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








It's Just a Dog
Written by Walt Boyes




Weimar, June 1633
When Adolf Graube entered his mother and father's house, he always stopped in the doorway and breathed deeply. It was a scent that brought back the feelings of his childhood. His mother was in the kitchen. She turned when he entered, and hugged him. He was taller, so she had to reach up to put her arms around him.
"Ach, mein Bube," she said, "it is wonderful to see you! You don't come home enough. Does the duke really keep you so busy you can't come see your poor old mother and father every so often? Are the hunting dogs really more important than us?"
Adolf took off his coat and hat and hung them at the door. His mother bustled into the kitchen and his father led him into the main room where the table had been set for dinner.
"Sit, sit," his father said, and Adolf sat in the place he used to use when he was a boy. "Tell me how things are at the schloss, mein Herr Hundeabrichter." His father grinned.
"I am not a master dog trainer yet,and you know it, Papa, just a regular worker with the dogs. Someday, maybe," Adolf said. "Well anyway, we are getting the deerhounds ready for the fall hunt, and that takes time," Adolf began. "And we have just had a new litter in the kennel. One of the Hubertushund bitches. I sort of like the new name Bluthund that the Americans call them."
Dinner went well. As they were relaxing over a beer, Adolf's mother cleared her throat.
"Adolf, you are twenty-five years old, and you have a good job. It is time to start thinking about getting married."
"Ach, Mama," Adolf said, ducking his head. "I am not yet ready to marry. I want to be the Jagdmeister before I marry. As a simple dog trainer I am not ready. I do not have a house, and I cannot afford to buy one."
"But the wife will bring enough dowry to afford a house, perhaps," his father said.
"And I have some very nice girls I want to have you meet," his mother declared.
Adolf sighed. There was a small silence.
"Well, then," his mother said, "will you be able to come for dinner again next Sunday?"
"I think so, maybe," Adolf said.
"Good. I will invite a young lady from a good family and her parents."
"Oh, Mama!," Adolf groaned. "I have to get back to my dogs."
"We will see you next Sunday," his mother said, sweetly, savoring her victory.
Weimar, August 1633
"Ein feste Berg ist unser Gott!"
Adolf sang lustily, but not, he knew, well. His voice was loud but he had difficulty carrying the tune. So he sang the first verse with everyone else as loud as he could, and much more quietly during the remaining verses.
This had been the first Sunday in several weeks that he had been able to attend church with his mother and father. He had gone to services near the duke's house because he needed to be near the dogs. Now that the bitch he was working with had whelped, he didn't have to be there all the time.
On the way out of the church, after the service, Adolf's mother steered him to a family standing in the nave.
"I want you to meet this girl, Adolf," his mother said in his ear. "All you have to do is to say hello."
The young woman turned around. She was blonde, well-built and very pretty. She smiled nervously. Adolf smiled back, and nodded his head.
"Adolf, this is Gertrude Schmidt, and her parents, Herr Schmidt and Frau Schmidt." German women didn't take their husband's last name, Adolf mused, so her family must also have been Schmidt. Adolf shook his head and brought his mind firmly back to the present, and to Gertrude.
"I am pleased to meet you all," Adolf said. He was staring at Gertrude, and she was staring right back.
"Um," Adolf said, "may I walk you home from church? If that is all right with your parents, of course."
"I would like that," Gertrude said, as her father nodded. "And please call me Trude."
"Trude. I like that," Adolf said, with a big stupid grin on his face, offering her his arm.
The parents, both sets, stood watching them as they walked down the hill toward the Schmidt house.
Frau Schmidt smiled. "I think this will work out nicely," she said to Adolf's mother. "Nicely."
Weimar, November 1633
Adolf looked at the calendar Duke Albrecht had brought back from Grantville. He was almost afraid to touch it. The pictures were so very real. Not like woodcuts or etchings, or the paintings in the duke's house here in Weimar.
Duke Albrecht lived relatively simply in a townhouse because the schloss had burned down several years before and was being slowly rebuilt as the Wettin family could afford to do more work. But there were still enough beautiful things in the duke's house to make a poor young man wide-eyed and amazed.
It was also amazing what changes the Ring of Fire had made in just a few short years. Duke Wilhelm had abdicated, for heaven's sake, and was now something called the "leader of the opposition" in the Reichstag of a brand new empire, run by the king of Sweden, also for heaven's sake. Duke Bernhard was off probably fighting against the empire that his brother was probably going to be prime minister of. Duke Ernst was governor of a "state" not a duchy. And Duke Albrecht kept saying he was "ceo" of the Wettin companies. Whatever a ceo was. Adolf had heard it pronounced "see-ee-oh" but he didn't think it was quite right.
Adolf always said his head began to hurt when he thought about those things. Adolf knew dogs. In fact, he had just gotten promoted. He was now one of the dog masters at the schloss. For years now, he'd helped keep the ducal hunting dogs. There were many different kinds of dogs in the ducal pack, depending on the kind of hunting they were expected to be part of. Adolf was mainly in charge of the large game hunting dogs. These were the dogs that the Wettin family and their guests took hunting boar and deer and even a bear once in a while. It was easier to think about the dogs, and how to care for them, how to breed them for better hunters, and what was for dinner that night.
Practical, dogs were, Adolf knew. Dinner, sleep, fun, companionship. That was what was important to the dogs. It wasn't a bad way of looking at things, Adolf often said, both to himself and to the dog masters.
Duke Albrecht had come back from Grantville with a calendar. It didn't look a lot like any calendar Adolf had ever seen, and it was for a year that hadn't happened yet. The duke had given it to Adolf and said, "The Grantvillers have books on dogs, and the many breeds of dog that have been made in the future. But there is only one dog I am very interested in. It is named the Weimaraner, the Weimar dog."
The duke went on, "It would be excellent to have a Weimaraner dog, but there were none in Grantville when the Ring of Fire happened. I couldn't get the Grantville Library to let me have the book I saw, but I found somebody who had saved a calendar of pictures of up-time Weimaraner dogs. So I've brought you the calendar so you can see what they looked like. Do you think we could breed them up ourselves?"
Adolf looked at the pictures. The calendar had pictures of ghost gray dogs forming the letters of the alphabet. On the cover was a wide-eyed hound balancing three children's blocks, A, B and C, on his head.
He looked at Duke Albrecht. "They look something like a cross between a Saint Hubertus hound, what the Americans call blut hund, bloodhound, and that dog that is coming out of Hungary. What is its name? The Vizsla, yes, that's it. Let me think on it, Highness, for a few days."
Duke Albrecht nodded. "Here, keep the calendar until you are finished with it. You will need the pictures, yes?"
"Sicher, Your Highness." Adolf bowed. "Of course. I will take as good care of them as I do the dogs."
The duke laughed. "In that case, Adolf, I know this project is in good hands."
Adolf took the calendar to his room in the kennels. He sat on his bed, turning the pages and turning over what the duke wanted in his head.
He got up, and went to the dog run. He called his favorite bloodhound out of the run. "Hilde, komm her!" As the bitch ambled over to the gate of the run, he looked at her. She had the mark of the hound. She was mostly grizzled with black, white and gray coat, and brown patches barely visible through the coat. She was tall and fit, with a muscular deep chest that just screamed, "I can run all day!" He let her out of the run, and she leaned on him, as hounds do. Adolf scratched behind her ears and she made a deep rumbling noise that he often thought was what a huge cat might make, purring. If, that is, the cat was a dog.
Weimar, November 1633
Adolf went to see the chief huntsman, and showed him the calendar the duke had given him.
"Where can I find a Vizsla?"
"What's a Vizsla?" Gerhard, the Jagdmeister, asked.
"You know, the brown hound that comes from Hungary."
"Ach, so," Gerhard said. "Why do you care?"
"Duke Albrecht showed me a book he got from Grantville, that shows dogs called Weimaraners. He gave me the copy he had made for him there. We don't have a dog like them. He says he wants us to breed him some."
"Is the Vizsla for this?"
"Yes. The dogs in the pictures look a lot like a stockier, taller Vizsla. I've seen a couple of them, but I don't know where to buy one," Adolf said. "And they are gray."
"Who? The Vizsla? I thought you said they were brown."
"No, no, huntmaster, the Weimar dogs in the book. They are gray, like they were ghost dogs."
"Well, I will see what I can do. Do you want a dog or a bitch?"
Adolf thought. "I think I want a dog. Two if I can get them so I can pick the best of the two for stud."
"You don't ask for much," Gerhard grumbled.
"It isn't me," Adolf said, a little defensively. "It's the duke."
"I don't know what we can do. Aren't we at war with Austria?"
"I think so," Adolf said.
"Isn't Hungary part of Austria?"
"Yes, I think so. But isn't part of it conquered by the Turk?"
"Ja. So?"
"Do you see the problem?"
"Yes, but I have to have an answer for the duke! Can we make this Weimaraner dog or not?"
"Well," Gerhard finally harrumphed. "I will see what I can find out."
Max, who was responsible for the pack dogs, the fox hunting dogs, and the rabbit dogs stepped into Gerhard's little office. "I couldn't help overhearing. The duke wants his own Weimaraner dog, eh?"
"Ja, das ist richtig," Adolf said. "That's right."
"Well, if you can't get a Vizsla, why don't you think about using a chien-gris?"
"What, you mean the dog from the French king's kennels?" Adolf said. "Don't you think we might have the same problem as with the Vizsla? We're at war with the French too, nitwit." He play punched Max on the shoulder.
"Yes, but perhaps my lord Bernhard might be able to help us there," Max said. "You could see if Duke Albrecht would write him and ask him."
"Fine. That's what we do, then," Gerhard stood, signaling an end to the discussion. "I'll see if I know anybody who might be able to get us a Vizsla dog. Adolf, you talk to the duke and see if he will write to his brother. And we will see if we can make us a real Weimar dog."
Weimar, November 1633
Adolf found himself thinking about Trude. He thought about her a lot. He was fascinated by her smile, her laugh, and her eyes that always seemed interested in him. He continued to be surprised that she liked him, but he was getting to accept it as a gift from God to an unworthy man.
He'd invited Trude to come and visit the kennels and meet some of his favorite dogs. He was hoping that she'd like them, and what he did for the duke. And he'd been right.
Trude sat happily on the floor of the kennel, with wriggling little balls of fur with feet in her arms, in her lap, and on the floor around her. As one of the little puppies licked her nose, she giggled.
"Do you like my dogs, then?" Adolf asked.
"Oh, yes, I do!" Trude said, smiling widely. "And these little things came from that big one there?" She pointed vaguely at Adolf's favorite bitch, Hilde, who raised her head and stared at her. Trude looked away.
"Yes, they are hers," Adolf said, rubbing behind Hilde's ears. "They are just a day old and I thought you'd like to see them."
"Oh, my," Trude said, and then stopped. "You must think me a very silly girl to be gushing like this over just a dog."
"Trude, there is no such thing as 'just a dog,'" Adolf said, sliding over to her on the floor and taking her hand. "Dogs are wonderful parts of God's creation. They give love unconditionally, and all they want is love and food in return."
Trude nuzzled the little brindled puppy she was holding. "All you want is love, eh? I bet you want your dam's milk too." She rose to her knees and handed the puppy off to Adolf, who set it at Hilde's teats. The little puppy latched on easily even though it didn't have its eyes open yet, and began to eat.
Trude gazed at Adolf with a speculative look in her eyes.
Weimar, Mid-November 1633
"Come, my sweet, we have thinking to do."
Adolf unlatched the kennel and let Hilde out into the kennel yard. He headed toward the gate, the big bloodhound at his heels. "And we are going visiting," Adolf said. Hilde woofed softly.
It was a crisp, cold day as Adolf and Hilde walked down the hill from the duke's hunting lodge where the kennels were. They crossed the plaza and turned into the street where Herr Schmidt had his shop and home. Adolf knocked, and Frau Schmidt came to the door.
"Guten Abend," Adolf said. "Ist Trude zu Hause?"
"Yes, she's here. Wait," Frau Schmidt said. "I'd invite you in, but you have that huge hound with you!"
"It's all right, Mama," Trude's voice came from the stairs. "We are going for a walk. The dog doesn't have to come in."
Frau Schmidt grumbled. "I don't know why that huge thing has to go around with you, Adolf. After all, it's just a dog!"
Trude pulled on her wrap, and she and Adolf laughed as they started off down the street, Hilde on the outside, guarding the pair. "Just a dog! Imagine that, Hilde!" Trude said. Hilde woofed.
"Where are we going?"
"To the kennels. I have something I want to show you."
"What?"
"A booklet from the future! It is a calendar," Adolf said.
"From the future? Oh, you mean from Grantville! I haven't ever seen a book from Grantville. What does it look like?" Trude said.
Trude sat on the floor of Adolf's room with Hilde's head in her lap as he paged back and forth through the copy of the calendar from the future that Duke Albrecht had given him. He paused on each page so he could show her the things that made these dogs different from all the downtime dogs he'd ever seen. The calendar had enough pictures, twenty-six of them to be exact, two on each page and one on the cover and back, and several different Weimaraner dogs in each one.
Adolf thought there were four of them, two dogs and two bitches. He went through the calendar's months from A to Z quickly and then he slowly went through each page. As he did, Hilde's tail thumped contentedly on the floor. Trude watched him quietly, as she stroked Hilde's head.
"These are photographs?" Trude asked. "They are marvelously detailed, even better than stone lithographs!"
"Yes," Adolf said, turning a page. "According to the duke, the man who took the photographs is a—was a—famous artist in the up-time. Wilhelm, no, William, Wegman, his name was."
"They are beautiful, absolutely beautiful dogs," Trude said. "Look at their faces. You'd think they could speak."
"Yes, they look very intelligent. And those light eyes. I wonder how I will find a dog like that to breed to," Adolf said.
"Doesn't the duke have any dogs with light eyes?" Trude was surprised.
"No, it isn't usual. Most dogs have the brown eyes, like Hilde here." Hilde thumped her tail, pleased to be talked about.
"But I have heard of a dog that comes out of Hungary that has the short and shiny coat like in these pictures, and the chien gris dog from France sometimes is light eyed. The Hungarian dog is supposed to be a very old breed, too. They call them Vizsla."
He scooted nearer to Trude on the floor, so that their heads touched as they poured over the pictures. Trude smiled. Hilde's tail thumped, and she woofed softly.
Weimar, April 1634
"So," Adolf's father said, "Have you decided that you want to marry Trude? You have been stepping out for several months now."
Adolf tried to change the subject. "I've been given a project by Duke Albrecht himself," he said. "I've been working on breeding a new kind of dog. It was bred by the up-timers in the Weimar of the eighteenth century, for one of Duke Albrecht's descendants. The duke says he wants to make a real Weimar dog now. A real Weimaraner."
"What is the dog supposed to look like?" his father asked.
"They are gray, almost like a ghost, and they have light eyes."
"Well, we've always had gray dogs!"
"Yes, Papa, but they don't look exactly like the Weimaraner from the future. The duke wants a pack of those."
"What are you getting for this project?" his father said. "Surely the duke promised you a reward."
"Nothing other than my wages, father," Adolf said.
"You should go to the duke and ask for a reward, Adolf. You will never get anywhere unless you put yourself forward!" His father slapped the table to emphasize the point. It was an argument that was old and well worn.
"It will be a long while before I can present the duke his new dog breed," Adolf said. "I will have to give him something before I can ask for a reward, Papa." Adolf's answer never varied.
"And I don't know about marrying Trude, either!"
Weimar, Late April 1634
Adolf, Max and Jagdmeister Gerhard sat looking at the duke's calendar from Grantville for the umpteenth time. "Well, it's got the shape of a Viszla," Gerhard said, "but it looks much larger."
Max pointed to one of the pictures. "It's got the head of a Viszla, though. Look at the difference between these pictures and the St. Hubertus dogs, even the ones we get that are occasionally gray."
Adolf thought. "One thing we know, though. We have to breed two grays together to get grays. Otherwise we might get lucky, or we'll just get brown puppies."
"What you're saying, then," Max said, "is that we need to breed the Viszla in, but select for the Viszla head and a coat that is very smooth and shiny like the Viszla's but a gray coat. That's going to take some time."
"Well, we have a couple of those French bitches, the chien gris. We get mostly gray puppies from them. There's a male from one of those litters that is just about ready to breed by now."
"And look at the eyes in the pictures. They aren't brown! How are we going to breed that in? Do we even have a light eyed dog?" Max wondered.
"That I don't know yet," Adolf said. He turned to Gerhard. "How are we coming with getting a Viszla? It sounds like we really need a male, maybe two."
"I have asked Duke Albrecht to write to a man he knows in Austria, Janos Drugeth, who is from Hungary and who is powerful in the court of the emperor. We have not heard back from him, yet," Gerhard said. "But you know how the nobles are—they trade dogs back and forth all the time. They all seem to be looking for the perfect hunting dog."
"And we don't?" Adolf shot back.
"Ja, ja, ja! Sure we do. Nicht wahr?"Gerhard nodded.
"While we're waiting, I want to see what we can do with the stock we have," Adolf said.
Weimar, May 1634
"Come on, girl. You can do it!" Adolf coached his beloved Hilde as she delivered her litter of pups. Adolf had bred her to a chien gris dog who had a very gray coat. So far, she had delivered five pups, and three of them were mostly gray. There was a male and two females in the litter. "Good girl, Hilde!"
The puppies looked a lot like the pictures in the up-time book, except they had brown eyes and a slightly rougher coat. Their heads were more like the bloodhounds and they had the "mark of the hound" in their coats, too. The undercoat had some brown in it on the three gray ones.
As usual, Trude had come to the kennel to meet the new puppies.
"See, Trude," Adolf said, handing her a puppy. "This is what I am trying to make for Duke Albrecht. "This is as close as we can breed yet to the up-time Weimar dog."
"A real Weimaraner," she said.
"Yes. That's what they will be."
Trude held the little gray puppy close. The tiny bitch puppy had just opened her eyes, and she looked at Gertrude with her big, brown eyes.
Adolf fetched the book they'd poured over together before. "This is what they are supposed to look like," he said, pointing to the cover, with the wide-eyed gray dog balancing three alphabet blocks on his head. "I still have to figure out how to get the light eyes."
"What are you thinking?" Trude asked. She seemed very interested. Adolf wondered if she was interested in what he was doing, or just interested in him. It really didn't matter. He liked Trude a lot. More than he liked Hilde, which was saying a lot. He thought Trude liked him back. He hoped she did. He prayed she did.
"I'm thinking we should give Hilde back her puppy, and go. I can walk you home."
Trude bent and laid the puppy back in the whelping box, where she immediately sought and found her dinner. Trude straightened, and smiled at Adolf. "I'd like that," she said.
The couple walked arm in arm out of the kennel and down the cobblestoned street. The street was very narrow, in some places almost too narrow for two people to walk abreast. The street smelled.
"It will truly be nice," Trude said, "when they get the new sewer finished."
"Oh, yes. And it will make the stables and the dog runs smell better, too, when we get the pressurized water hoses the Duke's engineers are making."
Adolf and Trude had been stepping out now for about eight months. Adolf sucked up his courage.
"You know that I like you very much, Trude," he began.
"Yes, and I like you too."
"Do you think it could be more than 'like'?"
Trude turned to face him, taking both his hands. "Yes, it could. In fact it is. Silly man. I've been waiting for you to make up your mind."
"I don't have a lot of money. I don't know how I could support you."
"I have a decent dowry," she said. "That will help. We can get a house together."
"Will you marry me?"
"Of course, silly man," she said.
He bent his head and kissed her to seal the proposal.
They walked arm in arm to her parents' house. She invited him in. Adolf swallowed hard, sucked up his chest like a soldier, and prepared to meet the firing squad. Well, at least her father.
Trude's mother hustled her away, as soon as they entered the house. Her father motioned Adolf into the kitchen.
"Sitz," he said. Like a good dog, Adolf sat.
"So, young man, what are your intentions toward my daughter?"
"Herr Schmidt, my intention is to marry your daughter, if you will give me permission. We care for each other, and we think we could be a good match. I have prospects. One of these days, Gerhard is going to retire as jagdmeister, and I think I will be able to get the job." Adolf stopped because he knew he was babbling.
Schmidt sat there looking at him. He didn't say anything for a while. Adolf felt like trying to melt through the floor.
Finally, Schmidt said, "Well then. I should speak to your father about posting the banns."
Adolf found that he'd been holding his breath. He let it out in a huge sigh.
"Now it is late, mein Sohn," Schmidt said. "and you should take yourself off to your bed."
"Danke schön," Adolf said as he went out the door. "Gute Nacht!"
Gyulafehérvár, Transylvania; July 1634
George I Rákóczi crumpled the letter in his fist. The prince of Transylvania sat back in his chair and tapped the table with the fingers of the hand that was not clenching the paper.
"So, they don't want to concede to me my title or the lands they've stolen, but they think I will do them favors?" He cursed the Habsburgs, as he regularly cursed them. Not that his curses appeared to have any effect.
"What do they want, Lord?" his secretary asked.
"The so-called emperor of Austria and Hungary, which territory includes, he claims, the land of Transylvania, damn his eyes! He would like to have me gift some of my dogs to a damn German duke, who isn't even a subject of his!" Prince George pulled his beard several times as he often did while thinking hard.
"Fine. I daren't refuse the request, since it is reasonable, and might put the emperor ever so slightly in my debt. But here's what we are going to do. Istvan, I'm putting you in charge of this," he said to his secretary. "Get the huntmaster to pick the viszlas to send, and have him pick the scrawniest, most pitiful two dogs in our entire kennel. Send those to this Duke Albrecht of Saxe-Weimar. We will see what he does with them."
"Yes, Lord," Istvan bowed and started to leave the room.
"Wait."
"Yes, Lord."
"At least Albrecht is a Protestant. That's one saving grace. But by the time Ferdinand finds out, if he ever does, that the dogs were wrecks, we will have been able to say we complied with the request of our brother monarch. There's one in the eye for him! Write the letter for me to sign, Istvan!"
"Yes, Lord."
Istvan left and went out to the stables. He found the huntmaster at work training a dog.
"The prince wants two of your poorest specimens of Viszla dogs to go to some princeling or other in the Germanies. Pick the two worst and let me know when you are ready to ship them and I will arrange it," Istvan said.
"Hmmm. I have just the ones. They are from a litter of only two, and they are very strange looking. They have the eyes of the Devil—they are blue and very light, not the warm brown of our good dogs. We can send them tomorrow."
Istvan said, "I will have shipping papers drawn up. Build them traveling crates and put some food together for them. It will be a long trip to Weimar.
Weimar, April 1635
Hilde's little gray puppy wasn't either little or a puppy any longer. She was curled around the legs of the cradle that Adolf and Trude's brand new son, Gerhard, was in. Trude said that the gray bitch had appointed herself assistant mother to their son.
Adolf came in the door, stamping the snow off his shoes as he entered. Gretchen raised her head and thumped her tail two or three times on the floor in welcome. Adolf had named her after the famous Richterin, the head of the Committees of Correspondence. Adolf and Trude both belonged to the Weimar branch. Duke Albrecht didn't seem to mind, especially since his brother Ernst and die Richterin were, if not friends, then respectful acquaintances.
Trude turned from the cutting board to her husband's hug and kiss. "You'll never guess what happened today," Adolf said.
"No, I probably won't," Trude said, irritated. "And I won't know until I hear it, silly man. So what?"
"We got a shipment of two Viszla dogs from Hungary, actually Transylvania, today. They are a miserable pair, though. They are a little short, and they both are scrawny and undergrown. One has an undescended testicle, so he's probably useless. But they both have the light eyes I've been looking for."
"So what is next?"
"I think that Gretchen is about to have a boyfriend," Adolf said. "She should come into her heat next month, and I will breed her to the Viszla that has two balls. His name is Béla."
"Will that give you the dog you are trying for?"
"Maybe, but probably not. The heads are still not quite right, and those light eyes—" Adolf moved closer to his wife.
"You will not get what you are trying for," Trude said, laughing and fending him off, "until after dinner and der Bube sleeps. So save your ardor!"
Weimar, Late August 1635
Gretchen panted. Adolf stroked her head. "You are doing fine, little girl. Any minute now, and they will come out. I think I feel four or five little ones in there, girl. So let's get busy and get them out here where we can see them."
Gretchen pushed and the first puppy emerged. She licked it clean, and ate the afterbirth, as the second pup made its appearance. Soon all five puppies were nursing, their little eyes screwed shut.
"Trude, look!" Adolf shouted, as he saw Trude and Gerhard coming into the kennel yard. Gerhard was just toddling, and Trude hoisted him into her arm while she held a basket in the other. "Five of them! Five! Three boys and two girls. And they are all gray!"
"They are beautiful," Trude said. "Look at their coats, how shiny and smooth!" she went on, as she let Gerhard down. He toddled purposefully over to Gretchen, and patted her on the head.
"Good job, Gretchen," the toddler said. "Lunch now, Mama?"
Adolf picked him up and swung him onto his shoulders. "Lunch now," he said, as he and Trude made for a trestle table and benches in the kennel yard. Trude unpacked the basket.
"So," Trude said as she poured the small beer into two stoneware mugs, "how close will these dogs be to the magical 'Weimaraner'?"
"Pretty close, I think. It depends on what the eyes look like when they open them. The pups have finer heads than I was expecting, and they should have the large chest but lean flanks that Béla has, and be a little shorter than Gretchen," Adolf said, between bites of the meat on a slab of bread concoction that people were beginning to call 'sandwich' in Amideutsch. "If the eyes are light, like his, we will have our first generation we can call Weimaraners."
December, 1636
Duke Albrecht swung down from his horse in the kennel yard. "Gerhard said you have something to show me?" he said to Adolf.
"Yes, Highness, I do. If Your Highness will please wait right here," Adolf said, and bowing, turned and began to go into the kennel building. A sound from the duke stopped him.
"Highness?" Adolf said.
"It is cold and it is starting to snow," the Duke said. "Couldn't this wait for a nicer day?"
"I will be but a minute, highness," Adolf said, ducking into the kennel.
He came back leading five gray dogs, with light yellow eyes.
"Highness," Adolf said, "your Weimaraner dogs." He took each dog in turn and walked them around the kennel yard, showing the Duke what they looked like.
Duke Albrecht stood there, his eyes wide, the cold and the snow completely forgotten.
"And they seem to have the personality that the up-timer duke bred for, too?" the Duke asked.
"Jawohl, Hoheit," Adolf said. "They are people dogs, but they are hunters too. No cat is safe in this yard." His gesture took in the snow covered kennel yard and the road as well.
Bystanders had gathered now, to see the duke's reaction to Adolf's work.
Duke Albrecht said, "I like them. How old are they? What have you named them?"
Adolf said, "They are eight months, hoheit. I named them from the calendar, highness. This one is Ahh, this one is Bay, this one is Cee and those are Day and Ey."
The crowd laughed, as did the duke. "I think I shall take Ahh with me for a while, then. Come, boy."
He mounted his horse and turned it around in the kennel yard. Adolf took off "A's" leash and "A" seemed to understand as he moved to stand just behind the Duke's left stirrup. The others sat when Adolf told them to, watching.
"Let's go, boy!" The duke prodded his horse into motion, and he and the Weimaraner headed down the snowy hill to the house.
He stopped just as he was about to pass through the kennel gate. "Adolf," he called.
"Yes, Highness," Adolf said, noncommittally.
"Gerhard is retiring in six months, and he has asked that I make you his successor as Jagdmeister. Is that acceptable to you?"
"Oh, yes!" the new Huntmaster of Weimar replied. To himself, he said, "It's not just a dog."
****
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December 1634, Magdeburg
Johann Fabricius didn't go looking for fights, they found him—with considerable ease. Fortunately for Johann, the fights he didn't go looking for always seemed to occur when he was in the company of Al Dinckeler, who also didn't go looking for fights.
They didn't go looking for fights because both of them were now lance corporals, with the attendant increase in pay, and looking for fights could result in having the single lance corporal's stripe taken from them, and losing the attendant additional pay. Elevation to lance corporal had been a reward for qualifying for Captain Finck's new beach reconnaissance unit. Together, Johann and Al made up forty-percent of the unit's current strength.
On this fateful evening Johann and Al were minding their own business, walking around the seedier backstreets around the naval base at Magdeburg, checking out the girls on offer in some of the windows.
There was the sound of a scuffle and someone shouted out. "Fight! Marines, to me!"
Johann glanced over to Al. They were Marines, and Marines stuck together, even if it meant getting involved in a fight. "Should we check that they don't need our help?"
"Yes, but we don't get involved unless they're losing. You know what the captain said would happen if we got into another fight."
The captain had been vocal about his disapproval of the two of them getting into fights and had threatened all kinds of punishment above and beyond the loss of rank, pay, and privileges. He had been extremely creative. Johann nodded to indicate agreement and the pair trotted towards the sounds of fighting.
Next day
Captain Wilhelm Finck, the commanding officer of the 1st Reconnaissance Company, First Marines, was hopeful that the summons to meet the USE Marine's commanding officer was about his request for funding to increase his establishment to the point it could justly be called a company.
"Captain Finck, reporting, sir."
"Take a seat," Colonel Friedrich von Brockenholz said, indicating one of the comfortable chairs. He picked up a paper scanned it, and slid it across his desk to Wilhelm. "It seems two of your men got involved in a fight last night."
Wilhelm was immediately on the defensive. "Lance Corporals Fabricius and Dinckeler were going to the aid of a group of Marines being set upon by soldiers, sir."
"Yes, yes." Friedrich waved away Wilhelm's protest. "I'm aware that there is some conflict with elements of the army, who believe they are doing all the fighting and dying, while the Marines stay safely in Magdeburg. However, this isn't the first time there have been complaints about these two men."
"I've done what I can to keep them occupied, sir, but the plan was that after they were trained up that they would go on to select and train new personnel until we were at authorized strength."
"Well, that's not going to happen this year and probably not next year either. I'm sorry, Wilhelm, but currently there are no plans to involve the Marines in the coming campaign season, and there is no reason to think next year will be any better. You're lucky we can maintain funding for your command as it is, without worrying about funding an expansion, especially for a unit for which the planned role doesn't exist."
"But we need the beach reconnaissance capability. Bornholm told us that."
"Which is why I've gone out on a limb to protect you from budget cuts," Friedrich explained. "However, I can't give you money that doesn't exist. You're going to have to be inventive, and you're going to have to find something that will keep your pair of hot-heads out of trouble before I'm forced to do it for you."
****
Johann sat reading, his finger tracing along below the words as he muttered them under his breath. It wasn't that he couldn't read—he'd had the same basic education every Lutheran boy got—but rather the material he was trying to read was causing him problems. He'd never have tried to read a book, let alone one as difficult as this, if he hadn't inherited it from his friend Matthias Delp. Matthias had been a university student before he became all patriotic and volunteered for the Marines.
Johann paused to spit to one side. That had been Matthias' first mistake. The first rule of survival as a soldier was "never volunteer," but poor naïve Matthias had abandoned his education for patriotism, and it had gotten him killed in the fiasco that had been the invasion of Bornholm. Matthias hadn't had time to read this book before his death—he hadn't even got around to cutting a quarter of the pages—so Johann was reading it for him.
"There you are, Fabricius!"
Johann looked up to see Sergeant Christoph Fels and Corporal Nik Müller approaching. He marked his page with a ribbon and struggled to his feet.
"The captain has decided upon your punishment, Fabricius. To keep it unofficial, you and Dinckeler will volunteer to work for Kelly Construction out at Magdeburg airfield," Christoph graciously dropped his bombshell.
"You can't do that," Johann protested. "That'd be an extra judiciary punishment, and they aren't allowed."
"The alternative is an official punishment. Would you rather lose your stripe and the associated pay, and still have to perform manual labor?"
Johann abhorred manual labor, which was why he'd initially enlisted. However, if he was going to have to do it, he'd prefer not to lose his rank and privileges as well. "When you put it like that, Sarge, where do I sign?"
"I'm happy to hear you're so willing to spend a week turning rocks into gravel. They need a lot of it for the new runway."
Ouch! After the threats the captain had made he hadn't expected to get off lightly, but breaking rocks, outside, in winter? That was just plain nasty. On the other hand, Kelly Construction was supposed to pay well. "Do we get paid by Kelly Construction?"
"There will be no double dipping. You'll continue to draw your Marine salary, and anything Kelly Construction would normally pay you will be donated to unit funds . . . won't it?"
Christoph's glare told Johann that he wouldn't be able to profit that way. He'd sort of expected that, but he'd had to ask, just on the off-chance that the answer might be yes. Still, Kelly Construction offered all sorts of perks to their workers. Johann's brain heated up as he considered how he could play the system to his advantage.
Magdeburg airfield
Even though they were supposed to be breaking rocks, and Hans Pfuel, the foreman, must have been specifically instructed to ensure Johann and Al didn't slacken off, nobody begrudged the stoppages in work that occurred whenever the DaedalusParachutingSchool's big balloon went up. Most of the flights just took a gaggle of sightseers up to get a birds-eye view of the city and surrounding countryside, but there was always the possibility that some brave fool would jump out, trusting to a bit of silk to carry them safely to the ground.
"They've got a jumper," Hans said. "That high up it has to be Herr Schockley or Frau Kubiak doing a freefall jump."
Johann wished he had the man's telescope so he could see everything. Instead he had to make do with his unassisted eyes. He held a hand above them to protect them from the sun, and concentrated on the basket suspended below the balloon some ten thousand feet above. A speck detached from the balloon and fell.
Johann knew what freefall was, because Hans had described several of the jumps he'd witnessed, in excessive detail—with a tendency to concentrate on just how close to the ground they liked to get before opening their parachutes. A horrifying thought struck Johann. He and Al knew a Herr Schockley. He had helped design and run the selection course and subsequent training program for the beach reconnaissance company. Their Herr Schockley was also a director of Kelly Construction, and so would be known to Hans.
Al voiced the question Johann was desperately trying to avoid. "Surely the captain's not going to have us learning to parachute?"
****
On the other side of the airport, where Johann and Al couldn't see him checking on their work ethic, Captain Wilhelm Finck was also looking at the man plummeting toward the ground. As the commanding officer of a reconnaissance unit, Wilhelm had a set of new-build binoculars, which he currently had focused on the skydiver. "I hope he doesn't hurt himself."
Beside him, another observer chuckled. "Carl? Nah, he's done enough jumps to know how to get out of just about anything that could go wrong."
Wilhelm turned to the woman, who he immediately identified as an up-timer. "It's dangerous. Why would any sane person do it?"
Tracy Kubiak smiled. "It's the closest thing to flying free like a bird there is in the world."
"You sound as if you've done it yourself."
"Yes," Tracy agreed. "Hundreds of times." She offered him her hand. "Tracy Kubiak. Daedalus is my baby."
"Surely the business hasn't been going long enough for you have done so many jumps!"
Tracy shook her head. "I started parachuting when I was in the army."
"I assume you mean the up-time American army?"
"That's right. I was a rigger. That means I was responsible for maintaining and packing parachutes. As a show of confidence in our ability to properly pack parachutes, we were expected to jump using parachutes randomly selected from ones we'd packed."
"But why would the army want parachutists?"
"You'd do better asking Carl that. I just knew we had them. However, the first military use of parachutes was as a 'rescue' device for pilots and aircrew wanting to abandon observation balloons, and later airships and airplanes."
Wilhelm watched Carl continue his fall until suddenly something separated from his body and caught in the air. "That is a parachute?" he asked Tracy.
"That's right. It's a ram-air design. That aerofoil shape means that it can glide like a plane. Come on, I'll introduce you to Carl, and he can explain about paratroops."
Wilhelm followed Tracy as she walked over to a roped off area where Carl had just settled gently to the ground. As he got closer he was able to identify the man as Carl Schockley, one of the advisers responsible for helping set up the selection and training program for his beach reconnaissance company.
****
Wilhelm walked around the coffee shop attached to the Daedalus Parachuting School, looking at the photographs on the walls. Most of them were aerial shots of Magdeburg taken from the balloon, some of them were people standing by the balloon basket or in front of the large Daedalus emblem on the front of the main building, and some of them were of people parachuting. Wilhelm was able to recognize Tracy Kubiak and Carl in several of them.
When he finished looking at the photos Wilhelm approached Carl, who was sitting at a table waiting for him. "Why didn't you suggest parachute training for the reconnaissance company?" he asked as he sat down.
"The doctrine of paratroops doesn't fit the projected operational use of your company, Wilhelm. Paratroops are usually dropped behind enemy lines. That's not what beach reconnaissance teams do. They operate on the front line, checking out the defenses that the main assault force has to break through. That's why we concentrated on swimming, diving, and small boat operations."
Wilhelm worried the information, and finally had to concede Carl's point. The budget had been stretched thin enough just training the few men he had in the essential skills, but the idea of Fabricius and Dinckeler parachuting from the balloon was just so appealing. "There is no good reason why we might want to add parachuting to our skill set?"
Carl shook his head. "Up-time, being parachute qualified was more of a rite of passage to get into any of the elite units than it was a practical method of deploying troops. They were used in the Second World War, but, well, the battle for Crete taught everyone that paratroops are sitting ducks until they can get to the ground. After Crete, paratroops were mostly limited to use as expendable road blocks, dropping in advance of the main force to secure bridges to deny them to the enemy, while keeping them intact until the main force arrived."
Wilhelm made a mental note to read up about paratroops, and about their use at Crete in the Second World War, but he was almost convinced by Carl's argument. The term "sitting duck" scared him. He wasn't sure what it meant, but, in context with the equally scary term "expendable," he thought it might be akin to "fish in a barrel."
A few days later
Lady Beth Haygood was on a mission. The Fourth of July Arts Week organizing committee, of which she was the acting chairperson, had decided that a skydiving display would make an ideal spectacle to attract attention to the festival. Unfortunately, nobody on the committee knew anything about skydiving. All they knew was that last October Tracy Kubiak had attracted a sizeable crowd to witness her parachuting from one of the Kelly Construction balloons. And attracting a crowd was exactly what the committee hoped to do by adding such a display to their festival. Since her public display, Tracy had set up a business that supposedly provided training for would-be parachutists. Lady Beth's mission was to buttonhole Tracy and find out if she could put on a display.
After a tram trip to the airport a few miles south of the old city, and a long walk around the building site that was going to be an all-weather runway (there was a sign advising everyone that, and that it was yet another Kelly Construction project) she was a bit more enthusiastic with her greeting than was seemly when she finally ran Tracy to ground in the Daedalus office. She almost leapt upon her and hugged her. "Tracy, so good to see you."
Tracy struggled out of Lady Beth's hug and quickly established a safe distance between them. "How can I help you, Lady Beth?" she asked as she smoothed down her clothes.
"It's July Arts Week. The committee thinks that a parachuting display would draw in the crowds for the opening, and we want to know if it's possible to put on a display, and if so, can you organize it."
"I presume you'll want the jumpers to land in Hans Richter Square."
Lady Beth nodded. "That's right; the square's where most of the festival events will occur, and we'd like to start there."
Tracy nibbled on her bottom lip. "I can see a problem already. From ten thousand feet, Hans Richter Square is a small target, and if you miss, you're in for a heap of hurt landing in a built up area. Anybody trying to land in the square is going to have to steer a track. The only people I know with the ability to do that are me, Ted, and Carl Schockley."
It was Lady Beth's turn to nibble her lip as she looked for options. "We've got over six months. Is that long enough to train a group to a suitable standard?"
"Sure, that's more than sufficient time to train a team for a simple display. But who do we get, and more importantly, who pays?"
"The committee might be willing to pay for the training. How much would it cost?"
Tracy pulled a printed price sheet from a drawer and slid it across her desk. "You're talking about something like twenty jumps, of which a dozen would be practicing the routine. Most of them could be done from the balloon, but you'll want to do at least a couple of jumps from a plane before the day. How many jumpers would you want? You need four to eight for a good display."
The prices didn't look too bad, until you started multiplying the number of jumpers in the team by the number of jumps Tracy thought necessary. Lady Beth looked up at Tracy. "Any chance of a discount?"
"A small one," Tracy conceded. "But you'd probably want to see if you can find someone to help pay. Back up-time a lot of the display teams were military."
Lady Beth saw a glimmer of hope for her display. "Do you think the military might be interested?"
"I've only worked with the air force, and they've only been interested in developing escape parachutes. Really, your best bet might be to talk to Carl. He's got contacts in the army."
"Thanks, I'll do that."
A few days later
"Hey, Wilhelm, you still interested in parachute training?"
Wilhelm looked up from the papers he was working on to see Carl Schockley standing at the door. "Hello, Carl. Yes, I'm still interested, but we still don't have the funds."
"Then this is your lucky day. The July Arts Festival people want to open with a parachute display, and if you can guarantee anybody they pay to train will be available for the display, they'll cover the cost of training."
"What is involved in a parachute display?"
Wilhelm listened as Carl described a typical parachute display and almost immediately he could see a problem. "It's all very well to train for display purposes, but I doubt Colonel von Brockenholz will approve training with no military value."
Carl smiled and rubbed his hands together. "That's the thing. If the Arts people pay for training to display standards, your men will only need a bit of ground study and a couple of jumps with combat loads to be combat freefall qualified."
"And what value would there be in being combat freefall qualified?"
"Until there are better transport aircraft, it'll be almost completely valueless. But it would be military training, and it would keep your men out of trouble for a while."
That last clinched it for Wilhelm. "So that's another couple of jumps for four men," Wilhelm muttered. That was affordable.
"Actually, the Arts committee would prefer more jumpers. We can hire a Jupiter for a training flight and on the day, and that that can carry up to eight jumpers and a jump master—that's someone who is responsible for supervising the jump from aboard the aircraft."
"I only have four men," Wilhelm said.
"And you make five. If Tracy acts as jump master, then her husband Ted and I bring the number up to seven jumpers. Surely you can dig up one more warm body?"
Wilhelm started to shake his head, but then he remembered the man he'd planned on keeping as the company medic. "I might be able to find one more man. Do you remember Private Böhm?"
"The medic who passed the selection course? I thought he was recalled by the USE Military Medical Department."
"He was, but only so he could attend an advanced medic's course. He won't complete that until February, but he's on the company roster. He's only supposed to be the stay-at-home company medic, but could he be the eighth man?"
"Sure. By the time he turns up, the rest of the guys will be able to help him. You could even have him learn to do combat jumps. Then everyone in the company would be jump qualified."
****
The basic parachute program Tracy Kubiak and Carl Schockley designed was based around the idea that they were going to put on a display. Any nod to military purposes was kept to a minimum—as there was no expectation that they were going to do a combat jump inside the next three years.
They started with ground school, and after learning how to land and the rudiments of steering their chute, plus the obligatory lessons on what to do if your main chute failed to deploy, they went up for their first static-line jump. That was from a mere eight hundred feet.
After successfully completing that jump they then went straight up to six thousand feet for the next four jumps, two of which—in that nod to military purpose—they got to do with a full combat load.
Then the fun really started. They'd proved they could land safely, and could steer the ram-air parachutes they were using. Now they got to do freefall. For their first jump, each student was accompanied by both Carl and Ted Kubiak. They were there to help the novices adopt the proper flared out freefall position. The first jump, with just a parachute, had the students questioning the need for the supervision, but the next jump, with a combat load . . . well, their presence was very reassuring.
The final jump was a full combat load freefall jump without anybody to hold their hands.
****
Johann had manipulated the draw for jumper order so that he would be the last to jump. That had seemed like a good idea at the time—before the very first jump—but he'd since learned to regret being so clever. At least the guys ahead had someone pushing from behind to ensure they jumped. Being last man out was different. There was nobody, other than Frau Kubiak, the jumpmaster, pushing you, and worst still, you had so much longer to think about what you were doing as the next jumper wasn't allowed out until the previous one had reached the ground. That had been bad enough at six thousand feet. At ten thousand feet, the time between Captain Finck jumping first and Johann getting to the exit was over ten minutes.
Al Dinckeler went just before Johann. Then Johann waddled up to the exit. He glanced down—something he still hadn't managed to stop himself doing—and watched Al plummet toward the ground before, after about thirty seconds, his parachute billowed out from his back, and Johann was able to follow the rectangular shape of the canopy as it gently glided to the ground.
"Go!"
The instruction was shouted, and accompanied by a slap against the shoulder. Johann hesitated for a moment, not sure that he really wanted to do this, before pushing off. He started the jump chronometer on his left wrist as he left the balloon.
Without Herr Schockley and Herr Kubiak helping, it took valuable seconds for him to stabilize his flight, or if he thought about it—and he was thinking about it—stabilize his fall. It was his pack, which was attached to his harness by a strap with a quick-release and with the shoulder straps looped around his legs, that caused the problem. He just wasn't used to how the slipstream moved it about, and it took a while to adjust for it.
All the time he'd been falling, Johann should have been counting off the seconds. However, for various reasons, he'd sort of lost count. Fortunately, he had a backup system in the form of the simple down-time produced wrist-chronometer with a rotating bezel strapped to his wrist. The parachute school had removed all but the second hand, and when that hand passed the "12" position on the rotated bezel, which had been set on the desired freefall time, that was when you deployed your parachute. It wasn't ideal, which is why jumpers were expected to count as well.
Johann focused on the chronometer and restarted his counting—ten seconds to go. As his count reached ten-one-thousand he reached for the ripcord and pulled on it. He braced for the opening shock . . . but it didn't happen.
His parachute had deployed, and he was now falling feet first, but his parachute wasn't doing its job properly. He looked up to see a malformed bow-tie instead of a nice rectangular canopy above him. Ground school had covered this; he had a "line-over." He immediately used what he'd been taught in ground school to attempt to clear it and reinflate his main, but his attempts weren't successful.
Time was passing, and the ground was rapidly getting closer. Johann gave up on clearing the line-over and executed a cutaway. He was happy to see the three-ring release work perfectly; Frau Kubiak would be pleased he hadn't had to use his hook-knife to physically cut the main away.With his main flapping clear, he could finally deploy his reserve. Even his sudden heartfelt prayers hadn't interfered with his actions.
There was an enormous crack, and vicious jerk of the harness as the emergency chute opened. Shaken, but sort of safe at last, Johann pulled the pin that allowed his pack to be lowered on its thirty feet of rope. That moved the center of gravity of the parachute lower, and stopped him swinging so much.
It was when his pack hit the ground thirty feet before him that Johann realized he should have cut away the pack long ago. The reserve cute was smaller than the main, so the rate of descent was faster, which meant he was going to hit the ground a lot harder than he ever had before. He clamped his ankles together, bent his knees, and flared as hard as he could.
Johann's legs buckled beneath him on landing. Before he could go into a paratrooper's roll, his butt hit the heels of his boots, and his body was jarred by the impact. And his misery wasn't over yet. A gust of wind caught the chute and dragged him along the ground. Not too far, because the rest of the jumpers had rushed to his aid, but far enough to jerk the leg still attached to the rope attached to his pack.
Ted Kubiak took charge of the reserve chute, bundling it up while Tracy checked out Johann. "How do you feel?" she asked as she checked his limbs.
Johann didn't know where to start. He hurt. He hurt from the soles of his feet to the top of his head. His jaw hurt, and he was sure he must have chipped a couple of teeth. He'd bitten his tongue, and he'd landed heavily on his butt. He licked the blood that was dribbling from his mouth. "What went wrong?"
"Well, son," Ted Kubiak said, "you flew a little too close to the sun, and your wings failed. Fortunately, you had a spare set, and they got you back down to earth safely."
****
Johann played the invalid to the limit as he waited for Al to pass around the mugs of coffee. He added milk, and then looked around the table hoping that someone had sugar—the DaedalusParachuteSchool's coffee shop provided free milk, but if you wanted sugar with your coffee you had to bring your own. He turned his best begging puppy-dog look onto Tracy when she pulled out her little plastic container of sugar.
"Oh, all right," she said as she pushed it over to him. "Anybody else want sugar?"
It was a silly question, and soon each of the down-timers—except for Captain Finck, who could easily afford his own sugar—added a couple of spoonfuls of Tracy's sugar to their coffee.
When everyone had their coffee Tracy rapped on the table to get their attention. "Back up-time, it was usual for military personnel who complete a parachute course to be given 'Jump Wings' as a tangible symbol of their achievement. So, it gives me great pleasure to present the very first Daedalus Parachute School Jump Wings to members of the 1st Reconnaissance Company, First Marines." Tracy passed a small piece of embroidered fabric to each of the Marines.
Johann examined the embroidered patch he had been given. It was an embroidered copy of the Daedalus Parachute School emblem—a stylized falcon's outspread wings in the moment between locating some prey and starting the attack, with the bird's body replaced by a regular round parachute—except that where the school's emblem had all white wings, his wings were blue with white tips. "Why are they blue?"
"Because I didn't have enough suitable white to do all of them in all-white," Tracy answered.
That sounded reasonable to Johann. He turned to Captain Finck. "Permission to sew my jump wings onto my battledress, sir."
"Personally, I don't have a problem with that, Fabricius, but I'll have to clear it with the colonel."
"He lets the sniper/scout teams wear a qualification badge," Johann said. That was a sore point. He'd tried to volunteer for the sniper/scouts, but Sergeant Fels had refused to put him up for the course, and without the support of your sergeant, there was no way you could get onto that course.
"I'll have to clear it with the colonel," Captain Finck reiterated.
Wednesday, March 7, 1635
Captain Wilhelm Finck was in his office with Sergeant Christoph Fels and the company medic. Lance Corporal Stephan Böhm had just rejoined the 1st Reconnaissance Company after several months of advanced medical training, and they'd just been talking about how much Böhm was going to enjoy parachuting when the loud thumping of leather boots on wood floors rang down the corridor. They all looked towards the noise. Sergeant Fels had taken two steps towards the door into the corridor when, after a rudimentary knock, the door was thrust open.
"Where's the fire, sailor?" Sergeant Fels demanded of the man at the door.
The sailor, struggling for breath, stood to attention and saluted Captain Finck. "Colonel von Brockenholz requests your immediate presence in his office, sir."
Wilhelm started to obey the request immediately. He stood, grabbing his cap. "Any idea what the colonel wants to see me about?"
Puff! "There's been a request by the civil authorities in Grantville for the loan of the Navy's jump qualified Marines, sir."
Wilhelm gestured for Sergeant Fels to tag along as he followed the sailor. Böhm, who hadn't been told any different, followed as well.
Colonel von Brockenholz was in conversation with a naval officer when the party arrived. The sailor knocked and the colonel looked up.
"Come on in, Wilhelm, Sergeant Fels." Colonel von Brockenholz stopped when he came to Stephan Böhm. "You must be the medical specialist the Medical Department has assigned to the 1st Reconnaissance Company. But you're not wearing jump wings. Does that mean you aren't parachute qualified?"
"I've not started parachute training yet, sir," Böhm said.
"That's a pity."
"Pity? Why, sir?" Wilhelm asked.
"Because the President of the State of Franconia-Thuringia has made an urgent request for the loan of some the Navy's jump trained Marines." Von Brockenholz held up a hand to stop Wilhelm's instinctive "why."
"A plane carrying the state's vice president-elect has gone down on a flight from Fulda to Grantville, and they can't get rescue teams to them for at least forty-eight hours, and the weather is already deteriorating. It is President Piazza's hope that our jump trained Marines can parachute into the crash zone and provide immediate assistance to the survivors. So, can your men do it?"
Wilhelm didn't hesitate, even though he was pretty sure that the Thüringerwald wasn't going to be ideal parachuting country. "We can do it, sir. But we'll have to make do with Fabricius' basic EMT training."
Sergeant Fels piped up. "Permission to speak, sir."
"Granted," von Brockenholz said.
"Frau Kubiak has talked of making a larger parachute that allows a skilled parachutist to carry a passenger. If she has one available, then we can still take Lance Corporal Böhm."
Wilhelm nodded. Not that he was aware of such a thing, but if Tracy Kubiak said it was possible, then he believed her. "In that case, sir, we can provide the required immediate assistance. There's just one thing. How do we get there?"
Von Brockenholz pointed to the naval officer he'd been talking to. "There was a Jupiter in Grantville for maintenance, and they hope to have that ready by early this afternoon. As for getting to Grantville, Lieutenant Kelleher here says that Master Delp's hovercraft is parked on the ramp, and he's sure Master Delp will loan it to us for an urgent mission."
"I've just been waiting to confirm we'll need it before arranging to borrow it," Lieutenant Kelleher said. "If you'll have your men report to the ramp with all their equipment as soon as possible, I'll meet you there,"
When Lieutenant Kelleher disappeared Von Brockenholz turned his attention back to Wilhelm. "Plan on being in the woods for at least two days, Wilhelm."
"Yes, sir." Wilhelm saluted and herded his men out of the office. He didn't say anything until they made it back to his office. "Yes!" he cried. "Vindication."
"And an operational jump on someone else's budget," Sergeant Christoph Fels said.
"That too," Wilhelm agreed. "Let them try and disband the unit now."
"There has been talk of disbanding us, sir?" Stephan Böhm asked.
"Yes. It's all about value for money, and because there are no plans to use the Marines in the next campaign season, we aren't seen as being worth maintaining. If it wasn't for the contract the Arts Festival committee have with the Marines to provide qualified parachutists for their opening we might already have been disbanded.
"But that's such a waste of the unit's capabilities," Stephan protested. "We need the beach reconnaissance capability to avoid a repeat of Bornholm."
Wilhelm forgave Stephan's outburst. Not just because he agreed with what he was saying, but also because Stephan had been at Bornholm with the rest of them and knew what he was talking about. "Our capabilities won't be needed this year, or at least they weren't going to be needed." He turned to Christoph, who would lead the rescue team while Wilhelm liaised with the people in Grantville. "You better make sure this operation is successful. Failure could be the last nail in the company's coffin."
"Sir, do we know who else was on the aircraft?" Stephan asked tentatively. "It's just that I was in Granville for my latest training, and well, the vice president elect of SoTF is Frau Helene Gundelfinger, and she is very well connected."
Wilhelm whistled. Saying that Frau Helene Gundelfinger was well connected didn't do justice to her connections. The ensuing publicity surrounding a successful rescue, especially if success depended on the previously unheralded parachuting capability, would make it virtually impossible to disband the unit, at least for another year. And not so incidentally, Frau Gundelfinger was on very good terms with Duchess Elisabeth Sofie, the patron of the secondary school for girls that was named after her—the same school where Wilhelm's wife hoped to send their daughters. Talk about killing two birds with one stone. If his men could rescue Frau Gundelfinger, then both his company and a peaceful home-life were assured for another couple of years.
****
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"Let me tell you, my friend; women are nothing but trouble! They will do nothing but bat their eyelashes and get you into trouble! And when you think they are gone, then they come back to haunt you."
Charles D'Artagnan took a sip of his wine and rolled his eyes as he looked over toward where the voice seemed to come from. The speaker was a young man, perhaps twenty-one or -two, yet he had a world-weary look to him that D'Artagnan could empathize with. .
"Can I get you some more, Monsieur?" said the innkeeper. A gray-haired man in his fifties, he moved in and out among the tables with practiced ease.
"Just let me know when your supper is ready. I have spent far too long at sea and am famished," D'Artagnan said.
In truth, it was good to be back on solid ground. After concluding their business in Venice, he and his companion, René Montaine, had taken a ship out of Venice, intent on reaching the southern French coast. However, storms had delayed their arrival by nearly a week, a very long week for him. Not that D'Artagnan was prone to seasickness; it was more the fact that there had been nothing to do onboard, and, with the weather, they had been confined below decks for several days.
"Not to worry, sir. I call my wife the best cook in the province. Her meals you will find to be the next thing to a banquet at the palace of the king, himself," said the innkeeper, patting a rather large belly. "I have been the beneficiary of them for more than two decades, ever since I left the king's army."
"In that case, innkeeper, I look forward to it," said D'Artagnan as he reached into his coat pocket and produced a clay pipe and bag of shag tobacco.
"Porthos, you of all people can understand this," said the young man that D'Artagnan had been listening to. "I've seen your heart be broken by a woman."
The mention of the name Porthos caught D'Artagnan's attention.
"Athos, Athos," the other man sighed. "I do the heart breaking, not the other way around."
Athos, Porthos? Those two names pulled D'Artagnan out of his relaxed stupor. In the time since he had been in the service of Cardinal Richelieu, he had come to know those names very well. Apparently, in the up-time, those two and their cousin, Aramis, as well as D'Artagnan himself, were quite well known in certain circles because of a book and those things called movies. Montaine himself had been known to use the name Aramis, but that was just one among many names that the man who could fade into any crowd preferred to use.
"I tell you I saw her, Porthos; she was here not an hour ago walking down the street. The same blonde hair, in a green dress; the same walk," he said, with a hint of anger in his voice, or perhaps it was despair. D'Artagnan couldn't quite be certain.
"And by the time you got there she was nowhere to be found. You do tend to get in melancholy moods, my friend, so I suspect you saw some other woman who had a slight resemblance to this woman and your mind added the details," said Porthos.
"Your pardon, gentlemen," said a voice from just behind D'Artagnan. He looked up to see the familiar face of his partner, Montaine. That the small man had been able to come so silently, so unnoticed into the inn did not surprise him in the least. Montaine had been on shipboard with D'Artagnan, but had disappeared shortly after they had come ashore, saying that he would see the young man back in Paris after dealing with a few necessary matters. D'Artagnan hadn't bothered to ask for any details; he had learned from experience that the little man was not forthcoming with details except when it suited him.
The matters might have been another assignment from the cardinal or, possibly, something else. D'Artagnan had met people who didn't let their left hands know what their right hands were doing. He sometimes suspected that Montaine didn't let his fingers know what his thumbs were doing. .
"This is a private conversation," said the man called Athos, his stare a dark thing, especially for one so young.
"I am aware and do apologize for intruding, but I had to ask you. This woman you mentioned, the one in the green dress. I also am seeking her, so I think we have common cause in this matter." Montaine turned to order a drink from the innkeeper. "Plus, I believe it might settle your companion's mind to know if this woman is who he thinks she is."
"And you are seeking her, why?" asked Porthos.
"For reasons that will bear no harm to her or to you gentlemen," said Montaine.
Athos muttered something, but the sound was lost as he drained the mug in front of him. Porthos looked at the newcomer for a few moments before speaking. "My cousin is subject to the woes of too much drink, but perhaps it would not be a bad thing to go in search of this woman and let him see that it is not this phantom of his heart," he said. "Very well, shall we meet you by the fountain in front of the convent in, say, a half hour?"
D'Artagnan considered the possibility of entering into the conversation himself but it seemed the wiser thing, for the moment, to hold back and see what Montaine had in mind.
Montaine left a moment after the two men, passing by D'Artagnan's table with a particular twitch of his fingers. D'Artagnan let himself sit for a few minutes, casually finishing his drink and the last of the dinner that the innkeeper had brought him. He stood, took his time straightening his clothing, and moved toward the door.
The stable was just behind the tavern and D'Artaganan casually walked up to the stall where the dark horse he had purchased at the port the day before was standing. The animal was quietly munching on hay and seemed to be hardly aware of D'Artagnan.
"So, you have some interest in this 'lady in green,'" D'Artagnan said. "Anything you can tell me about? Is this why you wanted to come here? After all, it's not the most direct route back to Paris."
Montaine climbed down from the hayloft, brushing a few strands off his clothing. "Quite true," the smaller man replied. "I suppose, as the American's would say, it's a matter of 'national security.'"
"What isn't, these days? I would like to get back to Paris and see Charlotte," D'Artagnan said.
"Your lady friend can wait. I'm sure a businesswoman like her has numerous matters to occupy her time. I need you to see if you can find this other woman.
"The woman in the green dress?"
"Indeed, although I suppose the dress color doesn't matter; it can be changed. And if she is who I think she is, she will have more than one change of clothing." He peered around the side of the stables toward the inn. "I have to go now. Do what you can to aid them. If I need to reach you, I'll leave a message with the innkeeper addressed to Monsieur de Largo."
"One thing," said D'Artagnan, "I have to know. Those two men, Athos and Porthos, are they who I think they are?"
Montaine smiled. "They are Issac de Porteau, and Armund de Sillegue d'Athos d'Autevielle who you may have heard of under the names of Athos and Porthos. They are cousins and members of the King's Musketeers. I would suspect they are on leave, since I think they may have relatives who live in this province."
That Montaine knew the men did not surprise D'Artagnan in the slightest. After Cardinal Richelieu had become aware of the up-time novel The Three Musketeers, and that it was based on some bits of actual history, he had dispatched Montaine to find D'Artagnan and the others. The results had ended with D'Artagnan enlisted in the churchman's service.
"And the third . . . Aramis?"
"I'm not sure where he is."
Before D'Artagnan could ask for more details, Montaine slipped around the corner and disappeared.
****
When one is looking for a person or an object, it helps to have some idea of where to look. It wasn't that the town was that large; it was the kind where a man at one end of the town could hear when a mouse farted at the other end. So since there was one man who knew where this "woman in the green dress" had been seen, it seemed the logical thing to seek him out.
The fight had just ended when D'Artagnan walked through the entranceway to the convent into the main hall. Athos stood at the far end of the room, methodically wiping blood off of his sword with the tunic of the freshly dead body. Porthos was a dozen steps away, his sword in one hand and a chicken leg in the other. He took several bites out of it as he poked at another corpse with the toe of his boot.
"Did I miss the entertainment?" D'Artagnan asked as he stopped to pick up an un-broken bottle of wine from the floor.
The two musketeers eyed him warily, but when he pulled the cork from the bottle, took a swallow and then passed it to Athos, they seemed to relax.
"Friends of yours?" D'Artagnan gestured at the bodies on the floor.
"They were screaming at a couple of the sisters and seemed to take umbrage when we politely asked them to stop," said Athos.
"It was strictly self defense," said Porthos.
"Of course," said D'Artagnan.
One of the nuns emerged from a far room, shaking her head as she looked at the damage. From her manner D'Artagnan couldn't help but wonder if she was the Mother Superior. If she wasn't, he suspected it might not be too many years until she ascended to that office. "I should make you ruffians clean this up, though I know that you were defending yourselves. I hope that the men these bullies were looking for appreciate what you have done."
Moments later several other nuns appeared and in swift order carried the two bodies off. The chances were that both men were dead and would soon be making their explanations to the good Lord, rather than the local magistrates, which suited D'Artagnan. Even before he had gone to work for the cardinal, he had preferred to not cross paths with the local magistrates any more than necessary. D'Artagnan thought it best not to ask what was going to happen to the bodies.
"Who were they looking for?" he asked the nun.
"I didn't recognize the names—Athos and Porthos," said the nun.
D'Artagnan's two new acquaintances looked at each other. He wasn't sure if it was a look of surprise, amusement or relief on their faces.
Athos turned to D'Artagnan. "My good sir, if memory does not fail me, were you not just at the inn up the hill? What brings you here?"
"The same thing as you, gentleman, and the same person. I work with the man you spoke to concerning the woman in the green dress. He suggested that I accompany you in her pursuit. He was needed elsewhere."
Athos eyed D'Artagnan for a moment, looked at Porthos and then nodded.
"Very well," said Porthos. "I am Porthos, this is my cousin Athos. And your name, my good sir?"
"Charles D' . . . de Largo," said D'Artagnan. Why he had not given these two his real name, he couldn't say; it just seemed the right thing to do for now.
"Very well; so now we are three," said Porthos.
"Where do we go to look for a ghost? A memory come to life; that is what this woman in the green dress appears to be," said D'Artagnan.
"Your pardon, gentlemen," said the nun who had spoken to D'Artagnan earlier. "I know of whom you speak. I believe I have seen her on several occasions, at a distance. She is not someone I know personally. I know she is not staying with us at the convent. I think I saw her yesterday, going into a dress shop some two streets over."
"We have yet to actually begin our search, except for asking here," replied Porthos. "I believe I know the establishment you speak of; we will certainly ask after her there. Thank you, Sister, and good day." The three men doffed their hats and bowed, then filed out of the convent and headed toward the street indicated.
"What happened?" asked D'Artagnan. "Were those men rifling the poor box?"
"That's what we assumed when we heard the commotion. But from what the nun said they apparently had other motives."
"Pity you couldn't have asked them who they were working for?"
"Indeed," said Porthos. "Who do we owe money to around here?"
"No one that I know of," said Athos. "Unless you got into a dice game last night and haven't mentioned it."
"Me? Not that I recall?" Are you sure you don't owe anyone any money?" asked Porthos.
"None that I recall, save for a few sous to Aramis," said Athos.
"Hardly a motive to dispatch leg-breaking assassins to track you down," said Porthos. "Besides, he would want to do that himself."
"Indeed," Athos said.
The village was small, but its streets were winding, so it took a quarter hour to locate the dressmaker's shop that the nun had spoken of. The woman running it had red hair and a provocative smile when she saw the three men walk through the door.
"Good morn, my good woman," D'Artagnan said. "How are you this fine day?"
"Very well, good sirs. And yourselves? Are you looking for some finery for your ladies? I have a very good selection." She pointed out some odds and ends of frippery along with several bolts of bright colored cloth.
"Alas, no. But we are looking for the—cousin—of my friend here." D'Artagnan pointed to Athos. "She is of medium height and of good figure, with light hair. One of the sisters at the convent said she saw her come in here yesterday. I wonder if she might have said where she was going after she left. We haven't seen her in several hours and are somewhat concerned."
The woman stared at the three men for a few seconds and then smiled "I remember the woman. She was in here yesterday, dressed in green with a silver swan necklace. I saw her head east when she left, I think, going toward the warehouse district." That was toward the other end of town.
"I thank you, dear woman, for your assistance. May your custom be profitable," said Porthos, though he did take time for a long lingering look into the woman's eyes. The smile she responded with suggested, at least to D'Artagnan's mind, that she would not object to the young man making a return visit to her establishment.
****
"Wasn't this where you thought you saw her?" asked D'Artagnan.
Athos made a sound deep in his chest and nodded, pointing toward the street corner a half block away. "Yes, friend de Largo. I was standing there and saw a movement out of the corner of my eye. Something about it made me turn, and then I saw her, for just a moment"
"She saw you?"
"I suspect so. She turned toward me, as if looking to see if I or someone were following her, then vanished into the alleyway. By the time I got there I could find no sign of her or that anyone had been there for some time. It was late; I presumed I had imagined the whole thing."
"Yet, cousin, you could not stop brooding on it," chuckled Porthos.
The alley that Athos led them to was a dead end, running up against a wall that was a good ten feet high. Climbing it would have been possible, as far as D'Artagnan could see, even by a woman in a dress; although, he admitted, he doubted the dress would be in any presentable shape afterwards.
"If she didn't come out where you could have seen her, then we have to presume that she went into one of the buildings," said Porthos.
There were four doors opening into the alley. Two were securely locked and one of them looked like it had not been opened in years. The third, however, had been freshly painted and bore a sign with the single word: Deliveries.
"When you have one choice," said Athos, gesturing at the door, "You take it."
"I suspect that if your blonde lady came here, she was just passing through and is long gone. I don't think there will be anyone here but us and a few rats," said D'Artagnan.
"You might be right," said a man dressed in a dark brown doublet with no insignia, a cocked pistol in one hand. He had moved quietly and none of the three had heard his approach. "But then, again, you might just be totally wrong."
"One man, one pistol. Really, unless you are very good with that sword I see at your side, you should take into account the fact that there are three of us." D'Artagnan looked at the stranger and sighed.
That was when a half-dozen others appeared at the entrance to the alley, all armed like the first. They were all dressed in plain clothes with no sigils or any other sign of allegiance; although each of their weapons looked well cared for and extremely functional.
"We could take them," said Porthos softly. He had locked eyes with two of the men and seemed ready to charge into the fray without a moment's hesitation.
"True," said Athos. "But I suspect that they know where the lady in question is. So why should we waste our time searching for her? Let them lead us to her instead."
"A sound plan."
"Now, we can do this quite easily. If you gentleman will divest yourselves of your weapons we can get on with things," said the first man. "Please understand that all of my men are excellent shots, plus they are armed with more than one pistol each."
D'Artagnan looked at his two new friends; they each nodded and then removed their swords, laying them on the ground, as well as placing several daggers each next to them. D'Artagnan had two other smaller blades on his person. While he didn't know it for a fact, he felt that Athos and Porthos were no doubt similarly armed.
"There are those in Paris who would be shocked to see this," muttered Porthos.
The Musketeers and D'Artagnan found themselves being taken to a house two streets away from the alley. It was the sort of place that could have been found anywhere on any street in any country. Their captors had gathered up the discarded weapons and were looking at them with much interest.
Inside, the party moved to a stairway and down into the basement. There were several small lamps set up, casting an odd glow to the whole scene. In the center of the room a man was sitting in a chair, facing them. It was fairly obvious that he was securely bound to the chair. Standing next to him was a blond woman dressed in green, a silver swan necklace around her throat. It was a fairly safe guess for D'Artagnan to presume that this was the woman they had been looking for.
"I believe you gentlemen belong on the groom's side," said. a thin grey-haired man who held an eagle-headed cane in one hand, looking like he could brandish it as a weapon at a moment's notice.
D'Artagnan angled his head slightly, taking in the scene; there were the half- dozen thugs who had escorted them here, the man in the chair and the girl. It all seemed rather surreal. The girl rested her hand on the chair; she was definitely not happy to be there. She looked as if she could either burst into tears burst out into screaming anger. It was a little hard to tell which to expect.
"You know this fellow?" the thin man with the cane said, gesturing toward the chair.
"Our cousin, Aramis," said Athos. "Although I suspect you already knew that."
This was not the face that D'Artagnan was accustomed to associating with the name Aramis. This man was taller, with sharp features. He had known all along that Montaine's real name was not Aramis, any more than René Montaine was. For some, names were things that suited a given situation.
"Good," he said. "My name is Maximilian Andre Castellans Moreau. The young lady over there is my daughter, Celine. She is my pride and joy and that bastard, your cousin, dishonored her and insulted my family honor."
"Father! It's not true! You burst in on us and started screaming at the top of your lungs before you knew what was happening," said the girl called Celine.
"I am not a fool! You were lying in your bed and this insult to humanity was standing over you. When I entered, he leaped from the balcony of our house in Paris! He did not have the honor to stand still so I could shoot him!" The older man's face went red with anger.
"I wonder if that was the night Aramis showed up at the barracks with blood all over his buttocks," mused Porthos. "Actually, Monsieur, I don't think you missed. He had trouble sitting down for a week."
"Then he had the effrontery to follow us here! He pollutes the very air that we breathe. I will have my daughter's honor vindicated. I will see her married this night and her honor restored. Then she will become a widow and take holy orders with the sisters of San Carlo." snorted Moreau, stamping his cane down to emphasize his words.
"My lord, I understand why you are fiercely angry with my cousin," said Athos. "And you should be. But know he did not know that your family had come to this village and follow you here. The three of us stopped here to rest and resupply ourselves before returning to Paris."
D'Artagnan could see Aramis's eyes get as large as grapefruit. He tried squirming in the chair, but whoever had tied him had done yeoman's work and he could barely move. He looked at Athos and Porthos. Both men nodded almost imperceptibly. They knew that if they did not do something, and quickly, this wasn't going to end well.
"Bring in the monk. Let us get this wedding on the way. I grow tired of being in the same room with this scum." Moreau slapped Aramis hard and stepped away.
Two of the men who had brought D'Artagnan and the other two into the room came in from a side door, escorting a little man in a homespun monk's cassock. The monk walked with slumped shoulders, the hood of his robe up and a Bible clutched in his arms.
"This is Brother Cornelius; the other monk is sick and could not come," said one of the men.
"I don't care if he's His Holiness the Pope, let's get this done," growled Moreau.
The monk, his head still bowed, moved in front of Aramis and Celine. As he opened his Bible, everyone turned to watch the ceremony. That was the moment that D'Artagnan had been waiting for. He kicked the leg of the man standing in front of him. The dagger he had up his sleeve came sliding down into his hand as he turned to slash at the guardsman who was to one side of him.
Athos and Porthos were not wasting any time, either. They grabbed Moreau's men standing next to them. Porthos slammed two of them into each other, making a most satisfying sound in the process. Meanwhile, Athos, fists flying, hit several of the men and sent them down. The three men grabbed dropped swords and pistols from the floor. There were still three of Moreau's men standing, their jaws hanging, seemingly not at all sure of whether to run or attack.
"Kill them!" screamed Moreau.
"I do not think so, Monsieur," said Aramis. He was on his feet, the chair empty, a sword in his hand. Celine stared at the whole scene, confused. "I give you my word that in spite of the compromising situation you found your daughter and myself in, I had not dishonored her. Also I pledge you that I did not come seeking you or your daughter, that we came to the town you live in purely by chance.
"Now that my cousins and this other gentleman have matters well in hand, remember that there are now four of us. I would not want to see Celine, who is truly a treasure, lose her father. We are going to leave now and will be gone from this town in a few hours and never trouble you again." He turned to D'Artagnan and the other two and said. "Come, gentleman."
****
"I thought you said we were going to leave within a few hours," D'Artagnan said as the four of them sat at a table in the inn where he had first encountered Athos and Porthos.
"You cannot expect a man to travel on an empty stomach. Eating is always a good reason for changing your plans, almost as good a one as drinking," proclaimed Porthos, just before he took a large bite out of the chicken that the tavern maid had just deposited in front of him.
"True, sir," said D'Artagnan. "But don't you think that Monsieur Moreau will be watching? He does seem to wield a wee bit of power in this town. Am I not correct, innkeeper?"
The owner of the inn looked at the four men and shook his head. He had not been happy when they had come through his door in such a hurry, it suggested problems that he may not have wanted to be involved with . But the coins that had made their way into his till seemed to have allayed his dissatisfaction.
"The Moreau family has been prominent in this area for a long time. If you are making enemies of them, I would really prefer you to find some other place for your revelries."
"Worry not, my good man," said Athos. "We will be long gone before they are even aware that we were here. You have my word on that."
"Very well." The innkeeper shook his head as he started toward the kitchen. "Oh, Monsieur, did you find that lady you thought you had seen?"
"Indeed," nodded Athos, without looking up from his tankard. "And I thank God that she was not the person I thought she was."
"When they brought you in that door I wasn't sure," said Aramis, "if you were relieved to see the girl or to see me tied to that chair."
"Perhaps he thought being tied up would keep you from getting yourself and us further into trouble, if that was possible," said Porthos. "Speaking of being tied to that chair. How the dickens did you get loose? Was it the girl?"
"Hardly," said his cousin. "She seemed so angry and confused I think if someone had put a knife in her hand she would have used it on her father or me, or both of us. When you three started that little diversion someone cut my ropes from behind. I didn't bother looking, just stepped in to help my relatives."
His cousins smiled in agreement at this statement. "It was Monsieur de Largo who struck the first blow," Porthos acknowledged. "Although I'm sure we would have outnumbered them even without him."
The three cousins looked at each other and then at D'Artagnan. Just then a small robed figure came walking toward them from the direction of the kitchen. It was the monk, Brother Cornelius, only this time instead of a Bible he had a leather drinking mug in his hand.
"Actually, gentlemen," he said, "it was I who took care of the ropes."
This time D'Artagnan recognized the voice, just as he realized that the monk was actually somewhat larger than he had thought he was earlier in the evening, although not by much.
"Well, Brother Cornelius, or should I be calling you Montaine?"
"Friend of yours, de Largo?" asked Porthos.
"You could say that," D'Artagnan nodded. "And I have a gut feeling he has been in the middle of all the events of the evening. Am I not right, old friend?"
Montaine didn't speak until he had divested himself of the monk's robe, which he tossed into a corner of the room. Two cats, a yellow tabby and a grey one, began to sniff at the garment, but soon found other smells from the kitchen demanding their attention.
"Well, perhaps I had planned to come to this charming little village, perhaps I was even looking for the family Moreau," he said. "Let us simply say that I had business with the head of the family and would prefer to be gone before he knows it was transacted."
"What sort of business?" asked Aramis.
Montaine said nothing.
"Don't bother asking, my friend," said D'Artagnan. "Montaine is good at keeping secrets."
"I have a feeling it involves politics," said Porthos. "I hate politics, don't you, de Largo?"
"I'm not fond of them, and, by the way, I should let you know that my name is not de Largo, it's D'Artagnan."
The three cousins sat staring at him for fully half a minute, the only sound being that of the crackling of the fire. Porthos took another swallow from his glass.
"Really," he said, then turned to Athos. "You owe me ten sous."
The oldest of the three musketeers took his purse out and dropped several coins from it on the table in front of his cousin.
"I don't understand. How do you know who I am?" asked D'Artagnan, glancing toward Montaine, who was smiling.
"It's quite simple, my friend," laughed Porthos. "I have been seeing a lady in Paris who is well acquainted with one Charlotte Blackmoon, a close friend of yours, I believe. You were even pointed out to me departing Madam Blackmoon's residence before sunrise. My friend, you really need to be more careful about your comings and goings from a lady's boudoir."
"It is what I have said all along; women will be the death of us all," muttered Athos. "Besides, I have read that book. I had been wondering when we were going to cross paths with you."
"And we have, thus earning me some money." Porthos turned toward Athos. "Cousin Aramis, you owe us a little explanation about this evening."
Aramis fidgeted a moment, then took up the tale.
"Well," he began, looking everywhere but at his companions. "When we were in Paris, I met a young lady, and I use the term loosely, and struck up an acquaintance. She was lovely, blonde with a slender figure. She was quite flirtations. We arranged an assignation for later that evening. She pointed out her house and showed me an easy way of climbing into her window out of view of passers-by. She warned me to be quiet, as there were others who resided there." He paused for a moment before continuing. "I arrived at the right time and climbed through the window. There she lay on the bed. The covers were pulled up, almost covering her face, but I could see her sun-colored hair. I called her name and began to divest myself of encumbrances.
"Then things began to go wrong. When she opened her eyes she took one look at me and gasped. At that very moment I could tell that the young lady in the bed was not the one I had talked to earlier. I backed toward the window, apologizing for the mistake, when her father burst into the room and began screaming at me. I leaped for the window but the balls from his firearm creased my backside. I fell through before I could be injured further and escaped. The first 'lady' must have had something against me or the other young woman to have done that, may she rot in Hell. There, you have it, and I swear that it is the truth. I owe my freedom and very life to you." Aramis took a long draught from his tankard and sat back in relief.
"Quite a story, cousin," Porthos said. "I think I will believe you. It's easier that way. But you left out how you came to be in the hands of said young lady's father."
Aramis shook his head and smiled. "Quite literally I came walking around the corner and found myself facing her, her father and several of those rather doltish-looking fellows in his employ. Before I had a chance to unsheathe my sword one of them got behind me and applied what felt like an iron bar to the back of my head. When I woke up I found out I was to be the guest of honor at a wedding and, I suspect, a funeral to follow immediately afterwards. It definitely made taking holy vows look quite appealing; which is what I intend to do, eventually."
"You've been saying that since you were ten years old, cousin, and I don't see you any closer now than you were then," said Athos.
"It will come," intoned Aramis.
"By the way," said D'Artagnan. "If you don't mind my asking, what are you three doing here? This hardly seems like an outpost for the King's Musketeers."
"It isn't," said Aramis. "We're here under orders. Several weeks ago Monsieur de Treville, commander of the Musketeer Corp, ordered us out of Paris; a little matter of too much dueling with the cardinal's guard. He stuck his finger on a map and found this delightful town; suggesting that we not return to Paris for some months."
"And yet here you sit drinking with a lieutenant in the Cardinal's Guard," said Montaine. D'Artagnan noticed that he did not mention his own connection to the Prime Minister of France.
"I will drink with any man who fights at my side," said Athos. "I care little what tabard he does or does not wear. Besides, who knows but we can convince you to transfer to the Musketeers."
"Me, a Musketeer? Hardly," laughed D'Artagnan.
****
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Early 1633
"I don't know about you, but it bugs me that lots of people are getting rich and I'm not one of them," Elias Renke said, over the sound of the television at the beer hall in Deborah.
"That's fine, but what are you going to build?" Markus Kissinger asked. He liked Elias well enough. Elias was the sort who would give you the shirt off his back . . . complaining about it all the while. But you still got the shirt, and in cold German winters, that mattered.
"I don't know. We could build roads," Elias said, then took another drink of his beer.
"We already build roads and it's not making us rich. Not the least little bit," Markus said "You figure out a way to make us rich building roads and I'm in." They were both old Grantville hands who had worked their way up. After the Ring of Fire, the up-timers had used a combination of up-time equipment and stuff they had built later to build and maintain a road network around the Ring of Fire. That network was best right around the Ring of Fire, but by now it extended over much of southern Thuringia. There hadn't been enough up-time equipment to do that, not in the time they had. So the roads were improved by a mishmash of up-time equipment, new equipment built since the Ring of Fire— like the Fresno scrapers—and men with shovels. Elias and Markus had started out as men with shovels and now Markus was in charge of a team of Fresno scrapers and Elias was a surveyor.
"We start our own company."
"What? Elias, my friend, you pick the one thing that the up-timers do through the government and say we should start our own company. Even the up-timers can't make any money building roads."
"They did up-time."
"They did?"
"Yes. They had road construction companies that contracted with towns and states and the like, and built roads."
"So why do they have the road gangs here?"
Elias shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe because they needed some sort of work for the refugees. Maybe because they needed the roads now and didn't want to wait for road-making companies to form. Hell, maybe because they didn't have enough horses or up-time equipment. They needed the roads to Badenburg, Saalfeld, and the like. And they needed them in a hurry, to get the armies roads to walk on or ride on or whatever."
"That makes sense, but who is going to pay us to make roads?"
"The government. They still need roads."
"Maybe. But they also have road crews and those road crews need jobs. Besides, where are we going to get the money to buy the equipment? Do you know how much a horse costs these days?"
"We form a corporation and sell stock."
Markus stopped. That might actually work. After all, if a bunch of kids could do it, so could they. Several bunches of kids had started companies or corporations since the Ring of Fire. Granted, most of those groups had had up-timer kids in them, but Markus didn't think all of them had. "What would we call this company?"
"Something up-timer sounding. Up-time Road Construction?"
"Gee, Elias, I didn't know you were an up-timer."
"I'm not and you know it."
"So, since you aren't an up-timer, I'm not an up-timer and Elenore's not an up-timer, maybe we shouldn't call our company up-timer?" Markus said. "Just in case someone asks."
"Maybe not," Elias said. "But it needs to sound up-timer-ish if we are going to get investors."
"Well, what sort of equipment are we going to use?"
"Fresno scrapers, cutting boards, heavy rollers. The same sort of thing we use when we build roads now."
"Fresno . . . that sounds up-timer, doesn't it? What if we call it the Fresno Scraper Road Construction Company?"
"Too long. Fresno Construction Company. FSG." They were speaking in German and in German it came out Fresno Straßenbau Gesellschaft, FSG.
"Nice and snappy. The up-timers like snappy."
"I don't care about the up-timers. Most people are down-timers just like us, and so will most of our investors be. I want us to have a name that will sound like we know how the up-timers build things."
"All right, all right. You don't need to bite my head off. So how do we do this?"
"I haven't the faintest idea."
"What? After all that, you don't know how?"
"I was just talking over a beer. I didn't know you were going to take me seriously."
"I will find out."
****
"So, have you and Elias drunk all your wages?" Elly asked Markus as he came in.
"I think there is a little left. A couple of American cents," Markus said, grinning.
Elly held out her hand and Markus put his wages in them. In fact, Elias had insisted on paying for most of their drinks because Markus had a family to support. Elly worked at the market while the children went to the St. Veronica preschool.
Elly tried to look severe, but then grinned at him. "And did you two solve the world's problems?" she asked.
"Not the whole world's. Just ours. We are going to start our own road construction company, the Fresno Construction Company. FSG." Markus was still a little drunk. Not a lot. He and Elias rarely got really drunk, even on payday. Mostly they had a few beers to let off steam and complain about the world.
"You know . . . that almost makes sense."
"What?" Markus asked, surprised that anything he had said made sense and not sure what she was talking about.
"Setting up a construction company. You both know how to handle the equipment. You are respected. I have heard the wives talk."
"See? We have good ideas."
The next morning, Markus wasn't so sure but Elenore was insistent that they should look into it. "I don't want to still be working in the market and you still on the road crew when the girls get big."
*****
Elly asked about starting a company the next day at work.
"Oh, not you too," complained her boss. "What is it about the Ring of Fire that makes everyone think they are Bill Gates or Steve Jobs?"
"Who is Bill Gates?"
"Never mind. The library has books on forming companies, some that you can buy, and there are classes at the high school. As well as other classes given by other people. There are even the Grameen-style banks, where people can get small business loans. Really small. Like enough to buy a spinning wheel or the like."
"I think we will need more than that."
"So what do you want to do?"
"Markus and his friend Elias want to start a road building company."
"Well, that makes more sense than some ideas I've heard. At least it's something they know. Run by the library after work and ask."
Elly did and found a booklet, which made very little sense to her. Well, the details—some types—were simple She thought what was called a partnership was the best bet and over the next few days she, Markus and Elias talked it over. They would need money, so the next thing was to go to the bank. However, they didn't even have a bank account. Elly wasn't sure she trusted banks. Besides, they were living payday to payday. Their savings were in an old cardboard box in the back of the pantry.
****
"I'm sorry, but you simply don't have the collateral to support such a loan," Dori Ann Grooms said gently.
The lady banker was trying to be nice, Markus could tell, and he knew she was right. But he didn't know how they were supposed to start a business without money. "How do other people do it?" he got out.
"Some have collateral of some sort. That's the most common way with up-timers. We have a lot of wealth here in the Ring of Fire and much of that wealth is irreplaceable, which increases its value. A lot of up-timers have started businesses by borrowing against things they owned like microwaves or TVs. For down-timers, well, some of the down-timers bring their own wealth. Lands they hold the liens on, or other real property. For folks that don't have either of those things, there is always setting up a corporation and selling stock. But, honestly, don't expect too much from that. The investors are getting pretty sharp and, well, you don't have anything to get them interested, either. At least nothing that I can see."
All in all, it was a lousy end to a hard day and the idea almost ended right there and then. But Markus, Elias and Elly sat down with the booklet Elly had gotten and went over how to set up a corporation.
****
Markus was back on the road, repairing a stretch of road that had been rained out a few weeks back. Road building with what they had wasn't a "do it and forget it" business. Constant repairs were needed when macadam, or especially the coating called tarmacadam, weren't available.

