminum; unfortunately these are more brittle and more difficult to machine. (Wikipedia/Hypereutectic Pistons).
In 1998, aluminum-beryllium pistons enjoyed a brief vogue in Formula One racing; come 2000, metal matrix composites (aluminum-ceramic) made their appearance. (Bamsey).
*  *  *  *
The crankshaft has a complex shape, and requires both strength and fatigue resistance. It is typically cast iron, cast steel or forged steel, depending on stress. The piston rods and connecting rods also require strength; steel is favored but wrought aluminum isn't unheard of.
Titanium connecting rods are found in high-end sports cars, racers, and aircraft.
*  *  *  *
For the intake manifold, we want corrosion resistance. The exhaust manifold is exposed to higher temperatures and so we must consider not only the effect of temperature on strength but also on corrosion. While steels were traditional, in recent years reinforced plastic (Nylon 66) and even magnesium manifolds have appeared. (Wan).
*  *  *  *
Now, let's pull back and look at the big picture. Of course, there are no guarantees that history will repeat itself . . . .
Aluminum adoption came early. Looking at aircraft engines, the Wright Brother’s rather anemic (12 hp) 1903 engine had an aluminum (alloy #12, 92% Al, 8% Cu) crankshaft and gray cast iron cylinders. ( Taylor ). The 1916 Hispano-Suiza water-cooled V-6 had an aluminum cylinder head with steel cylinder sleeves. (MoAS). The 825 pound Liberty engine used 225 pounds (27%) aluminum; if this were replaced with cast iron, the engine weight would have been 1160 pounds. (Jehle).
Early automobiles also made significant use of aluminum. In 1911, a four cylinder Ford "Super T" with aluminum block and pistons was used in racing. ( Bryan 125) The 1916 Marmon Model 34B Speedster was entirely aluminum over ash and this may be the first commercial aluminum engine. (Adler 153). However, aluminum (except for pistons) has received only limited acceptance by the automotive industry, partly because of price and partly because of durability issues (overheating, gasket failure—Vartabedian). Even in 2000, cast iron was the primary material for automotive IC engines.
Replacing the heaviest cast iron or steel parts with an expensive light metal has the downside that it substantially increases costs, too. That, apparently, is why aluminum blocks were slow catching on. (Wan).
The other light metals were of minimal importance for engine design as of RoF. The air-cooled VW Beetle did have a magnesium crankcase, but pre-RoF use was primarily outside the engine: "Mg does not have the same creep resistance as does Al, and therefore it is unlikely to be used for the two most massive and critical housings in the engine: the block and the head."
Magnesium is most likely to be used in vehicles in areas where operating temperatures are not elevated, such as the transmission. (Gaines). Note that the available magnesium casting alloys didn’t maintain strength at temperatures expected during operation. The breakthrough was the development of AMC-SC1 in 2003. It isn’t likely that scientists in the new universe will stumble upon it serendipitously; it contains the rare earth elements lanthanum and cerium. (Nguyen).
Titanium has been used just in small stuff; connecting rods, rocker arms, wrist pins, valves, camshafts, etc. The largest titanium engine component is probably an exhaust.
Propulsion System Controls
An aircraft will have means, manual or automatic, for regulating the fuel-air mixture (by the mixture control, which regulates the flow of fuel into the carburetor) and the engine manifold pressure (by the throttle, which regulates the flow of the combustion mixture into the cylinder).
The fuel/air ratio must be 1:20 to 1:8 by weight (assuming typical aviation gasoline) to even be combustible. The stoichiometric ratio (theoretically resulting in complete combustion) varies with the fuel but is assumed to be 1:14.7. Best power is achieved at around 1:14, and best economy at about 1:18. Rich mixtures are used for takeoff. (Mullender; FTGU 50). At altitude, to compensate for the reduced air density, you reduce the fuel/air ratio, and this results in some reduction in fuel consumption. ( Langley ).
   
With a fixed pitch propeller, the engine speed is controlled by the throttle, via the engine manifold pressure (the pressure of the fuel-air mixture in the inlet manifold). ( Gardner ). As long as the fuel and fuel-air mixture don't change, for each throttle setting, there is a corresponding engine speed and output power.
If the aircraft has a variable pitch propeller, the propeller control controls the blade pitch, and thereby the propeller rpm and engine rpm. There are an infinite number of combinations of manifold pressure and engine rpm that result in the same power. (FTGU 66).
If the variable pitch propeller is of the "constant speed" type, and the throttle setting is changed, then the control system adjusts the blade pitch so that the propeller rpm remains constant. However, the engine power output will still change.
I want to emphasize that even though you can find curves plotting power against rpm, you don't actually set the engine rpm directly, all you can set are the fuel/air ratio, the intake rate, and perhaps the propeller blade pitch.
Propulsion System Monitoring
Engine speed is measured with a tachometer. A mechanical tachometer may be designed so that the rotation causes a pair of weights to swing out, away from the shaft, against a resisting spring; and the angle is related to the centrifugal force on the mass, and thus on the rotational speed. This is very similar to how the governor on a Watt steam engine works, except that the tachometer doesn't have a control function, and the governor doesn't report the variation of speed. Bryan Donkin received a gold medal in 1810 for his tachometer, in which the "weight" was mercury in a cup. (Nicholson, Operative Mechanic 39ff).
The powerplant may be equipped with an oil pressure gauge (which measures the pressure of the lubricating oil) and a manifold pressure gauge (which measures the pressure in the engine's intake manifold). The manifold pressure is a good indication of the "brake mean effective pressure."
