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The Taxman Cometh by David Carrico
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County of Marion

Office of Tax Assessor

Government Haus, #109

High Street

Grantville




September 1, 1633







Tom Stone

Stonehaus

Grantville




Mr. Stone,




It has come to the attention of the assessor's office that your property tax assessment for the years 1631 and 1632 did not include a valuation of the marijuana crops you produced during those years. Please arrange with our office for an auditor to have access to your records from 1631 to 1633 for a detailed audit.









September 5, 1633







Dear Assessor's Office,




You should remember that Tom Stone, my husband, DONATED all of the marijuana crop during those years, because there was no other pain reliever available. In fact, he STILL donates the biggest part of that crop, because we STILL don't have another safe serious pain reliever.

Therefore, I do not believe that he should be charged an additional assessment. We already pay you more than enough on the profits of the dyes and our investments.




Sincerely,

Magdalena Edelmannin verh. Stone









County of Marion

Office of Tax Assessor

Government Haus, #109

High Street

Grantville




September 9, 1633







Mrs. Magdalena Edelmannin verh. Stone

Stonehaus

Grantville




Frau Edelmannin,




An audit team will be arriving at your offices on Monday, January 2, 1634.

Please have all records from the period 1631 through 1633 available as per our previous request.




Albert Baumgärtner

Assistant to the Assessor









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

A. N. D. Wulff, Partner




September 15, 1633







County of Marion

Office of Tax Assessor

Government Haus, #109

High Street

Grantville

Attention: Albert Baumgärtner




Gentlemen:




We have been retained on behalf of the Stone family and Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals to provide official response to your mistaken and misguided attempts to collect revenue on the crops of marijuana grown by Herr Tom Stone from years 1631-1633 inclusive.

You have already been advised by previous letter from Frau Edelmannin of the philanthropic nature demonstrated by Herr Stone because these crops were donated without cost to the local and state medical services for humanitarian use. In support of which, attached are certified copies of affidavits executed by President Michael Stearns and Doctor James Nichols, attesting to the existence of an oral agreement made between Herr Stone and the existing civil authorities in 1631 when he revealed the existence of his marijuana supplies, to wit, that he would be held free from and harmless under all civil statutes, and would not be liable to any regulation of any type as far as the growing of said marijuana for so long as his annual yield of said crop was delivered to the civil and medical authorities for the public good. Said certified copies are produced from the public records in the Office of the Registrar of Deeds and Records in Grantville, County of Marion, wherein the original documents were recorded on this date.

It is a matter of common legal understanding that an oral agreement is just as binding and just as enforceable as one drawn with care upon the finest vellum. Therefore, as you can see, until and unless said oral agreement is terminated or voided in some manner, you have no authority or legal capability to attempt to assess taxes or penalties upon the Stones in the matter. Consequently, if your audit team is so ill-advised as to actually present themselves at either the family residence or the corporate headquarters in pursuit of your stated aim of examining the corporate records, they will be denied admittance. Any attempt to insist upon admittance will have said team arrested for criminal trespassing.

Furthermore, under the time-hallowed legal principles of post hoc ergo propter hoc and quis custodiet ipsos custodes, be advised that at this moment we are considering the merits of filing litigation against your office in general and your managers and assessors individually for illegal operations under the West Virginia law of contracts, demonstrated unethical behavior under your own ethical code of conduct, and harassment of the Stones. We suggest that your position is not sound, and strongly recommend that you consult your own legal advisors. However, if you feel that you should continue in your present course, we are certain that we are ready to address your contentions in a most final form.




Sincerely,

A. N. D. Wulff

for the firm









September 19, 1633




My dear Thomas,




Hopefully this will catch up with you soon. I'm attaching one of the copies of the letter Andy Wulff sent to those horrid bureaucrats who are trying to, what is the word . . . stiff you for yet more taxes. I now understand why you call them the "infernal revenoors."

At any rate, all should be well in that department.

However, here at home, well, not so much. Darling, I know that you love your geodesic dome and that it has great sentimental value to you and to the boys.

Alas, my dearest, the roof—such as it is—leaks like a sieve. Yes, I've had it patched. And patched again.

Dearest, the patching on top of the patches is not working. I'm afraid that we're just going to have to tear it down and put up a real house, one that has a roof that does not leak. So I've made an appointment with Kelly Construction and they will be coming out to give me an estimate.

Please hurry home. It gets rather lonesome in this damp cavern when you're away.




Magda









County of Marion

Office of Tax Assessor

Government Haus, #109

High Street

Grantville




September 27, 1633







Mrs. Magdalena Edelmannin verh. Stone

Stonehaus

Grantville




Frau Edelmannin,




Please find attached a tax assessment for the period 1631 through 1633 for the value of your pharmaceutical crops.

We have been directed to provide an explanation of how we arrived at the amount due. While not a formal legal opinion, we offer the following explanation.

The policy of the county government, both before and after the Ring of Fire has been that inventory of businesses is to be valued at its fair market value, and then the appropriate percentage assessment taken. While it is a great statement of your husband's philanthropy that he chose to gift this valuable crop to the community, and your continuing compassionate contributions are admirable, the assessor's office does not see what that has to do with valuation of your inventory for property tax purposes.

It is the responsibility of each property owner to pay property taxes. Property taxes are paid to the sheriff of each of the fifty-five counties. Each county and municipality can impose its own rates of property taxation. West Virginia law defines "Class I" of property for tax purposes as:

a. All tangible personal property used exclusively in agriculture, including horticulture and grazing;

b. All products of agriculture, including livestock, while owned by the producer, and

c. All notes, bonds, bills, and accounts receivable, stocks and any other intangible personal property

During the period in tax years 1631 and 1632, this office has based its valuation on the trading price of the only other analgesic being produced during that period. As you know, the cost of aspirin in 1631 was $2.00 a dose, falling to $0.50 per dose in late 1632. While there is no doubt that Mr. Stone's "Mellow Edge" and "Marion County Wowie" varietals are more effective than aspirin, we can find no other basis of comparison for the assessment.

