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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). 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 forthcoming.  It will also contain 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 Baen Books' Webscriptions service. 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 site. 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 and Four.
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 is the first volume to pay the authors professional rates. 
Second: This on-line version you're reading. The site here at http://www.grantvillegazette.com is the electronic version of an ARC, an advance readers copy where you can read the issues as we assemble them. There are stories posted here which won't be coming out in the magazine for more than a year. 
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







FICTION:
The Anaconda Project, Further News
Written by Grantville Gazette Staff
As Eric points out, no one expects the Inquisition.  And no one expects open heart surgery, either.
Unfortunately for the fans, Eric's surgery has thrown his writing schedule completely out of whack.  He's currently working on the novel Much Fall of Blood, due out in May 2010.  That one will be followed by Threshold and is due out in June 2010. And those will be followed by 1635: The Eastern Front, which is due out in October 2010.
As soon as he gets caught up, he'll start on The Anaconda Project again, and we'll resume the serial.
Let's all hope for soon.







Adagio
Written by David Carrico


Magdeburg
August 1634
Johann Bach left his rooming house in the sprawling exurb to the west of the Magdeburg city walls. He nodded to old Pieter the porter as he hurried down the wooden steps and stepped onto the graveled road that ran through the built-up area that by now was several times larger than the city proper. Magdeburg itself, the area within the walls, covered only about a square mile. The arc of land around the walls, beginning with the Navy Yard to the north of the city and ending with the refinery and chemical complex to the south was full of new construction, much of it in raw lumber. 
The rebuilding of Magdeburg after the almost total destruction of the city by Tilly's troops and the subsequent withdrawal of Pappenheim's occupation forces had drawn workers and their families from all over the Protestant territories. The eruption of manufacturing concerns that sprouted from the intersection of up-time knowledge, down-time skills and interests, and the support of Emperor Gustavus Adolphus turned a stream of workers into a flood, and much of their initial labor went into raising the buildings they now lived in outside the city.
He stopped at a bakery on the corner and purchased a roll for breakfast. Fresh and crusty it was, and he devoured it with gusto as he walked toward the city walls in the early morning light.
The bridge over the moat was busy with traffic today, as it was most days. Johann joined the stream of men heading into the city. He looked down from the peak of the bridge and watched the water boil around the columns that supported the span. The gates into the city were open, as they were most of the time these days. Magdeburg was a city that was beginning to never sleep.
Johann stepped through the gates, and immediately felt closed in by the walls. It was funny; he never would have felt that way even six months ago. Walled cities and towns was the way things were everywhere; it was the way things were done. But having lived in the "Boomtown," as the up-timers called the exurb outside the walls, now for several weeks, and mixing with the up-timers on a frequent basis and hearing them complain about how crowded and cramped the old city was, he had started to absorb some of their attitudes. He shrugged his shoulders, and hurried on down the street. He had finally found a whitesmith who was rumored to have the knowledge he needed, and he wanted to speak with the man soon.
"Johann!"
He stopped and looked around. He was one of several men doing so, and he wasn't surprised at that. His name was one of the more common men's names among Germans. Sometimes he wished his parents had used a little more originality in selecting his name. They did so with his brothers, Christoph and Heinrich, after all.
"Johann!" the voice called again, and he saw Marla Linder waving at him, two other women at her side. He waved back and walked to meet them.
"When did you get back from Grantville?" Marla asked.
"Wednesday."
"And today's Friday, so you've been back for two days and you didn't let us know." Marla shook her head. "What are we going to do with you?"
Johann grinned and shrugged.
"So, what did you find out?" Marla lifted an eyebrow.
Johann sobered. "I heard many of the recordings, and you are right. Johann Sebastian Bach is truly a great composer and musician, whatever his relationship to my family might be."
"And?" Marla looked at him expectantly. "Did you listen to the one I told you to?"
A slow smile crossed Johann's face. "The Toccata and Fugue in D minor? Oh, yes," he said with reverence. "Many times. One of the reasons I was so long in returning was I was copying it out from the printed copy in the library of your Methodist church."
"Hah. I forgot they had one," Marla replied. "Gonna learn to play it, are you?"
"A silly question, Frau Marla. It may take a while, of course. I share a name with the man, but I am not at all sure I share his talent." Johann grimaced a bit.
"So what's next for you?"

"Organ design and building. In fact, I am on my way to meet with a whitesmith. There is one in Grantville, but I would rather work with one here in Magdeburg. It will make testing and tuning easier. We have a lot of pipes to build."
"How many pipes in a pipe organ?" one of the other women asked.
"I'm sorry," Marla interjected, "I haven't introduced you. Anastasia Matowski," she pointed to the woman who had spoken. She was very short, petite, slender, with a long neck that lifted her head above her collar. "And this is Casey Stevenson," Marla pointed to the other woman. "Meet Johann Bach."
"Really?" Casey looked to Marla.
"No, he's not that Bach," Marla said.
Johann gave a slight bow. He knew his smile was a bit twisted, but he was getting so tired of that reaction from the up-timers. The two women nodded back. "So how many pipes in a pipe organ?" the question was repeated by Fraulein Matowski.
"That depends on the organ," Johann smiled. "I do not yet know how many will be in my organ, but . . ." He thought for a moment about the space he had to work in. ". . . if I realize my dreams it would not surprise me to see three thousand pipes, perhaps as much as two hundred more."
"Wow." Fraulein Matowski blinked. Johann noticed that her eyes were large, golden hazel, and gleaming in a heart-shaped face framed by shoulder-length walnut-hued hair stirred by a breeze. "Sounds like a good job for a Bach."
"Thank you, Fraulein Matowski." Johann bowed to her. With what he knew now, she had delivered him quite a compliment whether she meant to or not.
"Call me Staci."
"Thank you, Fraulein Staci." He bowed again.
"But enough of me," he continued. "What is happening with you? What is new in the musical life of Magdeburg since I left?"
"We're going to perform Händel's oratorio Messiah either in late December or early January." Marla pointed at him. "You should either be in the choir or in the orchestra. I know you said you play."
"Orchestra," Johann said. "Viola."
"Good. Come by the house tonight and talk to Franz. Meanwhile, we've got to get back to school and you've got a whitesmith to talk to. We'll see you later."
"'Bye, Herr Bach," Staci said as they walked away. "It was nice to meet you."
Johann watched them move off, Marla setting the pace. Just before they turned the corner, Staci looked back over her shoulder and smiled.
Johann stood for a moment, thinking of a pair of dancing hazel eyes. Then he shook his head and took off down the street. Once he got to the Gustavstrasse, the wide boulevard that bisected Magdeburg Altestadt, the old part of the actual city of Magdeburg, he turned north. 
In a few minutes he was crossing the moat again, this time into Magdeburg Neustadt. He smiled at the thought of calling that part of the city "new." It was also surrounded by the city walls, and was older than his grandfather.
He hadn't learned every street in Magdeburg yet, but he knew enough to find the building he was looking for. He knocked on the door.
"Yes?" A young man answered the door.
"Herr Johann Bach, to see Master Philip Luder."
"Come in, Herr Bach." The youth gave a slight bow as he opened the door wide. Johann stepped through into a wave of heat. "The master is at the forge at the moment, but will be with you very quickly."
He conducted Johann to a chair set to one side, then stepped over to the forge set against the back wall of the building and spoke to a man of middle years who was stirring something in a crucible set above the coals. The man looked over his shoulder, handed the ladle to the younger man, and bustled toward Johann.
"Herr Bach! I am Philip Luder." The master wiped his hands on his leather apron and extended one to Johann. Johann stood to clasp hands with the man. Master Philip had a strong grasp, but didn't attempt to crush Johann's fingers. As a musician, he appreciated that.
"And what can I do for you, Herr Bach?" The whitesmith's eyebrows climbed his forehead for all the world like two bushy caterpillars. Johann had to bite his tongue for a moment to keep from grinning at him.
"Pipes, Master Luder. I need pipes—many pipes."
The master's eyebrows contracted downward. "Pipes." A vertical line appeared between the brows. "For water? For oil? For . . ." He looked expectantly at Johann.
"For music, Master Luder. I need pipes for a pipe organ."
"Ah!" A concerned expression appeared on the whitesmith's face. "Are you the one who will build the new pipe organ in that fancy new building that is beginning, or are you the one who will be rebuilding the organ in the Dom?"
Johann was taken back. "Rebuilding?"
"Oh, yes." The whitesmith nodded. "You are not from here, so you may not know that that black-souled Pappenheim, may he rot in Satan's hands, favorite tool that he is . . ." Luder spat into the forge. "Where was I?"
"The organ in the Dom?"
"Right. Pappenheim stripped all the metal work from the organ and sold it off to a jobber before he fled like a jackal with his tail between his legs."
Johann was horrified. "I hadn't heard. Was not that a Compenius instrument?"
Luder nodded again. "Aye, built by old Heinrich himself—the son, not the father—thirty years ago, they tell me. And a sweet instrument it was, although I'm no musician to say so. But no more, no more, thanks to Pappenheim eviscerating it . . ." The master's voice trailed off into muttered curses.
"I have met Master Heinrich the younger," Johann said. "He came to visit his son Ludwig, who lives in Erfurt. I learned much from the two of them."
"Ach, well, according to the word in the halls of the Dom, Herr Christoff Schultze, him who used to be Möllnvoigt for the archbishopric and is now the hand of Ludwig Fürst von Anhalt-Coethen, Gustav Adolf's administrator, has been in contact with the Compenius family, trying to get either Ludwig or his older brother Johann Heinrich to come and lead the repairs."
"If all the pipes were stolen, it will be more like building a new organ."
"You would know better than I would," Master Luder smiled. "But your name is Bach, not Compenius, so now that I think about it, you must have something to do with the new organ rather than the old."
"Indeed." Johann smiled back.
"Should I congratulate you or commiserate with you?"
"I will let you know in a few months, but probably the latter." The two men laughed together. Johann decided he liked Master Luder.
"So you come to me to talk about pipes."
"To talk about making the pipes, yes."
"Hmm. And how many pipes are we talking about?" One of those expressive eyebrows climbed a level, but the grin was still in place.
"Three thousand, maybe a bit more."
The eyebrow dropped and the grin faded. "Three . . ."
"Thousand. Maybe a bit more."
Master Luder stripped off his apron and threw it on a peg on the wall. He rolled down his shirtsleeves, took down a jacket from another peg, and crammed a hat on top of his bristling hair. "Come. This needs ale."
Johann followed the craftsman out of his shop and down the street. Luder said nothing until after they entered a tavern—it was The Green Horse, Johann noted—and ordered their ale.
"Three thousand pipes." Master Luder began as they sat down at a table.
"More or less," Johann replied.
"All different sizes, I suppose."

"Many sizes, yes, but not individually unique, no. Many pipes can be made and tuned from one size."
"Good. That will speed the work. Do you know yet how many sizes you will have?"
"Not yet. I may use wooden pipes for the largest ones, and I won't know how many metal sizes there will be until I make that decision."
"Pipe metal? Tin and lead alloy?"
"No. No lead in it. It dulls the sound. I want a bright sound to the pipes, so I want only tin, the purest tin you can get. English tin if you can get it."
"I can get it." Master Luder pursed his lips as his eyebrows crouched close together. "But enough for three thousand pipes will cost you. And I can't get it all at once."
Johann shrugged. "It costs what it costs. And as long as the pipes are done when I need them, it doesn't matter when the tin is available. But do you know how to make pipes?"
The craftsman took a healthy swallow of ale, then wiped his mustache and beard. "I do. I was a journeyman in Leipzig when my old master provided repairs to the university church organ. We had to replace a number of the pipes. I still remember what we did."
"Good. Then how much to put to use what you remember?"
Johann took a swig of his own ale as the bargaining began.
* * *
Marla looked up from the piano keyboard at a noise in the door. School was done for the day and she was relaxing a bit by playing.
"Hi, Staci. What's up?"
"Nothing. I just stopped by to see what you were up to."
Marla smiled as she always did when she heard Staci's voice. The powerful contralto was so surprising coming from her tiny frame. She waved her friend into the room. "Come on in."
Staci Matowski hesitated. "I don't want to interrupt anything."
"You're not interrupting. I was just improvising a little."
"Improvising?" Staci stepped over to the piano.
"Yeah. You take a musical theme, then try to make music out of it with variations and stuff."
"Sounds hard."
"It can be. Hey, what was your phone number?"
"Huh?"
"What was your phone number in Grantville?"
"534-3468. Why?"
Marla picked notes out on the piano keyboard. "G-E-F-E-F-A-C. There. That's the notes for your phone number." She set both hands on the keys and played with the resulting melody, adding chords and rhythms to it. After a minute or so, she brought it to a close.
"That was cool," Staci smiled.
"I'm not very good at it, so I work on it as often as I can."
Staci stepped back from the piano. "I didn't mean to interrupt you," she repeated.
"No problem. What do you want?"
Staci turned away and walked over to the window. She stared out for a moment, then she turned to face Marla. "This Johann Bach . . . what do you know about him?"
Marla leaned over and rested her arms on the music rack of the piano. "Not a lot. A good musician by anyone's standards. Seems to be a nice guy. Probably related to the Bach, but he hasn't heard from the researchers in Grantville to prove it yet."
Staci turned back to the window. After a moment, she asked, "Is he married?"
Marla's eyebrows rose in surprise. "No, not that I know of. Down-time men don't wear wedding rings, though, so it's hard to tell for sure."
"Franz does . . . wear a ring, I mean."
Marla blushed a little. "Yeah, well, Franz isn't your typical down-timer, either."
"Yeah." There was a long silence. Marla wasn't sure what Staci was getting at, but she was willing to wait for her to get to it in her own time.
"Marla . . ."
"Yeah?"
"Do you believe in love at first sight?"
Oh, my. "Um, maybe," she responded with caution. She didn't want to sound too out-in-left-field, here.
"I mean, when did you first know you loved Franz?"
Marla wasn't able to suppress the smile she always got when she thought of their first meeting. "Okay, you got me. He had me the night we met and he showed me how his hand had been crippled."
Staci turned with surprise on her face. "Pity? That's how it started for you?"
"No," Marla said with heat that surprised her. She calmed down. "No, it wasn't pity or sympathy. Empathy, now, that was probably a large part of it."
Staci tilted her head to one side. "What do you mean?"
"Understand that Franz lives for music. He is music, you might say. And that had been ripped away from him. You could see it in his face, in his eyes. There was a raw hole in his soul that he was bleeding from. I could see the pain in him, could feel it. And I knew that pain, because I thought I had lost the music when the Ring fell." She swallowed, reliving that moment. "It wasn't a moment of decision, of thought. I just . . ."
"You just stayed with him."
"Yeah." Marla nodded. "I stayed with him after that. Mind you, I don't think he was that fast to recognize it."
"But he did, eventually."
"Oh, yeah." Marla smiled a bit at the thought of that night as well.
There was another long moment of silence. Marla broke it with, "So, are you feeling . . . something . . . for Johann?"
Staci looked back out the window. "Something, I guess.
* * *
"So the wind trunks come up from the wind chest," Antonio Parigi mused, tracing his finger over the rough drawing Johann had just done, "and feed into the small wind chests under the manuals."
"Right," Johann nodded.
"Where does the wind go from there?"
"The player has to open one or more stops to open up passages from the small wind chest to the pipes. Pulling the knob pulls the slider out and aligns holes in the slider with holes in the top of the chest and the bottom of the wind trunks to the pipes."
"Hmm." The architect pulled on his little spike of a beard. "So the routing of the wind in an organ is not unlike an exercise in fluidics."
"So I've been told." Johann smiled. "At least if this system springs a leak, nothing floods."
Parigi chuckled. "True." He tapped a finger on the papers. "So how have you progressed in moving from the concept to the reality?"
"The carpenters are ready to begin the main wind chest, but that will have to wait until we are closer to the completion of the chamber that will hold it. I still have not found a reliable man to make bellows." Johann frowned at the thought. This was on the verge of becoming a problem, which he did not need this early in the life of the organ design and build.
"They mentioned using an electric fan," Parigi reminded him.
Johann sighed. "I know. But I do not know anything about that. I am not certain how to incorporate that into what I do know."
"A not uncommon problem for those of us born in this time," Parigi chuckled. "The building project has an electrician assigned to it. Talk to her."
"Her?"
"Her."
Johann grimaced and shook his head.
* * *
"Excuse me, please? Are you the electrician?" Johann had been pointed toward a table where coils of wire and odd metal fixtures were piled in haphazard towers that leaned in various directions.
"You're talkin' to her." The head that was bowed over a contraption on the table didn't move.
"I am Johann Bach."
The head rose, and eyes blinked at him from behind small rectangular glasses. "Oh. You're the organ guy, right?"
"Yes."
"Just a sec." The head bowed back down for a moment; a screwdriver was twisted. "Ah, that's got it." The contraption was pushed aside as she looked up at Johann. "What can I do for you?"
The woman looked familiar to Johann, but he knew he'd never seen her before. He pushed that thought aside. "I need to move air to fill the wind chest for the organ. In other times I would use bellows, several of them. But now they tell me I should use an electric fan. And . . ."
"And you need to know what one is, right?"
"Yes." Johann suppressed the irritation that flared from being interrupted.
She picked up a flat piece of metal and waved it at Johann. He felt air stirring against his face. "That's a fan, right? It moves air?"
Johann's irritation flared again, and he had to step on it harder. "I understand that, yes."
"Sorry, didn't mean to be patronizing." The electrician set the metal piece back on the table. "Okay, now an electric motor can turn very fast." She picked up a tool from the table and squeezed a trigger, which produced a whining sound as the pointed end began to spin rapidly. "Like so."
"And if one can figure out a way to attach a fan to that motor," Johann pointed to her now-quiet tool, "one can move a lot of air rapidly."
He was rewarded with a bright smile. "Right."
"So what would it take to build one, and how much air would it move?"
"How much air gets moved would depend on the size and speed of the fan. We'd need to talk to an engineer about that. But I can't see that building one would be all that difficult. A medium sized electric motor with a fan blade assembly on it wouldn't be hard."
"An engineer. You mean like Herr Otto Gericke?"
"No, I was thinking more along the line of Jere Haygood."
"Ah, Frau Haygood's husband?" Johann was aware of the oddness of the up-timers, where the wife would take the husband's surname when they married.
"Right."
"But who would build this for me?"
The electrician steepled her fingers. "I can get the motor, once we know what we need to build. Who builds it depends on what you make the fan part out of—wood, sheet metal, even tin."
Johann nodded. That made sense. And wood would probably be the cheapest material and the quickest to work. He nodded again.
"So, I need to consult with Herr Haygood."
"Yep. I can't help you with the calculations for designing it."
"Good. I will seek him out." Johann gave a short bow. "Thank you very much for your assistance, Fraulein . . ." He realized he didn't know her name.
"Matowski. Melanie Matowski." She stood and offered her hand.
Johann grasped it, to have his own firmly shaken. "Are you related to Fraulein Anastasia Matowski?"
Another bright grin. "My sister Staci. She's the teacher, I'm the hands-on person."
Fraulein Melanie was perhaps an inch or two taller than her sister, and her face was somewhat rounder than Fraulein Anastasia's heart-shaped visage, but now that his attention had been drawn to it, he could see the resemblance.
"My thanks again."
"No problem."
Johann glanced back for a moment, to see that Fraulein Matowski had resumed her seat at the table and was again head-down over her work. An . . . interesting young woman, he mused to himself as he walked out of the workspace.
* * *
"Hey, Bach!"
Johann looked up from where he had stooped to enter the Green Horse. He saw a hand being waved and waved back. After collecting a mug of ale, he made his way toward the table.
"Hey, Johann," Marla said. "Pull up a chair and sit on the floor."
Johann stopped halfway down to the bench, frozen as he untangled that thought in his mind. He decided after a moment that it was more of the ubiquitous but slightly off-pitch up-time humor, and continued his descent to his seat. The others nodded or waved a hand at him, and he nodded back.
It was Marla's usual crew, the musicians who accompanied her in her singing, plus a couple of extras. Johann's eyes lit upon two familiar faces. At the other end of the table sat the two young women that had accompanied Frau Marla several days ago. He considered them over the rim of his mug. Fraulein Stevenson was laughing, leaning across Franz Sylwester to say something to Frau Marla. Fraulein Matowski—Anastasia Matowski, he reminded himself—sat across the table from them with a slight smile on her face, fingers laced around a coffee cup.
Something was different. It took Johann a few moments to realize that Fraulein Anastasia's hair was short. Very short. Extremely short. It looked as if someone had cut all her hair to less than finger length.
Now it was understood that up-time women, among their many freedoms and licenses, were much more casual about the treatment of their hair than the women Johann had known all his life. And outside of Frau Marla, he hadn't seen many of them who wore their hair long. But shorter than Marla's hair left pretty of room for length—which Fraulein Anastasia's hair no longer possessed.
Johann considered the young woman. Perhaps she had been ill, and they had cut off her hair for some reason to help her heal. Doctors had been known to do stranger things, he knew. 
The other thought that attempted to cross his mind he pushed away. Surely if she had committed some sin that a pastor or congregation had levied this as a punishment she would not be here surrounded by her friends. Perish the thought.
He let the conversations flow around him, content to sip his ale and look from under lowered lids at the young woman. Whatever the reason for the cutting of her hair, Johann had to admit it gave a certain charm to her.
Marla raised her head and looked toward the bar. "Woops! Okay, folks, time to do our thing. Let's go." Instruments were pulled from cases and bags, and Marla and Friends trooped to the open spot at the end of the tavern.
Johann found the evening enjoyable. He still wasn't very familiar with the songs that Marla and the men that clustered around her liked to perform. They were for the most part bright and bouncy songs, many of which would have had people dancing to them had they been done at a town fair or village market. He remembered being told they were mostly from up-time Ireland, which he had some trouble crediting. Irishmen in the here and now weren't exactly common in Wechmar and Erfurt where he grew up, but the few that he'd met here in Magdeburg did not seem to fit with bright and bouncy. A more moody, surly, snarling group of men he'd never met before, and never wished to again.
Regardless of their origin, by now the songs were familiar to the crowd in the Green Horse, enough so that they were singing along with some of the choruses. Johann hummed instead, foot tapping and fingers wagging in the air.
The music reached a resting place after the musician's finished Nell Flaherty's Drake with a flourish. Marla was panting from the rapid pace of the song with its intricate lyrics. "Staci!" she called out.
Johann watched as Fraulein Matowski looked around. Marla beckoned her. She shook her head, and Marla beckoned more energetically. Fraulein Stevenson reached across the table and nudged her. "Go on. You know she won't take no for an answer."
Fraulein Matowski shrugged, drained her coffee cup and stood. As she walked toward the musicians, Johann picked up his mug and slid down the bench to sit closer to Fraulein Stevenson. She looked over at him and smiled, then returned her gaze to her friends.
Marla waved for quiet. "We're going to do an old song from up-time America," she said. "Leastways, it was old for us, before the Ring fell—close to two hundred years, anyway. Listen to Oh Shenandoah."
The musicians rearranged themselves, with Franz and Marla stepping forward and placing Fraulein Matowski in the middle. Franz lifted his bow and began playing a haunting melody. It soared and fell, flowed and ebbed, and at length paused for a moment of silence, delicately balanced, as if it stood on the head of a pin.
Oh Shenandoah,
I long to hear you,
Away you rolling river,
A woman's voice began, and Franz played a descant. Johann was caught by surprise nonetheless, for it was not the voice he expected. It was Fraulein Matowski that he heard, singing in a strong alto.
Oh Shenandoah,
I long to hear you,
Away, I'm bound away
'Cross the wide Missouri
Marla's friend was not a vocalist to be a peer with Marla, Johann pursed his lips. Still, he nodded. Very few singers would equal Marla, and one could be less than Marla and still be very good. Fraulein Matowski was good—maybe even very good. He relaxed and listened to the song.
Oh Shenandoah,
I love your daughter,
Away you rolling river,
When the second verse began, the other instruments joined Franz in providing a musical platform to lift Fraulein Matowski's voice to a new level. Marla came in as well, singing now the descant that Franz had played in the first verse.
I'll take her 'cross
Your rolling water,
Away, I'm bound away
'Cross the wide Missouri.
Johann closed his eyes to avert distractions and listened with concentration. This was not a bravura performance; this was not something that he would take to the courts of the Emperor or the Hoch-Adel. Still and all, it was beautiful, presented with no affectation by the musicians, and he drank it in.
The remaining verses followed the pattern of the second.
'Tis seven years,
I've been a rover,
Away you rolling river,
When I return,
I'll be your lover,
Away, I'm bound away
'Cross the wide Missouri.
Oh Shenandoah,
I'm bound to leave you.
Away you rolling river,
Oh Shenandoah,
I'll not deceive you.
Away, I'm bound away
'Cross the wide Missouri.
Away, I'm bound away
'Cross the wide Missouri.
After the last verse, Rudolf Tuchman's flute carried the melody again as a solo line, rising and falling, falling and rising, to fade away on the final note. Johann—indeed, the whole audience—sat in silence for a long moment, until applause broke out from the back of the room.
Johann leaned toward Fraulein Stevenson under the cover of the applause. "That was well done."
She nodded vigorously. "Marla and Staci did that as a duet for choir contest their senior year in high school." She counted her fingers. "That was three years ago, I think. Hard to tell exactly with the Ring of Fire in the middle of it." She flipped her hand in the air. "Anyway, they got the highest rank possible from the judges." Her shoulders heaved in a sigh. "I wish I could sing half that good."
"Are you not a musician, then, Fraulein Stevenson?"
"Call me Casey. Fraulein makes me feel like an old maid aunt. And no, I'm not a musician. I mean, my mother taught me some piano, but the real talent skipped me and went to my brother, I think. I'm just a school teacher." She paused for a moment. "Although I think I'm pretty good at that."
"And is Fraulein Matowski a musician or a school teacher?" Johann was intrigued.

"Neither one." Casey gave a wicked grin. "She's a dancer, she is, and everything else is just what she has to do to be able to dance."
"Dancer?" Johann wasn't sure what to make of that.
"Sure. Didn't you see the performance of A Falcon Falls back in July? I think you were in town then, maybe."
Johann thought back, then shook his head. "No, I heard about it, but I did not see it. Some kind of big staged thing with many set dances, is what I gathered. Was it an opera?"
"No, it was a ballet of sorts, a production consisting solely of dances. Staci danced one of the lead roles in it. Staci's mother Bitty produced it. She's taught dance in Grantville since forever. Everybody who's studied dance started with her, including me."
Johann's eyes drifted back to Fraulein Matowski—Staci. She was smiling and singing along, clapping her hands as the musicians played another fast song. "She looks so young."
Casey followed his glance. "Yeah, I know what you mean. She looks like she's a pixie, about twelve or thirteen years old, especially since she got her hair cut. She's younger than I am, but she's actually older than Marla, by at least a couple of months." She counted her fingers again. "Yep. She's twenty-three now."
Johann watched as the song dissolved into laughter. His gaze narrowed until his vision was filled only with the shining face of the smallest performer. His mouth curved in a small smile.
* * *
The evening came to a close, and Marla's friends packed up their instruments, laughing and talking loudly to each other. Johann watched with a smile. They reminded him so much of his younger brothers; full of enthusiasm and energy, one moment boasting of how well they performed, and in the next pointing to a friend and claiming that he was the root of all musical evil because he bobbled a note. Of course, the friend responded in like kind, and laughter arose from around them.
Johann's eyes never strayed far from Fraulein Staci. She pulled on a faded blue jacket while she chattered to Marla and Casey, then picked up a cap of the style the up-timers called baseball and placed it on her head. It was black, with a large orange P symbol on the front of it. It occurred to him that she looked even more like a boy than before. She caught him looking at her, and grinned at him.
He pointed to the cap. She looked puzzled and pulled it off.
"What does the letter stand for?" he asked, stepping closer.
"Pittsburgh." Staci put the cap back on and tugged it into place.
"Pittsburgh." He rolled the word around in his mind, and made the obvious translation. "Fort Pitt?"
"Yep. That's what the first structure was for a city in the up-time state of Pennsylvania. Became a very large city, about a hundred miles north of where Grantville was before the Ring fell. This," Staci touched a finger to the bill of the cap, "is from the city's baseball team, called the Pirates." She started closing snaps on the front of the jacket. Casey stepped up beside her and they started toward the door.
Johann fell in on the other side of her. "Did someone in your family play for this baseball team?" He'd been to Grantville. He congratulated himself on knowing what baseball was.
Both the young women broke out in laughter. "No, no," Staci gasped after a few moments. Johann held the door open and followed them out into the night air. "Not that my dad didn't try to get my brothers interested in the idea. No, Dad is a big fan of the Pirates." She tilted her head and looked over at Johann. "Actually, I guess was a big fan is the way to say it. About the biggest in Grantville, and that's saying something. And he and all his baseball buddies went into mourning when the shock of the Ring of Fire wore off and they realized they'd never see another Pirates game. No more games on TV, no more weekend trips up to Pittsburgh to see them play. It was downright gloomy around the house for a long time. They picked up on the local games when those started, but it wasn't the same. That was one of the reasons why I took the teacher's job here in Magdeburg."
"One of them," Casey snickered.
Staci shoved her friend's shoulder, causing her to stagger a step or two. "You should talk. You were the one egging me on. You just wanted a roommate so you could be closer to Carl Schockley."
"So you teach?" Johann prompted.
"Yeah, that's my day job."
"Day job?"
"It's what I do to feed myself and pay my expenses. It's not who I am, though. I don't want to be known at the end of my life as a teacher. Not that there's anything wrong with that," she hurried to say. "It's just that I'd rather have something on my tombstone besides 'She taught grammar to five thousand four hundred and ninety-seven snot-nosed little girls.'"
Casey laughed again.
"I'm serious," Staci maintained. She looked around as they wandered down the street. Johann knew more or less where they were, but wasn't sure where they were going. He was content to let them guide his steps.
Staci shivered. "I still have trouble getting used to how crowded the houses are here in Magdeburg."
Crowded? Johann looked around. Everything looked normal to him.
"I mean," she continued, "they're all built right next to each other, walls touching. There's no yards, there's no space. You've been to Grantville," Staci appealed to Johann, "you know what I mean. Even in the downtown district there's room. Here, except for the new boulevards, most of the streets are so narrow I can stand in the middle and almost touch the buildings on both sides."
Johann tried to see through the eyes of an up-timer, and began to understand what she was talking about. He remembered all the open spaces in the town, all the wide avenues and large lawns and gardens. He also remembered thinking that the up-time must have been very rich for everyone to live on private estates. Now he looked around with that vision, and understood why Staci shivered. The only wide open spaces in Magdeburg were the space around the Dom, and Hans Richter Square and the Gustavstrasse that led into it. Well, and the places where buildings that had burned in Tilly's sack of the city had not been rebuilt yet, but he supposed those didn't count.
"It is the way it is done here and now," he said with a shrug. "Perhaps in time it will change, but not soon."
Staci shoved her hands in her jacket pockets and kicked a stone down the street. "Oh, I can deal with it. It just makes me feel claustrophobic sometimes, is all." She raised her head up and the moonlight lit her smile. "Of course, having everything built close together like this does mean that no place in town is very far away from anyplace else. It's easy to walk."
And so the three of them continued walking. "Where are we going?" Johann finally asked.
"Home," the young women both said at the same time, which occasioned another spurt of laughter. "Not too far," Casey added.
Staci nodded. She looked up at Johann again. "So, Johann, have you figured out yet how you're related to Johann Sebastian?"
He shook his head. "No, the report from Grantville hasn't arrived yet. But soon, soon I will know."
"What's so important about him, anyway?"
Johann stopped still, astounded. The two young women went a step or two further, then turned and faced him.
Casey laughed, he presumed at the expression on his face. "You'll have to forgive her, Johann. She's a dancer. To her, real music begins with the Romantic era composers, a hundred years after Master Bach."
Staci slugged her friend in the shoulder again. "I'm not that bad! And you're a dancer, too."
"Are too!" Casey slugged her back. She looked over at Johann. "I already told you I'm not much of a musician, but I know this much. Do you want to tell her, or do you want me to?"
Johann shook his head. "How can I say this to make you see?" It amazed him that someone with Staci's talent for music didn't immediately grasp this understanding. A thought occurred to him. "Let me state it like thus: if music were a religion, Johann Sebastian Bach would be its Moses—no, Saints Peter and Paul combined."
In an age where what religion a man professed might determine whether he was breathing by the end of the day, that was a strong statement. He could see that Staci was impressed.
"Okay," she said. "I'll have to take your word for it. Casey's right. If I can't dance to it or sing it, I don't pay much attention to music. But that . . . if that's how important that old man is to you, then go for it. Build your organ and play his music."
"I intend to," Johann said, pleased at her encouragement. "It may well become my life's work."
They wandered on in silence for a space, until the ladies stopped in front of an ornate door. Johann looked at the imposing building, then back at them. He tilted his head to one side, and they laughed.
"I'd call it our rooming house," Staci offered, "but it's actually the school, and we have an apartment in it. Thanks for seeing us home."
Johann gave a slight bow. "It was my pleasure, frauleins. Good night to you, and until another time." He dipped his head again, then watched as they stepped up to the doorway and entered the house.
* * *
Casey closed the door to their room and whirled on Staci. "You, girlfriend, have got an admirer."
"Do I?" Staci took her cap off and tossed it on the wash stand. She started unsnapping her denim jacket.
Casey threw her hands in the air. "Staci, the man spent the entire evening watching you. Almost everything he said while you were performing were questions about you. I could barely get him to look at me."
"What of it?"
"What of it?" Casey snapped. "What of it? He's literate, he's educated, he knows the arts well enough that he has a chance of understanding you, and he doesn't come across as a down-time Lothario looking to conquer an up-time maiden. You might consider giving him a bit of encouragement."
"Mmm." Staci hung her jacket on a peg in the wall, then turned back to her roommate. "First of all, you're not supposed to be flirting with other men. You're pretty locked in to Carl, as I recall. And second of all . . . look, I admit the man is presentable, if not exactly handsome, and I'm flattered that he's asking about me. But he's years older than I am, and he's a down-timer."
"So?"
"So, I'm not sure he's flexible enough to accept me for what I am. I'm a dancer, I'm always going to be a dancer, and any man who comes into my life has to accept that. No, he has to do more than accept that—he has to support that."
Staci crossed her arms and looked at her roommate. "I'll give Bach points for not being a down-time version of a jock. He's polite and well-mannered. And he appears to be everything you say he is. I'll even give him points for being passionate about his art. If anyone can understand that, I can. The question is, will he allow me to be equally passionate about my art?"
Casey saw the expression on Staci's face shift through fleeting impressions of loneliness and fear before settling into one of resolution.
"Can he understand me?" Staci asked.
Although it was not a rhetorical question, Casey had no answer.
* * *
For a long moment Johann observed the closed door, then gave a sharp nod and turned away.
Staci, he mused to himself. She was a woman of passion, he decided. A woman who knew what she wanted and was not afraid to say so and to work to that end. He liked that she understood his passion in turn.
Thoughts crossed Johann's mind of Barbara Hoffmann, daughter of Johann Hoffman, Stadtpfeifer in Erfurt, his former employer. He knew there was an assumption on the part of the father and daughter that he would marry Barbara. It was such a common thing, that an ambitious musician would find an assistant's place with such a man as the Stadtpfeifer, marry one of his daughters, and eventually assume the place of the father when he died or retired.
Johann tried to bring Barbara's visage to mind: round face, almost doughy in complexion, framed by limp brown hair, with weak short-sighted eyes peering out at the world in constant confusion and startlement. Another's face kept forming in his mind: heart-shaped, with golden hazel eyes shining dancing gleaming above smiling lips.
His steps slowed, then stopped. Could he even think of returning to Erfurt now? Could he even think of returning to Barbara—poor, placid, insipid Barbara? 
He became aware of someone standing nearby, and looked over to see a city watchman scrutinizing him. "Are you drunk, fellow?"
"No, merely reaching a decision."
The watchman looked at him some more, then nodded. "Be on your way, then. Night streets are not for good citizens."
Johann took his advice and headed for his lodgings.
Grantville, Johann mused as he wandered, such changes you have wrought. You have rocked the crucible of Europe, winnowed the ranks of the mighty, disconcerted the minds of the philosophers and scholars and pastors. Yet even in the midst of that you have deigned to reach down and touch the life of one poor musician.
His steps slowed, then stopped again. "God," Johann whispered. "You are indeed an Escher. What would have been my life is now revealed to be merely a figment, a parody, of what will now come to pass. I do not know your will for me for the future, but I pray that it includes both the music of Sebastian and the presence of Anastasia Matowski."
* * *







Two Left Feet
Written by Iver P. Cooper


January, 1635
Mac Washaw had thought that after all this time as Mike Stearns' Chief of Staff, that nothing would surprise him. 
And then Federico Ballarino, Princess Kristina's dancing master, came to see him.
* * *
Federico took a deep breath. "I wish to make sure that Prime Minister Stearns, and his wife, are fully cognizant with all of the down-time dances which they would be expected to perform at a ball. Specifically, the inaugural ball. For the next Prime Minister." 
"I am not sure that there will be any such dances. There is a war on, you know."
"But the war is no obstacle to dancing. Your Michael Stearns is the 'George Washington' of this United States of Europe, is he not? So I think that he will need to follow in George Washington's footsteps." He held up a biography he had borrowed from one of his fellow teachers at the high school. "It says right here that in 1779, while the Revolutionary War was still in progress, Washington and General Greene's wife Catharine danced 'upwards of three hours without once sitting down.'"
"I wonder what General Greene thought of that."

"I am sure that he accepted it as a courtesy to his wife, as a gentleman would. In any event, your George Washington was later honored with the first Inauguration Ball. It was held a week after the actual Inauguration, at the New York City Assembly Rooms. He danced two cotillions and a minuet."
Mac scratched his chin. "We don't know yet whether Mike's party will win the election. Election day is February 22, and a lot can happen 'tween now and then. If the Fourth of July Party loses the national election, then it can't pick the Prime Minister.
"And if Mike's not the Prime Minister, I don't think he would be invited to the new PM's inaugural ball. Back in America, the outgoing President and the First Lady went to the inauguration ceremony, and then left town. They let the incoming President dance the night away with his supporters."
Federico wasn't impressed. "That may have been so in the late twentieth century. But Thomas Jefferson came to James Madison's inaugural ball in 1809. Marcus Wendell, the high school band director, told me."
Mac's eyes strayed to the wall clock, and then back to Federico. "Marcus knew about the Madison inaugural?"
"It was the debut of the Marine Band as 'The President's Own,' I am told." Federico snorted. "Even if there is a change of government, I am sure that Herr Wettin would invite all of the newly elected members of the USE Parliament. Not just the Crown Loyalists. And there isn't much doubt that Mike will be in the legislature. And if he wasn't, his wife would be; she's running unopposed.
"Mike would be—what is that quaint American expression—a 'sore loser' if he failed to come."
Mac fidgeted a bit, then said, "Well, I'll pass your proposal on. But I can't make any promises."
"Of course not."
* * *
Federico decided to call upon Senator Rebecca Abrabanel. As a fellow down-timer, she would no doubt have a greater appreciation of the role of court dances in society. She might even know the dances already. Why, the Jew Guglielmo Ebreo of Pesaro had written one of the great dance treatises back in 1463.
* * *
But I have two left feet!" Mike complained. 

Rebecca raised her eyebrows. "Really? A professional boxer? I thought it was about the feet and not just the hands."
Mike put one hand on his hip, and the other forward, as if holding a cane. He stooped over, and hobbled about the room. "Eight pro fights," he moaned. "They take a lot out of a guy. Leave him a cripple, unable to dip, bob and weave. Let alone dance."
Rebecca tried to look indignant, but cracked up instead. When she regained her composure, she declared, "Two left feet, you say? Well, then I will have to have two right feet, to match." 
* * *
Federico bowed. "I am so glad you were able to find the time, Prime Minister."
"Yeah, yeah." Mike toweled himself off. Galliards, he had discovered, were quite aerobic. He usually tried to get in a half-hour of exercise every day; he could mark today off, for sure. 
"You have really done quite well." 
Mike preened slightly. "I guess the boxing was good for something. So, we're done now? I can get back to running the country?" He lifted his water bottle to his lips. 
"Absolutely!" said Federico. "Same time next week?"
Mike spewed out the water he had been drinking. 
* * *
The dance lessons came to an abrupt halt after March 4, the day of the Dreeson Incident. A harried Rebecca sent Federico an apologetic note saying that they would reschedule after the funeral, but the days became weeks, and Federico eventually filled that slot in his schedule with another pupil. 
Mike went back to the business of governing. He continued to exercise and, if he ever threw a caper or two from their galliard routine into his calisthenics, well, it was when he was working out in private, and no one else was aware of it.
In April, the ball invitations went out, as Federico had predicted, to all of the members of the incoming Parliament. However, the Crown Loyalists were practically singing "Ding Dong! The Witch is Dead," which didn't inspire much enthusiasm for good sportsmanship on the part of the Fourth of July Party members.
The Inaugural Ball was held in June, but attendance-wise it was a rather lopsided affair. Even the imperial court treated it more or less like a dead rat in the bed. The emperor was out-of-town on urgent military business; the Princess Kristina was "indisposed"; and General Torstensson's appearance was so short that Federico quipped that he remembered it only as a consequence of persistence of vision.
Federico, as the imperial dancing master, had been obligated to attend. He eventually gave a full report on the event to a morbidly fascinated Rebecca. Which he ended with the line, "And Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held illimitable dominion over all."

July, 1635

Mike and Rebecca came down to Grantville for the Fourth of July festivities, of course. They saw Federico, and chatted it a bit.
After he left, Mike said to Rebecca, "I hope you weren't too disappointed about not getting to dance that galliard."
"A bit, yes. But the time and place, not to mention the people, weren't right. How about you? Any regrets, now that you know that you don't have two left feet?"
"I suppose." Mike thought this to be a safe admission. 

"Good," said Rebecca. "Then we will go to the square dance tonight."
"Square dance? Wait . . . you don't know how to square dance, do you. . . ."
"I have been informed by reliable sources that the callers will say in advance if a particular dance is suitable for neophytes, and they will explain the sequence and do a walk-through.
"Besides, where do you think your American square dances come from? According to Federico, they are derived from French quadrilles, which in turn evolved from the square-eights of English country dances. And when I lived in London, it was pretty common for the court dancing to be followed by country dancing. So I am confident I can manage a square dance or two."
"You sure it, it isn't too soon after Dreeson. . . ."
Rebecca put her hands on her hips. "Michael Stearns, don't think you can use that as an excuse indefinitely. Have you forgotten Ecclesiastes? There is 'A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a time to dance.'"
"Oh. I guess we can go. If you really want to."
"I want to."
Later, at the square dance. . . .

Rebecca rushed over to her husband, who had gone up to the bar to fetch drinks for them. "Oh, Mike, I have wonderful news! We can do our galliard routine, after all! Right here! Tonight!"
Mike nearly dropped the drinks he was holding. "This band can play a galliard? They're almost all up-timers. And the only down-timer isn't a court musician."
"Oh, the up-time musicians know one tune with a galliard rhythm. It works fine if played sprightly enough. In fact, they knew it before they came through the Ring of Fire."
"Huh?"
"You have perhaps heard of 'My Country, 'Tis of Thee'?"
* * *







The Truth About That Cat and Pup
Written by Virginia DeMarce


Grantville, January 1635
". . . start planning for Jonas and Ronella's wedding," Carol finished. "I can hardly believe that we got them officially engaged. Finally. They sit around staring at each other. Jonas, as if he can't really believe his luck. Ronella, as if she can't really believe that she's actually managed to snag the man. Even with her father's assistance, no matter how reluctant. Talk about painfully honorable."
"Well, yes. He is rather . . ." Salome Piscatora, the wife of Pastor Kastenmayer of Saint Martin's in the Fields Evangelical Lutheran Church, admitted. "I guess the first question is whether Ronella wants an up-time style wedding. This will be the first one Ludwig has performed at Saint Martin's where the bride is an up-timer. All the brides have been down-timers, so far. So are the big batch we have coming up in April. So . . . that's first. Will Ronella be content with a wedding on the porch, or does she hope for a walk down the aisle to the altar?"
"The aisle and altar, I'm afraid. White gown and all. Wedding march from Lohengrin. With bridesmaids. Have you seen one . . . ?"
"Oh, yes. We were invited to several weddings at the Methodist church last summer. I went to the ones I thought were . . ." She stopped, floundering.
". . . important for maintaining cordial relations with the local community," Carol supplied.
Salome beamed. "Exactly. That was what Jonas said. Ludwig didn't feel that he could attend, of course. Heretics in the first place, and with a woman for a pastor. He's a Philippist, of course. But even for a Philippist, that's far beyond the permissible. If he had gone and any of the Flacians had heard about it, I don't think that even Count Ludwig Guenther would have been able to save him from the hellhounds."
"Flacians!" The tone of Carol's voice implied something between "dregs of the universe" and "sewer slime."
"With another one of them coming, now that Saint Thomas the Apostle is opening over on the Badenburg Road. That was the agreement that came out of the Rudolstadt Colloquy, of course, so we have to put up with it. As if Pankratz Holz isn't a sufficient cross for poor Ludwig to bear!" Salome sighed and handed Carol Unruh, wife of Ron Koch and mother of the bride, a cup of hot cider. Hard cider. A liquid which was rapidly loosening the usually very discreet and tightly-reined-in tongues of both women.
"Well, it wouldn't have been so much of a problem if Count Ludwig Guenther and his wife hadn't been away for a lot of last year. Oh, I know that the pan-Lutheran colloquy in Magdeburg was important for the USE as a whole. Then when they did get back, he was worried about the election, of course. And Emelie's pregnancy. It must come as a bit of a shock to him, being a father for the first time at his age."
"It's not as if he has to change diapers. He gets to admire his son when he's all clean, fed, and happy."
Carol blinked. "There's a saying: 'The rich are different. They have more money.'"
They sat for a moment, contemplating the place of dirty diapers in the universe.
"It's one of the places the theologians go wrong," Salome said. "Focusing on the pain of childbearing itself as Eve's punishment. It goes to show that they don't stop to think about everything else involved. Laundry in the winter, for example."
This time, Carol laughed. "Laundry in the winter probably wasn't such a problem in the Holy Land, considering the climate."
"It's nothing to laugh about. They'll turn it around," Salome predicted darkly. "Sound all pious and annoyed. Claim that Ludwig has not been supervised closely enough because the count and his consistory were distracted by the colloquy. When, in fact, Holz is the one who came into Grantville last month without any permission from the Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt consistory at all." She put her cup down. "He's a spy for Tilesius. I'm sure of it?"
"For, uh, whom?"
"Melchior Tilesius, of course. The superintendent in Langensalza. He was born in Mühlhausen—the imperial city up in the northern part of the SoTF, not the one in Alsace."
"What makes you think so?"
"Well, for one thing, Holz was born in Silesia, which is where the Tilesius family came from, originally. He's about forty-five years old, I think. He left Silesia for Saxony in 1617, already. I remember that very well, because he was already in Saxony for the centennial of the Ninety-Five Theses. I met him at one of the celebrations." She paused. "That was quite a party—it went on for three days."
"Punctuated by sermons, I presume?"