The first pressure gauge was a vertical tube mercury manometer invented by Torricelli in 1643; Huygens introduced the U-tube manometer in 1661. Liquid manometers are not suitable for aeronautic use, so the first pressure gauges of the new time line are likely to be similar to aneroid barometers.
There are several places where it can be desirable to monitor temperatures, including in the lubricating oil pump, at the cylinder head, at the manifold (intake air or air-fuel mixture), and outside the plane.
We know that Jesse's first plane has a tachometer and an oil pressure gauge. ( Flint,1633, Chapter 11).
Engine Reliability
In engine qualification testing, the testers predict the average flight profile (times at various engine settings) and cycle the engine through it, repeatedly. Generally speaking, there's an expectation that engine life is greater if the power setting is lower than the maximum; higher power is the result of the parts moving at greater speeds and accelerations, and cylinder head temperatures are higher. These of course create higher mechanical and thermal stresses. Even if these don't cause cracks, there is increased wear. Mathematical models exist in which engine life is assumed to be inversely proportional to the engine load (power setting) raised to an exponent, and the engine life for a particular flight profile is then determined according to the "linear damage rule." (Johnson 256). Speaking in particular about small gas engines, Dempsey (16) wrote, "No engine survives long at the speed needed to develop full power."
*  *  *  *
For airship engines, expect that there will be problems in-flight. The R38 was equipped with six Sunbeam Cossacks; it carried four spares (as well as two spare sets of reduction gear). (Robinson 34). The Hindenburg, with four Maybach engines, carried one spare. (Dick 131).
On the ZR3, an engine shut down, with burnt-out connecting rod bearings, after only 390 hours of operation. (Robinson 145). On the L59, one of the five engines failed the second day of its November 1917 Africa flight, and later that day the remaining engines overheated in the warm air and stalled. (Dick 74). The Hindenburg also experienced engine failures. (Dick 118).
Engine Cooling
Since heat stresses an engine, it's important that the designer think about how the engine is cooled. Most auto engines are water-cooled, as were early aircraft engines; most modern light aircraft engines are air-cooled. In essence, water cooling is more efficient but adds to the weight of the powerplant—about 0.6 pounds/hp in 1926 (Wilson). It's most likely to be seen in aircraft when the engine is of very high power, or high specific power (power/displacement).
Air is a poor conductor of heat, so we have to help it along by adding fins (more surface area for heat transfer) and baffles (to force the air around the cylinders). Air cooling obviously works best when the aircraft (or airship) is in motion. Some aircraft have cowl flaps; these are opened to expose the engine to more ventilation when it's in danger of overheating, and then closed to reduce drag. Some engines may have fans or pumps to increase cooling airflow.
Historical Airship Engines
This information probably isn't in Grantville Literature, but the specifications for the historical airship engines (all gas unless otherwise stated) are given below, and may be used as a guide for judging what a new time line engine should be able to achieve:









*German-made.









(1) Robinson 210, Dick 194. (2) Robinson 221 n. 50. (3) Vissering 61. (4) Dick 5 (5) Dick 195.
(6) 2522 pounds/engine, plus 401/engine cooling system, per Burgess.







Conclusion
While this part has given particular consideration to the internal combustion engine as an airship powerplant, canon has already made it clear that other means of propulsion will be put to the test. I will look at steam propulsion in Part Three.
*  *  *  *
To be continued . . .







The English Class from Hell
Written by Kristine Kathryn Rusch
I’ve had an amazing reading experience this spring. I teach week-long writing craft workshops, and I assign reading. I expect the students to finish the reading before the workshop, so that we have a common pool of stories to discuss.
One of the workshops I will teach this year is how to write short stories. I always assign short stories of every genre, usually in a year’s best collection. My theory is this: the editors of the year’s best chose not only good stories, but stories that represent the range of their respective genres.
Sometimes I get burned. I’ve learned, for example, not to assign any romance anthology because that genre does not have a year’s best. Nor are the existing romance anthologies compiled with any eye to quality. Instead, book editors ask their bestsellers to write a novella. Then the editors mix two of those bestseller novellas with two novellas by newer writers, in the hopes that the compilation will boost sales. Inevitably the newer writers have the better stories; the bestsellers often have no idea how to work at the short length.
This year, in the romance category, I created my own anthology with a combination of e-book short stories and my favorites from previous anthologies.
But I did—and do—make them read The Best American Short Stories every year. The volume always contains the pretentious and unreadable, but with the right editor, there’s only one or two of those stories. The rest are beautifully written, fast-moving, and often powerful.
I just finished the volume I chose for this year. Editor Richard Russo, whose Empire Falls is one of my all-time favorite novels, knows and appreciates plot, so I figured he’d choose a lot of plotted stories. I figured his volume would be on par with Stephen King’s, which was, in my opinion, the best of the Best American Short Stories volumes precisely because of his love of plot.
Only now I have a new best. King likes dark, dark, dark fiction. Russo appreciates the dark, but he also loves humor. This book has wonderful tales, memorable tales, and sometimes they made me laugh out loud.
It also has two science fiction stories, both from a special issue of McSweeney’sMagazine, published in 2009. The editor of that issue wanted stories that focused on single cities around the world 25 years in the future. (Unlike sf publications, McSweeney’shad enough money to actually send its writers to those cities to do research.)
One of the stories was pretentious and hard to read. The other was a good near-future sf story with a lot of drama and pathos.