Property is assessed according to its use, location and value as of July 1. Due to your lack of cooperation with our auditor, we have been forced to estimate your inventory as of 1 July 1631 and 1 July 1632. Based on interviews with staff at the Medical center and interviews with individuals serving the refugee center describing deliveries in the summer of 1631 and 1632 we estimate that the on-hand stock must have been on the close order of fifty thousand doses, (approximately 400 pounds of product) and therefore value the inventory at $100,000 on 12/31/1631 and $25,000 on 12/31/1632.

The tax due is $0.50 per $100 of assessed value. Assessed value is 60% of the fair market value.

As a result, and as shown on the attached statement, Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals owes $300.00 for the tax year ending 1 July 1631 and $75.00 for the tax year ending 1 July 1632.

Please pay $375.00 to the county Sheriff's office at your earliest convenience.




Albert Baumgärtner

Assistant to the Assessor









County of Marion

Office of Tax Assessor

Government Haus, #109

High Street

Grantville




September 27, 1633







A. N. D. Wulff, Partner

Grubb Wurmb & Wulff

Grantville




Dear Sir,




Please find attached our invoice to Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals for $375.00 and the attached letter explaining to Mrs. Stone how under West Virginia law the value of agricultural products was and is taxed.

While you are, of course, welcome to pursue whatever course you want in the courts, our research on the subject both with local scholars and with Master Thomas Riddle has led us to the conclusion that, in Master Riddle's terms, you would be "Laughed out of court with your britches around your ankles."

We look forward to your reply, accompanied by a check for $375.00 made out to the Sheriff's office.




Albert Baumgärtner

Assistant to the Assessor









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

A. N. D. Wulff, Partner




September 29, 1633







County of Marion

Office of Tax Assessor

Government Haus, #109

High Street

Grantville

Attention: Albert Baumgärtner




Dear Herr Baumgärtner:




We are in receipt of your recent communications both to this firm and to our clients, being the Stone family and Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals. As of this moment, you are requested and directed to ensure that all future communications to our client from your office also be communicated to this firm immediately, as we will be representing our client in any legal actions which may arise as a result of the matter of your attempting to impose an unlawful tax upon Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals.

We categorically deny all your assertions.

To begin with, although the West Virginia Tax Code does indeed include the provisions that you cite, it also includes the following provision which you appear to have either overlooked or intentionally omitted.

§11-3-9. Property exempt from taxation.

(a) All property, real and personal, described in this subsection, and to the extent herein limited, is exempt from taxation:

3. Property belonging exclusively to any county, district, city, village or town in this state and used for public purposes;

We submit to you that under the provisions of the oral contract which was documented to you in our previous conversation, Herr Stone and his employees are not independent farmers producing a crop that can valued and taxed as farm property, but they indeed legally and factually are acting as contract employees of the city while producing this crop. The marijuana so produced is grown solely for the City of Grantville, and there can be no denying that it is produced and used for public purposes, to wit, the alleviation of suffering. Ipso facto, it is properly tax-exempt under Tax Code §11-3-9 (a) 3.

[image: plant]Second, we categorically reject your valuation of the marijuana produced. This marijuana is in no way analogous to the aspirin example which you cited. Marijuana can be grown for free by anyone who troubles to acquire the seeds and spends a little time tending the plants while they grow. And the resulting product is not the result of the chemical and manufacturing processes required to produce aspirin or similar products, so there is no cost basis of manufacturing to serve for a cost comparison. Our clients receive no compensation for producing the marijuana, and the medical centers to which the marijuana is distributed by the City of Grantville do not charge for it, so there is no real world cost or valuation consideration to be derived there, either. In short, Herr Baumgärtner, your purported valuation of the product in question has no basis in reality, and again, amounts to nothing more than a flagrant attempt to exact an unlawful tax from a hard-working and law-abiding corporate citizen of the City of Grantville.

Finally, while the principals of Grubb Wurmb and Wulff are well acquainted with Master Thomas Price Riddle, and indeed respect and admire his knowledge, wisdom, discernment, and perspicuity, as well as his ability to craft a phrase, we cannot help but believe that he was not presented with all the facts of this matter before uttering the response you quoted. Be that as it may, it is our considered and collective opinion that the issues are not as settled as Master Riddle's response might at first indicate. Be aware that we will defend our clients in this matter to the utmost of our ability, knowing that they are indeed in the right in this matter of principle. And if you persist in this unlawful activity, then since you seem to appreciate pithy up-time phrases, we will close with this one: "Bring it on!"




Sincerely,

A. N. D. Wulff

for the firm

cc: Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals









September 30, 1633




Dear Andy,




Oh, thank you! I was so pleased to see the strength of the response you sent to that weasel Baumgärtner. Did you know that he's been feuding with my father for years? Apparently he decided that attacking Tom was a way to win whatever it is that he's looking to win.

At any rate, I appreciate it, and I'm sure that Tom will also. I do wish he would get back home soon. I don't know why he had to go on this trip while we're trying to get ready to go to Venice, but he insisted that we need to find new suppliers of alum, since our current provider is, as he so colorfully puts things, “jacking us up on price and cutting the quality to the bone.” So nothing would do but he heads off for who knows where. I'm sure I'll find out where he's been, but he's not too good about telling me where he's going.

I've got another case, or what might be another case, I'm afraid. I had a letter, copy attached, from an organization which purports to be the "Grantville Historical Preservation Society." Well, I suppose I can understand this society wanting to protect that dreadful mural at the post office, although I do truly think it is not well done.

However, Andy, you've seen the dome, yes? Tom was here when it was built. There when it was built. Oh, whichever. Tom saw it being built; let's put it that way. I can agree that it is certainly a . . . unique structure. I suppose anything that was built using hand-hammered car hoods and salvaged windows may certainly be described that way.

Unfortunately, said car hoods and windows leak rain. They leak melt water from the snow, which melts because all of the insulation rotted from the wet and fell down. Truly, the dome is nearly uninhabitable. I want to tear it down and build a real house. But this Historical Preservation Society claims that they will file a lawsuit to stop that, because the dome is of historical interest and is probably the only geodesic dome extant in the world today. Probably because no one in their right mind wants to live in a damp, cold, cavern!