"Oh, of course. Sermons were the 'feature attraction' as they write on the board at the Higgins Hotel for the Friday evening movies. Ludwig and I had only been married four years then. I had never, except for a couple of visits to Erfurt, been out of the county of Gleichen. Hardly ever out of Ohrdruf since we got married. He took me to Wittenberg and I had the most wonderful time. I got to see the actual church door where Luther posted the Theses. It was a real thrill. And I was introduced to the reformer's grandson, Johann Ernst Luther. He's still alive, you know—he was born right down the road in Weimar and lives over in Saxony, at Zeitz. He's an old man now—he must be about seventy-five. I hope he doesn't get hurt, or killed, or turned out of his home this coming spring."
Her face clouded. "In fact, I hope that the soldiers don't ruin Wittenberg when Gustavus Adolphus invades Saxony. Everyone says that he's going to, and we have to remember what happened to the Wartburg."
"I'm sure that the emperor will protect the town," Carol said. "He's very pious."
"I know. Things happen in wartime, though, whether the commanders want them to or not. But in regard to Holz. They threw him out of Silesia after he entered into a series of controversial pamphlet exchanges in which he accused the Lutheran district superintendent of laxness in supervising the theological orthodoxy of the clergy."
"That happens," Carol said. "It still happened, up-time."
"He wasn't any easier to get along with while he was in Saxony. The year before the Ring of Fire, he was deprived of his living there, by the Dresden consistory. Leipzig wouldn't accept him, so he came into Thuringia and went over to Langensalza, where he's been ever since as one of Tilesius' hangers-on."
"Errand boy." Carol nodded.
"Leipzig," Salome said absentmindedly. "On that trip, in 1617, we stopped in Leipzig, too. Ludwig introduced me to all of his first wife's relatives. There were a lot."
"As a treat?"
"I think . . ." Salome paused. "I think he meant it to be. But Holz. The 'errand boy.' Tilesius sent him to the Rudolstadt Colloquy two years ago, as an observer. By last spring, he was professing to be horrified by Ludwig's views and actions. Pamphlets again. Not, I think, connected with the pamphlets that you found on the steps of Saint Martin's on Christmas Eve, when Jonas and Ronella got betrothed. They're quite different, but still they are pamphlets.
"So he took advantage of the way the Grantville authorities do not control religion . . ."
"I suppose that it does seem a rather laissez-faire approach to you."
Salome shook her head. "I don't speak French, Carol. I never had a chance to learn it."
"Oh, sorry. We use that phrase almost as if it had become English." They digressed for a few minutes.
"Fine," Salome said. "Yes. Laissez-faire does describe it well. So he came into this town, with no official sanction from the consistory at all, and established a little 'ultra-orthodox Lutheran' movement, to gather together, before the opening of Saint Thomas the Apostle, as many as he could of those who are not happy at Saint Martin's. He's not married, so he doesn't have the burden of a family to support. He's managed to finance this by taking on some part-time jobs, such as tutoring. In my heart, I am sure that when the new pastor arrives at Saint Thomas, Holz will be sitting on his doorstep with a list of grievances against Ludwig. If he isn't over in Rudolstadt, waving them around right now."
"Tilesius' 'gofer.'"
Which led to another digression on vocabulary, until Carol said she had to go. "I get tired of these internal squabbles." She picked up her coat. "I got tired of them up-time. Do you know what they remind me of? The Gingham Dog and the Calico Cat."
"Which is?"
"A child's poem, by Eugene Field. We have an illustrated copy of it at home, I'm sure, in a box of old children's books that Ronella and Jake had when they were little. I'll drop it off for you to look at, the next time I come over."
Salome stood up, too. "Do you suppose it would do any good to talk to Aegidius Hunnius down in Altenburg?"
"About what? And why him?"
"About protecting old Herr Luther. And Wittenberg. Things like that. He's the superintendent there. Maybe he could get Duke Johann Philipp to talk to the emperor. He's probably the closest I come to knowing anybody influential. And he was born in Wittenberg, so he ought to care. Maybe. I hope. It's not a very good chance."
February 1635
"It's pronounced 'greep.'" Ronella Koch thumped her coffee mug down on the table.
"Are you sure? Seems like it should be 'gripe.'" Anne Penzey, who was waitressing this frosty Saturday morning, was totally unashamed about eavesdropping. Especially, of course, since her mother helped run the Geology Survey and anything that involved Saxony tended to impact mining.
So Ronella grinned instead of glaring.
"At least, I hear an awful lot of people are griping about the appointment." Anne grinned back.
"According to Orrine Sterling, who's teaching English over in Rudolstadt, that griping includes most of the members of Count Ludwig Guenther's consistory." Natalie Bellamy, being the wife of Arnold in the Department of International Affairs, had a definite "in" when it came to collecting regional political gossip.
"It's still pronounced 'greep.' The name is Oswald Griep." Ronella nodded firmly. "That's Oswald with a 'v' sound: 'Ossvald. I've met him already. Georgie Hardegg is rhyming it with 'creep' as a mnemonic device. Mary Kat Riddle thought that up."
Her friend Maria Blandina Kastenmayer, generally called Dina, blinked at the thought of anyone being on close enough terms with the rather pompous young attorney Johann Georg Hardegg to address him as "Georgie."
Ronella kept going. "Georgie's sister Christiana is married to a printer in Leipzig. He's another Krapp. There are dozens of them and not all of them are lawyers, no matter how it seems sometimes. He says that Elector John George's Saxon officials have been pulling all sorts of political strings to get this guy appointed to the second Lutheran church right outside the Ring of Fire. They think that Pastor Kastenmayer is subversive."
"Ja," Dina contributed with a sigh. "Papa is a Philippist. Pastor Griep is a Flacian."
Natalie Bellamy started to stand up, but then sat down again. "Of course, the man's related to a bunch of people connected with Waffler, Wiesel, and Finck, too. Mrs. Griep is Rahel Waffler. Her younger brother Friedrich is a junior partner in the Weimar office. Her even-younger-than-that brother David is an associate in the Jena office. They're the main competition with Hardegg, Selfisch, and Krapp for down-timer legal business inside the Ring of Fire, so no one could expect Herr Hardegg to be enthusiastic."
"You do all know that Mama was Blandina Selfisch, don't you?" Dina's expression radiated the thought that is a given—everybody knows that.
Nobody at the table knew it. Speculation about the maiden name of Pastor Kastenmayer's first wife just wasn't a staple of dinner-table conversation among Grantville's up-timers. Most of them didn't even realize that he had been married twice.
Her next contribution brought the conversation to a temporary halt. "Herr Selfisch in Hardegg, Selfisch, and Krapp is Mama's younger half-brother."
"Y'know, Mrs. Bellamy." Anne, who was supposed to be refilling coffee cups, butted happily into the conversation. "You'd better ask Dina to go over and talk to your husband. This could be complicated."
Ronella chewed thoughtfully on her lower lip. "Dina and her mom have enough to do getting ready for her wedding, on top of everything else. Isn't there someone else Mr. Bellamy could ask?"
Natalie Bellamy started to fish around in the bottom of her purse, looking for change for a tip. "What about your own wedding? Have you set a date, yet?"
"We've narrowed it down to 'after Easter and before school gets out.' So, some time in May, I guess. Mom and Salome are still negotiating. It has to be after the huge group wedding that Pastor Kastenmayer has scheduled for April. And at least a week before Dina's, so she can be my bridesmaid, because she and Phillip are moving to Jena right after theirs, but Jonas and I will be in town until after graduation, so she can't be my maid of honor after her wedding but I can be her matron of honor after mine."
The audience, being female, had no trouble at all following this convoluted explanation.
Ronella went back to thinking about the preceding question. "Especially with those scurrilous pamphlets about Pastor Kastenmayer and his wife coming out of Saxony."
"My sister," Dina said. "Ask Andrea. She started everything by eloping with Tony Chabert. They're in Erfurt and he works for the government. A person could almost say that it's part of her job to tell Mr. Bellamy about it. She's not helping with my wedding, because Papa hasn't forgiven her for marrying a Catholic. Yet."
"Yet?" Natalie raised an eyebrow.
"She's expecting a baby in July. Papa's snit doesn't have any hope of surviving the arrival of his first grandchild."
"Pastor Kastenmayer's going to be a grandpa? That's cool." Anne was prepared to join in this discussion for the indefinite future, but Cora Ennis looked over the counter and yelled, "Table Ten," so she had to go. Not without a regretful glance over her shoulder. Table Ten wasn't offering any good prospects for current and future news.
* * *
"It came to me in a dream," Salome said. "Just like to people in biblical times."
"I have to quote my son Jake. 'Awesome, man. Truly awesome.'"
"We don't know any influential men. But we do know the Countess Emelie. And her sister-in-law. Who is the president of the Tugendhafte Gesellschaft. Who founded it, way before the Ring of Fire happened. Almost all of the influential Lutheran ladies in the upper nobility are members."
Carol's mind was spinning. "I know Ronnie Dreeson. Not well, but I know her. She knows the abbess of Quedlinburg, who knows everyone in every Lutheran Stift in northern Germany. Ronnie's Catholic now, but she was a Lutheran once upon a time. Before she was a Calvinist, I think, but maybe after."
"And Bitty Matowski has met William Wettin's wife . . ." Salome added. "She is Catholic, too, I know—Bitty, not Duchess Eleonore, who's Lutheran, of course. However. . . ."
"What about the League of Women Voters?" Carol frowned. "I know it's a church door, but it's a worthy cause. Up-time, I read something in the paper once. The government wanted to give a historic preservation grant to a church—in Boston or Philadelphia, maybe, someplace important because of the American Revolution—but the ACLU objected because it still held religious services. But maybe . . . I can talk to Veleda Riddle, at least."
Magdeburg
"Before you go, Lennart," Colonel Nils Ekstrom said, "I have something I want to show you."
General Lennart Torstensson obligingly followed him down the corridor of the imperial palace.
The colonel opened a door. Upon a harried secretary surrounded by overflowing bins of paper.
"Colonel, sir. We received three hundred two more letters just this morning. That makes a total of nine thousand five hundred twenty-six. If you can possibly spare me a couple more clerks . . . Just to send the acknowledgments."
"What on earth?"
"Just tell me, Lennart. Have you been planning to attack the door of the city church in Wittenberg? The one that Martin Luther posted the Ninety-Five Theses on?"
"It hadn't featured in my strategic options, no."
"I'm delighted to hear it. Let's just say—don't."
* * *
"It's important, Caroline," Bitty said. "I really need to talk to the princess. I have a great big favor to ask her."
"A lot of people would like favors from the princess." Caroline Platzer smiled. "Very few of them come out and say it quite that forthrightly."
"It's not a huge gigantic one," Bitty said. "And it won't cost any money. I just have a couple of letters that need to go to the emperor and King Christian of Denmark. She's in a better position to see that they actually read them than anyone else, I guess. I thought, seeing how much she likes the Brillo ballet . . ."
* * *
Kristina put a slightly grubby hand into the pocket under her skirt. "Papi Christian, I have a letter for you. It's important. About not shooting cannon at the door of the castle church in Wittenberg when the USE attacks Saxony because John George has been so awful to Papa."
Christian IV read it solemnly. "It's good to know that so many people are concerned."
Kristina nodded. "What Martin Luther did was important."
The king of Denmark regarded his future daughter-in-law. Lessons should not be limited to stuffy classrooms. Take advantage of all opportunities. What would the lovely Caroline Platzer with the superb teeth call this? Ah, yes. A "teachable moment."
He shuddered at what he had learned of that other world, in which this child, grown to a woman, never married, converted to Catholicism and abdicated her throne. Abdicated and converted, in reverse order, but that was the gist of it.
In this world, a disaster waited for them all if anything of the sort should happen.
"Yes," he said. "Very important. You were very right to bring this letter straight to me. In the politics of the Union of Kalmar, even more than the USE, it's going to be very important to protect the position of Lutheranism. No matter what we think, personally."
He looked at the pilot in the front seat. "Let the plane circle the city a couple more times."
The plane began to circle again.
Then he looked at his future daughter-in-law. "Now even though, personally, I may think that many of the doctrinal positions of the Calvinists make more sense, I would never be so imprudent as to leave the Lutheran church, the way your uncle, the elector of Brandenburg, has done."
A half-hour later, he was certain she understood why. Her mind was superb.
"And as for the door of the castle church in Wittenberg . . . I will speak to your papa myself. You should come with me. We will speak to him together."
Kristina nodded.
He looked ahead at the pilot again. "Let the plane come to a landing."
Dresden
Hans Georg von Arnim, commander of the forces of John George of Saxony and, in his own mind, the probable upcoming scapegoat in an inevitable, unavoidable, disaster, looked out the window, his hands crossed behind his back.
Holk, again. When everything needed to be focused on the west, he once more would have to send a regiment at least to the southeast to control Holk's depredations among their own people. Which would probably make things worse, since that regiment, too, would need to forage.
He moved back to the table, picked up the latest intelligence report from the USE, and moved back to the window.
At the moment, the best option for the army of Saxony would appear to be to remove the door of the castle church in Wittenberg from its hinges and carry it along with them into battle, as the ancient Israelites had done with the Ark of the Covenant. At a minimum, that tactic should make Gustav's artillery non-functional in Saxony. Maybe he'd send those regiments against Brandenburg.
And as for the elector's safety? The safety of his family in Dresden? In the southeast, where Holk's depredations had brought much of the population to the point of fury?
Arnim smiled, as whimsically as he ever did.
His personal preference at the moment would be to send John George to Zeitz, to move in as roommate with an elderly clergyman named Johann Ernst Luther.
Back to serious options. He returned to the table.
Grantville
"Ronella really does want the wedding march from Lohengrin," Carol said.
Jonas Justinus Muselius opened his mouth to say something about the limited performance capabilities of the limited number of musicians who provided the accompaniment at Saint Martin's services with the limited array of instruments at their disposal.
Carol thought she knew what he was going to say. "Oh, yes. I know. Even up-time, a lot of Lutheran pastors didn't approve its use for weddings. Because it's from Wagner's Ring Cycle."
He opened his mouth again.
"Pagan. Norse gods and all that. Thor, Odin. So if you don't think that Pastor Kastenmayer will let her have it, then we could always go with Beethoven's Ode to Joy. That would probably be the best option, if . . ."
Jonas eventually got a word in edgewise. "Let me investigate a little, please, Carol. Perhaps something can be arranged."
* * *
"Yeah, I've heard it," Errol Mercer said. Now one of Saint Martin's musicians, he was also one of the pack of seven up-time fiancés whom Pastor Kastenmayer would confirm and marry off to their chosen, and Lutheran, brides in April, just before Easter.
"I've heard it, and I expect one of the organists has the music, not that Saint Martin's has an organ yet, but I don't know the words. Or, at least, the only words I ever heard weren't the real ones. A sort of—joke, supposed to be funny."
"A parody." Justus nodded his head. "A well-known literary form."
"If you say so. Whatever you say. But Ronella won't want to march down the aisle to somebody singing
Here comes the bride,
Fair, fat and wide."
"You're going to have to do something about the words," Errol said. "Something different. Not pagan."
Muselius nodded.
Somewhere . . . There was that sermon Martin Luther had given at his niece's wedding, in praise of the sanctity of Christian marriage.
Someone in Jena was bound to have it. He'd go up and see Dean Gerhard. Turn it into verses that fit the meter of this "Wedding March."
As appalling as the music was, from what Errol had hummed to him.
If Ronella wanted it, she should have it. Anything for his bride. The bride he had, so contrary to all rational expectations, attained.
If, in the process, he could Christianize some pagan paean, so much the better. Luther himself said there was no reason that the devil should have all the good tunes. Or, given the musical quality of this wedding march, all people's favorite tunes, at least. He couldn't call it "good."
* * *
Pastor Ludwig Kastenmayer, in a downtown storefront, specifically in the Laughing Laundress, owned by Vesta Rawls and currently with Mitch Hobbs, another of Saint Martin's current up-timer fiancés, confirmands-in-the-making, and would-be grooms, baptized Viana Beasley, daughter of Jarvis Beasley and Hedwig Altschulerin.
In a storefront, because Hedy, the focus of a major jurisdictional controversy between the State of Thuringia-Franconia and Saxony over the validity and status of her marriage, had been strongly advised by Judge Maurice Tito not to leave the boundaries of West Virginia County, formerly known as the Ring of Fire, for the time being.
Saint Martin's in the Fields was just outside the ring, still in the SoTF, but in the County of Schwarzburg Rudolstadt. This part of the County of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt. There was another fragment of it up north of Erfurt.
Just as Count Ludwig Guenther's cousin, who was the head of the County of Schwarzburg-Sondershausen, had a piece of it down here, over west of the Schwarzburg castle.
The newspaper published a notice of the baptism.
Pankratz Holz, who was running his own storefront church Lutheran operation in Grantville, published a series of outraged pamphlets.
* * *
"Cappuccino?" Anne Penzey asked on Saturday morning. "I've figured out a way to froth milk."
"Honestly?" Ronella grinned.
"As frothy as the mouth of a rabid dog." Anne stopped. Her mother was a science teacher, after all. "Maybe that's not the best comparison, here in a restaurant. It involves attaching a wire hand whisk to my curling iron. As frothy as the mouth of Pastor Holz when he gets going about something. Not that there's a lot to choose from, between him and a mad dog."
"I'll try one," Dina said. "You?"
"Me, too. Where's the best man? We've got strategy to coordinate."
"Oversleeping, probably. He got back from Jena really late, last night. But he got off the trolley and stopped at the rectory to say that he officially asked Herr Hortleder for Anna Catharina's hand and was accepted."
"Your dad's going to be presiding over a wedding epidemic."
"Not this one. They'll get married in Jena. That's where she lives. In August, he said. It's too soon to get it in before this summer's war, considering that she's an only child and her mother wants to make a big fuss over it. Wedding banquets and things. The campaign should have quieted down by then." She paused. "Topic change. Jonas is coming, too. He went up to Jena with Gary and he's gotten your music worked out. So that's one thing you can check off the list that your mom doesn't have to worry about any more."
When Jonas came, it was to report that he had achieved acceptable words for the desired wedding march. "That's marvelous," Carol said. "That means we can use Ode to Joy for the recessional, then. You'd better have someone arrange it for the instruments we have, so the musicians can start learning it.
"If I'd known," Ronella said, "If I'd really known what planning a wedding involves, before we got started, I think I'd have gone to city hall and let Mayor Dreeson do it."
"At least it will be in May. You won't need to make artificial flowers."
Carol looked at Dina with dawning horror and pulled out The List. "Flowers!"
"Flowers," Dina said. "And scheduling weddings around the king of Sweden's wars."
* * *
"Another spate of pamphlets." Salome picked them up. "Some are from Holz. I recognize his style by now. But some of them aren't."
"Griep?" Carol asked.
"No. Ludwig has known Oswald Griep for years. They don't agree about anything, which means that I've read a lot of incoming correspondence and annotated it for Ludwig, to make it easier for him to draw up his replies. These are nothing like his writing style, which is pretty pompous. The new ones—" She waved several of them, as if she were fanning herself. "—aren't quite like the ones that showed up on Christmas Eve, either. It's the same typeface and I think the same artist did the woodcuts. But they're more aimed against the up-time Lutherans in Grantville than they are against Ludwig and me. Against you and Ron. And Gary. Especially Gary."
"I know," Carol said. "Poor Gary. Even if he is Missouri Synod and as stubborn as an ox about it, he doesn't deserve this kind of filth."
Grantville, March 1635
Oswald Griep stood looking at the Church of Saint Thomas the Apostle.
A New Testament saint, of course. Those were perfectly all right with Lutherans, unlike the jumped-up modern saints with which the papists indulged themselves.
Some people referred to Martin Luther as a saint, of course. But that was doctrinally incorrect. The need to pursue and extirpate superstition wherever it raised itself among the ignorant was unceasing. Which was one reason that he had his doubts about what might be going on over at Saint Martin's in the Fields. Martin, even the original one, was not a New Testament saint. He had shown up as a bishop somewhere during the media aeva, giving his cloak to a beggar, and become the object of a cult.
Cults were also to be extirpated. That was as much an article of faith with Griep as Carthago delenda est had been for Cato the elder. Not that he had as much practical experience with cults and sects as Tilesius had accumulated. In theory, though, sowing them with salt would be a splendid solution, if only it could be managed in these parlous modern times.

Saint Thomas the Apostle. Otherwise known as Doubting Thomas.
Count Ludwig Guenther, somewhat frivolously, told him that he had chosen the name because, originally, he had harbored some doubts as how to best deal with Grantville and its people when it appeared within his lands.
There was a lot still to be accomplished. Interior finishing. Construction on the school was behind schedule. The war would draw day laborers away, probably. They were generally an unruly lot and prone to become soldiers. The skilled craftsmen would stay, though. Count Ludwig Guenther paid generously for competent work.
But the bricks . . . He wandered across the site to inspect the piles of bricks, neatly laid out on pallets. The bricks were magnificent.
The school before the rectory. Rahel and the children were comfortable enough with her brothers in Jena.
They needed the school by fall. The rectory could wait until next year, if it had to.
Rudolstadt
"We'll postpone the dedication for six months," Count Ludwig Guenther said firmly. "As a matter of respect to Mayor Dreeson and Reverend Wiley. We should not be sponsoring a festivity so soon after their deaths."
"I was hoping to start services much sooner than September," Oswald Griep said. At his most stiff-necked.
Which, the count had learned through trial and error, meant that the man's feelings were hurt. He sat silently for a few minutes. "Go ahead and do that. There's no regulation that requires the dedication to take place first. Just keep it . . . low key."
* * *
Griep knew that the consistory in Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt harbored suspicions over why Saxony had been so active in pushing his appointment, until they had no graceful way to avoid it. But there was more to theological life than worrying about the aberrations of Ludwig Kastenmayer, aberrant though they might be. Aberrant though they certainly were.
Holz had been with Tilesius for several years, now. The consistory in Dresden considered it much more important to keep tabs on an influential ecclesiastical politician such as Tilesius than on Kastenmayer, who was, when one came down to it, just an ordinary parish minister. Even if Tilesius, too, was a Flacian. Especially though Tilesius, too, was a Flacian. The bible itself provided the warning. "For the son dishonoureth the father, the daughter riseth up against her mother, the daughter in law against her mother in law; a man's enemies are the men of his own house." Micah 7:6. Once a town had decided to call a Flacian minister, then—which one would it call. A former student of Jena, or of Leipzig? A former junior minister in Erfurt or in Leipzig? The Philippists were merely opposition. Tilesius, even at his age, was . . . competition. So.
Griep looked at the pamphlet the head of the Saint Thomas board of elders had just brought him. Not one of Holz's, as unpleasant as Holz was. Not "low-key," either. He paged through it again.
He knew what Count Ludwig Guenther wanted. No more "stress" in Grantville in the wake of the demonstrations, the deaths.
Not one of Holz's, but still—stressful.
The count had, no matter how reluctantly, consented to his appointment at Saint Thomas.
He went downtown to the law offices of Hardegg, Selfisch, and Krapp.
Johann Georg Hardegg sent the pamphlet, with Griep's comments, to his sister Christiana in Leipzig. Who gave them to her husband Georg Friedrich Krapp—the printer, not one of the multitude of Krapp jurists. Who, as requested produced an analysis of what firm had most probably done the printing and sent it all, as he had been asked to do, to Georg von Werthern in Dresden.
Who was the patron of the parish Oswald Griep left when he accepted the call to Saint Thomas the Apostle in Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt. The same parish Werthern had thrown Pankratz Holz out of some years previously, immediately before appointing Griep.
Dresden
The people in the room grouped themselves by age. Without anyone organizing it. By the book cupboard, Zacharias Prüschenk von Lindenhofen. He was about twenty-five, von Arnim thought. Next to him, Georg von Werthern's two boys, Dietrich and Wolfgang. Both in their early twenties, only a year apart. The elector's two oldest sons, Hans Georg and Augie, who matched Dietrich and Wolfgang precisely in age, year for year. They had all been educated together.
On the other side of the room, Saxony's most prominent theologian, Matthias Hoë von Hoënegg, who was forty-five now, and Georg von Werthern, much the same age and Saxony's chief minister of state for the past two years. Werthern, with the assent of the two young dukes, was effectively setting policy, now. The elector was . . . incapable most of the time.
In the middle, Nikolaus Gebhard von Miltitz and Johann Georg von Oppel, both in their mid-thirties and well aware that when catastrophe hit, the two of them, as working diplomats, under Werthern, would get the task of negotiating to save whatever might be saved out of Saxony's shattered ruins.
Presuming that any of them were still alive when the time came, of course, von Arnim thought. If not—then someone else. That fell within the providence of God.
Benedikt Carpzov, next to them. Same age. The best lawyer they had available.
By the door, looking like they were not entirely sure they should be present, Carpzov's younger half-brothers, both in their late twenties. One a lawyer, the other a theologian.
And himself, of course.
By age, he belonged with Hoënegg and Werthern.
By temperament, too. He had worked with both men for years. One theologian. One civilian councilor. One military man.
In agreement.
Von Arnim glanced across at the young dukes, who with Werthern's sons were flanking Prüschenk. Then at the diplomats. "Saxony can't afford the hatred he is stirring up," he said.
Carpzov started to say something.
Von Arnim looked at Hoënegg.
"The pamphlets are not about serious doctrinal issues. The rest of you don't need to worry about Holz—the church will take care of him, in time. These, though, have become Zacharias' own personal vendetta against the up-timer. Because the daughter of Chancellor Hortleder chose the other man. Thus standing in the way of his ambitions."
The youngest Carpzov, the theologian, started to say something.
Von Arnim nodded at him.
"Zacharias hadn't actually made an offer to Anna Catharina's father, yet," he said. "He was still weighing whether it should be Friedrich Hortleder's daughter or the daughter of the mayor of Naumburg, Dr. Romanus. Which of the two matches would bring him more advantages. He almost offered for Gertrud Romanus more than two years ago, but then he made the acquaintance of the Hortleder family and held off."
Von Arnim looked at Werthern.
"The jurisdictional issues in regard to the Altschulerin woman, the wife of Jarvis Beasley, are negotiable. The Henneberg inheritance is an exclave, an outlier, now within the State of Thuringia-Franconia. They have naturalized the woman. Saxony can afford to lose her. It has lost many more subjects than one during this war."
Von Arnim looked at Prüschenk. "Do you agree to be silent? In voice and in print?"
Prüschenk looked back. "No. It is an abomination and I will not hold my tongue. Nor will . . ." He stopped abruptly.
Von Arnim raised his eyebrows at Carpzov.
"One more step, I think."
"In the best interests of our father . . ." Duke John George the Younger started. 
". . . and in the best interests of Saxony," Duke August continued.
Dietrich and Wolfgang each moved forward and took one of Prüschenk's arms.
". . . we order your arrest and internment on charges of high treason."
Prüschenk looked at Carpzov. "Are you here to represent me?"
Carpzov shook his head. "As a member of the Leipzig Schöffenstuhl, I am here to issue the warrant. No hearing is necessary. He looked at his brothers, who began to produce paperwork out of the leather folders they were carrying."
"This is contrary to proper procedure."
"No it isn't," Carpzov said serenely. "Perhaps you missed my new book. It just came out. Practica nova imperialis saxonica rerum criminalium. Lovely title, if I do say so myself. I am now the premier authority on Saxon criminal law practice and I concur with the measures the general has decided to take. As do the consistory—" He gestured toward Hoënegg. "—and the elector's council—" He gestured toward Werthern. "Or, perhaps I should say, the sanior pars of both."
Von Arnim nodded. "Let him be interrogated in regard to that 'Nor will . . .' please."
Carpzov nodded.
"Then, if you will excuse me, Your Graces," von Arnim bowed to the young dukes, "I must return to the war we are trying to fight."
"We'll follow you in less than an hour," Duke August said. "With Wolfgang and Dietrich. We have to consult with our mother before we leave."
Grantville
Holz's next spate of pamphlets, directed at Kastenmayer, focused on the proposed confirmation of seven up-time men, betrothed to girls at Saint Martin's, without, Holz argued, sufficient instruction.
Particularly in regard to Mitchell Hobbs.
Who managed the laundry.
Where Kastenmayer had baptized the Beasley child.
Where Hobbs' fiancée worked. Who belonged to Saint Martin's even before she became betrothed to the up-timer. And came from the village where Jonas Justinus Muselius had taught school before the Ring of Fire happened.
Muselius, who was now betrothed to the daughter of the up-time woman who had spoken as an equal at the Rudolstadt Colloquy. And who, in spite of 1 Timothy 2:12, "But I suffer not a woman to teach, nor to usurp authority over the man, but to be in silence," was now providing instruction in a heretofore unknown discipline called "statistics" at the University of Jena.
Where Muselius had once been a student. That was before the Ring of Fire, of course, but it probably showed something. A premonition of future decay of biblical standards, probably.
Wasn't another up-time woman, also teaching, the one at the medical school, actually living in the household of Dean Gerhard of the theological faculty?
The general theme ran along the lines of, "something wicked this way comes." There was certainly a conspiracy. Even if Holz couldn't figure out precisely what it was, he issued a ringing call for the orthodox theologians of the Universities of Wittenberg and Leipzig to call the lax and incompetent figureheads now usurping positions of trust at the University of Jena back to order.
* * *
Griep kept busy. He pounded the streets, assuring the new and potential parishioners of Saint Thomas the Apostle that Holz was behaving in a sectarian manner, had no congregation to which he was properly assigned, and should not be in Grantville at all. If they were dissatisfied with the situation at Saint Martin's, they should not turn to Holz. They should join Saint Thomas, where they properly belonged.
He had five hundred copies of the decision reached at the Rudolstadt Colloquy reprinted and distributed them for free. He also bought space in each of the Grantville papers to have the decision republished on full-page spreads with borders around them.
Which required a significant subsidy from his juristic brothers-in-law of the firm Waffler, Wiesel, and Finck.
Which also, when it appeared in the National Inquisitor, caused a considerable amount of merriment among the regular readers.
April 1635
"I postponed the dedication, just as you instructed me," Griep said. "Nevertheless, they had a really big party at Saint Martin's last week. It wasn't low-key at all."
Count Ludwig Guenther thought. Then thought a little more.
"It has been more than a month since March fourth," he said finally. "The public announcement to postpone the dedication at Saint Thomas came at the right time. It was received well. The families have been preparing for these seven weddings for a long time. The grooms are all up-timers, whose relatives participated, so it did not leave an impression that we, the down-timers, as a whole, were ignoring the grief of the . . . original Grantvillers, shall I call them here? Their grief at the deaths of the mayor, the Calvinist minister, the policeman."
"I thought you wanted to avoid this 'stress,'" Griep said stiffly.
"Sometimes, a celebration can also relieve stress," the count said.
"At least I tried," Griep said. "Holz has made no effort to relieve stress. Is it my place to ask what you propose to do about him?"
"He isn't within my jurisdiction. Or within that of my consistory."
"Whose jurisdiction is he in?"
"No one's, technically. There is no Lutheran organization within the Ring of Fire. Practically . . ."
"Yes?"
"If he's with anyone's jurisdiction, he's Tilesius' problem. But that is personal, not geographical."
"Are you sure that Tilesius thinks of him as a problem? Not as a weapon aimed to, in time, destroy the authority of the consistory of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt. And, through that, and through you, to destroy the ability of Gustavus Adolphus to impose some kind of unity among the Lutherans of the USE?"
The count looked at Griep sharply.
He shrugged. "Your role in the colloquies has been a prominent one. If the compromises you have forged among Lutherans in the USE fall apart, how is Gustavus to control the Lutherans in the Union of Kalmar?"
Ludwig Guenther raised his eyebrows.
Griep shrugged again. "Ecclesiastical politics is still politics. Especially for an emperor who insists on having a state church. Who knows what Saxony will look like after everything that has happened, will still be happening, this spring?"
* * *
"Pastor Kastenmayer." Liz Carstairs, interim mayor of Grantville and West Virginia County and, in practically everyone's opinion, mayor-presumptive as well, since she was likely to win the upcoming special election, ran down the steps of city hall. "I was going to phone, but then I looked out the window and saw you. Do you have any idea what this is about?"
She handed him a piece of paper.
"I have received a similar letter from the Erfurt city council. Just this morning, protesting that Ezechiel Meth is active again. Being harbored again by the dowager countess of Gleichen-Tonna within the jurisdiction of West Virginia County. I have no doubt that Pastor Griep has also received one, and Count Ludwig Guenther as well."
Pastor Kastenmayer paused, which was just as well, since Liz barreled right along.
"Who is Ezechiel Meth and why do we care?"
Kastenmayer raised his eyebrows while his mind groped for a tactful reply. That was certainly a question that opened up possibilities in regard to the issue of cults and sects—cultists and sectarians. Of which the lady mayor was one. Not just in his personal opinion. Certainly in the opinion of every down-timer who had received a copy of the Erfurt protest. In the opinion, for that matter, of all the up-time Lutherans who had been transferred by the Ring of Fire.
Henry Dreeson had been a Presbyterian. A Calvinist. Comprehensible to the mind or ordinary men. Liz Thornton verh. Carstairs was what other people called a Mormon. They called themselves by a much longer name. He would have to look it up. Shortened to LDS. She might not even care that the followers of the late Esaias Stiefel showed signs of becoming active again. This would require careful handling. Delicate phrasing. Coffee.
He looked around. They were almost directly in front of Cora's.
"Shall we go in?" he asked politely. "I'm buying."
He hadn't explained anything at all yet, but Liz knew that whatever it was, she wasn't going to like it.
Cora thumped the cups down.
"Have you ever heard of Schwärmer?"
She shook her head.
He searched his English vocabulary and found it wanting. "We need Jonas. Whatever am I going to do without Jonas once he leaves to become director of the normal school in Amberg? Not that it isn't a splendid promotion for him and that we aren't all proud and happy." He stood up. "Gracious and most kind Cora, may I use your telephone, with most hearty thanks?" He moved behind the counter.
Anne Penzey, waiting tables on another Saturday morning, leaned over and whispered into Liz's ear. "Isn't he cute? I bet his eyes were blue when he was young, even though they've faded to a kind of greenish-hazel. It's amazing that he doesn't have to wear glasses at his age."
Liz took a look. The pastor wore his wavy hair long, at shoulder length. It was mostly gray, with some lingering brown strands. No receding hairline, but it had gone thin on top. The goatee that covered his chin was even grayer. "Cute" was not precisely the adjective she would have chosen. "Amazing," she agreed. That seemed neutral enough.
They were well through their second cups of coffee by the time Jonas arrived via trolley.
"Enthusiasts. Spiritualists. Perfectionists. Sectarians. Chiliasts. Cultists. Heretics. 'Enthusiasts' is probably the most direct translation into English, but it does not encompass all the connotations." Jonas paused to think. "People with really, really strange religious ideas. Not all the same strange ideas, of course, which is why most of the groups are small.
Liz nodded. "Yeah. Those 'rapture' people and all that. Or Jim Jones."
"Esaias Stiefel thought that he was the reincarnation of Jesus Christ and a lot of people agreed. You would think that they would have changed their minds when he died. That was, um, about eight years ago. But some of them didn't. Meth did reconcile with the Lutheran church, but Countess Erdmuthe Juliana, the dowager countess, never gave up her strange faith. If Meth is with her again . . ." He looked at Kastenmayer, a little uncomfortably. "We probably ought to call Pastor Griep, too."
"Ah, how did he die?" Liz asked.
"Peacefully in his bed. In the municipal hospital in Erfurt. Gispersleben, where the cult was centered, belongs under that jurisdiction. That's why the Erfurt council is involved, I guess, if it seems to be reviving."
* * *
Waiting for Griep to get downtown from Saint Thomas' on the trolley had the rest of them into third cups.
It didn't help that he walked into Cora's and said, "Too late." Before he even sat down.
"What's too late?" Liz asked.
"It was Tilesius in Langensalza who alerted Erfurt. So he's bound to have notified Pankratz Holz, too. It's going to be a big mess. Tilesius and the Stiefelite controversy go back . . . at least thirty years. Not quite before my time, but almost. I was in my first year at the university when they held the set of hearings that led to Stiefel's first recantation."
"First?"
"Yes, ma'am. There have been several."
Liz had an impulse to say, "But I thought they just burned heretics in this day and age. This sounds as long-drawn-out as up-time legal proceedings." She managed to stifle it. Instead, she said, "All right."
Griep was frowning. "I don't want to cause you stress," he said carefully. "But perhaps we should also ask your chief of police to join our discussion."
* * *
Preston Richards listened carefully. "Look," he finally said, addressing both of the pastors and Jonas, "It sounds like you think we didn't have that sort of folk up-time. We did. Just let me tell you about the Hare Krishna people who were right up Route 250. The Ring of Fire didn't miss their conference center by much. Then you'll have something to thank God for. Namely, that they aren't here with us today."
"But what are you going to do?" Griep asked.
"Unless they start making trouble? Nothing."
"Well," Liz said. "I'll send a polite letter back to Erfurt, I guess. Thanking them for their concern. After that—like Press says, unless they actually make trouble, there's nothing we can do. It's not against the law to have what Jonas calls 'really, really weird religious ideas.'"
She smiled at him. "So go finish getting ready for your wedding. And Dina and Phillip's. At this stage, you probably have a list of two dozen things to do that Carol and Salome think are more important than . . . what did you call them?"
"Stiefelites. Or did you mean 'enthusiasts' in general?"
May 1635
"I met Superintendent Tilesius," Dina said at the rehearsal dinner. "The year before the Ring of Fire, he put on a really big celebration for the centennial of the Augsburg Confession in Langensalza. Three days long. Papa took us all. I had a wonderful time."
Ronella swallowed. She was Lutheran, but . . . "You had a wonderful time celebrating the centennial of when a great big thick theological book was published?"
"It was great," Jonas said. "I was there, too. We took the whole Quittelsdorf village school on a field trip."
"It does sound like it would have been fun," Gary Lambert said. "If the Ring of Fire had only happened a year earlier, we could all have gone. We're both too young to remember the bicentennial celebration for the American Revolution, but my parents used to talk about it. Just about every town in the United States put on a bash."
"You wouldn't have needed to go that far—as far as Langensalza," Friedrich Hortleder said. "We had a big celebration in Weimar, too. Just as good as the one Tilesius put on, if you ask me. In spite of the marauding armies. Sometimes people need to focus on what's really important in the long run, no matter what's happening all around them."
"I agree," Salome said. "By the way, Carol, have you noticed that lately we've only been getting Pankratz Holz's pamphlets. They're basically topical attacks. The personal attacks on Ludwig and Gary aren't coming any more." Nor were the personal attacks on her, but she was too modest to mention those.
"We always sort of thought that the worst ones—like the Christmas Eve set—were coming out of Saxony. Maybe the distribution network has collapsed because of all the military activity. If so, it's the only actual blessing of war I've ever heard of," Ron Koch commented.
* * *
"Two weddings down," Carol said. "A week apart. Oh, my aching feet."
"Have another cup of cider," Salome suggested.
Carol grinned. "At least they got Ron to church two weeks in a row. That hasn't happened very often in our lives. He was born a Lutheran, of course—well, baptized as one, when he was just a baby—so that's what he is, but he doesn't actually work at it very hard. A lot of the up-time Germans I met were like that. Most of his friends thought I was a little odd because I actually went to church."
Rudolstadt
"Well, of course. If they won't do anything about Ezechiel Meth, they won't do anything about Pankratz Holz, either. This 'storefront church' of his is usurping a great deal of what should be Saint Thomas' parish. The Philippists have kept going to Saint Martin's. Of course, Kastenmayer has known that Saint Thomas' would be opening since the beginning, so their budget has allowed for this. He's shrewd enough to have determined the leanings of most of those who were attending there because they didn't have an option, yet.
"For Saint Thomas, though, Holz is splitting the Flacians. Which means that we have obligations, bills to pay, but can't count on the number of members I expected."
"I will take up the question of a transitional subsidy with the consistory. However . . . You wanted this appointment, Pastor Griep. You went to a great deal of effort to secure it. All I can really recommend now is that you use persuasion to bring your flock into the fold. I certainly can't herd them there."
"But can't you do something?"
Count Ludwig Guenther, once more, pointed out that he and his consistory really did not have any jurisdiction over the ecclesiastical situation in West Virginia County. No more in regard to Holz than in regard to Meth. "Which," he finished, "only confirms my prudence in having erected both Saint Martin's and Saint Thomas' outside the boundaries of the Ring of Fire, within my own lands."
* * *
"It will all be to do over again, dearest. You do realize that?" Count Ludwig Guenther beamed down at his young wife. In accordance with the best medical opinion, both up-time and down-time, she was breast-feeding little Albrecht herself.
"All what?"
"The theological colloquy. The one we held in Magdeburg last year, at the emperor's insistence. I told him, at the time, that there was very little point in trying to achieve some lasting settlement without the participation of Brandenburg and Saxony. Especially Saxony. But he just wasn't to be deterred by the power of reason. When he makes up his mind that he wants something, he wants it right now."
"So, when?"
"Not this fall, I think. That will be too soon. But, after things have rested a while during the winter. I predict that we will be going back to Magdeburg early in the spring of 1636."
Emelie giggled. "More days on a hard bench? So the delegates can't fight about who has a right to bring in what size or shape of cushion? You have mentioned the hardships of presiding over colloquies several times."