Markus was overseeing three of the scrapers, which were collecting up the dirt from the washed out section of road and putting it back, when one of the scrapers hit a large rock and flipped. The man behind it had the handles ripped from his hands, which was a lot better than having his arms ripped off. Markus ran over. "You all right, Pete?"
"I think so, boss," Pete said. "I don't know where that rock came from."
"I do. You weren't paying attention," Markus said. Now that he knew Pete was all right, he was furious that Pete had missed seeing the mud-covered rock.
He turned away and went to check on the scraper before he said anything else. The rock had done more than flip the scraper. It had ripped the blade loose. Markus looked around. The other two scraper operators had stopped to watch the show and he started to order them back to work, then reconsidered. "Pete, your scraper is ruined. I want you to get a stick or something and check for rocks and other obstacles that the rain waters might have deposited in this mess. I am going to have to notify the road department about the damage."
They got back to work, slower, more carefully, and Markus used the team from the busted scraper to drag it out of the way. Then he sent a runner back to camp.
He was going to spend the next several hours doing paperwork.
The paperwork turned out to be useful. Markus learned the replacement cost of a Fresno scraper. He learned the repair cost, and that a repaired scraper was rarely as good as a new one. They were using steel-bladed scrapers with wooden C-shaped bowls because they were cheaper than the steel scraper, even considering how much longer the full steel scraper would last. Steel was just that expensive. According to the radio reports, steel was going to stay expensive for some time to come, because demand was outstripping supply.
When Markus had finished with his report, he made a copy of the prices and the names of the suppliers. At this point, he wasn't sure that they would ever have a use for the information, but he couldn't quite give up the dream.
****
That night Markus showed the notes to Elly and she said she would look into it, but didn't sound very enthusiastic. The dream of owning their own business was dying.
****
Elias, using Markus' list, went to talk to the supplier of Fresno scrapers for the road department. Well, one of the suppliers. Günther Dresner was the owner of, and sales manager for, the small factory in Rudolstadt. "We get the blades from the Schmidt foundry in Badenburg but they get the steel from USE Steel."
"I thought they were the sewing machine guys?"
"There was a foundry in Badenburg before the Ring of Fire and it's still there. But the steel from USE Steel is cheaper and the Schmidt foundry uses it for this. We get the blades at a good price and it's good enough for scraper blades. We make the bowls out of wood in the carpenter shop. Why all the interest? Usually you guys are 'how soon can you fill this order' and 'I have to get back to work.'"
"We were thinking about starting a road working company on our own."
"Who would hire you?" Günther asked. "I mean, the government has their own road crews."
"We were hoping to get some jobs for the state, but also roads between villages and such. We would go in with the scrapers and with cutters to loosen the earth, and a crew that knows how to use them, and we could make better roads than a bunch of farmers with shovels. And do it faster."
"Makes sense, but I wouldn't gamble on that sort of business, not with all the new stuff coming out all the time these days."
"Actually, Dad, it's not a bad idea," Günther Junior said. At least, he looked to Elias to be a copy of the elder Günther. "It's a good example of the mechanical advantage."
"You're in for it now. He just graduated from GrantvilleHigh School and he thinks he knows everything." But there was clear pride hidden in the complaint, and not hidden well. "Well then, O sage of Grantville High, tell us why a city council should pay Elias here, and his friends, to build their road when they have their own traditional means of doing it."
"Because Elias and his crew will cost them less. Probably quite a lot less than doing it themselves would cost, and make better roads. Look, they could buy Fresno scrapers from us and some of the towns are doing that. They could build them themselves, and some are doing that. But there are two problems with that.
"One: they end up with the scraper sitting in someone's barn for most of the time. Two: they don't know how to use them most effectively, because they don't get a lot of practice with them."
Elias nodded. "That's sort of what we had thought," he said. And it was, though he and Markus had not thought it through the way the boy had laid it all out.
The snotty kid grinned in such a way as to make clear that he didn't believe they had thought any such thing, and Elias wanted to slug the kid. But he didn't. Elias had a temper, but he knew it and mostly controlled it.
"What do you know about it?" he asked instead.
"I studied it in school. They have a business class, and part of it is how the new industries are doing so well. The teacher said that it was because they had increased output for the amount of work."
For the next half an hour or so, Elias learned about industry up-timer style. It wasn't exactly new to him. He was an old Grantville hand, after all. But he had gotten it in bits and pieces—sort of an impression—not as a thing to be studied and understood.
****
Günther Dresner Junior sat at the table of the Kissinger family, wondering what this was about. He had talked to Elias Renke a few days back, about business and how they needed to be organized. He had taken the business course to help his father at the shop, but a lot of what the course was recommending his papa was already doing and a lot of it didn't apply unless his father wanted to expand his business a lot. But his papa didn't want a big business; he wanted a small business that left him with time for his family and his hobbies.
It left Günther Jr. with not a lot to do at the family shop. He didn't care for woodwork or making the scrapers. He could do it well enough, but it was far from his favorite thing. So when Elias had shown up with questions about business, it had been fun to explain how it worked. He hadn't expected to get an invitation. They had a nice family. The oldest girl kept asking him about everything imaginable and the little one kept hiding behind her mother's skirts.
After a dinner of a chicken and dumplings, they sent the older girl off to take care of the younger and then asked him about how you set up a corporation. He didn't know, but he thought he could find out. Frau Kissinger brought out a bunch of pamphlets on forming different types of companies and they sat down and worked it out.
"Why a corporation?" Günther Jr. asked.
"We need to sell stock to get money to buy the scrapers and other equipment."
"What other equipment?"
"Rollers and cutting boards. Horses or oxen . . . or both."
"And a wagon. A big one to live in like the gypsies and tinkers use," Elly said.
"What? Why?" Markus asked her.
"Because I have no intention of sitting here in Grantville, sacking groceries, while you two go haring off to the back of beyond to build roads from nowhere to nowhere else."
"You want to go along?" Elias asked. "Is that a good idea?"
"Maybe not, but if my husband is going to build roads, I am going with him."
And that apparently settled that. Günther Jr. grinned. Then they got down to planning what they would need.
****
Günther Jr. sat in the library and ran the numbers. How much was a workman in the road gangs paid per hour? How much was a supervisor paid? How much did a scraper cost? How much did the horses cost to feed and maintain? For that matter, how much did a horse cost? Or an ox? It was all public records and he looked them all up. Road building was expensive. Very expensive. Then he worked out how much it would cost without the scrapers and the other stuff and understood why so many roads were so bad. No one could afford roads, not good roads. But they paid for themselves in the long run. And with the expanding economy, that long run was getting shorter all the time. If a town expected to prosper—if it even expected to survive—it needed to be able to get its goods to the customer.
****
"Where have you been, son?"
"At the library, Papa," Günther Jr. told Günther Sr. "I was looking up the cost of road crews and I lost track of time. Do you know how much the road just from Rudolstadt to Badenburg cost just to repair back in '28?"
As it happened, Günther Sr. did know. He had been involved and it had taken ten years of increasingly bad roads to get the tightwads over in Badenburg to put up their share of the cost. But he didn't get a chance to say so because Junior was still talking. "And the whole road was less than ten miles. It's incredible!"
"How much are they paying you for all this research?" There, that shut him up. It was good to see the boy enthusiastic about things, but there was the real world to consider.
"Well, they didn't actually ask me to do any research, but I told you about their plans and I got interested. I'd like to get in on it if I could. I figure to do just one mile a month they are going to need ten scrapers and a like number of cutting boards."
The elder Günther nodded. He made cutting boards too. They were weighted boards with heavy blades projecting out the bottom, that were dragged behind horses, oxen or up-time cars and trucks, to loosen the earth so the scrapers could scrape it up easier.
"Not that they will always need the cutting boards, but when the ground is packed or there is a lot of grass and grass roots tying it together, they make a big difference."
The elder Günther listened as his son rattled on. Junior had never cared all that much for wagon making. Günther had planned on sending him to Latin school and maybe to the university over at Jena so that he could become a lawyer or at least a city clerk. Then the Ring of Fire happened and instead Junior had two years at Grantville High and come out with a high school diploma and a decent knowledge of how the up-timers did things. Not a great knowledge, but a decent one. Junior had always been better at book learning than craft. He would never be a master wheelwright, but that was a thing of his hands, not his understanding.
Günther had enough money set by to send the boy to Jena for a year or two. Not long enough to become a lawyer, but perhaps long enough to be come a city clerk. And now this. . . . Perhaps this was an opportunity.
****
"What can I do for you?" Elias was surprised by the visit. They were trying to get the company organized but it was still a very iffy thing. None of them knew whether it would work. And they were far from having the money to buy scrapers yet.
"It is about my son," Günther Sr. said. "He is interested in your company. He talked to me about your needs and how you would make it work. He thinks you can make a go of it. I am not so sure."
"I'm not sure either. Because I am not sure that we can get enough money together to start the company."
"You have a good job," Günther Sr. said. "And you aren't living particularly expensively." He made it sound like a question, as though he wondered what Elias had been doing with his wages.
"Emergencies happen," Elias answered the implied question. "I get a little ahead and someone breaks a leg or gets in trouble and there goes my savings."
Günther Sr. looked at Elias and said, "If you are in charge of the money, your company will go broke. There is a time to help and a time to say no. I think you're not good at saying no."
"People have needs. Things happen," Elias protested, then sighed. "You're probably right. Markus is always telling me I'm a soft touch. Markus and Elly at least pay me back when they borrow. Grantville . . . it is so expensive to live in Grantville, but that is where the school for their daughters is."
"That's true. It's amazing how wages have gone up since the Ring of Fire. But clothing is less costly now, and so are wheat and rye. We muddle through."
And he did, Elias thought a little resentfully. Günther Dresner had started making scrapers at the behest of the Emergency Committee back in '31, and it had proved a profitable business because he had integrated every labor-saving device he could get his hands on. So Günther was well off and selling scrapers like hotcakes. But on the other hand, Günther was probably right that he wasn't the one to handle the money. "It will probably be best if Elenore Keuperin deals with the money. She can make the deer on an American dollar scream."
Günther laughed.
Elias snorted. "What is this visit about?" he asked.
"I told you. It's about my boy. He is good at accounts and understands, I think, the way the up-timers do business. I want him to have a good life, and while he could be a wheelwright, he wouldn't be happy as one."
"You want us to give him a job?"
"No. I want him to have a share in the business."
"Why should we give him a share of the business? I grant you he has been helpful. But not that helpful."
"Because if you don't, I won't take stock for my scrapers," Günther Dresner said.
"You mean you're willing to buy him an interest in the business with your scrapers?"
"No, that's not what I mean. I listened to him describe what you're trying to do and I think it might work . . . but only might. You are going to issue stock and hope that people buy enough of it at a high enough price to let you buy the equipment you will need to go into business. And it's a lot of equipment. From what Junior says you will need ten or twelve scrapers, three or four cutting boards, two or three large wagons, and a couple of rollers if you expect to build these new roads at any speed."
Elias nodded. "Not to mention forty horses to pull the scrapers and oxen to pull the cutting boards and the rollers. And we will have to hire people as well. Building roads is a lot of work, even with the scrapers and other up-timer stuff. I do have a good set of surveying gear that I have put together over the last couple of years."
"And from what I hear you're a good surveyor and Markus Kissinger is a good road gang boss. Together, you know how to build roads. But do you know how much it's going to cost you to build a mile of road? Do you know how much more than that you can charge and still get a town to hire you?
"Here is what I think will happen if you start your company without my son. You will build one road, one very good road for which you won't get paid because the town you contract with will decide that there is some flaw in the road, it took you too long or failed to fulfill some clause of the contract, and that you aren't owed the money. You will sue them, the local magistrate will find in their favor and you will appeal but you will run out of money before the suit gets anywhere. Then your goods will be sold at auction to pay off the debt you owe to your employees. Your stockholders will get ten cents on the American dollar, if that. You aren't the first to think of this, you know. Meanwhile, the town you built the road for will accuse you of theft because you are villagers not townsmen, little better than gypsies and everyone knows that such are born thieves.
"It will happen that way because a great deal of money is involved and you don't know how the game is played. You don't know how to deal with town councils."
Elias had felt his face flush then go white as Günther spoke. He had been a villager before the war and the Ring of Fire and he knew that what Günther had said was the sort of thing that happened to villagers all too often. Not all the time, but a lot. He had thought because he would be working in the State of Thuringia-Franconia, it wouldn't be like that any more. But it probably would. "And your son does know how to deal with town councils?"
Günther lifted one hand and tilted it back and forth. "Some, but also he is a citizen of Rudolstadt and the family has connections all over this area. It's not like we're patricians or anything, but we are respected craftsmen. First, with him there, they are less likely to try anything and he's more likely to spot it if they do. Which means that it's a much better investment for me if he is a partner than if he's not."
****
Elias talked it over with Markus and Elly and they were more open to the idea than he had expected.
"He's right," Markus said. "You know how villagers are treated."
"But we aren't villagers," Elias protested without really believing it himself. "We're citizens of Grantville."
"Which means something here and in Rudolstadt, Badenburg and Saalfeld . . . even in Jena. But not necessarily in some of the other towns where the up-timer influence isn't so great."
"Besides," Elly said, "he knows how to fix scrapers. We will need some sort of repair something. A mobile shop of some sort."
Elias groaned. "Every time we turn around this thing gets bigger and more complicated."
Which was certainly true.
****
Günther Jr. hadn't known what his father was planning and felt a little guilty about it, but not so guilty that he didn't take the deal. Instead, he set out to prove his worth. He went though the books on incorporation and had all the paperwork needed to form a corporation ready. The four main partners would each have a thousand shares. That would give Markus and Elly together two thousand shares. The company would also have a thousand shares set aside for permanent crew. The other five thousand shares would be sold as needed to raise capital at a nominal price of ten dollars a share. Günther's father agreed to take shares at that price in exchange for scrapers and much of the rest of the equipment they would need and also agreed to sell them that equipment at cost.
****
They were hoping that their initial offering would have the usual bounce, that the price would go up. But that didn't happen. They started out offering one thousand shares at ten dollars a share, but they only sold seven hundred at that price the first day of trading. The next day their stock was selling, very slowly, at $9.50 a share.
The elder Günther had sold them enough equipment for stock that the corporation had assets. That provided a minimum value. That value was less than the $9.50 that the stock settled at, but there was always the hope that they might find a way to make it work. Between the capital value and the hope of profit—and the general bull market that had started in 1631 and was showing no sign at all of turning bearish—the stock price held at $9.50 a share.
Markus looked at the results of the day's trading and sighed. "It's not enough. I'm glad I didn't quit my day job yet."
"Same here," Elias said.
"We've got the equipment," Günther Jr. pointed out. "What we need is a contract. That'll bring more interest in the company, get more investors."
"We won't be getting anything from the roads department. I almost got fired when they found out we were setting up our own road construction company," Markus said. "In fact, my boss was pretty nasty about it all."
"So, how do we get a contract?" Elly asked.
"I start writing letters," Günther Jr. said. "Meanwhile, you guys go back to work."
****
Günther Jr. wrote letters to every town he could think of, asking if they had roads in need of repair or needed roads built and offering to bid on the jobs.
Eventually, he started getting answers back. He showed them to his father, who didn't know much about contracts, but did know who would be out to skin them and who they might be able to trust. Then Junior looked very closely at the offers. None were actual contracts, not yet. After his initial sort, he showed the offers to the count's clerk. and asked for his advice.
"Insist on being paid as you go," the clerk advised. "After every mile or every half mile. Do that so that the money is in your hands, or preferably in a bank in Grantville or Badenburg, before you start on the next mile. They aren't going to consider paying you in advance until you are better known. And your papa is right. If they have the road already, even the most honest city council is going to be tempted to find a loophole."
It was good advice and after several letters back and forth, Günther Jr. had a firm offer from the town of Bayreuth to improve the road between that city and the city of Cruessen.
"I have a possible contract," Günther Jr. told them at dinner. but I will need to travel to Bayreuth to settle things." He looked at Elias. "Can you get away to come with me?"
"I don't see how," Elias said. "The road department managers are still pretty pissed at us for wanting to go out on our own. Nothing official, of course. They were supposed to support new businesses, but they are still pissed. Any excuse, and I'm gone."
"I can get away," Elly said.
"I really need someone who can survey the route," Günther Jr. said. "What I am afraid of is that I will get there and here is this contract and the contract looks good, so I sign it. Then we all get there and find out that we have to build a mile of road through a swamp I didn't know about or something."
"Up that way it's more likely to be rock formations that get in the way."
"See? I don't even know what to look for," Günther Jr. said. "We need someone who can tell us how hard the job could turn out to be."
"Dan Hoffmann got fired again," Markus said.
There was more talk, but finally it was determined that Günther Jr. would take Dan along on the trip to Bayreuth. Dan was a first rate surveyor when he was sober . . . which wasn't overly often.
****
"I think we may have a deal," Günther Jr. said. "The margrave seems a fairly reasonable sort. He knows what things cost and he has a deal with the city council of Cruessen. He's agreed to maintain the road between Bayreuth and Cruessen, so he is going to have to spend the money anyway, or they have a case for not paying taxes."
"How did Dan do?" Elias asked.
"I don't want to talk about it," Günther Jr. said repressively, and Elias laughed.
"He says that there are no real problems. The road goes through some hills between Cruessen and Bayreuth, and at the moment it's little more than a track."
"So, what's to keep him from ripping us off?" Elly asked.
"Partly because I think he is a fair man. Partly because he wants to build a road from Bayreuth to his home at Plassenburg. That's about twelve miles and a good road there would be really convenient for him. This Cruessen job is almost a test. Besides, he agreed to pay us by the mile. Every mile we get done, we get paid right then. Which keeps us safe."
****
"The word of the contract is out," Günther Jr. told his father.
"So I heard," his father said. The price of stock in Fresno Construction had gone up by two dollars. It was now selling for $11.50 a share.
"We are trying to buy horses," Junior said. "You wouldn't believe what they cost."
"I know what they cost. The engine of a wagon is a horse and as the horses get more expensive people have less to spend on wagons."
"Do you know any place we can get horses?"
His father shook his head. "When do you think you will be leaving?"
"I don't know. It depends on the horse situation. Elly was asking about engines."
"You mean like the up-timers make?"
"Yes. She wants me to look into the cost of electrics and steam. She says she priced up-time gasoline engines and they cost almost as much per horse power as horses do. Or so she says. I think she is exaggerating."
"You think you can get engines?"
"Maybe. I heard that Adolph Schmidt went off to Magdeburg to make steam engines."
"And Karl isn't happy about it," the elder Günther said. "I don't know what got into that boy."
The younger Günther wisely kept his opinions to himself.
"So, you're not sure about when you will be leaving," his father said, after the silence had gotten a little uncomfortable.
"A few weeks if we can find horses or some sort of engine. Ah, Father . . . I am going to try and hire Frederich away from you."
"Frederich? But he . . . " Günther Sr. stopped. "It makes sense. Frederich is very good with the scrapers. He can fix them if they break, but he has the business sense of a turnip. He will never be a master, no matter how good he is at the crafting part."
"This will give him a place and pay enough that he can put a little by for his old age."
****
Over the next few weeks, they bought what horses they could and hired permanent crew. They would be hiring some of their labor on site and hopefully buying some horses there as well. They would also be renting oxen if they could.
And, to round things out, they had hired Antonio Contadino, a journeyman blacksmith who had ended up in Grantville in mid-1632 and fallen in love with steam. He haunted the steam heads and started building his own simple steam engines. They were hand built, but he had managed to build and sell three of them. He had two almost finished, which he could finish quickly, and said he could build more even while they traveled.
Günther Jr. wasn't all that confident, but figured once they got situated in camp near Bayreuth, Tony would be able to get some engines running. They had twelve scrapers, and even counting each steam engine as a team, they only had enough horses for five scrapers. As it was, Günther's father was refitting one of the wagons to use the steam engine instead of a team. It looked, in Günther Jr.'s opinion, like the silliest combination of complexity and pipe dreams he had ever seen . . . but it worked.
About halfway through the process, Markus and Elias quit their jobs with the road crews and they also hired some other men from the road crews. Which didn't please their boss even a little bit.
Elly took the girls out of St. Veronica preschool and everyone started living in the wagons. They were more comfortable than expected. There were tricks that the up-timers had brought with them—which the up-timer's were mostly unaware of—that made the wagons Günther Sr.'s shop built both lighter and warmer than a similar wagon that was made before the Ring of Fire.
****
"Wagons, ho!" Günther shouted.
Everyone looked at him like he was crazy. Günther liked westerns. They had four wagons. On each wagon's roof were three disassembled Fresno scrapers, a cutting board and other gear. The front wagon was pulled by a team of four oxen, the second by four horses, the third by a another team of horses. The last wagon had Antonio's working engine in a wheeled cart attached to the traces. Antonio was driving the cart that was pulling the wagon.
The horses kept having to be pulled back to the speed of the oxen. The steam engine, for a wonder, could be set to a speed and would maintain it . . . for the most part. The first day's journey was on good roads. They made it most of the way to Leutenberg and would have gone farther if the oxen weren't so slow. At Wurzbach, however, they ran out of road. Not officially. There were roads, but they weren't suitable for wagons. About five miles outside of Wurzbach, they were stopped by a narrowing of the road. It wound around a hill and the path around the hill narrowed to only a couple of yards wide.
"If we try to take the wagons over that," Elias said in disgust, "they will tip over."
Markus looked out at the stretch of hillside and then at the valley floor, which was a combination of fields, rocks and mud. "We aren't going to be able to go through the center of the valley."
Elly looked at Markus, then at Elias. "You're road builders," she said. "So, build us a road."
"The village won't pay us for building the stretch of road we need and it will take a full day at least."
"Pay us? They might not even allow us," Günther Jr. said, fully aware that the local village had them in a very difficult position.
Elly turned on him. "Why didn't you tell us about this?"
"Because I didn't know. We were on horseback when we went through here on the way to Bayreuth and I am not a surveyor." It had never occurred to him to even wonder if a wagon could get through here and it should have, he knew. Günther Jr. started thinking about other places on the road that might not be suitable for wagons. And there were several between here and Bayreuth. "There are more places where we might have problems," he said.
"I'll need to survey the route," Elias said, "with an eye out for those a wagon can use. Come along, Günther."
"What?" Günther complained. "I need to be here to negotiate with the village."
"No!" Elly said. "I'll do that. You go with Elias and show him the route you took."
****
Once Elias and Günther were gone, Elly headed for the village and started bargaining. It was nothing new to her; she had grown up in a village not too different from this and she knew how to talk to them. The negotiations took a while and she had to agree that they would do some extra maintenance on the village road, but they got permission, as well as food for themselves and the animals for the time they would be working.
Once she had the fee settled, Markus put the team to work taking down the scrapers and hooking up the teams to them. Antonio disconnected his steam cart from the blacksmith's wagon and hooked up it up to a scraper. It was a three-wheeled cart with a chain drive and, according to Antonio, it was powered by a ten horsepower steam engine.
Markus left him to it, and got to work with the ordinary Fresno scrapers.
They spent the rest of that day and all of the next reshaping the hillside until the road was wide enough to take the wagons. Then the spent another half day straightening up the roads in the village.
****
"We've found ways around most of the obstacles. Not fast ways, but ways," Elias said. "However, there are two more places before we get to Bayreuth that will require us to do some work to get through."
"No way around?" Elly asked. It had taken longer than she had expected to fix the roads.
"None that I could find," Elias said.
****
They finally reached Bayreuth about a week late but the margrave wasn't upset. He had ridden out to look at the last place they had to improve before they got there and was interested in how the scrapers and other equipment worked.
"You did well on the cut I saw," Margrave Christian said. "I think you will manage quite well on the road between Bayreuth and Cruessen. I want a road that will let two wagons pass one another."
"It would be faster if we made the road one wagon wide and added passing lanes every mile or so where the terrain was suitable," Markus said diffidently. The margrave was being very nice and complimentary, but his attitude grated a bit after living in Grantville. Markus wasn't entirely sure what it was that irritated him, and he was sure that it wouldn't have bothered him at all before the Ring of Fire. But now it did. Still, it was job and the company really needed the work.
They discussed fees and rights and right of way. Margrave Christian pulled out a map with his proposed route and Elly politely suggested that while it was a very nice map, part of the service the margrave was paying for was the services of a skilled surveyor.
"And where is this surveyor?"
"We try not to let him out among civilized people, Lord," Günther Jr. said piously. "He is very good with maps and numbers, not so good with people."
"It's surprising how many people are like that," the margrave said. "But you think this route will have to be changed?"
"We think that it's fairly likely that some changes will make for a better, safer road," Elly said. "If we take your map and have Elias survey the route, then bring it back to you to make sure it doesn't cause any problems, we will probably, between us, be able to come up with a good route that is practical, both politically and geologically."
****
It took Elias two weeks and five trips to produce a route that was both practical and legally acceptable. And at that there would be a stretch of almost half a mile where the road would narrow to only one wagon wide.
Meanwhile, they started working. The first mile of the road out of Bayreuth was quite straightforward. They would build the new road just next to the old, so that the old road could stay in use while they were building the new. Then, once they had one wagon-width worth of the new road built, they would go back and build up the old road to match it. That would give the two-wagon-wide road and would not have the road out of action while the new way was built.
****
With the margrave's help, they were able to rent extra oxen and horses over the winter for the scrapers and cutting boards. As well, Antonio was able to build more steam carts that could pull a wagon and push a scraper.
In a way they were like gypsies, in the sense that they were moving. But they were glacial gypsies, moving only a mile a month and sometimes not that.
****
"We're going to have to blast it," Elias said.
"Looks like it," Markus agreed. They were three months into the project and had three teams of workers. This team was the farthest along their route. And there was an old tree that was blocking the best route. "If we try to go around it, we run into other trees and to get around them all would take us a half-mile out of our way."
"I'll have Fred get the picks and shovels," Elias said, rubbing his hands together to keep the blood circulating on this freezing winter day. Fred was a local hire they had given the nickname because Frederich was regular crew and calling the new guy Fred had prevented confusion. They would have to cut down the tree, get it out of the way, then cut a hole in the ground at the base of the stump to plant the black powder.
****
"This is not what I expected when I hired on to work with up-time equipment," Fred complained between swings of the pick. The ground was frozen to a depth of about six inches and covered in snow.
"Even the up-timers have shovels and axes, Fred," Markus said.
Fred grunted, and swung the pick again. Once he got below that six inches, he could—for a while—treat it as ordinary earth. In this case, it was a fairly standard stump removal. Fred, being a farmer, was quite familiar with the process.
Once he was through the frozen topsoil, he dug out holes using a shovel then chopped his way through the roots with an ax as much as he could. After three hours work, he was ready to place the powder.
"Here," Markus said, handing him one of the measured sacks of black powder.
"Thanks," Fred said. He was familiar with the process of blowing out a stump with black powder. Any German farmer was. The pre-measured, watertight sacks of powder with fuses were new, but obvious now that he had seen them. He carefully placed the charges, then covered the whole works with dirt and backed away.
"Are we ready?" Markus asked.
"Ja."
"Fire in the hole," Markus shouted and lit the fuse while everyone got behind something solid.
Boom!
They went and examined the results: a big hole in the ground and bits of oak stump all over the place.
Markus waved and the steam scraper started up. It had a full load of earth and pushed it over to the hole. As it had turned out, the steam scraper could carry more earth than a horse-drawn scraper. Apparently Antonio's estimate of the horsepower of his steam cart was accurate.
****
"We are running late," Günther Jr. said that evening, while the four partners were eating dinner. Günther, Markus, Elly and Elias were going over the week's work.
"There was no way that we could predict all the delays that have happened," Elias insisted. Part of the reason that they had had to blow the stump was because some of the local farmers had gotten snippy about the land use rights. But that was only part of the reason and the truth was that blowing the stump had possibly even saved them some time since the road could be straighter now.
"That's not the point. We get paid by each mile completed, but we pay our workers by days worked. I don't care whose fault the delays are or if they are no one's fault. The longer it takes us to build a mile of road, the less we make on it."
"Fine," Elly said. "I agree, and so do Markus and Elias." Elly paused to look at both men, not so much to confirm their agreement as to command it.
They nodded. Markus dutifully, with a slight grin and Elias resentfully, and Elly continued. "However, I thought we had included delays in the timetable." That was something Markus had insisted on, that there would be delays and that they had to figure them in.
"I know," Günther Jr. said, "but that doesn't make them any less costly. I was hoping for more profit."
"You're a bean counter, Günther. You're always hoping for more profit," Elias said.
They got into discussing what had been going on. It wasn't, once they got into the details, nearly as bad as Günther Jr. was making it seem. It was just that they were not likely to get the early completion bonus they had been hoping for.
"How is Antonio coming with the steam scrapers?" Markus asked.
"No new ones available for another month at least," Elly said. "The ones he has keep breaking down." That was the drawback of the steam scrapers. When they worked, they worked faster and better than the horse- or oxen-drawn Fresno scrapers, but it was rare that the darn things managed more than a few hours without breaking down and two men had been injured by them. So far the injuries hadn't been permanently disabling, but the men and women of the road gangs had all learned to be cautious around Antonio's monsters. And the people, two men and a woman who drove and managed the steam scrapers, insisted on extra pay.
****
"And here is the reason horses are better than that steam contraption of Antonio's," Fred said. "It's wheels get stuck in the mud."
"Horses get stuck in the mud too," Antonio insisted from his cart.
"Which is why we're having to use horses to drag your mechanical monster out of the mud. Again!" Fred was by far the most out-going of the local hires. A natural leader and a hard worker, he had become a team leader of one of the scraper teams by mid-winter and now, in the spring, was trusted to drag Antonio's wagon out of the mud that it was sinking into with distressing regularity.
"You leave my baby alone," said Margretha Kappelin, another one of the local hires and the only woman who worked with the steam carts. This was Margretha's cart, which she called Smoky. "It's not Smoky's fault his wheels are too narrow. It's because wheelwrights don't make wide enough wheels."
The strange custom that had sprung up in the company was that a steam engine that was handled by a male engineer was female and one that was handled by a female engineer was male. So Smoky was a boy, Hotsy was a girl and so was Steamy.
"You know, she makes a good point," Günther Jr. said.
"What?" By now most of the crew thought of Günther Jr. as the person who delivered their pay and bought supplies for the company—that is, as the money guy, though not the person in charge. That was Elly, backed up as necessary by Markus and Elias Markus was an easygoing guy who was about the size of a bear and Elias looked like he was always ready to cut the heart out of anyone who bothered him. He wasn't really, but he looked and sounded like he was. So no one argued with Elly. Still it left Günther Jr. looking like sort of a nonentity to the road gangs. So everyone was surprised by his comment.
"It just makes sense that a steam cart is going to need a different structure than a regular cart. If for no other reason than that it has its engine in the cart, rather than tied to the front of it. Let me get with Frederich and see if we can make some better wheels for the steam carts."
As it happened, the new wheels had to wait. They got a message that Margrave Christian wanted to talk to them.
****
"So, tell me about railroads," Margrave Christian said.
"Railroads, Your Grace?" Elly asked. She was generally the spokesperson of the company.
"Yes, railroads. What do you know about them?"
Elly looked over at Markus, who shrugged his ignorance. "Not all that much, I'm afraid," she said.
"Anyone?" the margrave asked, clearly hoping for something more.
"Not much," Elias said. "The surveying for rail lines is similar to that for roads, but I know that the big deal that is delaying them up north is the shortage of steel and iron. I understand that they are using wooden rails in some places. Other than that, all I know is that they can carry a lot of goods really cheaply."
"That was my impression," Margrave Christian said. "I was hoping that you might know more."
"You know who might . . ." Günther Jr. said, interrupting the margrave without a thought, ". . . Antonio. He said the steam heads in Grantville that he learned from were all crazy for railroads.
The margrave looked over at Günther Jr. for a moment, apparently deciding whether to be offended by him or pleased with the information. "That's interesting," he said noncommittally. "Perhaps I should have a talk with this Antonio?"
"I'll see to it, Your Grace," Elly said, wanting to kick Günther Jr. under the table. Except there was no table to kick him under.
****
Antonio was more than a little nervous as he was gestured into the sitting room and left to sit for a while. Elly had gotten back from the discussion with the margrave, still complaining about Günther Jr.'s lack of manners and told him to get dressed and go to the margrave's residence in Bayreuth with everything he had on railroads.
Antonio had gotten dressed, unhooked the steam cart from the scraper and driven it into Bayreuth at the top speed it would manage.
Now he was sitting, waiting for the margrave to get around to him and wondering what he wanted to know. The door opened and the butler led him to the margrave's office.
"So tell me what you know about railroads."
Antonio did that. For a couple of hours, he told the margrave everything he knew, which wasn't much compared to what one of the up-time steam heads could have told him, but included most of the basics. Why railroads could carry so much, where the expense was—in the roads, not the trains, because trains could carry so much more.
Margrave Christian listened and asked intelligent questions, some of which Antonio could even answer. After that, they went out and he showed the margrave and his children the steam cart. He even gave the children a ride on it.
Then Margrave Christian let Antonio go, with his thanks.
Antonio came back to the camp feeling really good about it all. Well . . . halfway back to camp. Then the damn steam engine busted again, and he spent hours trying to put it back together.
****
More months passed and more miles became road. Good road, road that would take heavy wagons and made for easy traveling. Frederich made wide wooden wheels for the still-constantly-breaking-down steam carts, of which they now had five. And finally, on a day in September of 1634, they finished a gap and the new road between Cruessen and Bayreuth was done.
Margrave Christian rode a coach along it and made the whole trip in half an hour. An average speed of over sixteen miles an hour! That was impressive and it was agreed that it was a very good road. The margrave paid them their final payment and asked them to extend the road to Kulmbach, where he had his palace, the Plassenburg.
There was some haggling and Elly wanted to kick Günther Jr. again, this time for weakening their bargaining position with unnecessary details of their costs and profits.
Günther Jr. and Elias were a pair, she thought. They each needed a muzzle.
****
Two weeks later, on the road between Bayreuth and Kulmbach, Günther Jr. showed up waving a paper.
"What have you got there?" Elias asked.
"It's The Street."
Understanding that took a second, because Elias had never been much of a reader of the weekly financial paper. He looked first at the road they were building, then back at the paper and remembered.
"What about it?"
"They had an article on the growth in the road construction industry. There are road crews springing up all over Germany!" Günther Jr. shoved the paper at him and Elias took it. And then tried to read while Günther Jr. nattered on.
The article didn't mention them by name, though one line mentioned that a road company had just completed a road between Cruessen and Bayreuth and was now at work on one between Bayreuth and Kulmbach. But Elias didn't see anything particularly worrying about it.
By that time they had gotten to Elly and Markus' wagon and Günther Jr. was insisting, "We're ruined! There are road construction companies appearing everywhere."
"Oh, don't be silly, Günther," Elly said "There are enough roads that need work in Germany to keep us and a thousand like us busy for a hundred years."
Antonio grinned. "And then there's Italy."
****
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Henri really did not want to answer, but Louis continued to push the point.
"Look, it's time. We need to decide what to steal and head home," Louis said.
"Louis," Jacob said, "you've been wanting to steal something else ever since we lifted the underwater breathing gear. You just want to steal something because, for you, it was a novel experience. It was exciting. You never did anything like it before. You never had to do it for a living. I'll concede that it's like being in a battle. You feel more alive while you're doing it because you're more at risk. I knew fellows who grew addicted to it. They didn't last long. They started taking too many risks. Our job is to gather information. Stealing things puts that job at risk."
"Jacob, the job is over. It's time to head home," Louis said.
Henri reluctantly came to a decision. "I hate to say this but Louis is right."
"Are you sure, Henri?" Jacob asked. "The boss won't like us abandoning our post. Maybe things will turn around."
Louis interjected, "He won't like being called 'the boss,' either. You know he really doesn't like it when we let Grantville English corrupt our French." There had been a short tirade about that in response to a report shortly after they had arrived in Grantville in which they had used the word, "okay." Their boss concluded with the words, "Do not let it happen again!"
Henri ignored Louis' comment as not worth bothering with. "Jacob, there was no stipend last month or the month before. There was no courier last month and this month's courier is overdue. I've sent an inquiry and we haven't heard back. From the news in the papers about what is going on back home, we're not going to hear back, either. Nobody is sure what is going on. We don't know who is in control, or if anyone is. We don't even know who is still alive. We're on our own.
"We can't stay here without money. So, unless we want to get jobs, it's time to leave. And I agree with Louis. I see absolutely no reason to leave empty-handed."
Louis snorted. "Jacob wants to stay because he already has a job."
Jacob's "job" started out with them having the courier bring some good wines and cheeses to Grantville for their own consumption—to ease the pain of living amongst barbarians. Even a Parisian lowlife like Jacob turned his nose up at German wines. The courier was coming to Grantville anyway, and he was willing to transport a sideline for a little extra money. Then Jacob started selling his share. He might turn his nose up at German wines and cheeses, but when he saw what he could get for bleu cheese from the local market, getting by with the local products was not so bad after all.
When he increased his volume of orders beyond what the courier was willing to bring with him, Jacob started having it shipped in. The demand spread out from Grantville and everything was going along just fine. Then a local started making bleu cheese and the price dropped. So Jacob started selling the locally made bleu cheese to his out of town customers and with the reduction in cost of having the cheese shipped up from France, his profit actually went up when his prices went down.
Eventually, Jacob's business venture started to cut into his research time. Henri would have made him stop but for two facts. First, it added to the team's cover, and second, his business contacts proved to be good sources of information. Henri's disapproval had kept Jacob from expanding the export side of his business. There were things he knew would sell well in Paris, besides the few curios he continued to send to a broker he knew. But making a regular export business to Paris happen would take up more time than he could devote to it and still keep up his research load.
"Yes," Jacob replied to Louis' complaint and observation, "I have a job and yes, I can pay our rent for a month or two. And yes, we can hire out as researchers at the library. Our English is more than good enough by now and we're more than qualified. We can go right on doing what we're doing until things get settled in Paris and they start paying us again."
"That's fine for you," Louis said, "but I'm not a peasant to go grubbing for a living." Being a spy for the crown was part of being in the government. Like being in the army, it didn't count as work in the mind of someone like Louis. "Besides, what if the new government doesn't want us? It looks like the organization has shut down. Who knows who may have been killed in the fighting? The offices may have been lost in the fires. How will anyone even know we are here? If we're out of touch, we could end up being stuck here."
"Would that be so bad?" Jacob asked.
Louis sneered. "Would you feel that way if you didn't have a sweetheart in town on top of an import-export business? Your problem is, you have something here and nothing to go home to."
Jacob opened his mouth to object and closed it without saying a word. When he did open his mouth again, it was to agree with his antagonist. "Louis, you're right. I don't have anything to go back to."
"Well, I do!" Louis said, with the disdain of a petty nobleman for a member of the lower classes. "I'm not something the boss swept up off the streets of Paris." His tone made it clear just what he thought that something was. "My brother may have gotten the title and the estate, but he'll not deny me my old rooms and a seat at the table. I'm sick and tired of American food and American fools. I'm sick and tired of their talk of equality. I'm even more sick and tired of German barbarians, German wines, German food, Germans and the Germanies in general. If I'm not doing the king's work, then why put up with it? There's no point in staying here."
Henri nodded. "It's time to head home. When things settle down and get reorganized, maybe they'll send us back here or maybe we'll go somewhere else. But if we're not in Paris working our contacts, it's for certain we'll be overlooked."
Henri caught Jacob looking at him out of the corner of his eye. Henri knew Jacob had no contacts to work, no relatives at court, no matter how distant, nor did he have any old friends in the gaming houses and social circles of Paris who would know someone in the know when the time came. The fences and lowlifes of Paris might know Jacob's face and his street name, but that wouldn't help him get a job with the government. Henri acknowledged to himself that he might take Jacob along on the next assignment. But then . . . he might not. It would, of course, depend on what the assignment was. Jacob had proven to be quite useful. Still, how often would he need a thief? Besides, Jacob was quite capable of putting his own needs first. Could his loyalty really be counted on? Jacob's mother had passed away and they couldn't threaten to throw her back in debtor's prison, so there was no longer any leverage to insure his compliance with orders. Henri often wondered if Jacob's continued presence with the Grantville surveillance team didn't have more to do with comfort and convenience than with loyalty to the crown.
"There's no point to sending in reports no one is going to read," Henri said. "For that matter, if there's no courier, there's no way to send in reports anyway, is there?"
"So," Louis said, "then it's settled. We're heading home." He looked at Henri. "Now, what are we taking with us? It's too bad we can't make off with one of the automobiles or even one of the ones that have been converted into a horse carriage. We could sell it in Paris for a small fortune, enough to keep the two of us in high style in Paris for months. But we could never get away with it."
When Louis casually and completely left Jacob out of the division of the loot, Henri caught the briefest flash of anger on Jacob's face before it disappeared behind the usual quiet, stone mask. This reminded him of two things he had promised himself on the trip north from Paris to Grantville.
First, yes, Jacob was quiet and easygoing, but, under no circumstances was he ever to forget that Jacob was a dangerous man. This simple fact was something he was sure Louis had overlooked completely. If Louis did realize Jacob might be dangerous, Henri was quite sure Louis never even considered the idea that Jacob might be dangerous to him. To Louis, Jacob was just another member of the underclass, a servant. Louis assumed, therefore, that since Jacob was a servant he would know his place and act like a servant.
Henri added Louis' thoughtless comment to the long list of reasons he was of the opinion that Louis was a pompous idiot. That he was a well educated, intelligent fellow was beyond question. Yet, somehow, being intelligent just seemed to make his being an idiot all the worse. Henri first noticed Louis's attitude and Jacob's response to it on the trip north. That was when Henri concluded that he needed to keep an even closer eye on Jacob than he had before. Going home without Louis might be hard to explain, especially to his friends and family . . . and these were people who were not inconsequential.
"We'll need to leave here on fast horses so whatever we steal needs to be something small and light. Something we can carry with us on horseback," Louis continued. "Or at most something light enough that a packhorse can still keep up."
Henri nodded in agreement. "It needs to be something you can't get anywhere else. Five years ago that would have been easy. Now every other curio cabinet in Paris displays a Grantville doll, a plastic bottle, or cold light bulb. Every natural philosopher, tinker and blacksmith in France has a copy of a book on how to build a steam engine. There aren't many books left that are really worth stealing. The few that are worth stealing are locked away and well guarded. There are so many copies of anything with valuable ideas being turned out that they are so common and so cheap that an original is not going to bring you anything more than a good price. Sure, you can still get a fair sum for an original up-time book as a curio, but that is no longer something worth a fortune. Well, that is, except for some of the picture books which haven't already been parted out, put in frames and sold off one page at a time. But the picture books that are left are hard to find. We'd need more regular books than we could probably lay our hands on to make the kind of money we need."
"What we need," Louis mused, "is something which can only be found here in Grantville and it can't be something just anyone can get, either. I mean, anyone can hire a researcher and have them comb through the stacks for what they want. It's expensive, but finding an idea that is worth a fortune just by itself, without a large investment of time and money, is not going to happen."
"Record players are all the rage in Paris these days," Henri said. "How much do you think we could get with a stack of up-time records?"
"Most of them have already been copied and they're in the sales catalog," Louis replied.
"A computer?" Henri asked.
"How much can we really get for one? Besides, it takes electricity. Anybody who can actually use one will know that it is stolen and will be reluctant to buy stolen goods. Then there's the water run accounting machines that they're selling. Face it, outside of a very select market, a computer is just another curio," Louis said.
"Rob the bank?" Henri asked.
Jacob snorted. "Are you talking about cracking the safe after hours or just sticking it up in broad daylight? We can't manage the first, and we can't get away with the second. You might outrun pursuit on horseback, but you won't outrun the police cars and you sure won't outrun radio."
"So, what is there in Grantville that is small, light, and valuable, that isn't already available in a copy?" Henri asked. "It makes you wish they'd kept the libraries locked up. Then we could name our own price on books."
"What can you get in Grantville that you can't get anywhere else?" Louis mused. "You know, it's almost as if they set out to make sure everything they had was available to the whole world. We need something small enough to carry on horseback that is as valuable as a car. There are just a few thousand of them and they aren't going to be making any copies for a very long time."
Jacob thought things over. He knew where there were three large, if thin, books of full-page colored pictures, which could be collected with relative ease. They were, after all, just sitting on a coffee table in someone's living room as if they weren't worth their weight in gold. But if he mentioned them, they would be lost to him as a source of potential income and he was holding them in reserve against a future need. They would come in handy when he chose to return to Paris, especially if he had to lay low when he got there. Still, the loss might be worth it to see the last of his immediate boss and co-worker. "Would three big picture books of dogs be enough? That's one each," Jacob said.
"One each?" Louis asked, puzzled. "Oh, yes. Of course. Where?"
"Lindsey Clinter has three of them in her house. Two of them are full of different kinds of dogs and the third one is full of those poodles she breeds."
Henri laughed out loud when his thoughts went back to the early days when they had just arrived in Grantville and he had seen his first poodle. He had laughed out loud then too.
****
Just outside a shop in downtown Grantville, Louis asked Henri, "What are you chuckling at?"
Henri nodded towards something on the sidewalk. It was about the size of a small dog. It was wearing a rhinestone collar and a pink bow in its hair, and was on a leash. It looked like a collection of round balls of hair standing on sticks. When Louis started laughing it was a loud, full, deep, belly laugh. And when Louis started to laugh, the collection of hair balls ferociously jumped to the end of its leash as if to attack, and it started yapping away in high-pitched, annoying yelps, telling the whole world that it would utterly vanquish its prey just as soon as it got loose from the restraints.
The young girl holding the leash yanked on it and said, "Louis, calm down."
Louis darkened with annoyance.
Henri smirked, "Yes, Louis, do what the jeune fille said."
"What are you talking about?" Louis demanded.
"Did you not hear her? She said—" Henri switched from their common French to the girl's English and spoke to his companion in a close approximation of the tone of voice the young girl had used, "—Louis, calm down!"
Louis turned even darker with anger.
The lass tugged on the leash and pulled the dog to her feet. "Louis, sit!" she said, pulling up a bit on the leash while stooping to push down on the hind end of the dog—which did not look a thing like the terrier it sounded like.
"I said, sit!" and with these words she lightly swatted the dog's rear. It yelped once, but after that it was quiet.
She saw the two men staring at the dog and said, "What's the matter? Haven't you ever seen a French poodle before?"
"That thing is not French!" Louis objected.
"Oh, she might not have her papers, but she's a French poodle all right."
"Did you say she? A Louis is not a she dog."
"Yes. When the people the Easterleys got the dog frombought her they were told she was a male. When they found out she wasn't, they'd already named her, so Louis is a she."
"That is just not right!" Louis objected.
"So she has a boy's name?" The girl shrugged. "I really don't get what the big deal is."
Henri smiled. "Louis is my friend's name."
"Oh, I see," the girl replied.
"And why do you call that thing French? Never has France seen the likes of such," Louis objected.
"Well, not yet, I guess. Right now the only poodles, except for the ones here in Grantville, are full-sized and they're German retriever hunting dogs called puddles or something like that, because they make a mess when they shake off the water after they go swimming. But in another hundred years they will be the national dog of France."
"That . . . ridiculous thing will never be French!" Louis objected adamantly and loudly. "It is obscene!"
"I think it's cute! Come on, Louis. Let's go. Remley's waiting to see you." And with those words she walked off.
****
Henri's thoughts were pulled back to the present with Louis's words, "Poodles are disgusting! French? Indeed!"
Henri said, "There are a fair number of them in Paris these days. I don't know how many I've handled the purchase and the shipping on. And I don't know how many went back to France with different people who came to see the