Why, I suspect that the sale of the metal from the car hoods and the glass from the windows could finance the building of a real house. And the metal, as you know, is always in demand.

Please investigate the possibilities, Andy. If I must keep living here, I'm going to mold.




Magda









Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society




September 27, 1633







Mrs. Stone:

With good greetings, from The Grantville Historical Preservation Society, I am writing to inquire what your plans are for the splendid example of up-time architecture in which you currently reside?

We have been told that you plan to remove the geodesic dome house and build a new home on the site. If this is true, we must ask you to desist.

The Stone House is the only extant example of avant-garde up-time architecture that came through the Ring of Fire-- —all the rest of Grantville's architecture being disturbingly prosaic in design. We believe strongly that the Stone House must be preserved intact exactly as it came through the Ring of Fire.

We intend to ask the Grantville City Council at the next meeting to declare it a "civic treasure" and require that it be left exactly as it is.

Please feel free to contact us at any time to discuss your plans.




With good will,

Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

A. N. D. Wulff, Partner




October 4, 1633







Frau Magdalena Edelmannin verh. Stone

Stonehaus

Grantville




Dear Magda,




Thank you for that piece of information concerning Herr Baumgärtner. That will most likely prove to be useful, perhaps even critical, as the taxation matter moves forward.

As to the matter of the geodesic dome, from what you tell me it is not yet a matter requiring us to provide you with legal advice or other services. An expression of desire on the part of The Grantville Historical Preservation Society is not binding in any manner.

That said, allow me to set aside my lawyer hat for a moment, and give you a bit of advice from a husband and father who is also a friend. Please don't do anything unilaterally. From what I can tell, Tom and the boys all have a strong attachment to that building, and any act against it might drive a wedge in your relationships, which would be regrettable. Anything done should—even must—be done with a consensus of the family.

Looked at objectively, it really is a striking building; most unusual. In my own mind, I would like to see it preserved. But, nothing says it must be preserved on that specific site. You might give some consideration to a couple of alternatives. One is to simply donate it to the Grantville Historical Preservation Society with the understanding that it will be removed to a site of their choice within, oh, perhaps a year's time. A second alternative is for either Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals or the Stone family, whichever would be more advantageous, to pay to have the building moved to a civic site for preservation, perhaps also setting up a non-profit foundation to see to its maintenance. Either way, the building is gone and the land is clear. I'm sure that there are other alternatives; those were just the first that came to mind.

The next time you're in town, drop by the house. Portia was saying she hadn't seen you in a while and wanted to talk to you. If you'll give us a little advance notice, she'll fix that lasagna you like so much and we'll break out a bottle of the good wine. We look forward to it.




Sincerely,

A. N. D. Wulff

cc: personal correspondence 1633









Marion County Sanitary Commission

PO Box 911

Grantville




October 5, 1633







Mrs. Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society

Grantville




Dear Mrs. Schultz:




At the request of Frau Magdalena Edelmannin, I have undertaken an inspection of the Stone House from a health, safety and sanitation standpoint. I was accompanied by several advanced engineering and architectural students from the Technical Center to assist in the evaluation of the home and a possibility of moving said structure to another, more accessible location so that the Stones would be able to donate this unique example of up-time construction to your group.

It grieves me to inform you that the poor condition of said 'geodesic dome' is such that it is barely habitable due to multiple leaks leading to significant water damage and some of the ugliest black mold that I have ever had the misfortune to encounter. It is only through major efforts on the part of Frau Edelmannin that the house remains even marginally habitable.

Structurally, the problems are even worse. Some of the major structural elements have suffered damage from dry rot and powder post beetles, leading the students (and the Consulting Engineer who is their mentor) to believe that any attempt to move the dome intact would result in a catastrophic collapse.

The students did make the suggestion that it would be possible to take the dome apart and salvage virtually all of the materials for reconstruction on another site by preserving the irreplaceable up-time parts. This would cost a substantial sum of money compared to Frau Edelmannin's suggestion of hitching a couple of stout draft horses to the platform and pulling the dome down in to a pile to be burned.

Please discuss the situation with the other principles of the Grantville Historical Preservation Society and let Frau Edelmannin know your response. She is anxious to begin construction on a more comfortable abode.




For the Sanitary Commission:

Georg Ludwig Lenkert




cc: Frau Magdalena Edelmannin verh. Stone

Grubb Wurmb & Wulff, A. N. D. Wulff, Partner









October 5, 1633




Dear Andy,




Oh, Portia's lasagna! I remember it well. I'll certainly stop by at some point. I could use a bit of girl talk, perhaps some shopping.

I'm not acting unilaterally, Andy. I've discussed this with Tom, of course. He laments the lack of "silicon caulk," in fact. And we haven't made a final decision yet. I'm still waiting for an estimate from Kelly Construction. They, like everyone else, have more jobs than they can handle.

So nothing will be done until we all have time to sit down and discuss possibilities. After all, the boys are busy, Tom is busy, I am busy. At the moment, I wish only to keep these things in mind for the future.

I did receive a letter from Tom. He said, about the taxes, "It's probably better to just pay it. That amount of money is peanuts."

Of course that amount of money to him is now "peanuts". But paying that amount at the behest of that weasel Baumgärtner means that he will win, and I don't care to have that happen. He only wanted to send an auditor to get into our business and try to stir up trouble

I'll be by next week, Thursday, I think. I'll let Portia know if my plans change.




Magda









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

Leopold Wurmb, Partner




October 5, 1633







Andy,




Have you been driven mad?

My clerk just presented me with my copy of your latest letter to Baumgärtner at the tax assessor's office. Clearly, you've lost what common sense you may once have had.

Once again, we see why you are the firm's litigator and, while excellent in the court room, we don't have you draft contracts and correspondence.

There are technical legal issues which, once again, you should have run by the youngest of your clerks before you actually sent the letter. Also, you will recall the agreement that before you write "for the firm" you will have someone OF the firm review your letter; but those are the smallest issues.

Andy, it's THREE HUNDRED SEVENTY-FIVE DOLLARS. Ignore, for a moment, the law. We would have been laughed out of court win-or-lose, and the Stones would have lost face. Do you know what the Stones' account is worth to the firm? Do you recall how much your bonus was last year?