The count steepled his fingers against his mouth. "My explorations of Grantville have taken me into several of the up-time churches. Two of them have a device called an 'upholstered pew.' This obviates the cushion issue." He nodded decisively. "Our treasury can afford it. If I am called back to Magdeburg to preside over yet another theological colloquy, I shall have the benches upholstered—all of them—before the sessions begin."
Emelie giggled again. "Maybe you should have the upholsterers arrange things so the padding is removable. Take it away from the most long-winded and obstreperous ones. The longer they talk, the thinner the covering on their sections of the benches will become during the night."
He beamed down again. His wife. His baby. "Dearest," he said. "I'm really glad that you are on my side."
She reached one hand up and took his. "Always."
June 1635
Holz addressed the question of the Koch-Muselius wedding in three separate pamphlets. The first dealt with sumptuary issues such as the processional, recessional, bridal gown, bridesmaids' dresses, and a level of expenditure appropriate for none but the upper patriciate and nobility. The general thrust of the matter was "not the way we've always done it."
Since most down-timers figured that the up-timers in general belonged to the patriciate, if not to the nobility, they yawned. Even Oswald Griep said, to anyone who asked, that the issues were adiaphoral.
The second dealt with the music, which was, Holz proclaimed, awful. Since almost all the down-timers agreed, but there was no law anywhere, civil or ecclesiastical, against having bad taste in music, this did not resonate widely, either.
The third addressed the theology of Kastenmayer's having agreed to conduct a wedding ceremony before the altar. Which gave at least an appearance of creeping papistry, since marriage was not, in the Lutheran scheme of things, a sacrament. Baptism, except in emergencies, took place at the font, before the altar. Communion took place at the altar. Marriage. No.
That was a more serious allegation. A lot more serious. Oswald Griep really wished that he had thought of it himself.
Wherefore his comments on the pamphlet were tart.
Holz's response was intemperate.
Truth be told, since their viewpoints on most matters were quite similar, they had only small grounds for disputes. Which caused them to hold onto those small grounds even more tenaciously, magnifying them as large as they dared.
Increasingly, the longer he was at Saint Thomas, Griep became territorial. Resentful of the intruder.
His pamphlet accusing Melchior Tilesius of attempting, from Langensalza, to extend undue influence into what was properly the superintendency of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt, was bitter.
* * *
"Well, there they go." Ron Koch slapped Gary Lambert on the back as they watched Ronella and Jonas set out for Amberg and a new life in the Upper Palatinate. "Every way we looked at it, going over to the trade route, down to Nürnberg, and east on the Goldene Strasse is still the easiest way to get there. Not the fastest, but the easiest. And with Jonas only having one driving hand . . ."
He looked after the wagon that was heading out on the Badenburg road from where it joined Route 250. "There were times last fall when I thought the girl was just going to pine away with longing. Go into a decline or something."
Carol swatted him lightly. "Ronella's not that kind of a wimp. She would have gotten him, one way or another. Eventually. Don't you think, Gary?" She turned her head. "Pastor Kastenmayer?"
They both agreed.
Gary took a deep breath. "Guys, while we're all here . . . Not in the middle of a bunch of other people."
"What?"
"Um." He stopped, clearly uneasy. "I don't want you to think that I don't love each and every one of you. But now that Jonas has left . . . He was my best friend. What was tying me to Saint Martin's really. Since he's gone. Uh, doctrinally . . ." He stopped again, then motioned toward the tower a quarter mile beyond the boundary line. "Okay. I'm switching my membership to Saint Thomas. Theologically, I'll be more comfortable there. And I know that Anna Catharina will be. Her dad's pretty conservative. So I'm going to go ahead and do it. Get it over with before the wedding. But I wanted to tell you before I talked to Griep about it."
He searched their shocked faces. "I still want to be friends, but . . . Well, I guess I'd better be getting to work." He turned around and climbed on the trolley that was just about to start for the other side of the Ring of Fire.
"More changes," Carol whispered. "More of them, all of the time. Creeping up on us, after so many changes already the past few years."
July 1635
"Anne." Natalie Bellamy stood up and waved. "Anne, I want toast, please." She sat down again. "There's so much babble in here this morning that a person can't hear herself think."
"It's another 'creeping papistry' pamphlet," Orinne Sterling said. "It landed on the news stands in Rudolstadt day before yesterday. Before the distribution here."
"What is Holz going on about now?"
"Well, you know that Pastor Kastenmayer and his wife took some time off," Carol said.
"Since it's the first time in two years, they deserved it."
"Nobody's arguing about that. But they went to Erfurt. Not for some kind of a church thing, but because Dina's sister had a baby. Andrea and Tony Chabert. You know Tony—he was one of the guests at Tom and Rita Simpson's wedding. He joined the army right away and has stayed in. They had a boy and they named him Ludwig. Ludwig Anthony, even before the Kastenmayers decided to go visit."
"Maybe that's why he decided to go visit," Anne said, delivering the toast.
"I haven't seen the pamphlet," Carol said. "I guess I'll have to read it. Bring me my bill, please, Anne. I'll stop and pick one up on the way home."
"She looks sort of worn thin," Natalie said.
"With Ronella gone and Jake in Augsburg, I guess they call it 'empty nest syndrome.'"
"Whatever reason," Orrinne said, "Holz is declaring that for a Lutheran pastor to visit a Catholic son-in-law who doesn't show any immediate signs of converting, and go to the baby's baptism—Tony had it done in a Catholic church up there in Erfurt—is a sign of . . . well, something doctrinal that's bad. Even if he just watched and didn't go to communion or anything. What Holz wrote, in the English translation, is 'unionism,' but I can't imagine what it could possibly have to do with the Civil War. Or workers' rights, either."
Neither could anyone else who was still at the table.
* * *
"It doesn't matter what you think, Pastor Griep." The head of the board of elders elected by the congregation (confirmed male members, of course) of Saint Thomas the Apostle stood there stubbornly. "Well, it matters. We took it into consideration. But we've voted. We know you don't like using the names of modern saints who aren't in the bible, but that's just too bad, I guess. We're naming the school for Saint Guenther of Thuringia. He was the patron saint of the count's family for seven hundred years or more. Even if he's been de-patronized, so to speak, he's still in heaven and we expect he still has considerable interest in what's going on around here. It was his job for a long time."
It was becoming clear to Oswald Griep that shepherding his new congregation into a fully reliable doctrinal stance might be a long-term project. At least he would have Gary Lambert's help.
He wrote a pamphlet and a flyer aimed at the vacillating Flacians of Grantville and West Virginia County, stating in no uncertain terms his views that Pankratz Holz was an unauthorized trespasser, engaged in stealing the Lord's sheep.
September 1635
"Ron and I went to the dedication," Carol said. "Just as guests, of course. As you did. But you were honored, up on the podium. We were sort of lurking in the back, trying to look as inconspicuous as possible."
Countess Emelie laughed. "You must be happy that Holz is now so angry at Pastor Griep that he has stopped writing pamphlets about Pastor Kastenmayer."
"I can't be glad. Not really."
"How come?" Count Ludwig Guenther asked.
Carol opened her purse. "I finally got this done. I had to have the illustrations copied by hand and with the move to Bamberg, Lenore Jenkins has been so busy that it took her forever to finish, and then I had to wait again until someone at the University Press had time to bind it. It's for your little Albrecht Karl. The book I was telling you about. The poem. Eugene Field. It sort of says how I feel about all these disputes. I don't want to tell you. It all bothers me too much. You can figure it out for yourselves."
The count leafed through it. "It's a lovely book. We are very grateful. The stuffed animals, the printed fabrics in the pictures, the floppy blue ears on the dog and the perky yellow ones on the cat are charming."
* * *
"What do you think she meant, dearest," Emelie asked after she had gone on her way to Jena.
He flipped the book to the last page and read in the excellent English he had acquired in Oxford on his grand tour so many decades before.
"The truth about that cat and pup,
Is this: they ate each other up.
"I have been called to the next colloquy. Sometimes, though, I start to think that the wish of Gustavus Adolphus, to achieve doctrinal unity among all Lutherans, is close to being Don Quixote's unattainable dream. Your friend Carol may think so, too. I suspect that she has become . . . discouraged."
Emelie reached up and took his hand. "All you can do is try."
* * *







A Friend in Need
Written by Jack Carroll

Autumn 1635
Haro Blaser started up the ladder and reached overhead to slide the hatch back. From long habit his gaze swept the deck and then the horizon the instant he could see over the cabin skylight. There was already a faint glow in the sky to starboard, just forward of the beam. This time of year, that would be east-southeast. Good, they were on course. Nobody was by the wheel, though; where had Berry gone? In a moment the sound of a line running through a block up forward answered that question.
"I'm easing the sheets a bit, sir. The wind's shifted a little."
"Very well." It was, literally. The young petty officer wasn't leaning on him for advice or permission any more, he was taking responsibility for what happened on his watch. Good.
Berry belayed the foresheet and came back to unlock the wheel. "What do you think, Skipper? Are we gonna find a good station site on the island?"
"Well, that's what we're here to find out, isn't it? We should know in a day or two. But let me remind you not to talk about radio in front of the Irish, so we don't start any rumors. Officially, we're here to see if there's any possibility of making a deal for provisions and repairs when our ships start passing this way regularly. Which happens to be the truth. Just not all of it."
"Sure. Let the French and the Spanish find out about the Atlantic net when they see the towers from forty miles out to sea, huh?"
"There's that. More to the point, the government doesn't want Boyle getting a hint of our interest before they do their diplomatic dance. Convincing him and Charles that leaving us alone off the Irish coast is better than the alternatives will be a delicate enough business, even without them knowing all of our reasons. So we visit, we write our report, and we don't do anything to make people notice us. You want to be a naval officer? Learn the meaning of Top Secret."
Blaser swung onto the weather ratlines and started up. It was time for a look around. They weren't all that far from land, now, and anything could be out there. Too bad these courier schooners didn't carry crow's nests like the old fluyt did—hard to see where you could put one, though, without fouling the sails—but nearly everything could be done from the deck. It pretty well had to be, in a vessel so small there was room for only one man to a watch. He hooked one elbow around the shrouds and raised the binoculars to his eyes. Nothing out there. Wait a minute. There was a speck four or five miles off, almost dead ahead. Couldn't tell what it was, but it would soon be lighter. He climbed higher and continued scanning. Further off the starboard bow, silhouetted on the horizon . . . sails. Lateen, looked like. Two masts. That's a Mediterranean rig. What's it doing in Irish waters? He finished looking the rest of the way around. Nothing else in sight. He went back to the first sighting—still couldn't make out what it was.
"Berry, will you come up here and take a look at this? You've got sharp eyes."
Haro grinned at the way Berry came swarming aloft for a look. He stepped around to the lee shrouds, passed over the binoculars, and pointed at the nearer sighting.

Berry steadied his wrist against the mast and fiddled with the focus. He stared for a good half-minute. "I can make out a little movement, lieutenant. Looks like . . . two men. I think. Can't see anything of their boat—has to be pretty small. I think they're hauling a net. Local fishermen, maybe. Pretty far out to sea, though." He shifted position, to point the binoculars at the sails silhouetted against the brightening dawn. "Now, the other one, that's plain weird. I think they call that rig a xebec. I don't see what it could be but a North African pirate. But even they sail regular ships, this far north."
"So they do. Somebody new at it, then. A young Turk who hasn't captured anything more suitable for these waters."
"Could be, sir. Oh-oh. Sails are shifting. Spotted the fishermen, I'll bet. Doesn't look like the locals have seen the lateener so far, though."
Blaser made up his mind. "Well, we've got the wind to get to them fast on this tack. Let's snatch them out of the claws of those devils. Those two can tell us a lot about what's ahead of us."
Berry looked once more, estimating angles and distances, then scrambled down the ratlines. "Aye, aye, sir, I'll get the topsails up. The sooner we get there, the sooner we're out of there." He slid the hatch open and hissed to Edelstein to come on deck.
Blaser was happy to have Lothar Edelstein along on the mission. The warrant officer was smart and curious. His profession was charting and mapping, but just the same, if you weren't a sailor when you went to sea with Blaser, you were when you came home.
As soon as Berry and Edelstein got the maintopsail clear of the locker, Blaser grabbed for the foretopsail. They must have made more noise than he'd thought, because another head popped out of the hatch. "Ah, Corporal Ó Houlihan, you're just in time to give me a hand. Tend the topsail halyard and sheet for me." Haro didn't need to point out the proper lines or even look up as the army translator stepped to the pinrail. Not after three weeks at sea. He started sliding the clips into the track. Now there was something SSIM Bjorn Svedberg's legendary Canadian ancestor never had—pole masts with topsail tracks running all the way down to shoulder height.
Presently she heeled over a little further and the hiss of the bow wave rose and steadied. What a sweet sailer! What a swift little jewel!
* * *
Haro hoisted the ensign himself. Maybe it would warn off the Moors or whoever they were. No. They were still coming. Either they didn't know enough to steer clear of the USE's navy, or they were just bull-headed. Or desperate for some reason. The fishermen were rowing hard now, in the general direction of the distant land. Looks like those two aren't the kind to give up easily. Must be hoping for a sail to blow out, or something. Haro was on the point of warning Berry against running over that bundle of sticks and hides ahead of them, when the petty officer twitched the wheel a hair. Good, they'd pass safely to leeward. "Sergeant Ó Carroll, you know what to say?"
"That I do, Captain, all set."
Edelstein was back on deck too. He and Ó Houlihan didn't need to be told what orders were coming. They took station by the jib and staysail sheets. For the present, Haro left Dirck Goosens to his cooking; this really wasn't an all-hands maneuver.
At the last moment Berry called, "Un-belay headsail sheets and hold . . . off headsails!"
He whipped the wheel hard over to port, then back the other way to stop the swing. The schooner spun in her own length, came up into the wind, and lay bobbing in the swell. 
Ó Carroll leaned over the port rail and shouted in Irish, "Do you need help? Do you want us to tow you out of here?"
One of the men shouted back, "Tow? To where? Where are you going?"
"Clear Island. If we leave you there, can you get home all right?"
A look of astonishment came over the fisherman's face. "That we can, for Cape Clear is our home."
Ó Carroll gestured thumbs-up. Haro tossed the heaving line. While the fisherman was still making it fast, Berry called, "Back the outer jib." The schooner started turning away from the oncoming lateener, now only a couple of miles away. The booms swung over to port and the sails filled with a thump. "Sheet home!"
Blaser watched the fishermen's boat as it fell in behind at the end of the towline. The Irish currach was just a light frame of tough, springy wood, covered with hides and waterproofed. Hard to believe anyone had ever crossed the ocean in one of those and survived, even if St. Brendan was supposed to have done it. But it was starting to whip around in the wake. It got worse as the fast courier hit its stride in the stiff wind. Clearly, as seaworthy as the little boat undoubtedly was, it had never been designed for the speed Bjorn Svedberg was making. The fishermen recognized the problem, and got down as low as they could. It helped, but not enough.
"Berry, this isn't working. Heave to. Sergeant, translate for me again.
"We're going to stop so you can come aboard. Otherwise you'd be thrown into the sea."
"Leave the boat and the catch to those heathen? Well, better than leaving ourselves."
"No, there's just room enough to stow it on the foredeck. We'll help you get it aboard. But be quick. Haul yourselves up to us as soon the line goes slack."
Berry was already turning into the wind. In seconds the currach was alongside and the men were passing a couple of baskets of fish over the rail while Edelstein led the towline forward of the shrouds.
Haro ran forward to lend a hand himself while Ó Carroll translated. "It should fit right there, keel-up over the dories." With Haro, both soldiers, and the two fishermen hauling, the boat came up over the rail with a rush.
Before they could even start to secure the boat, the booms swung around and the sails caught the wind, close-hauled on the starboard tack and driving hard. Berry needed no prompting on the quickest way to leave their pursuer behind. Nothing with sails could keep up with a schooner beating to windward. Especially this kind of schooner.
"Welcome aboard. I am Lieutenant Haro Blaser, of the United States Navy."
"I thank you, indeed. I am Dermot Cadogan, and this is my cousin Conor. A fine big ship you have here, Captain."
Ó Houlihan grinned. "A big ship, is it? According to Petty Officer Berry—him with the black boots, there—fifty-three feet is about the smallest anybody's ever built a schooner. And he's fussy about what you call it. He says it's only a ship if the sails go crossways."
* * *
Ian Berry had his hands full. The wind had dropped off to a light breeze and wandered around as the sun came up. Even with every scrap of canvas set and drawing, the speed was sedate and the steering was mushy. A wave rolled across the bow, a little bigger one than usual, and nudged it a trifle to one side. It took him a couple of seconds to overcome the sudden yaw and get straightened out again.
"Quit dreaming about your girl friend, Berry, and watch your course!"
A round blue cap with a fouled-anchor badge above the bill rose out of the hatch, followed by the rest of Chief Petty Officer Hugo Gellert.
"Huh? You mean Else? She's not my girl friend. She isn't anybody's girl friend."
The old walrus grinned at him underneath his gray mustache. "Well, she kissed you, didn't she? That's what you said."
"Oh, yeah. Last time I was in town on leave she let me walk her home from the radio club picnic. She kissed me, all right, with one hand on the doorknob while she was doing it. Before I even got to the sidewalk, she was upstairs with her desk light on, writing something in one of her engineering notebooks."
"Ja? You sure it wasn't her diary?"
"Else Berding? Are you kidding? That's the last thing in the world she'd ever spend time on. She's so scared of what could happen if we can't build radio gear fast enough, I don't think she'll slow down and have a normal life until we get radar. I think she was just trying to get me to come to work at GE."
The chief left off the joking. "It surprises me that you didn't join your family's business."
"RCE? You've never spent all day around Pop. Besides, I'm not that deep into electronics; we weren't an all-ham family until after the Ring of Fire. Engines are more my speed."
"And here you are standing watch in a windjammer! Heh, heh. That's the navy for you. Well, would you hold onto my coffee for a minute? I just want to go aloft and get a look at that thing following us, then I'll relieve you." He stepped up on the rail and swung onto the ratlines. "You're going to enjoy breakfast this morning. It's the best one since we sailed out of Bergen."
"I smell something good, all right. What have we got?"
"Well, those Irishmen have the charming custom of repaying a favor with a big helping of fresh fish. I think Goosens is showing off in the galley. He and the corporal fried them up with a little butter. Lemon juice and hash brown potatoes to go with them. And those two always make good coffee."
Gellert steadied himself and focused the binoculars. "Plague and damnation! Do you know what that thing is? It's a sailing galley. The whole deck is covered with benches. There must be thirty or forty men aboard."
"Yeah. The skipper got a better look, after it got light, and told me."
"Not good, not good at all, if they ever get close. They must outnumber us five to one. Not to mention that damn bow gun."
"We've been drawing away pretty steadily, though."
"Yes, well and good, if nothing goes wrong. I've got to think about this." He stepped down and took back his coffee cup. "All right, I've got the deck."
* * *
Their guests had shown themselves to be true sailors. Conor had come on deck without being asked, to give Dattler a hand with the morning chores. Like the two soldiers, Eugen Dattler wasn't in the navy—the medical service had detailed him for the mission. Dermot was still below, talking with Ó Carroll and the lieutenant. Speaking of fishermen and fish, though . . .
"Eugen, before you swab down, better stow that catch. I think the cook has just finished off a cask of something or other. You can lash it to the foremast and fill it with sea water to keep them cool."
"Okay, Chief, but wouldn't it be easier to just take them below?"
Gellert snorted. "Certainly, if you don't mind a couple of basketfuls draining on the deck, down where we sleep. And if you don't mind stripping out everything down to the bilge to get it cleaned up again."
"Oh."
"Ja, oh." He indulged in a chuckle.
He looked alee at the other vessel. If they didn't get a decent wind soon it could take all day to get out of sight and lose them. Until then, they were headed a little west of north. Haro was right, there was no sense revealing their true destination. Let them think we're going to Bantry, or Galway, or someplace obvious.
All in all, this would have been a perfect morning for easy sailing, if it weren't for that pack of barbarians dogging their heels. Still, the distance kept growing.
* * *
"All right, Hugo, I have the deck."
"All yours, Captain." Gellert stepped away from the wheel.
Blaser lowered his voice a little. "What do you think of the way Ian's shaping up?"
"He learns, and willingly. Something seems to have shaken into place, this trip." Gellert paused. "You know who he reminds me of? You, about ten years ago."
"Oh? That's an interesting observation. Well, I got through it all without sinking the ship."
"So you did. I think we even kept her going a couple of years past her time. Well, I'm going to take a good hard look at the sails and rigging. A paranoid look, as Ian would say. This would be a bad time for something to come apart." He went forward and set to inspecting the gear, inch by inch.
* * *
In any normal vessel, the commanding officer wouldn't have needed to take a watch. But the Svedberg was not only small, she was fine-lined. She was as close as you could get to a racing yacht and still stand up to the worst weather the Grand Banks could dish out. With so little space for people and stores, everybody had to wear more than one hat. Blaser was profoundly grateful that none of the specialists this trip were acting like prima donnas—he'd had to clamp down on that kind of behavior on a few occasions.
A gray curtain appeared to windward. About time, for a season of supposedly changeable weather. Haro called Edelstein and Ó Houlihan to come on deck, and bring foul weather gear for the three of them. In a couple of minutes a blast of rain hit, and the wind started coming in bursts, blowing hard and shifting around. Blaser went off the wind a little so the headsails wouldn't bring them about spontaneously, and kept working the wheel to hold course while shouting sail trimming orders. He had them haul down the topsails first thing. Start reefing? No, not yet. Keep up as much speed to windward as possible. Keep writing down course changes and times for the dead-reckoning fix later on. Up-time weekend sailors were supposed to have done this for sport. He shook his head.
The squall passed. The wind dropped. It kept on dropping. Up to windward the whitecaps were falling away, and the sea was settling down to a smooth swell. The last of the wind blew alee, and the sails went slack.
Gellert was on deck in seconds, with the binoculars slung around his neck. Berry was right behind him. Gellert looked over the port quarter, then went part way up the main shrouds for a better view. He growled something under his breath.
"What are they doing, Chief? Do they still have wind?"
"No, Captain. Their sails are flapping . . . Scheist! A whole lot of men are running out on deck. They're picking up oars!"
If anything can go wrong . . . Haro spun to the hatch. "Ó Carroll, ask Dermot if this calm is likely to last long."
"Oh, no, Captain, not this time of year. A quarter of an hour, maybe. Half an hour at the most."
"I see. Thank you." Haro's stomach turned to ice. Half an hour. Three, three and a half miles distance. Galleys are built for speed. How fast with forty men rowing that thing, six knots? More? Less, with this leftover swell? If the corsairs weren't actually upon them in that time, it was an even bet they'd be in gun range. No good. All right, what do I do? Think . . .
"Berry! You're our best engine hand. Get the tender running, quick as you can. Take whoever you want to help."
"Aye, aye, Captain. Mister Edelstein! With me!"
* * *
Over the stern rail and into the boat hanging in the davits. Drive in the drain plug. Edelstein put his foot wrong getting aboard and jostled him. Ian ignored it.
"Intake and exhaust covers."
"They're off."
"Oil, coolant, and fuel levels."
"Checking . . . All okay."
Magneto on. Two strokes of the throttle to prime it, and leave it wide open. Choke? Try half, in this weather. Somebody was lowering them away, he didn't look to see who.
"Crank it."
Lothar reached down and spun the crank. Nothing. Ian pulled the throttle closed, then gave it another stroke while Edelstein kept cranking. Nothing. He flicked his eyes toward the pursuing galley. The oars rose and fell. Just wonderful.
"Leave off. Break out the pusher rig and hook us up. I'll keep at this."
In harbor the tender would have just pushed the schooner's stern directly. At sea, they needed a connection that would let the schooner's stern dip in the swells without driving the boat's bow under. The Lawrence Wild's boatswain had come up with a solution, a simple arrangement of poles and quick-release swivel joints. Edelstein swung the tender into position with a boathook, then started methodically connecting the fittings.
Full choke. Crank with one hand, work the throttle with the other. Pop. Keep going. A couple of strangled-sounding pops. Flooded? Close the throttle, open the choke, crank it a couple of times. He glanced toward the schooner. The chief was at the stern rail, tense as hell, obviously resisting the urge to shout at him to hurry up.
Okay, full throttle, start cranking, slowly close the choke. Fired a couple times. All the way closed. Bupbupbupbup . . . Running on its own, but short of breath. Open the choke a little. RPMs coming up. Play the throttle to control the speed. Starting to stall. Pump the throttle a little. Running a little better, keep babying it. He flicked his eyes at the galley again—closer, and the stroke was fast.
Lothar finished the hookup and secured the boat's rudder amidships, then hoisted himself back over the rail.
"Full power, as quick as you can."
"She'll be warm enough to push in another minute, sir."
Okay. Put it in gear. Let the clutch out 'til it starts to take hold. Engine bogging down, pump the throttle, just a little, just enough. Keep easing the clutch out. Temp gauge coming off the pin, running smoother now. Move the throttle smoothly to full and open the choke all the way, and here we go. Scramble back on board.
"How'd we do, sir?"
"They gained a mile on us."
"Damn."
The chief was on the wheel, bringing them around to head directly away from the pirate. As the saying went, a stern chase is a long chase.
Lieutenant Blaser was looking at the pirate vessel. "Can you get any more power out of that engine?"
"No, sir, and I don't think it would help if I could. The problem is the tender's hull speed. One thing we could do is lower the sails to cut drag."
"You all heard. Do it. Don't bother furling, we'll want those sails again. Soon, I hope."
* * *
The pirates had lowered sail too. They were edging closer, maybe a couple of knots difference. Edelstein was steering at the moment. Chief Gellert was looking over the rail, tension plain in his grip and the set of his jaw.
"A pfennig for your thoughts, Hugo."
"The decision to engage is properly the captain's, sir."
"So formal. You fear we might have to."
Gellert nodded.
"I fear the same. And not being a combat ship, our weapons are somewhat limited. Well." He raised his voice. "Dirck! Serve out whatever you have ready and secure the galley. Issue rifles and ammunition to all hands. Berry and I will use our hunting rifles. You may as well take the elephant gun. And keep them out of sight below the bulwarks, everyone. No sense starting lead flying ourselves if we can avoid it."
"Sir?"
"Yes, Berry?"
"It might be smart to hang onto the .30-30 ammunition until they're close enough for me to get mostly hits. That's when the rate of fire would pay off."
"Sensible. All right, if we have to open fire, you can begin with an SRG."
Goosens portioned out a couple of loaves of bread with an apple apiece. And that was going to be all, for a while. The soldiers loaded the rifles down below, where they could stand up to deal with the muzzle-loaders without being seen. Berry secured a boom awning across the scuppers to keep the brass cartridge cases from going over the side; that was the least important piece of canvas on board. Then they waited. The galley crept slowly closer.
* * *
Haro watched, and frowned. This is a lot more than any half hour. The pirate was only a few hundred yards astern now. Some of the rowers had tired, but others had taken their place. They weren't going to get away by wearing out their pursuers.
Gellert was watching too. "Well, at least they're not shooting at us yet."
"No. They don't want to damage the merchandise." But Haro was going to have to make a decision very soon.
A puff of wind came, just for a second. He looked around. It came again. The yarn telltale on the port main shroud stirred a little. Half a mile off the beam there was a brighter patch in the clouds. A convection current, maybe?
Whatever, here it came. The masthead generator pivoted; the relative wind was no longer from dead ahead. "All hands, make sail!" With two men to a halyard, the fore and main were up in seconds, the staysail nearly as quick. Berry and Goosens climbed out on the bowsprit netting, shaking out the jibs. Suddenly Dermot called out something over the clatter of lines and spars. Liam Ó Houlihan turned to look, from where he was belaying the mainsheet, and shouted, "Captain! They're manning the bow chaser!"
Haro swung around and mentally kicked himself. Of course. What other choice would they have, with a good breeze blowing? The only way to catch us now is to wreck our rigging.
"Commence firing at that gun crew. Take your time and get hits. Chief, you've got the deck. Get the boat shut down and hoisted in as soon as you can, it's a drag on us now, and we can't afford to leave it." He settled into a sitting position on the deck and picked up his caplock-converted hunting SRG. Rifles started going off around him as he squeezed off his first shot. So much for holding back with their one up-time repeating weapon. There was a metallic slam, then a streak of light flew at the enemy vessel. Somebody had dropped the so-called elephant gun—it fired a mitrailleuse cartridge—onto one of the swivel stanchions, and shot off a tracer round to get the range and windage. The smoke blew away. Over his sights he saw the enemy gunners pick up a ball. As he came up to a kneeling position and started to re-load, Ó Carroll passed his rifle down the hatch and took another that was handed up to him.
"What are you doing, Sergeant?"
The soldier grinned. "I showed Dermot and Conor how to load an SRG. Just had time enough to do that. They can stand up with some protection, down where they are."
Haro nodded and rammed home a round.
An iron ball went howling past. It splashed off the port bow. The bad news was, they were well within cannon range. The good news seemed to be that they weren't within accurate range, for a smoothbore. That only meant it would take more shots, before the pirates hit something vital.
Dirck Goosens was running one of the hoisting tackles out to the boat's bow, so they could haul it in without stopping. Haro was about to call for zigzags, when Gellert did something else entirely. He locked the wheel and ran forward to help Dattler and Edelstein haul the sails in tight, as close to the wind as she would lie. A simple tactic. Now if the pirates turned to point the bow chaser straight at them, their lateen sails wouldn't draw. They'd have oar power only, and the schooner would open the range in a hurry. The bow chaser crew was moving frantically. Their bow swung, and as the gun bore, they fired again.
Wham! Haro didn't see it happen, but he felt the lurch. When he snapped his head around to look, the mainboom block was gone. There were just a few bits of wood and iron hanging where it had been, and the mainsheet was a snarl of torn pieces of rope. The boom swung free and the bow fell off the wind. Gellert was lying on the deck, with a ragged chunk of wood sticking out of his thigh, blood spreading down his dungarees.
"Medic! Take care of the chief!" Haro dove for the wheel, to get the schooner back under control. "Lothar, cast off the outer jib." He needed to balance the sails first thing.
Gellert was struggling to his knees, reaching to uncleat the mainsheet and make some kind of repair. "I can secure the boom, if you can get us up into the wind for a minute, Haro."
"For Christ's sake, what are you trying to do, get a courier boat named after you? We'll take care of the sail. You let Dattler take care of that wound." He practically screamed, "Go!"
Dermot said something as he stuck his head out of the hatch to swap rifles with Ó Houlihan again. "Captain, he says he can jury-rig that mainsheet."
"How? He's never seen this kind of rig before, and there's nothing left of the block."
Another quick exchange in Irish. "He says he's sailed in a Dutchie merchant. He doesn't know this rig, but he can see what the sheet does. He has an idea how to cobble it together, enough so we can sail."
Blaser thought about it for all of a second. Everybody else was busy, trying to manage the vessel, keep that gun crew from getting a disastrous hit on them, or get the tender hoisted in again. All the options were bad. "All right, let him. If it doesn't work, we'll try something else."
Kneeling to stay low, Dermot slacked off three of the lace lines, opening a slight gap between the sail and the boom where the block had been. He grabbed one of the shot-off pieces of line, threw a rolling hitch around the boom, then passed the free end three times around loosely, and tied it off. Finally, he threaded what was left of the mainsheet back and forth through the traveler block and the bridle he'd just made. It wouldn't run freely, but . . .
Both jibs were free now. Haro could get the bow up into the wind. "Now. Have him take up the slack in the mainsheet and belay it." It took an eternal ten seconds. Haro fell off until the fore and main filled. "Sheet home all." Edelstein took the wheel, prone on the deck and steering by the luff of the sails.
A couple of shoulder rifles and the elephant gun went off practically together. Haro looked back at the pirate vessel again. One of the gun crew was down. Not dead; he was moving, and somebody was going to help him. No, to take his place. Haro sat and took aim again. Instead of one of the gunners, he hit a man stowing an oar. A fat lot of good that would do. They looked ready again. The galley was swinging to point the cannon at them.
"Fall off the wind a couple points for half a minute. Then come back to course." The schooner dodged, but this time luck went against them. There was a crash somewhere below. "Dattler, report!"
The medic shouted up the hatch, "It came through a plank someplace in the stern and went into the groceries. There's smashed potatoes all over the place."

Smashed? Scheist! Most of the food supplies were stowed low. He took a fast look over the side. There was a splintered hole the size of his fist barely above the waterline, and the wavetops were lapping at it. He weighed alternatives—the gun was still the immediate threat. Couldn't afford many more hits like that one. He finished loading again, braced, and sighted. What's going on over there? The gun crew wasn't doing anything. One of them moved aside, and he got a look. The cannon was lying askew. A couple of their shots must have torn into the mounting and weakened it, so it broke when the gun fired. They won't get that fixed today. Okay, what's next? The leak? He was about to start giving orders, when a few of the corsairs who'd just left the deck came running back with muskets in their hands. "Sergeant . . ."
"I see them." Ó Carroll fired and exchanged his rifle again.
Something whined by, right over the rail. "Damn, skipper, I think that was a minié ball."
"What else could possibly go wrong today? Shoot at whoever you think has a rifle. Lothar, keep weaving, try to spoil their aim."
Ó Houlihan fired and reached toward the hatch. Conor started to hand him a loaded rifle. Something hit the hatch coaming, just where he was holding on. His head dropped out of sight, and there was a crash and a shout below. "What happened?"
Dattler answered. "Conor fell on the mess table and broke his arm. Looks like a finger is shot off. I gave him a compress to hold against it. I'll get to him as soon as I finish stitching up the chief."
"Understood." Get out of range, fast. Then the leak. "Sergeant, you and Ó Houlihan and Dermot give Goosens a hand for a minute, hoisting that boat clear of the water." He sighted again, trying to see which of the pirates was the real threat now. Zum Teufel! Is that an SRG over there? Whatever the thing was, the man wasn't pounding away with a ramrod to get the bullet seated. Minié ball, all right. He took a breath and held it, sighted, squeezed the trigger. The rifleman flinched, but that was all. The crack of the .30-30 sounded again. One of the pirates clutched his arm and dropped his weapon. No more of his men had been hit, thankfully, and the range was opening.
Everybody who could shoot was firing now, the cook included. But at this distance, if they were getting any hits at all, it was probably just the sails.
There'd been quite a few rounds fired on both sides, with most hitting only timber or canvas, if that. Well, Haro's adversaries probably didn't do a lot of marksmanship training, but his men had had all the regulation range time and more, and the best iron sights you could get. But the realization came to him that the one thing they hadn't practiced was marksmanship from a moving deck. That, I will remedy. And whenever they finally get that inch-and-a-quarter shell's miserable impact fuze to work right, it won't be a minute too soon for the couriers.
"Cease fire. Stand by to come about. Dattler, what's the situation down there? How much water are we taking on?"
* * *
Ian finished shoving sacks and crates aside, and got his first clear look at the damage. He went back up the ladder scowling. That cannon ball had done more than just punch through the hull, the shock had cracked the caulking between two of the planks. There was a line of dribbles coming in the port quarter, just above the floorboards. It was obvious enough what the skipper was going to do about it—lay the hull over on a beach someplace so they could get at the spot, and re-caulk it. And check the planks, too. It wouldn't be any surprise if one or two were split or loose on the frames. Dermot assured them they could do it at Trá Ciaran, St. Kieran's Strand, the gently sloping west shore of North Harbor. They were going there anyway. If they didn't sink first. As it was, Edelstein and Ó Houlihan were taking their turn on the pump, puffing like a steam engine, and just about keeping up. At least the hole was above the waves, heeled over on the port tack the way they were, but they weren't going to make their landfall on this course. And once they tacked again, that hole was going to be under water. The skipper was hanging over the rail by a hand and a knee with a life line around his waist, looking at it.
"How bad is it, sir?"
"We have a problem, Ian. The way it's splintered, a plug wouldn't hold without a lot of trimming. Meanwhile we're getting further and further east."
"Well, we could try fothering. That's supposed to be quick."
"What's that, some kind of magic up-time caulk?"
"No, it's an old-time British trick I read about. They'd stretch a sail over a bad leak, and run lines around the hull to hold it in place. We've only got the one hole and a busted seam. Heck, a hammock would probably be big enough to cover everything."
The lieutenant shook his head. "Look where it is. The hull curves inward under the stern. The lines would pull it away."
"Mmm. Yeah. Okay, could we nail it on?"
* * *
Me and my big mouth. There was no way to do this single-handed. Ian and Liam were crouched shoulder-to-shoulder in the stern of the currach, with Dermot playing a couple of lines running over their heads to the schooner's rail, trying to hold them in place. Liam was struggling to hold onto the square of canvas they'd smeared with grease from the galley to waterproof it and help it seal, and the strip of salvaged barrel hoop to use for a batten, while Ian tried again to get the first couple of nails in. A wave bounced them around, and knocked the hammer out of his hand for the second time. For the second time he hauled it up by the lanyard the skipper had made him tie around his wrist. Once more. This time he got a nail started, and tacked down an upper corner. Then the other. That was the easy part.
"Dermot wants to know what all the splashing is."
"You try driving a row of nails under water some time! Crap, I banged myself!"
He kept pounding away. Finally it was as good as it was going to get. He straightened up and nodded at Dermot. Two minutes later they were back on board and running around to get under way on the starboard tack.
"Berry! Your hand is bleeding!"
"Just a nick from a miss with the hammer, Skipper. I'll be all right."
"Never mind all right. Who needs more blood on the deck? Go see Dattler."
* * *
Ó Carroll hauled the piece of rope taut and tied it off on the davits. "Ian, what are we doing, exactly?"
"We're cannibalizing the boat tackle to use for a temporary mainboom block. We'll need it to maneuver, when we get close to shore."
"Ah. Does Himself know what we're doing, here?"
"Nope. He told me to make the best repairs I could up here, and went below to try to do something with that cracked seam. I'm not going to bother him unless I have to. He's got enough to think about."
"It seems so. He looked like he lost his best friend."
"He damn near did. The chief could have bled to death right in front of us, if Eugen hadn't moved so fast."
"They're that close?"
"Oh, yeah. Blaser and Gellert go back a long way. Once in a while they talk about it. Blaser first went to sea in his uncle's fluyt, must be fifteen years ago. Gellert was the boatswain then, and Blaser learned his seamanship from the two of them."
"What brought them here, then?"
"Well, Blaser inherited the ship. It just about made a living, but there wasn't much left over. Finally there wasn't any way to keep it afloat any longer, and there wasn't enough money to replace it. So Blaser sold it to a ship breaker, and then they worked their passage up to Magdeburg on a river barge, and walked into the navy yard. But I'm pretty sure that's not the only thing bothering him."
"Oh, and isn't that enough for one man?"
"I guess it is, so you could say he's got more than enough. He's probably thinking about what he's going to say to the admiral when we get back, and what Simpson's likely to say to him. We screwed up this morning. Neither of us really thought through what the risks were when we charged in to pick up Dermot and Conor, or looked hard at the payoff against what we stood to lose. We sure didn't consider Murphy's Law. We risked the ship, the mission, and all of us."
"So, but you had to follow the captain's orders."
"Sure, but it was my watch. I was just as responsible as him. It was my job to make the captain's orders work. If I'd really been thinking about everything that could go wrong, I could have said, 'I'll go check out the engine and warm it up. Just in case.' That old carburetor's always finicky when it's cold. With a hot start, it would have fired up on the first pull, and those guys never would have gotten a shot at us. And it probably would have gotten the skipper thinking over the whole situation, too."
"That might be so. But suppose Conor and Dermot just disappeared, and then we turned up? What do you think his folk would have thought? And you did get the boat going, and kept us away from them."
"Fine, Sean. So maybe it was the right decision after all, in cold-blooded military terms. We still didn't think it over at the time. And using the tender wasn't a plan. We were improvising, and we ended up with two wounded men. I don't care how many pirates we shot, that wasn't the mission."
* * *
Denis Ó Driscoll had never seen such a sight in his life. There was Dermot Cadogan, just rowing in past the point, with some oddly dressed foreigner in his bow sounding the bottom with a lead line as they went. A hundred yards behind, an outlandish-looking gray ship of some kind was following in his wake, with only a few men on deck and all its sails down. The low-lying deck swept unbroken from end to end, with no stern castle at all. No yards crossed the two masts—had some terrible storm torn them away, or had the crew stripped them for some reason? Two of the men were rhythmically bending up and down, and there was water running over the side near where they were standing. They must be bailing. As strange as the ship was, it was trailed by a boat with no sails or oars showing, a few puffs of thin black smoke coming from it. There was a man in the boat—what was he doing? Putting out a fire? Cooking? That seemed to be where the rumbling noise was coming from.
He cupped his hands around his mouth. "Dermot! Will you tell me what this is you're bringing us?"
Dermot shouted back, "I will, when I can. Quick, gather all the help you can get. They need to drag that schooner there up on the beach before they sink."
But word had already spread. The commotion was drawing folk from half a mile around. Most of the men were coming armed—that was only sensible.
Meanwhile Dermot stopped rowing and pointed toward the strand, covered with fist-size rounded rocks. One of the strangers responded with a wave. The boat came around under the bow, and the crew gingerly lowered a big iron anchor into it. Denis didn't need anyone to tell him what they intended. Sure enough, the boat headed toward the shore.
Denis shouted to one of the boys peering from the clifftop on the east side of the little harbor, "Rory! Run tell your da we need shovels. Four or five, if he can find them."
* * *
It took a dozen men to drag that anchor up above the high water mark, but now it was dug into the ground, with big rocks piled over it for good measure. The boatman had gone back and forth twice more, bringing first the anchor chain and then a tackle from halfway up the mainmast. Now he stood up from where he'd been joining lines together and waved his arm in a circle over his head. The chain rose off the ground and the ship crept further onto the shore, grounded, and slowly tilted over. Two of the men on deck went back to their bailing.
Dermot pointed at the man just climbing down over the rail. "That's the captain, Denis. Here he comes. Ó Carroll, will you do the introduction? I'm not sure I have his name altogether right."
* * *
"My thanks to you all. This would have been much harder to do without your help."
"There was no time for talk, and I saw Dermot treating you as a friend. Now will you tell us how Dermot knows you and what brought you here this way?"
"We came here to talk about some commercial arrangements, but what brought us here in this condition was a sailing galley full of Moorish pirates that we had to fight off today. It's a good thing you have your weapons. I'm worried they might be coming here."
Denis's face froze. "A raid coming? Are you sure of that?"
"No, but there's hardly a worse thing they could do, for you and us. So by the lesson of Captain Murphy's famous law, that's the thing to prepare for."
"Captain Murphy? One of The Ó Neill's men?"
"No, he was a test pilot in the world my second officer came from. It's a long story."
"A long story, so? Would he tell the tale tonight, do you think? Never mind. Best we set a watch." He half-turned and pointed toward a low ridge to the south. "Rory, go on up there and look sharp for any strange sails. Somebody will come spell you in a while."
There was a stir and the crowd parted. A broad-shouldered man of middle years came to stand next to Denis, and studied the scene for a few seconds. He looked at Dermot and cocked his head, as if to ask, "Will someone tell me who these strangers are, and what is that thing cluttering the beach where we land our fish?"
Dermot looked down for a moment and shifted his feet. "It's complicated."
"I have time to listen. I don't see anyone waving weapons in the air."
"This is . . ." He gestured to Ó Carroll.
"Our captain, Lieutenant Haro Blaser of the United States Navy. The United States of Europe, I mean. I am Sergeant Seán Ó Carroll, here to translate."
Dermot put in, "And this is our king, Cornelius Ó Driscoll, I told you of."
Haro caught the name, and inclined his head politely.
"Here to translate, so. Then it's not by accident that you came to us."
Dermot gave an amused snort. "They came to see you, Cornelius."
Cornelius cocked his head again.

"We were sent to arrange for a visit by a senior official of our government, if you're willing, to discuss commercial arrangements. Our ships will soon start to pass this way, and we would like to have a regular place to buy provisions and make repairs. I didn't expect we'd be making repairs ourselves, though."
"A fine enough thing to talk about, but why didn't he just come himself?"
"There have been some unfortunate experiences in other places. Some people who were greatly needed were kept waiting uselessly for months."
Dermot grinned. "You're a diplomat, Captain. The way I heard it, they blew a hole in the Tower of London and sank an English warship getting one bunch back."
Cornelius raised an eyebrow. "Oh, that must be a tale to hear. But what happened to you?"
"Conor and I were off to the southwest fishing at dawn this morning. Some damned paynims caught sight of us and made a fine try at carrying us off, like all those poor souls they snatched away from Baltimore the other year. If Captain Blaser and this schooner here hadn't changed course and come streaking in like the wind to pick us up, we'd be on our way to Barbary by now. It looked like we were sailing away from them clean, until the wind dropped and they came rowing up after us. That was when all the shooting started, and Conor got hit, and they blew a hole in the hull. One of their men got hurt bad, too."
"Speaking of Conor, I don't see him here. Did he take your fish up the hill to the women?"
"Their doctor wants to keep him for a couple of days, to make sure he heals all right."
"Make sure? Did you say make sure he heals? He can do that?"
"I did. He said, short of really terrible luck, Conor will row again in a couple of months. If he takes care of his arm the way he was told."
Cornelius stood for a few moments, thinking.
"I'd never have looked for such deeds from strangers. It's more than Christian charity, for certain. The clan is in your debt, so." He reached out his hand to clasp Haro by the forearm. Haro returned the gesture, and so they stood facing each other for a few seconds."Your repairs, then. What do you need from us?"
"A new two-sheave block. That's the hardest thing. We have a few spare planks to repair the hole in the hull, and when that's done I would be happy to have any help you could give us caulking and painting, and patching the sails. The sooner she's afloat again, the better. And we'll probably need some help hauling her back off the shore."
Cornelius cupped his chin in his hand. "A block. Mmph. Well, maybe we can manage that here and maybe we can't, but there's a man in Crookhaven who makes them. We'll get it, one way or another."
Denis was looking off at the ridge top. "Cornelius? Rory's waving madly."
* * *
The drifting clouds threw another patch of moonlight on the sails, away off to the south. The galley had been lurking hull-down for hours out there, not coming any closer.
Ó Carroll straightened up and stared for a minute. " Ó Driscoll? See that?"
"Rrmm. That's a new course. And here they come. They figure we've had time enough to turn in and go to sleep, here."
"A simple enough plan. Another hour and they'll be landing. Well, we're as ready as we're going to be."