sights. I just sent another two off not that long ago. Come to think about it, you would have thought the earlier ones would be littering by now, but people are still sending here for them."
"That is because the Clinter woman doesn't sell any female dogs out of town and she won't sell a male dog until it's been cut. And anybody here in town who takes a female has to agree to sell the litters back to her. So the only place you can get toy poodles is in Grantville," Jacob replied.
"That's true, at least about not selling females. Any time I've tried to buy one I've been told they aren't any available." Henri said.
"Well how did you find out about her not selling uncut males?" Louis persisted.
"The same way I found out about the picture books. Hilda told me about it."
"And just how did your sweetheart find out about this?" Louis continued to demand answers to his questions.
"She works mornings twice a week as a housekeeper for the Clinter woman. One time the woman had her help her take some half grown dogs to the vet's office where she works to be neutered. Hilda asked what the word meant."
Henri got a twinkle in his eye. "So she has exactly what we are looking for. She has a fertile poodle stud and dam. That is something you can only get in Grantville, something small, something light and something worth a small or not-so-small fortune. If we steal one of her studs along with a young female, we will have a breeding pair of poodles."
At these words Jacob and Louis looked at Henri. Jacob smiled and Louis chuckled. Suddenly, poodles did not seem quite so disgusting after all.
****
Henri found his way to the veterinarian's office off of Route 250 out near the high school in plenty of time to keep his appointment.
"Mr. Sommor, what can I do for you?" Les Blocker asked the tall, dark haired, middle-aged down-timer who made an appointment to see the veterinarian but did not have a pet with him. He was wondering what kind of information this one was wanting.
"Doctor . . . that is the right address, isn't it?" Henri asked.
"Close enough," Les answered.
"Doctor, I need your help buying a breeding pair of small black dogs, something about this size." He made a box in the air with his hands about ten high by fifteen long. "I need letters stating, preferably, that the pair came back to 1631 with the Ring of Fire. Barring that, I need the letter to verify that both animals are direct offspring of up-time dogs. My buyer in France is very adamant on that point."
"What an odd request," Les Blocker said. "There is absolutely no difference between an up-time dog and a down-time dog."
"Yes, it is an odd request. But then my client is an odd individual. He is a famous dog lover in Paris who is most notably known for only keeping small black dogs. With the recent arrival of poodles in Paris, it seems he has decided he must have up-time dogs of his own. And, of course, they must be black. He'd like black poodles, but there aren't any."
"True, the only poodles in town are white ones. Do they need to be house pets or will hunting dogs do?" Les asked.
"Hunting dogs will be fine, as long as we get a fertile male and female. Then he can tame the pups," Henri lied.
Les nodded. "Yes, I know where I can get what you want." He knew of someone who had a pack of mostly black, mixed breed rabbit dogs. They were dominantly beagle, but a black toy poodle terrier got mixed in somehow. The owner claimed they were the best rabbit dogs he ever hunted with. They ran to the small side, and the owner would be more than willing to part with two of them if asked right. After all, he had a pack of them and you don't need a pack to hunt rabbits. "I can have the dogs and the letters for you at the end of the week."
The vet named a price. Henri countered with a lower one. "Done! But," Les said, "at that price you need bring your own cages."
"I can bring cages, I guess. Are they not broken to the leash?" Henri asked.
"They're hunting dogs. They're trained to course a field, not walk to heel on a leash. They're kept in a kennel and are used to being transported in a cage. When they're on a leash, they think they're going hunting. So I guess it's a question of what you mean by 'broken to the leash.'"
Henri nodded. "I'll bring cages. Oh, and the letter needs to specify the name of the previous owner of the dogs and I will need a separate receipt for the purchase, of course, for accounting purposes."
****
Back at their quarters, Henri told Jacob, "We should have the black dogs by the end of the week."
"Good," Jacob said. "We need to pick the poodles up on Sunday evening while Ms. Clinter is at church and before she gives them another silly haircut again. She's a Church of Christ heretic. If we do it then, when it's dark, we'll have an easier time of getting away with the dogs."
"What about the other people who live in the house?" Henri asked.
"None. Mr. Pierpoint goes to church with her. Remley Easterley, who owned the house before the Ring of Fire, hired the girl to house sit for him and look after his Chihuahuas and his late wife's poodle when she died. He'd been in the assisted living hospital back before the Ring of Fire. They say he kept hoping he'd get better and be able to go home. After the Ring of Fire, he didn't want strangers around his dogs, so he never let her take in boarders. Then when he passed away, he left the house to her along with the money he had in the bank so she didn't need to rent out rooms. I was told he left her the house as much to keep his daughters from getting it as anything else. One of the girls once said the first thing she'd do was get rid of the stinking Mexican rat dogs, and Easterley loved those dogs like they were his kids. The daughter claims he loved them more than he loved his kids."
Jacob continued, "I've got the henna and the squid ink, so we're ready to dye the poodles black once we have the longer hair cut to match the shorter hair."
"Are you sure that will work?" Henri asked.
"The dye job will work. So, yes, it will work fine, as long as no one looks too closely at the shape of the dog. It's what the women in town are using to color their hair now that they can't get what they used to use. They have it shipped up from Italy. When we're done, your dogs will be black and it will have to grow out because it won't wash off.
"So we're ready to move. You might as well buy the horses."
"No. I'll wait a week from the time we steal the dogs to buy the horses and then buy them just before we leave town. We don't want people putting two and two together, thinking about us planning on leaving at the same time they are still hard at work looking for the missing dogs."
"Jacob, are you sure you're staying? I can buy four horses instead of three," Henri said.
"You only need one for you, one for Louis, and one for the dogs. I'm staying. Maybe things will settle down and they will want someone in Grantville again," Jacob answered.
"Well, if they don't, you'll do all right on the import-export business.
"I'll send you your share of whatever we get for the dogs. And I'll remind the powers that be that there is already an agent in place in Grantville if I ever get a chance. Now, are you sure we can get a breeding pair of poodles? It won't do any good if they won't make litters when we get them to Paris," Henri said.
"Hilda told me there aren't any neutered poodles in the house right now," Jacob said. "Mr. Easterley's surviving Chihuahua is, but there's no mistaking it for a poodle. Louis, the poodle that belonged to Easterley's wife was spayed, but it died last year."
"'Spayed'?" Henri asked.
"They could neuter female dogs up-time. But they've stopped doing it. It's a whole lot more complicated than cutting a male and they don't have the right anesthesia. Just be sure we grab one of each. The ones in the kennel are the best choice. They're younger than the ones in the house."
"That sounds like a plan." Henri shifted mental gears and became a bit quieter than he usually was. "Jacob, I don't want you to think I'm like that idiot Louis. I need to tell you it's been a pleasure working with you. The idea of getting papers for two black dogs and dyeing the poodles for the trip south is going to make me rest a whole lot easier on the journey.
"Yes, it will work fine as long as no one looks at them too closely. Once we've got them evenly trimmed and dyed, the big difference will be the bobbed tails."
****
"Lyndon," the police dispatcher's voice said over the radio in the cruiser. It was a bit after nine o'clock on a Sunday evening.
"Yeah, go ahead," the police officer replied.
"You need to go see Lindsey Clinter. Her house got broken into while she was at church."
"We're on it," Lyndon Johnson said. "Turn right at the next street," he told his down-time partner, Lukas Nederhood. "Then turn right again."
At the old Easterly house, Lindsey was sitting alone on the bottom of the eight steps that led to her front porch. Her husband was apparently not home. She seemed quite small. She never was a large girl, and now she was bent forward with her arms around her shins and her knees rubbing her chin. When the cruiser stopped and the two officers got out, she slowly stood up.
"Mr. Johnson," She said, "thank goodness you're here. I've been afraid to go in."
"What happened, Lindsey?"
"When I came home from the Sunday night singing at church, I came down the alley to come in the back door like I always do, instead of walking around the block to use the front. One of the windows in the kitchen door is broken and the door was open. I didn't used to lock my door when we lived in West Virginia, but here in Germany it seemed like the thing to do.
"Anyway, when I saw that the window was broken, I went next door to call the station and then I waited for you. I didn't want to go into the house until I knew it was safe."
"That's fine, Lindsey. Let me check it out for you," Lyndon said. "Lukas, you stay here with Lindsey. I'll make sure the house is clear." He walked around the house to start by taking a look at the broken window.
Lindsey sat back down on the steps while Lukas Nederhood quietly stood there watching as one group of windows after another went from dark to light, accompanied by a cascade of barking. At last the porch light joined the choir and Lyndon came out the front door. "Lindsey, it looks like whoever broke in was a polite thief. There's no mess and no breakage besides the window on the back door. I didn't see anything missing. The TV, the stereo and the computer are still there. Those things aren't as easy to sell as they were up-time. But I'm sure there's no one in the house. Why don't you take a look and tell me if anything is missing?"
She grabbed onto the hand rail and got slowly to her feet, looking very tired. When she stepped into the large living/dining room combination that took up the whole ground floor except for the kitchen and a bathroom, she stopped. The two poodles who had been yapping away ever since Lyndon entered the kitchen stopped when Lindsey walked in. "That's Fifi and Suzette, and there's Pedro behind the couch.
"Mrs. Easterley's mother's antique ship's clock is gone. She kept it on the mantel over the fireplace. It was a made by the Chelsea Clock Company and it was a wedding present when she got married, even though it wasn't new at the time. I guess it was a big deal, because Mr. Easterley told me about it several times." Then she pointed at the coffee table. "The picture books are gone."
Pedro, the fat Chihuahua, came out from behind the couch to sniff at Lyndon's shoes. She picked him up off the floor.
Room by room, Lindsey reported nothing else missing. All the while, she cradled the old dog in her arms while rubbing it behind the ears. When they had looked in the closet of the last bedroom upstairs, Lindsey asked, "Did you check the attic?"
"No," Lyndon said.
"Would you, please?" she asked.
Lyndon pulled down the trap door and folded out the ladder to take a peek in the crawl space. "It's empty."
Back downstairs in the kitchen, Lindsey put the Chihuahua down and opened every door to look inside. When she finished she headed for what used to be the garage. She had converted it into a kennel when she wanted to keep and breed more dogs than she was willing to keep in the house.
Lindsey took one glance and said, "There's Tammy." She opened the door and looked in the covered dog run off of the garage. "Tommy and Teri are missing."
****
"That's the long and the short of it, Chief," Lyndon said. "One broken pane of glass, three books, a clock and two dogs missing.
"The good news is that there's at least one litter in town so there will be a replacement for the missing stud before too much longer, but if we don't find the missing critters, it's going to be the end of Lindsey's monopoly on poodle production. She was more upset about that than anything else."
The chief sighed and shook his head. "Put an all point's bulletin out on the dogs."
"Already did," Lyndon replied.
The chief nodded. "Maybe we'll get lucky, but the odds are against it. They're most likely long gone by now. But as soon as Lindsey set herself up as the only source for poodles, this was bound to happen sooner or later."
****
At that very moment elsewhere in Grantville Louis was saying, "Merde! Don't those yapping dogs ever shut up? What if someone hears them?"
"Try giving them some wine and see if that will calm them down," Henri suggested.
"Forget the wine. What they need is a stiff brandy. I know I sure do. Jacob, we need two brandies in bowls and one in a glass."
Jacob brought two bowls with a shot of whiskey in each and set them on the floor. It seemed like a shame to waste good brandy on dogs, almost as much of a shame as wasting it on Louis.
"Where's mine?" Louis asked.
"You've got hands. You know where it is. If you want me to get it for you, you're going to have to make as much noise as the dogs and prove you're as helpless as they are. We've been over this before." What Jacob meant was "as useless," but he thought better of saying it. Besides, it wasn't true. Louis was a first class library researcher.
Louis snarled, rather like a dog for that matter, but he didn't say anything. They had indeed been over it before. Instead, he went to the kitchen to get the brandy that he really did feel he needed.
Jacob came into the kitchen where Louis was sitting at the table sipping his brandy. "They won't drink the whiskey."
"Not surprising," Louis said. "White lightning isn't fit for a dog. I don't know why we have it in the larder."
"I'm going to try mixing it with milk," Jacob said.
Louis was still sipping brandy when Jacob brought the two empty bowls to the sink and the bottle of milk to the icebox. While the team could afford a private dwelling not that far outside the line that marked the Ring of Fire, they couldn't afford a refrigerator and made do with an ice box. "They drank the milk right down, whiskey and all. It should put them to sleep. That might come in handy on your way back to Paris."
Louis grunted an acknowledgement. The man was right. Still he wasn't about to admit that Jacob had had a good idea.
****
Lindsey sat on the couch holding Fifi on her lap. Suzette's head was on her thigh. Both dogs were getting their ears scratched and would willingly sit there for hours. In Lindsey's current state of mind, that just might happen. Pedro was following Tammy around as she explored the house. Lindsey didn't want to leave her out in the kennel alone, so she had brought her in.
Lindsey's foremost thought was the wish that Gerry was home. Then he could hold her, comfort her, make her feel better, safe, protected. But he wasn't. The second thought in which she tried to take comfort was that surely whoever took the trouble to break in and steal Tommy and Teri wanted them as breeding stock and would take good care of them.
"Germany isn't Vietnam, after all. People do not normally eat dogs," she said to Fifi. "Surely, after stealing them they wouldn't just turn them loose in the middle of nowhere to fend for themselves." But the fear they weren't being properly taken care of would not go away.
Then Lindsey's thoughts retuned to the days shortly after the Ring of Fire when she figured out that there wasn't a registered toy poodle stud in the whole world.
****
"Mr. Tipton?"
He looked up from the cash register and recognized Lindsey Clinter, did the math and schooled himself to say no. She wasn't twenty-one yet and he wasn't going to hire a waitress for his bar who was under twenty-one even if it looked like some of the laws, like making moonshine and carrying concealed weapons, and even selling beer to minors, were going to be overlooked. "Yes?"
"You have a poodle, don't you?" she asked.
That was not the question he was expecting. "Sure do. If I recall, you have two out of the same litter."
"Yes. Fifi and Suzette. Is yours a male?"
"No. I wouldn't mind, but my wife says male dogs are gross, licking themselves and lifting their legs to pee."
"I was so hoping you had a male," Lindsey said.
The girl was obviously upset, "What's the mater?"
"There isn't an unneutered male toy poodle in town. For that matter, there isn't one of any size, toy, miniature or full. I've found someone with a poodle terrier mix and it's more terrier than poodle. I don't want to, but it looks like I'm going to have to breed my registered poodles with a mongrel, or find a German retriever of the breed that's going to become the poodle line. But that's just as much of a gamble. And I think the size will be harder to breed out than the terrier will."
"You know, I hadn't given it any thought, but you're right. There isn't a registered poodle stud in town. I didn't think about it because we had Tabitha spayed. My wife said if she ever had a litter we'd end up keeping them because she knew she wouldn't be able to give them up. And one dog is all she wants in the house."
****
The first litter was a disappointment. All three pups were clearly mixed breeds. But one of them was a male and the breeding back process was underway. The good news was that the people who came to see Grantville didn't know a pure poodle from a wild goose. When they found out that there was a breed of dog called a "French Poodle," many French tourists felt they had to have one and were willing to pay the asking price and were willing to take the mixed breed culls.
Then, in 1633, the unthinkable happened. When Lindsey got a call at the Easterley's house to come down to the BowersAssistedLivingCenter, she expected bad news. She was sure Remley was on his last legs. She grabbed Pedro, the Chihuahua, so Remley could see one of his darlings one last time. She felt sorry for Remley. He caught the flu, but he had seemed to be doing better. Now it looked like he wouldn't make it. Sadly, his wife wasn't able to visit him. Vera Easterly, who worked down at the PrichardExtendedCareCenter as a CNA, also caught the flu and now she was in the hospital. That was why Lindsey was staying at their house.
****
Remley was sitting up when she got there. "Pedro," Remley wheezed and held out his hands. After a bit of face licking and making cooing sounds, Remley pushed the dog down to his lap and kept him there with a good ear scratching. "Lindsey, I've got some bad news. Do you think you could move into the house full time? Vera passed away this morning."
Shocked, Lindsey said, "Oh, Remley, I am so sorry."
"Yes. I thought she'd outlive me by at least twenty years. But right now I need to know that Louis is going to be looked after. Vera and I promised we'd look after her when her owners died and they left us everything they had to see to it. I can't do it from here, so I need you. I'm not doing well and I'm worried about it. I'll have a lawyer in and get the papers drawn up. I want you to have the house and Vera's bank account."
"But, Mr. Easterley, what about your girls?"
"You let me worry about that. Right now, what's important is me knowing that Louis and Pedro are going to be looked after."
****
Lindsey spoke to Fifi, "And, oh boy, a year later when Remley passed away and the girls found out that I got the house to look after the dogs, all hell broke loose. Didn't it just? They claimed Remley didn't know what he was doing and they took it to court, didn't they?"
But when the lawyer handed the judge the letter that Remley wrote, the judge threw the case out. He said Remley clearly knew exactly what he was doing and that the girls would just have to make the best of splitting up the other assets. When Lindsey moved into the Easterley house to look after the dogs she had resolved to move out when Louis died and give the house and the rest of the money to the Easterley's daughters and take Pedro with her if he was still around. But the daughters got so nasty about it that when Louis did finally die of old age, Lindsey changed her mind and stayed put. Besides, by that time she was married and unless she wanted to move back in with her parents she really didn't have anywhere else to go.
Lindsey heard the back door open. "Let me up, Fifi. It sounds like Gerry's home." She met her husband in the kitchen with a desperate hug, a passionate kiss and a teary explanation that started with the piece of plywood tacked over the missing window in the kitchen door.
****
"Police station," the dispatcher/receptionist said.
A female voice said, "I think you should know that two Frenchmen left town this morning, heading south. They have two dogs with them." Then the phone went dead.
"Jacob," Hilda said, as she hung up the payphone at the train station, "that was a nasty thing to do to Henri."
"True. But Louis really does deserve to spend some months working on the road crew or, better yet, under lock down working at the tannery if he can't get along on the road crew. Which I'm sure he can't.
"Come on. Let's get the trunk and the dogs loaded on the train."
Jacob and Hilda were taking the train to Magdeburg and then a barge to Hamburg where they would catch a ship to France. He had been told to dispose of the two black, mostly beagle, dogs but he had hidden them instead. Now he was taking them to France, along with the three books and the clock. Henri left instructions to ship them south. He didn't want to be carrying them. The poodles might pass. But if they were caught with the books, no amount of dye would cover that up. These were purportedly very good rabbit dogs and Jacob was hoping to do well out of them when he got back to Paris. As far as he was concerned, they were much nicer dogs than the poodles.
****
"Louis, that's a siren. Get off the road and out of sight," Henri said. The police car went flying by at about forty miles an hour. They were still close enough to Grantville that the road was graded and graveled.
When the car was out of sight, Louis asked, "Do you think they were looking for us?"
"Probably not. How would they know?" Henri said. "But why risk it? Lets go."
"What if they're waiting for us?" Louis asked.
"That's not likely. There's no point in going back and if they are looking for us and we turn off, they'll know and they'll start looking everywhere for us. Let's stick to the plan."
When they got to the inn at the end of their day's travel the police car was in the courtyard near the stables. A German down-timer was leaning against the front fender. When he saw them he pushed away from the car. At the same time, an up-time American voice spoke from behind them.
"Good afternoon. Would you like to tell me what you've got under those covers on that pack horse?"
"Dogs, officer," Henri said, opening a saddle bag and taking out the paper and handing them to the officer with the words, "Black beagles. Here."
The man glanced at the papers. Then he lifted the cover off of one of the cages. He found himself face to face with a black faced, quiet, little dog.
"Are you looking for the missing poodles?" Henri asked.
"Yeah. But that's not them. Sorry to have bothered you." The officer called to his partner. "Not them. Let's get back to town."
****
On a lonely stretch of road not far from what would be the French border after World War I, Henri and Louis came around a sharp bend in the road at the base of a small hill. Five young men holding wheel-lock pistols stood blocking the road, waiting for them.
Louis threw his coat back to reveal the butt of a pistol. "Stand aside," Louis commanded, "and no one needs to die."
"Monsieur," a cocky, talkative fellow standing on one end said, "the sad truth is I barely care if I live or die. I care even less if my companions do. And it will bother me not in the least to see you dead in the road.
"Now, there are five of us and two of you. If you are lucky, at most you will kill two of us. But we will surely kill both of you. So if you wish to live, I suggest you get down off your high horse and hand me the pistol you are carrying."
Louis looked to Henri who nodded. The two of them dismounted. Louis let his horse shy as he dismounted so it was between him and the highwaymen. The pistol in Louis holster was not a common wheel-lock, single-shot, muzzle loader, even if that is what the visible butt looked like. Louis, not wanting to be dependent on ammunition that might be impossible to get later, had a supply of French percussion caps sent to him in Grantville and he had a gunsmith make him a revolver. It was about the size of a common wheel-lock but the caliber was smaller and the cylinder held five rounds. Once he was on the ground, where a spooked horse would not affect his aim, and where the bandits could not see what he was doing, he drew his revolver, then stepped around his mount. And was shot twice.
"That is not much money," one of the highwaymen said when they had divided out the two purses. They had stripped the bodies of clothing and searched the horses for other valuables without finding much.
"True, but the horses are worth good money and those fancy pistols should fetch a fair price," the leader said.
"What? We’re not keeping them?"
"No, we’re not keeping them. Wherever would we get the little brass things? Besides, if the likes of us had weapons like that, everyone would not only know they were stolen but who we stole them from. Look at the clothes. These are the sort of people who get looked for."
"I wonder what the dogs are worth? If noise were money, they’d be worth a fortune."
"Nothing. Who would buy them? Those bobbed tails would keep them from blending in, even if they were ordinary dogs. Turn them loose and leave them. We can sell the cages."
The leader turned to another member of the band. "Robert, go tell your uncle where to find these three and give him six coppers to come and bury them. Then meet us at the inn."
Robert nodded. His uncle lived alone with his wife not far away on a small farm. They raised goats and made cheese and got by on land that really wasn’t good for much of anything else.
****
"Uncle Jean," Robert called out when he entered the barn.
Jean jumped half out of his skin and the pitchfork went flying to the loft with the hay in its tines. He was used to the dogs raising a fuss when any strangers came on the place, but the dogs had taken sick and died and he hadn’t gotten around to replacing them.
Robert laughed and threw some copper coins to the barn floor at Jean’s feet. "Still haven’t got a new dog, have you? That’s dangerous, Uncle. You never know when a thief might come around. But I’ve taken care of that. I just left two good watch dogs with Aunt Maria. You’ll like them. They’re not very big, so they won’t eat as much and they’ll make lots of noise."
Jean picked up the coins. "Six? So you killed three men this time?" The disapproval was clear in his voice.
"We killed two," Robert said. "Do you remember Claude? They killed him. They almost killed me too. They came close enough to shoot my hat off my head."
"Robert, for your mother’s memory, you should quit hanging around with that lot and find some other way to make a living."
"They’re at the base of the hill. Bury them somewhere out of sight," was all Robert said.
****
That evening, Jean's wife Maria said, "I wonder what happened to the little dogs, Jean. Do you suppose they've been frightened so badly that their hair is turning white?"
"What are you talking about, woman?"
She put one of the yappy little terrors in his lap, then brought a candle closer. "See? Their hair is growing in white. I wonder why."
****
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Chapter Fifty-Seven: On The Hunt
Interior of Northern Mauritius
Gerbald silently beckoned his posse to pause at the edge of the wide valley stretching before them. It was well past midnight, following the trail through the gravelly pass with only the flashlight's slowly fading beam to see by had been a frustrating process. Gerbald stalked along the edge of the meadows they had reached, looking for his next sign while his men took a much needed breather. At last he found the spot where they had carried Pam into the tall grass. He allowed himself a small sigh of relief. It would be an easy trail to follow even in this moonless night, and they might regain some of the ground they had lost in the pass. Moving as fast as he dared, Gerbald led the way, followed by the posse, every man tired, but intent upon recovering Pam.
One of the Marines borrowed from their Swedish military escort, Muskijl, a wiry built, well seasoned soldier in his late thirties named Järv, worked his way up to Gerbald.
"Sergeant!" he whispered to the grim faced German, "Do you smell it?"
Gerbald stopped, opening his nostrils wide to the cool night air. There was a certain tang there.
"Water! Well done, Järv, you noticed it before I did." More than a little surprise could be heard in his voice.
Järv grinned, pleased to have impressed his commander. "That's why they call me Järv. It is the name of an animal in the far north where I am from, a creature known for its sharp senses and cleverness. My father was a trapper who feared nothing, but he taught us all to respect the järv, which is far more dangerous than its size would indicate."
Gerbald was approaching exhaustion and needed to take a breather himself. He covered this by asking the eager Marine to describe the animal. Upon hearing that he was fairly sure that the man was talking about the wolverine, which was not native to the Germanies, but he had read about them in Pam's books.
"An imposing creature indeed! Keep that wolverine nose of yours open wide, my friend. We will need whatever aid nature provides us with." Gerbald favored the man with a smile, but then his face turned grim again. "This might not be a good thing. Let us see how smart these bandits are."
They continued across the grassy expanse. Gerbald began to hear the gurgle of a slow moving current off to the right, along the bottom of a dark mass the flashlight revealed to be a densely wooded hillside. Gerbald's frown deepened as the trail brought them inexorably closer to the waterway.
Soon Gerbald's fear was realized; the trail ended at the river's edge, muddy footprints could be seen leading into the water. He scanned the far side with the light searching for signs of passage, but there were none.
"They are smarter than I like," he announced to the men in dark tones, "They have either moved upstream or downstream. The river is slow enough for either option. A hard trail to follow."
Torbjörn came to Gerbald's side, staring into the darkness beyond the river's far side.
"Is it impossible?" he asked, his voice low and filled with a heart-breaking sadness.
"No, my friend, never impossible. Difficult, yes. However, it is not something we can do in the darkness, even with the up-time light, which is already beginning to lose its power. We must stop here and wait for first light. It is only a few hours away. Besides, we need a rest, No doubt they have taken one by now. If we don't regain some of our strength we won't be able to do Pam any good anyway." He pointed the light to a copse of trees some twenty yards back from the bank. "We will camp in there, the trees will provide us some cover in case there are spies about. Come, let us eat and sleep while we can."
After finding a path in through thick underbrush they found a pleasant open space beneath the trees. Soon a small campfire sprang up, the copse being dense enough to hide its presence, and the men gathered around its sparking cheer. They ate their meal in silence. Dore had packed well, giving them far more than one day's worth of food to carry, the woman's intuition was uncanny. The men savored the simple, but delicious fare, eating enough to regain their strength, but reluctantly putting away the lion's share to save for the next day.
Gerbald leaned against a tree trunk, fairly sure that without its support he would keel over into the thick mat of leaves and twigs at his feet.
"I will take first watch," he said, forcing his drooping eyes to open wide in a futile bid to look hawkishly alert.
Doctor Durand stood up from his place by the fire and strode over to Gerbald in the officious and no nonsense gait that an experienced physician learns to use when approaching a reluctant patient.
"You most certainly will not! Just looking at you I can see that you have reached the point of exhaustion. You have traveled farther, and been awake longer than we have, you must rest, now!" There was a definite note of finality in the doctor's tone. Still, Gerbald attempted to raise a protest, which the doctor quashed.
"Sergeant Gerbald, with all due respect, we need you awake and in good health so that you may lead us once more in the morning! Pam has appointed me chief medic of your expedition, entrusting me with the health of her people. Now, I'm sure you know what she would say about this, so go lie down!" By now the doctor's prominent nose was well under the brim of Gerbald's floppy mustard hat, his brown eyes commanding all of Gerbald's attention.
Gerbald put up his hands in a gesture of surrender, and gave the intense Frenchman a weak grin. "Aye aye, Doctor, it shall be as you say. I know you are right, I'm just a stubborn old soldier."
Doctor Durand's tone softened having achieved his aim. "I shall take first watch, accompanied by one of these Swedish gentlemen in case your trust in me is still in doubt."
"I'll stay up with you, Doctor. I couldn't sleep right now if I wanted to," a tired but still alert looking Torbjörn said, stretching himself up to his considerable height with a groan.
Gerbald smiled, nodded his assent, and went to pass out in the leaf littered earth under the closest tree, not bothering to make his usual nest. It felt like the best feather bed in the world to him, and three breaths later he was out.
****
Gerbald felt a gentle hand on his shoulder. He mumbled in German to his wife to leave him alone and let him sleep another hour, but the hand didn't go away. Slowly he realized someone was talking to him, a male voice speaking Swedish. He opened one eye to peer out from beneath the brim of his hat to see cheerful Åke, his long-time companion from Redbird'screw, bent over him.
"I'm sorry, but you must get up now, Gerbald. It will be dawn shortly!" The sailor grinned merrily beneath his shaggy, strawberry blond beard, obviously enjoying having the rare jump on always-first-to-rise Gerbald.
Gerbald muttered his thanks in Swedish and pulled himself the rest of the way out of the Land of Nod. It was time to go back to work. Åke, a sailor, and his Marine shipmate, somber, dark-haired Sten, were well versed in Pam Miller's survival methods, and had brewed a pot of coffee in a copper kettle over the coals. Everyone had a small Chinese porcelain cup packed carefully in their "lunch sacks," and they all enjoyed the happy bitterness of a hot cup of coffee as they waited for the sun in the hushed pre-dawn darkness.
"I'll recommend you two to Captain Pam for promotions," Gerbald told the Second Chance Bird crewmen, having become just as addicted to the drink as Pam over the years.
Järv and wide-shouldered Reling from the Muskijl sipped at theirs with a bit of trepidation, but soon decided they liked the stuff. Doctor Durand nodded his approval, sipping carefully so as not to allow the steam to cause his mustache's immaculate curlicues to droop. Maintaining their precise shape throughout their journey was something of a small miracle.
"I now see what all the fuss was about!" the doctor exclaimed. "No wonder the Americans were so desperate for this 'coffee' when they arrived in a century that has not yet fully realized its delicious potential. It's a truly marvelous taste, bitter, but with complex subtleties. It also contains a mild stimulant, I feel most refreshed!"
"Caffeine," Gerbald told him. "You'll soon find you can't live without it."
That caused the doctor to raise his eyebrows. They all took a last, longing drink, and then began breaking camp. Doctor Durand gave the sailors a disgusted scowl as they put out the fire in the ancient male way. "Efficient, yes. Sanitary? No!" he hissed to Gerbald in English, but this only made the German hunter chuckle.
"I thought you were a woodsman, Doctor!" he teased Durand.
"One can be a woodsman and still embrace a certain level of civilization, even in the antipodean wilderness!" Durand's disgusted tone softened then. "Still, one must confess that in my youth I relied on that brutish, yet expedient solution myself on occasion." Both men shared a quiet laugh as they made their way out of the trees into the dim purple light of the dawn meadows. The hunt was on again.
Soon they were gathered at the spot where Pam's trail ended at the muddy shore. Gerbald frowned as he looked at the muddy boot prints. "Careless, that. They must have been getting tired, having to bear Pam's weight between them. They are big fellows, and she weighs not much more than a feather these days, but over long miles it would take its toll." he leaned down closer, marking the size and shape of the tracks. "Simple but sturdy leather boots, just what one would expect from woodland scouts."
"Or common brigands," Torbjörn added in a low snarl.
"Indeed. We must all be very careful now, we may be nearing their hideout and there is a possibility they have laid traps for us. Keep your eyes and ears open." He looked at Järv, who was restless, ready to move again. "And noses!" Gerbald added, making the man grin in the way his namesake might upon capturing some toothsome prey.
Everyone wanted to ask "Which way next?" but they respectfully refrained, giving their leader, who was also their most experienced tracker by a fair distance, plenty of time to ponder before making that decision.
At last Gerbald broke the silence. "Upriver. It would be easy to go downriver with the flow, so they went upriver, thinking we might not expect that. At least that's what my hunch says, and that's all we have to go on at this point." Everyone nodded their agreement, and they fell into line, each scanning the close and far shore for any sign of their captured friend's passing.
Chapter Fifty-Eight: The Middle Of The River
Time passed strangely as Pam floated down the slow moving river, minutes seemed to grow and stretch into spans much longer than they should. Had it been an hour since she had made her escape? Two hours, three? She couldn't be sure. She did feel certain that she had left her pursuers far enough behind, and had stopped swimming, the exercise made her injured head throb. She floated on her back now, feet downstream so as not to bump into anything with her already tender noggin. The cool water helped soothe the pain, not as well as an ice pack, but much better than nothing. She had used the old 'man overboard' trick of taking off her shirt, tying its openings closed, and filling it with air to create a make-shift flotation device. This worked fairly well, but needed the occasional refill.
Sometimes, the water sped up slightly as the course narrowed, or went around a tight bend. During these times she used her arms and legs to steer, always keeping to the deepest spots. It was a dark, moonless night but the water reflected the dazzling starlight of a sky that knew no pollution and Pam, who had excellent night vision anyway, was able to navigate with ease. She guessed that she had traveled at least three miles, maybe more, but with the river's meandering path it was impossible to know for sure. She was well pleased with her escape, and she thought the pleasure of it buoyed her nearly as much as her air-filled shirt.
The night stretched on, the trip down the river would have been rather enjoyable under different circumstances. Unfortunately, Pam now had to face an inconvenient reality that was growing more urgent with each passing minute; she was getting cold. She had ignored it for longer than she probably should have, and was beginning to shake slightly—time to get out of the pool! She looked around for the best nearby place to go ashore. Whatever luck had helped her escape was still with her; the river had deepened and widened considerably over the last mile. Straight ahead of her was a very small island, about fifteen feet long and nine feet wide. Above its sandy banks tall grass grew in and around a tangle of driftwood. It was ideal, a healthy swim through deep water from either bank and providing natural cover.
Pam reached its closest tip and crawled up into the long, soft grass. She wanted to pass out as soon as her entire body was out of the water, but forced herself to move further into the small sanctuary's center, where large, bleached logs would hide her from searching eyes. Her head still hurt, and she was shivering. How badly had hypothermia set in? The very thought was worrisome. At least her teeth weren't chattering yet, which was a good sign. She decided to take off all her soaking wet clothes except her underwear, a light silk shift from the junk. She sat up and made a point of wringing them out a few feet from where she planned to sleep, then laid them out on the grass to dry, making sure they were hidden from the river shore. The ground was deliciously dry where she curled up in her driftwood blind. She pulled the long grass down over her body to help provide some warmth and cover. Exhausted, chilled, and in pain, but feeling safe for the time being, Pam drifted off into a deep, tranquil sleep as the first faint glow of dawn came to the starry southern skies.
****
The sun was hot. Pam awoke to feel it slowly burning her face and arms. What time is it? Her head still hurt, but the pain had diminished to a dull beat in the back of her head, unpleasant but manageable. She just wanted to roll over in the soft grass and go back to sleep, but from somewhere a voice, (Grandma?) was shouting at her to wake up.
"Okay, I'm up, I'm up!" she said aloud. Pam sat up, rubbing her eyes in the glare of light reflected off water. Looking around she realized that there was no one there. "Great. The voices in my head have gotten loose." She had been certain someone was calling her, but she was all alone on her tiny sanctuary, and the river banks were empty of people. Pam frowned. That won't last! Damnit, it's got to be nearly eleven in the morning! I've overslept! She felt a panic rising in her but quelled it, she had to focus. What are my options?
She saw that her clothes had dried where she had laid them out on the grass. She picked up the dark blue Chinese silk shirt and turned it over to make sure the back was completely dry. She had slept in her socks and hiking boots, which were still a bit damp, but decided to leave them on, there was no time to do anything about them now. Yes, having dry clothes would be really nice, but then there was the problem of getting them to the shore that way. She would have to figure something out. She really couldn't face the misery of slogging along in wet clothes. On the other hand, going ashore might not be a good idea just yet. That's where they would be following her. Careful to keep low, she looked down river. The water continued on much as it had, slowly meandering between hill and meadow. She was currently in a wide, deep area but it looked like the river might become more shallow farther down, and perhaps a bit faster. This was not a good sign, if she came to water too shallow to swim or float in then she would have no choice but to go forward on land. If she should suddenly end up in rapids, would she be able to get out in time? How far was it to the sea? It was all a big unknown ahead of her, no matter which route she chose. She was in a damn difficult and dangerous situation, and any decision she made might mean life or death.
That was when, too late, she saw three men moving silently downstream along the low bank. She knew their ogre-ish forms, their monstrous strides all too well. She ducked down between the logs as quickly as she could, silently praying they hadn't seen her. She realized then that she had left her shirt out in a spot where it could be seen from the shore. Damn you, Pam! she silently chided herself. Stupid, stupid, stupid again! She bit her lip, squinting her eyes tightly to stop the flow of frustrated tears. There was nothing for it now, either they saw the shirt or they didn't. Pam breathed slowly and deeply, trying to maintain calm while her heart raced. She prayed Please let them pass, please let them pass. When she heard them start shouting, she clenched her fists in rage and terror.
Chapter Fifty-Nine: Marco Polo
Pam still held onto a faint hope that they might think she abandoned the dirty, torn shirt, and was already gone. She moved carefully into a position where she could see her pursuers through a tangle of bone white branches and slender stalks of bright grass. Her heart sank as she saw them pointing at her little island, arguing about what to do next. She knew they were not good swimmers which was the only thing left in her favor. They stopped talking and split up, looking for something. To her horror they pulled out a dry log, cast up on the bank by the rainy season surge. They put it in the water and it floated, quite nicely in fact. After more finger pointing and argument, one of them, she thought it might be "broken rib guy," begin to take off his boots and shirt. He handed his pistol to the fellow she thought of as "the leader," who was also the bastard who had hit her in the head. Wearing only his breeches and a nasty looking blade at his belt, the man waded into the water until he was up to his chest, then began kicking, hanging onto the log for dear life. To her surprise, Pam found herself smiling.
Enough was enough. She didn't know why they had kidnapped her in the first place, whether as a political prisoner, or simply to be camp plaything, but now she was pretty sure they had a new motive for coming after her; she had really pissed them off. She had managed to physically hurt each of them, and much worse for a male of this ilk, she had badly damaged their pride. They were coming for revenge now, the game had become life or death. The old Pam Miller might have cowered and waited meekly for the end, or maybe have enough sense to run away, but not "Captain Pam." She waited for the man on the log to come closer. When he was near enough for her to see the sadistic smirk on his face, she turned around, pulled down her pants and mooned him. Back on the shore the rest of the thugs began laughing despite themselves. With her pants back in place she turned back to see that log man's smirk had turned to red rage. Perfect. Pam gave him a coy wave, then put her finger in the water, shivering theatrically as if it were icy cold. Her pursuer kicked even harder. He was only about five yards away when Pam dove into the river, surfacing with a smile into an easy backstroke a good ten yards away.
Pam headed slowly toward the opposite shore, drawing him further away from his friends and out into deeper water. Log man was persistent. He changed course to follow. She couldn't be sure, but she thought they must be well out of range of those primitive guns. She was pretty sure that even if they had this kind of range, their accuracy wouldn't be very good. Anyway, she would have to take that chance, just one of many on her day's to do list. She gave log man a glamorous smile and beckoned him closer, taunting him. She could now see that one of his hands was gripping a very large knife and it looked sharp. She noted it, but felt no fear, not with what she had in mind. She began taking deep breaths, readying her lungs for a dive. She thanked her rowdy boy cousins for teaching her to dive, it might just save her life today.
"Say 'Marco!'" she told the slowly, but steadily approaching enemy in a teasing voice before taking one last deep breath and making a surface dive. It had been a long time since she had done this and suddenly a sharp pain appeared in her ears. She had forgotten to equalize. Better late than never, she pinched her nose and blew, bringing some relief to the tortuous pressure squeeze. The ever present throb from her head injury chimed in to let her know it was still there, but she had gotten pretty good at ignoring that and dove deeper. At a depth of nine feet she swam under the man and surfaced a couple of yards behind him. The ear pain had caught her off guard, so she would have to consider this a practice run. Surfacing and barely winded, she loudly shouted, "Polo!" at him, making him almost lose his grip on the log in surprise. Pam noted that with pleasure, the wood was beginning to get slippery. As the man struggled to turn his ersatz watercraft around, Pam took another deep breath and again disappeared below the surface.
This time she was better prepared, ears pressurized and lungs filled for a longer, deeper dive. When she was a kid she could go down pretty far, turning over rocks at thirty feet for almost two minutes before surfacing, sometimes with a furious, wriggling prize snapping its claws, helpless in her grip. She was no kid any more, but she still had the skills. She hoped it would be enough to nab this prize. Pam shot downward, feeling the water grow colder as she left the surface behind. Looking up she could see her pursuer kicking hard as he turned in a circle. That must be tiring, she thought with sadistic glee. She kicked upward, rising to the level of his flailing feet. Careful to time it just right, she grabbed an ankle in each hand and yanked downward with all her might, adding her own mass to the pull. She could hear him shrieking, gripping the log for dear life. She realized she wouldn't be able to dislodge him on this try, but his hold on the log came at a price. A flashing length of silver came sinking past her, whirling through the water like a maple seed. Grinning savagely, she let go of the man's legs and grabbed for the knife he had dropped before it went any deeper. It was a close thing but she managed to get it by the handle, gurgling with triumph at the gift. You're supposed to carry it in your teeth, stupid! she thought at the man, as she clenched it with the sharp side out between her own pearly whites. Using a powerful breaststroke and frog kick combination, Pam headed for the surface, coming up once more well out of reach of her floundering prey.
The man turned to see Pam smiling with his own knife in her teeth, her stormy gray eyes filled with a primeval malice. Panic hit him then and he began to kick as hard as he could for the far shore, which, while closer than where he had left his comrades and any hope of aid, was still many long yards away. Pam fell into a lazy side stroke behind him, coming beside him. He glanced over at her, eyes wide with fear. How could a woman become a shark? Grimacing painfully, he kicked even harder, his breath coming in loud, exhausted gasps. Pam gave him a polite nod before diving under again. It was time to kill. The man paused to lash out at her with his legs, hoping to kick her, but she hovered just out of reach. Taking the knife from her teeth she aimed carefully, timing the movement of his legs, then lashed out with the knife. The wickedly sharp blade sliced into his right Achilles tendon, a cloud of dark red spurting into the dimly lit water. Pam could hear shrieking. She still had enough air, so she took another swipe at him, this time catching him behind the right knee, a deep and debilitating cut. Her enemy struggled crazily to kick away from her, but with his injuries he wasn't making much headway. Twin contrails of red drifted downstream from his pathetically flailing legs. Pam surfaced again.
She took a moment to look back at the far shore. The rest of her pursuers were running beside the river, shouting curses and shaking their fists. One of them had his gun out and took aim. She quickly ducked below the surface, just in time to watch the hot projectile slam into the water some ten yards away, arcing into the depths with a dissipating wake of steam. Bobbing up again, she laughed.
"You're going to have to do better than that, Jesse James!" She knew they wouldn't understand her words, but it was pleasure enough to know they would hear her taunting tone. "Better luck next time, ass-holes!" That was when she felt a cold, iron-like grip take her by her left bicep. The man on the log had found courage, and had somehow managed to maneuver his log up behind her while she had been distracted. His other arm was wrapped firmly around the log, a hard hold to break. He drew her closer to him, smiling viciously, like a water rat that has at last snagged the slippery fish. Pam smiled back, not even trying to break free of his grip. Under the water, she still had the knife in her free hand.
"Gee, you're dumb," she said as she drove it into his gut. His smile turned to a gasping "O," his flinty eyes tearing up with the excruciating pain of a sure death. She drove it in deeper, all the way to the hilt, and twisted. Blood shot out in jets, she could feel its hot fluid enveloping her in a scarlet cloud, smell its iron as it bubbled to the surface. He lost his grip on her then, and began to lose his purchase on the log, sliding into the water to his shoulders. Pam pulled the knife out of him, making him moan and cough blood. She lifted the knife, its deadly length breaking the surface like a shark's dorsal fin, making sure his terror filled eyes focused on the deadly steel gleaming wetly in the noonday sun. She thrust its length into his neck just above the Adam's apple, dodging the arc of blood which came spurting out from the killing stroke. Her enemy stopped moving all together then, his open hands twitching senselessly in the air as he began to float onto his back. Pam gripped him by his wet, snarled hair and pushed him under, using her weight to send him deep. He didn't surface. Pam carefully shoved the knife into the tight spot where her pant's waist hugged her flesh between her left hip and buttock where it couldn't cut her or come loose. She definitely intended to keep this unexpected gift from above that had very likely saved her skin. Now close to exhaustion herself, but flooded with adrenaline and with every fiber of her being singing the blood lust song, she laughed long and loud as she pulled herself onto the log. On the shore, the rest of her enemies were insensate with rage, firing at her over and over despite not having a chance of hitting her at this range. That's good fellas, keep wasting those shots. Filled with the giddy high of utter fearlessness Pam waved at them.