I finished that story the day my June 4th New Yorker arrived. That issue bills itself as “The Science Fiction” issue which is, to my knowledge, the first time The New Yorkerhas done a genre issue, let alone an sf issue. What also amazes me is this: If you look at the line-up of authors, it quickly becomes clear that they belong in the issue. From Ursula Le Guin to Ray Bradbury, from China Miéville to William Gibson, this could easily be an issue of Asimov’s Magazine or a prestigious anthology edited by Jonathan Strahan, Gardner Dozois, or John Joseph Adams.
I want to read all of this issue, and I can’t say that about a lot of magazines that cross my desk these days.
I set The New Yorker aside, however, and went back to my reading for the workshop. Next up, the book I’d saved for last, following my own instructions for the workshop. I tell the students to read the volume they think they’ll like the least first, and the book they think they’ll like the best last. That way, if they couldn’t finish all the books in time, they’d at least be exposed to something they wouldn’t normally read.
I figured I’d love the sf best-of because I’d liked editions of it in the past. Unlike a couple of the other sf best-ofs, this particular editor tried, in previous volumes, to cover the range of the genre.
Only not this time. I have no idea what happened, but the reading experience I expected with The Best American Short Stories I had with the sf best-of. Pretentious, bloated, overwritten stories without plot or point. Most of them were difficult to read, trying to write from the point of view of a machine or a creature/person from a different time period (and failing miserably: we have to be able to read and enjoy the story before we appreciate a different point of view).
(By the way, you may think you know which best-of I’m referring to, but you don’t. As with the Best American Short Stories, I often pick a volume from a few years back. That, and the proliferation of sf/f/h years-bests should make it somewhat unclear which book I’m referring to. That’s on purpose.)
I read 300 pages of the 600-volume, growing angrier and angrier. I wanted to love this thing. Instead, it has become my bête noire. I will finish it in time for the workshop, but I’m using P.N. Elrod’s wonderful anthology, My Big Fat Supernatural Wedding, as a carrot to get me through. When I finish the best-of anthology reading for the evening, I read a few stories in the Elrod volume and feel much better.
I’ve had trouble with previous sf/f/h best-ofs because of the same problem this best-of volume has: the stories have become unreadable. In each case, the books were not the first in the annual series. My personal opinion, as a former editor, is this: the editors of these books have burned out. They’re no longer reading like readers; they’re reading like students trapped in the English class from hell. Instead of admitting they like stories about werewolves and Elvis impersonators, they’re buying things that will impress the teacher—or things that impress them because the story does something “hard” or “different,” forgetting that hard and different are not the experience readers want.
Next year, I’ll have to find a different volume. Or maybe I’ll do as I did with romance short stories. I’ll create my own volume, using all the available e-stories, anthologies, and magazines out there.
I do read the digest magazines. I know that Asimov’s and Analog are publishing great fiction, but little of it gets in these volumes. In fact, all of the “important” anthology editors have told me that they don’t read Analog any more. Nor do the sf field’s main reviewers. Why? Because, they say, Analog publishes the same old thing. Well, not that I’ve read lately. (And how do they know if they’re not reading the magazine????)
In fact, Analog’s recent issues have had a lot more in common with the June 4th issue ofThe New Yorker than the sf/f/h best-of volumes do. The New Yorker asked good writers who sell well—because their books have plot as well as stefnal interest—to write about their favorite genre or write something in their favorite genre.
The sf/f/h best-of anthologies read like The New Yorker did in the bad old days of the 1980s and 1990s, when the term “New Yorker fiction” was an epithet in the genre world.
The New Yorker got a clue. McSweeney’s got a clue. The Best American Short Storiesgot a clue.
But the small “important” part of the sf genre is doing what literary fiction did twenty years ago—writing for a select few people who only own the books to impress their friends. No one reads this stuff—at least willingly—and certainly not in large amounts (like 600-page books). Maybe one or two stories with lovely writing and no plot per anthology would be good. Y’know, like Stephen King’s or Richard Russo’s Best American Short Stories volumes.
Because right now, the best-ofs in the sf field aren’t introducing new readers to the field. That’s what Analog, Asimov’s, Lightspeed, and all the other magazines available digitally are doing. New readers are pouring in, and they’re enjoying the adventure, the inventiveness, and yes, the plots.
The things readers of the Grantville Gazette have loved for years.
The sf best-ofs are chasing readers away from the field, and that’s a bad thing. I’d rather see no best-ofs like the romance genre instead of pretentious best-ofs. I certainly don’t want new readers to think that sf/f/h is a pretentious genre. We’re not, you know. We’re a lot of fun. Just look at the TV shows and movies that have come out of our genre.
I’m hoping that the sf best-of that I chose this time was simply an aberration, that the editor will do better next year.
I would love to have a good representation of the field I love in a single volume every year so I can share it with students unfamiliar with the genre.
Stranger things have happened. Like an sf issue of The New Yorker.
*  *  *  *

















Eyes straining in the dim light of a tallow-candle stub, Estefan worked a carpenter's marking pencil around the curve of a second-hand protractor, sketching the precise lines of a thaumaturgic diagram. His paper, one side defaced with a smeared broadside advertisement, had been discarded from the printer's down the row. Soon he'd be doing this on fine vellum, ready for submission, but cheap pulp was good enough for a first draft.
He finished his Modified Pentacle of Attraction just as the candle stub gutted out. He'd salvaged several dozen of those from a bin at the chandler's across the street. His rule was that when the candle went out, it was time for sleep; he had a tendency to work till cock-crow otherwise. He set the sketch atop a pile of similar student work, curled up on his cot, pulled a scratchy wool blanket over his shoulders, and slept, dreaming of his admission to the Collegium Arcanum.