Haro saw it too. He looked over their position again. They were behind one of the island's myriad stone walls, on a bluff at the top of South Harbor. They were between the only two reasonable landing beaches. The islanders with their muskets held the right end of the line, putting them closest to the longer beach. Blaser and his people held the left, with five rifles. It would have to do; the Irish expected Blaser to be here leading his men, and that meant his one remaining petty officer had to stay in charge of the schooner, along with the field medic.
The far end of the right-hand beach was fairly distant for accurate rifle fire, even with the advantage of shooting from a firm rest. But to get from there to anything worth stealing, the pirates would have to cross the middle of the island. The defenders could easily occupy that narrow neck first, even running with their extra weapons. They'd rehearsed the move twice.
Edelstein had gone a little higher up the slope and looked around. Now he came down to where Blaser sheltered in a corner of the walls. "Captain? Do you have a couple of minutes?"
"Of course." Haro got up and followed him a hundred yards or so uphill.
Without raising his arm to point, Edelstein looked to the southwest. "You see, sir?"
Blaser did see. Spread out in front of them was the western third of the island. It was mostly gently rolling land, at least a square mile of it. On the left was a broad, low hill. Either place had room enough to hold the array of soaring steel towers and their radial ground wire system. From here, there would be straight salt-water ground wave paths to a huge swath of the Atlantic's far shores, and most of the way back home as well, with only a short land hop over southern England to weaken the signal. And according to what Dermot had said, the soil on that end of the island was so poor and thin, it was nearly useless even for grazing. Which meant they wouldn't inconvenience their prospective neighbors, besides being able to build on bedrock. Haro had already examined the five hundred foot hill behind them; anything the navy built here would have to be defended, and that's where the artillery would go. There was even room for an airstrip. Just like that, the core of the mission was accomplished. There was a lot of surveying and mapping yet to do, but they had their answer.
"Yes. It's just too bad the harbors are so exposed."
"North Harbor could work year-round, if we built a breakwater."
"Expensive, but it would certainly make the islanders happy. They wouldn't have to leave for the winter any more. Well, we'll put it all in the report. Let's go back down and try to get a little rest before things start to happen."
* * *
Here they came. Two boats with muffled oars, the galley idling well out in the harbor. There was light enough through the thin clouds to tell where they were. Coming closer . . .
The boats turned toward the western beach, about halfway along. All right, this was as close as they were going to get, with a clear shot. It had been agreed that the sergeant would give the signal to begin shooting, familiar as he was with the islanders' muskets as well as the rifles.
"Take aim." There was a stirring all along the wall.
"Light them up." Goosens raised the signal pistol and launched a blue parachute flare into the sky. Off the mouth of the Elbe, it would have summoned a pilot. Here . . .
"Open fire."
In the space of two seconds a couple of dozen muskets went off. It wasn't quite a military volley, but it was close enough. Out in the harbor a rower slumped over his oar. Then the rifles started hitting among the packed boat crews. Down on the water there was shouting, and a few return shots that came nowhere close. After half a minute or so, muskets started to fire again, and Cornelius shouted something. There was a pause, then he shouted again and twenty or so fired together.
That was enough. Somebody down below roared out an order, and the survivors spun around and pulled for the galley, with a few long-range shots falling around them to hurry them on their way.
"Well, that's what I like, Cornelius. An anticlimax."
"And good riddance and bad luck to them all. I couldn't help noticing, though, it was those few little guns of yours that did most of the killing."
"You and your kin want to buy some, you mean? That can be arranged. One more thing for us to talk about tomorrow. But we couldn't have driven off that many men by ourselves. It was your musket volleys that convinced them not to try closing with us.
"And now I suggest we post our night watches and get some sleep. I want to start repairs as soon as my men are rested enough not to hurt themselves with their own tools."
* * *
The islanders watched while the galley cleared the harbor mouth and hoisted sail, meanwhile gathering up their gear. As they began to leave the bluff, Denis looked back over his shoulder and stopped. "Cornelius? Look at that! I think you're getting your wish."
"How? Oh, indeed, I see. The way they're heading, sure, that's an unlucky course to steer. For them, anyway."
"And what's such terrible bad luck about that?"
"You're not from around here, Corporal. You can tell your captain the bad luck waiting the way they're headed is an English frigate, prowling out of Kinsale. At least, when they can lay hands on enough supplies to leave port. That English captain holds a burning grudge from four years ago; if he once sees them, he'll be sure to give them a letter of introduction to the Devil."
"A letter . . . Oh, you mean one delivered out of a cannon? Sure, that's bad luck for that collection of heathen robbers."
Denis shouldered his musket with a sardonic laugh. "More like, a couple of copies sent from every gun in his broadside, just to make sure it's delivered. For once in my life, I wish good luck to the English."
* * *







The Money Franchise
Written by Kerryn Offord

Klausdorf, Pomerania, February 1635
Katharina Hagemeister stood at the edge of the open grave and stared down at the cheap coffin containing her mother. At last Mama had escaped her husband, Katharina's father. The pastor had called her death an accident, but Katharina knew better. Her father had destroyed Mama's will to live through years of abuse. She'd only hung on as long as she had to protect Katharina, but last week Father had pushed her too far. He'd made one demand too many, and Mama had walked out into the freezing night.
Her father was talking to one of his friends. She caught the man glancing her way and dipped her head. It was being "loaned" to him for a night that had finally broken Mama. Katharina trailed her father and the rest of the mourners to the tavern where the wake was to be held. She hid in a corner while she watched her father drink until he was falling down drunk. Everyone seemed to think he was drinking to bury his loss, but Katharina knew better. He was drinking heavily because someone else was paying.
Two villagers carried her father back to their home and laid him out on his unmade bed before leaving. Katharina looked down at his defenseless form. She knew her father. With Mama dead it wouldn't be long before he'd try to "loan" her out like he'd loaned Mama to his business contacts. It would be so easy to kill him while he slept. . . . But that would only put the law after her. It was best that she take what she could and ran away before he woke.
* * *

Katharina shivered as she watched the girls parade themselves for the men coming in from the docks. It wasn't just the cold that was making her shiver. No, she was shivering because she was scared. She'd hoped that she'd be able to find honest work in Stralsund, but there was too much competition for the few jobs a thirteen-year-old girl could do. In the week since she'd arrived in the city she'd sold nearly everything she had to buy food. Now she had only one thing left to sell . . . herself.
She noticed one very jovial looking man walk along the quay studying the girls. A couple of them walked up to him, but he shook his head. They seemed to be talking and one of them pointed in Katharina's direction. The man passed her a coin and headed toward Katharina.
He was a big man, and that scared Katharina. However, he seemed happy, and that could only be good. Surely a happy man wouldn't hurt her. The man was getting close. Katharina swallowed and stepped forward. She tried to appear confident, but she'd never tried to sell her body before.
The man placed a hand lightly under Katharina's chin and lifted her head up until their eyes met. "Virgin?" the man asked. Katharina knew this was her last chance to back out. She ran her tongue over her dry lips and nodded.

A warehouse, Stralsund, March 1635

Johannes Hagemeister stared at the heavy purse sitting on the printer's table. He glanced from it to the three men seated opposite him before hesitantly reaching for it. Just as his fingers closed on it a strong ink-stained hand landed on his. He froze and met the eyes of the man whose hand held his.
"You know what you and Hans are supposed to do?" Bartholomäus Scheele asked.
"We go to Magdeburg and buy up as many of the new USE dollar bills as we can."
"Good condition ones only," Bartholomäus said.
Johannes understood what he was being asked to do. He might not understand why, but he was being well paid. He let his hand squeeze the purse. It felt full of coin. There had to be at least a hundred thaler in there. For a moment he let himself dream about what he could do with that money, but a glance at the silent Hans drew any thought along those lines to a screaming halt. The man was obviously to accompany him purely to discourage such thinking.
"You have nobody who will miss you?" the third man asked.
Johannes shook his head. His wife had died less than a month ago and his ungrateful daughter had abandoned him a week later.

The Vulgar Unicorn, Stralsund, June 1635

Katharina Hagemeister used her bread to mop up the last drops of the rich gravy that had been part of her meal and popped it into her mouth. While she chewed she studied the young woman across the table. Tat'yana was spreading butter—real butter, not dripping—on a thick slice of bread. And as if that wasn't enough, she then spread some jam on top. 
Katharina eyed the loaf of bread. She was still hungry. Not that she was being kept short of food, but it took more than a few weeks of eating regularly to make up for years of going hungry.
"Would you like me to cut you a slice?"
Tat'yana's quiet question caused Katharina to meet her eyes. They displayed a kind interest that even after nearly four months she still wasn't used to, not that a girl in her position could ever afford to get used to kindness. "Yes, please."
She licked her lips in anticipation as she watched Tat'yana cut a thick slice of bread, and then proceed to not only spread a thick layer of butter over it, but also spread some of the jam. Katharina bit into the bread and let the tastes fill her senses. For now she was happy, and in her short life she'd already learned to grab any moment of happiness she could.
With the bread safely in her grasp she felt safe enough to delay taking another bite to ask a very important question. "Why are you all so nice to me?"
"Because you keep Viktor calm," Tat'yana told her.
Katharina stared at Tat'yana. "But I'm just his whore. Anybody. . ." 
Tat'yana shook her head vigorously. "Don't call yourself a whore, Katharina. Viktor's had whores before, but he's never asked them to move in with him."
"He says I bring him good luck," Katharina said. "But he's not having much luck finding a replacement for Grigori."
"Maybe the right replacement just hasn't turned up yet. Don't let Grigori's replacement worry you." Tat'yana rose and picked up the day's newspaper from the table. "It's time for your reading lesson. Let's go sit in front of the fire."
Katharina finished her piece of bread before she let Tat'yana drag her away from the table. Yes, she wanted to demonstrate how well she was reading these days but that was no reason to abandon good food.
She was only part way through the first article when they were disturbed by one of the employees at the Vulgar Unicorn knocking on the door.
"Come in," Tat'yana called.
The door opened to reveal Anna, a chambermaid, and a scruffy boy with a limp letter in his hand. "Messenger for Herr Viktor," Anna said, pushing the child into the room.
"Thank you, Anna." Tat'yana held out her hand out for the message. Taking it she spoke to Katharina. "Take him into the kitchen and feed him while I check if we need to send a reply."
With a pointed jerk of her head, Katharina led the way to the kitchen. "Do you have a name?"
"Michael."
She noticed the way Michael was staring around the kitchen hopefully. She pointed to one side of the kitchen table and walked around it so she could keep an eye on him. She carefully cut a thick slice of bread, then smeared it with a good thick layer of butter, and covered that with jam before passing it over. "Don't scoff it down in one go. Take your time while I get you something to drink."
Michael actually took a single bite and chewed on it while Katharina watched, but she didn't expect to see much left when she returned with a mug of small-beer. The beer was kept in the same cupboard as a basket of apples, so she picked out a couple of them to give to Michael.
She'd just placed the beer and apples in front of him when Tat'yana came back. She smiled at the boy. "Is Katharina looking after you?"
He nodded, gesturing to the remains of the bread in his hand and the beer and apples in front of him. "Good. Katharina, while this young man finishes eating I want you to go and get changed. We have to see Viktor at the warehouse and you might have to run messages." 
Katharina was out the door and heading for the room she shared with Viktor in a flash. 
* * *
Viktor listened as Tat'yana read the message from a radio operator within the Swedish garrison. When she finished he considered his options. He liked them. It seemed there was going to be an uprising in Mecklenburg. Actually, it sounded as if there was going to be an uprising throughout the territories of the USE, but Viktor knew his territories, and although most of the USE wouldn't present much opportunity for profit, he could see plenty occurring in the potential conflict between the forces of the Committees of Correspondence and the noble houses of Mecklenburg. He should just have enough time to load a ship and hit the coast near Wismar before the Committee men got that far.
His eyes fell on the young urchin who had accompanied Tat'yana and Katharina. "You, you know Fritz Felix?"
"Master of the Parrot?" Michael asked.
"Yes." Viktor opened his purse and counted out four Franconian Brass Brillos—the coin of choice for people who didn't like the new paper dollars—into Michael's hand. "Find him, tell him Viktor wants him to get the Parrot ready to sail and have him come here."
Michael wrapped his fingers tightly around the coins, repeated Viktor's instructions, and ran off.
Now Viktor turned to Katharina. He grabbed her around the waist, threw her up into the air and caught her. "Didn't I say you bring me luck? And now you bring me a civil war on my doorstep." He lowered Katharina to the ground and hugged her. "I want you to find Lasse and have him come here immediately."
Katharina nodded and ran off, leaving Viktor with just his inner circle of Boris, his trusted partner of twelve years, and Tat'yana, their partner of six years.
"You're planning on selling weapons to the nobles so they can defend themselves against the Committee of Correspondence men?" Tat'yana asked.
"Such golden opportunities are few and far between, Tat'yana," Viktor said. "We'll start with Wismar and stay a little ahead of the Committee men as they advance. With the immediate threat of the Committee men advancing upon them the nobles will be willing to pay well to arm their retainers. Come, let us check the inventory and decide what to take with us."

Two weeks later, Warnemünde, Mecklenburg

Georg Heinrich Mevius was barely out of university and owed his new and prestigious position to his uncle, Prof. Dr. Friedrich Mevius of the University of Greifswald, who, impressed with Georg's academic achievements, had recommended him for the position with the "noble and high" Klaus von Bülow of the Doberan branch of the mighty von Bülows. However, those academic achievements meant nothing right now as he tried to handle the musket with its socket bayonet as if he knew what he was doing. He sent the man beside him a silent appeal for help.
Johannes Rutgers, a mercenary in Klaus von Bülow's employ, sighted along the rifled musket he was holding. "French muskets you say?" 
Viktor nodded. "Recovered from the battlefields of Ahrensbok and repaired by gunsmiths in Stralsund. They all have the new percussion cap lock, which is much more reliable than the flint lock action of the USE service rifle the Committee men currently causing so much trouble in Mecklenburg are using."
"That means we must also purchase percussion caps," Johannes said. "I've heard that they aren't very reliable."
"You are thinking of the inferior French pattern percussion caps. They don't use fulminate of mercury, which makes for a cheaper percussion cap, but one prone to hang-fires and misfires. I prefer to deal in the BuCS caps, which do use fulminate of mercury. They cost a little more, but what price does one put on reliability?" 
Georg saw the shared smile between the two men and wondered what he was missing. "Are you happy with the muskets, Herr Rutgers?"
"Yes, but His Excellency was hopeful of obtaining some of the new cartridge weapons." He stared at Viktor. "Do you have any Cardinals?"
Viktor nodded. "Not actual Cardinals, but Suhl produced weapons based on the same up-time design the French copied. Not that I have many, just a dozen."
"We'll take all of them," Johannes announced.
Georg was happy that Johannes had taken responsibility for the decision. That left him with the job of negotiating. "Johannes, bring up the money chest. Before we start negotiating a fair price, there is the small matter of the method of payment. My employer finds that he is in possession of a quantity of USE dollars. Will you accept them in payment?"
He watched Viktor glance over at his partner, a young woman, and the leader of the armed sailors who had accompanied them. When they nodded Georg knew he was going to be able to dispose of some, if not all of the USE dollars his employer had been forced to accept in payment for goods and services to the Swedes.
"They are a bit difficult to exchange for real money. What do you value them at?" Viktor asked

Georg had been expecting this. In theory one thaler was worth one hundred paper USE dollars, but this far from Magdeburg most were traded at a discount. "One hundred to the thaler."
Viktor snorted. "I'd be lucky to buy a thaler for less than a hundred and twenty dollars in Stralsund."
"Split the difference, one hundred and ten," Georg responded.
Viktor scowled at Georg then nodded. "We have a deal."
Georg took the hand Viktor offered. Viktor's grip was firm, but short of crushing. There was a message there—a subtle warning that Viktor could be dangerous if he chose to be. That fitted what little Georg had been able to discover about the man. Viktor dealt honestly and expected others to deal honestly with him. Okay, so maybe he'd lied about how much the USE dollars might be worth in Stralsund, but that was just bargaining. Where it really mattered, such as the quality of what he sold, you could buy from him knowing you got what you paid for.

Aboard the Parrot

Fritz Felix, master of the Parrot, raised his mug of ale. "Let's drink to a most successful sales trip and raise sail for Stralsund."
Viktor shook his head. "Not Stralsund. We head back toward Wismar. The Committee men should have dealt with the nobles around the city by now and they'll likely be short of ammunition and other supplies. Not only that, they might even have weapons to trade." 
"You intend buying back the weapons you sold the nobles around Wismar?" Fritz asked.
"Not just Wismar, but everywhere we have sold weapons ahead of the advancing Committee men," Viktor said.
Fritz shook his head in admiration. "That's real cheek that is, Viktor."
"No, it is business. The Committee men have their SRG's and they don't need anything else, so any other weapons they find are surplus, and with their funny attitudes, they'll be buying food and ammunition where they can rather than foraging. That means they are likely to be short of money, and they'll be willing to sell surplus weapons for anything they can get."
"Are we going to be accepting promissory notes?" Tat'yana asked.
"What? Sell on credit? Viktor?" Fritz shook his head with disbelief that someone so close to Viktor could suggest such a thing. He was surprised when Viktor turned to Tat'yana and asked "Why?"
"Because they're the CoC," Tat'yana said. "It won't hurt to get in good with them, and if we're careful who we accept notes from there shouldn't be too much trouble getting them redeemed. From everything I've read, Gretchen Richter will insist on it."
"You mean their credit is good," Fritz said.
Tat'yana smiled. "Better than good. Their reputation depends on fair dealing, and a reputation for failing to redeem promissory notes would hurt them."
"Of course, they might need time to pay," Boris warned.
"But they will pay," Tat'yana responded. "And that's all that matters."

Two weeks later, Stralsund

Katharina watched the Parrot tie up alongside the wharf. It had been over a month since she'd last seen her protector, and she had started to worry. Lasse Pettersson, the young man Viktor had instructed to look after her while they were away, had tried to reassure her that there was nothing to worry about, but he couldn't understand what it was like to be a young girl alone on the streets. She'd been lucky. Normally Viktor wouldn't have looked at a girl as young as she, but he'd wanted to celebrate something with a virgin, and she'd been the first one he found. He'd saved her from a life of servicing drunken sailors five kreuzers at a time.
She barely waited for Tat'yana to step off the gangplank before charging up to her and hugging her. "You're back. I thought you were never coming back."
Tat'yana hugged her back. "I'm sorry we were gone so long. Has anything interesting happened while we were away?" 
"A Swedish officer came looking for Viktor," Katharina reported.
"A Swede? What could he want with Viktor?" Tat'yana asked.
"He wouldn't say," Katharina said. "I told him Viktor was away on business." She waited, hoping that she'd done right.
"Do you know who it was?" Tat'yana asked.
Relieved that Tat'yana wasn't angry she nodded. "Lieutenant-colonel Wachtmeister. He said he'd wait for Viktor to come back."
* * *
Lieutenant-colonel Erik Wachtmeister watched the men walking off the Parrot. He didn't know what the man he wanted looked like, but the man beside him did.
"That's him," Sergeant Jon Joakimsson Rambo said as a solidly built man walked down the gangplank and joined the small group waiting on the dock. 
"No time like the present. Let's see if this Viktor of yours is willing to take our little problem off our hands."
Jon Joakimsson snorted. "He's not my Viktor, and Sergeant Hering isn't a problem. Herr Captain Blom is a problem."
"And as long as the colonel resists demands for Sergeant Hering's dismissal, Captain Blom will continue to be a problem," Erik agreed. "Come on, you can make the introductions."
* * *
"Viktor, this is Lieutenant-colonel Erik Wachtmeister. He works for Colonel Lillie, and he has an offer you can't refuse."
Erik stared at the man Sergeant Rambo had introduced him to. He couldn't exactly say he liked what he was seeing. Viktor was a large man, probably near fifty years of age; with the look of a professional soldier. He accepted Viktor's hand and they played the game of applying pressure. Not enough to hurt, but enough to show they could if they needed to. "I understand you're in the market for a reliable bodyguard." 
"Yes," Viktor confirmed warily.
"My colonel hopes you will want to employ a man we are being forced to release from his contract," Erik explained. 
"Why would you think I would be interested in someone you don't want?" Viktor asked.
"Because we don't really want to lose him. However, he has managed to . . ." Erik paused to find a suitable word. ". . . offend an important officer. And the officer insists that Sergeant Hering be dismissed."
"And the nature of this 'offense'?" Viktor asked.
Just thinking about it had Erik smiling. "There was an argument, a sword was drawn, and Sergeant Hering was so discourteous as to disarm and disable Captain Blom using nothing more than a simple walking cane."
"Would that be Captain Olof Blom?" Boris asked. "The man who is always bragging about his ability with a sword?"
If Viktor's partner knew that much about Captain Blom maybe the colonel hadn't sent him on a fool's errand after all. "The very one." Erik admitted. 
"Oh, dear. Were there many witnesses?" Viktor asked with feigned polite interest.
"Only most of the regiment," Sergeant Rambo said.
Viktor smiled. "I believe I understand the nature of your problem, Lieutenant, and I would be more than happy to meet your Sergeant Hering."

Early July, Stralsund
Katharina examined herself in the mirror. She liked what she saw. Long gone was the little girl dressed in rags. Today she looked respectable. The sort of person any shopkeeper would be happy to have venture into their store. She grabbed her shoulder bag and walked into the apartment's lounge. "I'm ready."
Johann Hering, previously of the Swedish Army training regiment based in Stralsund, levered himself out of his chair while glancing at the clock set on the mantle above the fire. "Already?"
Katharina might not know Johann was being sarcastic, but she saw past the wide-eyed innocence on his face. "Tat'yana, Johann's being nasty to me." 
Across the room Tat'yana smiled back. "Ignore him. He's just being a male. Now, be good, and be sure to show Johann all around town. Oh, and get me two dozen of the usual." Tat'yana passed Katharina some coins.
Katharina accepted the coins and jerked her head at Johann. "Come on then."
Outside the Vulgar Unicorn Johann walked quietly beside her, his famous walking stick held in one hand. "You don't really have to show me around. I already know Stralsund quite well."
Katarina rolled her eyes. "Are you really that dumb? When Tat'yana said I was to show you around, that's exactly what she meant. That I show you around."
The look on Johann's face told Katharina he still didn't understand. Well, if he was anywhere near as smart as he claimed to be he'd work it out. She walked on.
There was the sound of hurried footsteps as Johann caught up. "Where are we headed?"
"To a store near the docks where they stock Tat'yana's favorite sweets," Katharina explained.
"The docks! Surely that's not a safe place for you or Tat'yana to go on your own?"
Katharina sighed. Men! Of course the docks aren't safe. "I said near the docks. Besides, who's going to bother me when I've got a big strong man like you to protect me?"
Johann flexed his not inconsiderable right bicep and grinned. "You've got that right. Never fear while Johann Hering's here."
Katharina sent Johann a pained look and walked on. Minutes later they arrived at Tat'yana's favorite shop.
Until she'd been taken in by Viktor Katharina had never felt welcome even standing near a shop, but these days, no matter how she was dressed, she was always greeted with a smile. She placed some coins on the counter and smiled at the woman standing behind it. "Two dozen lemon drops please."
The shopkeeper shook her head. "That Tat'yana, she's going to rot her teeth." She reached for a jar behind the counter and carefully counted twenty-four candies into a paper cone and screwed up the ends before handing it to Katharina. She jerked her head toward Johann. "Who's your boyfriend?"
"Johann Hering. He works for Viktor. I'm showing him around," Katharina explained.
The shopkeeper stared at Johann for half a minute, then she nodded. Katharina knew she'd pass on Johann's description and it would get around that he worked for Viktor. She left the store with Johann close behind.
Just outside the shop Johann laid a hand on Katharina's shoulder and drew her to a stop. "Show me around. As in show me around?" he asked.
The way Johann emphasized the "me" told Katharina that he'd finally caught on. "That's what I said."
"You could have explained," Johann protested.
"Why?"
Johann glared at Katharina, who couldn't help but smile back. "You need something to sweeten you up," Johann said. "Stay here, I won't be long."
Katharina did as she was told and stood at the corner while Johann headed back to the store they'd just left.
He'd barely disappeared from view when cruel fingers dug painfully into her right arm. She spun round to see a face she'd hoped never to see again. 
The man forced her against a building and leered down at her. "Well, well, well. If it isn't my errant daughter. Found at last, and judging by the clothes she's wearing, she's doing very well for herself." He grabbed Katharina's jaw in his right hand and tipped her head up until their eyes met. "No need to guess how you're paying for your fancy clothes." He grinned. "It's about time you paid me back for all you've cost me, daughter." He forced Katharina's head against the wall and reached out with his left hand for the satchel over her shoulder. "Let's see what you've got for your papa."
Katharina tried to fight, but he was too strong for her. She was starting to get desperate when she saw someone approaching. Then she just relaxed and smiled.
Her father noticed the sudden lack of resistance and the direction she was looking almost immediately. "You don't think I'm going to fall for that old trick. There's nobody going to save you."
"You'd be wrong about that," Johann said as he spun Katharina's father around and struck him once, with an open palm, straight up under the jaw.
Katharina took a moment to recover when her father released her. Then she looked down at his crumpled body. "Did you kill him?" she asked hopefully.
Johann reached down and placed the tips of his fingers against her father's throat. "No," he said as he straightened up.

"Pity." Katharina kicked her father in the ribs as hard as she could. The impact wasn't as good as she'd hoped. There was something stuffed under his jacket. She stared down at her father for a few seconds, then she smiled. She crouched down so she could search him. Moments later her hands found a wallet. As she stood up she opened it and checked the contents. She'd just pulled out a bundle of "Johnnies", the USE twenty-dollar bill, when Johann interrupted her.
"You wouldn't be thinking of keeping that now, would you?"
"You heard him. He's my father," Katharina said as she counted the bills.
"Nice try, but I doubt Viktor would approve of family stealing from family."
Johann's comment grabbed Katharina. Had he also noticed how Viktor, Boris, and Tat'yana were like a family? She'd dearly love to be included in that family. She stared at the money in her hands—two thousand USE dollars in Johnnies. It was a lot of money. She didn't want to offend Viktor, and now she'd had a moment to think, she knew he wouldn't approve of her keeping the money, at least not when there were witnesses to see her do it. However, there was no reason why her father should keep it either. She held the wad of bills up so the various onlookers could see them. Then she shoved them back into the wallet and shoved the wallet back under her father's jacket.
"Happy now?" She demanded of Johann as she crouched beside her unconscious father.
"Yes." Johann helped her back to her feet. "Come on. Aren't you supposed to be showing me off to Stralsund."
Katharina smiled up at Johann. "Around, not off."
They had barely gone a dozen yards before they heard the sound of a scuffle behind them. They both ignored it. 
"Here, I got these for you," Johann said as he passed her a screw of paper.
She was not going to cry. Katharina looked away for a moment while she blinked to clear her eyes. People didn't just give her things, not normally. She unscrewed one end of the paper and after checking there were plenty of sweets took one and held the cone out to Johann. "Thank you. Would you like one?"
Johann took a sweet and together they walked off, leaving the various onlookers to fight over the money Johannes Hagemeister had been carrying.

The Vulgar Unicorn

Tat'yana was relaxing in an armchair reading purely for pleasure when Katharina and Johann returned. The smile of greeting she offered rapidly changed to one of concern when she saw the bruising on Katharina's face. "What happened to you?" she demanded.
Katharina shrugged as if the bruising was of no concern. "We bumped into my father." 
Tat'yana turned to Johann. "And what were you doing to allow Katharina to be attacked. Some bodyguard you turned out to be."
"Don't be mean, Tat'yana. Johann rushed to protect me and he dealt with Papa easily." She looked toward Johann. "But he could have hit him more than once."
Tat'yana glared at Johann. "Someone hurts one of us and you only hit them once? What kind of message does that send out?" Tat'yana's waving arms only hinted at her agitation. Her first reaction to seeing Katharina's bruised face was a feeling that Viktor was not going to be happy. Now she knew the perpetrator had got off so easily she knew he wasn't going to be happy. 
"What was I supposed to do, kick a defenseless man while he was down?" Johann protested. 
"That would have been a good start," Tat'yana answered, "A few broken ribs would have sent a proper message."
"How does that fit with Viktor's instructions to be law abiding and not making waves in Stralsund?" Johann pleaded.
"The rules change when someone hurts one of us. Everyone must know that Viktor protects his own. Please, tell me there was plenty of blood."
Johann and Katharina shared a glance before both of them shook their heads. "Unless the target bites his tongue the strike I used doesn't tend to cause much loss of blood," Johann explained.
"That's just great. A man attacks Katharina and he gets off without even a fat lip." Tat'yana took a breath to try and calm herself, but having Johann in the room wasn't helping. She pointed at him. "You, get out. Go to your room and play with your weights or something while I see what I can do about the bruising. And while you're at it, think of what you're going to say to Viktor when he asks what kind of revenge you took against the man who hurt Katharina."
For a few seconds it looked as if Johann would say something. Certainly his mouth opened and closed a few times, but eventually he just glared at Tat'yana, smiled once at Katharina, and left, closing the door gently behind him.
Tat'yana led Katharina into the kitchen and washed her face. "Viktor's going to have to do something about your father."
"Can I be there to watch?" Katharina asked hopefully.
Tat'yana knew where Katharina was coming from. She'd have loved to have seen someone like Viktor take care of her father when she was her age. "Other than your scrap with your father did anything interesting happen while you showed Johann around the usual haunts?"
Katharina started to shake her head in the negative, but stopped in mid swing. "My father was carrying a lot of money . . ."
Tat'yana's fingers dug into Katharina's shoulders. "Please, tell me you didn't steal from someone in Stralsund."
Katharina looked indignantly at Tat'yana. "Of course I didn't. We just made sure everyone watching knew where Papa kept his wallet." She shrugged. "If someone else happened to steal the money . . ."
"Then that's not your fault." Tat'yana smiled at Katharina. At least the bully had suffered some hurt. But wait a minute . . . "You said your father tried to steal from you, but you just said he had a lot of money in his wallet."
"Two thousand USE dollars, in Johnnies." Katharina's face screwed up. "Tat'yana, where would Papa get all that money?"
Tat'yana was distracted from her line of questioning by Katharina's question. She sat Katharina at the kitchen table while she assembled something to eat and drink. Then she sat opposite. If Katharina thought her father having two thousand dollars was unusual, then that made him a person of interest. "I think we need to learn more about your papa."
* * *
To learn more about Katharina's father's activities they first had to find out where he was staying. Together they set out to do the rounds of Tat'yana's informers. On the street corner near where Katharina had been attacked they struck pay dirt with Maria Anna, an orphaned girl of about ten years, and Michael, her younger brother .
"The guy Viktor's man hit?" Maria Anna asked. "Sure. He disappeared into that boarding house." She pointed.
Tat'yana followed Maria Anna's pointing arm. The property in question was one of a line of attached houses that were barely a room and a corridor wide and five stories high. She passed the girl some coins. "I'd like to know where he works, and who his friends are."
Maria Anna hid the money under her clothes and nodded. "Usual rates?"
"Usual rates," Tat'yana confirmed.
* * *
Katharina stared out the window overlooking the street below. It had been three days since Maria Anna had offered to discover where her father worked and she was starting to worry about the young girl and her brother's safety. In a place the size of a Stralsund it shouldn't have taken this long. Then she saw what she'd been watching the street for. 
A few minutes later Maria Anna was shown into Viktor's apartment. Katharina dragged her in and hugged her, such was her relief at seeing her alive and well. "It's been so long I was starting to worry," she told her.
Maria Anna struggled out of Katharina's arms. "For the last few days, except for when he visited the apothecary, he's been hiding out in his room. She grinned for a moment. "The word on the street is your man broke his jaw and half of his teeth and he's been taking opium to deaden the pain."
Katharina's grin matched Maria Anna's. She was pleased to hear about her father's misfortune. "But you do know where he works?"
"One of Herr Bluth's warehouses by the northwest wall," Maria Anna said. "The damaged ones," she added for good measure.
Katharina shuddered. She didn't know Stralsund very well, but she did know the buildings Maria Anna was talking about. The warehouses had been damaged during the siege of Stralsund some six years ago and the landlord was taking his time fixing them. She'd appreciated his tardiness when she first arrived in Stralsund, as the rubble of one of those warehouses was where she'd lived those first few days before she fell in with Viktor. The realization that she could so easily have been discovered by her father terrified her. Katharina took a few coins from the petty cash tin and wrote up the transaction before passing some of them to Maria Anna. "Let's go."
Five minutes later they joined Maria Anna's brother Michael where he was keeping an eye on the warehouse. She studied the building. It looked as if a strong wind would knock it over. "Do you have any idea what they're doing in there?" She asked.
"No," Maria Anna said.
"They aren't in there at the moment if you want to take a look," Michael suggested.
"I want to," Katharina said. "Let's hurry while there's nobody around."
The three ran across the street and tried to peek through the windows, but they were too dirty to see anything. There was no way in at the front so they ran around to try the back of the warehouse. There they struck lucky. The iron security bars over the windows were in a sad state of repair, and the glass in one window had been replaced with a couple of planks of wood. With an effort Katharina managed to dislodge the boards, but the gap between the damaged iron security bars was too narrow for her. "Michael, could you climb through and open one of the doors?" she asked.
Michael put up his hands to judge the size of the gap between the bars and nodded. With the assistance of the two girls he managed to squeeze his tiny frame between the bars and disappeared into the warehouse. Seconds later the back door swung open.
The ground floor of the warehouse was one big open space with two rows of heavy timber columns supporting the upper floor. There was just enough light for Katharina to see a line of small white blobs near the front of the warehouse. She slowly felt her way around the mounds of full sacks and barrels. It was too dark to read anything on the barrels, but after feeling the sacks she felt reasonably sure they contained some kind of grain. As she neared the front of the warehouse she realized the white blobs were small rectangles of paper hanging on a line. She made her way up to them and plucked one from the line and examined it. 
"They're coming back," Michael called from near the window.
Katharina turned to try and find the door they'd entered by, but it was lost in the dark. She took another piece of paper and started Michael and Marina Anna toward the back door. "We need to get word to Viktor. No matter what, as soon as you get outside make for Viktor's warehouse as fast as you can. He should be there with the rest of his people." She handed them each one of the papers. "Show him that."
They hurried to the back of the warehouse, and ran for the door. Marina Anna was first. She slid the bolt and hauled it open.
"Some kids in the warehouse. Grab them," someone yelled from behind them. Katharina spared one glance behind her before she was last through the door. She wasted a few seconds looking for something to jam the door closed, but with nothing obvious to hand she turned and ran.
Her skirts flapping against her legs made running hard. In front of her she could see Maria Anna disappear around a corner while Michael was already out of sight. Suddenly a heavy weight landed on her, bringing her crashing to the ground.
"Caught you, you little brat." 
* * *
Michael hammered at the door to Viktor's warehouse. Johann Hering opened the door and Michael was past him in a flash. "Herr Viktor, Katharina's in trouble," he cried as he ran toward the group sitting around a table.
Boris caught the excited Michael before he crashed into the table. "What do you mean, Katharina's in trouble?"
With Boris supporting him Michael held out the piece of paper Katharina had handed him. "We were looking inside the warehouse where her father works when they came back. She told me to give you this."
Viktor took the piece of paper from Michael and looked at both sides before passing it on to Tat'yana. "It's Michael, isn't it?" he asked. At Michael's surprised nod he continued. "Where is this warehouse?"
Michael pointed in the general direction he'd come from. "It's one of Herr Bluth's."
"We'll want something to force the doors." Johann pointed to a box of weapons they'd looked at earlier. "Do you have any solid slugs for those?" 
Boris gestured toward some barrels in one corner. Johann hurried over to it and returned with a couple of cardboard boxes of cartridges. He traded one box for the shotgun Boris was holding out to him and the pair of them loaded the pump-action shotguns and shoveled a couple of handfuls of cartridges into the pockets of their coats. Together they worked the slides of their weapons. "Let's go," Johann said.
Viktor turned to Michael. "Lead the way."
The sight of Viktor and two armed men running down the street drew an interested crowd that started to follow them. He'd been their neighbor long enough that they knew someone was in deep trouble and nobody wanted to miss the action. 
* * *
Katharina was hauled to her feet and dragged back into the warehouse. "I caught one," Hans Klinkow said.
A hand grabbed her hair and twisted her head up. "Well, if it isn't my ungrateful daughter, and without her protector." 
Katharina wanted to spit in her father's face, but her mouth was dry. She settled for staring at the damage Johann had done to his mouth. Where once there had been a full set of front teeth there were now broken stumps. 
"What do we do with her?" Hans asked.
"I know what I'd like to do with her," Katharina's father said.
"Just a minute." The group's leader, Bartholomäus Scheele, pointed at Katharina. "I think I've seen her walking around with Viktor's woman."
Hans released his hold on Katharina hastily. "She's one of Viktor's people?" 
Johannes Hagemeister kept his firm hold on his daughter. "Who is Viktor and why are you so worried about him? I tell you, this is just my daughter, and her protector's nothing but a common soldier." 
"Johann Hering was a soldier, now he works for Viktor," Katharina said loud enough for everyone to hear. Bartholomäus, Hans and Peter Bluth stared at Katharina. At any other time the looks of horror on their faces would have been humorous. 
Boom! Boom!
The shotgun blasts reverberated through the warehouse. Katharina took advantage of her father's slackened hold to slam her head into his damaged jaw. There was a grunt of pain and she was free. She dived for the safety of the shadows before turning to see what was happening. She saw three men step through the door followed by a woman.
"Katharina, are you okay?" Viktor demanded.
"Yes," she called.
"Come to me, but stay out of the line of fire," Tat'yana called.
"This is all just a misunderstanding, Viktor. We found her in our warehouse and Hans chased her down. We didn't know she was one of your people," Bartholomäus pleaded.
"Stay where you are," Viktor commanded. "Tat'yana, find something to tie them up with."
Katharina followed Tat'yana and together they collected the rest of the line that the papers had been pinned to and returned to Viktor.
"Now, Viktor, there is no need to be like this." Bartholomäus walked toward Viktor. "There has been a simple misunderstanding. Why don't you take the child and leave and we'll forget that she was trespassing in my warehouse."
Viktor lifted a finger and Boris fired once, raising dust when the solid slug hit the floor just in front of Bartholomäus. 
He jumped back. "Viktor, all this shooting will attract attention."
Viktor smiled. "I don't mind."
"That's not fair, Viktor. We haven't done anything to you," Bartholomäus protested.
"Not done anything to me?" Viktor roared. He waved the paper Michael had given him. "You are forging USE bank bills and you can say that? Viktor trusts the USE paper money."
Katharina whistled to herself. She'd been around Viktor just long enough to know that he only slipped into referring to himself like that when he was very emotional. She edged up beside Tat'yana who was securing her father. "Will he kill them?" she whispered.
"No, I think he's planning something much worse," Tat'yana whispered back.
Katharina blinked in surprise. What could be worse than being killed? She trailed behind Tat'yana watching how she secured the prisoners.
"Soldiers coming," Michael called from the door.
"I'll talk to them," Johann offered. "What do you want me to say?" 
Viktor passed him the forged Johnnie. "Show their officer that and ask them to send a runner for their commander."
Bartholomäus Scheele paled. "Now Viktor, you don't really mean to turn me over to the authorities? Think of what it'll do for your reputation."
"It can't be anything but good for Viktor's reputation to discover a den of forgers and turn them over to the authorities," Boris said conversationally. 
* * *
Katharina was a little frightened being in the Swedish officer's office, but with Viktor, Boris, Johann, and Tat'yana there as well she tried to stay calm. She glanced across to Maria Anna and Michael. The two of them had been scrubbed to within an inch of their lives and were now dressed in new clothes. Both of them were sucking lemon drops Tat'yana had given them just before they entered the office.
Colonel Axel Lillie smiled across to Maria Anna and her brother. "The people who were supposed to be caring for you have been dealt with. Until you are old enough to be apprenticed out you will both live in my household. For now my wife wishes to talk to you." He turned to a waiting soldier. "Sergeant, Christina is waiting in her sitting room. Please take the children to her."
As Maria Anna and Michael followed the sergeant out of the office Katharina felt the colonel's eyes settle on her. She snuggled closer to Tat'yana. Maria Anna and her brother were welcome to the colonel's protection. It was the least he could do considering what catching a forgery ring would do for his career, but she didn't want that. She had Tat'yana and Viktor. 
"Your father is facing very serious charges. However, if I put in a good word for him . . ."
Katharina reared back into Tat'yana in horror. Surely her father couldn't escape justice. She felt Tat'yana's arm creep around her shoulder. "That won't be necessary," Tat'yana said.
Colonel Lillie nodded. "I think I understand. Very well, we'll let justice take its course. That leaves the matter of a suitable reward, young lady. I make the same offer to you as I did the other two, a good home while you are trained for a job."
Katharina shook her head. "Thank you, but Tat'yana's promised we can learn Latin together." 
Colonel Lillie smiled. "Then I still owe you a reward."
"Just make sure I never have to see my father again," Katharina said.
"That I can promise you," Colonel Lillie said. "Let us retire to the dining room where Lieutenant-colonel Wachtmeister has laid out everything we discovered in Herr Bluth's warehouse."
* * *
Viktor approached the dining room table. There were stacks of money on it. More correctly, there were stacks of forged USE Johnnies on it. Carefully laid out in rows were a number of printing plates. "Why so many printing plates?"
"They need plates for each color," Johann suggested.
"Yes, but they should only need three plates: black for the front, green for the back, and another one for the seal and serial number on the green side." Viktor pointed to the table. "There are too many plates."
"That's because they have duplicate plates, Herr Viktor," Lieutenant-colonel Erik Wachtmeister explained.
"Duplicate plates?" Viktor picked up two of the plates and compared the fine engraving. "Who could afford so skilled an engraver?"
"It is worse than you think," Colonel Lillie said. "Under questioning Bartholomäus Scheele has claimed that someone sold him something called a franchise to print USE dollars in Pomerania. For a one-time fee he received training and all the equipment he needed to convert USE dollar bills into twenty-dollar bills."
"Someone sold Bartholomäus all of these engraved plates?" Viktor demanded.
"That's what he says, and we have no reason to doubt him," Colonel Lillie said.
"Do you know who sold him this franchise?" Viktor asked.
"He claims that he has no idea who it was," Lieutenant-colonel Wachtmeister said.
"What about ink and paper? Where does he get them?" Johann asked.
"The paper they get by using good condition lower denomination USE bills and bleaching them. The ink . . ." Colonel Lillie paused. "I understand it's special ink, not easily obtained."
"So where do they get more when they use up what they started with?" Johann asked. "
Colonel Lillie smiled grimly and turned to his Lieutenant. "Erik, it appears our prisoners have been holding back some information, please see that they reveal who their ink supplier is."
* * *
From the safety of Tat'yana's arms Katharina smiled. Everyone knew what that meant. Her father and his colleagues were going to be tortured until they revealed the information the Swedish officer wanted. 
She hoped her father didn't know anything.
And that the torturer didn't believe him.
* * *







McAdams' Blue Cheese Mine
Written by Terry Howard


Grantville, late summer 1635 
James Lamont, formerly of MacKay's company, looked at the curb and sidewalk outside the grocery store with a grimace and swallowed. Step up, or walk thirty feet to the driveway, then thirty more back to the door?
"Okay, James," he muttered to himself, "Set y'cane. Now brace y'self, lift y' good leg and 'get-er-done.' The pain isna' as bad as all that." James clamped his jaw tight, closed his eyes, climbed the curb to the sidewalk. Then he stood there for half a minute before he dared to open his mouth. "Okay. I'm lyin'. Yon pain is as bad as all that. But, t'doctor says ye hav' to walk for it t'get better." When he could open his eyes he limped into the grocery store. 
"That wasna as bad as last time," James tried to convince himself. It hurt like hell to walk. It also hurt just to sit. The pain woke him up unless he got so drunk he passed out. Then when he woke up the hangover competed with the pain in his hip and leg. Still, better to take a walk and endure the agony rather than stay home and put up with the pain and the boredom.
Not that he found the grocery store all that interesting. James usually bought bread and the little meat he ate, already cooked at the open-air market in the park near the swimming pool, because he didn't have to walk as far. He'd been told the market started before the Ring of Fire as a "farmer's market," and some up-timers still called it that. Now, though, a bit of anything might sell there, from garden produce to hot food—James favored the dumplings off one of the carts—to any used clothes someone wanted to sell. 
The butcher filled the back wall of the grocery; produce the left, and the bakery the right. The front of the grocery store held the check-out counters. The center was split between aisles of shelves and the service counter, with its barrels, and bags of the bulk goods. Customers' purchases were measured, weighed or counted out into the containers they brought with them, or they bought a container off a shelf.
Boredom turned his thoughts to his home in Scotland—which he hadn't seen in years—and the beauty of the moors in the springtime. Then his thoughts turned to his grandame's table. He'd buried her before he left home, but his mind could still smell the bread baking on her hearth. This left him craving the tastes of home. The grocery store held the answer to one of those cravings. 
James stood in front of the bulk food counter and looked at the memory which called to him like the sirens of Greek mythology, and caused him to hobble, slowly, on three legs, through the streets of Grantville trying to avoid the curbs on the sidewalks as he crossed town to fetch a small bit of food that he really could not afford. 