To that end, I have sent my clerk to the sheriff's office with $375.00 taken from petty cash, and have obtained a receipt.

Please inform Frau Edelmannin that it has "been taken care of" and that she will be troubled no more. And no, I am NOT padding their bill to include my time, the clerk's time, or the $375.00

Next time you decide to start a rant in the name of the firm, remember your promise to check with your partners.




Leopold









October 7, 1633







Marion County Sanitary Commission

PO Box 911

Grantville

My dear Herr Lenkert,




Pull it down and burn it? How can you or the Stone family even think of such a thing? The historical importance of this building, which you even acknowledge is unique, far outweighs any cost, and the City needs to be able to preserve its one piece of distinctive architecture.

My organization is filing a petition with the City Council and we hope to get on the agenda this coming week.

The GHPS is not in principle opposed to relocating the structure. Perhaps the Stone family might be willing to fund a grant for this purpose if the City Council cannot be persuaded to.

With gracious wishes,




Frau Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

Grantville Historical Preservation Society




Copies to the Stone family and to Grubb Wurmb & Wulff









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

From the Desk of

A. N. D. Wulff, Partner




October 7, 1633







Leopold -




You bloody idiot!

You may have just cost us the Lothlorien account, which, may I just remind you, is our largest and most lucrative account!

The issue was never the money. I agree that the Stones, either personally or through the company, could have paid the tax bill out of their postage slush fund without even thinking about it. They have more money than anyone else in Grantville, for God's sake! For your information, I in fact advised Frau Edelmannin in our initial consultation that the simplest and cheapest solution was to simply pay the tax bill and give the receipt to their accountants for handling when they file the corporate taxes next year. But Frau Edelmannin was insistent that she wanted it clarified and agreed to by the government that the company owed no taxes on the marijuana donated to the civil governments per the terms of the oral agreement reached between Mr. Stone and the then heads of civil government in Grantville.

Also for your information, this case and the appropriate approach to it were discussed in the most recent partners' meeting, as you would know if you had deigned to attend, or if you had even read the minutes of the meeting, your copy of which has been gathering dust on your secretary's desk since last week. Karl Grubb and the junior partners all agreed that we should continue with the case and approved my hardball approach. As you would know if you had even bothered to step down the hall to ask me or my clerks about it.

This is a case about principle, and I was following the client's explicit wishes. It is a case whose strategy has become noticeably impaired and whose execution is now measurably more difficult because you couldn't keep your hands off it. Let me also remind you that GW&W is a partnership, and not a corporation. In this matter, Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals and Frau Edelmannin are my clients, not yours, and by intruding in the matter you have violated attorney/client privilege and committed more than one breach of professional ethics.

In addition, it turns out that Herr Baumgärtner at the tax assessor's office is a scrofulous toad, who loves browbeating elderly widows and old maiden aunts to extract additional funds from them. He makes pre-reform Zacchaeus look good. He thought he had a safe target in Frau Edelmannin, since Herr Stone is out of town. So our client has a secondary agenda of exposing this wretch and his practices and shining the light of day on them, which you have also made more difficult.

And the money—Leopold, have you forgotten everything you ever knew about professional ethics? First, we never pay anything on behalf of a client unless it is at the direction of the client, which you most certainly did not have. Second, we never never never use general funds for those payments; it always either comes out of special expense accounts or out of client escrow funds that we maintain separately. By using general funds, you've now attached the firm to the issue as something other than our client's attorneys. You've exposed the partners individually and jointly to risks that were not entertained. And despite your accusation that I acted unilaterally without consulting the partners, it was, in truth, you who did that very thing.

Yes, I am the firm's lead litigator, and you're right, I am good at it. You seem to be under the impression that I don't practice contract law because I'm not good at that. I understand contract law quite well, actually. I just find it boring. To prove my point, let me remind you that I drafted the partnership agreement for GW&W, which you signed along with Karl Grubb and myself. And speaking of the partnership agreement, if you ever stick your fingers or nose into one of my cases again without my express permission and invitation, one of two things will occur: either I will invoke Section 4, subsection D, paragraph 1, in which case you will find yourself on the streets holding nothing more than your placard and a broken quill; or I will invoke Section 3, subsection B, paragraph 3, and leave GW&W, taking with me the better part of our junior partners and clerks and our biggest accounts, and leaving you nigh to paupered from having to purchase my share.

So since you're the one who dug this particular hole, here's what you're going to do: first, you personally are going to take that tax payment receipt back over to the sheriff's office and explain that your clerk misunderstood your intent and the payment should not have been made, and you're not leaving there until they have voided the receipt and refunded the $375.00. Then you personally are going to meet with Frau Edelmannin, apologize profusely for the mix-up, and proceed to make whatever amends she desires. And as you stated, Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals and Frau Edelmannin are not going to billed for any of this. And neither am I. Anything you can't recover, and any billable hours that I or my juniors or clerks have to spend on straightening this mess out, will come out of your share. Count on it.

Leopold, I will return the compliment. You are an excellent contract lawyer. Stick to your contracts and mind your jots and tittles. If you're very lucky, Frau Edelmannin won't lodge a complaint with the Grantville Bar about this. If she does, I warn you, you will face the bar alone, as neither Karl nor I will take the stand with you.

Finally, if you ever do anything else like this again, well . . . I suggest you contemplate the similarities between the words litigator and alligator.




Andy

cc: Karl Grubb









[penciled note attached to memo]




Leopold—

If I were you, I wouldn't count too much on your old school boy connections with Karl to help you. You may have gone to school with him, but remember—I married his daughter.

A









October 7, 1633




Thuringen Gardens

Grantville




Dear Mrs. Stone,




It has come to the attention of the Thuringen Gardens Partnership that you are considering either selling or tearing down the geodesic dome in which you live, and also that the structure has numerous problems.

My partners and I propose that we buy your dome. Our intention is to carefully take it apart and relocate it here on Gardens' property. We intend to make a dance hall, and we can't think of a better structure than your dome. It's large and spacious and once rebuilt should have excellent acoustics for the bands.

Please let us know what price you would require.