*  *  *  *
The next morning was drudgery, as mornings had been ever since an unexpectedly large load of green hides had come down the Al-kabir River three weeks earlier. Estefan's patron employer, Aazim the furniture maker, had secured a discount on the prepared leather by lending the labor of his staff—which was to say, Estefan—to the process of cleaning, curing, and tanning the hides. By noonday break, Estefan reeked of urine and lime, and despite his best efforts at a public washing fountain, he still bore a distinct aroma as he passed through the public entranceway of the Collegium's library. Several students wrinkled their noses at him as he passed.
Well, let them. He'd paid his study fees, and had the same rights of use as they did. He answered their sniffing with a cold stare of contempt for their fine linens and soft hands, and slid a twine-wrapped package of his rough-draft sketches across the countertop to the librarian on duty.
"Hello, Nelam. I'd like to submit this for first review."
The woman blinked at him, emerald eyes framed by lashes dark with kohl. He knew those eyes well, and the outline of the face beneath them. High cheekbones and a sharp, imperial nose were tantalizingly half-hidden by the sheer, nearly transparent, veil that local custom assigned to a woman working outside her own household. He'd spent many hours attempting to deduce the wonders of that face without appearing to stare.
She laughed. "Estefan? Why are you here? You could have just given this to me at breakfast."
"And rob you of your reader's fee? I wouldn't hear of it."
She raised one perfectly arched eyebrow. "That stiff northern pride of yours again?"
He shrugged.
She laughed again. "Well, I hope you don't mind if I bring my work home with me tonight."
He assured her that he would not, and, accepting the receipt for the package, exited the cool, marble halls for the heat of mid-day. The central square of the city was crowded with noontime buyers and sellers. He grimaced. He'd taken advantage of his status as a resident outlander on his way in; while the faithful were busy with noon prayer, he, as an unbeliever, was free to travel, so long as he was respectful, and did not disturb those bowing to the south and east. But prayer was long over now, and the tannery was down by the river docks, far from the city center.
In any other city in Europa, he could have gone to a public apportation kiosk, and, for a copper quarter-bit, would have been instantly transported to any registered destination in range. But in any other city in Europa he could not have made a living, however poor, constructing furniture by hand, not in competition with magical factories. Since a city whose main industry is the teaching of sorcery cannot afford to have the lines of magical flow constantly tweaked and twisted by ten thousand minor spells, non-educational magic above the level of a good-luck charm was strictly forbidden within an hour's march of the city walls.
Then a hubbub broke out on the other side of the square, near the farmer's market. Voices rose against the background murmur:
"Challenge match, student challenge match!"
"Two women!"
"Witch fight! Witch fight!"
Estefan was tempted to stay and watch; but as the crowd surged towards the free entertainment, a clear path opened towards his destination, and his sense of duty to his patron won out. He'd barely left the square when he heard a roar of crowd satisfaction break into volleys of laughter. Damn. Must have been a good one . . . .
Details had to wait until dinner time. As a non-family member, Estefan had to stay in the kitchen, so that Aazim's daughters could remove their veils to eat, but he could follow conversation through the open door. Nelam's younger sister, Tahia, who handled household affairs since their mother's passing, had been at the farmer's market buying a rabbit for stew, and had been in an excellent position to see the entire affair; her perfect-pitch ear for gossip had filled in the rest of the details.
"Afifa Al-Wadi started it all; she's a first-year who thinks she's already graduated; you know the type. Building mana through prayer or meditation just wasn't special enough for her; she had to challenge an upperclassman. She comes up behind Zuleika—that was her target, Zuleika Hierodule—comes up behind her, clears her throat so loudly that half the market turns around, puts her hands on her hips, and says, 'Well, if it isn't Zuleika! Has business been good for your mother lately?' "
Nelam snorted in amusement; her father didn't understand. "And what's wrong with a woman having a profession? It's not the sixteenth century anymore . . . " His voice trailed off as the question brought laughter from his daughters; Estefan wished he could see the expression on his employer's grey-bearded face.
Nelam explained. "Zuleika Hierodule is from the New Babylonian colonies, in the West Indies; her mother is a Priestess of Astarte. Temple prostitution is a sacred thing to them. "
"If Afifa thought she'd gain some advantage by angering her opponent, she made a big mistake," Tahia added. "You might as well insult a fish by calling it wet. But Zuleika understood the intention; she turned about, as cool as a fresh-cut melon, and issued formal challenge then and there. The second the proctors arrived Afifa let loose with aBlast of Purity—"
Estefan muttered "Bad move," into his stew bowl.
"—which was funneled right into Zuleika's shields. Zuleika reached up and lifted her veil—you should have heard the men 'ooh' and 'aah' over that—and blew the energy right back into Afifa's face; there was a crackle-snap-bang—and suddenly Afifa was dressed in a harlot's silks, bare face hanging out all painted and pretty, and she started waggling her hips, and offering herself to every man in the crowd!"
Laughter erupted around the table. Aazim recovered himself enough to ask, "Did anyone take her up on it?"
"Oh, the proctors rushed her off to the woman's dorms, and slapped a Veil of Chastityon her, which calmed her down a bit. The change in attitude appears to be permanent, though. Ruined as a competitor for this year, of course; not just from mana loss; all of her patron spirits were chaste symbols, Artemis, and Hestia, and the Virgin Mother, that sort. It'll take her months to realign to Aphrodite or Inanna."
Estefan nodded silently. The girl had compromised her own strategy with the opening insult; the false balance of equating a holy position with being a street tramp would have left a clear line of weakness in her defensive equations. She was lucky to have learned the lesson early. Between students, losing a challenge match transferred half of your personalmana to the victor; on the professional level, the risk was for all of your mana, along with, more often than not, your life.