Under a glass dome, behind the sliding glass door of a refrigerator in the bulk foods section, sat the remaining half of a four-inch-tall ten-inch-circumference, mostly pale ivory-white, round of cheese. It was flecked with points of blue and labeled "bleu cheese." It only seemed like the grocer wanted its weight in gold. It was brought up from France by courier. The price guaranteed that it only sold in small quantities. There wasn't a lot of it and the store didn't have it all the time. It was a true blue instead of the blue-green James grew up with, but it was as close to the cheese aged in the caves in the Pentland hills of Lanarkshire as anything he'd found since he left Scotland. 
In short, he came to the grocer's to buy a taste of home, a memory, comfort food. 
"Johann, giv' me a dollar's worth of that outrageously expensive cheese," James said, pointing at it even though he didn't have to, because Johann knew exactly what he was going to ask for and how much of it he was going to buy. Johann cut the small wedge from the round and wrapped it in the waxed paper James gave him. He hoped he could wipe off this sheet of waxed paper, iron it flat with a drip or two of new wax and reuse it one more time before he had to buy a new sheet. The electric iron and ironing board that came with the house was a wonderfully useful thing, but when the paper got a hole in it there wasn't much you could do. The cheese went in the basket along with half a loaf of rye bread and a jar of pickled cucumbers. 
One of James' housemates, Lukas, worked blowing glass into the molds for those jars; the shop that produced them worked year 'round, and sold everything they made to the new canning plant. He'd told James, "Herr Gruber, the plant's owner, thinks that when people start redeeming the deposit on the jars and the canning company starts reusing them the shop will slow down. So far, though, there aren't very many jars being redeemed. So we are working twelve hour days at least to harvest time. I guess a lot of the jars are going out of town or being used for other things."
Those jars, full of just about anything edible and ready to eat, were well on their way to pushing all the non-groceries which had filled the store's shelves out the door and turning the grocery store's focus back to convenience foods. 
James started the return trip home. Before he made it to the top of the first hill he cursed himself for buying the jar of pickles as pain shot up his back and throbbed in his head in perfect time to the beat of his heart. "Why didn't I wait till I had a ride to the store, or I had someone else to get them for me?" 
When he got home James sat at the picnic table in the backyard for a good long while. Finally he went into the kitchen and made a cheese sandwich for lunch, using equal parts of the strong-flavored blue cheese and a soft white cheese sold in the market. It was so mild it was blah, but it was cheap and filling and that was needful if he wanted more than one meal out of the expensive imported bleu. The local soft white was a raw natural cheese with no preservatives added. James once heard a couple of up-timers shopping in the market talking about it.
"What is it? Un-creamed cheese?" One of them asked the one who was buying a ball of it.
"It ain't really cheese yet, it's just sort of half dried curds, but I like it. It is sort of like creamed cheese, but drier." The other up-timer answered. "It's cheaper than the real cheese the dairy makes, but this here sells good and they don't have to wait while it ages."
He covered the cheeses and the bread with the waxed paper, put them in the refrigerator and then headed for the nearest ale house to start his afternoon of drinking. He planned to head home before he got too drunk to walk, and make another cheese sandwich for supper. It was a good thing that a little of the strong tasting cheese went a long way. After supper he would drink enough of whatever he could afford to let him get to sleep for the night. 
His supper was delayed. 
Three days later, when he got out of the hospital, James went before the judge. 
* * *
"Yes, your honor," the barmaid said. "I can tell you exactly vat happened. The two men here, three days ago sat at a table getting drunk. They ver talking theology and one drunk vas getting loud. James sat at the bar like he usually does. One drunk said something about it being high time Canterbury made the Scottish Presbyterians toe the line. His companion tried to get him to quiet down."
* * *
"Keep it down, Thomas. This is Grantville. They figure folks have the right to go to hell any which way they want, and the church has no business stopping them." 
"They can be as daft as they please. I don't give a damn, as long as they pay us on time. But what we do in England is none of their business. The church is and should be run by the properly appointed authority and not tossed to and fro at the sway of whatever strikes the fancy of a gathering of loud-mouthed fools even if you get fancy and call them a presbytery." 
"Thomas, why don't y' listen t' David 'n' shut y'r gab, afore y' get y'self in a world of hurt?" James said, without so much as turning his head to the table. 
"Well, if it isn't James Lamont, who can't stay on a horse!" Thomas sneered. "Take your own advice and keep your mouth shut. Someone who knows what they're talking about needs to tell you Scots what to do for your own good. So listen to your betters and shut up." 
James finished the dregs of his beer and slid off the stool to leave. 
"Well, look at that! Wonder of wonders! Would you believe it? An idiot Scotsman who actually knows how to listen to his betters," Thomas said with a sneer in his slurred speech. 
James stopped, turned and looked at Thomas. "Don't y' think you should be taking that back, Thomas?" 
"Take it back? When it's nothing but the simple truth? Well, go on. Get your ugly face out of here. If I had a dog that looked like you I'd shave its ass and teach it to walk backwards." 
* * *
"It was like a baseball game. James' stick would have hit Thomas' head like a home run ball, only he slipped." The barmaid laughed. 
The judge said "Order, miss. Order."
"Ja," she said. "Anyway, Thomas and his chair fell over onto the floor and Thomas hit his head on the floor hard. David looked at his partner on the floor and sighed. Then he stood up and beat the crap out of James. The police arrived, Thomas and James vere on the floor and David looked like he'd been trampled by a horse. But you know that, Your Honor." 
"So there was provocation," the judge said, looking at James. "But provocation is not justification. And if you hadn't lost your balance you could have cracked the man's head wide open and maybe even killed him. You're lucky the charge is simple brawling and not assault with a deadly weapon or even manslaughter. Thirty days or three hundred dollars."
* * *
"Hey, I thought you were in jail for another week," Lukas greeted James when he got home. 
"The sheriff got tired of feedin' me and threw me out early," James said. He looked in the fridge, "Damn." 
"What's the problem?" Lukas asked. 
"That bleu cheese I had left has gyane all hairy wi' mold," James said, unwrapping his wax-paper bundle. He hadn't had a lot of bleu cheese to begin with, so he had little hope of trimming off the mold and saving some. He'd left the white cheese on the same bread, in the same wrapper. The blue mold in the cheese had invaded and clearly conquered the bread, and sent streaks of color running through the soft white cheese. 
"I'm surprised someone didn't throw it out," James said as he trimmed the fuzz off of what was left of the white cheese. 
"Hey, it wasn't smelling too bad. It was on your shelf in the fridge, your rent was paid and we knew you'd be back." The house had three rooms, a bathroom and a kitchen with a small laundry utility room off the kitchen. After the bunk beds, there wasn't space in the room James rented for a chair. There was a book case, a mirror and a small built in closet. The house plans called his room a nursery and there were walk-in closets in town that were bigger. Lukas and his wife rented the bedroom and a family of five rented the living room. The refrigerator had three shelves. 
"One good thing about bein' in jail," James said, "I saved on groceries for three weeks. Another good thing is, now I've nae need t' replace the walking stick I broke." 
"You're getting around a lot better then?" 
"Aye. Listen, do you know if they've any bleu cheese left at t' grocer's?" 
"Nein, they sold the last of it over two weeks ago." 
James tasted a little bit of the saved cheese, then he had a bit more and put the rest, about a quarter of a cup, back in the fridge. 
"I'm headin' down t' market," James told Lukas. "Can I be gettn' you anything?" 
"A half dozen potatoes, if I can pay you come payday." 
"Anything else?" James asked. Lukas had done the same for him on occasion. Disability pay from the army while he recovered was tight. 
* * *
Down at the market the cheese seller said, "Hey, James, no cane?" 
"Nae, I'm gettin' about a whole lot better. Sell me a cheese." 
"Sure. Half or quarter?" It was cheap. The people who bought it mostly bought enough for today, and maybe for tomorrow, a little now and a little later. 
"No, a whole one." James said. 
The cheese seller raised an eyebrow and looked the over the basket of mostly softball sized heads of cheese for a small one. 
"Nae, a bigger one please." 
"Well, you're coming up in the world now, aren't you?" the cheese man said, putting the first one back for a middling-sized sphere. "Or did you find yourself a girlfriend?" 
He weighed the cheese and James paid without answering. 
The baker asked the same question, "Half or quarter?" 
James never bought more bread than that because that was all he could eat before it went stale. There was no reason to eat stale bread when you could buy more the next day. 
"A quarter loaf. Do you have any day-old rye?" The day-old bread was cheaper. 
"You want a quarter loaf of day-old?" 
"No. I want a quarter of fresh to eat today. I want a half loaf of day-old for something I want to try." 
Half of the new cheese and the day-old rye went to the back of the shelf with the last of the salvaged cheese all wrapped up together in waxed paper. James was hoping he could make his own bleu cheese. After all, it worked once. It seemed like it should work again. 
* * *
The reason the jail let him out early was so he could keep an appointment with the army's doctor. The letter telling him to come in caught up with him in jail and he asked for a furlough. Instead they let him out and told him not to come back. 
"What do you mean you can't use me? The doctor declared me fit for service." 
"Yes, he did, and if I had an opening I'd put you on. But we had to fill it while you were off for six months and right now the roster is full. I'll move you to the top of the waiting list," the quartermaster's clerk told him. 
"You mean I've got to live on the injured list stipend until you have an opening?" 
"Of course not. The doctor said you were fit, so you're off the sick roll. The stipend is over." 
"How am I supposed to pay the rent and buy groceries?" 
The clerk scribbled a note. "Go see this man and he can probably find you a job." 
* * *
Since he could stand to sit for eight hours, but wasn't up to hard labor, James ended up as the night clerk at the Holiday Lodge. It hardly paid a living, and it sure didn't pay a good living. The best part of it was he could scrounge meals in the kitchen at about ten cents on the dollar, compared to what they charged in the dining room as long as he ate out of the leftovers refrigerator. 
So he got to work early and ate. Then he mostly watched the front lobby for eight hours and had a second meal before going home. One of his duties as night clerk was to watch the indicator for the steam boiler. A small steam line ran to a glass bubble behind the front desk, with a small ball in it. As long as the ball was bouncing around everything was fine. If it shut down he was to call the engineer. 
* * *
"Why do you need to run a boiler in the summer?" James asked. 
"It's the cheapest way to run the refrigerators and freezers." 
"You mean you make your own electricity?" 
"Not that much. If we had electric freezers we'd have to have a compressor, and then we'd have to find something or other to use as a coolant. I guess there's a way to do it without a compressor but that takes a coolant too."
"A coolant?" James asked.
"A liquid or gas that draws heat away. They wanted to use ammonia because they could get it cheaper than anything else, but when the owner found out he said absolutely not. That stuff stinks. They make ammonia out of piss, you know. They told him it would be in a sealed unit and unless it leaked he would never smell it. The owner said he didn't care, if they used ammonia to cool the food he'd never be able to eat here. He said it would feel like he was eating something he knew someone had pissed all over. They told him it was in pipes and never touched anything else but the inside of the pipes. But the owner didn't care. He wouldn't have anything to do with it. Instead we use the steam to suck a vacuum and then we can use brine to make ice." 
"I don't see how," James said. 
"It's simple really," the engineer said. Then he talked about it for the next half hour. "So you see, it's simple." 
James figured he should agree or else the man would try and make him understand. It worked. He didn't need to know how. As long as the wizards could make magic and were reasonably polite about it, then all was right with the world as far as James was concerned. 
* * *
A month and a half after he landed the job, while James was eating at the end of his shift the chef began screaming his fool head off. 
This was the only real drawback of eating at the kitchen table. Every second or third morning it seemed like the head cook found something to be unhappy about. This morning his target was the kitchen manager. As far as the chef was concerned his unhappiness was something the whole world should know about. 

"We are out of bleu cheese!" The chef bellowed at the top of his lungs. "The menu calls for bleu cheese dressing. It is part of the Thursday special. People ride the trolley out here from Grantville just to buy my daily specials. How am I supposed to make bleu cheese dressing without bleu cheese?" 
The manager tried to soothe the chef, "It was supposed to be here on Monday. The courier from France is late. I've already checked. The grocers are out and any other kitchen in town which might have any doesn't have any to spare. They were counting on the same courier. Make a ranch dressing. The customers will understand." 
The chef's bellowing reached a new high. "If it were only the Thursday special, yes! But the McDonalds' banquet is tomorrow night! It has been scheduled for weeks! Mr. McDonald made it quite clear, he wants precisely the menu ordered. I personally told him everything would be perfect! He was promised bleu cheese dressing. And no! Do not tell me he will understand! This is special to his wife. He wants her to be happy! She will want bleu cheese dressing. If she is unhappy all of Grantville is unhappy! I'm ruined!" 
"Just calm down," the manager said. "Don't you think you're exaggerating a little?" 
"Just calm down?" the chef screamed. "Exaggerating? Have you seen the guest list?" All of this was at the top of his lungs in a full-bore, exploding pressure-cooker, rage.
"It's a small banquet. Hardly all of Grantville by any means." 
"Exaggerating!" Somehow, against all odds, the chef's bellowing of this one word question was actually louder than the last. 
"Everybody in Grantville does not have to be there! Everybody who is important will be! Have you seen the guest list?" 
The manager didn't get a word in edgewise. 
"How many meals have I cooked for Jimmy Dick when he was telling everyone that other place—" The chef would not mention the name out loud. "—had better food? He is on the guest list! And, you had better believe, if anything, if anything at all, is not perfect, and I mean absolutely perfect, all of Grantville will know it. Jimmy Dick will see to that! 
"My reputation is ruined! Do you hear me! I'm ruined! If you cannot get me what I need to cook the menu I will quit! No! Not will, have! Do you hear me! I quit! You have two weeks notice!" This was nothing new. In the six weeks James worked at the hotel the chef had quit at least three times that James knew of, but this time it really did sound like the man was serious. 
When the chef quieted down, at least a little, and went back to work the kitchen manager headed back to the pantry office darkly muttering, "Where in the world will I ever find bleu cheese?" 
As he passed by James asked, "Would three pounds of bleu cheese make a difference?" 
"There isn't three pounds of bleu cheese left in town. Everyone was waiting for the courier." 
"I might have three pounds of bleu cheese in the fridge at home." 
"James," the kitchen manager stopped, making eye contact as his face lit up, "I'll pay retail for all you can get me. Shoot, I'll pay double for it this morning." 
"Let me go see what I've got." 
* * *
When James got home from work he opened the fridge and pulled the waxed paper bundle out. 
Andy, the oldest child of the family renting the living room, looked over his shoulder. "Have you got a science project going there?" 
"I guess you could say that. I'm making bleu cheese." 
"Hey. The French don't have refrigeration, how do they do it?" 
"Back in the Pentland Hills of Lanarkshire they did it in the caves. So I suppose the French do too." 
"What's it taste like?" Andy, Andrew to his mother, had Grantville English down pat—"what's it" sounded like one word. 
"Ask me again in about two months and I'll give you a taste. This is going out to the Holiday kitchen." 
"You're giving them the whole thing?" 
"They're buying it," James named a price. Andy whistled. "So everything I don't need to start the next one is sold." 
* * *
Back at the hotel's kitchen James tagged along when the manager plopped the two and a half pounds of almost blue cheese on the counter in from of the chef. 
"It looks funny." The chef sneered as he stuck his finger into it and then into his mouth. He nodded, smiled, and said, "It's mild, but tangy. Did the courier arrive?" 
"No. James had this." 
"Well, find out where he got it and get me some more of it for next week. This is going to be so much better to work with." 
The manager looked at James who shook his head. "Two months," James said. 
"Well, send a rush order to wherever it comes from." 
"I made it," James said. "'Twill take six weeks to two months to make more." 
The chef's eyebrows went up. "You made it?" 
James nodded. The chef actually smiled. "This is good. In six weeks, I want five pounds. After that I want five pounds a week every week. You can do this, yes?" 
"I can pay retail for it," the manager said. 
* * *
Summer became fall as it does once a year. School was back in session. Andy screwed up his courage and took his tray to the table where the boys of McAdams Mining held court each day in the cafeteria. It was a rare day that one or more of their fellow students did not have a scheme to propose. The gang of four would usually listen and usually say, "no, we haven't got that much money." 
No one was really sure how much they had. The rumors ran all the way from, "They're just working for Lyndon Johnson in his mushroom mine," or "They found a treasure down there and the Abrabanels' have it invested for them," to "Those four boys could buy half of Grantville if they wanted." 
Andy had no idea one way or the other. But he did have an idea about how to make some money, and they were the ones who could make it happen. He waited while the gang of four argued about the mushroom mine. 
"Yes, it will take a long time to recoup the cost. But if we put in shelves we can double or triple production," Ebert said. 
"I'm not sure Lyndon will want to spend the money. He likes a steady cash flow," Ludwig replied. 
"If he's not willing to invest and expand then we should buy him out," Ebert said. 
"That is not right, Ebert," Ludwig said. "He's been good to us. Mushrooms were his idea. We wouldn't have the mine without him." 
"This is business. It's a matter of principle. A business must grow or it will die," Ebert said. 
"Ebert, I'm in the same business class as you are," Ludwig argued. "Don't you think you're getting a little carried away? The mushrooms are doing fine. Besides he wants way too much to sell out." 
"If we can double or triple the volume, it isn't too much to buy him out." 
"And there is a limit to the market for fresh mushrooms. We'd have to dry them and that is even more space and time," Paulus said. 
"Time is money." Ludwig continued his argument over business principles with Ebert. 
"Especially when we have money sitting idle. We need to do something with it," Ebert answered Ludwig. "We've got to expand. If we don't expand, then we're stagnant. A living company needs to be growing." 
Then Ebert answered Paulus, "We can sell them to a canning factory." 
"Ebert, I wish you hadn't taken that business management course. There is absolutely nothing wrong with having money sitting in the savings account. Besides we can only sell mushrooms to the cannery in season," Paulus countered. 
"Un-uh," Ebert squeaked. "Dietrich will keep canning as long as he's got something to can." Deitrich and his wife were running a small canning operation out of their kitchen. "We should take a lesson from that. We have got to keep expanding. If we double our output he can run a batch of mushrooms a day. Otherwise they can add mushrooms to just about anything. Momma said she saw a jar of meat and mushroom gravy on the grocer's shelf. Dietrich will buy them. He already buys up anything our vendor has left each day down at the market." 
Andy waited for a break in the discussion before he interrupted. It was pretty much the same argument the gang of four had been having for over a week. This was why he had finally screwed up his courage and decided to bring his idea before the bar. "Excuse me," Andy said. 
The conversation stopped and every head at the table looked at him. 
"If you've got room in the mine, I know what you should do with it." The other boys waited. People at nearby tables quieted down also. A retired teacher who was subbing that day saw it happen; he called it "an E.F. Hutton moment" and laughed even though no one else seemed to get the joke. 

"Bleu cheese," Andy said. "Our housemate is making it in the refrigerator. One head of cheese a week. He says in Scotland they do it in caves. He buys the cheap heads of white cheese and six weeks later he sells it as bleu cheese. Have you seen what the grocery store is getting for it? They have it brought up from France. If we can cut out the transportation costs and get the price down, there should be a large market for it." 
"Tell us about it," Peter said. 
"What's to tell?" Andy asked. "He buys a cheap head of cheese, does something with it, and waits six weeks. Then he sells it to the Holiday Lodge where he works." Andy sought to drive the point home and close the deal, so he repeated, "Have you seen what they're getting for bleu cheese at the grocery store?" 
Ebert's face lit up and his head started nodding. 
Paulus looked thoughtful. 
Ludwig asked the practical question. "What do you get out of it?" 
"How about a job?" Andy asked. "Get James to set it up and hire me to work it." 
"Give us a bit to talk about it." Ludwig said. 
"Sure, I can do that," Andy said and smiled. The four of them never said yes without talking privately it about first. If one of them said no without a closed discussion, that would pretty much settle things. The gang of four did not work by majority rule; nothing happened without consensus, even if three of them had to gang up on the fourth to get it. 
* * *
When James woke up that afternoon, Andy was waiting for him when he got out of the bathroom. 
"Mister Lamont, I've got somebody waiting to talk to you." 
"What about, Andy?" 
"Cheese." 
Paulus and Peter were doing homework while waiting at the picnic table in the back yard. There wasn't any dining area in the kitchen—you cooked your meal and took it outside or to your room. 
James recognized the boys as two of four fellows who took turns bringing fresh mushrooms to the hotel's kitchen every morning. Signing for them was one of James' jobs if the boys happened to be too early for anyone else to take delivery. 
Peter did not waste any time. "Mister Lamont, Andy says you can make bleu cheese. He also says you're doing it one cheese a week. We want to talk about going into business and exporting cheese here in Germany. We have a cave, and we have startup capital. We can pay you what you're making an hour at the hotel or you can work for ten percent of net." 
James looked the boys over. "Fifty-fifty seems fairer." 
"Only if you put up half the capital," Paulus said. 
"I don't have it," James replied. "Forty percent." 
"Mister Lamont, we have room in the mushroom mine." 
The boys leased the abandoned coal mine from the government. Mushrooms didn't do as well down one side tunnel where Old Man McAdams once kept his still and aged his whisky. 
The boys thought it was because no breeze moved the spores around down the dead-end side tunnel, unlike in the main shaft that opened on two ends on a high face of a cliff left by the ring of fire. The four of them had been arguing for months about what to do with or about that side tunnel. It was tearing them up. The only thing they all agreed on, until now, was that they needed to do something with the space. Now, bleu cheese looked like the perfect answer. 
"We have the room, and we have the capital. Andy has seen you make it, so we can figure it out if we have to. But we are trying to be fair. We'll pay you ten percent of net, or we'll pay you your rate at the hotel for hours actually worked, but you'll teach Andy everything you know. So when you go back to the army we still have a cheese master. It was his idea so he deserves something out of it." 
"My hours and ten percent." James said. 
Peter closed up his homework and started to leave. 
"My hours and five percent?" 
Peter stopped. "Your hours and two and a half. We've agreed to give Andy whatever we give you. It was his idea so he deserves something out of it. He has seen what you do. Do you really think we can't make this work without you?" 
"Deal." James said. "Would you like to see it? Then we can talk about what we need to get started." 
"Sure. Why not?" Paulus said.
* * *
And so the famous McAdams' Blue Cheese was born . . . fathered by a French mold on German curds, accidentally midwifed by a skinflint Scotsman who didna want to pay retail, and nurtured by young opportunists whose sole interest was making money.
* * *







Water Conservation
Written by Ray Christiansen


It might be said truthfully that in those days the young limbs of two branches of that great tree that is the House of Hapsburg were joyfully entwined.
—from The Flowering of a New Kingdom: The early reign of Ferdinand and Marianne in the Netherlandsby Carolus van Loon, University of Antwerp Press, 1702.
Queen Marianna strode quickly and triumphantly through the hallways in her home at Brussels. As they approached her suite in the royal apartments, she waved off her escorts, and bestowed a particularly warm smile on the young guardsman who opened the door to her suite for her. 
When the door closed behind her, she spied a lone maid curtseying before her, and said, "Oh get up, Annette, and congratulate me. It was a fabulous victory! And in straight sets, too! You should have seen me fly across the court. I was magnificent today!" She carefully placed her tennis racket on the bench near the door and began dancing around the room.
Annette rose and replied, "Indeed, your majesty. That is marvelous, but I wondered why you were gone so long."
"Not so long as all that."
"But, you and his majesty do have a state luncheon today with the burghers, guild masters, and university rectors. The cardinal and his sister will be there as well. I am sure you must remember."
Looking around, the young queen saw the formal court dress lying on the bed, and asked, "And Susanna is . . . ?"
"Waiting for your command. I am to fetch her and the others at your return."
"I don't suppose I have time for a bath before I need to dress?"
"I think not, Your Majesty."
"Oh well," she sighed, "before you go, please help me out of my tennis costume and into a robe. I am quite warm and need to cool off before I get into all that." She pointed toward the elaborate gown and its attendant layers of clothing.
"Yes, Your Majesty."
* * *
As Annette knelt to begin untying her tennis shoes, Maria Anna removed her hat and let her mind wander. She thought again about missing the bath she'd been hoping for. 
When Fernando saw the way the improved sanitation edicts inspired by the up-timers had saved lives inside the city during the siege of Amsterdam, he had issued decrees governing cleanliness and sanitation throughout the whole of his new kingdom. He had also thought to lead by example, and brought a team of up-timers from Grantville to install a very modern bathing chamber in the royal apartments while improving the plumbing in the palace.

She remembered the seemingly endless weeks of workmen moving walls, laying in pipes and drains, the nuisance of finding new quarters for some of the servants as the boiler and cisterns were inserted into the attics, and the construction of the very clever pump house. There was, however, the very rather peculiar suggestion of Herr Swiger's that their "Dutch mansion" would look "cute" with a windmill to run the pumps while they waited for the steam engine to be delivered and installed. Even she knew that a good team of oxen would be more dependable than the wind.
Her times relaxing in the very regal bathtub that had been installed had only been made more pleasurable by the gift of some scented "bubble bath" solution from one of the ladies in the Essen trade delegation some weeks back. Court gossips insisted that they "knew" she bathed for hours each day. In truth, she only indulged herself once or twice a week, if her schedule permitted, and she nearly felt like confessing to a sin, but she couldn't think of one that applied. Besides, she did get clean in body and relaxed in mind each time.
* * *
As she mused on the wonders of the finished bathing chamber, another thought occurred. Of course, the showering cabinet that Fernando somehow preferred to the bathtub.
"Annette, I would have time to take a shower, wouldn't I?"
"I suspect so, Your Majesty, if you didn't take too long."
"Excellent! Fetch my showering cap and help me cover my hair."
Quickly opening a wardrobe, Annette returned with a rather large, plain bonnet whose only benefit to the wearer was the fact that it was waterproof. Working together, the two soon covered the queen's hair and tied the several tapes and ribbons to close the cap close to her head.
"This will be the perfect solution," the queen said, catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror.
Seeing her court dress reflected in the glass, she asked, "Was my nosegay delivered while I was out?"
Annette looked around quickly, and in a worried tone, replied, "No, my lady. I hadn't noticed that it was not here."
"Well, I must have flowers to carry that match the flowers on the banqueting tables."
"Yes, Your Majesty. Shall I send . . . ?"
"No, you must go yourself. Go to the chief steward and ask where my flowers have gone to, then go get them from, well, wherever they are, and bring them here as quick as you can."
Seeing her young maid's hesitation, the queen gave the girl her warmest smile and said in a low voice, " Please, Annette. I know that the steward can be a bit of a tyrant, but you are going at my command, and, besides, I trust you to find my flowers and make sure they are correct and arranged the way I like them. Now, do me this favor, and hurry, please, and bring them back for me."
"But Your Majesty, I need to help you get ready for your bath."

"No, I am quite able to finish undressing and putting on a robe by myself. Now go, fetch the flowers, please, and bring Susanna and the other maids and the ladies-in-waiting back with you."
"Yes, Your Majesty. Thank you, Your Majesty," the girl burbled as she tried to bow, open the door, and back out of the room, all at the same time.
As the door closed, the queen chuckled to herself and continued removing the last of her tennis garb, donned light slippers and a robe, and walked through the suite to the bathing chamber door.
* * *
When she opened the door, she was surprised to hear both the sound of cascading water, and of a light baritone singing a rather improper song. Off-key. In Spanish!
Stepping in and closing the door, she drew herself up to her full height, cleared her throat, and in her best imperial tones declaimed, "Stop wasting all the hot water, you Spanish oaf!"
The sound of water (and singing) abruptly ceased, the shower cabinet door opened, and a rather handsome head topped by a showering cap not too unlike her own popped out, and its owner said, "Why, good morning, my dear. How was your tennis match?"
"Don't 'my dear' me," she replied with a stern look that was spoiled by a half-smile. Tapping her foot, she continued, "Time is short, and I simply must bathe before we greet our guests. Oh, and yes, I won."
"Congratulations, love. I, too, had a most successful morning."
"Nonsense. You were probably lounging about all morning."
"Not so. I spent the morning honing my martial skills at the Academy, and the masters praised my growing abilities and devotion to training."
"The only reason they asked you to join was so they could have a royal patron, and have someone to pay for the trophy swords and awards for the next tournament."
"That may be true in part, but I do need something to do on those mornings you go off to play tennis and I don't have pressing kingly duties to attend to. I do sometimes miss our morning walks and rides together. But more to the point, the Academy masters teach fencing in the Spanish style that I learned at my father's court, and I enjoy fencing with opponents who see me as a fellow student or as an apt pupil and not as a king or commander, just as some of your opponents and partners see you as an equally talented player and student of the game."
"Very well, I surrender. Your exercises are as important as mine, but please hurry, Ferdy, and do save me some of the hot water."
With a mischievous smile Fernando eyed his wife's robe-clad form, and suggested, "We could save some time and water if we showered together."
Taken aback, Maria Anna thought for an instant, and then with a dreamy smile looked over her shoulder to make sure she had closed the door. Before she could turn back completely, a rather imperious voice ordered with a chuckle, "Come, wench. Your king commands your presence within."
With a broad smile she quickly removed her slippers and robe, rushed into the shower cabinet, and shut the door. Shortly, the room was filled again with the sounds of cascading water, along with some giggles, a slap, and some other low, indistinguishable sounds. 
Soon, her soft voice might be heard beneath the sound of the water, "You know, Ferdy, we will be terribly late," followed by the equally soft reply, "Yes, my love, but think of the water we'll be saving."
* * *
Later that evening in his own quarters, the chief steward of the palace reflected on a most satisfying day over an excellent glass of hock. The state luncheon was the highlight of course, but under his steady direction and keen eye for detail, all went off smoothly, despite a flurry of interruptions. The only flaw was the delay in starting, but the king and queen could, of course, be a bit late, and needed to offer him no explanation. 
Affairs of state, he concluded, affairs of state.
* * *







Small Problem with Cafe Press Store
Written by Grantville Gazette Staff
The Cafe Press store problems have been fixed and I've started ordering.  Just a bit more patience and we'll have it caught up.
Apologies for the delays, folks.
Paula, 20 Dec 09
We've got a small problem in our Cafe Press store.  If you're due some of the gifts for subscribing, I want to assure you that you haven't been forgotten. We are working on it, however the person who maintains the store and has the passwords, etc., has been in the hospital for a couple of months.
We'll keep after it and it will eventually be fixed, at which time I'll catch up on sending out the gifts.
Paula







SERIALS:
No Ship for Tranquebar
Written by Kevin H. and Karen C. Evans


Somewhere in the Bay of Bengal
October 1635
The deck plummeted. Anders Kiersted, captain of the Danish trading vessel Pelican, braced himself behind the helmsman. "Steady as you go, Kris." 
The helmsman said nothing, just continued to fight with the rudder in the stormy seas. 
Anders closed his eyes briefly in prayer, then said, "Not Ran, not Neptune, not even the Devil is going to keep me from getting this old bucket into port," he ended with a growl.
"Captain! On the bow!" 
Anders opened his eyes to see a huge wave that looked higher even than the mast. He brushed the helmsman aside. "Hold onto something!" Driving straight into the wave would flood the ship and sink them for sure. There was just one chance. Anders spun the wheel. Just a couple of points would do it, and they would climb the wave at an angle, instead of driving through it. 
With a rush the wave was on them. The stem-post bit into the wave, and then they were climbing, like a shot fired from a cannon. Much faster than he'd expected, they reached the top and the ship fell like a stone. 
As they fell down the face of the wave, the main mast itself seemed to shift significantly, up and down. Then they were in the trough that followed the wave, and the ship smashed into the water. The whole ship shook. Something was wrong. He felt it in the helm. 
The carpenter came running up from below, "Captain! Captain! We're leaking. I think we've cracked the keel."

Bank of Grantville
October 1635
"You been flying lately?" Coleman Walker was leaning on the corner of Marlon Pridmore's desk.
The question was definitely not what Marlon was expecting. "Sure, Coleman. Almost every weekend, especially when the weather is good. You want to go up for a ride, or something?"
Coleman grinned. "Now why would I want to do that? No, it's about this thing I have on my desk. Come on."
Together they walked into Coleman's office. There was a packet of parchment, beribboned and stamped with wax. Marlon considered the document. "What is it? Somebody trying to buy us out?"
Coleman sat down in his leather chair and motioned for Marlon to sit. "I'm not really sure. It comes from someone named Cornelius Holgarssen, who represents something called the Merchant Bankers of Copenhagen. They're making noise about some kind of financial agreement with us. But they will negotiate only with you. They want to meet on their own ground, and they want you to bring your airship."
"I haven't really heard any rumors about Denmark lately," Marlon said. "Do you have any idea what they really want?"
Coleman picked up the document and flipped a couple of pages, then found what he was looking for. "They say it's something about establishing common guidelines for financial transactions, but that's just fancy double-talk. It could mean almost anything. It doesn't really sound like enough to drag somebody in person all the way to Copenhagen."
"Coleman, how long do you think this meeting of theirs will run? You know it's going to take a while just to get there."
"I don't know, Marlon. But the bank, and Grantville for that matter, can't afford to alienate any of the parties in Europe right now."
"Are they offering enough to make it worth our while?"
Coleman handed the papers to Marlon. "Yeah, I think so. I really think you should go."
Marlon took a couple of minutes to look over the highlights of the request, and stood up. "Reva'll enjoy the chance to get away for a while. And my trainee, Manfried, seems to be working out pretty well. I was about ready to cut him loose, and let him try it solo. Now's a good time. When do I need to be there?"
"They've requested you to attend a meeting on the first of December. I'd say give yourself three weeks travel time, so that would give you about three weeks or so to get ready and to close up anything you have on your desk here."
"There's no telling how long I might be gone. It seems down-timers can't buy a pair of shoes without haggling for a week."
Coleman laughed. "Take all the time you need, just don't fall out of your balloon and forget to come back."
* * *
Marlon came out of the office, and went over to his wife's station. "Reva, you busy? Let's go get some lunch."
Reva shook her head. "You know very well that it's a good hour and a half after lunch time. If I let you, Marlon, you'd spend all day at a restaurant wasting time."
"Yeah, I know. But there's things we need to talk about, and I need a cup of coffee."
* * *
Reva leaned forward and put her elbows on the table. "Now just exactly what was in that fancy message that got you and Coleman tied up in knots?"
"It's a request for a meeting with a bunch of money people in Copenhagen. They want us to come out and do some business. You've been wanting to get away for a vacation anyway, and they asked for us by name. They want us to take the Upwind, but that doesn't surprise me. Everybody wants to see it. Coleman thinks that there's more than to it than that but he's not sure what. You feel like going?"
Marlon knew that Reva always loved travel, even with the uncomfortable carriages and bad road conditions. She'd loved new places all of her life. 
"When do we have to be there?"
Marlon loved watching her eyes light up at the thought of going somewhere. "The papers request my presence on December first. Coleman thinks it will take about three weeks to get there. We'll have to figure out how to bring the Upwind along. And I haven't got all of that thought through yet. Heck, I haven't even really got a finalized hauler arrangement."
The food arrived, and they took a moment to eat a bit before continuing. Marlon said, "Coleman thinks it may all be just an excuse to see one of them newfangled flying machines. Still, they're talking about a lot of money, and some agreements we could really use. Seems like a lot just to see some flying thing. What do you think we need for the trip?"
Reva considered. She was always the one to organize their various excursions in the past. "Well, I don't want to sleep in the dirt this time, so you better find some way to get us off the ground while we're traveling. And I don't want to walk the whole way either."
"Well, I got an idea about that. I think I can cobble together a small trailer house for you. We could take that old gooseneck pole trailer and put that little 8 x 12 shed out back on it. I'll build a rope bed, and we can put our mattress on that. We'll have room for your foot locker, and food and everything. Then we can get that friend of Bernard's with his short wagon and horses. We put a fifth wheel connection in the bed of the wagon and we have our fifth wheel. You might even be able to nap as we go. And it will save us setting up camp every day."
"That sounds good. We could take a gas camp stove too. Why do you think they want you to take your toy?"
"Funny thing, they asked for it specifically. Seems it's a bigger celebrity than we are. We'll probably need to take a five hundred gallon propane tank too. Especially if we need to fly that thing more than one or two times. But if it helps to sell the deal, I don't mind flying around with them."

Merchant Bankers of Copenhagen Offices
October 1635

Cornelius Holgarssen looked up from his desk as the door to his office opened. It was Eric, his secretary. "Yes, Eric?"
The young man appeared definitely nervous. "Sir, you have a visitor on his way up. I know you're very busy, but I'm certain you want to see him." 
"Really? Who is it?" Cornelius was already straightening papers and removing his teacup.

"His Majesty, King Christian." Eric was practically vibrating. He was new to the office, and had not really been near royalty before.
"Nothing to worry about, son. His Majesty and I often consult. Please show him in, and then go get some tea. And make sure that we have those little berry tarts. I'm sure he would love those."
Eric hurried away. Cornelius arranged some chairs near a small table, and smoothed his doublet. 
Eric opened the door, and bowed as Christian stepped past him. "Cornelius, how nice to see you," the king said.
Cornelius bowed, and then gestured toward the chairs. "Thank you, Your Majesty. Won't you sit?"
As they made themselves comfortable, Cornelius asked, "Your Majesty, what brings you out on such a beautiful day?"
"I'm concerned about this venture that you and your bankers have been involved in. I know you've already spent more money than you expected. And now you've invited that American pilot . . . ?"
"Yes, Your Majesty. We have been working on this idea for some time. You'll remember Rikard the shipwright? We inherited him from your flights project. He's in charge of the logistics. He's gathered a significant amount of material to build the airship, and has many versions of plans underway. Also we have started clearing for the foundation of the workspace, the hangar. Rikard has many serious questions, though, concerning airships. And we feel that only somebody with more experience can answer them. We believe that person is Marlon Pridmore from Grantville."
King Christian nibbled on his moustache, deep in thought. "So what exactly are your plans? And how old is this fellow?"
"Herr Pridmore is reported to be in his late fifties or early sixties. And I think you already know most of our plans, Your Majesty. We want to bring Denmark back to prominence in trade. We have the Baltic, and the North Sea, but we need to get goods overland to the markets of Europe, and we need to do it faster than overland travel can accomplish right now."
The king leaned forward. "But Cornelius, are you sure this is the best method? I already have an airplane. Can't it carry what you need?"
"Your Majesty, how much cargo can your plane carry?"
Christian shrugged. "I don't know, maybe a half ton. Maybe more. I'd have to ask the experts."
"I've read about airships in your encyclopedia, Your Majesty. Even the relatively small one that Herr Pridmore has constructed can carry two tons, maybe more."
"And what of the expense, Cornelius? Look what's already been spent in your failed attempts." Christian stood and paced toward the windows and back. "I can offer you a Royal charter and access to my workshop, nothing more. The clerks are already complaining about my extravagance. I don't want to risk it on something that won't pay off. Your Danish East India Company is already enough of an embarrassment. Five ships! In more than fifteen years, all we ever got back is five ships! I don't care that you're transporting items on other ships from England or France. We don't get any taxes on those. We need the money that trade brings in, we need it here, and your ships need to make port. The royal coffers will not be able to sustain that sort of project again, you know that."
"Of course, Your Majesty. We had not planned to request assistance. That's why we're operating through the Merchant Bankers of Copenhagen. This is not a Danish project, but speculative spending by the bankers."
King Christian strode across the room again. It was clear that the problems of state weighed heavily on him today. "I hold you responsible for the whole thing, Cornelius." With that, he opened the heavy doors himself. 
He turned and shook his finger at Cornelius. "Don't mention any of this to that American until we have him safely here. I don't want to start a bidding war over his expertise. The French would love to get this kind of advance over the Germanies. And let me know when he's going to fly that thing. That will be really something to see."

Grantville
November 1635
Bernard Brenner was frowning. He was standing on the front porch of the home his family shared with the Pridmores. The late afternoon sun turned the front yard a deep golden brown, and two young people were at the gate, hand in hand. He couldn't keep silent any longer. "Helga, it's time for you to help your mother with dinner. Herr Pridmore and his wife will be home soon."
Even that didn't break the two young people apart. Bernard could see his daughter look up into the eyes of Ulrich, the young man with her. He could see her adoring glance, and knew that his troubles were even more serious than he had believed.
Another moment of Helga and Ulrich murmuring to each other, and Bernard cleared his throat more loudly than necessary. Helga threw a worried glance at her father, then dropped Ulrich's hand, and hurried past Bernard, and into the house without a word.
Bernard looked at Ulrich for a moment. "Young man, I think it's time you and I had a talk."
Ulrich's face betrayed his worry. Silently he followed Bernard, sat when directed, and waited.
"I have noticed lately that when Helga attends group activities, these are the same activities you choose to attend. And I have noticed that you walk her home as often as four or five days a week. I need to know your intentions, and your capability to take care of my daughter."
Ulrich gulped. "Herr Brenner, I love your daughter. She is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. I have been released from the Army, and I have been working as an apprentice in Nat Davis' shop for a couple of months now. They all think I have good prospects down there. And right now, machinists are in demand all over Europe. When I finish my training, I'll have more opportunities than you can imagine."
"You have no idea what I can imagine. As a matter of fact, right now I'm imagining a lot of things that are not beneficial to your well-being. Helga is only just turned nineteen, and I don't want you interfering with her future. Neither of you is old enough, yet, to be thinking of marriage."
Ulrich had nothing to say to this statement. He just frowned miserably at the floor. 
After a moment of silence, Bernard took pity on the young man, and continued in a more friendly voice. "I have an idea that may get you ahead faster than you think. You know that Herr Pridmore is preparing to take his airship to Denmark. And there is nobody besides Herr Pridmore that knows more about the airship than you."
Ulrich looked up from the floor, and his eyes were alight with possibilities. Still he said nothing, letting Bernard continue.
"I think it would be wise for you to accompany Herr Pridmore to Copenhagen. You can use the money he'll pay for driver and assistant. I know he'll need one, and hasn't hired anyone else yet. What do you think?"
Ulrich was silent no longer. He sprang to his feet, and shoved his hand at Herr Brenner. "Oh, sir. I think this is the best of all possibilities. I was speaking with Herr Lawler this morning, and he said his friend Arie De Vries is there already. Maybe he can pick up my apprenticeship, and I can continue to learn everything I can about airships. I will be able to afford a home and family so much quicker this way."
Bernard stood and shook Ulrich's hand, and before he could say another word, the young man had vacated the porch. Well, at least he will be far away from Helga. Perhaps he will meet someone else.
* * *
Marlon hadn't been this busy since the days just before the first flight of the Upwind. He wanted to make sure he had whatever he might need, so he was sorting his Hot Air Enthusiast magazines and any technical papers needed to describe how the Upwind worked.
Just now, though, he was not sorting or packing. He was reading. He had come across one of the books that Reva had given him for Christmas many years ago. It was a coffee table book with photographs of hot air balloons and airships. He always enjoyed it, but it was still almost like new with the original dust cover.
He was about to return the book to the bookshelf of his den, when he had a thought. This book certainly contained more information than any encyclopedia he'd ever seen. So he packed it in his luggage on the off chance that he needed to present anything at court. The letter didn't mention the king, but Marlon liked to be prepared.
* * *
Reva was at her best organizing the trip. Right now she stood in the kitchen, surrounded by everything she thought she needed. "Helga, I can't think of anything else I could need for the couple of months we'll be there."
Agnes put her hands on her hips. "No, Frau Pridmore, but what about Christmas? Next week on the calendar, we were supposed to start baking. What do we do now?"
"Well, it's late enough in the year, that I won't be here for the holiday. I'll send gifts home from Copenhagen, and depend on you to make what's needed. I've looked over my reserves, and I'm practically out of chocolate. I don't know what I'll do for that, but I'll worry about it later. You have the recipes we used last Christmas. Just be sure that my sister's kids get something special."
Agnes turned toward the sink, and surreptitiously dabbed her eyes. They had been living in the same house for almost four years, and this sudden departure was a little hard for her to take. 
Helga saw her mother trying to get herself under control, and began to cry as well. "Oh, Frau Pridmore. I will miss you so much."
"Well, for heaven's sake." Reva pulled a hanky out of her pocket, and sniffled for a moment. "You two are going to make me cry too. It's not like I'll be gone forever. We're just going to Copenhagen for a little while. We'll be back."
Agnes took a deep breath, and turned back from the sink. "Of course you will. It's not like there are marauding armies roaming the countryside. It's perfectly safe. And you will be able to write letters, won't you?"
"Of course I'll write. And I look forward to hearing from you as well."
Finally, once they were in control again, Reva said, "We better get all this out on the porch so that Ulrich can load it into the wagon. I just hope there's room for us to sleep. I might have packed a little more heavily than I should have." 
* * *
Coleman looked worried. "Now Marlon, make sure that you have all the papers in order. Did you get another formal doublet made? We don't know how many high-power meetings you'll have to attend. We don't want them to think we're a bunch of hillbillies out here."
Marlon stifled a grin. Coleman was the kind of boss that liked to worry about the details. Marlon's briefcase included a large packet containing the bank's proposals and positions. The inner envelope had stamps and ribbons galore. 
Coleman continued. "You know what we need. Don't let them pull a fast one on us. You have the bank's power of attorney. And if you need it, get on the radio and talk to me. If we have to, I'll pull the Federal Reserve card out of our hat."
Marlon offered his hand to his friend. "You got it, Coleman. I'll get the best deal we can."