"So long, Screwy!" See you in St. Louis!" her taunts and laughter echoed eerily from the steep bank she was floating near, hearing the sounds come back to her just made her laugh even louder. "I told you, don't mess with Captain Pam, you stupid fucks!" From nowhere came the thought What would the Methodist Ladies think if they saw all this? Wouldn't that be a kicker? Beginning to calm down, Pam turned her back on her frustrated pursuers, and began to kick, using the captured log to support her as she continued down the river. They would follow of course, but she had a good head start on them now, she could make better time with less effort as the current carried her, while they had to run through thickets and brambles to keep up. In any case, she had a respite for now, her legs making occasional frog kicks to guide her along. She patted the slippery but buoyant wood with a still bloody palm, leaving behind a crimson print. She had killed another man today, what was that, nine now? She was surprised to find that, at least for the moment, she had lost count.
Chapter Sixty: Some Last Words
Gerbald and his men continued up the river. They moved as fast as they dared, but not nearly as fast as they would have liked, fearing they would miss a clue. They eventually came to a wide spot at a bow, where a deep place had formed in the river's center. Gerbald stopped, staring at a long, broken branch dangling over the pool, part of a sturdy looking tree growing on the high, steep bank opposite, its roots reaching down into the shallows in a tangle. He motioned for everyone to stop, and gestured with a subtle nod of his head. He spoke quietly, in case enemy eyes and ears were on them.
"Look at that branch hanging above the deep spot. The break is very recent, just a few hours. Something heavy must have climbed out onto it! Also, you can see where some of the moss is scraped off!"
Torbjörn's eyes lit up with rekindled hope. "Could it have been Pam? Could she have climbed out there, trying to escape?"
"It's possible. She's a good climber."
Torbjörn's face fell into worry again. "But, Gerbald, can she swim?"
Gerbald laughed cheerfully, pleased that they had finally gotten a break, a clear sign of passage on the river. "Don't worry, my friend. Pam is an accomplished outdoors-woman. She had already learned much in her youth. She comes from sturdy country stock, as most Grantvillers do, and grew up with a collection of doting 'hillbilly' uncles and cousins who were determined to make a 'tomboy' out of her." Noting the confused look on Torbjörn's face, Gerbald paused to explain the unfamiliar American terms. "Furthermore, what she didn't learn from them, I have since taught her. And yes, she can swim like a fish, I've seen her do it many times. Now, let's get over to the other side and see what story it tells."
Järv coughed to get Gerbald's attention, he was grinning like a mad fool. "Sergeant, maybe we should see what tale that fellow over there can tell."
Gerbald followed his gaze a couple hundred yards upriver to see a man slumped against the steep slope of the far bank. Gerbald smiled at Järv, then broke into a cautious trot, watching carefully for traps or ambush, the men following him with their eyes peeled. Arriving opposite, they saw that the river was still fairly deep here. Searching around a bit further upstream, they found a shallow area, an easy ford. They waded across with their guns drawn, approaching the seemingly unconscious man as carefully as they could. They could see he was breathing, but very lightly, seemingly unaware of his visitors. Gerbald made them pause in the shallow water a few feet from the shore, while he examined the muddy bank for sign.
"There were four men who left the water here. I can see by the disturbed submerged stones and bent reeds that they swam to this beach. They must have been wading along near the shore behind us all along. These prints are Pam's. It looks like they tried to climb up the hill here, but then fell. You fellows stay here and keep watch. Doctor Durand, please come ashore and tend to this man."
The doctor nodded and followed Gerbald up onto the narrow strip of land beneath a curtain of tree roots. Gerbald first checked to see if the fellow was armed. There was a sharp-looking long knife at his belt, which he relieved him of. Durand took the man's filthy wool hat off, and felt for a pulse at his neck, then checked his temperature with a palm to the forehead. The rather ugly looking fellow had a dirty face and a snarled black beard. He moaned at the doctor's gentle touch.
"He is feverish, and barely conscious."
"This may explain why." Gerbald held up a large stone with a sharp edge. It was covered with dried blood.
Durand pulled the man's head forward to reveal a deep wound just above the base of the skull. Part of the skull was visible beneath the torn flesh and blood-matted hair.
"Another head injury. They are in style these days," the doctor said with a tired try at humor.
"It looks like Pam gave as good as she got. Maybe better." Gerbald dropped the bloody stone with a grimace. "Can you wake him up? Can he talk?"
"The injury is very severe, and quite likely fatal. It's faintly possible he may live, or he may die at any moment. Just waking him up may kill him."
"Then what are you waiting for?" Gerbald's eyes were as cold as river stones.
"Right." Durand acknowledged the command, and began to gently pat the unconscious man on the cheek, speaking to him in French. After a while, the brigand opened a bloodshot eye, and seemed to focus on the persistent doctor. They conversed for a few minutes while Gerbald and the men stood watching, shifting their weight from foot to foot impatiently, wondering what was being said.
At last the doctor turned to them. "His name is Hugues and he is indeed one of those scoundrels from the Pyrenees, as I suspected. He is mostly incoherent, and I believe he thinks that I am his grandmother. Apparently he didn't like her very much." Durand paused for a distasteful scowl. "All he will say about Pam is that 'last night the bitch hit me with a rock and then got away.' He has been here ever since, abandoned by his comrades."
Gerbald shook his head in disgust. "Doctor, please ask him why they took Pam and where they were going to take her."
Long minutes passed as the doctor spoke, then listened, his head unpleasantly close to the man's cracked lips, as the mumbles faded to whispers. Finally, the doctor stood up; the brigand had fallen silent, and seemed to be in a coma.
"They had watched the freeing of the colony from the forest, and were able to identify that Pam was important. Their leader, 'Bernard,' decided they should kidnap her, either for ransom, or perhaps to send on to the pirate nest at Isle St. Marie, it wasn't yet decided. For the time being, they were taking her to their hunting camp on the hill above us."
"Then we go up that hill. Doctor, while I don't have much pity for this piece of trash, is there something you can do to ease his passing?"
The doctor bent over the man again. "No, there is not. He is already dead." The doctor placed the man's filthy hat over his face. Gerbald nodded solemnly, then gazed up at the high, treacherous bank.
"I'll go up first, you fellows spot for me. Once I've checked to see if it's safe, I'll throw down a rope and everyone can come up one by one."
Gerbald made short work of the climb, clambering up the slippery, vine-like roots as if he had been born to them. The others watched, deeply impressed with his skill. He secured a rope to a tree trunk and threw its end down to make it easier for them. Soon, they all stood amongst the moss-covered tree trunks perching at the banks' crumbling top, looking down at the dead man and the slowly flowing river.
"I could see where Pam climbed up first," Gerbald told them, "and found the rocks she dropped on them. They must have been surprised to see how fast she could climb. Her gambit worked. Her path leads off this way, followed by the other three. They weren't trying to hide their passage at all, it was a race." With that, Gerbald headed into the woods, moving quickly with an easy trail to follow.
A few minutes later, they stood at the point where four sets of tracks, including Pam's, led to where a massive tree had sent a branch far out over the deep, dark pool in the river's center. Only three sets led away from the place, and none of them were Pam's.
"Look!" Gerbald called to his comrades, exaltation in his voice, "I'm certain Pam made her escape into the water here! I doubt they could match her swimming skills, and were afraid to try! Instead, they were forced to follow along as best they could, along this high bank in the dark. That would have given Pam even more time to put some distance between them, aided by the current. I have a very good feeling about this, let's move out! "
Gerbald felt exhilarated. This was a real victory against very bad odds. They could make better time now. He hoped to end this chase, and rescue Pam soon.
****
To be continued . . .
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Chapter 2: Decisions
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach, Marksuhl, Thuringia
March 1634
Maximiliane von Pasqualini lay in her king size bed staring at the dark ceiling.
The duchess was right. Max had left home with what at that time seemed like a life's plan. But it had not been able to stand the test of time.
Staying a man in Grantville had been a serious error. In hindsight it was outright foolish. Each and every day somebody could have emerged in Grantville who knew her family. And if this hypothetical person had accused her of conspiring against the United States, based on the fact that she pretended to be someone else? Max had no idea what would have happened.
No. "The times are changing and we have to change with them or we are left behind." She could not remember where she had heard that, but it seemed never more relevant than in this moment.
She decided to try a little big change in the morning . . . and to defer the big big decisions a little longer.
****
When somebody knocked in the morning, the sun was just rising in the east. Max still lay in bed, so she could easily say, "Come in".
Hans entered the room. "Good morning, Herr von Pasqualini. The duchess asks you to attend breakfast at seven o'clock."
"Good morning, Hans. I've got news for you. It's Frau, not Herr. But please call me Max. I never was fond of that petty title."
After a second of hesitation, Hans answered: "So be it. Max, the duchess told me that you can find some gifts in the rightmost wardrobe."
After he had left the room, Max got up and hurried to the indicated wardrobe. When she opened it, she was stunned. Dresses! White, red, green, blue, a rainbow dream. And underwear. Pink, white, and—oh! And—ah! And these thingies the up-timer girls wore to increase their measurement.
She was still musing what to wear, when it knocked again. She heard "Max, it's me, Christine," before she could panic.
"Come in, please."
When a smiling Christine entered the room, Max tried a "Good morning, Hoheit," but got a "Shhh. You are among friends," in return.
Christine spread her arms. "First of all: Let me hug you."
Max nearly jumped into the duchess' arms, half-laughing half-weeping. "Oh, thank you. Thank you so much. For your words yesterday and for these dresses and . . ."
Christine's smile widened. "That's what friends are for. And since we both have decided to be friends, calling me Hoheit is very inappropriate." She stroked the younger woman's hair and continued. "I'm Christine and you are Max. Basta!"
Sometime later they separated.
"Max, I assume that you are not very familiar with the current fashion. Before you spend too much time trying out all these clothes, be informed that the duke decided to do an on-site inspection at the Wartburg with you today.
"Since you are to leave directly after breakfast, I suggest donning something convenient for riding. You are familiar with riding astride, so you should try one of these skorts. Don't waste that fine silk underwear today; better wear your male shorts. I'll see you downstairs at seven."
With a kiss on Max's forehead she left.
Max started into the toilet room, but a motion outside the window caught her attention. She could look down to the large garden below where a man was moving. He wore thick clothing, a scarf around his neck, and a woolen cap. He used that peculiar running style she had seen in Grantville before. The Americans called it "jogging."
The man seemed to have noticed her. He looked up, smiled and waved his hand without changing his pace. Now Max could see that it was the duke himself. Hastily she waved back and then hurried to complete her morning toilet. Yes, the duke in fact had developed more manners of a "health nut" than only his diet.
****
She took breakfast with Christine. They were served by a middle-aged woman, who was called Cornelia. Christine told her that she was Hans' wife.
"So how many servants do you have here?" asked Max.
"Our people here like to be called domestic staff member," Christine answered smiling. "Hans and Cornelia are the owners of a company called Eisenacher Hausmeisterdienst, and this facility management company has a legal contract with the duke. They guarantee to provide enough competent staff for the daily services and occasional events, so we don't have to have a large entourage any longer.
"Hans and Cornelia prefer to work wherever the duke and I are, so they are living here in the Jagdschloss at the moment. Some of their employees do the other services. They are mostly from Marksuhl. They have contracts with gardeners and several craftsmen to come and do the necessary work from time to time.
"So every member of the staff can have his time off. They are, of course, all committed to confidentiality about everything they learn in the house. In the beginning, Hans had to weed out some black sheep, but for the moment this works perfectly.
"So, Cornelia, how many of your employees will be here today?"
The woman did some mental computations and then answered. "There is a maid, Hoheit, only one kitchen helper today, and two stable boys. And Hans has called for an escort of ten Jäger for the duke's trip to the Wartburg. Oh yes, and the carpenter will show up at ten to check the sauna."
This was a word Max had not heard before, but before she could ask, the duchess spoke.
"Thank you for the information, Cornelia." Then she frowned. "And thank you for spoiling my surprise for the evening."
Cornelia put a hand on her mouth. "Oh sorry, Hoheit."
So Max had the opportunity to ask. "What is this 'sauna'?"
Christine and Cornelia heaved a sigh in unison. "Gottseidank," the duchess said, now smiling again. "You will learn soon enough."
****
When Max left the building, the troop had already gathered.
She bowed before the duke. "Good morning, Hoheit."
He smiled a little sourly. "Good morning, Max. It's a wonderful day, isn't it?"
"Oh yes," she answered, looking to the sky where the sun had pushed away the morning mist.
"Max, come over to your horse." A large person stood there, holding the reins of Max's horse. "Max, this is Ingrid Wasasdottir. She is responsible for your security as from today."
Now Max could see that the person was in fact a woman. Large, broad, a blond woven pigtail wound around her head, a sword and a round shield on her back. She wore a real chain mail and looked as if she had just jumped off a Viking dragon boat.
"Good morning, Frau von Pasqualini," she greeted Max in perfect German.
"Good morning, Frau Wasasdottir." Max turned to the duke. "But, Hoheit—"
"No," the duke interrupted her firmly. "Max, as long as you work for me, you are in the same danger of being attacked from any thug as I am. So you will accept this bodyguard. She'll be with you and protect you wherever you go, until you leave my service.
"I'd like to add that she is one of the best—"
The big woman stiffened and frowned.
"Ah . . . she is the best female bodyguard I know. She speaks German, English, Swedish, Danish, and Icelandic. So she can even negotiate you out of the hands of Vikings."
Frown.
"Ah, not that this would be necessary, because in her protection, you will never fall into the hands of Vikings."
Now Ingrid smiled like a sunrise.
Max shrugged and mounted her steed. She could see that the papers she had left on the duke's desk the day before had been gathered into her bag and fixed to her saddle.
They started in two columns. Four Jäger ahead, then the duke and Max, then Hans and Ingrid, two Jäger with a packhorse each, then the rest. Max was a little astonished to see Hans dressed like a mercenary with a carbine in his saddle holster and a large revolver and a sabre at his hip. So he was not just the simple "facility manager." He was obviously the duke's bodyguard, as well.
After leaving the courtyard they turned east on a dirt road. The black ruin of the Wartburg could be seen in the distance. It looked like a very bad tooth.
"Max," the duke said. "I will show you the works that already have begun in the surroundings. So you can decide later if this will be enough to start the construction work."
The duke's voice was warm, and Max had the feeling there was some uncertainty in it. Christine had told her during breakfast that she had "commanded" the duke not to mention the offspring issue.
Elte Valley, near Wilhelmsthal, Thuringia
After half an hour, partly on narrow paths through the forest, they reached a construction area. Some men were erecting a scaffold in a narrow creek valley. They interrupted their work and bowed when they identified the duke. The duke nodded back and smiled.
He ordered a stop and pointed to the south. "This creek is the Elte. We will build a dam here to create an artificial lake. Three miles south is Kupfersuhl with its copper mines and smelting works. At the moment they suffer from shortage of wood for their ovens, but I intend to install some hydroelectric generators there, and change them to electric refinement. So we will soon have more copper to draw the wire for more generators and motors and the connection between the power plants and the Wartburg. Perhaps we can also have a telegraph line between Marksuhl, the Wartburg and Eisenach.
"We will also build a water pipe from here to the castle." He pointed to the north. "So we don't need to transport the water to the Wartburg on mules any longer. The castle is about two hundred feet higher than this point, so we will build a pump station at the lowest point.
"This road comes from Suhl and goes to Eisenach. The Americans improved it in early 1632, and we have maintained its quality until now, but I plan to have its width doubled in the near future. The stone quarry in Förtha gives us enough gravel for this."
Max had no problem noticing the elation in the duke's voice.
The duke signaled the leading soldiers to turn north. They now headed directly to the Wartburg.
Mariental, near Eisenach, Thuringia
Half an hour later they could see Eisenach before them; the castle now towered on a steep hill to their left. Here was the place where the narrow dirt road up to the Wartburg forked from the gravel road.
The duke stopped again. "I don't know if I can manage to have our train line reach Eisenach before we begin the real construction. The Americans are very greedy with their precious steel. But Samuel has a factor in Saalfeld and another one in Essen trying to negotiate some trades.
"If not, we have to transport all equipment we buy in Grantville or anywhere else by wagon. And that would be a real pita."
"Hoheit, please, what is a pita?"
The duke flushed. "Oh, it's only one of these acronyms I overheard in Grantville. It means a Pain In The—"
Max flushed, too. "Oh, now I remember. The American word is donkey." She laughed.
The duke laughed, too. "Yes, donkey. Because the donkeys have to haul the equipment.
"Nevertheless, we will have to use this road for all stones that will come from Förtha, for wood from Wilhelmsthal and copper from Kupfersuhl. And for all loads from the hopefully existing train station in Eisenach."
He pointed to the dirt road. "And everything must go up here. So this is a top priority project to improve the road upon the hill. I intend to build a depot here and have some steam tractors haul the loads up."
"What about an aerial lift?"
The duke looked astonished. "I hadn't thought about that." His gaze went up and down the hill, then left and right on the road. His voice was thoughtful. "Not from here. If we start farther to the south and then go straight up to the castle, it would be only a fraction of the length of the road.
"Max, this is a very good idea." The duke's gaze and voice showed a large amount of appreciation. "Can you design the aerial lift?"
"Oh no, Hoheit. This will be a job for an engineer. But I can supervise the survey, and find the optimal path. And it depends if we can get a steel wire long enough or we must use ropes. But the dirt road must be improved whatever else we do. People can't use the aerial lift; at least not as many people as you expect to attend the events at the new Wartburg.
"But when the construction is finished, we can keep it for the tourists as the Americans call them."
The duke frowned. "Hmm, we can try, if the running costs are not higher than the income from the tourists."
"Yes, Hoheit, that's right."
They started moving on the small dirt road up to the Wartburg again. It took them another half-hour to reach the ridge, where the ruin of the castle resided.
Wartburg reconstruction site, south of Eisenach, Thuringia
This was a lively area. Men and mules were hauling scorched and burnt beams and other wreckage from the castle to a large, shallow pit nearby. A kind of village which consisted of several log cabins could be seen. The two Jäger led the packhorses to one of the houses and were greeted by a woman dressed like a cook. All other horsemen and -women dismounted and led their steeds to a large water trough.
A middle-sized, middle-aged man approached to greet the duke.
"Max, this is Meister Reinhard Steinmetz. He is a mason from Eisenach. Reinhard, this is Frau Maximiliane von Pasqualini, our new architect."
The master mason's eyebrows tried to reach the top of his head. He was obviously startled. Max decided to show courtesy first.
"Good day, Meister Steinmetz. Are you supervising the demolition work?"
"Good day. Yes, Frau von Pasqualini, me and two others. We are three master masons taking our turns on the site. We try to get as much usable material from the ruins as possible."
"Max, Reinhard," the duke said. "Let's take a walk to the castle. We'll have our lunch here together with the workers, but we have enough time to inspect the site."
Followed by Hans and Ingrid, they took another dirt road to the burnt gate of the castle. They could see that the square keep on the far end of the ridge that held the castle still seemed intact. Its roof had not collapsed, and the stone walls were not even black. But the rest of the castle . . .
The first outer gate was missing, the hinges black and distorted. The buildings behind were black and smoky, the upper parts burnt and all roofs collapsed.
"Meister," Max said. "How do you judge the stability of the walls? Can we keep them?"
"The lower masonry consists of large boulders of granite, Frau von Pasqualini. They didn't take any damage so it's no problem. The buildings from the thirteenth and fourteenth century like the Bergfried, the lower part of the Palas, and the southern tower are mostly intact, too."
He pointed to the high keep near the center of the castle, to the large house behind it and to the narrow keep on the far end.
"But all the newer buildings and the upper part of the Palas with their cheap half-timber walls are completely devastated. We don't try to salvage anything made from wood. Even most of the bricks cracked when they were heated."
Max took a look into her drawings from the day before. "Meister, the duke has not yet decided how the new Wartburg will look. But it's certain that we don't need the Bergfried and the southern tower. They consist of walls to withstand a siege. It's only stone and nearly no space within. So by the duke's leave, you should have them torn down and the stones salvaged."
She sent a look at the duke.
"Yes, Reinhard, that seems reasonable for me, too."
"So for now," Max continued. "You can leave the Palas and the outer wall alone and remove all other buildings down to the level where we stand.
"Hoheit, we had not yet the time to talk about the infrastructure." Both men frowned, so she had to explain. "Oh sorry, it's an American word. It means the complete equipment and facilities for sustenance and waste removal. I suppose we will not have projecting alcoves with long drops as toilets in the future." Both men burst into laughter.
"No, Max, really not. I had to use such an infernal thing once long ago in the winter and I afterwards ordered that I always have a chamber pot available.
"No, this will be the most modern center of culture in the world. And culture indicates at least indoor plumbing. I want to have water toilets, as much electric lights as possible, constant hot and cold water, and floor heating or radiators."
"I thought so," Max smiled. "So we will have a central heating system. We have no access to oil or gas in the near future, so we can only burn wood or coal. Both kinds of combustible demand a storage space to sustain for an adequate amount of time. I think we should have a large steam engine and an electric generator, too, in case the electric connections to the nearest hydroelectric plant get damaged somehow.
"If we install the steam engine as early as possible, it will be able to drive cranes, pulleys and tools. It is the ideal source to power circular saws. And we'll need one for the aerial lift. So we'd better have two of them."
"Samuel will choke," the duke laughed. "But you are right, Max. In the long run we can save money when we have enough power up here."
"But what I meant to say," Max continued. "We need space for the ovens, for the steam engines, for electric generators, and most of all, storage for the combustibles and water. And we need it as near to the entrance as possible. And we need it all out of sight for the visitors. So we should plan for a basement level with an entry at the Schanze, and below this whole area." She pointed into the direction of the gate, and then swept her hand along the western wall up to the southern tower.
"We can start with the excavation as soon as all the debris is gone." Max could see that the master mason's facial expression had changed from astonishment over interest to appreciation. "Meister, have you or one of your colleagues already used reinforced concrete?"
Meister Reinhard shook his head. "No, not that I know. I know the theory. You build a wooden mold, put steel rods inside and fill it with concrete. After it has dried, you remove the wood and you have whatever fits in the mold."
"Yes, that's it. You can build the complete ceiling of our cellar without building a vault first, so you gain much space. It might need some columns for support along the center line, but I will have to calculate that.
"Concrete is an ideal material for building large cellars. It's very stable and nobody will be bothered by the crude surface. But it's expensive . . ." She turned back to the duke. "Hoheit, by your leave we can do the following: I will make a plan with the exact measures. Meister Reinhard, can you do a cost estimate for a barrel vault of this size when I send you the plans?"
The master mason nodded. "Of course."
"Please include all eventualities and tell us how long it would take you. Then I can check in Grantville for how much the material for a concrete cellar would cost, as well as how much the courses for you three masters to learn building with reinforced concrete will cost."
Reinhard showed a very wide grin. "Oh yes! It's the coming material for large buildings, and we should know how to work with it. At least that's what I think. I don't know if Meister Maurer and Meister Meier are of the same mind. They are much more conservative than me."
The duke objected. "Oh, Reinhard, this will be simple. Either they learn it too, or you will get the contract for the cellar alone, if we decide for the concrete variant."
"Then, Hoheit," Max continued eagerly. "I will have to return to Grantville for some days, to negotiate with construction companies and hire a survey team."
The duke frowned. "No, Max, you will concentrate on the brain work here. Leave the riding to a courier and the negotiations to Ruben. That is more effective. I have heard that you were accustomed to working alone, but you can learn a little teamwork now.
"When we have the equipment, you can come here to the site. In the meantime, Reinhard will have another log cabin built for a nice architect's office, storage space for the equipment, and living space for two women." His eyes met Reinhard's and the master mason nodded.
Max contemplated some seconds, and then decided that the duke's orders showed more maturity than her previous working style. Yes, she had mostly worked alone. And, yes, this had to change now.
Another issue came to her mind. "I'll need a group of survey assistants for one week. Perhaps we can make a deal with the Grantville Tech Center to have one of their classes make a field trip to practice surveying here in exchange for board and lodging and some pocket money."
She turned to Reinhard. "And that would mean another cabin with enough living space for ten school kids and their teacher."
Reinhard nodded again. "No problem."
A loud ringing sound split the air. Reinhard smiled. "Lunch is ready. Hoheit, Frau Architect, if you would do me the honor of sharing our humble meal . . ."
Jagdschloss of the Duke of Sachsen-Eisenach, Marksuhl, Thuringia
When they returned to Marksuhl in the late afternoon, Max was groggy but happy. Her legs, her bottom and her back ached. They had been on horseback for about four hours this day, but at least, in her opinion, they had achieved a lot.
She had had the opportunity to see the duke in action. The people they had met showed respect to their governor but she had not seen a sign of contempt or even disgust toward him. The duke had been open for proposals, not only listening to them, but even accepting them very fast. He was nearly as decisive as she herself.
He had shown nothing of the arrogance she had seen even in the lower nobility of her home duchy, Jülich in western Germany. But it also was not a "wisdom of the age" he showed, but more a real assessment and appreciation of the people's attitudes and skills, nearly regardless of their descent.
Firm but fair.
So yes, this has been a good day. If only my ass didn't hurt so much!
She groaned when she dismounted. When she started to lead her horse to the stables, the duke took the reins off her hands. "You should have a hot shower," he said. "The duchess will show you where."
Christine had already left the house to greet them. When she noticed Max's condition, she threw a frowning stare in the duke's direction. But Max intervened. "Christine, everything is okay. It's nothing a hot shower can't fix. The duke has just told me that you have one? That would be fabulous."
"Yes, Max. Come with me." The duchess seized her arm and dragged her into the house.
Through the house, in fact, and to the other side. They reached a heavy wooden door. A parchment—yes, a real parchment with an official seal dangling from it—was fixed to this door. It read "Sie verlassen das Herzogtum Sachsen-Eisenach," and was signed by the duke.
This was the weirdest proclamation she had ever seen in her life. "Christine, what does that mean? We are leaving the duchy here?"
Christine showed a very wide grin. "Yes, it started as a joke some time ago. The duke was so tired one evening, he said that he would give anything to not be a duke for an hour or two. So I told him, why not? He could make a proclamation that he would retire and then re-inherit the duchy one hour later.
"You should have seen his face! His mind was really working on the proposal. Then he said, 'That will be much too much overhead, when I plan to do this on a regular schedule. But . . .'
"I left him alone with his thoughts. After a while he came up with this parchment. He said that he had to be a duke only in his own duchy. And as the king of Sweden had proved before, he could be a commoner beyond the limits. So if he proclaimed a part of our house as being no part of his duchy, everything would be okay."
Max shook her head; she never had been able to grok the feudalistic logic of multiple personas in one body.
"And when we moved here, he went one step further," Christine explained. She laid her hand against the door. "The space beyond this door is one, where nobody has any title or surname. We are only humans there.
"Everything you tell somebody else is considered confidential to the people in those rooms. We call it gray talk. If you want to tell something you consider as gossip, you have to announce that it is white talk. And if you want to talk to somebody special in complete confidentially, tell him or her that it is black talk." Then she opened the door.
It was a strange room. To the left she saw a wooden outer wall with many small glass windows and a door. So the afternoon sun filled the room with golden light.
Outside Max could see a snow covered area surrounded by a high hedge. A wooden walkway led from the door to a log cabin outside.
The large room itself contained a large round table in the middle surrounded by several wooden cots and armchairs. A table along a wall contained a beer keg, a number of mugs, plates and silverware. Bread, cheese, butter and so on . . . and she could identify an uptime-inspired chafing dish with burning lights below.
The back wall was covered with shelves half-filled with towels and a hanging rail with pale robes in different sizes.
Christine had followed her gaze, so she could comment. "The towels and robes are made from the first successful batch of terrycloth from our new textile factory in Eisenach. The fabric is not as soft as the American brand, but it's Made in Germany."
This was the same tone of elation she had noticed in the duke's voice this morning. No hubris, but rather that kind of pride she knew from her uncle and her father when they had shown her the buildings they and their fathers had designed and helped to erect.
Christine pointed to a large opening that led into another room. The walls were covered with tiles like an American bathroom and with copper equipment. "We have constant hot and cold water here from two different large reservoirs upstairs.
"But before you take your shower, I'll explain the sauna to you." Christine started to the outer door, Max followed.
When they entered the log cabin, it was hot—very hot—inside. A masoned stone cube opposite the door radiated an enormous amount of heat.
"Before you enter the sauna, you undress, take a cleansing shower, and wipe yourself dry. Then you take one of the large towels and use it as an underlay here. 'No sweat on the wood,' is the rule. You may stay as long as you feel comfortable; take the period of one of these sand clocks as a rough estimation. It's cooler on the lower bench, hotter on the middle one, and the top row is the barbeque for our male gorillas."
They rushed outside, before it got too hot. "After the sauna you use the shower again, preferably the cold one. You can use the pail shower." She pointed to a wooden pail, which hung above the height of her head. A rope fixed to it suggested that it could be tilted. "Or dunk in the pool here." It seemed that an enormous barrel like the ones in public bathhouses had been buried into the soil. "But the water is nearly frozen at the moment. This is mostly another device for our gorillas to show off."
Something was nagging in Max's mind. "Christine, do you mean to use all that naked? In the presence of men?"
"At least in the sauna, under the shower and in the pool." Christine smiled. "Sauna is a Finnish ritual. It's a social and even a business event there. It contains nothing sexual. I heard the Finns even integrate it into family parties.
"Oh yes, everybody will look up and down your body, and you will look up and down everybody else's body when you meet them the first time. But that normally fades within a minute or so. The rule is 'Only looking, no touching.'
"And remember, there are no titles in this area, so you can even tell Johann to take his dirty eyes off your naked ass, and he will obey. Ruth has done this more than once."
They had made it back to the big room. "If you think it's too much for you on your first day, you can take your shower here and head for your room. Nobody will blame you."
Max firmly shook her head, and then laughed. "No, I decided I could do anything. And I trust you when you tell me that the gorillas will keep their hands off me."
Christine had already begun to undress. "The easiest way to get used to this is to be already sitting naked in the sauna. Undressing in front of others is a more embarrassing thing."
****
Max sat down on the lowest bench, farthest away from the hell's oven. Christine sat opposite to her on the middle row. While they were chatting about the past day, the other guests arrived two by two. First were Samuel and his wife Ruth. The financial adviser's wife was a female mirror image of her husband. Nearly the same portly figure, nearly the same black hair, apart from the length.
Then Hans and Cornelia entered the sauna. Max managed to suppress her astonishment. Much more than a simple servant and bodyguard, I presume. Then a middle aged German couple, Peter and Anna, they introduced themselves and shook hands with Max.
And then the duke—no Johann, think of Johann within this area—made his appearance.
"Good evening, good evening, everybody," he announced loudly. "What a wonderful evening for a sauna."
He was the only one wearing his towel around his hips, but that was obviously because he was carrying a wooden pail filled with water in one of his hands and a large trowel in the other. He put the pail down next to the oven, removed the towel and sat down on it. He also had a small vial in his hand. He filled the trowel with a batch of water from the pail, and then dripped some liquid from the vial into the water.
A groan erupted from the men. "Oh no, Johann," Peter said. "You won't use that patchouli-shit again!"
"Sillä puheet kenellä kuuppa," was Johann's response. "You all know, 'who holds the trowel, holds the command.' You may use beer or birch for the next löyly. But this is my turn now. The patchouli was expensive enough and all the women love it." He smiled winningly around and flooded the stones on top of the oven with the contents of the trowel. Then he repeated it and did it for a third time.
At last he lay back and stretched, naturally on the top bench.
Initially Max couldn't notice anything, but shortly afterwards a sweet scent reached her nose. Unfortunately, it came with a wisp of very hot air, but she could stand it. And the scent was—delicious. She inhaled deeply and exhaled with a loud sigh. "Ahhh."
Everybody laughed. Cornelia said, "Johann, I think you have got a new convert."
"I anticipated this," was the obviously satisfied response.
While everybody was sitting—or lying—silently and more or less appreciated the scent, Max took heart and scanned over the d—Johann's body. He lay on his back higher than her eye level, so she was not tempted to inspect forbidden terrain.
Some old scars showed up, a bit of tummy, a bit of fat over some muscles. Not an Adonis, a man past his best years, but nothing ugly. His body even showed some color as opposed to her white belly, so he had apparently been exposing it to the sun in the past summer while she had been in her office, preoccupied with hiding from the world.
Her eyes met Christine's, and she could see an impish grin. Something seemed to work out for the older woman, and Max had the strange idea, she knew what that was. What? Has my face shown appreciation?
****
When they left the sauna, Max observed what looked like mating rituals of animals. The men jumped into the nearly frozen water with loud shouts and "Ah" and "Oh," left again and shook their bodies—oh yes, and their male attributes too—like wet dogs.
None of the women had tried even the pail shower. They headed to the warm showers inside as fast as possible. Then they donned their robes; the men had followed Johann's fashion and had wound their towels around their waists.
Everybody took a mug of beer. Johann proudly—again—stated, "This is from our new brewery in Eisenach. I've been sick of buying my beer in Köstritz or even farther away. It never recovers from the shaking on the transport. We've got the yeast directly from Munich, and the brew masters did a very fine job in my humble opinion."
He was not the only one who thought that. The beer was tasty. After they had settled around the center table, Peter started the chat with the innocent question. "So, Johann, what about the Wartburg? How is your new architect doing?"
Johann looked to Max, before he started to answer. She formed a "white" with her mouth without saying it aloud, and he nodded.
"Peter, it has come to a not small surprise that the fine young architect I talked about the last months is in fact sitting over there at the table." Nearly all faces turned to Max. She shrank a little under the gazes, but then straightened.
"Maximiliane von Pasqualini disguised herself as a boy to sneak into Bologna University and get her diploma. I couldn't believe it when I first heard it. It has something of the epic story of Captain Gars. And you know me, I was, of course, tempted to abandon him/her, when I learned that he was a she."
Everybody laughed.
"But Christine had much to say in her favor, even compared our horoscopes to persuade me that she was right. And what shall I say? Christine was right."
"As always," Christine added. A lot of laughter erupted.
Max could see that Johann really enjoyed the laughter, even at himself. This was the moment when she made her final decision.
"Yes . . ." Johann produced a sour grin. "Samuel nearly collapsed when I told him of all the new ideas we have developed on today's trip to the Wartburg."
"Johann, I am not sure that we will have enough money for all this modern rubbish."
"Yeah, and that is why Max had Meister Reinhard do a cost estimate for a conventional vault cellar to compare it to a modern concrete version. He was like wax in the fingers of this scheming woman." A warm smile in Max's direction accompanied the last words and completely took the sharpness out of them.
"And I'm rather sure that installing one of these large steam engines in advance will speed the construction so much that it will pay out even before the work is done.
"So to answer your question, Peter, she is doing fine, but we've only known each other for two days. Please ask again next week.
"And to change the subject, Hans, have you recently heard anything about the war in the Baltic?"
Christine rose and showed the patchouli vial. "One moment, please. Everybody who likes a sauna trip better than talking about the war may follow me now." As was expected, the group divided exactly at the gender border, and the five women headed outside.
After they had settled in the sauna, Christine said, "Max, it's obvious that everybody here wants to know more about you. If you don't want to tell, we all can understand . . ."
"No." Max straightened. "I have decided to change my life. And I don't want to hide anything. So everything I tell you now is white talk. Spread it where you want.
"Once upon a time lived an only daughter of a lower nobility family, who lost her virginity in the heat of the night to an oh-so-handsome young noble, whose name should not be told . . ." All the women giggled.
While a part of Max was telling her story, another part wondered at how easy it was disclosing something she had hidden for many years. She was not even embarrassed, but astonished at how positively Johann had introduced her and her past. From his point of view, it really was something worth an epic poem.
From his point of view . . .
****
Max told Christine that she wanted to have some black talk with Johann and her after the others had left. Now they were alone, Johann had also donned one of the robes and the three of them gathered around the center table.
Max looked down to the table, where her forefinger was painting circles in the beer that had been spilt during the evening.
"First . . ." Max stopped and had to clear her throat. "First of all, I want to thank you both. Johann, Christine, you are the best friends I have found, since—since Papa died.
"Johann, I think you were right to hit me with the wooden hammer instead of pussyfooting around me for some days. Sorry, Christine, I really believe, he was right."
Johann's fervent "Ha!" forced an eruption of laughter from all of them. Max looked up and saw the same elation again in his eyes. And in Christine's.
Christine leaned over and kissed her husband on the cheek. "One in a million!" she said and grinned.
"And," Max continued, "to describe my feelings at the moment, I am rather willing to do that here-nonexistent-duke and his wife the favor they asked from me."
Christine seized her husband's hand, brought her other hand to her mouth and let out a faint, "Oh!"
Now Max frowned. "But I have one precondition." She had to do this. She enjoyed the slight panic in both Johann's and Christine's eyes.
Max rose, and went around the table to stand before Johann and Christine. She took his right hand in her left and Christine's left hand in her right one.
"I don't want to do it for this duke. I want to do it for my friends."
****
Author's Notes:
Here are some words about Johann Ernst from Merkwürdige Geschichte von der berühmten Landgrafschaft Thüringen, (Remarkable History of the Famous Landgraviate Thuringia) by Superintendent Georg Michael Pfefferkorn in 1685: "In Eisenach resided . . . Herr Johann Ernst, whom Herr Johann Gerhard called 'delitias generis humani' (the most charming of the human race) in Thuringia, and who was fond of carpentry, and often exercised body-movement." Johann Ernst had even built a model of castle Grimmenstein where he was born, which was on display at the Wartburg.
As for the large entourage: When Johann Ernst attended a meeting in Naumburg in 1614 he came with 101 people, 82 riding horses and 60 coach horses. His brother Johann Casimir appeared with nearly double the number.
Johann Ernst's father, Johann Friedrich der Mittlere ("The Middle"), ordered his court marshal and his councilor in the year 1561 to assess the expenses of his court. They found that each day 400 people were eating at the court, which cost 46,800 guilders per year. They found that a single tailor would be needed, but thirty of them lived at the court. And they found—to their surprise—that the court spent more money than was taken by taxes.
The consequence was that Johann Ernst inherited 1 ½ million guilders of debts.
The large water basin visible in the Wartburg's yard was built in the middle of the nineteenth century. In the Middle Ages, at the same place, there was a much smaller cistern filled by mule caravans transporting the water from the Elisabethbrunnen in the slope about 150 feet below the castle. A water pipe was built in 1886 with a length of fifteen miles. It needs no pump, because it originates from a place higher than the top of the Wartenberg.
Yes, you can make terrycloth from linen, especially for the sauna.
The brewery Köstritzer in Köstritz near Gera has existed since 1543. Today it's—again—one of the largest breweries for Schwarzbier (black beer) in Germany.
The brewery in Eisenach was OTL founded in 1828, when the brew masters of the town decided to build a common cellar to store their beer; up to then beer was brewed in small family businesses.
The brewery in Eisenach was closed in the late 20th century, "Eisenacher Bier" was brewed in Erfurt, then transported to Chemnitz to be bottled.
The brewery was reopened in 2011 with the new slogan "A town, a castle, a beer: Eisenacher Wartburg."
****
To be continued . . .
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Leahy Medical Center, Nurse Training Program, April 1635
My dearest aunt,
My only excuse for not writing recently is that I have been unable to properly put upon paper what I have seen and done quite recently. In the past I have had more to write about than time to write and paper to write upon. Now, an event has occurred that has made all other things pale in importance. It has driven all else from my thoughts.
There is a term that I had learned but never properly understood. I never brought it to your attention because it seemed so unimportant. Healing and dying go hand in hand. That term is "mortality rate." I thought it trivial. Of course, when one heals one is intimate with death. Now, it is a term that should put to rest all the arguing over the miracles that God has placed into our hands.
There are so many things that one reads or learns or looks straight into the eye and yet does not understand, does not see. I am almost forced to remember a verse from the Holy Book . . . Having eyes, see ye not? and having ears, hear ye not? and do ye not remember?
I must make a decision, dear aunt. Of all at home that I must hurt, I feel that I will hurt you most of all because you loved my mother most of all. I was the cause of your pain. You do not say it, but I have always known and now I must make that pain worse.
Having eyes, see ye not?
I have seen great things during my time here in Grantville in the LeahyMedicalCenter, but these are things that simply can not exist, now, without destroying utterly many of the lies we have clung to. You have clung to some of these lies as well, my aunt. I, as well.
I have seen blind children see through the simple use of what many would call a miracle—vitamin A. I have seen the lame walk; despite broken bones that would have killed strong men in the time before Grantville. I have seen the sorely injured rise up as if from death's grip itself. I have seen stopped hearts started again.
And the Pharisees came forth, and began to question with him, seeking of him a sign from heaven, tempting him. And he sighed deeply in his spirit, and saith, Why doth this generation seek after a sign? Verily I say unto you, There shall no sign be given unto this generation.
Is Grantville the sign written of here, in the Holy Book?
I am a simple girl and I feel humble when I wash my hands and realize that I might save a life thereby.
I peer into a microscope and see worlds and draw back, amazed. Are these small organisms a sign? I wash my hands and forget the countless, the myriad, who have died but for so simple an act. Is this the sign? Is forgiveness the sign?
I run from one miracle to another until I see miracles no more but merely facts and figures and mortality rates. I have eyes, dear aunt, but do I see?
Is it possible that you thought that I would not know what effect I have had on your life? Have we both pretended and looked away and given no chance for forgiveness?
All of this so I can tell you this story. You will know of what I am speaking instantly, I am sure.
Almost a month ago an event happened that altered my life.
A patient came into the ER, the room of emergencies, while I was on duty. I have rarely seen the doctors and nurses so overset with concern and malice for the forces they continuously move against. There was an intent seriousness and I was struck dumb with amazement because I knew there was no hope; could not be any hope.
Because you and I have been where this patient was, aunt.
The woman was pregnant, hugely so, and from her birth canal hung a cord; the umbilical cord. They call it a prolapsed cord and the doctors all, to a one, saw this merely as a serious problem when you and I have seen it differently.
I knew, as you would know, right then, that the woman was dead and the babe she carried might be dead. I knew this. I was a babe at the other end of such a prolapsed cord, aunt, and you were the doctor faced with this horror.
And they reasoned among themselves, saying, It is because we have no bread.
I understand, now, why Moses threw down those first, stone tablets. I understand his anger at those who did not believe, who turned away from God.
As a child I was led to the woman's face. Someone took my hand and led me there. I had no will left. They had no time for my silly emotions, my fear.
I have come to recognize the difference between down-timers and up-timers. Down-timers come into a place like this, often, without hope while up-timers expect miracles.
I held the mask over the woman's face. The mask delivered the life giving oxygen. I watched and listened as tragedy and horrors were undone, unraveled, unstitched.
Strong hands of nurses held her down. Strong bodies of emergency staff jostled me while I waited for the woman to stop breathing, to die. I stood as a statue.
And she did not die. They cut her and she did not die.
First one then another blue, bloody squalling babe was placed at her breasts and she did not die. Then the doctor said this:
"Lydia, that's the second time I've had to do that! Don't make it a third!" the doctor shouted over the clamor and noise of what he had done.
The second time, aunt! This woman has delivered by being cut open once before. I have seen the scar. She is angry that they do not have the pain medication they had in this place they call up-time. She expected to survive this thing and her babes with her!
During the procedure, while they placed an IV, she shouted at the doctor!
"Shut up, asshole, and give me some morphine!"
And the doctor replied while sewing her up, "We don't got any! Deal with it! Jesus Christ; first the baby then the cord. Get it right! Baby, then cord!"
And then came the blood transfusion. Oh God, the transfusion! I had forgotten that miracle. Do you understand, aunt?
And when Jesus knew it, he saith unto them, Why reason ye, because ye have no bread? Perceive ye not yet, neither understand? Have ye your heart yet hardened?
Yes, aunt, my heart was hardened and now it is softened. I do not remember what happened next. From the time they put her into the ICU, the place of more intense care, to where they found me, I do not remember what I said or did.
They found me in the small chapel. There is only one. All faiths share it, aunt. All faiths!
A Jewish family was there talking to one of their holy men and I felt suddenly trapped. I stared at them and them at me.
"I am sorry," I cried out.
They found me, the chief of student nurses and the doctor, collapsed in a corner and I told them the tale of my birth and my mother's death and your pain. And I am sorry, aunt. I told them everything, every secret we never told one another.
I am sorry.
They call it O-B-G-Y-N. Obstetrics; birthing. I would never have dared tell you about this until now. I would never have dared remind you and I did not want to remind myself.
God has shown me where I shall go and where I shall walk. I will set aside my foolish interest in microbiology. I had meant to hide there like bacteria hiding on a hand.
I shut up my mouth as it mocks this theory of evolution and the man who created it. I will treat hand washing as a priest treats baptism and I will wash hate and superstition from my heart. I will never again say "bless you" when someone sneezes, because I know it is not a demon that causes disease but something that cannot hear such a blessing and is not affected by it. I know it is up to me, not God, to prevent disease.
I have found a way to deliver me of my false shame and you of your false guilt.
The twins are fine and healthy. They are not girls, as you and my mother were, but tiny boys.
I know, aunt, that my mother was your twin. I have known since I was nine years old. I was told never to tell you that I knew.
I am sorry.
Your loving niece,
Adalheid
p.s. And Moses said unto the people, Fear ye not, stand still, and see the salvation of the Lord, which he will show to you today.
****
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AIRSHIP PROPULSION, PART ONE: THRUST AND DRAG
by
Iver P. Cooper