"Well, I'm ready for my evening constitutional," said Aazim. Estefan grinned. That meant his employer was heading down to his favorite haunt for mint tea and hashish. "Cover your faces, girls, so the lad can clean up before I leave." It wouldn't be proper for Estefan to be alone in the house with two unmarried women, of course.
Estefan had barely finished scrubbing the stew-pot out when Nelam poked her head in the kitchen door. "Estefan? Could we talk in the garden for a moment?" The "garden" was actually just a gap, barely ten paces wide, between the family residence and Aazim's workshop. But there was a trellis with climbing roses, and a bench where one might enjoy their fragrance in the cool of the evening. More importantly, the space was in view of the street beyond, which made it a place where a young man and woman might meet in reasonable privacy without the need of a chaperone.
He emerged from the residence to find Nelam already sitting, his student sketches resting in her lap; he felt cold sweat at the back of his neck. "You've finished the review already?"
"It was a quiet afternoon, and I called in a favor or two to keep my schedule clean. Besides, it wasn't a difficult job."
He wondered if that was good news or not. "And . . . ?"
The hint of a sigh escaped from beneath the veil. "My professional opinion is that these spell-sketches are extremely competent, clean of line and complete on every level, without a single obvious flaw. If you had the tuition, I would estimate nine chances in ten that you would be accepted."
He sat down beside her. "Let's assume that I don't have the tuition fee at hand," he said lightly. That was a safe wager; even royalty winced at the cost of a Collegium education. "How do my odds shape up then?
She shook her head sadly. "Estefan, there are five hundred applications for sponsored scholarship submitted to the Collegium every year, and five are granted at most. It takes more than competence to win; there must be something unique about the application, some spark that makes it stand out from the crowd." She straightened herself. "On the plus side, a submission this detailed would almost certainly earn a recommendation to the Academy of Vocational Magic. Father could ask the carpenter's guild to sponsor you . . . "
A long silence followed. Eventually Estefan stood, and retrieved his sketches from Nelam's hands. "Thank you, but if I wanted to be a hedge-magician, I would have stayed in my home village and carved runes in the handles of hoes and sickles like the other dirt farmers."
"Estefan—I'm sorry."
He shook his head. "No; if I'd wanted kindness, I'd have asked your opinion as a friend. I insisted on professionalism, and that's what you've given me. It's not your fault that the truth is brutal." He straightened his shoulders. "Excuse me, but I must be at my studies."
Trading the perfume of the garden for the stink of tallow candles, he entered the workshop. It had taken him two years, working during the day, studying third-hand texts at night, to save enough for one season's study fees, one chance at sponsored scholarship. There was no reason to think another two years would improve his chances. It was time to shoot his bolt.
He removed his remaining savings from their hiding place, and compared his resources with his needs. The needs were vellum, quills, special inks—there must be iron gall in compulsion spells, ash from lightning-struck trees in anything concerned with weather control, a dozen other spell-specific ingredients—and the carefully neutralized paperboard box, opaque to magic, to contain his finished spells for submission. If he used all his coin,all of it, he could just make it. He placed his hand over his heart at the thought, touching a small, leather bag.
The next day he purchased ink, quills, and exactly fourteen sheets of vellum; one for each of the thirteen required diagrams, with one extra sheet set aside in case of error. Unable to afford false starts, he worked with slow deliberation. Unlike his earlier efforts, these sheets were each imbued with a touch of himself, a minor portion of his own magical potential, a leavening of his true name. Some could then be called up with only a thought, or gesture; others, more complex, would require the diagram's physical presence as a focus.
His efforts were made easier when the leatherwork finally finished up; not having to travel to and from the tannery added nearly an hour per day to the time when he could work magic. He finished almost a full week before deadline. In the end, thirteen spell diagrams were spread across his work table, each unique to him, each clean, complete, competent . . .
. . . And, he realized to his despair, utterly unremarkable. He'd tried with each one to capture that elusive something necessary to catch the eye of the Magister. And he knew that he had failed.
It was gallingly unfair. He'd never aspired to genius. He knew he was no Myrdden Ambrosius, to found a dynasty of knowledge, or an Albertus Magnus, to find common ground of all faiths in pure mathematics, nor even a schemer like Montevaldi the traitor. All he'd ever wanted was to be properly trained in the one profession that spoke to his soul. It was wrong that others would receive the education he longed for, for no better reason than that they had wealth he lacked.
But money, it seemed, possessed a magic of its own.
He sighed from deep inside, and then straightened his shoulders. Forlorn or not, the slimmest hope is better than its lack. It was time for his final purchase.
He had held off buying the insulating box until last; it was the most expensive single item, and he didn't want to risk some accident compromising it before use. He counted out the small amount left to him: Ten copper pieces, less than a quarter of what the box would cost. With a half-smile he pulled out the leather pouch that he kept around his neck day and night, and removed a single, slim silver coin, badly tarnished, the last coin remaining from the sale of his late father's farm three years ago. The rest had been spent to pay his way to The City of Knowledge Unbounded. Along with the coppers, it was just enough.
He had to clean it first, of course. One of the prime rules of magic is that endings resemble beginnings; paying for his passage into a new world with tarnished silver would be a poor omen. Borrowing a bit of polish from Aazim's supply shelf, he scrubbed the coin to a bright glow.
His heart thudded. Something was wrong. He held the coin to the candle light, and stared, unbelieving. A streak of brass showed through thin silver plate. Counterfeit!