Tranquebar, Southeastern India
November 25, 1635

Roelant Crappé, Governor of the Danish Colony of Tranquebar, sat back at his desk, and sipped his tea. Roelant had been gathering cargo for years, and this batch looked particularly interesting. Aside from the normal stuff, cotton cloth and things like that, Nicholas had acquired a truly massive shipment of nutmeg. 
For many years, the Portuguese would not tell anybody where nutmeg was coming from. But now, even though it was an open secret, it was difficult but not impossible to find. Roelant had made a few deals, bribed several captains, and obtained more than five tons of the valuable spice.
"The ship has just arrived in the harbor, sir." Roelant looked up. His assistant, Chander, was standing in his doorway.
"Very well let's walk over and see what's going on." 
When they reached the docks, Roelant was astounded. He had seen many ships arrive, but none in such a truly appalling condition. The main mast was askew, the railings battered beyond recognition, and the sails were in shreds. 
Roelant stepped up, ready to greet Captain Kiersted and welcome him to India. Just as the gang plank was dropped, a groan shook the ship stem to stern. Roelant was afraid for his life as the mainmast shuddered back and forth for a moment. It looked as though the tall wooden spar would tumble down on top of them, but it plunged through the bottom of the keel, and into the harbor below. 
Captain Kiersted, standing on the quarterdeck, threw his hands in the air then started to shout. Sailors scurried trying to save the ship, but it was too much for them. Slowly but surely, the ship sank into the water. Just before it settled into the mud, sailors jumped over the edge like escaping rats.
Captain Kiersted climbed up onto the dock and shook the water out of his hair, then stood before Roelant. "I've got men already going for the money chest. We'll haul it up momentarily. At least the only cargo we were hauling was ballast, and those rocks won't be hurt by the water. I am afraid however that the Pelican is never sailing anywhere again."
"Captain, how did this happen?" Roelant asked.
"We encountered a storm as we were rounding the southern coast. We were doing all right until this really enormous wave tried to swallow us. We crossed it quite handily but as we slid down the other side and hit bottom, the mast rose out of its socket and smashed down into the keel and broke it. Our ship's carpenter had a large screw holding her together long enough for us to get here. But with every movement through the waves, the ship was slowly tearing itself to bits."
Roelant said, "There's an English ship due to leave here sometime this week. We can send a message back with them. Most of the cargo I had for you will last until another of our ships makes it in. But some, I worry, will deteriorate before we can get it back to Denmark."

Copenhagen
November 1635

Marlon and Reva arrived in Copenhagen earlier than they expected. Ulrich jumped down with ease as Marlon creaked down from the hard wagon seat, and tried to smooth some of the wrinkles from his clothes. 

The last couple of days had been a little difficult, and because of the condition of the roads Marlon's back was complaining bitterly. Ulrich went forward to see to the horses. Marlon stretched slightly, and then turned to help Reva down. She whispered. "Heads up, Swordfish. I think we have company."
When he had her safely on the ground, he turned and saw a delegation of men coming from one of the buildings on the square. They all had what he thought of as Van Dyke beards, and were very well dressed. 
"Herr Pridmore, I presume?" The speaker was an older man, possibly the same age as Marlon, on the edge of sixty. He was a little shorter, had white hair and beard and piercing blue eyes. "I am Cornelius Holgarssen."
* * *
The next evening, Marlon and Reva were guests of honor at a reception in Herr Holgarssen's home. Reva was nervous. In truth, she felt more comfortable with the servants than she did with the rich folk that filled the house.
She held tight on Marlon's arm as they stood in the reception line at the door. There was no way she would remember all these names. 
Then she saw a familiar face. It was Henny De Vries. "Henny, I didn't know you had moved to Copenhagen. Are there other up-timers here?"
Henny smiled and patted Reva's hand. "You have no idea, dear. Arie and I love it. It's not like America was, but it's not like the Europe we remember either. I'm glad to see you here. I hope you have a wonderful time." She gave Reva a hug, and continued on into the reception.
After that, Reva was more comfortable. There were several expatriate Americans living in Copenhagen, and she never knew. She lost count after about ten, but they seemed to keep coming. 
* * *
Marlon was also amazed at the number of familiar faces he saw here. "Dori, didn't I just finish training you? When did you arrive?"
Dori Grooms laughed. "Oh, Mr. Pridmore. I've been here quite a while. You remember I had twins? They're almost a year old now, and I left them at home with the nanny. I needed a break tonight."
Marlon grinned. "I can see that. Why don't you go in and get a seat."
The rest of the evening was like old home week. After the reception line, Marlon and Reva settled into a parlor and many of the Americans gathered around them. After a while, very little German or Danish was spoken. Everything was comfortably in English.
Dave Caine was laughing just like he did back home in the bar. "Remember the time that Marlon here said he was going fishing, when really he was . . ."
Marlon interrupted. "No need for that story, Dave. We want our hosts to think I'm responsible. Why don't you have another beer instead."
The party broke up late that night. Marlon and Reva felt very welcomed indeed.
* * *
They were provided with a small but sumptuous townhouse. The Upwind and airship equipment was stored near an open area outside of town. It took Reva a couple of days to get settled, and to become accustomed to the idea of not working. That was a new experience for her. But she soon realized that it freed her to enjoy the city of Copenhagen. She began daily walks and even carriage rides doing sightseeing and buying interesting things in the markets, often accompanied by one or another up-timer. 
Marlon let her go. He only had a couple of days to prepare for his first meeting with the Merchant Bankers association.
December first arrived and Marlon, dressed in his new doublet with its lace collar, left the house with the briefcase containing the beribboned agreement.
The first meeting with Cornelius Holgarssen and bankers association was almost as involved as a circus. Marlon was not quite sure how many of the throngs of people around him were bankers, and how many were secretaries and servants. There were formal introductions, formal toasts, formal declarations of friendship and formal handshaking.

On an English Ship near the Cape of Good Hope
December 1635
Captain Kiersted stood on the quarterdeck. He made sure to stay out of everybody's way. His position on the quarterdeck was only a courtesy by the English Captain, Niles Henderson. 
The English ship had come into port and Governor Roelant had ordered the loading of enormous amounts of cloth on board. It seemed like acres of cotton had come on board, more cloth than Anders had seen in many years. Anders remembered Roelant saying, "I don't dare risk shipping the bulk of the spices. That ship doesn't have enough space to put the waterproof airtight containers in. And I greatly fear that we would have damage to a large part of our cargo on the return voyage." 
Captain Kiersted patted his pocket, checking again to see that the packet was there. Somehow they had to get a ship to Tranquebar and to retrieve the valuable spices that were still there.

Copenhagen
December 1635

Just after lunchtime, the front door opened. Marlon was back. Reva, who had been waiting, jumped up and hugged him. "Swordfish! How did it go? What happened? Do you have any better idea why we're here?" As she spoke, Reva was busy helping Marlon out of his tight jacket.
Once he was relieved of the hot layers of brocade, Marlon went into the sitting room and signaled for beer. "Come sit with me for a moment, Sweetpea." When the beer arrived, he took a long pull and put his arm around Reva. "No, I still have no idea why we are here. There was wine, toasting, and lots of hand shaking, but no business this morning at all."
* * *
The business came in the next days and weeks. The association was intensely interested in establishing firm guidelines on monetary interactions with the financial establishment of Grantville and the USE. Agreements were formulated, papers prepared, and guidelines hammered out. Still no one asked about the Upwind.
By December tenth, everything seemed ready. All that was needed was signatures. And then everything seemed to hit a brick wall. Official witnesses were unavailable, or someone was sick or it was some obscure Christmas season holiday. Something always seemed to come up.
On Saturday the thirteenth, Marlon came home early. It wasn't even lunch time yet. He sat in the sitting room next to Reva. She had been shopping, and was going over some sort of list.
But Marlon didn't really look at his wife. He needed to rant. "Reva, I've had it. I've been here all this time, finagling for signatures, and still haven't managed to get anything done."
Reva looked up during the harangue and took a sip of her wine.
Marlon didn't seem to notice. He was talking to the room in general. "This is the first day since we got here that the sun is shining and the wind is calm. I'm going flying." He started working down all the little buttons on his coat. As he unbuttoned, he walked toward the stairs. "If they make a decision, they can let me know, and we'll sign some papers." 
He started up the stairs. "I'm going out to that meadow where we're storing the equipment. You know the one. I'm going to fire up the Upwind, and take a look at the town."
He turned at the top of the stairs. "Reva, aren't you coming? I can't imagine launching without you there to boss the ground crew." Without waiting for her answer, he turned, shouting as he went. "If those gentlemen of means want something, I will be out with the balloon the rest of the day."
Reva smiled as she laid down her list. She stood up, patted her hair into place, and hurried up the stairs after her fuming husband.
* * *
Ever since the rescue by the Upwind, Ulrich had harbored a strong desire to continue to fly. He had become Marlon's right-hand man in the weekend flights they were able to take before leaving Grantville. 
So today he helped Marlon lay out all of the pieces of the flying machine with practiced care. With a suitable amount of grunting and heaving, the Upwind was set up in the center of the field, the envelope laid out and inflation begun. People started showing up from town, first a few, then in greater numbers.
Reva watched the crowds with the practiced eye of a ground crew supervisor. She finally saw what she was looking for, and snagged a young boy by the sleeve. "Would you like to help?"
The boy was between ten and twelve. His eyes were already the size of saucers, but when she spoke to him, they glistened with joy. "Yes, ma'am. I'm a good worker."
Reva smiled. "I could tell. What is your name?"
The boy straightened his jacket. "I am Lukas."
Reva spoke seriously, as if addressing an adult. "Okay, Lukas. I want you to get two or three friends, and keep people back from the area around the flying machine. Especially the part over there. That's the burners, and flames will burst out of there hotter than the bakery. Can you do that?"
"I certainly can." Lukas grinned, then ran off calling to his friends. After a moment of consultation, they fanned out in a circle around the set-up site. The six boys stood with their arms stretched out, and their faces toward the flying machine. That way, they wouldn't miss a thing.
* * *
When the burners were attached, Marlon pulled the levers for the first test. The crowd jumped back a little, but nobody was frightened enough to leave. There were murmurs when the nearly transparent flames shot into the air. The pressure fan engine chugged away, forcing air into the envelope.
Marlon looked up and smiled. "Ulrich, I think it's time for you to get some more air time. Get yourself in that back seat. We'll be going up in a few minutes." 
Ulrich hurried over to the gondola, and climbed into the back seat. Marlon grinned as he climbed into the front. No matter how often you went up, it never got old.
The checklist was complete. The envelope was full, and the gondola was bumping as if the Upwind was as excited as Ulrich was.
Marlon leaned over the edge of the gondola. "Reva! You ready to pop that bow line?"
Reva was standing near the mooring mast. "Just give me the word."
"I'm going to fly once around the meadow, then I think I'll head toward town, and fly back." Marlon sat back down, then had a thought. "Do you want to go up with us and take a look at town?"
Reva laughed. "I don't think so. I've been looking at town for two weeks, remember? Besides, who's going to fish you out of the moat when you fall in?"
"Reva, those things are canals, and why should I fall in one anyway?" Marlon gave the burner a long pull, ramped the throttle up some, and signaled for Reva to release the bowline.
Kicking his rudders back and forth gently, he started toward the walls of Copenhagen. Before he was anywhere near them, he was already more than a thousand feet above the ground. Down below he saw a large crowd coming out of the gates. The conditions were almost perfect. There was very little wind, the day was bright and clear. It really was too good a day to be sweating over papers and books in some office.
The radio on the control board crackled. "Marlon, your business associates just showed up. They really want to talk to you."
Marlon picked up the mike. "Well, hand them the radio."
Reva's voice showed signs of patient restraint. "No, they seem kind of excited. They want to talk to you face-to-face. You should probably come back for a bit."
Marlon shook his head. I better go see what they want, he thought. He turned the airship and sailed over the meadow. Coming up against the wind and lining up the bow on the mast that Ulrich had planted in the center of the field, Marlon keyed the radio. "Reva, you ready?"
"Yeah, get that line a little closer, and I'll hook you onto the anchor."
Marlon moved the airship closer, then added some heat to the envelope and tilted the propellers slightly to force the airship down. He flew gently to earth. 
* * *
Reva watched the bow line bounce off the ground a couple of times, then grabbed it and shackled it to the anchor. Marlon moved the propellers to level and chopped the throttle. The Upwind was moored safely to the mast.
Lukas and his friends rushed forward. Reva raised her voice loud and commanding over the roar of the Upwind. "Wait! Wait! Move back!" She waved her arm over her head, and shouted again. "Get back behind the trailer. The engines are very hot."
The boys turned their attention to the crowds. With shouts and gestures, the people nervously moved back. The gondola touched down. Marlon cut the engines and the propellers spun to a halt.
Reva let go of the bow rope, and heaved a huge sigh. "Okay, Lukas. You and your friends can come on up. Do you want to meet the pilot?"
The boys clustered around as Ulrich jumped out, and they helped hold the basket down. Marlon climbed out, instructing as he went. "Make sure you watch that basket, and don't let anyone climb in there without me nearby." Then he straightened his overalls and walked over to Reva. "So where are these overly busy bankers?"
Reva said, "First say hello to my ground crew. This is Lukas and his friends." 
Marlon solemnly shook hands all the way around. "Gentlemen, thank you for your assistance. You all deserve a ride, and we'll see if we can't give everyone a turn." 
The group of bankers walked up to him. 
"I'm a little surprised to see you here. I'd gotten word that none of you were available today due to a slight illness." 
Cornelius Holgarssen was polite enough to look a little embarrassed. "Herr Pridmore, the truth is that we have been very eager to see your flying machine." He turned to where the Upwind bobbed gently on the mooring mast. "I must say, it is both larger and smaller than we expected. Just exactly how does it work?"
Marlon fielded queries for the next fifteen minutes. Finally the questions and answers wound down a little, and Marlon grinned. "Okay, who wants a ride? We can take you two at a time, so whoever wants to go first go ahead and get into the back two seats." Then he turned, and took his place in the front of the gondola.
Cornelius took charge. "Josef, why don't you come with me. The rest of you figure out who's brave enough to try this." The two men climbed into the gondola. 
Marlon made sure that his passengers were safely aboard, and waved to Reva. "Loose the line, Reva."
As they sailed into the air, Cornelius leaned forward to speak to Marlon. "Herr Pridmore, I would dearly love to fly over to the east of here. See that grey tower between the two churches?" Cornelius pointed. 
Marlon nodded, and swung the rudder around toward the target. "Is that another church?"
Cornelius smiled. "No. It's Rosenborg Palace."
* * *
Marlon and the Upwind spent the rest of the afternoon flying. All of the bankers, many of the notables, and even Lukas and his friends managed to get a ride.
After two refuelings, Marlon called it a day. "Gentlemen, would you care to accompany me and my wife for some refreshment?" Marlon was more relaxed and comfortable than he had been for weeks.
When they were seated at an enormous table, the questions came fast. Young Josef Magnussen seemed to be the man with the most technical questions. "Herr Pridmore, we have some very specific concerns beginning with this. How much did this cost, and how long did it take to build?" 
The men seemed fascinated with every detail. And when Marlon got to the part about acquiring cloth and materials, they were most intently interested. All in all, it was a greatly satisfying afternoon for Marlon.
* * *
Monday morning, Marlon was elated. He was certain to be on the edge of finishing this business. Reva had gone shopping early in the morning, and he had to fuss with the ornate clothing with only the help of his valet, Gregers.
He was looking in the mirror when Gregers came into the suite. "Sir, there is an official envoy in the drawing room."
Marlon turned, fussing with his lace collar. "What sort of envoy, Gregers?"
The young man cleared his throat, then said, "I think it is the herald from the palace."
Marlon turned. "From the palace? Someone sent by King Christian?"
Gregers nodded, then stepped forward and straightened Marlon's coat, brushed some lint off the shoulder, and smoothed the lace collar.
Marlon took a deep breath. "I wish Reva was here right now." Then he put a smile on his face and went to the drawing room.
* * *
"Good morning. I'm Marlon Pridmore. Can I help you, sir?"
The man standing near the window turned. He was younger than Marlon, his salt and pepper hair tastefully curled on his shoulders, expensively dressed, and had lace on his collar and wrists.
"Herr Pridmore, it is a pleasure to meet you. I am Niels Rasmussen, servant to His Majesty. We've heard many accounts of your activities on Saturday. His Majesty is very interested in your hobby. We were wondering if you would meet with him this morning."
Marlon was still a little flustered by the thought of meeting the king, but quickly pulled himself together. "Sir, my time is yours."
Rasmussen smiled. "Excellent. I have a carriage outside. Would you care to accompany me?"
"Oh, I have a gift for His Majesty. If you could be persuaded to wait for just a moment, I'll fetch it from upstairs. Then we can go."
* * *
The ride to Rosenborg Palace was uneventful, and neither gentleman felt the need to indulge in small talk. The formal gardens were beautiful, even with the snow. Marlon followed Rasmussen through the echoing halls, with a small seed of nervousness sitting like a lead ball at the bottom of his stomach.
Then they were at a large double door guarded by two pikemen. Rasmussen walked up without looking at the guards, and opened the doors. Marlon followed quickly.
"Your Majesty, this is Herr Marlon Pridmore of the Grantville Bank. Herr Pridmore, His Majesty, King Christian." 
The king smiled and offered his hand. Marlon returned the smile and stepped forward, shaking the king's hand. Then Christian turned toward the windows. "I think you know Cornelius by now."
Marlon turned, and saw that Cornelius Holgarssen was also in the room. He nodded, then said, "Your Majesty, I would like to present you with a gift. This is a book from up-time about balloons and airships. Great effort was made to have the finest photographs with the most spectacular views available."
When he received the book from Marlon's hand, King Christian said, "Very impressive." The king indicated a cluster of chairs nearby. "Shall we sit?" The three men settled into chairs. It was then that Marlon noticed the absence of the royal herald.
"Excellent idea, Your Majesty." Minutes passed as the King, Cornelius, and Marlon paged through the book. Marlon explained various parts of the lighter-than-air society as it existed up-time.
Some time later, the king leaned back in his chair. "So! How was it that you have been flying in my city without inviting me?"
Marlon's heart fluttered. "Your Majesty? I had not thought that my humble airship would be of great interest to someone who has his own air force."
King Christian smiled. "Yes, but your airship is such an extraordinary thing. It must be very different as it proceeds almost regally through the sky."
Cornelius said, "Herr Pridmore, I have reported everything that I knew about your airship to His Majesty, and he insisted on meeting you immediately." 
Marlon could tell that the king had wrung every last impression from the gentlemen banker. "Your Majesty, it's a feeling unlike anything else in the world."
Christian turned back to the book. "I looked up airships in my encyclopedia when I heard you were coming to Denmark. The things shown there were much larger, quite unlike your aircraft."
Marlon nodded. "Yes indeed. Unlike the hydrogen filled types, the thermal airship was quite a new concept in my time. Such airships had only been in existence for perhaps ten years before we arrived here in Europe."
Christian leaned back and stroked his beard. "I have heard of hot air balloons, but I had never imagined from the encyclopedia that they could be guided like this."
Marlon warmed into the discussion of his favorite topic. "The clever part comes from having an engine, and a shape that is held rigid by air pressure inside. It is most important to have a power plant that is light enough to provide the energy needed. Of course, even heavier power plants can move lighter-than-air craft more easily than an airplane, because the lifting gases hold up more than their own weight. Using an envelope and lifting gases gives much greater capacity than just a normal heavier-than-air craft is capable of."
The king also became more animated. "So an airship can move much more weight than aircraft for the same amount of engine."
"Well, yes. Except that airships are generally slower than aircraft."
"How much slower?" asked Christian.
"Well," said Marlon, "that depends. It all revolves around the size of the airship and how much power the engines have."
Cornelius had been silent until now. "About engines . . . is it possible to get more engines?"
Marlon felt he had found the reason he was in Copenhagen. "New engines from Grantville would be a real problem, because almost everything there is committed to one project or another. There are a few companies that are making new-built engines, but they are small and too under-powered for a large airship."
Cornelius frowned, and the king looked somewhat disappointed, but Marlon continued before there were questions. "However, large new-built engines are not impossible. In fact there are several types that are possible to build here. For example several types of steam engines could be explored, and there is also a generator that can produce steam for very little weight."
The king focused his piercing eyes on Marlon. "This is all very interesting, but what I really want right now is a commitment that you will take me flying in your airship at your earliest convenience."
"Your Majesty, why not come out to the meadow with me right now?"
* * *
The afternoon was very much like Marlon's flight with the bankers on Saturday. But somehow, Marlon enjoyed it even more. Here he was in the air with someone close to his own age, and also an enthusiast of air travel. In this way Marlon Pridmore and King Christian IV were very much alike.
From the look on his face, the king was enraptured. He was leaning ever so slightly over the edge of the gondola, and looking down at Copenhagen. "Herr Pridmore, this is amazing. It is so slow and stately. And the silence is awe-inspiring. When I flew in my airplane, I was astounded. But it was noisy, and went so fast." 
He was silent for some time, and Marlon remembered again his first airship flight, and even his first time up in a hot air balloon. Some things just didn't need words.
* * *
The afternoon spent flying, landing, answering questions, and instructing King Christian in the subtleties of hot air had been very fulfilling.
Then Marlon noticed that one of Those Envelopes had been delivered. He opened the sealed and beribboned packet with trepidation. Was it possible that I offended someone?
The envelope contained a request for Marlon to meet with Cornelius and the other bankers tomorrow. "Gregers, I need you in here."
His valet stepped into the office, and could tell that Herr Pridmore was nervous. "Yes, sir?"
Marlon looked up from the intimidating envelope. "Gregers, ask my wife to step in, please. I think I'll take her out for lunch. Oh, and if anything else comes up, the only person I will be able to see would be King Christian. All others have to wait.
"Right away, sir." 
* * *
Marlon drummed his fingers on the table. Reva hadn't been home, of all things. So a servant went to find her and came back with her agreement to meet for lunch. She was usually so punctual. He never considered the possibility of having to wait forty-five minutes for her to arrive.
Then the door of the tavern opened, and through a flurry of wind and blown snow, Reva hurried in, carrying packages, and trailed by two servants carrying more. All were bundled in fur-lined cloaks, and all three had red noses.
"Reva, what's all this? Where were you? You've never been this late."
Reva smiled. "Maria, thank you so much for your help this morning. Would it be too much trouble for you to take my share of the packages home for me? Or would the two of you like to join us for lunch?"
Maria was already unloading packages from Reva's arms. "We'll take everything home, and start preparations. We only have a couple of weeks before Christmas, after all."
Marlon sat down, a little flustered. He had never considered the possibility that Reva had other ideas of how to spend her time. The truth was, he had only really been thinking about bank business, and airships. What exactly has she been doing for the last couple of weeks? he wondered.
Reva settled herself at the table. "So, Swordfish. What's so important?"
* * *
Next morning, Marlon walked into the upper room of the Merchant Bankers of Copenhagen building. Reva had refused to come with him. When questioned, she was a little mysterious, and just told him not to get into trouble. 
Marlon hadn't met here with the bankers before. While it was unlike any other business office he had ever been in, something about the room just screamed Big Money. Unlike any large business meeting of his own times, there was no conference table. There were chairs and a string of side tables down one wall with a selection of delicacies. It's much more like a cocktail party than any kind of serious business meeting, Marlon thought.
The group in the room was almost twice as large as the group Marlon had met with about the bank business, but all of the bankers who had flown last weekend were there.
Cornelius smiled when he saw Marlon. "Let's talk business."
The chairman led Marlon over to a seat, and gestured toward the food. "Herr Pridmore, the truth is that we have been very interested in your airship from the moment we heard about it last fall."
Marlon nodded. Now he would find out why he had really been brought to Denmark.
Cornelius said, "We heard from a number of sources that you didn't plan on building airships on any commercial basis. In fact, as we tried to find more out about you and your technology, we heard repeatedly that you didn't want to start any kind of airship company. So we took this approach in kind of a roundabout way so that we would have the opportunity to present you with our proposal before you had the chance to refuse us out of hand. We know you have found it frustrating that we haven't made a lot of progress on our agreements with your bank. While those agreements and proposals are very important to us, we have another matter to discuss. We know that the small airship was made for your amusement. We want to know, can you make them bigger?"
Marlon looked around. The other shoe had finally dropped. Why is everybody trying to get me into the airship business? Marlon could see, however, that these men wanted their airship and none of his bank business would go forward unless he gave it to them.
He settled down to answer questions, and to defend his position as a hobbyist and not as entrepreneur.
He noticed that the others had selected chairs nearby, and everyone in the room was listening. "Cornelius, I want to make it clear from the beginning that I'm not a miracle worker. Nor am I a superman. I can't guarantee that everything will work as planned. I have no training in engineering, or aircraft design. Bigger ships are not easy, and they will cost a lot of money."
Cornelius nodded. "Yes, that's obvious. Everyone here knows that value costs money."
"Comparing my airship to a large commercial airship is like a rowboat compared to a galleon. I don't know very much about bigger ships. I could make some serious mistakes and people could die. That's a lot for my conscience."

Cornelius stroked his beard. "Herr Pridmore, you probably don't realize it, but my partners and I have been researching airships and new modes of transportation for almost two years. After a disastrous attempt on our prototype airship, in which two men lost their lives, we decided we needed more expertise. Then you launched your airship, and it became apparent we needed you to make this enterprise successful." 
The young man, Josef Magnussen, stood, and began to lay out their proposal. "Herr Pridmore, we do not consider you to be a holy saint, or a hero of the Greeks. In any new endeavor, there are risks, not only of money, but of life and limb. This enterprise has been the same. In our business, ships are lost and people die. Nobody likes that, but business still goes on."
Cornelius picked up the discussion again. "Among the powers of Europe, Denmark is by no means the largest, richest, or most powerful. There's a lot of competition in trade. We want to get our cargoes to their destinations faster. Transporting cargo overland quickly would be the same as controlling a large share of the money."
And then Cornelius sipped his wine and smiled. "His Majesty also wants to show the world that we can fly. He is very impressed with you, sir. He feels that you are just the man to help us get our cargoes to the buyer faster."
Marlon pulled together what he thought was his strongest point to keep him out of the shipbuilding business. "What about railroads? They can go as fast or almost as fast as an airship, and can carry so much more cargo. And what about that Monster airplane?"
Cornelius smiled. "It will be at least five years and possibly as much as ten years before the railroads will go where we want. And the Monster airplane can only fly so far and carry so much."
Josef took up the question. "With an airship, we will be able to move large cargoes. And development will take a year, perhaps less. We have already gathered many of the materials you have described. As you said, a medium large airship could have a useful cargo load of over twenty tons. That is about the same as five large freight wagons. And the transport times will be in hours and days. Much better than the weeks and months it takes now to move the same amount of freight."
Marlon started to object, but Cornelius held up his hand. "As you said, mistakes will be made in this venture. People will die, both in the experimentation and in the building and flying of such a ship. People already have. Just as they died up-time. But the truth is that fewer mistakes will be made and fewer people will die if you were our advisor."
Marlon's mouth snapped shut at that. He knew the truth when he heard it. "But Herr Holgarssen, I'm not a qualified engineer for this sort of project, and I still have commitments to my employer."
Cornelius stood. "Just know, Herr Pridmore. Our group is determined to continue in this venture with or without you. You have given us a new direction to pursue, and we are ready. If you do not help us, those lost lives may well end up on your conscience."
Marlon stood also, and heaved a great sigh. But he already knew he would accept. He could not let anyone take the risks without his knowledge and experience. He said, "I can help, but much will have to be rediscovered here."
Cornelius nodded. "Agreed. We have only one condition. You must stay and help supervise the building. For this, we offer your bank a share of the enterprise, but we really require your knowledge and help. You will be handsomely compensated. King Christian wants you close so he can personally consult with you."
Marlon said, "I have to consider this. I also need to consult with my superiors and my family. An enterprise like this could take quite some time."
Cornelius took Marlon by the arm, a friendly gesture. He strolled toward the door as he spoke. "Very good. That you are a cautious man is reassuring. How soon can we meet again?"
"About a week, that should be enough time to talk to everybody."
There was a lot of murmuring, and Cornelius laughed. "So soon?" He turned and consulted in a low voice with others, then smiled again. "We will make it ten days."
* * *
To be continued in Grantville Gazette 28
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Industrial Alchemy, Part 4: Organic Chemical Feedstocks and Product Timeline
Written by Iver P. Cooper

Here, I expand upon the introduction to natural feedstocks which appeared in part 3, and then discuss some products which might be made, and when they might be available. 
Coal Feedstocks
Coal Pyrolysis and Coal Tar Distillation
In 1856, Perkins reacted aniline from coal tar with potassium dichromate, serendipitously obtaining the new silk dye mauveine. In the half-century that followed, the organic chemical industry primarily derived its products from coal tar. 
Coal tar is a byproduct of the production of coke from coal. Coke is the solid residue (mostly carbon) resulting from destructive distillation (heating in absence of air; "pyrolysis," "carbonization") of a coal or petroleum. 
Coke. Coke is already produced down-time for use as a fuel. Early on, the up-timers will point out that coke can be used, in place of charcoal, as the fuel and reducing agent for a blast furnace. (As EA points out, coke is mechanically stronger than charcoal, and thus can support a larger charge.) This can be expected to lead to an increased demand for coke. 
The up-timers know of the relationship among coke production, steelmaking, and the organic chemical industry. Josh and Colette Modi are visited by the metal magnate Louis de Geer (Colette's uncle) in April 1632, and they suggest to him that "given the chemicals that can be distilled from coal tar gases when making coke, a chemical company might be very profitable." Mackey, "The Essen Steel Chronicles, Part 2: Louis de Geer," Grantville Gazette 8.
The down-timers produce coke in crude beehive ovens, which wastefully allow the liquid and gaseous byproducts to escape. EA/Coke has a surprisingly detailed description of both the old-fashioned beehive ovens, and "byproduct ovens" designed to capture all of the byproducts. In the old timeline, the first such oven was built in 1881.

The carbonization temperature has a large influence on the nature of the products. If the temperature is less than 200oC, they are mainly methane, water and carbon dioxide. In the range 200-400oC, the methane is replaced by carbon monoxide. Passing beyond 400oC, hydrogen begins to appear and once you exceed 800oC, it is the main gaseous product. Only the coke produced by high temperature carbonization (over 800oC) is used for metallurgical purposes (EA/"Coke"). EB15 says 900-1200oC, with the low end for making town gas and the high end for metallurgical coke. 
Coal Tar. All of the coal products, save for the coke, are initially part of the coke oven gas. As the coke oven gas is cooled, the components which are solid ("crude tar") or liquid ("ammoniacal liquor") at room temperature are separated from the light gas. Then the ammoniacal liquor is decanted from the tar, and the latter is distilled. 
EB11 warns that the tar must be dehydrated before distillation. It's then pumped into a tar still. In OTL, 3-6 distillation fractions were taken. The "Grantville literature" refers to four such fractions—light ("benzoil"), middle ("carbolic") , heavy ("creosote") and anthracene ("green")—leaving a residue of pitch. The distilleries varied with respect to the precise distillation temperatures and specific gravities by which these fractions were defined, and this naturally also affects their relative proportions and composition. See Fig. 4-1 (EA; Shreve 84) for one example; others in Appendix. 

>
Figure 4-1 Coal Pyrolysis Products

The fractions (which are complex mixtures) may be used as is (e.g., as solvents), or subjected to further work up as described in EB11/Coal Tar:
Light Oil: (1) extract tar acids (phenol, cresols) with caustic soda, (2) extract tar bases (pyridine) with dilute sulfuric acid, (3) remove some aliphatic hydrocarbons with concentrated sulfuric acid, and (4) steam distill to obtain benzene, toluene, xylenes, and cumenes. 
Middle and Heavy Oils: (1) crystallize out naphthalene, and (2) recover the tar acids and bases. 
Green Oil: (1) crystallize out anthracene, redistilling if need be; (2) extract phenanthrene with naphtha, (3) extract carbazole with pyridine. 
There are hundreds of chemicals in coal tar, and the amount of each depends on the coal and how it's processed. There is quantitative data, sometimes contradictory, in Grantville Literature (McGHEST, EA, EB15, M&B373, EB11/Coal Tar; see Appendix). While not part of that literature, reasonable production estimates would be:
benzene, toluene, xylene: 1-2.5% (in proportions 6.67:2:1 per EB11)
naphthalene 4-10%
anthracene 0.25-2%
phenol 0.4-0.5%
cresols 2-3%
pyridine and quinoline 0.2-0.3%
creosote oil 25-30%
pitch 50-60%
(Chamberlain 500)
A coal gas plant opened in Magdeburg in November 1633 (Flint, 1634: The Baltic War, Chapter 2). Its gas was used for lighting and heating. From chapter 3, we know that the furnace was hot enough to generate hydrogen gas. The Magdeburg plant separated the coal tar into different products, including pitch and "light benzoils" (benzene and related compounds). Production was such that it generated a barrel or two of the light benzoils every day. It also produced ammonium nitrate for use as fertilizer. (Ammonium sulfate can be recovered from the ammoniacal liquor; figure 10 kg/metric ton coal; McGHEST.) 
Coal Gasification. Since World War II, there have been efforts to convert coal into a fuel gas (EA/"Coal Gasification"). Depending on the precise process used, the gas can have a high or a low heating value, the latter having the advantage of a low sulfur content. The low BTU gas, curiously, has been made at a plant in Morgantown, West Virginia, and it is possible that some of the Grantville residents have read about its operations or even worked there. 
From our perspective, a more interesting form of coal gasification is the older (Twenties) use of coal to make "synthesis gas" (syngas), a mixture of carbon monoxide and hydrogen. I discussed this in part 3. 
Coal Liquefaction. The purpose of coal liquefaction is to convert the solid hydrocarbons into ones liquid at room temperature, especially those in the gasoline size range. The usual use of the liquefaction product is as fuel, but in theory the compounds could instead be used as starting materials in organic synthesis. 
Coal gasification and liquefaction are advantageous if coal is cheap and petroleum is expensive. 

Natural Gas Feedstocks

Natural gas is potentially an important industrial source of the lower molecular weight alkanes, notably methane, ethane, n-propane, isopropane, n-butane and isobutane. These can be separated by fractional distillation. 
We know that the residents of Grantville have made an effort to switch from gasoline to natural gas (and alcohol) as fuel for their vehicles. 
Many natural gas wells can be found in Grantville. The town is heated with local natural gas, and Willie Hudson runs his farm off gas from his own land (Flint, 1632, Chapter 8). There are also wells on the properties of "Birdie" Newhouse. (Huff and Goodlett, "Birdie's Farm," (1634: The Ram Rebellion), George Blanton (Jones, "Anna's Story," (Grantville Gazette 1), and John and Millie. (Huston, "Seasons," Grantville Gazette 7), and unnamed others. 
Under West Virginia law, a "gas well" is a well which has an initial production such that the gas-oil ratio (GOR) is at least 6,000 cubic feet of gas for each barrel of oil. (The two then have the same energy value.) Since these gas wells in Grantville were not in commercial production at the time of the Ring of Fire, they probably fall into the category of stripper wells. A stripper well is defined by Interstate Oil and Gas Compact Commission as one producing not more than 60,000 cf gas or 10 barrels oil/day. But the average production for marginal wells in West Virginia was 0.6 barrels oil or 11,000 cf gas/day. (IPAA2004). 
Natural gas is often trapped near petroleum. It may be produced ("dry gas") from a pure gas well (which in turn is tapping a gas cap above the oil horizon), from a gas-condensate well (so-called because some of the gas condenses when brought to the surface), or from an oil well, dissolved ("wet gas") in petroleum. Generally speaking, in "dry gas", methane is 70-98%, ethane 1-10%, propane 0-5%, butane 0-2%, and in wet or condensate gas, methane 50-92%, ethane 5-15%, propane 2-14%, butane 1-10%. (Rojey 80). The propane and butane are called "petroleum gas." 
A 1904 analysis of natural gas from Fairmont, West Virginia reported 81.6% methane, 14.09% ethane, 3.21% nitrogen, and 0.2% heavier hydrocarbons, and Morgantown gas was similar. (UGSK 242). Hence, I think we must assume production of propane is under 0.1%. 
German natural gas may not be much better as a source of propane. The natural gas produced in Neuengamme, Germany in 1910 was 91.6% methane, 0.8% heavy hydrocarbons. (Molinari, 36).

Petroleum Feedstocks

Petroleum contains a greater variety of organic compounds than does natural gas. 
Fractional distillation separates the petrochemicals more or less by carbon number (Table 4-1A). To separate one class of hydrocarbon from another (e.g., aromatics vs. aliphatics), you need to use a selective solvent. The solvents used include liquid sulfur dioxide, liquid propane, furfural, and phenol (EA/Petroleum, Furfural). 



Our initial sources of petroleum are the natural gas wells in Grantville. 1633 chapter 34 says that they were "upgraded" to produce what Mike calls a "fair amount," and Quentin, a "trickle," of oil. The implication is that the gas wells are what are sometimes called "condensate wells." Condensates are hydrocarbons, heavier than butane, which occur naturally in gaseous form in the reservoir, but which condense (liquefy) in the reservoir (after drilling), at the wellhead, or in a field separator, and can thus be separated from the natural gas. A typical composition is 40-90% C7-C8, 10-20% C9, 1-15% C6, 3-10.5% C5, and 0-4% hydrogen sulfide. (Marathon). 
As for oil wells, oil composition varies from field to field, from well to well, and from formation to formation. Oils are classified as light, medium or heavy, based on their density. As you might expect, the light oils are rich in the volatile, low carbon number compounds, whereas the opposite is true of the heavy oils. The oils are mostly hydrocarbons, but include small amounts of compounds containing oxygen, nitrogen and sulfur. Oils with a low sulfur content are said to be "sweet", and those with a high content are labeled "sour." Heavy oils tend to be sour, too. 
Pennsylvania oils are of the simple paraffin type (primarily linear alkanes), whereas Caucasian petroleums are more complex. (EB11 and EA "Petroleum"). At least some of the oils of Oelheim and Wietze are naphthene/asphalt type. (Bacon 888). These have a lower alkane content, but compensate by being richer in cycloalkanes (naphthenes), alkenes (olefins) and aromatic compounds (e.g., benzene, naphthalene, anthracene). They are more chemically reactive, hence more versatile, than alkanes. 
By 1633, the up-timers are collecting oil at Wietze. Wietze is actually one of a dozen or so small oil fields near Hanover, and it is only a matter of time before others are discovered. 
For the composition of Wietze heavy (shallow) and light (ca. 1000') oil, see Table 4-1B. In general, it's good for the organic chemical industry, not so good for automobiles. 


Petrochemical Conversion. Initially, oil wells were drilled to obtain kerosene for use as in illumination and heating. When the automobile became popular, the emphasis switched to gasoline, especially the lighter "straight run" component (distilling at 20-150 oC). With the advent of high compression ratio engines, the heavier naphthas (150-200 oC) became more popular. 
Up-time, the demand for gasoline had been great for many years, and hence processes were developed, and integrated into refinery operations, for converting heavier or lighter fractions into the hydrocarbons most suitable for auto engines. (Wittcoff). 
There are three methods of down-converting. Thermal cracking uses high pressures and temperatures (exceeding the boiling points of the target hydrocarbons at the process pressure) to break carbon-carbon and carbon-hydrogen bonds, converting the heavier fractions into C5-C12 aliphatics, and in the process also converting some alkanes into alkenes M&B 138 says the main product is ethylene. There is some discussion of thermal cracking methods in EB11/Petroleum. EA/Cracking recommends 482-538 oC and 206-735 psi. 
Steam cracking features mixing the hydrocarbons with steam, flash heating to 700-900 oC, and then quenching. This produces additional alkenes (ethylene, propylene, butadiene, isoprene, cyclopentadiene). 
Catalytic cracking requires less vigorous conditions. EA/Cracking says "catalysts originally used were bentonite clays, but now pellets or granules of alumina, silica, zirconia, or magnesia, or artificial mixtures of these materials are more commonly used." The catalytic cracking is conducted at 427-482 oC and 10.3-29.4 psi (14.7 psi is normal atmospheric pressure). Catalytic cracking yields heavily branched alkanes and alkenes. 
The heaviness of Wietze oil, and many other German oils, provides an incentive to develop these cracking processes, especially catalytic cracking, to provide more gasoline. 
We can also up-convert the lighter hydrocarbons. The classic approach was to polymerize olefins using acid catalysts, and it was "neither easy nor inexpensive." Nowadays, it is more common to "alkylate", which in this context means to react an olefin with a paraffin to obtain a larger, branched hydrocarbon. It, too, uses an acid catalyst, usually concentrated sulfuric acid or hydrofluoric acid (EA/Petroleum). 
These methods beg the question of how we obtain the olefins. It is likely to be a two step process, converting the alkanes into alkyl chlorides or alcohols, and then those intermediates into alkenes. 
Up-conversion hurts the organic chemical industry by converting hydrocarbons which it might otherwise use as feedstock into gasoline for fuel use. 
Catalytic reforming (1940s) cyclizes (makes open chains into rings), isomerizes (straight chains to branched), and dehydrogenates. The dehydrogenation generates alkenes and aromatics. While they are good for cars, they are great for the organic chemical industry. Indeed, catalytic reforming is what made it possible for the petroleum industry to overtake the coal industry as a source of benzene, toluene and xylene ("BTX"). Morrison & Boyd (373) say that catalytic reforming requires high temperature and pressure, and a platinum catalyst, but that's it. There are basic organic chem texts which provide more information; Bordwell (381) refers to use of 0.75% platinum on alumina, 450 oC, and 500 psi hydrogen. 
A lot of experimentation will be needed to make any of these conversion methods commercially viable. 
Botanical Feedstocks