Milestones in Airship Propulsion
Steam Propulsion. In 1852, Henry Giffard created the first airship, that, is, an aerial vehicle that had aerostatic lift (like a balloon) but could engage in powered flight. There is a conflict of authority as to some of its specs. It had a three horsepower steam engine, weighing 100 (or 250) pounds; the boiler added 100 pounds. This drove a cigar-shaped airship of 144 feet length and 40 feet maximum diameter, holding 88,000 (or 113,000) cubic feet of gas. In still air, it achieved 4 “5 (or 6) mph. (Smith 51; USCoFC).
Buoyancy-Differential Propulsion. In 1863, Solomon Andrews took to the air in the Aereon, a trilobal hydrogen-lift airship trimmed to obliquely direct the net buoyant force created by ballast drop or hydrogen venting to generate horizontal motion. He did it again in 1866 in the Aereon II, a single-hulled airship. These should not be confused with the late-twentieth century Aereon 26, which used an old two-cycle drone aircraft engine (McPhee 86, 165).
Battery-Powered Propulsion. Albert and Gaston Tissandier's 1883 airship, of 37,500-cubic feet, was driven by a 1.5 hp (180 rpm) electric motor, with a bichromate battery, at 3 mph. The powerplant weight was over 500 pounds. The next year, the La France (165 feet long, 27 feet maximum diameter, 66,000 cubic feet) took to the air; an 8.5 (or 8 or 9) hp, 212 (or 220) pound motor turned a 23 feet, 88 pound, two-bladed propeller at 50 rpm; the engine used a 580 (or 1500) pound chromium chloride battery. On its first flight, it attained a speed of nearly 15 mph. (Delacombe 105ff; Sinclair; Boyne 23; American School).
Gasoline Engine Propulsion. Beginning in 1898, Alberto Santos-Dumont built and successfully flew a series of small airships. His "No. 1" was 82 feet by 11.5 feet, with 6,454 cubic feet gas (450 pounds lift; hydrogen purchased at 1 franc/cubic meter, $1,270 total). He coupled two 1.75 hp single cylinder De Dion tricycle (!) engines together, thereby obtaining 3.5 hp for only 66 pounds, to drive a 6.6 foot diameter prop. (Hoffman 53ff).
Diesel Propulsion. The 1929 British R101 had 600 hp Tornado diesels of railroad origin; these were expected to be safer than gasoline engines, especially for tropical service (Castle 37). I believe that the diesels of the 1931 Hindenburg were the first designed for airship use.