Sincerely,

Willie Ray Hudson









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

A. N. D. Wulff, Partner




October 7, 1633







Frau Magdalena Edelmannin

Stonehaus

Grantville




Dear Magda,




I think I have headed or can head off anything that might have come from Herr Wurmb's error. He will be coming by to apologize. Do with him as you will.

The correspondence about the dome provides interesting reading. There are some interesting personalities in play there. Just remember to hold out for three things: total removal from your land, total release of liability, and the highest price. Oh, and agreement from the family. Until you have a bona fide contract offer and an earnest money deposit, there's no need for us to be involved yet.




Sincerely,

A. N. D. Wulff, Partner









Marion County Sanitary Commission

PO Box 911

Grantville




October 10, 1633







Mrs. Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society

Grantville




Dear Mrs. Schultz:




It was NOT my suggestion to tear the dome down and burn it. I respect the uniqueness of The Stone House, and was happy to suggest that there might be a way to salvage it. Frankly, it was all I could do to convince Frau Edelmannin NOT to pull the dwelling down when I informed her of the condition of the underlying structure.

Please direct your response to Herr Wulff, as I believe that when Frau Edelmannin hears of your demands not only to keep the building intact but also for the Stone family to pay for you to take possession of it . . . let us say that she will be less than charitable.

Right now, the County Government is NOT in her good graces.




For the Marion County Sanitary Commission,

Georg Ludwig Lenkert




cc: Frau Magdalena Edelmannin verh. Stone

Grubb Wurmb & Wulff, A. N. D. Wulff, Partner









Undated, scribbled on paper, laid on Magda's table




Mom,

What's all this scuttlebutt about the dome? We had been using it to grow some pharmaceutically interesting specimens. It sounds like we need to talk. Give me a call or let me know when you'll be home.

Love,

Ron









The Ring of Fire Experience, Inc.




October 11, 1633







Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals

Grantville




Gentlemen:




The principal owners of the Ring of Fire Experience, Inc., a company devoted to serving the tourists and pilgrims visiting the Ring of Fire area, wish to provide them, to the extent possible, a taste of what life up-time must have been.

To that end, we have heard that you may be considering relocating the geodesic dome originally erected for the use of the Lothlorien commune.

We would like to make an offer, in the amount of $750,000 for the rights to disassemble the dome and re-assemble it, possibly with some replacement parts crafted from available autos no longer being used.

It is our intention to re-locate the dome to one of the high-points over-looking the ring wall, re-creating the interior to provide a true "20th century Commune" experience while at the same time providing the highest level of service and amenities, a combination which we acknowledge will present a challenge.

If you were to agree, we would effect payment immediately and begin disassembly of the up-time components the next day.

Please let us know as soon as possible if you would consider this offer.




Albrecht Durer

Hospitality Director









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

Leopold Wurmb, Partner




October 11, 1633







Andy,




Your mismanagement has turned this into a needless debacle. Frau Edelmannin was upset about something that Stone himself would have paid in ten seconds and been done with. Tom would have welcomed the auditors in and probably ended up with a lower assessment.

Irrespective of Baumgärtner's morals or lack of them—and us shouting "morals" at the community is a matter of blackest irony—you needed to take into account not just Frau Edelmannin's dislike of Baumgärtner but also Tom Stone's long-term easy-going ways, and more importantly, how the richest man in West Virginia would look fussing about a $375.00 tax bill.

Do you really think that Baumgärtner would not have had the county's attorney call for a jury trial? Do you really want to stand there while Hermann Hardegg waxes poetic on how the great Doctor Stone—who makes $375.00 every time he breathes—how he refuses a simple small property tax bill while home-owners are being forced to move out of Grantville because they can no longer pay the taxes on their own homes, their only link to their previous life up-time?

Do you want to be made a laughingstock as Baumgärtner and Hardegg, Selfish and Krapp produce a realistic valuation of the marijuana crop at the time?

And then, having taken care of this, having sent my youngest clerk to pay the bill with cash and received an anonymous receipt, you went and TOLD HER? When you could have just basked in the glory of besting Herr Baumgärtner? "It's all taken care of Magda. He shall not bother you again. Oh, there are things in the law that we just can't share, but I assure you, it's done."

But NO.... you were unable to hold your tongue.

If you are wanting to break up arguably the best legal partnership in the USE (Hardegg's protestations to the contrary) then so proceed. I'll put it to Grubb with you at the partnership meeting on Monday, and then we shall see who shall grovel.

I look forward to the occasion




Leopold




cc: Karl Grubb









October 12, 1633




Dear Ron,




Was the mold that the inspector found of some use to humanity? Is that what you were growing, and were you growing it deliberately? The inspector seemed to think it was rather dangerous.

Son, I want a real house, not this cavernous, echoing space that leaks and leaks and leaks. I did mention it to your father when he came home a few days ago and before he and Frank left again, and he, as usual, shrugged and said "Whatever you say, babe." Which makes it rather difficult to know if he really meant it, I admit.

Of course, we will not do anything drastic to the greenhouses and they will always be available for the company. But, truly, when the time comes for your father and I to stop all this traveling and settle down—and we will get to that point someday—I want a normal house to live in.

At the moment, I'm merely getting estimates and looking at the various offers that are being made—some of which are fairly startling. And I'm getting an estimate on building a real house as well. A place that can be kept dry!




Love you too. Come to supper soon.

Mom









October 12, 1633




Dear Herr Durer,




I received your offer and forwarded it to my husband, who is currently on a business trip. I'm afraid that I don't feel that I can accept any offer until he responds, but I will keep this in mind.




Thank you.

Magdalena Stone









The Ring of Fire Experience, Inc.




October 14, 1633







Frau Frieda Shultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historic Preservation Society

Grantville




Dear Frau Shultz,




This note is to make you aware that we have tendered a very generous offer to Frau Edelmannin verh. Stone for the Lothlorien Commune Geodesic Dome, with the intention to move it to a place of prominence overlooking the Ring Wall and rebuild and restore the interior to its state when used by an actual twentieth-century commune.

We hope to obtain your organization's good wishes and assistance in convincing the Stones to allow this use for the benefit of the community.