Plants are a source of carbohydrates (simple sugars, starch, cellulose, carbohydrate gums), protein, fats, resins, and exotic secondary metabolites. The secondary metabolites are usually present in just small quantities but there are exceptions. Quinine is up to 8% of quinine bark; morphine, 16% opium; theobromine, 1.2% cacao bean; diosgenin, 5%, Mexican yam. (SzmantIURR 142, 166ff). Fifteen tons of dried Madagascar periwinkle leaves are needed to produce one ounce of vinblastine, and it takes the bark of more than one Pacific yew tree to yield one gram of anti-cancer taxol. (National Botanic Garden)
The chemical makeup of plants varies from species to species, and is also affected by growing conditions (climate, soil or water, pest activity) and developmental stage. Both land plants and marine plants can be of interest. 
The distribution of the chemicals isn't uniform within the plant; a chemical of interest may occur preferentially in the seeds, fruit, roots, leaves, flowers, stem, buds or branches of the plant. It can be in solid tissue, or in a liquid (saps, resins, latex, etc). In the stems of woody plants, the chemistry of bark, heartwood, and sapwood can vary. 
Agar. Agar is a galactose polymer derived from certain red algae and seaweed; "Grantville literature" calls attention to the Gelidium and, to a lesser extent, Gracilaria, Pterocladia, Acanthopeltis, and Ahnfeltia (EB11/Jams and Jellies; CCD; MI; EA, EB15). 
I am not sure how much is known about the geographic distribution of these algae, but specialist literature shows that the closest source of Gelidium to the USE is in the coastal waters of northern Spain and Morocco; of Pterocladia, near the Azores; and Gracilaria, western South Africa. (FAO).
Cellulose and Derivatives. Cellulose is a glucose polymer and constitutes about 30% of all plant matter. The best sources are wood (~50% cellulose) and vegetable fibers. Cotton is about 91% cellulose. (Sadtler 275). Several fibers, of course, are used down-time to make textiles, rope and paper. 
EB11/Cellulose says that cellulose can be obtained by treating cotton fiber with "boiling dilute alkalis, followed by chlorine gas or bromine water, or simply by alkaline oxidants. The cellulose thus purified is further treated with dilute acids, and then exhaustively with alcohol and ether." If you are making chemical filter paper, you also use hydrofluoric acid to remove silica. 
Cellulose can be used to make methylcellulose, carboxymethylcellulose, hydroxyethylcellulose, cellulose nitrate, cellulose acetate, cellulose proprionate, cellulose xanthate and other cellulose derivatives. EA "Cellulose" is a good source of information on how to make them. 
Cellulose nitrate was an early explosive and also an early photographic film base. It is made by treating cellulose with a mixture of nitric and sulfuric acids, and then adding camphor as a plasticizer. Cellulose acetate is used to make rayon. The cellulose is treated with acetic anhydride. Similarly, cellulose propionate is made by treating the fibers with propionic anhydride. Cellulose xanthate is used to make viscose rayon, cellophane film, and cellulose sponges. Making the xanthate requires sodium hydroxide and carbon disulfide. 
Oxidative degradation of cellulose yields , depending on conditions, acetic, butyric, oxalic and levulinic acids. (EB11; SzmantIURR 90). 
In wood, the cellulose is accompanied by lignin (25%) and hemicellulose (25%). In papermaking, the lignin is disintegrated by the Kraft process (sodium hydroxide and sodium sulfide), or with sulfites or bisulfites. 
Lignins. Lignins, which are complex polymers, produce different products, depending not only on their source but how they are isolated. Lignosulfonates and "alkali lignins" are byproducts of acidic and basic wood pulping, respectively. Either can be used to make dimethyl sulfide, which is oxidized to yield the special solvent dimethyl sulfoxide. Lignins can be converted to phenols (Wittcoff 161), such as vanillin (via nitrobenzene). (SzmantIURR 154ff).
Hemicelluloses. These are polymers composed of several sugars, particularly xylose. 
The sugars are released by hydrolysis, and xylose can be hydrogenated into the sweetener xylitol (SzmantIURR 99). Under more stringent hydrolysis conditions, the xylose is converted to furfuraldehyde or furfural (100). Furfural is used to make furfural-phenol plastics. 
Pentosans. Pentosans are polymers of arabinose and other five-carbon sugars. They can be isolated from oat hulls, corn cobs, sugar cane stalks, wood, and other sources. Acid treatment produces furfural, which as previously mentioned, is used in the petrochemical industry. (Wittcoff 144; EA/Furfural). And from corn cobs, you get acetic and formic acid as byproducts. 
Starch. Starch, a composite of amylose and amylopectin, is obtained from corn, rice, potato, wheat, tapioca, arrowroot, and sago. It can be used as is, derivatized, or acid-hydrolyzed to generate glucose. Glucose, in turn, can be converted to gluconic acid, sorbitol or alpha-methyl glucoside. 
Resins. Since antiquity, tree resins (e.g., the Biblical frankincense and myrrh) have been distilled to separate them into turpentine (the distillate) and rosin (the solid residue). A pine tree might yield 10 pounds gum, which in turn yields 81% rosin and 19% turpentine (EA/Turpentine). 
Turpentine can be used as a solvent, or as a source of starting materials for the synthesis of various flavors and fragrances. The rosin can be cooked to yield pitch. (Dunwody 127). 
Chemically, resins are mostly terpenes, which are related to isoprene (the alkene of natural rubber). However, the Jeffrey Pine and Gray Pine are sources of almost pure n-heptane, an alkane. Resins may also contain resin acids. 
Essential oils are volatile, fragrant liquids isolated from various parts of plants, usually by distillation or solvent extraction. Almond oil is from a seed, sassafras from a bark, camphor from a wood, ginger from a rhizome, peppermint from a leaf, frankincense from a resin, clove from a flower, lemon from a fruit peel, and valerian from a root. The crude liquids were used in folk medicine and cosmetics. 
These oils are mixtures of organic chemicals, including terpenes, camphors, alcohols, phenols, ethers, aldehydes, ketones, esters, and organic acids, and separation is possible. Sometimes one constituent predominates, menthol is about 30-50% of peppermint oil (Gildemeister 643). But the chemicals which give the essential oil its characteristic fragrance aren't necessarily present in large proportions; the "rose ketones" are less than 1% of attar of roses, but provide about 90% of its "odor content" (Wikipedia/"Rose Oil"). 
Oleochemicals. Vegetable fats (solids) and oils (liquids) are rich in triglycerides (triacylglycerols). A bit of chemical nomenclature is appropriate here. Glycerol is an alcohol. Alcohols are compounds comprising at least a hydroxyl (-OH) group connected to a carbon atom. In glycerol, there is a three carbon chain (like that of propane), and there is a hydroxyl attached to each carbon atom. 
In a triglyceride, each of the hydroxyl groups is esterified, which means that the hydroxyl group is replaced with a "fatty acid" group. A fatty acid is a kind of "carboxylic acid"; the latter have the form HO-C(=O)-R. In a fatty acid, the R group is a long unbranched aliphatic hydrocarbon. 
In soap making, the fats (triglycerides) are saponified, that is, hydrolyzed (reacted with water) in the presence of a strong base (usually sodium hydroxide, potassium hydroxide or sodium carbonate). The water cleaves the ester (-O-C(=O)-) bonds, producing a mixture of the free fatty acids, together with glycerol. Common salt is added to precipitate the mixture as soap.
The soapmakers don't separate these mixtures. However, the organic chemical industry can isolate the individual fatty acids by distillation or other means. It's possible to obtain, in purity exceeding 90%, straight chain fatty acids of carbon numbers 6, 8, 10, 12, 14, 16 and 18 (M&B 584). These fatty acids, in turn, can be converted to fatty alcohols, or reduced to the corresponding simple alcohol by treatment with lithium aluminum hydride (M&B 604). Or they can be esterified and the ester reduced to a simple alcohol (M&B 683). 
Fatty acid composition varies from plant to plant. That is because they contain different triglycerides. Moreover the triglycerides aren't necessarily simple glycerides in which the three fatty acid groups are identical; they may be "mixed" glycerides. The fatty acid compositions of coconut, corn, cottonseed, olive, palm, palm kernel, peanut, soybean, linseed and tung oil are given in M&B 684. EB11/Oils sets forth plant or animal sources for each of 32 different fatty acids. 
You can obtain about 5 gallons of castor oil from 100 pounds of castor oil (Ricinus communis) seeds. (EB11/Castor Oil). The fatty acids of castor oil are about 85% ricinoleic acid, a triol which can be reacted with isocyanate to make polyurethane. (SzmantIURR 60). 
The glycerol byproduct is also of some interest, as it can be used in the manufacture of nitroglycerine. 
Plant Juices are liquids found as such in fruit or vegetable tissue. From 1860 to 1919, lemon juice was used as a source of citric acid. (Wikipedia/"Citric Acid"). Likewise, malic acid can be produced from apple juice. 
Other botanochemicals include alkaloids (e.g., atropine), tannins, terpenoids (e.g., artemisinin, an antimalarial), glycosides, and proteins. Typically, the exotic botanochemicals are obtained from a particular part of a particular plant, and separated from other chemicals by a combination of distillation, solvent extraction, and recrystallization. 
Conversion by Destructive Distillation (Pyrolysis). Like coal and petroleum, plant matter can be pyrolyzed (heated in absence of air) so as to decompose the botanochemicals into simpler forms. Wood was pyrolyzed by the ancient Egyptians and their embalming fluid included methanol. 
In this time line, methanol was so isolated by Boyle (1661), and acetic (pyroligneous) acid by Glauber (1648). The acetic acid is readily converted to acetone. 
The destructive distillation of wood at 400oC yields methanol (1.5-2.5%), acetic acid (3-7%), charcoal (31-41%), wood tar (11-19%), and gases (hydrogen, carbon monoxide, carbon dioxide, methane) (15-17%). (Kirk-Othmer 25:651; cp. Mills 27; Abraham 184-190; Bordwell 58; Sadtler 350). 
The result depends on the species of wood and the temperature employed. Hardwoods produce more acetic acid and methanol than soft woods, but the softwoods produce more wood tar. (Sjostrom 235). EB11/Tar says that pine (a softwood) was favored. 
The wood tar (turpentine) can be used for waterproofing, or in theory it can be further fractionated to recover fatty acids, phenol, cresols, guaiacol, and other aromatic compounds. However, such fractionation was not often done commercially in this time line. 
Conversion by Fermentation. Plant material rich in carbohydrates, e.g., molasses, can be used as nutrients in fermentation processes. You need a microorganism which will produce the chemical of interest. The advantage of fermentation processes is that they don't require massive amounts of energy. However, isolating the product can be laborious. 
Down-timers ferment grapes to make wine, and barley to make beer. Both are dilute solutions of ethyl alcohol. However, the alchemists know how to distill it to high purity (~95%), calling it aqua ardens("burning water"). 
Wine is perhaps 12% ethyl alcohol, 85% water, and 3% everything else. In red wines, the "everything else" is primarily glycerol, organic acids (tartaric, malic, citric, succinic), and phenols. 
"Fusel oil" refers to the dregs left when the liquor of fermented grain, potatoes, molasses, etc. are distilled. It contains longer alcohols, notably amyl (C5) alcohols, and in some cases also propyl (C3) and butyl (C4) alcohol. (EB11/Fusel Oil). They arise by decomposition of amino acids (SzmantIURR 37). 
While the wine yeast convert sugar into ethyl alcohol, other organisms make other chemicals. For example, Clostridium acetobutylicum ferments starch to yield 60% n-butyl alcohol, 30% acetone and just 10% ethyl alcohol. This was the World War I Weizmann process, and the acetone was needed to make smokeless powder. The butyl alcohol, originally a worthless byproduct, later became useful in the manufacture of butyl acetate(EA/Alcohols) and consequently more valuable than the acetone. (M&B 506). 
For antibiotic production, the most important OTL organisms were Streptomyces (bacteria found in soil and decaying vegetation), Cephalosporium (fungus), and Penicillium (mold). It's perhaps worth noting that molds are used in folk medicine, and it would be prudent to identify them and culture them out.
It is difficult to predict in advance which fermentation organisms and processes we will discover when, but if we don't screen (culture soil and water organisms on culture media and see what they produce), we won't find new antibiotics.

Zoochemical Feedstocks

Rendering separates the animal carcass into fat, protein and bone. Down-time, animal fats were used for soap and candle making. Like vegetable fats and oils, animal fats and oils can be used as a source of triglycerides and their derivatives. As you would expect, they have their own characteristic complement of fatty acids. The fatty acid compositions of beef tallow, butter, lard, and cod liver are given in M&B 684. 
In late-nineteenth century practice, fatty matter was extracted from bones with benzene or carbon disulfide for use as soap stock. The remaining material was distilled, and separated into ammonia, "bone oil," and "bone black." For the organic chemist, the bone oil is of greatest interest; it contains pyrrole, pyridine, picoline, lutidine, collidine, and quinoline. These are heterocyclic aromatic compounds. (Thorp, 281). 
Mills (174) says that horn, hair and leather, when destructively distilled, yield a liquid distillate similar to that from bones. 
Animal protein can be hydrolyzed to obtain the twenty genetically encoded amino acids. (That's still the industrial source of L-cysteine, leucine, asparagine and tyrosine.) (Bhat 328).
Cow's milk is composed primarily of water (87%), protein (casein and albumin, 4.75%), fat (3.5%), carbohydrate (lactose, 4%), and lactic acid, and the milk of other mammals has the same basic ingredients in somewhat different proportions. (EB11/Milk).
The wool of sheep is a source of both wool fiber (keratin) and wool grease (lanolin) (5-25% wool). Keratin is a protein and thus can be hydrolyzed to yield the individual amino acids. Lanolin, a wax, is a mixture of fatty acids, alcohols, and their esters. Cholesterol (a steroid alcohol) is obtained commercially from lanolin (SzmantIURR 139). 
The exoskeletons of crustacea and insects are a source of chitin, a polysaccharide. Chitin can be deacetylated to yield chitosan or hydrolyzed to yield glucosamine.

Miscellaneous Inorganic Feedstocks.

It is also possible to make use of inorganic carbon sources other than coal, such as the carbonates, and the gases carbon monoxide or carbon dioxide. Phosgene (COCl2), a useful albeit toxic reagent, is made by combining carbon monoxide with chlorine at 200oC (M&B 923). Cyanides can be obtained from certain plants (bitter almonds, cassava, appleseeds) or made from other inorganics. 

Dude, Where's My Carbon Skeleton?

Ideally, we keep our syntheses simple. That generally means using, if available at a reasonable price, a starting material which has the same carbon skeleton as our intended product. 
Even better, the starting material should be one of the chemicals readily obtainable by processing a "natural feedstock" available in USE territory. 
* * *
In general, I don't see the lower alkanes (methane, ethane, propane, butane) as preferred C1-C4 building blocks. First, since they're gases, there's a handling problem. For storage and transport, gases must be compressed, and then pumped into either a pipeline or a tank. So you need a pump, and you need pipes and tanks which can withstand the pressures involved. For cars, natural gas is usually compressed to about 200 times atmospheric pressure. The alternative to simply compressing a gas is to liquefy it, by putting it under moderate pressure and then cooling it below its melting point. You can liquefy crude natural gas (mostly methane; LNG) or petroleum gas (propane and/or butane; LPG).
In fall 1631, when Vicky Emerson told the gas oven investors how "difficult it was to compress natural gas and store it" (Goodlett and Huff, "Poor Little Rich Girls," Grantville GazetteIV), she wasn't lying. What she didn't tell them was that she expected the compression problem to be solved within two or three years. The tanks could be made of copper or steel. (Ashby 143). 
Until the compression problem was solved, the organic chemical industry could fractionate natural gas, but it would have to do so near the wellhead, and, on the spot, process the alkanes into something which would be liquid at room temperature, such as methyl alcohol, or ethyl, propyl or butyl bromide. 
The second problem is that because alkanes aren't very reactive, there isn't much that can be done with them directly. We have the option of converting methane into "synthesis gas" (carbon dioxide and hydrogen). Otherwise, the derivatives most likely to be produced, for conversion into other products, are alkyl chlorides and bromides. Without ultraviolet radiation, you need 250-400oC. With the assistance of UV, we can chlorinate methane, ethane or propane at room temperature, but in the last case, we obtain a nearly equal mixture of n-propane and isopropane. Bromination of propane requires UV treatment at 127oC, but is highly specific for isopropane. (MB 38-40, 116-122) I would expect similar patterns of isomer production as a result of chlorination or bromination of butane. 
* * *
I see the preference as being in general for alkenes (from cracking of petroleum), alcohols and organic acids (from fermentation or destructive distillation of biological feedstocks), and simple aromatics (from pyrolysis of coal). But the exploitation of petrochemicals is dependent on both the development of oil supplies beyond that needed to satisfy fuel demands and on the realization of the necessary processing technology. 
So, here're my best guesses as to what the organic chemical industry will use as its basic building blocks, and when they will be available. In general, these building blocks are primary chemicals; they are isolated from processed natural feedstocks, rather than synthesized by reaction of pure chemicals. But of course it's possible to make the larger building blocks by combining smaller ones. 

C1 aliphatic: Perhaps by late 1631, but certainly by 1632, we will producing methanol by destructive distillation of wood. Methanol can be converted into methyl halides, formaldehyde, formic acid, methylamine. Formic acid can instead be obtained by distillation from the bodies of dead ants. (Gmelin VII-271). There are also the inorganic C1s, carbon monoxide and dioxide, but those are mostly used when you want to keep the C=O bond, as in aldehydes and ketones. And there is coke, the progenitor for the carbides, cyanides and related salts, cyanamide, urea, and thiourea. 
C2 aliphatic. In 1631—within days after the grocery store runs out of whiskey—we will be distilling ethyl alcohol. Ethanol can be converted into ethylene, ethyl halides, ethylamine, acetaldehyde, and acetic acid. Acetic acid is an alternative C2; it is distilled from vinegar. And there is the possibility of making acetylene, too. Some years later, these will be supplanted by ethylene from steam cracking of petroleum. 
C3 aliphatic. There are actually two C3 skeletons, the linear (n-propyl) and branched (isopropyl). The likeliest linear C3 building blocks are acetone (from destructive distillation of wood or, eventually, a Weizmann process fermentation), n-propyl alcohol (from the fusel oil of, e.g., the marc brandy from southern France; EB11/Fusel Oil) These could be available in 1631-32, but 1632-33 is more likely. Other possible building blocks include lactic acid and glycerol (Dimian 439), and propionic acid (by fermentation of molasses, yielding about 10%, or destructive distillation of wood, yielding 2-4%; Molinari 348) . In the longer term, we will probably use propylene. 
Isopropyl alcohol is not readily available by fermentation. (Meldola 64). However, it can be made by reduction of acetone (M&B 636), and, eventually, hydration of propylene. 
C4 aliphatic. There are two different isomers of C4, linear and branched, and two different ways of connecting a single functional group (R) to the carbon skeleton, so we have four different butyl functionalities: n-, iso- , sec- and tert-butyl. We ignore the latter two. 
The most likely C4 building blocks are butyl alcohol and butyric acid. Isobutyl alcohol is found in fusel oil, such as that from fermented potato (EB11/Butyl Alcohols) or beet-root molasses(EB11/Fusel Oil) . N-butyl alcohol is perhaps obtainable by a "peculiar" fermentation of glycerin (Id.) Figure 1631-33. Some years later, the Weizmann process of making it will come into play. 
N-butyl and isobutyl alcohol (and the corresponding aldehydes) are made in modern practice by hydroformylation of propylene (in effect, adding a carbon to a C3 building block). This will be impractical for generations in the 1632verse, because the reaction requires a fancy cobalt or iron carbonyl catalyst. (Szmant 350, M&B 507). 
Butyric acid likewise comes in two isomers, with the n-isomer being available from the triglycerides of butter. EB11/Butyric acid says that the iso-form "is found in the free state in carobs (Ceratonia siliqua) and in the root of Arnica dulcis, and as an ethyl ester in croton oil."
Also in contention, we have several dicarboxylic acids—succinic acid ("spirit of amber"), fumaric acid, malic acid, and levulinic acid. (Dimian 439). Succinic acid can be distilled from amber and various resins, or synthesized by fermentation or oxidation of fats and fatty acids. (EB11/Succinic Acid). "Fumaric acid is found in fumitory (Fumaria officinalis), in various fungi (Agaricus piperatus, &c.), and in Iceland moss." (EB11/Fumaric and Maleic Acids). It can also be obtained by Rhizopus fermentation of carbohydrates (Szmant 362). And it occurs in many plants (EA). Malic acid was first isolated from apple juice in OTL 1778. It's "found abundantly in the juices of many plants, particularly in mountain-ash berries, in unripe apples and in grapes. The acid potassium salt is also found in the leaves and stalks of rhubarb." (EB11/Malic Acid). Levulinic acid is not found in natural feedstocks, but it is obtainable by hot acidification of sucrose. (EB11/Laevulinic Acid). 
C5 aliphatic. A mixture of C5 (amyl) alcohols is obtainable from fusel oil, probably 1631-33. Valeric acid and valeric aldehyde are found in certain plant sources (EB11/Valeric Acid, Valerian). 
C6 aliphatic. One possible source is caproic acid, in butter fat and coconut oil (EB11/Oils). Another is adipic acid (from fat), used as a nylon precursor. Still others are sorbitol (from Sorbus trees) and lysine (from animal protein) (Dimian), but they have multiple functional groups and hence might need to undergo several conversions in order to arrive at the desired product. 
Higher aliphatics. In general, the alkanes can be obtained from petroleum, if the gas guzzlers let us. Straight chain, even carbon number aliphatics are available from selected fats and oils. The gaps might need to be filled in synthetically. 
Cyclic Aliphatics. In modern practice these are mainly obtained from petroleum. Some crude oils are naturally rich in cyclic aliphatics, and others can be processed to produce them. Coal tar benzene could be hydrogenated to produce cyclohexane. 
Carbocyclic Aromatics. Benzene, naphthalene (two fused rings) and anthracene (three fused rings) will almost certainly be obtained by coal pyrolysis, just as in the nineteenth century. 
We know that "light benzoils" (probably benzene, toluene and xylene, "BTX") are being produced in Magdeburg at the end of 1633, and aniline (aminobenzene) is being produced at Essen in winter 1633-34. Since DDT was made in mid-1633, that implies that there was some coal tar production earlier, perhaps in or near Grantville. Nothing was said specifically about the polyaromatics (those with multiple rings), but they're in coal tar, too. In modern practice, "BTX" are obtained mainly by catalytic reforming of petroleum, rather than from coal tar. 
Biological feedstocks are not especially good sources of the simple aromatics that are the most versatile building blocks. The simplest are benzyl alcohol, found in Peru balsam and storax; benzaldehyde, obtainable by decomposing amygdalin, itself extracted from almonds or apricot kernels; and benzoic acid (from gum benzoin). (EB11) However, we can isolate biologically active compounds from biofeedstocks and then use them outright, or "tweak" the structures a bit ("semisynthesis").
Heterocyclics. Heterocyclic chemistry is simply too complex to be more than touched upon in this article. In general, the simple heterocyclic rings are synthesized by simple addition or by condensation (a combination of addition and elimination; there is loss of water, alcohol or hydrogen halide) of linear building blocks. 
A few heterocylic aromatics warrant special note. Thiophene (4C, 1S) occurs in coal and oil, and can be synthesized from acetylene and sulfur. Furfural comprises the furan (4C, 1O) ring, and is produced from agricultural waste (EA/Furfural). Pyrrole (4C, 1N), pyridine (5C, 1N), quinoline (2 fused rings, 1N), and acridine (3 fused rings, 1N) can be obtained from coal tar or bone oil. 
There are numerous biomolecules that comprises heterocycles—notably nicotine (pyridine and pyrrolidine), the amino acids histidine (imidazole), tryptophan (indole) and proline (pyrrole), the purine nucleic acid bases guanine and adenine, and the pyrimidine nucleobases thymine, cytosine and uracil—but the additional substituents on these molecules limit their use as building blocks. 

Organic Chemical Timeline

So, what additional organic chemicals will we want, early on? The "wish list" for the chemists will be compiled from encyclopedias, textbooks, and even product labels. 
Wanting a chemical, of course, isn't the same as knowing how to make it. We know from the review of organic chemicals in canon (Part 3) that the chemists have succeeded in synthesizing DDT, chloramphenicol and sulfanilamide (Figure 4-2). So the chemists are clearly capable of synthesizing compounds with a mono- or disubstituted benzene ring. And I don't think it's too big a jump to trisubstituted benzenes, although figuring out the correct order of substitution is more involved. 

It's less clear that they will be able to do much with heterocyclic compounds. From M&B, they will learn a bit about the synthesis and derivatization of pyrrole, thiophene, furan, pyridine, quinoline and isoquinoline. CCD reveals that purine (fused imidazole-pyrimidine) can be prepared from uric acid (in turn derived from guano!), and carbazole from the anthracene cake of coal tar. 
EB11 has essays on at least the following heterocyclics: xanthone, pyrazoles, pyrimidines, purin(e), pyrrol(e), acridine, thiazoles, triazoles, quinazolines, tetrazoles, quinoxalines, phthalazines, adenine, phenazine, piperazin(e), piperine, indulines, azoximes, imidazoles, indole, oxazoles, pyrazines, pyridine, quinoline, safranine, thiophen(e), tropine and triazines, and the precursor pyrogallol (catechol). These may give information on how they are synthesized and used. McGHEST similarly covers furan, purine, indole, pyridine, pyramidine, and pyrrole. Some of the heterocyclic compound entries (e.g., imidazole) in Merck Index provide synthesis guidance. The richest source of heterocyclic chemistry tips is the Named Organic Reactions section of Merck Index (MI), which includes the Biginelli pyrimidine synthesis, the Bischler indole and triazine syntheses, and much more. 
Synthesizing a heterocyclic ring from the basic building blocks will usually involve a minimum of three steps, one for the ring forming itself and the others to make the reactants. In the Debus synthesis of imidazole, the ring is formed by the reaction of a diketone (R-C(=O)-C(=O)-R) with an aldehyde (R'C(=O)-H) and ammonia. But you would need at least one step to make the aldehyde from our building block alcohols or carboxylic acids, and several to make the diketone (e.g., alcohol to ketone to isonitrosoketone to diketone; EB/Ketones). 
If the heterocyclic ring is itself substituted then you need to figure out whether to introduce the substituent before, during or after ring formation. Because of all of the complications, I have only listed a few heterocyclic compounds. 
* * *
There are three bases for listing an organic chemical in the timeline (Table 4-4):
—it is explicitly referred to as isolated or synthesized in a story, i.e., a canonized chemical; 
—it is an "essential precursor" in the manufacture of a canonized chemical by the inferred synthetic route; or 
—it is a chemical which this author predicts would have been made at that stage, because it is both industrially important and reasonably obtainable. 
By way of example, DDT is a canonical chemical; chlorobenzene, benzene, trichloroacetaldehyde, acetaldehyde, and ethyl alcohol are essential precursors to DDT; and monochloro- and dichloroacetaldehyde are predicted chemicals because if you can make trichloroacetaldehyde, you can make those, too. Of course, ethyl alcohol and benzene also would have qualified as predicted chemicals, based on their availability in wine and in coal tar, respectively. 
In placing a chemical which is neither canonized, nor an essential precursor, on the timeline, I have taken into account whether a natural source or synthesis or natural source is likely to be in the books, when the compound was first isolated or synthesized in the old time line, and whether the method of procuring it is likely to run into any kind of problem, e.g., it is found in some exotic plant, or it needs a complex catalyst, or high temperature or pressure. 
Precisely when a proposed chemical appears in the timeline depends not only on when it could be made, but also what demand for it would exist. This is, of course, something about which reasonable minds will differ. Based on canon, there is going to be early demand for pharmaceuticals, pesticides, dyes, explosives, and, a bit later, plastics. In turn, that means early demand for the organic building blocks from which those end-products are created. On the other hand, chemicals specific to the automotive industry are going to lag behind, which is why I left isobutylene and MTBE off the timeline. 







  


























  
Dyestuffs

Dyers classify dyes by mode of fixation to the fiber. Acid dyes contain sulfonic or carboxylic acid groups, whereas basic dyes provide amino and imino groups. Either can be used to (reversibly) dye protein fibers (wool, silk, leather), but acid dyes are preferred. For acid or basic dyes to be fixed to cellulose fibers (cotton, paper), you need a mordant. The mordants known to the down-timers include alum, tannic acid, and urine. 
Direct dyes are those able to bind cellulose (via hydrogen bonds) without the aid of a mordant. That's great news, as mordants are expensive and mordanting takes days or weeks, but the binding is reversible and so the direct dyed-cottons bleed when washed. A few down-time dyes are direct (turmeric, saffron, annatto, and safflower), but they are faded by light. Direct dyes are preferred for paper. (Roberts 167).
Ingrain (azoic) dyes are really pigments (water-insoluble colors) that are formed within the interstices of the fibers by the reaction of two intermediates. The first synthetic azoic dye was vacanceine red (summary synthesis, EA/Dye). With vat and sulfur dyes, a pigment is converted into a dye and then, after permeating the fibers, reverts to a pigment. Indigo is a vat dye. 
The reactive dyes (commercialized 1956) are potentially the most useful, because they have reactive groups (see McGHEST/"Dye" and EB15/reactive dye for examples) that react with the hydroxy or amino groups in the fiber to form wetfast covalent bonds. Pretty much any chromogen can be connected by a bridging group to a reactive group to form a reactive dye. Unfortunately, EA/Dye warns that the original process (1894) was "very complex and of little value industrially" and it wasn't until 1953 that these problems were overcome. I am not sanguine that the brief descriptions in Grantville literature are sufficient to sidestep a half-century of false starts. 
Dyes have uses outside the textile industry; to color other products, and as inks, pH indicators, or clinical laboratory stains. In the Gram stain protocol, bacteria are stained with Crystal Violet (Gentian violet) and counterstained with safranin or basic fuchsin. And several dyes have activity against microbes or parasites. 
* * *
Even a synthetic duplicate of a natural dye can be a success in the marketplace. It takes "on average, 440 grams of fresh dye plant to achieve the same tinctorial effect as one gram of synthetic dye." That makes it expensive to use natural dyes even when the plants are grown right at home. If they are cultivated someplace faraway, then the shipping costs may also be significant. In the late twentieth century, synthetic dyes were perhaps a hundred times cheaper than their natural counterparts. (Kirk-Othmer 673). If the synthetic dye provides a new hue, a greater intensity, or superior dyeing ability, or wash- or lightfastness, all the better. 
The Merck Index has structures for at least 150 dyes. So how will Stoner decide which dyes to make first? Here I will look at color, ease of use, and ease of synthesis. 
The palette available pre-Ring of Fire in the major Old World civilizations included the following (note that the same source can produce different colors depending on how it was handled):

Black: no good dyes. Best is logwood (banned in England 1581-1673). You could combine blue, red and yellow (expensive), or use a vegetable dye like walnut (more gray than black).(Finlay 107).
Brown: walnut, some barks
Red: kermes, Spanish Red (cochineal), brazilwood; madder, orchil
Orange: safflower (mostly Asia), madder, red sandalwood (Saunders).
Yellow: weld (Reseda luteola) (best), Dyer's Greenweed (!), buckthorn berries, saffron, European dogwood, turmeric, safflower, fustic
Green: usually a two-pot color (blue plus yellow).
Blue: woad, indigo
Purple: New World Royal Purple (purpura), orchil (lichen), brazilwood, woad + madder.
So blacks and greens would be particularly attractive to Stoner. By September 1633, he had the only "waterproof green dye" in the world, and it was being used on the USE's paper money. (Flint and Dennis, 1634: The Galileo Affair, Chapter 8). Even in 1911, green printing inks were mixtures (EB11/Ink). So was his green a single dye? And was it organic or inorganic? The early 20c "chrome green" currency ink was made from chrome yellow and Prussian blue. 
The ease of synthesis depends on the chemical structure of the dye, and that also affects the dye's properties. Chemists classify dyes by their chromogen, the structure that is the principal determinant of their ability to absorb light. The substituents can affect the hue and intensity of the color, as well as how the dye is fixed to the fiber.
The most important chromogen in the modern world was azo (-N=N–) (EA/Azo Dyes) , and preparation of azo compounds is discussed in all introductory organic chemistry textbooks, as examples of the use of diazonium salts. See also EB11/Azo Compounds. Most of the azo dyes also include benzene or naphthalene rings. Anthraquinones ranked second in importance and they are derived from anthracene. The triphenylmethanes, with three benzene rings, are also of great interest because of their brightness. There are other chromogens, too. 
Coal tar benzene, toluene, xylenes, naphthalene, anthracene, phenanthrene, and pyridine are converted to various intermediates such as aniline (also found in coal tar), anthraquinone, beta-naphthol, and "H acid," and ultimately to the dyestuff. Useful background on the synthesis of the major chromophores, and intermediates used in dye manufacture, can be gleaned from EB11 (triphenylmethane, benzophenone, anthraquinone, aniline, indulines, nitrobenzene, quinoline, benzene, quinones, xanthone, naphthylamines, etc.); EB15 (dye, azo dyes, pigment); EA (dye); McGHEST, etc. 
Mauveine (OTL's first synthetic dye, 1856) was obtained by heating crude aniline with potassium bichromate and sulfuric acid. It was fortunate that toluidine was present in the crude aniline. (EB11/Safranine; EA/Dye)
The dyes for which there is at least "final step" synthetic information in Grantville literature (Merck Index 1968 unless otherwise stated) are as follows:




























The list above is just a "first cut"; it leaves out some very important dyes because I haven't found synthesis information, and it includes dyes with serious disadvantages.







  
Pharmaceuticals

Many useful pharmaceuticals come from natural sources. There are four ways in which the organic chemists can promote public health:
(1) assay the level of the active ingredient in extracts so we know how potent they are, and can use them accordingly.
(2) isolate the active ingredient so we have it in pure form.
(3) synthesize the active ingredient so we have it in pure form, independent of the natural source.
(4) synthesize analogues of the active ingredient which are safer or more potent than the naturally occurring compound. 
This section mostly covers the simpler compounds on WHO's "essential medicines" list (320 compounds!) and some "obsolete" pharmaceuticals that will be of value in the new timeline because they are easier to synthesize. 
In the seventeenth century, infectious diseases killed more than half of the population, so I will focus on antimicrobial and antiparasitic agents. 
Antimicrobials. We have chloramphenicol, at least one sulfanilamide, and penicillin in canon. 
Aplastic anemia is the bete noir of chloramphenicol, and there has been modern experimentation with analogues to avoid it. Thiamphenicol, florfenicol and azidamphenicol are in MI. However, there is no synthetic guidance, and in OTL they weren't synthesized from chloramphenicol (see appendix). 
As mentioned in EA "Sulfonamides," sulfanilamide was the first of a series of drugs. 
MI provides synthetic guidance for sulfacetamide, sulfadiazine, sulfadicramide, sulfaguanidine, sulfamidochrysoidine, sulfathiourea, sulfadiamine, sulfonylbisacetanilide, sulfoxone (anti-leprotic) and the heterocyclics sulfamerazine, sulfamethazine, sulfamethizole, sulfamethoxazole, sulfamethoxypyridazine, sulfapyrazine, sulfapyridine, sulfaquinoxaline, sulfasomizole, sulfathiazole, sulfisoxazole. See also M&B 757; Solomons 937ff. 
I am not sure which penicillin is the one that's being produced in Cologne in 1635. Most likely, it is Penicillin V (phenoxymethylpenicillin), but Penicillin G (benzylpenicillin) can also be produced by fermentation. (Vardanyan 430ff). 
Unfortunately, the Penicillium mold is slow growing and finicky, and the concentration of penicillin in the fermentation broth of even a "high yield" strain is low, making the drug difficult to extract. (Sheehan 85). For these reasons, the total synthesis of penicillin remained a goal. However, it was a rather elusive one; penicillin has what Woodward called a "diabolical concatenation of reactive groups." Even with an MIT laboratory working on the problem, it was 14 years from the structure being determined to it being first synthesized (Sheehan 1959), and the synthesis was never commercially competitive with fermentation methods.
So the best we can do is to semi-synthesize penicillin derivatives. MI reveals that the key intermediate is 6-aminopenicillanic acid (6APA); it can be used to make benzylpenicillin, methicillin, and ticarcillin by a single step acylation reaction the Grantville chemists should be able to figure out. The catch is finagling the fermentation to produce 6APA. 
The aminopenicillins amoxicillin and ampicillin are more difficult to make because you need a protecting group. Cloxacillin is also in doubt because the added moiety (an isoxazole) is itself more complex than anything made by the chemists in canon. 
Several other major antibiotic classes (cephalosporins, polypeptides, tetracyclines, macrolides, aminoglycosides) are, like the penicillins, complex chemicals produced in the twentieth century either as fermentation products or by semisynthesis. It is not very likely that lightning will strike twice and we will luck upon a production strain for one of these antibiotics in a high school lab refrigerator, as we did with penicillin. Hence, it is unpredictable when we will first see one of these antibiotics; it depends on the fortuitous discovery of a suitable organism. The cephalosporins, for example, were first identified as antibacterial agents in studies of a culture of Cephalosporium acremonium from a Sardinian sewer. 
The nitrofurans weren't major antibacterial agents in this time line (4 million prescriptions in 1989—Kirk-Othmer 2:870), even though they have the advantage that they attack multiple bacterial metabolic systems and hence the evolution of resistant bacteria will be slow. We have significant synthetic guidance; MI gives the precursors for at least nitrofurantoin, nitrofurazone, and nitrofurtimox, and we should be able to figure out nifuratel, nifurazone and nifuraldezone by analogy. Bear in mind that some of these precursors are themselves complex; the first NTL nitrofuran drug would probably be nitrofurazone. 
McGHEST/Nitroaromatic indicates that Furacin is derived by several steps from furfural. Indeed, furfural, which is in natural feedstocks, is undoubtedly the source of the furan ring in all of these compounds. Furan chemistry is briefly discussed in M&B 1078ff and McGHEST/Furans.
Forget Salvarsan, the organoarsenic compound that was the first effective anti-syphilitic, fosfomycin (the simplest known antibiotic, a C3), and the quinolones. (for reasons, see Appendix). 
Antivirals (other than vaccines and antibodies). Yeast RNA (about 8-12% dry weight; Halasz 29) can be hydrolyzed to supply raw materials for synthesizing the antiviral nucleic acid analogues. The component RNA nucleobases are heterocyclic compounds falling into two categories, the pyrimidines (cytosine, uracil) and the more complex purines (adenine, guanine). If a ribose sugar is attached we have the corresponding nucleosides. 
The antiviral pyrimidines include cytarabine, dideoxycytidine, edoxudine, floxuridine, idoxuridine, trifluridine and zidovudine. To make cytarabine, we must replace the ribose of cytosine with arabinose. Arabinose is found in many plants but of course we need to learn to identify and isolate it. Edoxudine is uracil attached to deoxyribose (obtainable from DNA) rather than ribose. 
While it is conceptually simple to replace one sugar with another, Hardewijn (xix) warns that "between the 1950s and 1970s the synthesis of a modified nucleoside was a difficult undertaking." Part of the problem is assuring that the correct sugar oxygen reacts with the correct nucleobase nitrogen. The Merck Index "Named Organic Reactions" does set forth two nucleoside syntheses, the Hilbert-Johnson reaction (1930) and the Vorbruggen glycosylation (1970). The former requires knowledge of how to synthesize a 2,4-dialkoxypyrimidine and the latter requires knowledge and availability of silylating agents. 
The antiviral purines include acyclovir and ganciclovir, which don't contain sugar, and dideoxyadenosine, dideoxyinosine, and vidarabine, which do. MI says, for acyclovir, that there's a "convenient synthesis from guanine," which is true, but the catch is that guanine has five nitrogens and you want to derivatize just one of them. It took decades to develop the synthesis in question. (Cabri).
As to other reported antivirals, we could make cuminaldehyde thiosemicarbazone and moroxydine, as there is useful synthetic info (MI, CCD). We just know the structure of kethoxal , but it's aliphatic and possible for the late 1630s. 
Amantadine is less likely. We do know how to make adamantane (MI), and there are hints that amantadine can be made by a route involving adamantyl chloride (the standard routes actually involve bromide), but I think it far from obvious how one proceeds from there (Vardanyan 551). 
Even if we can make a drug reported to have some antiviral activity, it may not be effective against the viruses we need to fight, or at least not enough to justify the investment of resources into developing a commercial-scale synthesis. 
* * *
The likeliest near-term pharmaceuticals are reviewed below. Synthetic info is usually just the final step, but you can look up the precursors and work backward. 







  













































Explosives

Yes, there's a war on, so we need chemicals that go "Bang!" We have RDX. I would expect that trinitrotoluene (TNT), picric acid (also a dye!), nitroglycerin (also pharmaceutical) and nitrocellulose will be available within a few years of the Ring of Fire. 

Sunscreens

This may seem a trivial application of up-time knowledge, but imagine spending days on the deck of a ship trapped in the doldrums (the sun was said to have "dried the feces within the body"; Dash 78) or working under the baleful glare illuminating the fields of a tropical colony. Several standard UV blockers, notably benzophenone and PABA (Field 2ff), are well within the demonstrated synthetic capability. They will compete with the inorganic pigments titanium dioxide and zinc oxide. 

Flavors and Fragrances

Many of these will be isolated from natural sources, such as the essential oils of select plants. These include various phenol derivatives, such as eugenol (cloves), isoeugenol (nutmeg), anethole (aniseed), vanillin (vanilla bean), thymol (thyme, mint), safrole (sassafras). (M&B 794) M&B 620 discloses how to convert eugenol or isoeugenol into vanillin. 
Offord, "White Gold" (Grantville Gazette 9) discusses sugar (sucrose, fructose) from sugarcane, sugar maple, sugar beets, and sweet sorghum. However, we can also isolate the sweeteners mannitol (Fraxinus ornus; seaweed), sorbitol (mountain ash berries), and xylitol (Finnish birch trees). (MI). Xylitol can be made from the xylose of wood lignin. 
Preservatives

We have acetic acid, we can easily synthesize benzoic and propionic acids, and sorbic acid can be isolated from rowan berries or synthesized (MI). 
Pesticides

In the seventeenth century, a considerable part of the food supply was consumed by pests rather than people. Insects also spread disease. Hence, there's a market for pesticides. There are several inorganic pesticides, but they're outside the scope of this essay. 
Natural organic insecticides include nicotine (partial synthesis, M&B 1065; Solomons 1000), various garlic oil components, and pyrethrins (pyrethrum flower). 
Among the organochlorines, DDT and hexachlorobenzene are in canon. We can also make hexachlorocyclohexane (Lindane); EB11/polymethylenes says that it's "formed by the action of chlorine on benzene in sunlight" (probably better to have a ultraviolet light source) and Merck Index notes that this results in formation of eight stereoisomers, the gamma being the one that's pesticidally active. It gives the physical properties of the alpha, beta and gamma isomers, and it seems as though we could separate the alpha by distillation and the beta by extraction. We can also make pentachlorophenol by chlorination of phenol, much as we do hexachlorobenzene. The popular herbicide 2,4-dichlorophenoxyacetic acid should also be feasible. And there're synthetic plans for the (banned) insecticides chlordan and aldrin (Solomons 1025). 
Unlike the organochlorines, the organophosphates are biodegradable. Unfortunately, they are also more toxic to people. One of the safer ones is malathion; CCD has a summary synthesis. There's also glyphosate (1970), a glycine analog, but I am not sure how much guidance there will be on how to make it.
We know starting materials for the synthesis of the herbicide naproanilide (Solomons 951).
Fertilizers

Urea is used as a fertilizer because of its high nitrogen content. Any chemist would know that urea was the first (1828) organic chemical to be synthesized from inorganic starting materials; particulars are given by EB11. The modern route (EA) is by brute force (high temperature, high pressure) combination of liquid ammonia and liquid carbon dioxide. 

Photographic Chemicals

Organic chemicals used in the darkroom include acetanilide (chloramphenicol precursor), acetic acid (vinegar), amidol (from chlorobenzene, M&B813), hydroquinone (from aniline, M&B976), Metol (from hydroquinone and methylamine, EB15), phenidone (from phenylhydrazine, MI), catechol (from salicylaldehyde, MI), pyrogallol (from gallic acid, CCD 735), and Rodinal (p-aminophenol) (two routes, CCD 45).

Polymers

Synthetic rubbers and plastics are among the most important end-products of the modern chemical industry. However, they deserve an article of their own. Suffice it to say that many of the top organic chemicals shown in Table 3-2 are "top" because of their use in manufacturing polymers.
* * *

Next: Part 5, Polymers and Composites

Author's note: Bibliography will be in Appendix published in "Gazette Extras" on www.1632.org after Part 5 is published. 









What We Have Here Is a Failure to Communicate (Why the Ottomans aren't Talking to Up-timers)
Written by Panteleimon Roberts

Diplomacy with the Ottomans seems not to be working for Grantville and the USE because the Ottomans don't seem to want to talk. "Almost a year and a half, from the spring of 1632 onward, of patient and carefully drafted letters, friendly overtures carried to Istanbul by a dozen or more hands, had dropped into a black hole for all the good they seemed to have done."[1] In fact, we are told that ". . . anyone claiming to be an up-timer would automatically be put to death if found anywhere within the Ottoman Empire."[2]
This hardly seems fair. After all, what have the up-timers done to the Ottomans? Aren't they freely sharing their twentieth century knowledge with all who are interested, bringing wonderful advances in technology and an enlightened political system that includes religious freedom wherever their influence extends?