Dirigibility
If it were not for the wind, we could use engines of quite low power. The first airship, with engines of a mere 3 hp, was able to make 5 mph in still air. While that isn't impressive to the up-timers, bear in mind that if you can fly all day and night at that speed, you are making 120 miles a day. A sailing ship would probably average 60 miles a day, and a pack train more like 15 “30. See Cooper, "Hither and Yon: Transportation Modes, Costs and Infrastructure in 1632 and after,"Grantville Gazette 11.
However, if the wind is blowing, and your engines aren't powerful enough to let you make headway upwind, then the directions that you can fly in are limited. More limited, in fact, than for a sailing ship, as tacking isn't possible. Cooper, "Untying the Wind," Grantville Gazette 35, talks about what the characters will know or can readily learn about prevailing winds at different altitudes,and Cooper, "Highways of the Sky," Grantville Gazette 36, about the effect of wind direction and speed on the airspeed for a particular course.
Winds vary. At Plymouth, England, the mean wind speed is 10.2 knots. However the wind speed distribution is skewed so the median wind speed is lower. (Windpower) At Amsterdam, Netherlands, the average wind speed for 2001 “11 was 11 knots. The wind force was greater or equal to Beaufort Force 4 (Moderate Breeze, 11 “15 knots) 47% of the time. (Windfinder).
The strength of wind that an airship must be able to make headway against depends on several factors: (1) where it's flying (some areas have stronger winds than others); (2) how long and how often it's flying (the more it's in the air, the more of the strong winds it will encounter); (3) how urgent is it that it get to a particular place at a particular time (scheduled passenger or perishable merchandise service or military missions have stiffer requirements than bulk cargo or pleasure craft).
 CountZeppelin declared in 1899, "it may be laid down as an axiom that a navigable balloon to be a practicable success must be able to attain a speed of at least 20 miles per hour." (AJ 77). An airship (LZ4) with maximum speed of about 30 mph (26 knots) was available in 1908 (Brooks).

Thrust and Drag
A drag force is created by air resistance when an airship attempts to move. The airship will accelerate, under the influence of its engines, until it reaches an air speed at which the thrust (propulsive force) it is generating equals the drag force upon it. At that point, the airship is in steady flight (constant speed).
There is in truth no simple formula that exactly reveals, for all airship geometries, the drag force that it will experience at each possible air speed. At present, the "gold standard" for predicting aerodynamic behavior is computational fluid dynamics (CFD), which assumes that the motion of the fluid is described by the Navier-Stokes equations, often simplified to make the calculations faster. But even our authors, let alone our characters, are unlikely to have access to CFD software (or to a supercomputer to run it on).
However, for practical purposes, we can as a first approximation assume that the drag force follows Newton's Drag Law:
F = Â½ *ρ*C*A*V2 where
F is the drag force
ρ is the density of the fluid (air)
C is the drag coefficient
A is the reference area for the calculation of C
V is the airspeed
If an airship model is placed in a wind tunnel, we can control the density of the gas (usually air), and the speed with which it flows past the model, and measure the force on the model. This allows us to solve for C*A, which is sometimes called the "drag area." The drag coefficient C is referenced to a particular reference area A, which could be the cross-sectional area, the exposed surface area, or the "volumetric area" (V2/3). It doesn't matter which reference area you choose, as long as you are consistent.
We can also determine the drag coefficient for a full-sized airship, by what is called a "deceleration" test; we stop the engines and, if the airship is in still air, it will eventually grind to a halt as a result of the drag force upon it (which will decline as the airspeed declines). The time that this takes can be related mathematically to the drag coefficient.
If Newton's law were accurate, the drag coefficient would be a constant for a particular airship, determined by its shape alone. However, because it doesn't capture all the complex behavior of fluids, the drag coefficient is itself dependent on airspeed. (See "Drag Computation (Advanced)," below.)

Power, Propulsive Efficiency and Speed
Of course, what we really care about is the relationship between the power of the engine and the speed of the airship. So how do we go from force to engine power?
Power is work/time. Work is force times distance. And speed is the rate at which distance is covered, distance/time. That's all Physics 101. So, we can infer that power equals force times speed (P=F*V).
Now, according to Newton's Drag Law, if the density and area are kept constant, the drag force is proportional to the square of the airspeed (V2). Since, at steady speed, the propulsive force equals the drag force, that must also be true of the propulsive force. Which means that the propulsive power to provide that force must be proportional to V2 times V, i.e., to V3.
The engine power is the power ("brake horsepower") exerted by the engine at its output, the crankshaft. To achieve a given propulsive power, the engine power must be higher, because of energy losses in the transmission system and at the propeller (e.g., drag forces on the propeller blades). The propulsive efficiency is the ratio of the propulsive power to the engine power.
So, this gives us the extremely important information that as long as the drag coefficient and the propulsive efficiency remain constant, the engine power must be proportional to the cube of the speed; to double the speed, you must increase the power eight-fold.
Later in this article, we'll look more closely at propulsive efficiency, and see how the variation in drag coefficient with airspeed can be estimated.

Propulsion Scaling Laws
Let's explore some of the implications of Newton's Drag Law for airship design. Suppose that for some airship we know the speed achieved in still air at a particular power. We may use the following general scaling law if we keep the airship shape the same but change the airship power P, size (as quantified by a reference area, surface area, cross-sectional area or volumetric area A) or air speed V:
(Pnew/Pold) = (Anew/Aold) * (Vnew3/Vold3)
The Graf Zeppelin had a maximum speed of 80 mph (Wikipedia). If our ship is just like the Graf Zeppelin, except that it only has half the power, then we can simplify the scaling law and solve for Vnew:
Vnew = Vold * (Pnew/Pold)1/3
so the new maximum speed is
Vnew=80*0.51/3 = 80*0.79= 63.5 mph.
Chances are, of course, that a 163x airship is not as big as the Graf Zeppelin. But let's say that it's the same shape as the Graf Zeppelin, only smaller. If so, the three reference areas "surface area, cross-sectional area, and volumetric area "will all scale the same way. So if the new ship is half the length and half the maximum diameter of the Graf Zeppelin, the new area is one-quarter the extent of the old one, and the ship speed potential (power unchanged)increases by 41/3, or 1.59 fold.
The catch, of course, is that such assumes that the new ship has the same power as the old one. But with half the length and half the maximum diameter, we haveone-eighth the gas volume, and thus one-eighth the lift capacity, and if engine power is proportional to engine weight and engine weight a fixed proportion of total weight, the maximum power of the engines is one-eighth the original's. If so, then we have 80*(1/8*4)1/3 = 80*(0.5)1/3 = 63.5 mph as the maximum speed.
Now, if the new ship is not merely of a different size than the old one, but a different shape as well, these scaling rules won't work, because the drag coefficient will change. The fineness ratio (length/maximum diameter) was shown to have a significant effect on drag; Zahm reported that the lowest drag was at 4.62:1. More recently, it has been shown that the position of the maximum diameter (the relative length of the forebody) is significant.

Airship Size and Power
Think of an airship as having a characteristic linear dimension "R" "its length, perhaps, or the cube root of its volume. The total mass (vehicle, fuel, ballast, crew, passengers, cargo) it can lift will be proportional to R3 and to the air density. The power required will be the drag force times the airspeed. The drag force will be proportional to R2 (frictional drag being proportional to the surface area, and profile drag to the cross-sectional area, both of which are proportional to R2), and to the square of the airspeed.
Since payload is proportional to R3, but drag force to R2, you'd expect larger to be better.
After a bit of mathematical jiu-jitsu, we find that for a fully loaded airship, the required power is proportional to the two-thirds power of the total mass, the one-third power of the air density, and the cube of the airspeed. Plainly, the ideal airship is big and slow. (Lorenz).
In contrast, the corresponding "law" for an aircraft, which generate lift aerodynamically, is that the required power is linearly proportional to both the total mass and the speed, and inversely proportional to the lift/drag ratio. So aircraft pay less for speed, but more for weight. (The "real-life" dependence for propeller-driven aircraft is on mass0.9 speed0.8; Lorenz).

Engines in the 163x Universe
Propulsive power, of course, comes from engines (with the exception of certain exotic propulsion systems I will discuss in part 3). During the 1630s, we have the following engine choices for airships:
(1) converted up-time diesel engines;
(2) converted up-time gasoline engines (truck, auto, powerboat, motorcycle, lawnmower, garden tractor, golf cart, wood chipper, pressure washer, compactor, hydraulic lift, tiller, etc.);
(3) newly built steam engines; and
(4) newly built gasoline engine;.
In part 2, I will outline the general considerations in selecting and designing engines, and then give in-depth consideration to internal combustion (gasoline and diesel engines). In part 3, I will apply the same principles to steam engines.

Power Transmission
Power must be transmitted from the engine crankshaft to the propeller. (I am assuming that we aren't we building jet engines in the 1630s.) Save for a few unusual early aircraft/airship designs, power is transmitted mechanically (as opposed to say the electric transmission found on diesel-electric locomotives).
If the aircraft or airship has direct drive, the propeller is directly attached to the crankshaft, and the propeller rpm equals the engine rpm. If an auto engine is converted to aircraft use, you will probably need to reduce to reduce the rotary speed by as much as 2.5:1. This can be achieved with a belt drive in which the sheave on the prop is bigger than the one on the crankshaft. However, belt drives are limited in terms of how much power they can transmit (Childs, MechanicalDesign 155), they have a useful life of only a few hundred hours, and the belts can shrink or expand with temperature (playing havoc with the belt tension).(EPI).
On the Hindenburg, a 2:1 reduction was achieved with a geared drive, and geared transmissions are used, despite the weight they add, on many aircraft. With turbine engines (typically reaching 30,000 rpm), a large rpm reduction is needed, and so we need to step down the rpm using either a series of gears, or more commonly planetary gearing. Planetary gearing may be used with slower engines; it was used on the L49's Liberty 12 engines, which were only 1700 rpm. (Robinson 54).
For the Akron, the transmission system was 13,096 pounds, and the propellers 2,000 pounds. (Burgess).

Propeller Design
Propellers may be of the pusher type, as on the Hindenburg, or the tractor type, as on the Graf Zeppelin II.
Propellers for airships were initially made of wood, and later of metal. Propellers typically have anywhere from two to four blades. The blades have an asymmetrical cross-section, like the wing of a plane, so as to create "lift" "which is converted by the propeller into thrust. They also, again like a wing, create drag, which is the resistance that must be overcome by the engine. The blades are twisted so as to maintain a constant angle of attack ("blade pitch") with the airflow around the propeller.
Propellers for airships were big. For the L49 (1.97 mcf) , the two centerline engines had geared 16.5 foot diameter props, and flank engines had directly driven 11.5 foot diameter ones. (Robinson 50). The USS Shenandoah (ZR1) (2.6 mcf) had four wooden two-bladed 18 foot diameter geared propellers, and two 10 foot direct drive ones. (73, 211). The USS Akron and Macon had metal, three-bladed 16.3 diameter propellers with ground-adjustable pitch. (186, 211). TheHindenburg had laminated wood propellers, three- (aft port) and four-bladed (other three), of 19.7 feet diameter, ground-adjustable. (Dick 87, 141). For historical airships, propeller size can be estimated by assuming that for a envelope volume of 5,000 m2, propeller is 2m, and that the diameter is proportional tovolume0.25. (Dorrington).
The propellers on airships were often staggered so that the forward propellers didn't disturb the air felt by the rear propellers. However, on the Akron, the propellers were disposed "single file."
It is possible for a single engine to drive two propellers that are on the same axis but rotate in opposite directions (contra-rotation). The rear propeller actually takes advantage of the disturbed airflow created by the forward propeller.
It is also possible for propellers on different engines and parallel axes to rotate in opposite directions, e.g., clockwise on the left engine and counter-clockwise on the right, or the other way around ("counter-rotation"). This minimizes the torque imparted by the propeller to the airship.
A fan is a propeller with a large number of blades, which increases the thrust provided for a given diameter, and thus allows uses of shorter blades at a given rotational speed. However, the propeller aerodynamics become more complex. The fan may be mounted within a shroud (duct) to increase efficiency, although the shape of the duct should be optimized for a particular air speed.
The USS Akron was equipped with pivotable propellers. The advantage of such propellers is that they can provide vertical as well as horizontal thrust, thus compensating for the airship being statically light or heavy, or allowing it to ascend or descend even when at neutral buoyancy. However, the transmission is necessarily of a more complex nature.

Propulsive Efficiency
The propulsive efficiency is the product of the transmission efficiency and the propeller efficiency. If the propeller is driven directly by the engine, the transmission efficiency should be nearly 100%. For geared transmissions, Torenbeek estimates the efficiency as 100 less 13 times the common log of the reduction ratio, and reported values for airships are 92 “97%. (Dorrington).
Consequently, propulsive efficiency is mostly controlled by the propeller efficiency. Some of the engine's power must go to overcoming the aerodynamic drag on the propeller blades as they spin, rather than just providing the propulsive thrust. The lower the propeller efficiency, the more engine power you need to achieve a given thrust.
Propeller efficiency itself depends on the airspeed. More precisely, it depends on the advance ratio (the ratio of the airspeed to the product of the propeller rpm and the propeller diameter), which relates propeller motion to airship motion.
Generally speaking, it's better to catch a large amount of air (with a big propeller) and accelerate it a little bit (low propeller rpm) than a small amount of air and try to accelerate it a lot. (Hepperle). However, for a given propeller rpm, the larger the propeller, the higher the tip speed, and performance degrades significantly once that tip speed exceeds Mach 0.85 (1 being the speed of sound). Consequently, with a large propeller diameter, you make the propeller rpm smaller, which means that the transmission reduction ratio is probably greater, so while you gain propeller efficiency you lose a little transmission efficiency. (Dorrington).
The peak efficiency of a two blader is higher than that of a three blader but comes at a lower engine power. (Hartzell). Yes, that means you can use a lower power engine but lower power implies lower maximum speed. If you must achieve a particular speed with a particular airship you might need to use more blades.
For a fixed-pitch propeller, if you increase the advance ratio, then propeller efficiency initially increases, reaches a maximum, and then decreases, as airspeed increases. The greater the pitch of the blade, the higher the airspeed at which maximum efficiency is achieved. The efficiency climbs gradually with the advance ratio up to that peak, then falls off much more sharply. You still get more thrust by increasing the advance ratio above that corresponding to maximum efficiency but the engine power is used less efficiently, which affects fuel consumption.
Ideally, the airship has an in-flight adjustable variable pitch propeller. The pitch of the propeller blades (relative to the plane in which they rotate) can then be adjusted for efficient operation at the desired airspeed. However, even the Hindenburg had a fixed pitch propeller.
Dorrington suggests that average propeller efficiency was 85% of the maximum.
Maximum propeller efficiency is variously quoted as 75% (Thurston 140; Leyensstter 11), 80 “85% (Konstantinov), 85% (Loftin), 85 “87% (EPI), 87% (FAA 3 “22), and 87%for cruise and 75% for climb (McCormick 19), . It's very easy to end up with poorer performance through ignorance. Langley's nineteenth-century propeller tests yielded an efficiency of only 52%, most likely because he thought the most efficient propeller "is that which sets in motion the least" amount of air. (Anderson 178). The Wright brothers did better; their 1903 propeller peaked at 82% and averaged 75% (Ash).
Here are some reported propeller efficiencies (average? maximum?) for airships:
USS Shenandoah: (ZR-1): 40% @ 50 knots
USS Los Angeles: (ZR-3): 44%, ditto
USS Akron: (ZRS-4): 60%, ditto
Hindenburg: 73% with new blades, was 68%
Thunder & Colt GA-42: 50%
American Blimp A-60: 59%
SSE3: 66%
Zeppelin LZ-N07: 70%
Goodyear ZS2G1: 70%
Beardmore R29: 65%
Short Brothers R32: 68%
Armstrong Whitworth R33: 67%
Zeppelin LZ-129: 72%
(Althoff 153; Dick 141; Dorrington Tables 1-2). A 1941 War Department tech manual assumes an airship propeller efficiency of 60% (TM1-320, s17).

Airspeed Selection
As was explained above, selecting the desired airspeed determines the required engine power. We don't have good models for choosing the cruising speed of airships.
The total drag on an aircraft includes components that increase with speed, and ones that decrease with speed, and thus there is a speed (the "best range") speed at which drag is a minimum. (Carson).
An airship, unlike an aircraft, can stay airborne without generating aerodynamic lift, and therefore can fly without experiencing lift-induced drag. (I talked about dynamic lift and drag in Cooper, "Sitting on Cloud Nine: Airship Lift and Altitude Control," Grantville Gazette 39. According to Newton's Drag Law, there's no "sweet spot"; the higher the airspeed, the higher the drag.
We are venturing into virgin territory here, but it seemed to me that the solution could be to consider (1) revenue, and/or (2) non-fuel costs. We're worrying about drag, obviously, because it increases fuel consumption, and fuel costs money.
Suppose we calculate a net revenue rate, dollars/flight hour. That will equal the gross revenue rate, less the cost rate. If we charge a flat fare per ton-mile or passenger-mile, then the faster the ship is, the more mileage we can get in, and so the gross revenue rate will be of the form A*V, with A being a constant (fare times number of passengers or tons of cargo per trip) and V the speed. If the cost is just fuel, the cost rate is the fuel consumption rate and its proportional to the power, so we can write it as B*V3, with B as a constant taking into account the drag coefficient, air density, overall efficiency, energy density of fuel, and fuel price. So the net revenue rate is A*V-B*V3. The first derivative with respect to V is zero at V2=A/(3*B)), and the second derivative is -6*B*V. So the second derivative is negative, which means that we found a maximum. (A good thing since there's not much demand for a method of minimizing revenue.)
Non-fuel costs fall into two categories, those that are constant per unit flight hour (lubricating oil consumption, lift gas leakage during flight, burner fuel for hot air or heated gas-lifted airships, provisions, replacement parts) and those that are constant per unit chronological hour (interest payments, facilities costs, wages, etc.). These don't shift the sweet spot, they just reduce the net revenue.
****
I don't know the values of A and B, so I can't calculated the most economical speed V, but it's possible that it will feel too slow. Economists quantify the preference for getting things done more quickly as the "value of time," and airship passengers and freight customers are going to be willing to pay some kind of premium to go faster. So the fare, instead of being flat, is itself a function of airspeed.
However, the value of time depends on what's being shipped. In 2007, USAID calculated, for different types of goods, that "from a consumer's perspective, each day that a firm saves by air shipping rather than ocean shipping the good is equivalent to lowering the good's price by a particular percentage." They assumed that air shipping always took one day and compared it to the actual ocean shipping times.
Here are some of their findings:
crude oil, coal, fertilizers: 0 (don't care about time at all)
medicines: 0.3%
textiles: 0.6%
cereals: 0.8%
vegetables and fruit: 0.9%
coffee, tea, cocoa, spices: 1.1%
road vehicles: 2%
There's no guarantee, of course, that the time sensitivity of price would be the same in the "new" 1630s that they were in 2007. For example, our ability to preserve perishable foods may be less, so they would have greater time sensitivity. But the USAID data is still interesting.
We could throw a price-equivalent-of-speed (say, 0.8%/day's delay) into the net revenue rate equation and see how it affects the "sweet spot". Bear in mind that if a transatlantic airship makes the passage in one week, and a sailing ship in eight weeks, the seven week difference then translates to a sailing ship fare 39% less than the airship price.
****
Even though the required power will be increasing generally as the cube of the airspeed, there will be a bumps in the power-airspeed curve as a result of the variation in engine and propulsive efficiency (hopefully, the engine and propeller are matched so they are both at maximum efficiency at the same airspeed). Chances are that we will pick a cruising power that benefits from that bump.
Sizing the Engine
Suppose that on a particular route the desired airspeed requires 1200 hp at the engine output. You could use an engine set that totals 1200 hp rated power, but then all of the engines must run at 100% maximum power. Or you could use an engine set totaling 1600 hp, and run each engine at 75% maximum power (but that engine set would probably weigh a third more, too.) Or assemble 1800 hp worth of engine, and run at two-thirds maximum power. And so on.
In general, of course, the more powerful the engines, the more they weigh and the more they cost. But engine performance is affected by the power setting.
In general, your engine needs to be sized so that it spends most of the time operating at significantly less than maximum power. Manufacturers of light aircraft engines typically recommend that cruising power be not more than 75% of maximum power, but it isn't made clear how much this is to conserve engine life and how much for fuel economy.
For aircraft, typical power settings are 45% maximum power for best endurance, 55% for best range (flown at lowest altitude at which throttle is fully open for that speed), and 75% for best cruise (Brandon, 2.10), although I have found cruising settings as low as 65% ( Jupner 25) and as high as 85% (11, 14, 19, etc.) Carson calculated that the "best cruise" would require 52% more power than best range, and 55%*1.52=83.6%.
Are aircraft power settings appropriate for airships, too? Not necessarily. Those settings are inspired, more or less, by the nature of the total drag curve for aircraft, which is quite different that the total drag curve for an airship.
Of course, Carson's assumption of constant efficiency isn't really correct. For any internal combustion engine, there will be an engine speed at which the brake-specific fuel consumption (BSFC), a measure of engine efficiency, is at a minimum. At low speeds, the problem is heat loss through the walls of the cylinders. At high speeds, the problem is friction. BSFC will eventually increase as the throttle is closed. This is because of the extra work ("pumping loss") the engine must do to draw the air past the throttle. (Edgar; Corson).
I have looked at quite a few performance curves, and I have found that auto engines typically have lowest BSFC at 50% power, modern light aircraft engines at 65 “75% power, and WW I vintage military aircraft engines at 85 “95% power. The effect of moving from lowest BSFC power to max power on BSFC was perhaps 25 “35% for the auto and light aircraft engines, and 4 “6% for the military aircraft. (See Appendix 3).
Secondly, there's the matter of propeller efficiency, which is affected by both airspeed and engine rpm. At too low an airspeed, you might have such a low propeller efficiency as to counterbalance the benefits of drag reduction vis-a-vis fuel consumption. Particularly for a fixed-pitch prop, there's an ideal airspeed for maximum propeller efficiency.
****
In sizing the engines for an airship, you also need to take into account the altitude that it's likely to be flying at, since normally aspirated internal combustion engines deliver less power (for a given air-fuel mixture and throttle setting) at altitude than at sea level. The engine setting resulting in 75% power at sea level might only yield 55% of the maximum power at sea level when at 10,000 feet. (Langley). (For "ordinary" engines, the percentage decline in power is essentially the percentage decline in air density.) It follows that if you intend to cruise at 10,000 feet, you will need a more powerful engine to hit the same "sweet spot." The inverse is true for steam locomotives, where the same engine runs BETTER as the altitude increases, as it's exhausting steam against a lower pressure. However, steam powerplants for airships must recycle their water, so altitude doesn't affect them except insofar as it affects the efficiency of the condenser.
The situation for turbocharged or supercharged engines is a bit different; these maintain sea level power up to the critical altitude, above which they, too, suffer from reduced air density. (Gardner).
****
The Hindenburg's four engines each had a maximum power of 1050 “1600 hp (sources are inconsistent), but at cruise setting generated 850 hp. Taking the lower figure for max power as most likely, that means it cruised at 81% power. The ZR2 (R35) was designed to cruise at 37% power (655/1755). (Robinson 205).

Drag Computation (Advanced)
The other aspect of sizing the engines is making sure that their maximum (or cruising) power is such that engine power * propulsive efficiency / designed maximum (or cruising) airspeed equals the expected drag force at that airspeed. For the benefit of those readers who are actually trying to design airships (for a story!), I am going to explain how to do this with greater accuracy than that provided by Newton's Drag Law. This is going to be math-heavy, and if you aren't interested in the how-to, just skip down to Table 3!
The drag force experienced by an airship at zero angle of attack and zero elevator is the sum of the frontal (pressure) drag "the airship has to push air out of its way and to its rear "and the frictional drag "a boundary layer is formed as the air closest to the airship is forced to move with the airship.
Early work on airships was purely empirical, the effect of speed on the drag coefficient was simply determined by fitting a power law (drag~Vn) equation to the wind tunnel data. If you changed the shape, the parameters changed.
A more modern approach is semi-empirical. The standard preliminary design methodology for aircraft is what's called a "build-up". For each component (wings, fuselage, tail, engine nacelles, cockpit for aircraft; hull, cars, fins, etc. for airships), we
(1) calculate the Reynolds number and use this to determine the flow regime (laminar, transitional, turbulent over smooth surface, turbulent overrough surface, etc.) ,
(2) determine the frictional drag for a flat plate having the same exposed area as the component, and
(3) Multiply the frictional drag by a shape factor (typically a function of fineness ratio, or of the ratio of surface area to cross-sectional area) to get the total drag. (Konstantinov; Dorrington; Kale).
We then sum the total drag for all components, and estimate the interference drag between the components (based on statistical data) and add this to the nominal total drag.
Now, this can be done for airships "the components would be the hull, cars, fins, etc. "but the problem is that it requires the designer to determine the dimensions of all of those components. So, we are going to use a shortcut.
We carry out steps (1)-(3) above, but just for the bare hull. Then we multiply by a "rigging factor" that estimates the ratio of the total drag of a fully-rigged airship to that of its bare hull.

Reynolds Number
The Reynolds number is used to determine whether flow is laminar (smooth) or turbulent; more drag is experienced if flow is turbulent. The Reynolds number the airspeed times "characteristic length" of the component in airflow direction, times the ratio of the air's density (itself dependent on altitude) to its dynamic viscosity (dependent on temperature).
For aircraft wings, we use the "chord length" of the wing. For airships, the characteristic length may be the geometric length or the cube root of the hull volume, the corresponding Reynolds numbers are symbolized by ReL or ReV respectively.


*canon

When the dimensionless Reynolds number is low, the flow in the boundary layer is laminar (orderly), and when it's high, it's turbulent.
The transition from laminar to turbulent flow is likely to begin somewhere between ReL 1e5 and 1e6 (Hoerner 6-3). In studies of a 20 foot long model of the USSAkron, transition occurred at 8.14e5 (Freeman, NACA Report 430). As the Reynolds number increases beyond this "critical" value, the transition point moves aft, and the flow is fully turbulent when it's at the tail. The transition region may be fairly broad, extending to perhaps 1e7 (Hoerner) or 2e7. (Dorrington2007).
Note how high the Reynolds numbers are for the 1632 universe airships at the indicated airspeeds; they are in the range for fully turbulent flow. At a sufficiently low speed, they will experience transitional flow, and the drag on them is less predictable (you may thus rationalize doing a bit better than what my formulae predict).

Frictional Drag
Boundary layer theory (which simplifies the Navier-Stokes equations) allows one to predict the drag experienced by a flat plate moving edgewise; this is pure frictional (viscous) drag.
Equations can be derived that state the drag coefficient as a function of Reynolds number for various flow regimes. (Anderson; Theodorsen). These are semi-empirical; the form of the equation is determined by theory but then the parameters are determined by fitting to wind tunnel or other data. The most popular such equation, the Von Karman-Schoenherr line, is awkward to solve (requires guesswork), so simpler equations have been fit to it.
I have found over a dozen frictional drag equations in the scientific literature; the most commonly cited are those in the table below. Note how much lower the laminar flow value is than its turbulent flow counterparts, and the spread of the latter for a given Reynolds number. I have italicized the values that I know to be outside the formula's validity range.



Shape Factor
The shape factor is also dependent on the flow regime but we'll concentrate on those for turbulent flow around an ellipsoid, which is a decent model for the airship hull. The more your airship departs from an ellipsoid, the easier you can justify performing better than predicted here.
The simplest airship hull formula I found was Young's, which is a simplified fit to the result of theoretical calculations for a range of fineness ratios, distances of the transition point from the nose, and Reynold's numbers. His shape factor is just
(L/D)/((L/D)-0.4), using surface area as the reference.
The equation usually found in aerodynamics texts is Hoerner's, which is based on experimental data:
1+1.5 (D/L)1.5+7(D/L)3,
based on surface area, or
4(L/D)1/3+6(D/L)1.2+24(D/L)2.7,
based on volumetric area; the latter shape factor formula has a minimum at D/L =0.217 (Khoury 32).
I have found several others, too. To give you an idea of how much they vary for the same airship, for the Royal Anne, I get the following different values (referenced to surface area):
Dorrington: 1.11
Hoerner (my preference): 1.06
Boeing-Vertol: 1.20
DATCOM: 1.10
Young 1.05
It's clear from CFD analysis (Kale; Kanikdale) that one can get more accurate results by taking the location of the maximum diameter into account , but I don't know of any simple formula that does this.

Rigging Factor
The workaround I promised is to multiply the computed total drag for the bare hull by an empirically determined "rigging" factor to obtain the total drag (including the individual drag from of cars and fins, and interference drag) for a fully-rigged airship. (Abbott, Dorrington). For large airships (Bodensee, USS Los Angeles,USS Macon), a factor of two is about right, as hull drag was 47 “57% of total drug. (Khoury 34).
Dorrington recommends the speed-dependent rigging factors
2.55 - (ReL/4.65e8)
or
0.298 - 0.0342*log(ReV),
both for airship and bare hull drag coefficients referenced to volumetric area. I have assumed that the same ratio of drag coefficients would apply if the coefficients were referenced to surface area.
There is obviously a range of variation in rigging factors for airships depending on how smooth they are.
****
Just how good are these formulae? According to Hoerner (14-2), the standard build-up underestimates total drag on a full-sized airship (per pre-1918 deceleration tests), most likely because they fail to take into account the drag from the struts and cables used to mount the old-style cars, the extra drag from old open-type radiators, and perhaps also surface roughness. Rivets increased the drag on an airfoil by 6% for countersunk rivets and 27% for protruding rivet heads. (Hood).
The flip side is that it might be possible to do a bit better than formulae based on old airship data suggest. Dorrington reports that cleaning up the Goodyear ZS2G-1 hull ("smoothing the nose battens and removing other unnecessary excrescences") reduced drag by 20% at ReL=1.88e8.
That means that there's a bit of wiggle room if an airship in canon doesn't meet the power requirements suggested by the formulae in this article. Of course, if it does meet them, all the better.
****
Drag would be proportional to the second power of the speed, and required propulsive power to the third power, if the drag coefficient were a constant (Newton's Drag Law). The drag calculated by the advanced method are considerably lower.
The following are my spreadsheet results for several real and 1632 universe airships, with particular choices for the frictional drag, shape factor, and rigging factor equations. Other choices would lead to somewhat different results.



(1) air is 97% sea level density. (2) Prandtl-Schlichting for ReCrit 5e5 (3) Hoerner (4) Dorrington (5) treated as ellipsoid.
Remember, the required engine power is the propulsive power divided by the propulsive efficiency, with altitude adjustments for internal combustion engines without turbochargers or superchargers.
The Swordfish, with 120 hp, can easily reach its announced top still air speed of 35 mph; to do this, it only requires a propulsive efficiency of 58%. In fact, it could probably go a bit faster. The Upwind, on the other hand, with just 80 hp, would need a propulsive efficiency of 87.5% to reach that speed, but could easily travel at 30 mph.
Remember, the drag is density- and therefore altitude-dependent, and so the top speed will increase at higher altitudes (if engine power is maintained).