It would be a shame if all signs of the up-time culture "Hippie" movement were lost.




Albrecht Durer









Frau Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society




October 17, 1633







To Georg Ludwig Lenkert, Mrs. Magdalena Stone

With a copy to Grubb Wurmb & Wulff, A. N. D. Wulff, Partner




My dear Mrs. Stone and Mr. Lenkert




I have just heard an unbelievable rumor regarding the Stone House. I have heard that you are considering selling it to the owners of the Thuringen Gardens, to be used as a dance hall. This is outrageous. It would have to be moved, first, and you, Mr. Lenkert, have specifically said it would be destroyed if it were attempted to move it. Second, it would have to be significantly modified inside to permit use as a dance hall. Third, the level of heavy use it would receive could only damage this unique but highly fragile structure even more than it already has been.

We of The Grantville Historical Preservation Society demand that this nonsense cease immediately. What we have here is a unique resource of up-time architecture, and it MUST be preserved in situ as a part of up-time technology that may never be replicated!

Please understand this. You may be represented by the meanest, most despicable law firm in Grantville, but The Grantville Historical Preservation Society has right on our side!

We will see you at the City Council meeting!




Frieda Schultz, Chairperson









Frau Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society




October 18, 1633







Mr. Albrecht Durer

The Ring of Fire Experience, Inc.




Dear Mr. Durer,

Perhaps we could make common cause here. Could we meet and discuss your plans and how the Grantville Historical Preservation Society could assist you? Might we meet at Cora's for a cup of coffee and see where our mutual interest in the Stonehaus might lie?




Yours,

Frieda Schultz, Chairperson









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

A. N. D. Wulff, Partner




October 18, 1633







Leopold—




What part of "case and hardball approach approved by the partners" didn't you understand? The only mismanagement that has occurred in this whole fiasco is you treading on a delicate situation with your oversized brogans when you had no more idea of what was really going on than Portia's cat Precious does.

I shall now lay it out for you in very simple terms. Pay attention this time.

1. This case is not about the money. It never was about the money. It's about the government reneging on an assurance made to Tom Stone in the early desperate days after the Ring of Fire. He has more than kept his side of the agreement, but now the government—in the person of Albert Baumgärtner—is trying to change the rules, and Frau Edelmannin caught him out. She wants the principle that the marijuana provided to the civil government causes no tax liability to the Stone family and businesses nailed down and documented so that when someone in the government finally wakes up and realizes that an ounce of Stone's Finest should be valued at $2000/ounce instead of $2/ounce, the family firms don't get slammed with an astronomical tax bill. Frau Edelmannin understands the risk here very clearly, and she is very firm about pressing forward with this.

2. Yes, Tom Stone would have paid the tax bill when he got it. But Tom doesn't have the head for business that his wife has. He knows that, and he freely admits it. So if you think for even one moment that he would overrule her on something that she feels strongly about (see No. 1), you need a vacation.

3. I find your lack of comprehension perplexing, Leopold. As attorneys, once we take a case, our responsibility is to do our best to carry out our client's wishes. If we have doubts as to the wisdom of a client's directives, then we either don't take the case or we try to change his mind (which I'll remind you I did in fact try to do). We don't go off and do something that the client specifically directed us not to do, thinking that we can wave our hands and make it all work out. Well, you might get by with that with your wife, but I promise you Frau Edelmannin wouldn't have accepted it. As it turns out, someone from the sheriff's office called her and thanked her for sending in her payment in such a timely manner. I had to spend three hours on the phone with her calming her down and salvaging the case and the account. Three hours. I've never heard livid before, Leopold, but I did in that phone call. Did you honestly think she wouldn't notice? That she wouldn't care? That she'd just accept your bland "there are things you don't need to know" and move on? Leopold, she's the daughter of one of the toughest merchants in all the Germanies. She grew up hearing and seeing cut-throat business in her home and at their dining table every week. She's more astute than you are, and almost as hard-nosed as I am, for God's sake! You're lucky she hasn't pulled her accounts from the firm and sued you for malpractice.

4. Do I really expect this to go to trial? Not really. I figure the chances are six out of ten, maybe seven out of ten that the tax assessor will back down. It's the most graceful thing for them, and it's not like they'd be giving up anything, since Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals and the Stone family have never paid these taxes anyway.

5. Why will they back down? Because Tom Stone is genuinely the nicest guy in the ROF, and everybody in Grantville likes him. When word starts leaking out to the press that the government is trying to renege on an agreement with him, that will automatically stir up sympathy for him. After all, he's well liked, and the government isn't. But when they find out what all the rancor is really about, then the fecal material will really start flying. Anything that gives the slightest hint of affecting the supply and the price of Stone's Finest will cause an uproar. Good Lord, Leopold, if nothing else, every woman in Grantville and its environs who has had trouble with her monthly courses will rally to his defense. You'll see a letter-writing campaign and marching pickets that will make the to-do over the horse-dung in the street look like a children's Sunday School catechism debate. And I predict that as soon as that wave of anger and emotion begins to build, Baumgärtner's bosses will recognize the better part of valor, yank his leash up short, and concede on the tax assessment.

But say they do go to trial. Good! Because that courtroom will be packed with angry women, and there will be more of them marching outside with picket signs. They won't even be able to seat a jury—there won't be twelve objective adults in the entire state, much less the county.

When we win, Frau Edelmannin gets her principle nailed down, GW&W basks in the glow of defending the nicest man in town who's being "persecuted by the government" while at the same time protecting the supply of cheap Stone's Finest, and Baumgärtner gets reined in. A perfect trinity. And the Stones then donate twice the amount of the taxes to some worthy cause, which will somehow get leaked to the papers.

And if we somehow lose (which we won't), we file an appeal to the Reichskammergericht in Wetzlar, the Stones get portrayed as martyrs which helps our publicity, Baumgärtner (if he has any sense) moves to Vienna to avoid roving mobs of angry women, and GW&W still basks in the warm light of being the defenders of the right.

If you hadn't trod in the middle of everything, the news leaks would have already started.

Now, I'm going to say this one time: Back. Off. I don't mess in your contracts. You stay out of my litigations. Period.