The fact is Sultan Murad IV and his advisers would not have banned up-timers without believing they had good reason to do so. As it happens, the actions described above are a big part of those reasons. The activities of the up-timers look very suspicious to Ottoman eyes, and it does not help that the up-timers have allied themselves with the enemies of those who the Ottomans consider to be their best friends in Europe. To understand this, we must consider what information the Ottomans have about Grantville and what their interpretations of this information are likely to be. 
What information the Ottomans have about the up-timers will depend, in part, on where they got their information. So the first questions that must be answered are where the information about Grantville comes from and what is it likely to include.
The first source will have been the letters sent from Grantville. So what happened to all those letters? Most probably they were all collected in a file either under the control of the clerk in charge of the European-German records, given where Grantville appeared, or in the files relating to the Swedes, given the initial alliances Grantville made. It is unlikely that any were delivered directly to Murad IV himself—this simply wasn't done with materials from unknown non-Muslim foreigners. If a sufficiently important messenger carried one of the letters, it is possible that the Grand Vizier, Tabaniyassi Mehmed Pasha, might have accepted it.[3] Mehmed Pasha was fairly well informed about events in Europe—and he felt (as Murad IV seems also to have felt) that the interests of the Empire were best served by avoiding entanglements in European affairs and letting the Christians knock themselves out while the Safavids were dealt with. Those under him tended to have similar ideas—the Persians were seen as the main enemy—although there were factions that felt advantage should be taken if and when a European target of opportunity appeared.
Grantville would not have appeared to be a target of opportunity. The initial impression would have been that some local German ruler had decided to attempt to set up a private kingdom, and was hoping for an Ottoman connection to give the Habsburgs pause before they smashed him. Supporting some would-be princeling would have held no attraction at all for the Ottomans. It would also not have been anything worth mentioning to the sultan except possibly in passing, as an example of how the Thirty Years' War was fragmenting Europe. 
Then, too, it is important to recognize that the Ottomans in general, and Murad in particular, were somewhat preoccupied in 1632 and 1633 with issues closer to home than Grantville. In 1632, the sultan would certainly have been more interested in ensuring that he had control over Constantinople than in what was happening in Germany. In 1633, Murad was still securing control over the wider Empire. When he did have attention to spare, it would have gone to the struggle with the Persians. All in all, it seems likely that no serious notice would have been taken prior to mid-1633. 
When notice was finally taken, it would have been clear that Grantville was no small matter of a rebellious lord, but rather a major player in a radically changed power structure in Europe. This would have worried the Ottomans, since their expectation would have been that, should one side or the other gain victory in the internecine structures that had been occupying the Christians, the Europeans would then unite and attack them, and the last thing they wanted was a second war on top of the war they already had with the Persians. Further, as will be shown below, the initial letters from Grantville will not have made a good impression. 
At some point as information about the up-timers came in, those responsible for the security of the Empire would have concluded that a threat existed. The conclusion may have been reached at a low level first, as the clerks responsible for dealing with correspondence from abroad noticed the increase in the apparent importance of Grantville. Or it may have occurred at a higher level—one can imagine the French ambassador securing an audience with the Grand Vizier to seek an alliance against this new threat. Whether the alert came from above or below, it would have eventually reached an official with the responsibility to bring the potential threat to the attention of the sultan so that action could be taken. 
Sultan es-Selatin Murad Oglu Ahmed (known to us as Sultan Murad IV of the Ottoman Empire) wielded absolute power.[4] Nevertheless, both as a matter of religious duty and practicality, Sultan Murad will have consulted with his government before acting.
While such consultations could be as simple as the divan-i hümayun (Imperial Council, hereafter just divan) meeting, making a decision, and sending recommendations to the sultan for his approval, this is unlikely to be how it happened. Murad was actually very engaged with his government and, while it was always clear that the final decision was his, surprisingly willing to listen to others before the decision was made.[5] Given the complexities and ramifications of the appearance of the up-timers, while the divan may have sent a recommendation to the sultan, it was most likely to request that he convene a meshveret (consultative meeting), which brought in a wider group and provided a military council-style three-step forum in which to deal with complex problems.
The first step of a meshveret entails bringing in experts to explain the problems and possible responses. The experts in this case would have included the scribes responsible for European relations, possibly some foreigners (including ambassadors) with direct experience or information from their homelands of the people from Grantville, and a selection of the learned men of the ulema.[6]
Once the experts had spoken, the sultan would invite the officials of his government to offer their opinions. This would be done in a strict order of precedence, with the lowest ranking speaking first. After all who wished to speak had done so, the sultan would speak, giving his views and issuing any commands he felt appropriate to the situation, leaving the implementation of his orders to the affected officials or to the divan. The meshveret ended when the sultan spoke, giving him the last, and indisputable, word on the subject. 
The resources available to the Ottomans to learn about things happening in the middle of Europe did not, popular opinion to the contrary notwithstanding, include a network of Ottoman intelligence officers. Instead they relied on the reports of merchants, intelligence provided by their tributary state the Republic of Ragusa (Dubrovnik), and information provided to them by the foreign diplomats who resided in Constantinople. Because of the perceived need for rapidly producing an assessment, merchant reports would not have been a major part of the picture since they were obtained only irregularly and took time to compile. The Ottomans would have asked the Ragusans for what they had, and summoned the diplomats to tell what they knew.[7]

The Republic of Ragusa had an intelligence network which was in many ways the equal of that of up-time countries. The Ragusans had developed their intelligence capabilities for the purpose of survival—Ragusa was an essentially merchant state with neither the ability to field large armies or significant natural defenses located in a region over which major powers contended. They used the intelligence that they gained as bargaining chips to maintain their independence. Decisions about what intelligence was shared were made by the Ragusan Senate.[8]
Because decisions about intelligence sharing were made with an eye toward what was best for Ragusa, a certain bias was introduced into what intelligence was shared. To put it simply, the Ragusans preferred to provide information to the Ottomans that was selected to conform to what the Ragusans thought the Ottomans expected. As they would have been unsure of the reception it would receive, their comprehensive report on Grantville would, by policy, not have been the first.[9] The information that shaped the initial Ottoman opinion of Grantville would perforce come from the European missions in Constantinople.[10]
The European diplomatic community in Constantinople at this time consisted of four ambassadors, the resident representative of the Holy Roman Empire, and various temporary missions. The four ambassadors were, in order of seniority, the Venetian Baillio, the French ambassador, The English ambassador, and the Dutch ambassador. 
Of those who might present a favorable, or at least neutral, view of Grantville, Ottoman relations with Venice may be regarded as comparable to those between the United States and the Soviet Union during the period of détente.[11] The Dutch, while ably represented by Cornelis Haga, are newcomers. 
Those who might present a negative view of Grantville are in rather better positions. The resident representative of the Holy Roman Empire, Johann Rudolf Schmid, labors under the handicap that relations between the Habsburg Emperor and the Ottomans tend to be strained. But he seems to have been a remarkably capable and well-connected individual.[12] The English representative, Sir Peter Wyche, was at least competent, reasonably well-liked by the Ottomans, and absolutely loyal to Charles I.[13]
And then there are the French. The French had an extraordinarily close relationship with the Ottomans. Indeed, it was so close that many believed that a French princess must have figured in the lineage of the Ottoman sultans.[14] This was fortunate for the French because their ambassadors in this period left something to be desired.[15] We may well learn that Richelieu sent a special embassy to Constantinople relatively early on to explain the up-timer threat to the Ottomans. But, whether the information was provided by the existing ambassador or a special emissary, there is no question that the French view will have had a large impact on Ottoman perceptions of Grantville.
The Ottomans' first impressions of Grantville would thus come from the letters sent by Grantville and from the information presented by diplomats who were at best neutral and more often hostile to Grantville. So what impressions would have been created?
The letters would have been examined carefully—after all, they would be certain to represent the most positive image of this new power. While none of these letters have been published, they would presumably have included an offer of friendly relations and the explanation that Grantville had been somehow transported back more than three hundred years in the future. The offer of friendly relations would presumably have included offers of access to whatever the up-timers knew about what the years to come held for the Ottomans as well as offers to allow the Ottomans to share in the advanced technological knowledge of the up-timers. 
In Europe, such actions meant that Grantville found allies in leaders who, either out of necessity or enlightenment, accepted the idea that Grantville is from a reasonable future and were receptive in varying degrees to its principles, policies, and knowledge. To a larger degree than anyone in Grantville may understand, this acceptance rested on having some common world views. In the Ottoman Empire, the situation is going to be rather different. The up-timers will probably not appreciate how their explanation of their presence and their offers will have alarmed and outraged the Ottomans. 
The claim that Grantville is from the future, and thus that its people know what is to come, sounds perilously like a claim to being an entire city of prophets. Every Muslim knows that Muhammad is the last prophet, and so the first reaction of the Ottoman in the street to the description of the up-timer's origin is likely to be that it is clearly a lie, and a blasphemous lie at that.[16] The fact of this claim would have justified Sultan Murad's order to execute up-timers to the average citizen of the Empire. Indeed, given the prominence of the fundamentalist Kadizadeli movement, there might have been a risk of riots if he had not given such an order.[17]
Among the men of the ulema, the words of the up-timers will have been parsed more carefully, and it will have been recognized that the up-timers themselves are not claiming to be prophets. At the same time their claim of having been translated to the seventeenth-century present from the twentieth-century future will be examined very carefully. 
The first question will be "Is this true?"—was the Ring of Fire (hereafter RoF) a real event or is it simply some sort of fantastic lie maintained for unfathomable reasons? Arguing for the truth of the matter will be the amazing mechanisms and advanced skills of the up-timers, along with the fact that some of these mechanisms can be duplicated and the skills taught—this means that they are not simple illusions. The possibility that it is a very elaborate deception perpetrated by Shaitan will not be ruled out absolutely, but they will probably accept that Grantville does come from the future, at least as a working hypothesis. This however will simply have led to more questions. 
Accepting the realty of the RoF means that you have to explain how it happened and why. Was it the work of man, of Allah, or of Shaitan? The ulema will have been looking at everything that they could find out to decide the answers, and what they learn will not have looked good for Grantville. 
First of all, in the city of Grantville as it appeared, there were Christian Churches aplenty, and a diverse population of various sorts of Christians and even Jews and believers in certain other odd ideas (including atheists!), and not one single Muslim! Yet it would be obvious to any seventeenth-century Ottoman Muslim that, while there might be a very few Christians and Jews still hanging on to their misguided beliefs almost four centuries in the future, the vast majority of the world's population in the twentieth century would be Muslim (and likely citizens of the Ottoman Empire as well). 
Then there is the issue of the changes that Grantville brings. There is a hadith that says:

"Beware of matters newly begun, for every matter newly begun is innovation, every innovation is misguidance, and every misguidance is in hell."

It is not correct to say that innovations (or bid'a, singular bid'at) are outlawed—in fact, in the seventeenth century the majority of Islamic jurists would require that an innovation be demonstrated to be bad to forbid it, rather than requiring that it be shown to be good to allow it. But, while Murad IV himself seems to have been rather open-minded towards inventions, particularly practical or entertaining ones, the pious, and particularly the ultrapious, who have significant influence over popular opinion in this period, tend to be very suspicious of innovations. And Grantville, which is demonstrably and suspiciously non-Islamic, is spreading innovations by the hundreds, and doing so actively. 
In the ordinary course of things, an innovation would be examined in a somewhat leisurely manner to determine, based on its benefits or the harm it did (or the lack of either benefit or harm), where it falls in the five categories of actions (obligatory, recommended, permissible, offensive, and unlawful). The sheer volume of changes introduced by Grantville makes this considered method of evaluation impossible. This would be viewed in and of itself as evidence of malign intent—while some or even a majority of these innovations might be harmless or even good, it could well be that the good innovations are there to help mask the evil ones.
Then there is the issue of politics. The ideal of representative democracy promoted by Grantville is revolutionary in Europe. In the Ottoman Empire it will be seen as Satanic. The Reformation and the counter-Reformation have undercut the idea that kings rule by divine right in Europe. There has been no comparable movement in the Islamic countries. The idea that men, rather than God, should choose those who rule is simply not going to fly. From the point of view of even the most moderate Muslims in the seventeenth century, this will seem to be nothing more or less than an attempt to place men above God.
In short, all the things the up-timers think of as their good points would be viewed in a very different way by the Ottomans. To this general bad impression produced by their own words and actions will be added the views of the foreign diplomats. Needless to say, given who the Ottomans will be asking, this information will be unlikely to change the negative first impression. The foreign diplomats from countries hostile to the up-timers will not have to work very hard to make things look even worse. The diplomats may simply present the information about the Empire's future that their agents find in the Grantville library. 
To begin with, there is no detailed popular history of Murad IV's reign in the English language comparable to those available for the Thirty Years' War. While there are popular histories of the Ottoman Empire, the breadth of their coverage tends to mean that Murad's reign is summarized in a few pages—the information available is likely less than reliable and can most likely be summarized as "came to power as a child, was bloodthirsty and a drunk, killed his brothers except crazy Ibrahim, recaptured Erivan but lost it, recaptured Baghdad, died of cirrhosis and a morbid fear of an eclipse."[18],[19] This sort of description is unlikely to produce warm feelings of good fellowship in the sultan or his advisors. This lack of detailed up-time information about the current state of the Ottoman Empire may also be interpreted as evidence that Allah is shielding his people from the evil up-timers. 
What Grantville will have had in significant quantities on the Ottomans was information about the end of the empire, especially its final collapse (the sick man of Europe, chapters in books about World War I), as well as information on its successor states. This won't help much either, especially if presented by, say, a French emissary in a context aimed at preventing Ottoman cooperation with up-timers. It may safely be assumed that the reaction to the information that the "Christian powers" split up the empire and that they subsequently established a state controlled by Jews within its former borders will not be received well.[20] The Ottoman reaction to the descriptions that will be given of American support for Israel against the Arab Muslim coalitions and its direct attack on a Muslim nation in the first Gulf War can only be imagined.[21] The descriptions that would be given by the hostile diplomats of the disruptions caused by new technology, and of the effects of the political activities of Grantville and the Committees of Correspondence will also assure the Ottomans that their initial negative views of these were correct.[22]
In summary, a careful review of the information available from all sources will have led the Ottomans conclude that the up-timers are both hostile and dangerous. Given all this, the Ottoman reaction of excluding up-timers can be seen to be a reasonable and responsible response to the need to protect their citizens from the potentially malign influences of the inhabitants of Grantville. Further it is the most practical action that can be taken given the constraints imposed by the war with Persia. While some of the advisors will doubtless have expressed the opinion that the best thing to do would be to destroy the infidels immediately, the practical need to pursue the Persian war will have led most to recommend a holding action.[23]
There will have been other recommendations, of course. The expansion of the USE will be seen as threatening. In part this is because any unification of the "Christian" nations is going to be perceived as threatening—calls for the reconquest of the Holy Land are a part of European politics during this period, and unification is going to be perceived as a first step. Further, it is likely that the USE's actions (including those of the seditious Committees of Correspondence) will appear to the Ottomans to be directed against the common assumptions underlying autocratic rule in both Europe and the empire and in particular against their special European partner, France.[24] This will lead the sultan's advisors to recommend that the pace of the war against the Persians be increased so that it can be concluded before the USE will be ready to launch an attack and draw the empire into a two-front war.[25]
In particular, the events in Europe will have convinced the Ottomans that they must adopt the new military technologies. The structure of the Ottoman Empire means that this can be done. Murad can "fast track" things he sees as necessary, even if there are objections, using his authority as sultan.[26] And there is an already established mechanism that will allow an indirect import of the innovations—the taife-i efrenciyan, or corps of foreign experts.[27] The friendship with the French may be particularly helpful here. Since the French are adapting up-time military technology, it will be possible to adopt the French adaptations with much less upset than would be provoked by taking things directly from Grantville.[28],[29]
However, despite the need to innovate, there will be political problems, especially given Murad's use of the Kadizadelis to ensure popular support for his regime. Among other things, Kadizadeli doctrine included a firm opposition to all bid'a, including innovations other groups regarded as good, or at least acceptable. For instance, when Türk Ahmed (a Kadizadeli preacher) was asked whether he proposed to get rid of spoons since their use in eating had become popular after the time of the Prophet he answered "Let the people eat with their hands. This is not zifir [a game]. Let the people eat with their hands." On the other hand, it seems likely that the Kadizadeli doctrine that requires obedience to the sultan would also, at least to an extent, tend to temper opposition to anything the sultan wanted to import, especially given the probability that technology transfer will primarily be indirect. Getting something from, say, a French expert who accepts pay from the sultan would be a different matter from approaching the infidels directly.
The Ottomans will also be trying to gather more information about the up-timers. In particular, it will be necessary to resolve the question of whether the RoF was the work of Allah or an action of Shaitan (in accordance with the will of Allah). The appearance of Grantville, with its absence of Muslims, could be a warning sent by Allah—a demonstration of the consequences of Muslims having strayed from the proper path. This may well be a popular opinion in the upper circles of government, since Murad's reforms are justified in part as a return to the old correct ways and such an interpretation could be used to further support the need for reform. However, with its multiplicity of innovations, many promising to ease life, and implication that the future does not belong to Islam, it could also be a temptation sent by Shaitan. This will be a popular interpretation among the more conservative lower echelons of the ulema, and especially the fundamentalists such as the Kadizadelis.
From the perspective of the average citizen, these positions need not be distinguished since, whether warning or demonic temptation, the proper response of a Muslim is clearly to reject what is coming from Grantville and hew to the traditions of Islam. At higher levels, however, total rejection will be problematic. If it is a warning, the "histories" from Grantville should be studied by pious and learned men to allow the identification of pitfalls to avoid. And if it is a temptation, the innovations must nevertheless be studied least they give undue advantages to the forces of the unbelievers. 

Related to the problem of the RoF is the problem of the nature of the up-timers themselves. Are they supernatural or human? If supernatural, are they mala'ikah (angels) or evil jinn?If human, are they conmen (a possibility that will have been largely eliminated as the reality of the event was confirmed), human servants of Shaitan (evil men), or simply men (misguided, of course, given that they are not Muslim)? 
The possibility that the up-timers are mala'ikah would have been relatively easy to reject. Angels would not deny the Prophet, but the up-timers do not follow Islam. However, jinn can have the seeming of men.[30] The issue of whether or not the up-timers are jinn may have been settled in 1634 when some were invited to a reception for a "Turkish delegation" in Venice. Since the invitation would have only been extended with the permission of the Ottoman diplomats, it seems probable that at least one reason for it was to allow the emissaries to test the up-timers to determine their nature.[31] Indeed, as this delegation is not included in von Hammer's listing of Ottoman missions to Venice, and as it clearly involves more than a simple messenger, this event seems to be a change produced by the Ring of Fire.[32] It thus seems likely that the Ottomans will have decided by 1635 at the latest that the up-timers are human. 
The question of what kind of human—innocent or evil—is more complex and it is unlikely to be decided without actual contact. This issue is also of much greater, or at least more personal, interest to the up-timers. If someone from Grantville is captured by an Ottoman who believes that up-timers are just people who have been sent by Allah to provide a warning to pious Muslims, the up-timer might not be executed out of hand, since in this case the possibility exists that the individual may be salvageable. At a minimum, execution might be stayed long enough to invite the captive to make the profession of faith to allow him to die a Muslim. Ottoman officials, especially those on the borders, were also prone to following their own interests, and an official who felt that he was dealing with "just a man" might be inclined to ignore orders and see what he could learn. The possibility also exists that the Ottomans might try to acquire up-timers clandestinely for study, either directly or through surrogates.
Of course, it should be recognized that the interest is not totally one way. The USE has at least some interest in the empire. But the Ottomans may well be trying to ensure that the information flow is one way (to them). As a result, projects aimed at adapting up-time technology may well go unnoticed by Grantville and its allies. The Ottoman Empire is large enough to hide a good many things, and the intelligence that reaches Europe is largely limited to what can be learned in Constantinople and a few other trading centers. Nor is the Ottoman Empire a major intelligence target for the intelligence service of the USE. In part, this is probably due to the fact that there are more pressing needs closer to home. It may also reflect a (probably unconscious) attitude of up-timers that the Empire is not a serious threat, an attitude that would likely be transmitted to their down-time allies.[33] However, the USE seems largely to be relying on Don Francisco Nasi's relations for intelligence on the Ottomans. Given that the Ottomans certainly know about Nasi's function, and that they also certainly know who his relatives are, the USE could be in for a surprise one day.
But for the time being there is peace.[34] The Ottoman authorities have elected to study these possibly demonic visitors at a distance while trying to protect their citizens from the up-timers' (at least potentially) malign influence. The Ottoman embargo will prevent the rapid diffusion of up-time knowledge within Ottoman society, and thus prevent the (primarily liberalizing) social effects the knowledge has had in Europe. Even the things the sultan brings in will likely be kept largely out of sight, both to avoid exciting the fundamentalists and for reasons of security. But whatever the ultimate conclusions of the scholars, there is no question that the Ottoman Empire is going to have to deal directly with up-timers at some point. As the USE expands, it will inevitably bump up against the Ottoman Empire. What happens then will depend on what each side thinks about the other, and it seems likely that both sides have a most unclear picture of the other. The eventual encounter promises to be interesting. 

* * *
————
[1] In Eric Flint and Andrew Dennis, 1634:The Galileo Affair, Baen Books, 2004.
[2] In Karen Bergstralh, "The Treasure Hunters," Grantville Gazette 11, Baen Books.
[3] Tabaniyassi is a nickname—it means flat-footed.
[4] Sort of absolute power, anyway. He actually had to work with a mare's nest of competing factions. Including his military, where the janissaries and the cavalrymen of the alti bölük, the six standing cavalry units, had shown they had no qualms about meddling in politics as recently as 1632, when they had threatened to depose Murad. Murad, however, was very good at politics, knowing when to use the carrot of added pay or promotion to a lucrative position as well as when to use the stick of exile or execution. 
Murad was also restrained to some degree by the need to conform to the Sheriat (holy law). Any order he gave could be rendered invalid if not approved by the Şeyh-ül-Islâm, who acted as the chief juriconsult of the Empire. However, Murad seems to have had few problems with getting such approval (his execution of Şeyh-ül-Islâm Ahizade in 1633—the first execution of a Şeyh-ül-Islâm in history—had nothing to do with problems getting decrees approved by Ahizade). 
[5] Unlike both his immediate predecessors and successors, Murad actually attended at least some meetings of the divan. He also seems to have been very careful to keep aware of what was going on in his government.
[6] The men of the ulema are the recognized religious scholars of the Empire. From their ranks were drawn the preachers of the mosques, the teachers for the schools, and the judges. The Ottoman state regularized their activities through the institution of the İlmiye, which controlled appointments to and salaries for various positions. The Şeyh-ül-Islâm was the most important, or at least prominent, member of the ulema.
[7] It is also possible that the Ottomans might have asked Gustavus Adolphus what he knew about Grantville. In 1631 Gustavus II Adolphus had sent an envoy, Paul Strassburg, to the Ottoman Empire to discuss the possibility of Ottoman assistance against the Habsburgs (or the Poles). What he wanted was less than what he seems to have received, which was a promise by the Ottomans that the prince of Siebenbürgen (Transylvania) could make war against the Habsburgs if he wanted to, and the Ottomans would have troops ready to exploit any opportunities. Mehmed Pasha seems to have had some quiet contacts with the Swedes dating back at least to Paul Strassburg's mission, and he might have queried them about Grantville. However, this would have taken a relatively long time due simply to the mechanics of travel in this period and any information that came from the Swedes would have been suspect because of their alliance with Grantville.
[8] The practice of making collective decisions, along with very short terms for certain offices (the rector, who acted as the head of state, served for only a month at a time) was quite useful in dealing with the Ottomans, since they didn't know exactly who to punish if a decision they didn't like was made.
[9] Travel time between Ragusa and Constantinople was about two weeks. When they got the request the Ragusans would have responded by sending a message assuring the Grand Vizier that they were working on it and a separate message to the Ragusan representative in Constantinople asking what was going on. They would also have begun preparing reports for the Ottomans based on various assumptions about what would be best for Ragusa. Once a response was received from their man in Constantinople—which would have been at least six weeks after the original request was dispatched—the Ragusans would have sent the appropriate report to Constantinople. So at least two months would have elapsed from Ottoman request to Ragusan response (and the Ragusans could have added some additional delays if needed). 
[10] More specifically, this opinion-shaping information will be that provided at the time of the meshveret, which will be an unusual opportunity for direct input by the foreigners into Ottoman decision making. Once a course has been decided on, any latter changes in the opinions of the Europeans will have at best an effect on the tactics, but not the strategy, of the Empire. There is an inertia inherent in this process. In particular, if an originally negative view were to change into something more positive, this would most likely be viewed as evidence of the pernicious influence of the up-timers rather than an indication of an original misinterpretation. 
[11] Indeed, the Venetians were pursuing a policy, similar to the détente of the Cold War, which they called bilancia (balance) in this period. They had not reached the stage of "Trust but verify."
[12] Schmid was by birth a Swiss Lutheran, but he seems to have given unswerving loyalty to the Catholic Habsburgs, perhaps owing to the fact that they were responsible for ransoming him from the Ottomans after twenty years as a slave, for at least part of which he acted as a dragoman for the Ottomans. His period as a dragoman may also explain his extraordinary success in intelligence operations against the Ottomans. The archives containing Schmid's reports are the richest single source of information on Ottoman diplomacy of this period in Europe.
[13] Sir Peter had been appointed by Charles I contrary to tradition over the objections of the Levant Company, which paid the ambassadors salary in exchange for his acting as their factor in Constantinople.
[14] This was a myth. But it was a widely believed myth, since most people could imagine no other way to explain the close relationship between Catholic France and the Muslim Ottoman Empire. 
[15] Philippe de Harlay, Comte de Césy, who was ambassador from 1620 to 1631 and again from 1634 to 1639, enjoyed amicable relations with Ottoman officials but managed in his first term as ambassador to run up debts so large that they had imperiled French trade with the Ottoman Empire. Henri de Gournay, Comte de Marcheville, sent to replace Césy and defuse the debt crisis, set the tenor for his term as ambassador when he ordered the ship bearing him to Constantinople to fire its cannons at the flagship of the Kapudan Pasha (commander of the Ottoman Navy) when the latter called on him to dip his colors to show respect for the sultan. After a series of incidents, Marcheville was deported abruptly in 1634 and Césy was recalled (by the Ottomans, he did not receive official confirmation from France until 1635). Reflecting their special relationship with France, the Ottomans took some pains to clarify that it was Marcheville the person, and not the ambassador of the king of France, that had been expelled.
[16]Koran Sura 33:40 states that Muhammad is the Khatim-an-Nabiyyin (Seal of the Prophets). The majority of Islamic commentators have accepted that this means he is the last of the prophets. Anyone claiming to be a prophet after Muhammad is automatically an infidel.
[17] The Kadizadelis took their name from the fundamentalist Kadizade (son of a judge) Mehmed Efendi, who was a very popular preacher. Although the son of a kadi, he was highly critical of the religious establishment, following the traditionalist teachings of Mehmed of Birgi. Despite this, he had moved steadily up in the ranks of the ulema until he was appointed to preach in Constantinople's Ayasofya mosque (the former Church of Divine Wisdom, or Hagia Sophia). He used his position to attack innovation and those of the ulema who did not share his views, including the Şeyh-ül-Islâm. He had also acquired his own followers, including a group of members of the ulema who became known as fakĭs. 
Murad IV used Kadizade's ability to mobilize the populace to support certain of his policies, notably the closing of the coffeehouses. Kadizade seems to have been willing to support Murad in part because Kadizadeli doctrine held that "obedience to the ruler at all levels of rule is equal to obedience to God and His Prophet" and also in the hopes of gaining more influence for his goal of reforming the religious hierarchy (Sheik Mehmed seems to have made several efforts to gain influence—for instance, he wrote a treatise on horses for presentation to Sultan Osman II because of the latter's reputation as a horseman). However, Murad resisted Kadizade's efforts, preferring to use him rather than to be used by him. Indeed, Murad went out of his way to reassure the followers of other (Muslim) traditions that their rights would not be abridged.
Kadizade Mehmed fell ill at Konia while traveling to join the Ottoman army led by Murad against the Persian forces at Revan. He returned to Constantinople and died on October 9, 1635, after which the popularity of the Kadizadelis entered something of a decline. Of course, the butterfly effect means that his death is far from certain in the 1632 timeline.
[18] In short, the information about the current Ottoman leadership that Grantville can offer is inadequate to downright wrong as well as insulting. 
[19] One possible exception to the lack of detailed information has to do with Fahkr al-Din—Grantville has a lot of former soldiers and sons of soldiers, and there is a reasonable possibility that one of these may have been involved in one of the American expeditions to Lebanon (1958, 1982-1984). If so, the brief history lecture that was received would have mentioned Fahkr al-Din, since he is regarded as the first to attempt to unite the various religious groups in Lebanon. The information was limited, but invariably included the facts of his capture and execution by the Ottomans. This information is probably not widely known—it probably isn't in the library. However, it is not unreasonable that someone in Grantville might provide it to the Italians (the Tuscans may wish to mount a rescue mission—of course, it would also be reasonable for Grantville to do something, if someone realizes it in time—having an ally who could exert control over a large part of Syria might be useful—although such an action, officially sanctioned or not, would also reinforce the negative view of Grantville held by the Ottomans). And, while it is unlikely, nothing in the existing canon rules out the possibility that someone in Grantville was a scholar of Ottoman history who had a bunch of copies of dissertations about the period.
[20] While Jews within the Empire were (like Christians) considered "people of the book" eligible for protected status as zimmis, this status was always conditional on the zimmis' voluntary acceptance of their status as second class citizens. Further, while Jews in Constantinople were generally well treated (especially in comparison with their European counterparts in many cases), the Ottoman Empire was not free from anti-Semitic attitudes. While Murad himself seems to have held the relatively benign position that zimmis of whatever persuasion were fine as long as they kept to their place, there is ample evidence (in the writings of Evliya Çelebi, for instance) of prejudice against Jews. 
[21] Should any of the hostile powers have learned that the up-timers are apparently in the habit of referring to Sultan Murad as Murad the Mad, this will give them a bit of icing for the cake. It is unclear where this sobriquet originated, but it may have come from a popular history that was released up-time shortly before the Ring of Fire. (No serious historian believes that Murad was insane, although he did enjoy his wine.) Whatever its source, if Murad hears about it he may well become "the Mad" in the sense of angry. 
"The Mad" was not an appellation that was used by his contemporaries. The common descriptors appended to his name after the events of 1632 by contemporaries intending to be less than complimentary were "the Cruel" or "the Bloody." The Venetian assessment of him was that he was an unparalleled tyrant. This harsh assessment was predicated in large part on his willingness to execute Ottoman government functionaries (including some who had been special friends of the Venetians) for corruption, incompetence, or due to a belief they were plotting against him. His fear of plots is, of course, understandable in light of the events of 1632, although Murad's habit of preemptive action certainly resulted in some unnecessary, and politically problematic, executions. At the same time, the common people of the empire welcomed his actions, as the officials who had oppressed them under previous sultans began, from fear, to attend strictly to their duties. Papasynadinos, a Greek Orthodox chronicler who had no reason to praise a Muslim ruler, noted that Murad acted against anyone who was abusing the people whether ". . . they were vezirs or pashas, muftis or kadiaskers, kadis or beys, agas or agas of the janissaries, odabashis [janissary officers] or zorbabashis [leaders of a bandit band]." 
[22] Murad ordered the closing of the coffeehouses (using the pretext—which held some truth—that they constituted a fire hazard) because he believed they were centers for sedition and plots. It is difficult to imagine him viewing the Freedom Arches with anything approaching equanimity. 
[23] The Persian War has forced other compromises on the Ottomans. The renewal of the Treaty of Zsitvatorok, which kept the peace between the Austrian Habsburgs and the Ottomans, was not welcomed by the Ottomans, as can be seen from the observation of the English Ambassador Sir Thomas Roe in a letter of January 1629 (the date of the letter is December 28, 1628, but this is the old calendar) in which he observes that "All the ministers of the Grand Signor know and confess their dishonor and disadvantage by this peace, to which they were constrayned to yield by the Asian war . . ."
[24] The French had a habit of representing their enemies, real and potential, as also enemies of the Ottomans, at least when speaking to the Ottomans. While in our timeline the French were primarily promoting an alliance against the Spanish, it is likely that, particularly in the early period, they will have presented a particularly negative view of Grantville to the Ottomans with an eye to securing their aid if needed. There was always a certain amount of cynicism in the French actions—with regard to the efforts to form a French-Ottoman alliance against the Spanish, Louis XIII is supposed to have explained to his confessor that "I should like the Turk to be in Madrid, so as to force the Spaniards to make peace with me; and afterwards I would join the Spaniards to make war upon the Turk." 
[25] While it might seem to outsiders that the logical thing for the Muslim Ottomans and the Muslim Persians to do would be to unite against the possible Christian threat, this is not likely to happen. To begin with, neither the Sunni Ottomans nor the Shi'ite Persians regard the other as Muslim. Indeed, both sides pursued alliances with Christians to aid them with their war. Further, the emotions raised in the Ottoman public by the Persian desecration of Sunni shrines after their capture of Baghdad means that Murad must recover Baghdad to retain his legitimacy as a ruler, while Safi has no motive to surrender it. Not to mention that Shah Safi has his own issues of legitimacy. 
[26] The legitimacy of sultanic orders, when they are questioned, is decided by the Şeyh-ül-Islâm. The sultan appoints the Şeyh-ül-Islâm, and the sultan can depose (or, as Murad did, execute) a Şeyh-ül-Islâm. If Sultan Murad decides something is needed, it is likely that any decision about whether it is allowable will go in his favor.
[27] While efrenci strictly speaking refers to the French, it was used as a sort of catch-all for foreign at this point in time. There were foreign technical experts employed throughout the government and military in Murad's day. Treasury records show that, in 1629, there were forty-four foreigners directly employed by the palace, for instance. Of course, given how things seem to be going in mid-1630's France, it is certainly possible that the Ottomans may soon be able to find a glut of French "up-timer specialists" desirous of employment. 
[28] While the French will be an important conduit, especially in the early period, they will not be the only route for technology transfer. There will be two factors affecting this. 
The first is that, as time passes, informal sources will proliferate. For instance, the story "A Pirate's Ken" (Iver P. Cooper, Grantville Gazette 15) tells us that Murad Reis of the "Sallee Rovers" has sent a son to Grantville. The Ottomans will be able to count on at least some intelligence from this quarter. 
The second is that the Ottomans will not wish to rely solely on the French, who have their own interests. In addition to other nations and the informal sources, the Ottomans will wish to establish a conduit that is under their control. The most likely candidate for this will be their regular supplier of intelligence, the tributary state of Ragusa. Ragusa offers several advantages to the Ottomans in terms of arranging for covert technology transfer. As a Christian state, its buyers will not attract the attention that an Ottoman delegation would, and shipments to Ragusa will not generate the concerns that shipments to the Empire would. Ragusa also routinely shopped for military technology that would give it the edge a tiny state with big enemies (e.g., Venice) needed, and its interest in up-time weapons would be seen as natural. Indeed, tiny Ragusa may even be the beneficiary of sympathy from up-timers, who traditionally root for the underdog.
[29] It is also important to realize that the Ottomans will not be attempting to acquire large quantities of weapons (although they will certainly happily accept any offered). The Ottomans have a large network of military industries. This means they will wish to acquire the knowledge (perhaps in the form of experts) to produce them, with a sufficient quantity of weapons to serve as patterns for their artisans to reproduce. 
Indeed, one can imagine that they might pay for technology with finished products. For instance, the French "Cardinal" rifles will be of obvious interest to the Ottomans, since they will not be subject to the reliability problems that kept the Janissaries using matchlocks in preference to flintlocks. The Ottomans might offer to produce the weapons and cartridges for the French in significant quantities while still being able to produce enough to start arming their troops. (And, of course, using the French pattern weapons would probably lead USE intelligence analysts, accustomed to discounting Ottoman technical capabilities, to regard reports of Ottoman troops armed with rifles as arising from a few gifts sent by the French.) 
[30]Jinn are not necessarily evil—they can choose to follow Allah just as people can. However, arguments similar to those that rule out the possibility that the up-timers are mala'ikah would rule out the possibility that they are pious Jinn. 
[31] There are some relatively simple ways to deal with evil Jinn in Islam. Simply reciting the Koran will help. Ibn Mas`ud offers a formula given to the Prophet by Gabriel in his presence which causes jinn to disappear "as a flame is extinguished": "I seek refuge in the incomparable Glory of Allah that can not be violated by the righteous or the cunning from the evil of what goes into the earth and all that comes out thereof; all that comes down from the sky and all that ascends thereto and from the evil of night visitants except for good ones. You are the Most Merciful!" Reciting the call to prayer is also supposed to provide protection. 
[32] A list of Ottoman diplomatic missions to Venice in the 1630's may be found on page 334 of volume 9 of von Hammer's Geschichte des Osmanischen Reiches.
[33] This attitude is displayed in things like the simplistic and incorrect characterization of Murad IV as Murad the Mad. It is most probably the result of the teaching of history in the US, which deals only briefly with the Ottoman Empire, usually in the context of its final collapse, and the fact that the most recent experience of Grantville's inhabitants with the region is in the context of the enormously one-sided first Gulf War in which victory was declared over an Ottoman successor state after ground-based military operations lasting only 100 hours. As a result of their experience, it is probable most Americans will have a tendency to presume that the down-time Ottoman Empire will suffer from similar systematic weaknesses. These opinions in turn may well feed into European down-timer prejudices. This may well lead to serious problems. While there are problems in the empire, they not quite those of its up-time successors. The Ottoman Empire in the seventeenth century is very different from what it had become in the twentieth century.
[34] It must be noted that there is a remote possibility that an alliance could be forged between the USE and the Ottoman Empire. For instance, the hostility of the Spanish Habsburgs may eventually require a response by the USE. If the Ottomans see an opportunity to recover al-Andalus, they might well be interested in an alliance, especially if the pretense could be maintained that the alliance was with the down-timers. Identifying other areas where there might be a convergence of interests is left as an exercise for the reader. 

* * *
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Stallions vs. Geldings as War and Riding Horses
Written by Karen Bergstralh


Recently I had an email exchange about the use of stallions vs. geldings as warhorses and riding horses. In hopes that some of this might be useful for other writers, I put together the following compilation of my responses. As always, my opinions on horses and horsemen are my opinions based on my own experiences and research.

From Greek times up until into the late eighteenth through mid-nineteen century warhorses and cavalry horses were stallions. Alexander rode a stallion into battle. Caesar directed his battles from the back of a stallion. Knights rode stallions on the field of battle. Gustavus Adolphus rode a stallion as did all his contemporaries. The tradition continued on, unbroken for centuries. Stallions were the only fit cavalry mounts. 
The only exception to this was when dragoons joined the cavalry ranks. The dragoons were troops who rode to the battle and then dismounted to fight. Dragoons' mounts, it was felt, could be geldings as the animals were simply transportation and did not take part in the fighting. 
Stallions had extra strength, endurance, fire, and dash that were absolutely necessary for battle. That was the firm opinion of everyone who mattered when it came to war. It was not considered an opinion but a rock-ribbed, absolute, God-given fact. Geldings were timid and fearful in battle. They lacked the strength to keep going on forced marches. They lack dash and élan when charging the enemy. Mares? Who would be sissy enough to ride a mare into battle? A prancing, snorting stallion was a reflection of the rider's manhood. A gelding was also considered a reflection, only far less desirable.
This opinion lasted until into the mid-1800s when most of the major armies converted their cavalry to geldings. A number of factors led to this change including the realization that geldings worked just as well as stallions with far less fuss. Economics spurred on the changes, too. Stallions, you see, can be troublesome. Stallions also require a higher level of horsemanship to successfully handle. For those who are interested in the process by which this occurred, I've included a URL for an article discussing the British experience with switching over to geldings. It also outlines some of the problems using stallions pose.
Among European and American armies, officers were still expected to ride stallions well into the twentieth century. Higher ranking officers were also expected to provide their own mounts. It was tradition with a strong dose of social expectations.
Which leads to the second part, the stallion as a riding horse. Again from the time of Xenophon the stallion was the only suitable mount for a noble male and, by Early Modern times, any wealthy man with a high social standing. In Spain and Portugal this still holds. If you are a male with any social standing to speak of you ride a stallion. Geldings and mares were for women, invalids, or the infirm. Real men ride stallions. You can still find this sentiment proclaimed today by some American males.
Equestrian portraits of noble men and some noble women show them on stallions. Every piece of period literature and serious study of warhorses I've read indicates that European males rode stallions unless there was no other choice or they were very low in social status. If you see a reference to "whole," "natural," "un-cut," "entire," or "stoned" horses the animals being discussed are stallions.
Back to the military and cavalry use of stallions or geldings. By the American Civil War the common soldiers were mounted on geldings with the officers providing and riding stallions. The U.S. Army had been, out of necessity, an early convert to the use of geldings as cavalry mounts. At the start of the ACW the Union cavalry used geldings for all lower ranks. Lower ranking officers (lieutenants and captains) could be issued a government mount if they could not provide their own or when their animal broke down or died. It was a bit of an embarrassment for a captain to be forced to ride a government issued gelding. During the war some officers created scandalous talk when it was discovered that they preferred riding geldings. In truth, many officers were not particularly good horsemen and a nice, well-behaved gelding was more their speed.
Above the rank of major there were higher social as well as military expectations of the officer being able to provide a string of several mounts. For marching, a soft gaited gelding might be acceptable but there was an expectation that during battle the officer would be mounted on a stallion.
High ranking officers such as General Grant, a noted horseman, General Sheridan, and General Sherman were occasionally given mounts by civilians. Captured horses could be bought by the U.S. Quartermaster Corps and issued back to the officers whose troops captured them. All and all, these mounts were almost always stallions. 
By the end of the war stallion vs. gelding became a moot point as the Q.C. Remount was having trouble finding large enough numbers of suitable animals regardless of the state of their reproductive equipment. 
The Confederate cavalry started out with every officer and most ordinary cavalryman providing his own mount. Among the Southern gentlemen there was a higher social expectation that they were excellent horsemen and would gallantly ride the fieriest stallions. While a higher percentage of those joining the Confederate cavalry units were good to excellent horseman, not everyone was. Not everyone joining up had the resources to bring along a high quality horse, either. War is hard on horses and after not too long the Confederate cavalry and artillery forces were taking any animals they could find.
The South thought that they had a massive advantage in having the best cavalry because they had so many fine horsemen and horses. They did have a lot of very good quality horses at the start of the war and it was true that they also had a higher percentage of good riders among their cavalry in the beginning. The advantage, however, didn't last.

The Union cavalry struggled with turning city boys into riders. By the middle of the war the Union cavalry was equal in horsemanship to the Confederates and had a definite advantage in the number of good, solid horses available to them. The Union may not have started out with as many high quality horses as the Confederates but they had a much larger reservoir of good, useable animals. The Union Quartermasters struggled to provide the number of animals needed but they could find them. The Confederacy lost control of some of its best horse raising areas early on and a large percentage of their high quality horses proved unsuited to rough campaigning and battle.
The American Civil War stood as a practical experiment in the question of stallion vs. gelding. Foreign observers took note and the remaining insistence among some armies for stallions only cavalry died out. Officers were, of course, gentlemen, and the expectation remained that as such, they would ride stallions.
So what is the problem with stallions? Stallions tend to be easily distracted from the task at hand. When a mare in heat or, sometimes just a mare, is present, all thoughts other than of mating are pushed out of a stallion's head. Other stallions are rivals, to be warned off by bellowing, screaming, pawing, striking with the forelegs, and kicking with the back ones. If the other stallion fails to back off, then a fight is likely.
As a side note, a stallion's scream sounds remarkably like a woman screaming. Many people hearing it for the first time are startled at the similarity and that such a sound can come from a horse. 
A stallion within smelling range of a mare in heat, will, if not restrained, attempt to reach her. If he's in a breeding barn he may limit his actions to calling to her and banging his stall door. Stallions have been known to literally climb a fence to get to mares in heat. They've also broken down fences, stall and barn doors, and busted lead lines. In the presence of a mare a stallion may literally walk over a person, unaware of having done so. A stallion that hasn't been taught manners or is allowed to misbehave is a train wreck looking for a place to happen. In breeding facilities the mares are kept downwind of the stallion barn to limit this behavior. For stallions, out of smell, out of mind. 
Stallions can co-exist, especially when bred for it and taught good behavior from the start. I've seen four Andalusian stallions doing free-style dressage patterns that had them moving closely together, at times with their noses in another stallion's tail. The Andys didn't fight or bellow or kick, they applied themselves to the job at hand without fussing. Non-Andalusian horse people around me were stunned, especially when it was announced that these four stallions and their riders had been practicing together for less than two weeks. Most horse shows don't have mixed sex classes, that is, mares and geldings might be shown together or geldings and stallions, but stallions usually aren't allowed in classes that include having mares in the arena at the same time. The Andalusian shows I've attended haven't included mixed classes, either. In the barns, however, mares and stallions are often housed close to each other. Despite this, there is remarkably little noise and fuss in the barn area. 

The Andalusians have an advantage in that they've been bred for four hundred years to be docile at hand or under saddle. Most other breeds either were never bred for it or the breeders stopped doing so after the beginning of the twentieth century. To be registered the Andalusians have to pass both confirmation and personality tests. Most other breeds that require a confirmation test don't require a personality test. Thoroughbreds, for instance, have had two hundred years where bad stallion behavior was tolerated (and sometimes glorified) as long as the stallion in question could run fast and could sire other fast runners. 
In the wild stallions don't fight all the time. Fighting occurs only when one stallion tries to steal one or more mares from another. Posturing and intimidation occurs more often when another stallion approaches. Usually the intruder backs off without a fight.
In the tame I've run into more than a few knuckleheads who think that if their stud isn't constantly fussing and fighting the stallion isn't properly displaying his virility. These folks and their horses are among the reasons most boarding facilities don't allow stallions.

Suggested Reading:

United Service Magazine No. 326, Jan., 1856
ON GELDINGS, AS BETTER ADAPTED FOR THE PURPOSES OF CAVALRY THAN ENTIRE HORSES.
http://books.google.com/books?id=94xI48VMIHsC&pg=PA67&dq=dragoons+stallions+geldings#v=onepage&q=dragoons%20stallions%20geldings&f=false

The Art of Horsemanship
Xenophon
Translated by M. H. Morgan, Ph.D
J. A. Allen London - New York
1962 (Paperback)
The Royal Horse of Europe
Sylvia Loch
J. A. Allen London - New York
1986 (Hardback)
ISBN 0-85131-422-8
A General System of Horsemanship
William Cavendish, Duke of Newcastle
Facsimile reproduction of the edition of 1743
Trafalgar Square Publishing, North Pomfret, Vermont 05053
2000
ISBN 1-57076-5
This book was written in the first half of the 17th century but not published until 1658. 
The Warhorse 1250–1600
Ann Hyland
Sutton Publishing Limited
1998 (Hardback)
ISBN 0-7509-0746-0
The Horse in the Middle Ages
Ann Hyland
Sutton Publishing Limited
1999 (Hardback)
ISBN 0-7509-1067-4
Knights and Warhorses
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[Table 4-1B: Wietze and Nienhagen Oil

Wietze Wietze [Nienhagen
Analysis 1 Analysis 2
Heavy |[Light  [Upper |Lower  |Middle [Lower
Crude  |Crude  |[Triassic |Cretaceous |Jurassic  |Cretaceous

(Rhaet) _|(Wealden) |(Dogger) |(Neokom)

[Distillation 245°C  [118°C  [220°C  [130°C

|Commenced

(Cumulative

[2aDistilled by

150°C = 2-2.5% 2.0 0.5

[250 16.5-175 [175 50 o5

275 225235 [235 5 105 138

500 512 (300315 [315 6.0 150 195

325 14.5-19.5 [37.5-28.5 [38.5 125 252

350 315-3 [49.5-51.0 [51.0 26 355 502
(Holde82) (Kauenhowen 482)

By comparison, ~20-30% of Peansy Nanian and Galician petroleum Gitls at under
150°C, and 35-50% at 150-200°C. (Lucas 369).
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[nalgesics, Antipyretics

[Aspirin

[Phenacetin faniline Solomons 932 rather toxic
derivative

[acetaminophen " [EBYH

libuprofen [disubstituted  |S/O
benzene

Imorphine isolated: poppy

[THC isolated: marijuana

Untinistamine

(chlorphenimmine [pyridine S/0 marginally possible]
derivative (Varanyan 225).

[diphenhydramine I

(Benadryl)

Wntidotes

|Gelatinous calcium |C6 [cCD, Ml [HF bums

lgluconate

[Dimercaprol c3 T antidote for the

[poison gas Lewisite]
[Penicillamine related to butanoic acid lead and mercury
[poisoning

[EDTA ccp B

Wnticonvulsants

[Valproic acid [c7 |S/O (PDR)

ntidiabetic

[fnsulin isolated: pigs
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