Boundary Layer Control
Looking back at table 2, there's a big difference in drag coefficient between laminar flow and turbulent flow at a given Reynold's number. So, is there any way to delay transition to turbulent flow?
In theory, yes, if we can prevent flow separation. Air can be sucked in through the hull, pulling the airflow toward the hull surface, and then exhausted in back for additional thrust. Or air can be blown into the boundary layer near the leading edge to energize it. There is no free lunch, energy is needed to power the suction pumps or blowers, and the equipment adds weight and requires maintenance.
Ideally, instead of sucking air in through discrete slots, the entire skin would be permeable, and provide continuous suction. However, this permeability would have to be combined with a high order of surface smoothness.
Suction may be combined with the Griffith airfoil. This has a bullet-like shape for most of its length, then a tail cone, and finally a pencil-like tail boom. The airflow over the tail cone would be unfavorable, but a suction slot is placed just upstream of it. (Goldschmeid).
This is all pie-in-the-sky stuff, even today, and I doubt anyone in Grantville would know about it, but if airships themselves aren't weird enough tech for you, you might want to read up on it.

Conclusion
Prior to World War II, the airship was far superior to the aircraft as a long-distance carrier. In 1929, the Graf Zeppelin circumnavigated the world in twenty-one days, five hours and thirty-one minutes, starting at Lakehurst, New Jersey and stopping only at Friedrichshafen, Tokyo and Los Angeles. The total flight time was twelve days, eleven minutes. In contrast, the first aircraft circumnavigation, in 1924, took 175 days, and required sixty-nine stops. (Dick).
The speed of the airship was inferior to that of the aircraft, but not hugely so, and the airship was of course faster than any sailing ship or even a steamer.
This suggests that the airship may have an important role to play in long-distance trade.
What is not so clear is how the airships of the new universe will be powered. I will explore that question further in subsequent parts of this article.
****
To be continued . . .







Language Societies of the Seventeenth Century
Written by Rainer Prem




The books and stories of the 1632-verse mostly deal with up-timers and German commoners. The German nobles are sometimes only a prop for the real action (like Gretchen's and Hans' thoughts before the Battle of the Crapper in 1632) or serve as The Final Enemy like Johann Georg of Saxony.
But they also were human beings and had a society of their own. Apart from hunting events and boozy sessions there was much more of social life. So let's look to one special phenomenon of the seventeenth century, not restricted to Germany, the "language societies."
History of Language Societies
Their original purpose was to fight for a common German language. Martin Luther had set a benchmark a hundred years earlier when translating the New Testament into German, and from the printed books, the lower class Germans could learn their own language.
But the patchwork of the Germanies with Lutheran, Calvinist and Catholic principalities, froze the development on that point. The German language could not evolve with the times.
So the new scientific class, the "humanists" chose the Latin language as their own. Many of them even changed their names into Latin variants. One guy, called Conrad Celtis, wrote: ". . . drop the uneducated way of speech, sound and words of your mother language, sound of the barbarians." And, by the way, his original name was Konrad Pickel (pimple). They even changed the German grammar to a Latin style.
With the start of the seventeenth century, a new fashion evolved in Germany's courts and educated middle class: France. It even has a name, the "Alamodewesen" (á la mode—like the fashion). The princes used the French language to show their modernity. Their youth studied in "knight academies" in France, the middle class sent their children to universities, preferably in Paris. The German courts hired French private teachers, and also the emigrated Huguenots brought French culture into Germany.
The German language was demoted to the language of the vulgar and the military. Ten percent of all books in Germany and not fewer than nineteen newspapers in Berlin were published in French.
But then a counter-movement emerged; a theologian and author named Hermann Fabronius (Faber) wrote "How would it be, if the French would use German words in their mother language. It is incredible for them. Speak like your grandfather spoke!" and members of the middle class and the nobility heard it and reacted.
They founded the first Sprachgesellschaften to save the German language. But that wasn't the sole purpose. They also served as a base for social networking with much more transparency between higher and lower nobility and sometimes even commoners than the normal court life.
The Fruitbearing Society
Die Fruchtbringende Gesellschaft was the first and largest German language society. It was founded in 1617 at the funeral of Dorothea Maria von Sachsen-Weimar (the mother of the Saxe-Weimar brothers). From the current developments in the German language mentioned above, it was hardly surprising that the chatting of the high nobility at that funeral at one point revolved around that problem.
Fürst Ludwig I von Anhalt-Köthen, who also attended the funeral, had already joined a similar society in Italy as their first German member. The Accademia della Crusca (Academy of Bran—not brain), which still exists today, had been founded in 1585, with the same purpose regarding the Italian language. It was only the largest of about seven hundred Italian clubs with this purpose.
So he proposed the same for Germany and was quickly appointed the leader of the new society. They chose the coconut palm as their symbol, which was at that time a very exotic tree, but well-known for its multitude of different uses, and thus the society was also known as the Palmenorden (Order of the Palm).
They chose the slogan Alles zu Nutzen (All for benefit) based on the statement that everyone attending the society should be "eager to create fruit."
Each member—they were open to everyone except, of course, women—got a society name by which he was exclusively addressed in society meetings and correspondence, and a slogan, the latter rather difficult to understand today. Ludwig himself was known as Der Nährende (the Nurturing). His slogan—the only Latin one of all the members—was Vita mihi Christus, mors lucrum (Christ means life to me, death is a gain).
Although the leader was the only one who could accept new members, the society quickly grew with a total of 890 registered (a large list can be found here). Notable members were Axel Oxenstierna (the Desired), and the four duke-brothers Wilhelm (the Delicious), Albrecht (the Unattractive), Ernst (the Bittersweet) and Bernhard (the Expressive) of Saxe-Weimar.
After Ludwig I died in 1650, our friend Wilhelm von Sachsen-Weimar was elected as the new leader, but the society degraded rather quickly to a simple order with no real purpose. After the death of its third leader, August von Sachsen-Weißenfels, in 1680 no new leader was elected and the society died out. Hieronymus Ambrosius Langenmantel (the Least) was the last member and died in 1718.
On January 18, 2007 the New Fruitbearing Society was founded in Köthen "to keep, cherish, protect and develop" the German language.
The Virtuous Society
The founding of Die Tugendliche Gesellschaft was a direct consequence of the existence of the Fruitbearing Society. As I already mentioned, the latter was a male-only club, although rumors exist that women sometimes attended the meetings using the names of their husbands.
Ludwig's sister, Anna Sophia von Anhalt, known to the readers of the 1632-verse as "Anna Sofie of Anhalt-Zerbst and Dessau," who is socially active in Magdeburg, is known as one of the best-educated women of her time. So it's easy to understand why she wanted to have a similar intellectual circle for women.
As early as 1619 she organized the foundation meeting in the castle of her husband, Karl Günther, Graf von Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt (died in 1630). Together with her brother's wife, Amoena (or Anna) Amalie, Gräfin von Bentheim-Tecklenburg und Steinfurt, she invited several female nobles and founded a "rival" organization.
The society had the purpose to promote the female virtues in Germany, especially in the cultural sector. Although both their husbands attended the first meeting, only noble women were allowed as members.
The symbol of the society was a well-laid table, a crown and a scepter. The slogan was Tugend bringt Ehre (Virtue brings honor).
They copied the customs of giving each member a society name and a slogan. Anna Sophia was called Die Getreue (the Faithful) and had the slogan "with unloosened tie."
Unlike the men, they limited the number of members after they reached seventy-three and afterwards only replaced deceased members. They maintained a total of one hundred and three members until 1652, when Anna Sophia died. No further leader was elected and the society ceased to exist.
A complete membership list can be found in a book available here at Google books. Notable members were Dorothea Sophie von Sachsen-Altenburg (the Blissful), the abbess of Quedlinburg, and Christine von Hessen-Kassel (the Generous), wife of Johann Ernst von Sachsen-Eisenach.
Other Societies
The two societies mentioned above were the only larger ones at the timeframe of our stories in Germany. The Noble Académie des Loyales was another society for women, founded in 1617 by Anna von Anhalt-Bernburg, sister-in-law of Ludwig I. It was also known by the name L'Ordre de la Palme d'Or (Order of the Golden Palm) and had a fixed limit of twenty members from the high and middle Calvinist nobility. And their faible for the French language contradicted the original purpose of these societies.
Six of Anna's daughters, who were members of this society, stayed unmarried, so it seems that this order was seen as something like a convent. The society died around 1640; its twenty-six members mostly from Anhalt-Bernburg are listed here.
Several more language societies were founded after 1640, which are not relevant here. The influence of Grantville on German society is more interesting than the societies themselves.
Grantville's Influence on the Fruitbearing Society
It's obvious that the appearance of Grantville must have had a shocking and shaking influence on the Fruitbearing Society. The first meeting after the Ring of Fire—perhaps at Johann Casimir von Sachsen-Coburg's funeral in 1633—must have been frustrating. It was clearly visible—and hearable—that the purity of the German language had received a deathblow.
The development of Amideutsch was not caused by the above mentioned fashion of Germans in all centuries to adopt nice words from other languages. It was outright necessary to use the up-timer terms for things and concepts that didn't even exist in the seventeenth century.
As a German born during the Wirtschaftswunder, and grown up in the cold war with American troops all around and especially all those TV-shows—starting with Fury, Lassie and Rin Tin Tin, containing several years of Dallas, and not ending with Eureka and the CSI franchise—I think I'm in the happy position to judge how much the German language was "tainted" by them.
Our counterattack with kindergarten, autobahn and sauerkraut was not remotely as effective. Imagine all shops on Fifth Avenue using only German slogans in all their windows, then you have an idea of how Germany's shopping streets and malls look in the twenty-first century.
So the Fruitbearing Society loses its main official purpose to keep the German language clean, but it keeps its unofficial agenda for social networking. Here the nobles with direct contact to the up-timers can talk about their experiences, regardless of their ranks. Since they all know each other, they can be sure that no up-timer spy can overhear them.
It's rather probably that in those meetings, and not in the official meetings of the House of Lords in Magdeburg, the "counterrevolution" of the crown loyalists was planned.
Grantville's Influence on the Virtuous Society
Their official agenda of cultural development got a real boost from new techniques and fashions of painting, new instruments and new musical scales. They have to read and discuss the literature of nearly four hundred years to catch up with styles and fashions. So when they concentrate on culture in the future, they are fully occupied for the next decades.
But do they want this? What about these new ideas of "gender equality" which arise from Grantville? There have already been strong female figures in the past, Elisabeth I of England to mention the newest example. But these were the exceptions to the rule that women have to accept a subordinate role to men.
"Women are created for no other purpose than to serve men and be their helpers. If women grow weary or even die while bearing children, that doesn't harm anything. Let them bear children to death; they are created for that."
It's not one of the big chauvinists of the modern time who wrote this, but the adored Martin Luther.
And now the women of Grantville play a new and completely different role. They are craftswomen, doctors, scientists, soldiers and political leaders, not subordinated but equal to their husbands, not as exceptions to the rule, but as a new rule. A complete new role model, socially and politically.
There will certainly be many members of the Virtuous Society not interested in these developments. Since many of them are unmarried Fräuleins from Anhalt in Saxony, their contacts with up-timers are more or less peripheral.
But what about the high nobility women in the vicinity of Grantville, all members of the society? There is Anna Sophia living in Kranichfeld, only twenty miles from Grantville and with relatives at the border of the Ring of Fire; Christine von Hessen-Kassel living in Eisenach, a highly educated and scientifically interested woman; Elisabeth von Braunschweig-Wolfenbüttel (the Pious) in Altenburg, married to duke Johann Philipp of Saxe-Altenburg; Dorothea von Sachsen-Altenburg (the Joyful), sister of Dorothea Sophie, married to duke Albrecht in Weimar, and the young Emilie Antonia von Oldenburg (will later enter the society as "the Blessing One"), married to count Ludwig Günther of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt.
They will at least found a new regiment within the Virtuous Society for discussion of the consequences Grantville's women provoke. Perhaps they might found a completely new real fruitbearing society, dedicated to initiate and support women's liberation in the seventeenth century, and open to commoners and perhaps even up-timers.
Who knows? Time will tell.
****







So Fan-Girl
Written by Kristine Kathryn Rusch
I’m becoming more and more convinced that geeking out is a personal thing. Certain things make me go all fan-girl. And often they are things that other people simply can’t understand.
Or at least things people around you can’t understand.
The 2012 television season turned into a private geek-out session for me, so bad that I actually turn to Entertainment Weekly recaps for someone to “discuss” the shows with. My friends don’t watch them. (Or if they do, they don’t admit it.)
In fact, some of the shows are so down-market (see my previous column) that they don’t even rate a recap.
Grimm is one of them.
Grimm premiered along with Once Upon A Time, forcing critics to comment on two fairy-tale shows and of course, cross comparing them, thinking only one would survive. If this cross-comparison thing happened to, say, detective shows, and only one survived, there’d be nothing on network television.
But I digress.
To the critics’ surprise, both shows survived. To my surprise, Once Upon A Time has higher ratings. The damn thing was/is so predictable I couldn’t get past the second episode. I prefer the darker, aptly named Grimm.
For those of you not watching, Grimm follows a police detective in Portland, Oregon after his aunt passes on the family legacy. He’s a Grimm, a member of an elite, magical line of criminal profilers who “keep the balance between humanity and the mythological creatures of the world.”
I’ll be honest: I started watching it partly because I write a fairy tale series (as Kristine Grayson) and felt I needed to remain current, partly because some Buffy: The Vampire Slayer veterans are writing it, and partly because it’s set in Oregon.  The producers use Portland to great, creepy advantage, from the overcast skies to the lovely cityscape to beautiful magical Forest Park (which at more than eight miles, is one of the country’s largest urban forest preserves).
I love watching my sort-of hometown on the small screen, and I like seeing friends in cameo (or guest-starring) roles. For example, science fiction writer David Levine has been an extra in several episodes, as have a number of people in Portland’s sf community.
But if I only watched because of Portland, I’d be watching Portlandia too, and as accurate as that show can be, it’s not to my taste. (The other show filmed in Portland, Leverage, used Portland as a stand-in for Boston. That will change later in the year, when the Leverage characters actually “move” to Portland.)
What keeps me coming back to Grimm are three things: the characters, the sly twists on the mythology, and the show’s darkly vibrant plots. I find myself thinking about them week after week after week.
Dean and I usually watch sf shows together, but he abandoned Grimm after a handful of episodes, not liking the “monster of the week” aspect. He knows TV as well as I do: he knew that the producers had to do the MoW thing to satisfy the suits in Hollywood, at least until the show got a full pick-up order, but he just couldn’t get as excited about the characters, the fairy tales, and the darkness as I did.
Of course, I seem to be the one who loves the dark side of human nature in our household. I’m the only one still watching Justified as well. Dean liked it but found it discouragingly dark (“There really are people like that, aren’t there?” he asked me after one particularly violent episode). I find the show inspiringly dark, and wonder how I can steal its mood for a series of sf stories.
Grimm moved away from MoW in January, after the pick-up order, just like Buffy did all those years ago. Like I hoped it would. The characters got deeper, Portland became more important, and I . . . can’t wait for the next episode. I’m enjoying the show so much that I’m having two fan-girl reactions.
The first? How am I going to make it through a summer without Grimm. The second? I won’t go near the set, even though I’ve been invited. I don’t want to break the magic of the storytelling. I don’t want to meet the actors, see the screenwriters, go through the tedium of filming a single scene. I want to lose myself in the story, not see how the story gets assembled.
You’d think that, living as I do with another writer (and an sf writer at that) that we’d have similar tastes in our geek-out moments. We do, kinda. We both love Big Bang Theory, and we’re going to miss Eureka when it goes away.  We share a taste in cop shows and we tend to get disillusioned with a series at about the same time.
But we don’t share a taste in everything. And when it comes to media we’re passionate about, from television to movies to books, we really differ, so much so that we might actually fight about what’s good and what isn’t.
Which is why I’m thinking that geeking out is personal, and at times, inexplicable to others. I love me some Grimm, but I don’t know anyone else who is as passionate about it as I am.
Except, y’know, the folks I see in cyberspace or commenting on the Grimm official website, which I do not waste my time on. I spend my time quite wisely there. I only watch the previews for next week’s episode or maybe read the production blog. But that’s it. That’s all.
Really.
****







Secret Crocodiles and Strange Doings (or Sometimes the Magic Really Works)
Written by Bud Webster

Gilford Gadberry had a contempt for dawns badly done. He knew how blatant and stylized the outdoor world can be in its pristine moments: the contrived shagginess of grass, the stupidity of trees, the falsity of flowers, the oafishness of the birds and their inept melody. These scratched the smooth surface of his soul. "Bad work, very bad work," Gadberry would opine, for he was an artist. —R. A. Lafferty, "Seven Story Dream"

With your indulgence, I would like to preface this installment of "Past Masters" with some clarification, tinged perhaps with just a soupcon of justification. It bears on the subject at hand, so I hope you'll grant me a moment before I plunge headlong into my customary mix of enlightenment and entertainment. Grab a root-beer, if you've a mind to.
Although most of these columns include some critical elements, I am not, as I've said here and elsewhere, principally a Critic, interested only in the literary aspects of my subjects. Rather, I'm a biographer and historian—a biorian?—and my purview is above all the individual who created the work, and the significant personal characteristics that infused their work. This can place me in an uncomfortable position at times, but if I always opted for comfort over reality, little of what I (and the few others who walk alongside) did would be of value aside from the mere satisfaction of someone else's passing curiosity.
I am also no freer from my own prejudices and intolerance than anyone else who treads the skin of this particular oblate spheroid, and although I do try very hard to prevent that small-mindedness from affecting how I address my subjects, it is frequently difficult to clearly see where the line is. My bad; I am, as the three damn cats habitually remind me, only human.
So. As I broach the discomfiting components of this essay, bear in mind that I have an obligation to be honest, and that I will do my very best to do so with fairness. I would expect no less from anyone writing about me.[i] Onward.
Our subject this time around was a complex and complicated man, and that makes writing about him a knotty task. There are no easy conclusions to be made (or at least none with any validity), and few opportunities to be glib at his expense, so I won't even try. Lafferty made it impossible for anyone to pigeonhole him as either a stylist or a human being, whether deliberately or unintentionally, and no two readers are likely to agree about him or his writing on anything other than a very general level.
Like his work, Lafferty was multi-layered. He had a self-deprecating sense of humor that served as a buffer for many of the people with whom he worked and interacted. When I met him at the 1976 worldcon, MidAmeriCon in Kansas City, I was introduced to him by Jerry Pournelle. At the time, I was still suffering under the misapprehension that Lafferty was around the same age as the other New Wavers that I'd classed him with, and I was totally unprepared for the reality that he was already in his 60s and looked like what he was: a retired electrical engineer. Me being super-fast on my feet and always ready with a witty comment, I responded to the intro by saying something pithy like "You're R. A. Lafferty?!" He chuckled and shook his head, saying "Naw, I just stole his badge," and walked away laughing. Not for the first time was I faced with having to alter my mental construct of someone I knew only from their work.
It's easy to see why I was confused. Nobody ever wrote—or will ever write—quite like Lafferty. I'm not at all certain that the literature could hold two such, in fact. This is, I think, a blessing, as I'd hate for it to blow up or deliquesce or something. Sticky.
Lafferty wasn't a science fiction writer, regardless of the section of the bookstore in which his titles may have appeared; rather, he was a mad fantasist, a maker of mythologies, a Wizard of Oddities.
In addition, though, there were facets of his personality—facets which informed and influenced his writing—which will be difficult for me to write about. Write about them I must, however, as journalistic objectivity prevents me from washing over them without mention. Bear with me, please.
Three primary things made Lafferty the brilliant writer he was, inevitably and indubitably. The first, and foremost, was his unfaltering and dogmatic Catholicism. I have heard a rumor, still floating around, that Lafferty had six female sibs, all of whom took the veil. His sisters were all Sisters, in other words. This is untrue; so far as I know, although he had five siblings, none were nuns. In fact, he lived with his sister, Anna, until his death.
Nothing odd about sf/fantasy writers being religious, of course. C. S. Lewis made an entire career out of it, as you probably already know. Tenets of the Church of Latter-Day Saints infuse the work of Orson Scott Card, and we won't even mention L. Ron Hubbard.[ii] The number of stories and novels offering speculative takes on various religious ideas is legion (heh), and include some of the best-known and well-regarded works in the field: Miller's A Canticle for Leibowitz, Simak's "The Creator," del Rey's "For I Am a Jealous People," and Michael Moorcock's Behold, the Man not the least of them.
Second, and not far behind, were his staunchly conservative political views, which caused friction between him and fellow writers and convention committees more than once. It's not inconceivable that he and the Tea Party could have been friendly, although I suspect he valued intellect far more than most of those who considered Sarah Palin a viable candidate for high office.[iii]
Right-wing politics aren't at all rare in the field of science fiction. During the Viet Nam War, for instance, Judith Merril and Kate Wilhelm arranged for an anti-war full-page ad to appear in Galaxy, signed by those who opposed the war. Word apparently got out before it appeared, and they were prevailed upon to make it a "fair and balanced" ad to include those sf writers who favored our involvement. On the "pro-war" side, along with John W. Campbell and Robert Heinlein (and a number of others, some quite surprising) was R. A. Lafferty. This came as a surprise to many readers who associated him with the New Wave, which had a reputation for being liberal and pacifistic (at least where South-East Asia was concerned).
The combination of those first two aspects of Lafferty's mindset separated him from a significant number of his readers, who were unaware of his far-right-of-center rigidity for the most part. Organized fandom was less oblivious, with convention encounters written up in fanzines and whispered about at dead-dog parties. Fandom has always represented the smallest number of people in the field's readership, so effectively nobody really knew much of anything about this Lafferty guy.
Noted fan Guy Lillian, whose excellent fanzine Challenger has been nominated a remarkable fourteen times (so far) for the Hugo, wrote of his response to Lafferty's novel Past Master in his introduction to his publication of Lafferty's guest of honor speech at the 1979 DeepSouthCon:

I'll never forget my reaction to Lafferty's tale of Thomas More on the golden planet Astrobe. . . . "Ah," I said. "I have found my boy." What I meant was that I had found a writer who—though a rock-ribbed conservative—spoke to a scrawny Berkeley hippie used to being generously tear-gassed every spring. I'd found a poetic spirit who invested science fiction with madness and tragedy and laughter.

The third facet, however, is where the difficulty really lies. In his off-hours at conventions, Ray Lafferty drank heavily. It was not an isolated or occasional thing, either. When speaking to his colleagues, his fans, and those professionals in the field with whom he worked, the one unifying comment I heard across the board (after his genius as a writer) concerned his serious alcohol use. I do not raise this issue to demean the man, or to denigrate him or his skills with pen and paper, but a key fact of heavy alcohol use is that it unavoidably permeates every facet of the drinker's life.[iv]
In this, of course, he was far from alone; as a species, writers are notorious sots, and the literary world is crowded with fables of overindulgence and subsequent debauchery. As a gopher at a Star-Trek convention some thirty-five years ago, I was assigned the task of following one such author around in order to smooth over the ruffled feathers he left in his wake. It was almost a full-time job. Thus, I can no more ignore Lafferty's tendency to imbibe socially than I could Zenna Henderson's Mormon childhood or Horace Gold's agoraphobia. Those things had enormous influence on their work, as Lafferty's personality traits had on his.
How did it affect his writing? I asked Mike Resnick, who knew Lafferty well, and he told me this:

There were a number of people . . . who thought he was the most brilliant short story writer in the field. But his novelettes weren't as good, and except for "Space Chanty [sic]" his novellas were unexceptional, and his novels were for the most part mediocre. I blame his drinking for this. If he could grind out a story in one or two sittings, he could be brilliant. But if a novel took him 50 writing sessions, you get the feeling that each day he had to refresh his memory of what the hell he wanted to do, how he wanted to say it, etc.

Lafferty is no longer with us to be interviewed, but extensive reading of his writings shows an arch bitterness. Again, this is nothing unusual for a writer, even in the field of science fiction/fantasy. Cyril M. Kornbluth, for example, was flat-out eat up with bitterness.
However, whereas Kornbluth's acrimony was directed at his fellow man (you only have to read a few random pages of "The Marching Morons" to see this; hell, the title alone is a flashing neon sign), Lafferty seems to have internalized his bitterness, perhaps as an inevitable product of his alcohol use in conflict with his doctrinaire Catholicism. Robert Silverberg, who published a number of Lafferty's stories, said this:

He was clearly a very troubled man, and he clearly drank much too much at conventions, and no doubt was extremely lonely. But he could be a charming guy . . . and anyone who knew his work— brilliant, of course—would instantly be aware of the disconnect between the work and the unhappy figure we saw at conventions and know that something very sad was involved.

I have said that our subject was both complex and complicated, and there is more to Lafferty that just the above. If I'm duty-bound to mention his politics, religion and alcohol use, I'm equally bound to shine a light on other, more positive factors of his character. Lafferty was capable of great warmth and generosity, and many people I spoke to, both faan and pro, were forthcoming about their positive encounters. The aforementioned (and eloquent) Guy Lillian told me this:

If, in the pursuit of accurate reporting, you insist on dwelling on Ray's flaws, mention also the love and loyalty he engendered in fans who knew him, who took care of him when he was incapacitated, because they appreciated that they were dealing with a genius with great depths of humor and sadness . . . and the strongest Catholicism of anyone in the field. He expressed these things exquisitely through his incredible gift, with humility and verve, and was loved for it. After St. LouisCon [the 27th WorldCon in 1969], where he first appeared to fandom . . . a 20-year-old boy I know—myself—wrote him a fan letter. He sent me back a page of gratitude, affection and wisdom I still cherish. I have never known a finer soul.

And, come on. It's the twenty-first century. What was once something to be desperately hidden under a rock is now so commonly spoken of that they hardly even do after-school specials about it anymore. 
Raphael Aloysius Lafferty was born November 7, 1914, in Iowa, but before he entered school his family moved to Oklahoma. He spent most of his life in Tulsa, working twin jobs as an electrician and a newspaper writer before enlisting in the Army in 1942. He served in the Pacific, leaving the Army as a Staff Sergeant in '46. He never married, but lived with a sister, Anna.[v]
Little of this would seem to have led him to a life as a fictioneer, let alone one who would turn the stfnal world on its literary ear, but that's what he did.
For me, it began with the July/August, 1971 If. I had just finished part two of Farmer's The Fabulous Riverboat and was looking forward to "Occam's Scalpel" by Theodore Sturgeon, when I decided to take a break and read one of the other stories in that issue. I had a choice between "Arnten of Ultima Thule" by Avram Davidson (one of my favorite writers), a story by an author I'd never heard of ("To Seek Another" by James A. Gotaas, to my knowledge the physicist's only fiction), and a story by R. A. Lafferty, of whom I had heard but at the time had not read.[vi]
It was "Boomer Flats," and it blindsided me. I'd never read anything quite like it, with its utterly unEarthly-but-of-the-earth characters ("The Comet was a long gray-bearded man (in fact, comet means a star with a beard) and small pieces were always falling off him.") The story still knocks me out, and is one I always recommend to those who haven't read Lafferty.
It's magic. Not "magic realism," whatever that may mean, but just full-on, bull-goose magic. I read it with my eyes wide and my mouth agape. It was not the last time Lafferty would have that effect on me.
I'm not alone in that assessment, either. No less a critic than Brian Aldiss, in his important history of the field, Trillion Year Spree (with David Wingrove, Avon 1988), said this: "Hard to categorize other than as [a] conjuror—[a] singer of strange, sometimes acutely humorous songs—[is] R. A. Lafferty . . ." I think that's a perfect description of Lafferty as written by someone far more knowledgeable and qualified than I.
I frankly didn't know where this story had come from. Being who I was at the time, my initial thought was "Wow, I bet this guy has done a lot of acid!" Little did I know.
Of course, it was an honest mistake; a lot of the imagery, the detail, the sheer atmosphere of Lafferty's work is almost hallucinatory in nature. The idea that someone could have created "Boomer Flats" without having dropped a lot of Orange Sunshine[vii] never even occurred to me.
Acid was the last thing R. A. Lafferty would have downed, considering his religious and political views. No, all that dream-like stuff came straight out of his own unenhanced imagination, and that's almost scary. Phil Farmer, yes; Harlan Ellison, certainly. Lafferty, however, was almost 60 years old when that story ran, and although age isn't an absolute barrier to trippy fantasy, it's the way to bet.
After that startling encounter, I began seeking out all the Lafferty I could find. Not all of it was as brilliant as that first mind-blowing tale, but it was all just as unEarthly. This wasn't science fiction as we usually think of it. No fancy hardware, high-concept technology or plot-points turning on an astrophysical dime here. Nor was it what Bradbury and Nelson Bond used to call "science fantasy," although it comes close in some ways. Lafferty's work stands apart—not necessarily above, but undeniably apart—from his colleagues'. You can't even hold it in the same (metaphorical) hand without your fingers wanting to bend in strange directions they weren't designed for. He was sui generis, was Lafferty, and there were plenty of readers who scratched their heads and called his stories unfathomable, but oh, the mythological impact of those stories!
In tune with Mike Resnick's words above, I find that Lafferty's longer works don't read quite as well. That's me, not him, and it's just as much a commentary on my own flaws as it is on anything of his. I think he was more comfortable at shorter lengths, and I certainly understand that. The kind of elliptical worldview in which he worked would have been terribly difficult to sustain for 50 thousand words or more, and readers could have found the effort of keeping up with it daunting.
Luckily there is plenty of short-form Lafferty out there to be read and wondered at: he published more than 220 short stories between 1959 and 1997, many of them in the original anthology series that were prevalent throughout the '70s.
Of his novel-length works, the most cohesive is probably Past Master (Ace 1968), the fifth of Terry Carr's Science Fiction Specials and Lafferty's first novel. Something of a stfnal roman à clef, it features the historical Sir Thomas More transported to the planet Astrobe a thousand years after the year of his death (but before his death took place).
Astrobe, once a utopia, is declining so irrevocably that it may mean the end of the human race. Not a good thing, they realize—hence the use of a time machine to bring in the Boss. Well, it seemed to be a good idea at the time, but they didn't anticipate the fact that he is a sixteenth-century dude with all the concomitant limitations, not to mention a mind very much of his own.
Honest mistake, really. After all, he did coin the word "utopia." See, they figured he'd fix everything up and be all gosh-wow about being in the future, and they could handle him. Yeah, not so much—this is, after all, Sir Thomas More we're talking about here, described in Wikipedia as:

. . . lawyer, social philosopher, author, statesman, and noted Renaissance humanist. He was an important councilor to Henry VIII of England and, for three years toward the end of his life, Lord Chancellor. He is recognized as a saint within the Catholic Church and is commemorated by the Church of England as a "Reformation martyr."

Does that sound to you like a guy who would sit up and bark if you waved a Beggin' Strip™ over his head? It doesn't hurt that this isn't the Lord Chancellor's first experience with time travelers, and he takes it all in stride. He finds allies—not all of them human—and enemies too; ones who are prepared to off themselves and take the human race with them.
Much of what ensues comes out of Lafferty's heart-felt opinion that More's 1516 novel Utopia (written completely in Latin, how cool is that?) was a satire. Fair enough—More did use the book as a way of commenting on the mess that Europe was in at the time, and that's what satirists do. If More didn't choose to wear a funny hat or do an impression of Buddy Hackett while writing it, well, that just means it wasn't intended to be a Mad Magazine strip. Satire doesn't always have to be fronted by Alfred E. Neuman, you know.
Ace books, edited at the time by both Donald Wollheim and Terry Carr, devoted a great deal of paper and ink to Lafferty. Carr published three of Lafferty's titles as part of his Science Fiction Specials, and Wollheim bought his Space Chantey for the Doubles series.
This illustrates the dichotomy of Lafferty's work in the late '60s and early '70s: was he a New Wave writer, or wasn't he? Carr's support of the New Wave, both as a critic and as an editor, was well-known. But wasn't Donald Wollheim a hide-bound traditionalist?
Not really. Sure, he was a Futurian, a pulp writer and editor, and the Ace Double line included a lot of stories pulled directly from the pulps, but it shouldn't be forgotten that he was an early proponent of Philip K. Dick, Margaret St. Clair, Jack Vance and John Brunner among others, none of whom can easily be considered old-fashioned by any means.
Did I say "dichotomy"? I could have as easily said "schizoid." The positive response to Lafferty's work came almost exclusively from the stfnal Counter-Culture, which fact must have alternatively caused the writer both amusement and frustration. One wonders if, while reading some fan's rave review of one of his books or stories Lafferty ever sat back, shook his head ruefully and said "Boy, if they only knew."
At this remove, it hardly matters whether he accepted his endorsement by the New Wave reluctantly or not. I'm fairly certain that when those quarterly royalty payments came in the mail he didn't waste much time trying to figure out which percentage came from Those Damned Hippies.
Lafferty was smart enough and realistic enough (despite his stylistic extravagance) to understand that readership is readership. If anything, he courted the antiestablishment audience by selling to such New Wave-friendly markets as Damon Knight's Orbit, Carr's Universe, Silverberg's New Dimensions and other non-traditional venues[viii].
There was a problem with his being identified with the New Wave, though: when the Wave broke and went back out to sea, it left him without much of a context. He continued with the original anthologies, staying in both Orbit and Universe almost to the bitter end, but aside from a few other anthology appearances and a few stories in F&SF and Asimov's, the rest of his writing came out in collections published by small presses, primarily Corroboree and Chris Drumm.
In the late 1970s it was all too common to see Lafferty's hardcover collections, published earlier in the decade by Scribner, sitting in piles on chain store remainder tables and selling for $1.99. He wasn't alone, of course, but while a number of other authors weren't adversely affected by Scribner's decision to thrift out their mid-list, Lafferty's career never recovered. Of his sixteen novel-length books, half were published in the decade 1968-77. The other eight were spread out over almost twenty years, and only one—1983's Annals of Klepsis—was published by a major house, Ace. The others were, like his later collections, produced by small presses. His last novel was Sindbad: The 13th Voyage (Broken Mirrors 1989) and the last short story, "The Emperor's Shoestrings," appeared in a 1997 anthology published by a gaming company.
As a used-book seller, I can say that there is still a readership for the work of R. A. Lafferty, one that crosses age boundaries and appeals to people who have never even heard of the New Wave. I find this both reassuring and enriching, as his books—even the ones Scribner so blithely dumped—command good prices. Many of his titles have been reissued by publishers like Wildside, presenting them before an audience for whom his work is a new wonder, as well as making it possible for his "hippie" fans to read him again.
There is one more exceptional aspect to Ralph Aloysius Lafferty's career as a writer, one that I'm not sure has a parallel, and that is the disposition of his literary estate. As I write this, his estate has been auctioned off by the family to the highest bidder. No announcement has as yet been made, so I'm not about to reveal the high bidder, but from what I know it will be in good hands.
This singular circumstance arises from two main factors: first and foremost, Lafferty (coming as he did from a strongly Catholic family) had a lot of heirs, among then not only his sister(s), but nephews, nieces, great-nephews and great-nieces. Aside from the numbers, they are almost certainly scattered around the country, making it difficult for decisions to be made with the participation and input of all.
The second reason stems from the cold reality that the small press, however enthusiastic and well-intentioned, has very little money to pay its authors. They rarely pay advances of more than a few hundred dollars, and royalties are limited not only by the relatively low print runs (less of a problem with PoD) but by a lack of major-house distribution channels. Face it; small press publishers may love what they do, but there just ain't a whole lot of money in it and never has been.
Add these two factors together and what you get is a bunch of checks for a bare few dollars being written and sent out to a hundred or more family members; it hardly seems worth the trouble, but honorable publishers have to do it.
As a result, the family offered the entire estate, print and film rights included, for a one-time payment to be divided equally. Only the passage of time will show if this was a wise move, but chances are that it will at the very least simplify things for the family. That is, of course, the whole point of a literary estate.
Literary estate. . . . There's more to an author's literary property than just his/her published works, and whereas Lafferty was heavily published, not everything has seen print. Mike Resnick had this to say about a visit he made to Lafferty's digs in the mid-1980s:

When I visited his house down in Oklahoma, I opened the guest closet to hang up my coat—and saw a 3-foot-high pile of manuscripts. He told me they were his unsold books, he had just turned 70, and he wasn't writing another word until Virginia (Kidd, his agent) sold all of these. She found a little press up in Minnesota, but she never did sell them all. She used to cry on my shoulder that she and I and four dozen others thought he was one of the greatest short story writers alive . . . but she couldn't find 10,000 people to buy his paperbacks or even 500 to buy his signed, numbered hardcovers.

Editor and anthologist Jonathan Strahan agrees, telling me "There's certainly a LOT of unpublished work. About 16 novels and something like 80 short stories."
I would very much like to think that, once the Lafferty estate is settled and a new agent found to represent it, many of the unpublished stories and novels will be made available to an eager (if unfairly small) readership.
"Sui generis" was the term I used back up there a ways, but there's actually more to it than that. I can think of only two other writers in the field who even approach him stylistically, and then only marginally; their only real resemblance is that all three seem to come from places the rest of us only find in dreams. 
The other two are Cordwainer Smith and James Tiptree, Jr. I hasten to point out that the resemblance is all relative—they are alike mostly because they're so utterly different from everyone else.
Look at the language they use, though, even in just what they chose for titles: "Thus We Frustrate Charlemagne," "Entire and Perfect Chrysolite," "Nor Limestone Islands," "The World as Will and Wallpaper" by Lafferty; "Golden the Ship Was—Oh! Oh! Oh!," "The Dead Lady of Clown Town," "No, No, Not Rogov!," "The Game of Rat and Dragon" by Smith; "All the Kinds of Yes," "Her Smoke Rose Up Forever," "Love is the Plan the Plan is Death," "Your Faces, O My Sisters! Your Faces Filled of Light!" by Tiptree.
These are titles beyond the poetic, they spill over into the mythopoetic, and the stories they stand for are the work of myth-makers, no matter that the three are so very different from each other in concept and execution. They were also almost certainly triametrically opposed politically as well, but that's only to be expected.
R. A. Lafferty left us a magnificent body of work, stories that cry and wail and laugh and bray. They come from, and take their readers to, places few others could even conceive of, let alone limn with the skill and richness that he wielded. Already middle-aged when he sold his first, he laid down a road paved with bright, deadpan madness for us to walk, mouths agape and eyes wide with wonder and trepidation; after all, he's taking us to worlds never seen before, and we can't know what's around that corner until the page is turned.
He was a writer of shining, bedazzling stories made all the richer by his flaws. Would that we all could employ our own imperfections so superbly.