Go talk to Karl if you want. As I said, he's aware of this, and is on board with it. Then go take care of the business to clean up your mess I told you to do in the last memo.

I don't want any more turmoil in the firm than you do, but if you step over this line, there will be. And if you want to contest me about it in the next partners' meeting, fine. Just make sure you bring your sharpest knife and take your best thrust early, because there will only be one man standing when the dust settles. I wasn't kidding about what I'm prepared to do.




Andy

cc: Karl Grubb









DO NOT COPY OR FILE, SHRED AFTER READING




October 18, 1633




Leopold, Andy:




This has gone far enough! Both of you shut up about this, before we blow up a partnership that makes each of us more than we'd ever make separately.

I'm making arrangements to take care of the mess that's developed, but, unlike you two, I am not going to act without making sure all three of us are on the same page. Drop by my house tonight, and we can discuss the tentative plans privately.




Karl









::Undated hand written note::




Karl




Okay, I'll be good. I'll pull in my horns. This time. I was probably a bit over the top with Leopold, but you have to admit, I did have cause. I will go along with anything reasonable, except I won't consider dropping the Stone tax case.

In return, I want it clearly understood that in the future, if Mr. Wurmb has any problems with my execution of one of my cases, he brings it to the partners committee instead of unilaterally doing something that he "thinks is right." I don't care what he does with his contracts. But if he pulls something like this again with one of my litigation cases, I will bounce his pudgy homely butt off of the cobblestones outside. I'm serious with this, Karl. I will force him out, one way or another, if he steps over that line again.

There comes a point where money is no longer the prime consideration, and I'm approaching that point with Leopold. Make him see that, Karl.




Andy









Marion County Sanitary Commission

PO Box 911

Grantville




October 19, 1633







Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society

Grantville




Dear Mrs. Schultz:




Once again, you are including me in a correspondence where I have simply done my job, reported honestly and have no further input to offer at this time. I was able to offer some suggestions as to what is needed to rehabilitate the building and how The Stone House could be safely moved, thanks to the input from the engineering and architectural students who volunteered to evaluate the House with me.

A small suggestion: I have come to know Frau Edelmannin both professionally and personally over the last several months. She is a kind and generous person when approached in a genteel fashion.

May I suggest that both of you have something to gain from the transaction, and a more business-like approach would go a long way towards preserving the dome?




For myself and not on behalf of the Commission:

Georg Ludwig Lenkert









October 19, 1633




Frau Magdalena Edelmannin

Stonehaus

Grantville




My Dear Magda:




My Georg just showed me copies of the letters back and forth from that harridan Frau Schultz over at the "save it in amber" society. My advice to you is hold her group of self-righteous biddies up for everything you can squeeze out of them!

On the other hand, one of my students is the younger sister of one of the engineering students that went with Georg to evaluate the place, and her best friend is the niece of Herr Durer...as a result, during a coffee break with a gaggle of students, I now understand that the idea of Herr Hudson is not as outlandish as it might seem—the basic idea of the dome as a dance hall is fine, as long as the dome is set up on a foundation that will support the needed surface for dancing. The engineering students, several of whom come from builders' families, are quite certain that the dome itself can be rebuilt strong enough to handle the weather (although admittedly, it will still leak more than you are willing to put up with).

On a more personal note, thank you for the extra bundle of Wowie. Georg has been having trouble sleeping at night due to the pain in his leg. I keep trying to get him to let it finish healing, but you know men! He is now down to only one bag of potato chips before bedtime, and sleeps through the night, something that neither Dr. G's "little blue pills" nor a dose of laudanum managed in the past.

Yours in conspiracy against menfolk who have trouble listening to their wives!




Kat









The Ring of Fire Experience, Inc.




October 19, 1633







Frau Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society




Frau Schultz,




I would be most happy to meet you at Cora's for coffee, say Saturday morning at 07:00?

I think we may make common cause against these idiots who would turn the Lothlorien Commune dome into a "Dance Hall".

That a unique piece of up-time architecture should be so debased from its original purpose is unacceptable. Our organization's plan keeps the dome in its original form as a residence, at least of sorts, and as a symbol of the spirit of the "Hippie" movement that originated it.

Dance Hall indeed!

I look forward to meeting with you. Perhaps we can also discuss a donation in support of your worthy organization.




Albrecht Durer

The Ring of Fire Experience, Inc.









Frau Frieda Schultz, Chairperson

The Grantville Historical Preservation Society




October 20, 1633







Dear Herr Durer,




I will see you then!




Frau Frieda Schultz, Chairperson









October 20, 1633




My dearest Thomas,




Excuse me while I scream. YAAAARRRRRRGGGGGGHHHHH!

All I wanted was a house that didn't have a leaking roof. Not to mention the leaking walls.

Also, I must admit, I wanted that weasel Baumgärtner not to win about those taxes he claimed we owe. Which I still do not believe we owe, by the way. There wasn't even a legal government at the time, as near as I'm able to figure. No elected officials, no tax code, nothing that made any sense. And while I do agree that we can well afford $375, Andy and his partners are in a fizz about it.

Just from mentioning that I intended to get an estimate on building us a real house, I've now got dozens of offers to buy the dome—not to mention that there is a city council meeting coming up in which The Grantville Historic Preservation Society is going to try to force us to maintain the dome exactly as it stands. What's more, the HPS wants you and me to provide funding for the maintenance of it.

I'll burn it down first, I swear I will. I'm so sorry, but in your own words, "this place is a dump."

Where, Thomas, is the democracy in this? How can a bunch of lunatics who haven't enough to do with their lives dare to attempt to force you and me to pay for their somewhat . . . well . . . kinky pleasure in maintaining a building that has been proven to be unsafe?

I must ask you to give me some guidance here. I thought I had democracy figured out. I thought I understood the concept of private property. I thought that the decision to build a better home was up to you and me, not to three-quarters of the town of Grantville.

I'm afraid I'm at a loss just at the moment, Thomas.




Magda









From the Desk

of

Phillip Theophrastus Gribbleflotz D. Alch.