How could it be? How could even his farm bumpkin younger self have missed so glaring a flaw? There was less than a week to the deadline—he'd never be able to raise the money in time. For half an instant he considered attempting to pass the coin as genuine—but his own stiff-necked honesty aside, endings resemble beginnings. He could not pay for a new life with false coin, not without poisoning his own hopes. Nor could he ask for Aazim's help; the shop barely showed a single silver's profit in a week.
His dreams were smashed by the loss of half an ounce of paperboard, a box not even intrinsically valuable; it was the transportation across the war-torn wilds of Europa that raised the price so ridiculously. In Germany, where they were made, he could have bought one with just the coppers . . .
That thought slowed his panic. The rules said his submission had to be presented within a magically neutral and insulating box, so that the stored spells were safe from accidental interaction with those of other applicants. But the rules said nothing of the manufacturer. The Germans had a monopoly on the combination of magic-free embossing and watermarking processes that allowed such boxes to be mass produced—but the principles and symbols used were common knowledge.
A manic grin spread across his face. If he had learned one thing under Aazim's tutelage, it was how to work wood, metal, and leather. He would have to make sure that none of the materials had any intrinsic magical or symbolic potential—or rather, to make sure that any such potentialities cancelled each other out . . . . Grabbing the familiar marking pencil and a sheet of broadside pulp paper, he began calculating the specifics. By the time his candle stub burned out he had confirmed that he could both reduce his expenses, and make his submission stand out from the crowd, with a single stroke.
Reviewing the materials available in Aazim's shop, and what he could build with ten copper's worth of them—after employee's discount—took up most of the next night. The details of design and symbology, took four more. He began allowing himself a second candle-stub per night, and then a third, and then abandoned limits altogether. The actual assembly of the box itself took place in a single night of focused effort. The hardest part was not placing a piece of his self into the construction, which would have defeated the whole purpose. Somehow it felt like magic, even though it wasn't.
When he made his submission, in the last hour before deadline, the application clerk appeared dubious. But after examining the package with a monocular scrying crystal to verify its lack of magical leakage, he eventually shrugged and accepted it.
Estefan felt an almost catastrophic sense of relief. Two weeks until the results are posted. Two weeks with nothing to do at night but catch up on my sleep. Paradise !
Unfortunately, his body and mind, habituated by years of late hours, refused to cooperate. He spent the first restless night memorizing the grain of the planks in his ceiling. The second found him obsessively calculating the hours left until the Collegium posted the acceptance list. By the third he was in the deepest pits of despair, certain that his spells were worthless, and his presentation box destined to be the butt of jokes for generations of application clerks yet unborn . . . .
On the afternoon of the fourth sleepless day, Aazim, observing his assistant nearly sawing his own thumb off, took the lad by the shoulder, and led him down the street to the Axe and Oar, a pleasant tavern catering to a mixed crowd of locals and outlanders, each sipping or puffing their own poison. There he gently, but firmly, oversaw the administration of several flagons of sleeping aid, while limiting himself to nothing stronger than mint tea. Estefan woke late the next morning, head pounding, with the distinct feeling that the entire city guard had been on patrol inside his mouth in their stocking feet. Thereafter he reduced his dosage to a single flagon of strong ale each night, just before bed. If he did not sleep well, at least he slept.
Finally came the dawn of the day of posting. Estefan resisted the urge to camp in the town square overnight, but was on his way the moment one could tell a white thread from a black. He found the area around the public notice board already surrounded by his fellow applicants, many of whom looked every bit as haggard as himself.
He had barely begun to push his way through the crowd of hopefuls, when a blast of trumpets sounded from the watchtowers along the city walls. Not the familiar call to prayer, but a strange, martial rhythm he had never heard before. The crowd around him grew still, faces paling in shock.
"What is it?" he asked a random stranger.
"Enemies at the gate," the stranger replied. And then a second trumpet call sounded; one familiar to Estefan from his studies; a challenge match approaching, on the Master Magus level. A challenge to Magister Sonas himself!
The city guard began clearing the crowd. "Move along! Clear Way! Challenge match! You don't want to be caught in the crossfire, do you? Make way!"
Estefan found himself pushed aside with the others, to the edge of the square. He heard murmurs from the crowd, recalling rumors whispered by river travelers at the Axe and Oar. Vienna had been taken in this manner six months ago, and Paris three months after that. In each case, conventional troops had apported in, just outside the city's defensive wards, followed by a magical challenge to the local master magus. In both challenges the defender had lost, leaving the besieged city to choose between fighting a ruinous battle with their main magical strength vanquished, or else surrender. Neither had chosen to fight.
If the same tactics were being used here, then there was only one person the challenger could be; Montevaldi, once Magister Sonas' greatest pupil. Montevaldi, who had stolen the scrolls of Myrdden, betrayed his oaths, sold his skills to the highest bidder, and in so doing almost single-handedly sparked the war that had raged across Europa for five years. Montevaldi, who, even before his turning, had never lost a challenge match.
And indeed, here he came, escorted by an honor guard of twenty men in magically augmented armor. A slender man, pale of skin, lean of face, clean shaven, clad in a red silk robe embroidered with dragons, his long black hair flowing over his shoulders. He floated two feet above the ground, standing on an ornate carpet of oriental design. The aura of his personal mana was so bright that Estefan was forced to close his inner eye against the glare.
And from the Collegium grounds, unescorted, strode Magister Sonas, wearing the simple black robe of his office, his forked white beard threaded through rings of gold and amber, his shaved head gleaming in the morning light like polished mahogany. His own aura of power, though no match for Montevaldi's, was solid and steady. And in his hands, he held . . .
Estefan blinked; blinked again; rubbed his eyes with both fists. It's happened. The stress, the anticipation, it's all finally come to a head. I've gone mad.