--------------------------
[i] Yeah, as if.
[ii]
PLEASE.
[iii] I sometimes wonder what Barry Goldwater or William F. Buckley, Jr. would have made of the current crop of conservatives. Bird houses, maybe.
[iv] Let me hasten to add here that none of the persons I spoke to about Lafferty indicated that he drank in anything other than social situations; face it, an electrical engineer who showed up plastered all the time wouldn't keep his job long, and wouldn't do it well even if he did. But conventions are public, if limited, venues, so I cannot treat it as a secret.
[v] Legend has it that Lafferty had five sisters, all of whom "took the veil." I have no confirmation of this from anyone, and offer it only as an aside.
[vi] I was still working my way through Harlan Ellison's landmark Dangerous Visions (Doubleday 1967), but hadn't yet gotten to Lafferty's "Land of the Great Horses."
[vii] All while listening, of course, to Pink Floyd or Bubble Puppy or the 13th Floor Elevators, any of those feedbacky psychedelic bands. Or maybe Lothar and the Hand People.
[viii] He sold a good deal to Roger Elwood, too, but Elwood was hardly a discriminating editor; he was, at the time, one of the top markets for short fiction and as a result bought from just about everybody.
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"Other Side of the Moon"—March 1960 Husk Magazine
"Saturday You Die"—Spring 1960 Artesian Magazine
"Long Teeth"—August 1960 Keyhole Mystery Magazine
"Adam Had Three Brothers"—Fall 1960 New Mexico Quarterly Review
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"Maybe Jones and the City"—The Third Foundation #80 1968
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"This Grand Carcass"—November 1968 Amazing (aka "This Grand Carcass Yet")
"Cliffs That Laughed"—March 1969 Magazine of Horror
"Configuration of the North Shore"—in Orbit 5, ed. Damon Knight, Putnam 1969
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"Entire and Perfect Chrysolite"—in Orbit 6, ed. Damon Knight, Putnam 1970
"Hands of the Man"—in Infinity One, ed. Robert Hoskins, Lancer 75-108, 1970
"Ride a Tin Can"—April 1970 If
"Continued on Next Rock"—in Orbit 7, ed. Damon Knight, Putnam 1970
"Old Foot Forgot"—in Orbit 7, ed. Damon Knight, Putnam 1970
"The All-At-Once Man—July 1970 Galaxy
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"Interurban Queen"—in Orbit 8, ed. Damon Knight, Putnam 1970
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"Ishmael Into the Barrens"—in Four Futures, ed. Robert Silverberg, Hawthorn 1971
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"World Abounding"—December 1971 F&SF
"Eurema's Dam"—in New Dimensions II: Eleven Original Science Fiction Stories, ed. Robert Silverberg, Doubleday 1972
"And Walk Now Gently Through the Fire"—in And Walk Now Gently Through the Fire and Other Science Fiction Stories, ed. Roger Elwood, Chilton 1972
"Once on Aranea"—in Strange Doings, Scribner's 1972
"A Special Condition in Summit City"—in Universe 2, ed. Terry Carr, Ace 84601, 1972
"Dorg"—in Orbit 10, ed. Damon Knight, Putnam 1972
"Rang Dang Kaloof"—February 1972 Playboy
"In Outraged Stone"—in Frontiers 1: Tomorrow's Alternatives, ed. Roger Elwood, MacMillan 1973
"The Ungodly Mice of Doctor Drakos"—in Ringing Changes, Ace 1973
"The Wooly World of Barnaby Sheen"—in Ringing Changes, Ace 1973
"Four Sides of Infinity"—in Frontiers 2: The New Mind, ed. Roger Elwood, MacMillan 1973 (consists of four related stories: "The Ungodly Mice of Doctor Drakos", "The Two-Headed Lion of Cris Benedetti", "The Hellaceous Rocket of Harry O'Donovan", and "The Wooly World of Barnaby Sheen."
"Barnaby's Clock"—in Showcase, ed. Roger Elwood, Harper & Row 1973
"Scorner's Seat"—in Saving Worlds, ed. Roger Elwood and Virginia Kidd, Doubleday 1973
"Symposium"—in Omega, ed. Roger Elwood, Walker 1973
"Mud Violet"—in Demon Kind, ed. Roger Elwood, Avon 14886, 1973
"Parthen"—May/June 1973 Galaxy
"Ghost in the Corn Crib"—June 1973 Haunt of Horror
"The World as Will and Wallpaper"—in Future City, ed. Roger Elwood, Trident 1973
"Seven Story Dream"—July 1973 Alfred Hitchcock's Mystery Magazine
"Days of Grass, Days of Straw"—in New Dimensions 3, ed. Robert Silverberg, Nelson Doubleday 1973 (Science Fiction Book Club original)
"By the Seashore"—November 1973 Galaxy
"And Name My Name"—in Orbit 13, ed. Damon Knight, Berkley/Putnam 1974
"The Most Forgetable Story in the World"—in Long Night of Waiting and Other Stories, ed. Roger Elwood, Aurora Publishers 1974
"Flaming Ducks and Giant Bread"—in Orbit 15, ed. Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1974
"The Man with the Aura"—Witchcraft and Sorcery #10, 1974 (aka "Tom O'Shanty's Aura")
"And Mad Undancing Bears"—in The Berserkers, ed. Roger Elwood, Trident 1974
"And Read the Flesh Between the Lines"—in Universe 4, ed. Terry Carr, Random 1974
"Royal Licorice"—in Orbit 14, ed. Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1974
"Rivers of Damascus"—February 1974 Galaxy
"Endangered Species"—May 1974 Galaxy
"Mr. Hamadryad"—in Stellar 1, ed. Judy-Lynn del Rey, Ballantine 1974
"Animal Fair"—in New Dimensions IV, ed. Robert Silverberg, Signet 1974
"For All Poor Folks at Picketwire"—in Epoch, ed. Roger Elwood and Robert Silverberg, Berkley/Putnam 1975
"Or Little Ducks Each Day"—in Dystopian Visions, ed. Roger Elwood, Prentice-Hall 1975
"The Skinny People of Leptophlebo Street"—in Orbit 16, ed. Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1975
"Great Day in the Morning"—in Orbit 17, ed. Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1975
"Heart Grow Fonder"—in Future Corruption, ed. Roger Elwood, Warner Paperback Library
1975
"Three Shadows of the Wolf"—March 1975 F&SF
"Old Halloweens on the Guna Slopes"—August 1975 Fantastic (aka "Men Who Knew Everything")
"From the Thunder Colt's Mouth"—in In the Wake of Man, ed. Roger Elwood, Bobbs- Merrill 1975
"Puddle on the Floor"—in New Constellations: An Anthology of Tomorrow's Mythologies, ed. Thomas M. Disch and Charles Naylor, Harper & Row 1976
"Fog in My Throat"—in Superhorror, ed. Ramsey Campbell, W. H. Allen 1976
"Cabrito"—in Funnyfingers & Cabrito, Pendragon Press 1976
"Funnyfingers"—in Funnyfingers and Cabrito, Pendragon Press 1976
"Horns on Their Heads"—published as a chapbook by Pendragon Press, 1976
"Smoe and the Implicit Clay"—in Future Power, ed. Jack Dann and Gardner Dozois, Random 1976
"Love Affair With Ten Thousand Springs"—Summer 1976 Odyssey
"The Hand with One Hundred Fingers"—in Orbit 18, ed. Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1976
"Oh Tell Me Will It Freeze Tonight"—in Frights, ed. Kirby McCauley, St. Martin's 1976
"Assault on Fat Mountain"—in Beyond Time, ed. Sandra Ley, Pocket 1976
"Berryhill"—December 1976 Whispers (#9)
"Where Have You Been, Sandaliotis?"—in Apocalypses, Pinnacle 1977
"Oh, Those Trepidatious Eyes!"—Algol #28, 1977
"Brain Fever Season"—in Universe 7, ed. Terry Carr, Doubleday 1977
"Thou Whited Wall"—January 1977 F&SF
"Fall of Pebble-Stones"—in Orbit 19, ed. Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1977
"Bequest of Wings"—in Rooms of Paradise, ed. Lee Harding, Quartet Books 1978 (Australia)
"Selenium Ghosts of the Eighteen Seventies"—in Universe 8, ed. Terry Carr, Doubleday 1978
"Bright Coins in Never-Ending Stream"—in Orbit 20, ed. Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1978
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"Quiz Ship Loose"—in Chrysalis 2, ed. Roy Torgeson, Zebra Books 1978
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"Bright Flightways" - in Chrysalis 3, ed. Roy Torgeson, Zebra Books 1978
"St. Poleander's Eve"—in Chrysalis 4, ed. Roy Torgeson, Zebra Books 1979
"Almost Perfect"—in Who Done It?, ed. Isaac Asimov and Alice Laurence, Houghton Mifflin 1980
"The Funny Face Murders"—in New Terrors 2, ed. Ramsey Campbell, Pan 1980 (UK)
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"In Deepest Glass: An Informal History of Stained Glass Windows"—in The Berkley Showcase: New Writings in Science Fiction and Fantasy, Vol. 4, ed. John Silbersack and Victoria Schochet, Berkley 1981
"You Can't Go Back"—September 1981 Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine
"Golden Gate"—in Golden Gate and Other Stories, Corroboree 1982
"One-Eyed Mocking-Bird"—in Golden Gate and Other Stories, Corroboree 1982
"Marsilia V"—in Golden Gate and Other Stories, Corroboree 1982
"Make Sure the Eyes Are Big Enough"—in Golden Gate and Other Stories, Corroboree 1982
"Tongues of the Matagorda"—in Golden Gate and Other Stories, Corroboree 1982
"The Boding Itch"—in Golden Gate and Other Stories, Corroboree 1982
"Great Tom Fool or The Conundrum of the Calais Customhouse Coffers"—in Speculations, ed. Isaac Asimov and Alice Laurence, Houghton-Mifflin 1982
"Thieving Bear Planet"—in Universe 12, ed. Terry Carr, Doubleday 1982
"Square and Above Board"—October 1982 F&SF
"Calamities of Last Pauper"—Fantasy Book #6, November 1982
"Ifrit"—in Perpetual Light, ed. Alan Ryan, Warner Books 1982
"Company in the Wings"—in Heart of Stone, Dear and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Haruspex"—in Heart of Stone, Dear and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Heart of Stone, Dear"—in Heart of Stone, Dear and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"The End of Outward"—in Heart of Stone, Dear and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"And You Did Not Wail"—in Heart of Stone, Dear and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"What Big Tears the Dinosaur's"—in Through Elegant Eyes, Corroboree 1983
"Unique Adventure Gone"—in Snake in His Bosom and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Snake in His Bosom"—in Snake in His Bosom and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Posterior Analytics"—in Snake in His Bosom and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Pleasures and Palaces"—in Snake in His Bosom and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Jack Bang's Eyes"—in Snake in His Bosom and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Bird-Master"—in Four Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Faith Sufficient"—in Four Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"In the Turpentine Trees"—in Four Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"The Last Astronomer"—in Four Stories, Chris Drumm 1983
"Pine Castle"—September 1983 Amazing
"And Some in Velvet Gowns"—in Ringing Changes, Ace 1984
"The Doggone Highly Scientific Door"—in Ringing Changes, Ace 1984
"Oh Whatta You Do When the Well Runs Dry?"—in Ringing Changes, Ace 1984
"Two For Four Ninety-Five"—in The Man Who Made Models and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1984
"Of Laughter and the Love of Friends"—in The Man Who Made Models and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1984
"The Effigy Histories"—in The Man Who Made Models and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1984
"I'll See It Done and Then I'll Die"—in The Man Who Made Models and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1984
"The Man Who Made Models"—in The Man Who Made Models and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1984
"The Ninety-Ninth Cubicle"—Fall 1984 Weird Tales (aka "99th Cubicle")
"John Salt"—in Slippery and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1985
"All Hollow Though You Be"—in Slippery and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1985
"Ewe Lamb"—in Slippery and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1985
"Slippery"—in Slippery and Other Stories, Chris Drumm 1985
"Magazine Section"—July 1985 Amazing
"Flaming-Arrow"—in Magic in Ithkar, ed. Andre Norton and Robert Adams, Tor 1985
"Junkyard Thoughts"—February 1986 Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine
"Inventions Bright and New"—May 1986 Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine
"Something Rich and Strange"—July 1986 Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine
"Along the San Pennatus Fault" July 1986 Amazing
"Gray Ghost: A Reminiscence"—in Serpent's Egg, Morrigan Publcations 1987
"Strange Skies"—published as a chapbook by United Mythologies Press, 1988
"The Story of Little Briar-Rose, A Scholarly Study"—in East of Laughter, Morrigan 1988
"Task Force Fifty-Eight and One Half"—in The Early Lafferty, United Mythologies Press 1988
"Rain Mountain"—in The Early Lafferty, United Mythologies Press 1988
"Le Hot Sport"—in Terry's Universe, ed. Beth Meacham, Tor 1988
"The Man Who Lost His Magic"—in The Elliptical Grave, United Mythologies Press 1989
"Holy Woman"—in Dotty, United Mythologies Press 1990
"Maleficent Morning"—in The Early Lafferty II, United Mythologies Press 1990
"Apocryphal Passage of the Last Night of Count Finnegan On Galveston Island"—in Episodes of the Argo, United Mythologies Press 1990
"The Casey Machine"—in Episodes of the Argo, United Mythologies Press 1990
"Episodes of the Argo"—in Episodes of the Argo, United Mythologies Press 1990
"Buckets Full of Brains"—in Mischief Malicious (And Murder Most Strange), United Mythologies Press 1991
"Hound Dog's Ear"—Strange Plasma #4, 1991
"Anamnesis"—published as a chapbook by United Mythologies Press, 1992
"Oh Happy Double-Jointed Tongues! By Major Audifax O'Hanlon (unretired)"—Boomer Flats Gazette 2, United Mythologies Press 1993
"Rainy Day in Halicarnassus"—in Betcha Can't Read Just One, ed. Alan Dean Foster and Martin H. Greenberg, Ace 1994
"I Don't Care Who Keeps the Cows"—Autumn 1994 Crank! (#4)
"Happening in Chosky Bottoms"—in Amazing Stories: The Anthologies, ed. Kim Mohan, Tor 1995
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"The Emperor's Shoestrings"—in Destination Unknown, ed. Peter Crowther, White Wolf 1997
"There'll Always Be Another Me"—in Alchemy #1, 2003  
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"That Moon Plaque"—in Men on the Moon, ed. Donald A. Wollheim, Ace 1969
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Golden Gate and Other Stories—Corroboree 1982 (collects 16 stories and 6 illustrations)
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Time Spike: The Swarm
Written by David W. Dove




The tiny, grasshopper-like insects munched on the last of the plant leaves, oblivious to anything but eating. Their mating season would be arriving soon and they consumed as much as they could so that they would be fertile.
Suddenly the odor of pheromones filled the air around them. The scouts had returned and were broadcasting a message: food!
As a single unit, the creatures took wing and began to fly in the direction the scouts had indicated. The air darkened, as if a malevolent cloud had formed over the area.
****
"Jack, look out!"
Jack Dauderman was snapped out of his thoughts by the warning and barely managed to throw himself out of the way of the swinging piece of wooden machinery.
As he picked himself up off the ground, Kevin Johnson, the one who had shouted the warning, reached down to help him up. "Are you all right, Jack?"
Jack let his Cherokee friend pull him up from the ground. "Yeah, thanks Kevin."
Kevin reached out to catch the swinging piece of their latest ballista. They had figured out a way to build the weapon in pieces so that it would be easier to put in a watch tower, like the one here in the Cherokee town of Saluka. "Where are your thoughts, Jack? You could have been hurt badly."
"He thinkin' 'bout his chica, yeah?" came a voice from up in the tower.
Jack looked up to see the teasing grin of Carlos Martinez looking back at him. Carlos had been one of the first prisoners that the Boomers had nominated for parole and the first one to be released from that parole. His ability with construction, especially his knack of building things without nails in the metal poor settlements, made him a natural to help set up the ballista towers in the different towns. His easy-going good humor almost made up for the way he could get on your nerves.
Jack shook his head in resignation. "He's right, Kevin. I can't seem to concentrate when I don't know what's going on. Why couldn't I be there?"
Kevin smiled. "I told you, Jack. This is a matter for the women to decide. It is the Cherokee way. Now put your mind back on the task. We need to finish the ballista before it gets dark."
****
Susanna Johnson fumbled with the basket she was working on, unable to concentrate on the task at hand. She was too focused on listening to the conversation in the other part of the cabin. The women there were discussing her future.
She had been overjoyed when she discovered the turkey that Jack had left by her door last evening. Well, it wasn't really a turkey; it was one of the small lizards that lived in the area. But it was the same size as a turkey, moved much as a turkey moved, and even tasted a bit like one, so everyone had just started calling it that. Jack had hunted and killed the lizard himself.
Susanna smiled at the thought of Jack hunting. Her brother had been teaching Jack how to hunt and often joked about how clumsy the man was in the woods. But he had also told her that Jack wanted to court her properly and took the lessons very seriously. She was sure that Kevin had coached Jack about leaving the gift.
As she sat and tried to work on the basket, she could hear the women talking.
"Why is his mother not here? I should be speaking with her." That was her mother speaking.
The next voice was that of Kathleen Hanrahan. "He has no mother here, Elizabeth, just as none of us from my time have any family. That's why I'm here. Jack asked me to sit in place of his mother because I now live here with your people. I consider it quite an honor to be asked."
"Can he provide for my daughter?"
The third woman in the room, Susan Fisher, answered. "Elizabeth, did he not bring a gift of meat yesterday?"
"My son says that the man is not much of a hunter."
"No, but he is trying to learn. The people of his time did not have to hunt. Animals were raised on great farms and meat was easy to buy in markets. And he has important work. He builds the weapons to protect the towns from the great lizards and other predators. Do not act like you do not know that. Your own son helped Jack kill the great lizard that threatened the village children in Schulerville."
"He is not Cherokee."
"No, he is not, but how many Cherokee men do we have? And of those who came with the Great Wind, how many are not of your clan? The simple truth is there are very few Cherokee men that your daughter may marry. And do not forget, Elizabeth, your own grandfather was a white man."
"He will want to take my daughter to live in his village, take her away from her family. It is always what the white men do."
Kathleen answered this time. "Elizabeth, that is not true. Jack explained to me that he wants to follow the Cherokee tradition. He would, of course, have to go to the other settlements to do his work, but he would live here with Susanna. Besides, I really don't think he wants to take her back to his place. Like a lot of our people, he sleeps in one of the old prison cells, hardly the place to take a new bride."
Susan again spoke. "Elizabeth, Jack does not want to change our traditions. I am sure he has traditions of his own to share, but he also wants to learn ours. But you know as well as I do that our traditions will be changing, joining with those of the people of Schulerville as well as those of the other villagers. We must become one people to survive in this new world."
Her mother didn't seem convinced. "If he is so concerned about our traditions, he should have received my permission before he brought the gift."
"He is learning, Elizabeth. Even among the Cherokee the traditions are not always followed as they once were. I believe Jack truly does want to do it the right way. You must overlook a bit of youthful impetuousness."
When the women grew quiet, Susanna risked a glance in their direction. She could see her mother was thinking.
She almost jumped when her mother spoke. "Susanna, come here."
Susanna put down the basket and quickly walked over to her mother, barely able to breath because of her nerves.
Her mother pulled a chair next to her. "Sit with me."
When Susanna sat down, her mother took Susanna's hands in her own and smiled. "Susanna, if you wish to marry this man, I give you my blessing and will not stand in your way."
Susanna was so happy it felt as if her heart was going to burst out of her chest. She wrapped her arms around her mother in a tight hug. "Oh, thank you, Mother, thank you!"
Elizabeth chuckled and patted her on the back. "Forgive me, Susanna, for giving you doubts. I only wanted to be sure he was a good man."
"He is mother. He is!"
Elizabeth pushed her away and held her at arms length. "Now go. You have some cooking to do."
****
Three Wolves huddled with his family in their small hut as the sound of insects filled the air. Time and again one of the small creatures would slip inside through a crack and he had crushed each of them.
The small boy curled tighter into his protective grasp. "Papa, I'm frightened."
He pulled the boy in closer. "I know Little Turtle, but do not worry. I will protect you."
He saw the worried look in his wife's eyes and he knew she could tell he lied. He really didn't know what would happen.
The cloud of insects had descended only a short time ago and everyone in the village had fled into their huts. Three Wolves had heard stories before the Great Wind of lands far in the direction of the setting sun. In those stories, clouds of insects had come in to devour all the plants and people had gone hungry.
He didn't know what his village would do. How did one fight insects without number?
****
Jack held the pieces steady as Carlos used a mallet to pound in the dowel that would secure the mortise and tenon joint on the ballista. When the end of the dowel was flush with the surrounding wood, he shook and twisted the connection to make sure it was secure.
He leaned back to look at the completed weapon. "Carlos, I think that's it. Congratulations, you just completed your first assembly of the Mark III Ballista."
The Mexican's face lit up in satisfaction. "Can we fire it now?"
Jack smiled. "Not yet, we need to double check all the joints to make sure they're secure and then we need to wind up the springs. Only after all that's done can we fire it."
Carlos nodded and bent to examine all the joints of the weapon.
Just then Kevin appeared at the top of the ladder and placed the wooden spears he had been carrying onto the floor of the tower. "Is it almost ready?"
"Almost, Carlos is checking all the joints now. All we have left is to wind it up."
Kevin's response was interrupted by a voice from below. "Hello in the tower."
Jack looked over the edge of the tower floor and saw Chief Geoffrey Watkins below. "Hello, Geoffrey. What can we do for you?"
"How is the construction going?"
"We've finished assembling the ballista. We're just double checking it now. All that's left is to wind the springs and it will be ready to fire."
"Good, you should stop for today. There will be plenty of time to finish that tomorrow."
"It really won't take long."
Geoffrey smiled broadly. "That may be, Jack, but you have another appointment. You need to be ready."
Jack was confused. "What other appointment? All I had planned for today was to work on the ballista."
"You might want to go to this one, Jack. Someone is fixing your meal this evening."
Jack's was still confused until he looked at Kevin.
His friend was smiling knowingly. "Susanna is preparing a meal from your gift, Jack. My mother has agreed to your marriage."
****
Rebecca Calhoun carefully picked the small insect from the corn stalk, threw it to the ground and crushed it beneath her heel.
That was the fourth of the grasshopper-like creatures she had found today. They seemed to be appearing in the field more frequently. Susan Fisher would have to be told.
****
Jack was so nervous he almost turned around and ran, but he steeled his nerves and knocked on the door of the cabin.
A small Cherokee woman answered the door and looked at Jack with suspicion. "Yes?"
Jack took a deep breath. "Mrs. Johnson, my name is Jack Dauderman. I have brought a gift for your daughter."
When Jack held out the sack, the woman took it and looked inside. The sack contained the big pine nuts that the Cherokee were grinding into nut meal.
The woman gave Jack a dirty look, but then her eyes twinkled and she gave a wide grin. "Come in, Jack. We have been expecting you."
The next couple of hours were a bit confusing to Jack. He was placed at one end of a table and Kevin sat beside him. Mrs. Johnson sat at the other end of the table and watched Jack almost continuously.
Kevin constantly reassured him that his mother was only watching to make sure things were done properly.
As Jack watched, Susanna brought out the meal. The turkey that Jack had left the evening before was now cooked and placed on the table. Never meeting his eyes with hers, she used the knife to cut off a large piece of the meat and placed it before him. She then went and took her own seat. Still her eyes never met his.
Jack leaned over and whispered to Kevin. "Why won't she look at me? Is something wrong?"
Kevin chuckled. "It is our way, Jack. She has accepted your proposal. Now she may not meet your gaze until you are married."
Jack had a hard time concentrating the rest of the evening. Susanna had accepted his proposal and her mother approved.
All through the meal, Susanna's mother asked many questions about his work and the family he had left in the future. Elizabeth Johnson seemed somewhat impressed that Jack's father had worked with wood and built things. It took a bit longer to explain what he meant when he said his mother drove a school bus.
He was still feeling the elation when he returned to the cabin he was sharing with Carlos while they worked on the ballista tower.
Carlos ambushed him with questions as soon as he walked through the door. "How it go, man? She gonna be your woman?"
Jack sat down on the bed, his mind still whirling. He nodded slightly. "Yeah, she is."
****
Rebecca watched as Susan Fisher picked the small insect off the corn stalk and examined it. She had come quickly when Rebecca had warned her about the insects.
This was the fifth insect they had found in only ten minutes and they all were eating from the stalk.
Susan shook her head in worry. "This is not good. Have the men build small fires around the field and tell them to use green wood to make smoke. Maybe that will keep the insects away."
She looked over the small patch of corn, the only field in existence. "I will tell Geoffrey."
****
Jack pointed out the different parts of the ballista to Geoffrey Watkins. "It works just like the one I built to protect Schulerville. Of course, I'll have to spread out the ones I finish to the different towns. The next one is slated to go to BoomTown. But, when I'm finished, I think four should go around Saluka, one on each side."
"I understand, Jack. The other towns need to be protected as well and it is not as if the large predators come to the village every day. We can wait our turn. What else do you suggest?"
"Well, I was thinking about that. Schulerville has the walls of the prison that people can go behind for protection. Here in Saluka, that's not the case. You might consider putting one up."
"Like the forts the Americans built on their frontiers." Geoffrey shook his head. "I do not like the idea of walls around the town, but I do see the wisdom of what you say."
"Okay, if you don't want walls, you need to at least clear a bigger area around the town, at least out to the range of the ballista. That way, whatever is coming, you'll have the maximum time to deal with it before it gets into the town."
Geoffrey nodded in thought. "Yes, that we will do." He looked at Jack and smiled. "We can use the wood we cut to build your cabin."
Jack could feel himself blushing as Geoffrey continued. "Ah, to be a young man again. Do you know yet when you will marry?"
"Not yet, but I don't plan on taking too long. I know as the chief, you will perform the Cherokee part of the wedding, but I also want to get Brian Carmichael to be there. He's the closest thing to a minister we have."
"The mixing of traditions is a good thing, but do not take too long. Your woman may think you do not want her any longer."
Jack laughed. "No worries there, Chief. If I could, I would marry her today. But, I want to do everything right and arrangements must be made."
"Good! Now, show me how to load and fire this ballista."
****
Rebecca watched as the children walked through the cornstalks, picking off the small grasshoppers and putting them in a covered basket. The smoke-producing fires were helping, but there were still many of the small insects.
She bent down and picked one of the insects from a stalk and examined it. It definitely looked much like the grasshoppers she knew, even if the color was a bit different. She crushed the small creature between her fingers.
Looking out from the small field, she could see the activity on the edge of the village. After Susan had discussed the problem with Geoffrey, the two of them had decided to burn away the plants surrounding the town in an attempt to create a barrier against the insects.
Only time would tell how successful their efforts would be.
****
After returning to Schulerville, Jack found Brian Carmichael outside the church doing his best to smooth out a path to the door. "Hey, Brian. How's it going?"
The big black man stood up straight and leaned on the shovel. "Hi, Jack. I'm doing good, which is more than I can say for the grounds around the church here. That last rain really made things muddy and then everyone tromped through it to get to the church. Even though it's dried up now, it's kind of like walking across a cheese grater. I thought I would level off a path and maybe even see if I can get some gravel."
"What you could really use is some concrete, put down a real sidewalk. But, I guess gravel will work for now."
"A concrete sidewalk would be nice. I wonder if there's some way to manage that. Anyway, what brings you to my little church, a social visit or something else?"
"Actually, I wanted to talk to you about a marriage ceremony."
Brian's face lit up in a smile. "So, she said yes."
"I didn't really have any doubts that she would. Well, okay, a few, but the real question was would her mother agree to it."
"And I'm assuming she did, otherwise you wouldn't be here. Step into my office and let's talk about it."
Brian led him into the large wooden structure and then to an office on the inside. He offered a chair and took one himself. "So, what kind of ceremony are you thinking of?"
"Well, Brian, I really want to honor Susan's traditions as much as I can, but I also want to have a wedding my mother would approve of."
Brian leaned back with a frown. "Cherokee traditions, huh? You know, Jack, I won't be part of any heathen practices."
"Oh, no, I understand that. I was raised a Methodist myself." He pulled a piece of paper from his pocket and handed it to Brian. "I've talked it over with Chief Watkins and I've written down the basic Cherokee ceremony. I want to take that and inject some parts of a regular church wedding."
Brian took the paper and read it. "This doesn't look as bad as I thought it might. There are lots of references to the Creator and a whole bunch of the bride and groom's vows to each other." He nodded thoughtfully. "Actually, a lot of these vows would fit right into a regular church ceremony where the couple has written their own vows."
He laid the paper on the desk and picked up a pencil. "I have some ideas where I could fit in some more traditional church practices."
****
Three Wolves reached down and picked up his small son. They had been walking for two days and still the devastation was all around them. The insect swarm had stripped every plant of anything that could be used for food. Without plants to eat, even the animals had fled.
Little Turtle's head rested on his shoulder. "Papa, I'm hungry."
"I know, my son. I know."
****
Kevin Johnson set the last of the plastic bottles on the floor of the cabin. "What is this stuff again?"
Carlos smiled at him. "I tol' you, man, is liquor. One a' the guys in BoomTown figure out how to make it from some plant, look like a cactus."
Kevin twisted the lid off the bottle and took a whiff of the contents. The strong alcohol smell made his eyes water.
Carlos laughed. "It not tequila, but it got a kick. We gonna have a good party."
Kevin kind of liked the idea of a bachelor party. The way Carlos had described it; the party was much like the pre-wedding feasts that Cherokee men received from their friends. There would be lots of food and drink, along with jokes and teasing about the groom-to-be's lack of experience.
Although Kevin and Carlos, Jack's closest friends, were putting together the party, several of the men from Schulerville and a few Cherokee men would be joining in.
Kevin grinned at Carlos. "I agree. I think it will be a good party."
Carlos grinned back. "We gonna send him off good. Too bad we not gonna have a stripper!"
Kevin wasn't sure what Carlos meant by that, so Carlos had to explain. When he understood, he was intrigued. Yeah, too bad.
****
Susanna sat in a party of her own, which was being held in the cabin she shared with her mother. There had been some teasing, but also a lot of instruction on her "duties." Each of the women present had brought a gift for her to help start her new home with her new husband.
Her mother waited until last to present her gift. "Susanna, when we were forced to leave our home by the whites, we were unable to bring many things with us. However, I did manage to save this. Now I want you to have it."
Susanna took the soft, blanket wrapped gift and placed it on her lap. As she unfolded the cloth, another blanket was revealed within. The second blanket was dazzling white in color. "Mother, is this . . . ?"
"Yes, Susanna, that is the blanket used when I married your father. I spent an entire day cleaning it, getting it as white as I could. Now, I want you to have it for your wedding."
"Of course, Mother, thank you."
Her mother's eyes were filled with tears. "Your father was a good man. It is a shame he was lost to us and could not see your wedding. I believe he would have approved of your Jack."
Susanna leaned over to hug her mother and felt the tears fill her eyes.
****
The next morning, Long Strider stalked through the ferns toward the small group of lizards. Soon they would be within easy range of his spear-thrower.
The people of the village where he now lived, the Cherokee, would not understand his reliance on the weapon he now used. But he knew; a real hunter used the spear-thrower, not the bow that the Cherokee preferred.
Oh, he would be forever grateful for both the Cherokee and the ones who called themselves "See-ohs." They had rescued him, along with his sister and other young villagers, from the evil man called "Day-so-to" after that man had killed most of the people of his village. But that didn't mean he had to accept all their practices.
He allowed himself to smile. It still amused him when he thought of how his sister had refused to ride on the strange, animal-pulled device that day.
His attention returned to the hunt. Slowly, he brought the weapon back and prepared to throw when the lizards all stopped their eating and looked up into the sky. Long Strider looked up as well, for he heard the same noise as the lizards.
Coming from the direction of the setting sun was a strange, buzzing cloud.
****
Jack started to rise from the bed, but dropped back with a groan. His head was throbbing. He wasn't sure what he had been drinking, but the after-effects were awful.
A voice from across the room intruded. "So, you back to life, huh?"
Jack opened his eyes to glare at Carlos. "No thanks to you trying to poison me."
Carlos laughed loudly. "Poison? No, man, it only a lil' bit a' cactus Kool-aid. You gotta learn to drink, gringo."
Jack groaned. "I may never drink again."
"You a wimp. I drink twice as much as you. Come on, I got fried lizard eggs and steak from the one that laid 'em."
"No food!"
Carlos laughed again. "You gotta eat, man. It almost noon and you getting married this ev'nin."
The statement shocked Jack back to life. "Oh crap, I still have to learn my vows."
****
Rebecca and the warrior she spoke to barely managed to catch the man who had come running full speed from the woods.
"Where is Geoffrey?" the man gasped.
Rebecca recognized the villager when he spoke. "What is it Long Strider?"
The man looked back the way he had come and pointed. "I must tell Geoffrey. They come!"
Rebecca looked where Long Strider was pointing and she felt a chill run down her back.
The sky was darkening from the cloud of insects.
****
Jack zipped his pants after relieving himself next to the tree. His head hurt like hell, but he didn't have time to deal with it. He had vows to learn.
He was about to go back into the cabin when he heard a low buzzing and looked around to find its source.
His eyes widened when he saw the swirling cloud of insects descending on the town.
He quickly ran back into the cabin. "Carlos, we've got a problem!"
"What the problem?"
Jack motioned him to the door and pointed to the insects.
Carlos crossed himself. "Madre de Dios!"
****
Kevin swatted at the insects that landed on him as he hurried to escape the cloud.
A small child screamed in terror and he hurried over to brush the insects from her skin. Tiny welts were forming where she had been bitten.
He quickly scooped her up and ran to the nearest cabin.
****
Susanna held the blanket tightly around her as her friend pulled the comb through Susanna's freshly washed hair. Today was her wedding day and she wanted to look her best.
Another of the women around her cried out in pain and swatted at her arm. The spot she rubbed was developing a small welt.
Susanna felt something land on her shoulder and quickly swatted at it, crushing the small, grasshopper-like insect there.
She looked around at the now swarming insects. "Quickly, into the water!"
The small group of women jumped into the water, hoping to keep the insects away from them.
****
Rebecca rubbed at the welt on her arm as she used the other hand to wave the smoky torch near the cornstalks, hoping to keep them from the valuable crop.
Geoffrey Watkins swatted at an insect on the back of his neck. "It's no use! There are too many of them! Get into the cabins!"
Rebecca continued to fight the insects. "But they will eat the corn!"
Geoffrey grabbed and pulled her away. "We cannot stop them!"
The two of them ran toward the cabins.
****
Jack smashed the insect that had crawled through the crack.
Carlos crushed one on the other side of the cabin. "What we gonna do?"
"How the hell should I know? We make ballistae, remember? We need bug spray, not siege weapons."
He saw that another insect had landed on the floor and crushed it under his shoe.
****
Kevin quickly slammed the door of the cabin shut after Geoffrey and Rebecca were inside.
Rebecca collapsed on the floor. "They will eat everything!"
Kevin looked at Geoffrey. "Can we do anything?"
Geoffrey shook his head sadly. "What can we do? There are just too many of them." He looked over at the old woman that was tending the bites on the young girl's arm. "How is she?"
The old woman smeared a salve on the welts from the insect bites. "They may be sore or itch, but there is no real damage from the bites. There does not seem to be any poison."
"The insects only bite out of irritation then. That is good for us, but it does not help the fields. I fear the crops will be lost."
****
Susanna could hold her breath no longer and rose above the surface of the stream for air. As she gasped, she took a quick look around.
Insects swarmed the entire village. The buzzing sound was almost deafening. The few people still in the open rushed to hide inside cabins.
Everywhere she looked, the insects were landing on plants and she knew they would strip the plants bare. She shuddered as she thought of what that would mean for the crops the Cherokee tended.
The only things that did not seem bothered by the insects were the turkey lizards that had wandered into the town. Instead, the flock was happily leaping and catching the insects.
The sight caused her to pause. The turkeys are eating the insects!
She swatted an insect away that landed on her forehead and saw her companion come up for air. "Mary, the turkeys are eating the insects!"
"And they will eat us if we let them! Get back under the water!"
Susanna reached out and kept her friend from submerging. "Don't you understand? If nothing is done, the insects will eat all the crops!"
"But what can we do?"
"Everything else can be replaced, but the corn cannot. We need to get the lizards to the corn!"
Susanna quickly told her friends what they needed to do and then led them toward the lizards.
****
Jack heard the women yelling outside and opened the window to see what was happening. Outside he saw Susanna and a small group of young women trying to herd a large flock of the turkey lizards.
What was that woman thinking? "Susanna, are you crazy? Get inside!"
Susanna turned and yelled out. "Jack, the turkeys are eating the insects! If we can get them to the corn, we may be able to save it!"
Jack understood. The corn was special to the Cherokee, sacred, and if it was destroyed could not be replaced. It needed to be saved. "Okay, we're coming!"
He started to the door. "Come on Carlos, we've got some work to do!"
"You crazy man, but okay."
The two men rushed out to join the women and tried to help herd the lizards. The lizards, of course, didn't particularly want to be herded. One lizard took off away from the group and Jack started after it.
Carlos quickly stopped him. "Jack, you crazy gringo, you never chase chickens? Leave the stray! If we get the flock where we want, he come back to them!"
Jack returned to the line and helped herd the flock. As they made their way toward the field of corn, people would look out of their cabins and Susanna would recruit them to help.
****
Rebecca stopped to get her breath and wipe away the sweat. As she looked over the field, the turkey lizards leapt among the stalks, catching and eating the insects.
Susan Fisher stood beside her. "There is some damage, but the crop will survive."
"But if the insects move away, so will the lizards. The insects will then be free to return."
"You are correct. We need to keep some of the lizards around. I will get some of the warriors to build a fence. When the children gather grasshoppers, we will use part of the catch to feed the lizards."
****
Jack helped Kevin put the log across the hastily created fence. "That should hold for now, but a better fence needs to be built."
Kevin rubbed at the welts on his arm. "Better fences we can build. The corn has been saved."
Now that the fence was finished, Geoffrey had gathered a few warriors together and sent them to warn Schulerville and BoomTown.
Brian Carmichael walked up to Jack. "Not the best start to a wedding day is it?"
Jack inhaled sharply at the statement. "Oh no, the wedding. It completely slipped my mind in the excitement!"
"Easy, Jack, I'm sure we can delay it until tomorrow if you want. Everyone would understand."
Jack looked over at Susanna, who was wiping away a trickle of sweat. Her freshly washed hair was now a tangled mess. "Let me check with Susanna."
He walked over to her and she quickly averted her eyes when he approached. "Susanna, honey, after all that's happened today, we don't have to have a wedding tonight."
Susanna quickly looked at him in alarm, then remembered and dropped her gaze. "If that is what you wish."
"No, it is not what I wish. I've been waiting months to marry you and I don't really want to wait."
Susanna smiled, but didn't look at him. "But there is so much to do."
"Let me handle that." He saw Geoffrey walking by. "Hey, Geoffrey!"
The chief walked up to him. "Yes, Jack."
"I know everyone is tired, but do you think we could still have the wedding this evening?"
"Is that what you want?"
Jack looked at Susanna, who smiled and nodded. "Yes, Geoffrey, we do."
Geoffrey's face lit up. "Then a wedding we shall have!"
Susanna's friend Mary had heard the exchange. She grabbed Susanna's hand and led her away. "If we are having a wedding, we have a lot of work to do."
****
Jack walked with the men until they came to the center of town. Next to the large ceremonial fire that always burned, two smaller fires had been built, one on the north side and one on the south.
He slowly walked to the east side of the large fire and stopped, facing the flames. The men filed behind him, forming a single row facing the fire.
After only a few moments, a line of women came towards the fire, led by Susanna. Susanna stopped on the west side of the central fire and faced it, her eyes downcast so as not to meet Jack's. The ladies formed a single row behind her, facing the fire.
Jack saw that Susanna's mother carried a basket on a blue blanket and knew that it carried the symbolic gift for the marriage.
Kathleen Hanrahan also carried a basket on a blue blanket. She was serving in place of Jack's mother and carried his gift.
Jack couldn't take his eyes off of Susanna. The young woman's disheveled appearance from earlier in the day had been replaced with that of a goddess, his goddess.
After the women had stopped, Brian Carmichael and Geoffrey Watkins walked up and stood on the north side of the central fire. Jack knew that the two men had been discussing the ceremony and they were each taking part in conducting the wedding.
Brian was the first. He opened his notes and began to speak, addressing the crowd. "Friends and loved ones, we are gathered here today in the sight of God to celebrate one of life's greatest moments, to give recognition to the worth and beauty of love, and to add our blessings to the joining of Jonathan Dauderman and Susanna Johnson in holy matrimony.
"Months ago, when the event that we now call the Quiver or the Great Wind tore us from our old worlds, we were separate peoples, thrown together by chance in a new world. The need to survive brought us together to carve out a new home. Now this joyous event brings us together in a new way. This marriage is a step toward a deeper cooperation, a step toward becoming a single people.
"Jack, Susanna, life is given to each of us as individuals, yet we must learn to live together. Love is given to us by our family and friends. We learn to love by being loved. Learning to love and live together is one of life's greatest challenges and is the shared goal of a marriage.
"Today truly is a glorious day, as today both of you are blessed with the greatest of all God's gifts, the gift of love and devotion between a man and a woman. All present here today, as well as those who could not be here, wish you both all the joy, happiness, and success the world has to offer."
Geoffrey then began to speak. "Gathered friends, a marriage is a partnership of two people. For a marriage to succeed, each partner has responsibilities and must fulfill these duties."
Jack took a step moving clockwise around the fire and recited his first vow. He had worried he wouldn't remember them, but now the words came freely. "My beloved, our love has become firm by your walking the first step with me. Together we will share the responsibilities of home, food, and children. May God bless us with noble children to share and may they live long."
Susanna took a clockwise step. "This is my commitment to you, my love. Together we will share the responsibility of the home, food and children. I promise that I shall discharge all my share of the responsibilities for the welfare of the family and the children."
Jack took his second step. "My beloved, now you have walked the second step with me. May God bless you. I will love you and you alone as my wife. I will fill your heart with strength and courage. This is my commitment and my pledge to you. May God bless you and our home."
Susanna stepped again. "My love, at all times I shall fill your heart with courage and strength. In your happiness I shall rejoice. May God bless you and our honorable lodge."
Jack stepped a third time. "My beloved, now that you have walked three steps with me, our wealth will grow. May God bless us and may our children grow wise and strong."
Susanna stepped. "My love, I love you with single-minded devotion. From this moment on, I will treat all other men as my brothers. My devotion to you is pure and you are my joy. This is my commitment and pledge to you."
Jack stepped again. "My beloved, it is a great blessing that you have now walked four steps with me. May the Creator bless you for you have brought joy into my life."
Susanna stepped. "My love, in all acts of righteousness, in material prosperity, in every form of enjoyment, and in all acts such of worship, I promise you that I shall always be with you."
Jack took his fifth step. "My beloved, now you have walked five steps with me. May God bless us and make us prosperous."
Susanna stepped again. "My love, I will share both in your joys and sorrows. Your love will make me very happy."
Jack stepped. "My beloved, by walking six steps with me, you have filled my heart with happiness. May I fill your heart with great joy and peace, time and time again.
Susanna stepped. "My love, God blesses you. May I fill your heart with great joy and peace. I promise that I will always be with you."
Jack took his seventh and final step. "My beloved wife, as you have walked the seven steps with me, our love and friendship have become inseparable and firm. We have experienced spiritual union in God. Now you have become completely mine. I offer my total self to you. May our marriage last forever."
Susanna stepped next to the northern fire. "My beloved husband, in God's eyes we are joined and I have become your wife. Whatever promises I gave you I have spoken them with a pure heart. All here are witnesses to this fact. I shall never deceive you, nor will I let you down. I shall love you forever."
Jack now stood next to the small fire to the south and Susanna stood next to the one on the north.
Geoffrey again spoke. "Both groom and bride have made vows. Now as the two small fires are joined to the larger fire, so too are their lives joined together under the eyes of the Creator."
Jack knelt down at the same time as Susanna. Gently they each pushed the burning wood of the small fires into the larger fire. They both stood and Jack walked around to stand beside Susanna as they faced Brian and Geoffrey.
Geoffrey nodded to Kathleen and she walked forward to give the blanket and basket to Jack. She then stood off to his side. Elizabeth likewise brought forth what she held and gave it to Susanna.
Jack placed his basket on the ground before him, as did Susanna. He then turned to Susanna, who now looked him straight in the eyes for the first time since their engagement. He smiled and gave his blanket to Susanna.
As Susanna took the blanket and folded it inside her own, Geoffrey spoke again, explaining the ceremony. "The two blankets represent each individual's being alone, their old ways of weakness, sorrow, failures and spiritual depression. The new bride folds his blanket within her own, symbolizing her promise to nurture and support her new husband."
Susanna bent, placed the joined blankets on the ground, and then picked up her basket. She turned and gave the basket to Jack.
Geoffrey continued the explanation. "The new bride gives the gift of bread to her groom, symbolizing her role as keeper of the home."
Jack placed the basket on the ground and picked up his own. As he gave it to Susanna, Geoffrey continued. "The new groom gives his bride a gift of meat as a symbol of his promise to provide for her needs and keep her safe."
Susanna placed the basket on the ground and turned to face Jack and take his hands.
Kevin stepped out of the line and brought a white blanket to Kathleen. She took the blanket and unfolded it, giving one end to Elizabeth. Together, the two women draped the blanket around the couple. They stepped back to join the line of women, which had joined hands, along with the line of men, to form a circle around the couple.
Geoffrey continued the explanation. "The single white blanket represents the joining of the couple, their new life of happiness, fulfillment, and the peace they will share together with their spirits joined."
He stepped forward and placed his hands on their shoulders. "As chief, I declare the blankets are joined!"
As he stepped back from the couple, Brain again spoke. "Jack and Susanna, as you come together as husband and wife, and on this day affirm your love for one another, I ask that you always remember to cherish each other as special and unique individuals, that you respect the thoughts, ideas, and suggestions of one another. Be able to forgive, do not hold grudges, and live each day as if it were the last one you will share together. From this day forward you shall be each other's home, comfort, and refuge, your marriage strengthened by your love and respect."
Brian looked out and addressed the crowd. "I now present to you the new couple! Geoffrey and I would like to invite you all to the ceremonial lodge in a feast."
Cheers went up from the crowd, along with many hoots from the Cherokee.
Jack heard none of it as he stood holding Susanna's hands and looking into her eyes.
****
Jack quietly led Susanna out of the lodge, leaving the sounds of the noisy party behind them. He was trying his best not to attract attention.
Unfortunately, Carlos was just returning from relieving himself and stopped Jack just outside the door. "Jack, where you goin', man? This your party!"
Jack pulled Susanna closer. "Carlos, in case you've forgotten, I just got married. This is my wedding night."
Carlos looked first at Jack and then at Susanna. His face lit up with a knowing grin. "Oh, sure, man! Get outta here! There plenty of other chicas I can dance with."
Jack patted Carlos on the shoulder. "Thank you, my friend. If anyone asks about us, just tell them we wanted to be alone."
As Carlos laughed, Jack led his new bride to the cabin that had been prepared for their use.
Susanna opened the door, but Jack stopped her before she entered. "What is it, Jack? Is something wrong?"
"No, my wife, but there is another tradition from my people."
Before she could ask what it was, Jack swept her up into his arms. "I must carry you across the threshold. It is one of my traditions."
As she clung to him with her arms wrapped around his neck, he carried her through the entrance and kicked the door shut behind them.
****
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