But no; it was impossible, but there, in the hands of the greatest Magus of the greatest magical seat of learning in Europa, was the box, his box.
With a hundred feet still separating the combatants, Sonas stopped, and addressed his rival. "So, Angelo, you've finally come back. I assume that you are not planning to return the scrolls?"
"The scrolls ceased to exist a long time ago, old man," Montevaldi replied, "except in here." He tapped the side of his own head. "If you want their power back, you have only to defeat me."
"Is that all?" Sonas asked. "And I thought this was going to be difficult."
Montevaldi sighed, rolling his eyes. And from out of a clear, blue sky, lightning crashed down upon the Magister. His personal shields held, of course, diverting the force into the ground. "Elemental Magic? Angelo, I thought you more sophisticated than that."
"Merely stretching the muscles, old man." This time Montevaldi made a subtle gesture with one hand, and the air around the elder sorcerer solidified into diamond. But again, his shields held, maintaining an egg-shaped zone of safety around him. A moment later Sonas made a gesture of his own, and the crystal shattered, dissolving back into air.
The Magister smiled mockingly. "Honestly Angelo; you know the strength of my defenses; we could be all day at this, and I have budgets to review. If you are such an unstoppable force as rumor claims why are you wasting time playing with me? I was your first mentor; surely I deserve the best you have to give."
Now Montevaldi scowled. "If you are in such a hurry to die, don't let me delay you."
He stepped off his carpet, set his feet firmly upon the ground, held his hands above his head, and pronounced six words in a forgotten language. Flames burst from his fingertips, leaping upward to form a humanoid shape thirty feet tall. The giant roared with the voice of a volcano, and advanced on the Magister, whose eyes grew wide at the sight.
"An afreet, controlled without Solomon's seal? I'll admit to being impressed—" His observations were interrupted as the fire demon's first blow smashed down upon him. Sonas' shields waivered, cracking badly, the transmitted force driving him to his knees. "Yes, a most worthy effort—"
A second, double-fisted blow shattered the shields entirely. From his place on the ground, Sonas nodded approval. "Yes, this ought to do." With that, he opened Estefan's box. Six sheets of parchment flew out, each covered in equations and geometric figures. Almost instantaneously they interlocked, folding into a complex solid whose shape constantly shifted, invoking higher dimensions, and with them, higher magics.
The afreet paused, gazing at the construct. A strange smile crossed its molten face.
The Magister smiled as well. "The question, dear Angelo, is whether your defensive skills are of the same quality as your attacks."
With a hissing blast of laughter, the afreet turned about and lunged towards Montevaldi, who barely got his own shields up in time.
"I know your name," Montevaldi screamed at the creature. "Obey me! Destroy him!"
The afreet's reply was a grin which shifted into a blazing deaths-head grimace. Flowing his entire being into a swirling storm of liquid flame, the monster poured white-hot death down upon his erstwhile master. Montevaldi's shields, backed by the mana won from dozens of victims, held for several seconds, but then began to melt; before they failed entirely, he threw up a second set, even stronger; these held for almost half a minute before they too began to weaken.
The heat of the attack drove onlookers out of the square. Even Montevaldi's guard, although partially protected by their enchanted armor, gave up ground. Estefan, unwilling to leave, found refuge in the same public fountain he had washed in weeks before. As a consequence, he was the only civilian to directly observe the fate of the infamous traitor.
The mercenary magician could conjure up new shields almost as quickly as the afreet could disrupt them, but the important word was "almost." With each repetition, the shields grew smaller in diameter, until they were all but skin-tight around him. The afreet swept itself into a spinning pillar of fire that dissolved into a shower of laughing sparks, and vanished, revealing Montevaldi's ashes compressed into a smoking statue of charcoal which still held a look of astonishment upon its face.
The Magister's spell-sheets disconnected from each other, and flew back to the box, which Sonas closed before rising to his feet. "Yes," he said, "That did quite well. Poor Angelo; he always did place too much faith in the strong offense."
He closed his eyes, and suddenly his aura blazed with the personal force that had previously belonged to the late Montevaldi. He opened his eyes again, glaring at Montevaldi's guards, scattered about the square. He gestured, and the armor peeled off their bodies, dissolving into rusted corruption before the pieces even reached the ground, leaving them in nothing but their long, woolen gambesons.
He spoke, and his voice was like thunder. "Your army has been similarly disarmed. Leave now, if you wish to continue in the habit of breathing." The invaders bolted towards the city gate. Magister Sonas snapped his fingers. Montevaldi's carpet, somewhat singed, flew to him. He stood upon it, and, with quiet dignity, floated back towards his office.
Estefan stepped out of the fountain, speechless. To have seen such events . . . no, to havebeen part of such events . . . Magister Sonas had chosen his handiwork as worthy to be part of his victory; surely that meant . . . He rushed to the notice board, and ran his still-dripping finger down the list of names. Some were marked "Accepted"; others"Rejected", or 'Recommended to Vocational Academy." None seemed to say"Accepted, with Scholarship." Finally he found his own name. The notation next to it read: "Please contact the Magister's office."
He ran the whole way, arriving quite flushed, and still somewhat damp. A fussy little man with a drooping moustache stared up from behind a desk. A sign proclaimed him to be the Magister's private secretary. "Can I help you, young man?"
Estefan nearly broke his neck nodding yes. "My name is Estefan Delgadillo. There was a note on the public board saying I should report here—"
The little man's expression softened. "Oh, yes, I have the package here." He reached into a desk drawer, and pulled out a standard, white, insulating box of German manufacture. Standing, he walked around the desk to hand it to Estefan. "You'll find all your spells in here, along with twenty gold; payment for your work."
"My work?"
"The box. Magister Sonas said it was the finest piece of magic-masking carpentry he'd ever seen; exactly what he needed to camouflage his new Defensive Reflection spell until the right moment to use it." His eyes brightened. "Did you see the match? I scryed it from here. Masterful, wasn't it?"
"B-but," stuttered Estefan, "but—my spells . . . .
"Oh, yes." The secretary's puckered face shifted into an expression of sympathy. "I'm sorry, young sir. There were so many fine submissions this year; he was unable to approve them all." He smiled gently. "But there's a certificate inside, a personal recommendation to the Vocational Academy." He opened the door, gesturing Estefan out. "Have a pleasant day."
Estefan stumbled into the hallway, his mind numb. He wandered the streets of campus and city aimlessly, until, at length, he found himself at the entrance to the Axe and Oar, where at last a course of action presented itself to him.
Entering, he stepped to the bar, and asked the tavern keeper what the most expensive drink he had was. Examining Estefan's disheveled and water-stained appearance with a dubious eye, the bartender reached under the counter, pulling up a dusty bottle with an ornate, gilt-lettered label. "Royal Seal mead-brandy; brewed with honey taken from hives kept in the Caliph's own hemp fields, blended with essence of kif. A half silver per shot."
Estefan slapped a gold coin onto the countertop. "Leave the bottle."
*  *  *  *
The bottle sat half empty on the table. Estefan's arms and legs felt all a-tingle, and his head floated several feet above his shoulders. He had never had a taste for hashish; his rare attempts to sample it had all ended in coughing fits. But here, enjoying its virtues in this golden fluid, he finally understood what Aazim saw in the stuff. He was, at last, high above his worries, high above his failures. So high, in fact, that he barely even noticed the confrontation at the door.
"I'm sorry miss," said the bartender. "It's city regulations."
"But he's right there. All I need to do is talk to him." The voice seemed familiar to Estefan, sweet and light, like a songbird. Like a dream he had once entertained . . .
"I'm very sorry, but the law says that no veiled women can enter."
"Oh, is that all?" replied the woman's voice. There followed the sound of tearing cloth, and a collective gasp from the patrons of the bar, and suddenly Estefan found he was no longer alone at his table. An unveiled woman, quite pretty, sat across from him, her bare face filled with a mixture of concern and anger. "Estefan, what has happened?"
He had trouble focusing his eyesight. There was something about her face; the eyes seemed familiar. "I'm schah—sorry, miss, I'm not innereshted today. Or proba'ly capable ri' now . . . ." There was a brief pause, which ended when the woman slapped him across the face. He blinked, shock clearing his vision. "Nelam? Is that you?"
"Well of course it's me! Who else would bare her face in a place like this for your sake? I didn't want to believe Papa when he told me where he had found you—or what you called him when he tried to get you to leave! "
”You're pretty!" he said. "I always knew you'd be pretty . . . " His observations were interrupted by another slap. "Oww!"
"Estefan, what's happened to you ?"
He grinned, rubbing his face. "Congratulate me; I've been accepted to the Vocational Academy. Me an' all the other hedge-magicians." He pushed the German insulating box towards her. She opened it, examining the contents. Her eyes grew wide at the small silk bag holding the nineteen gold coins remaining; her expression softened to sympathy as she removed an embossed certificate addressed to the administrator of the Academy of Vocational Magic. Then her brow furrowed in thought. "Estefan, have you actually read this?"
"Why bother?" He poured himself another drink; Nelam slapped the glass out of his grasp, spilling the precious contents across the table. "Hey, that stuff is expensive!"
"You can afford it. This isn't just a recommendation; this certificate is a directive to the Academy to immediately register you as a Magical Craftsman, Master Class!"
"Wha—let me see that!" She handed him the parchment. Sure enough, the certificate said exactly that. More, a notation was made in the Magister's own hand:
"In recognition of Applicant Estefan Delgadillo's great skill and practical knowledge, demonstrated in the construction of a containment system capable of camouflaging a Grand-Magus-Class defensive spell from enemy scrying, thus contributing greatly to the security of both the Collegium Arcanum, and of The City of Knowledge Unbounded in general, I hereby direct the exchequer of the Academy of Vocational Magic to lend, without interest, whatever funds are deemed necessary for him to establish a business for the manufacture of same, provided it be maintained within the city limits. (Signed) Lazarus Sonas, Magister of the Collegium Arcanum."
Estefan took a deep breath, and let it out slowly. "Well, that's something, I guess."
"You guess!" Nelam clawed her fingers towards her bare, pretty face in frustration. "Estefan, this containment system he mentions—would that be the box you were working on two weeks ago?"
"Why yes . . . "
"And what went into its making?"
He shrugged. "I used the left-over cedar-wood and leather from that last order of storage trunks, some cold-iron brads, oak scrap from—"
"The bottom line, please?"
That figure he knew by heart. "Ten copper pieces."
"Ten coppers. And for that, you got this!" She picked up the bag of coins, and shook them out across the table in front of him. "And here you have the Magister's endorsement, on public record. Every magician in Europa will want one! You'll have to beat the customers away with a bludgeon!"
"But—" he protested feebly, "but that's not magic!"
She rolled her eyes towards the heavens. "So? I told you, your work is good enough for simple admission. Take a year, or two, or five, to build your fortune, and you'll be able to pay your own way in! Besides, you've found a way to turn ten coppers worth of scrap into a bag of gold! I call that the greatest alchemical conversion in history!"
He gaped, face blank. And then he began to laugh.
Money, indeed, possessed a magic of its own.
*  *  *  *
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Table A2: Additional German Airship Engines
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