October 20, 1633







Frau Magdalena Edelmannin verh. Stone

Lothlorien Commune

Grantville




Frau Edelmannin,




It has come to my attention that you are desirous of replacing the Lothlorien dome built by your husband and his associates with more conventional and comfortable housing.

I further am given to understand that in order for you to most conveniently reside where your stepsons were reared, and near the headquarters of your family's enterprises, you would see the dome relocated.

During the last several years, I have been engaged in the pursuit of methods which take the up-time knowledge of natural science, and combine them with the nearly lost arts of the alchemist. Many of my experiments are well known, and the outcomes have been occasionally useful. To that end, I have, over that time engaged in a series of public lectures and demonstrations, making available to the public the results of my researches.

Still, time, both in the form of my research, and the management of my affairs presses heavily on me and the increasing mass of material makes it impossible to present in even a few evenings' showings, the results of those labors.

Frau Edelmannin, you know that our two firms, Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals and HDG Enterprizes, have not merely cooperated but COLLABORATED in making available to this new world the best products of science combining the best of the old with the best of the up producing the best of the new.

What greater purpose, what more appropriate possibility, what most marvelous serendipity, one might almost say "Tensegrity" would allow the Stone Dome to provide the skin for the most wonderful theatre of the mind, a display, not unlike an up-time 'science museum' where the works of those researches could be displayed for all to see and to be educated at their leisure without requiring the time of the great Herr Stone, or of myself?

[image: man]There is a suitable plot of land, still unused near the round-barn museum. How perfect then to build a new structure, conforming in its entirety to Herr Buckminster Fuller's principles of Tensegrity, and then, to coat it with the salvaged skin and windows of the Lothlorien Stone Dome, sealing that skin from the elements with the newest product of my laboratories, Gribbleflotz Foaming Mastic.

We have recently discovered that the Urea we used to use in the production of Sal Aer Fixus could be combined with simple formaldehyde to produce a lovely light-yellow foam that expands to fill cracks and which can utterly and completely seal a construction against the influx of vapors or water.

By the simple application of Gribbleflotz Foaming Mastic on the interior of the dome, and the coating of the external gaps, now filled, with a simple oil paint, we shall prevent any future difficulties such as your residence has experienced to date.

If you would accord myself, and my lovely wife a few minutes of your time, we would love to call, or perhaps, it would be better for us to plan to meet in the private room at Cora's Coffee Shop, to discuss such an opportunity. The creation of a community asset for the ages, the co-joining of the Stone with the Gribbleflotz, creating the Stone Gribbleflotz museum of science and alchemy. The ages shall rejoice.

I anxiously await your reply.




Phillip Theophrastus Gribbleflotz D. Alch.

HDG Enterprizes

Jena









From the Desk

of

Phillip Theophrastus Gribbleflotz D. Alch.




October 20, 1633







Frau Edelmannin,




I had no more than sealed the envelope when I realized that I had not described what I was actually considering.

Imagine, if you will, upon entry into the Dome, that you see the entirety of the space, open and unsupported, yet amazingly fluid and light due to the windows and the near-miraculous operation of the principle of Tensegrity in the Dome.

Just inside the entrance would be a full sphere, tesselated with the semi-periodic pentagons of the Fullerene dome perfect in its symbolism standing as it does for the most perfect of Molecules, Buckminster Fullerene C60... the model realized in thin laths which would show its strength and lightless somehow symbolic of the Sphere of the Ring of Fire, and of Chemistry and of Human Achievement. This, and every other lesson to be shown on the sides of the supporting pillar in Latin and in German and in English.

Then, as you move past the sphere, a path is laid out on the floor which takes you from display to display.

An Array of yarns and fabrics colored with Stone dyes, and an explanation of their chemistry and uniqueness.

A display of Gribbleflotz Aeolean transformers bringing the sounds of the ether to the ears of man.

A miniature of the Stone greenhouses with a small greenhouse lit from above by electrics in which is grown a regularly replaced example of the dwarf Cannabis that is Stone's gift to the world.

An example of an Aluminum Pyramid with colored Corundum at the joints, with an explanation of its failure to achieve the quienta essentia humana.

[image: glassworks]A selection of Glassworks such as Herr Stone himself used to prepare LSD.

A Gribbleflotz Kirilean Aura imaging unit.

And so on, along the yellow path winding its way through the Dome in a Serpinsky space-filling fractal, the path itself a display for the creative mind, a rebirthing in the new age of the spirit labyrinth of antiquity.

Can you not see it madam? It will be MAGNIFICENT.




I tremor in anticipation of our meeting.

(scrawled) P T Gribbleflotz









October 21, 1633







Phillip Theophrastus Gribbleflotz D. Alch.

HDG Enterprizes

Jena




Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz,




I must say that your descriptive powers are amazing. Your description of your vision for the dome is absolutely extraordinary.

At the moment, however, I'm awaiting a response from my husband, so I feel that I should not make any definite commitments at the present time.

Just so that my mind is clear about this, though, I do have some questions.

Your Foaming Mastic, for instance. This foam, once painted, is waterproof? Do you know how long it will remain waterproof? If, for some reason, the paint failed, would the foam come tumbling off the roof and walls? As a foam, is it also a type of insulation, to retard the extreme cold we have been experiencing? Is it possible to paint the Foaming Mastic on both sides, or must the interior remain yellow?

I should very much like to meet you and your wife at Cora's one afternoon next week. Perhaps Wednesday? I await your response, eagerly.




Magdalena Edelmannin









October 21, 1633




Letter to Ron Stone, special delivery




Dear Ron,




Please see the attached letter from Dr. Gribbleflotz. Do you know anything about his mysterious Foaming Mastic? Do you think it will work? If it will work, we could refurbish the dome and send all of these offers and demands packing.




Mom









October 22, 1633

1:27 p.m.




Bitte, deliver to Ron Stone, und mach schnell!




Ron, can you come down to the jail and bail me out?




Dr. Gribbleflotz made a surprise visit to Grantville today and asked me to join him at Cora's to discuss his offer, and as we were talking, a woman came up to me and said she was Frieda Schultz from the Grantville Historical Preservation Society. She said she was meeting with some guy who's backing her in trying to steal our dome and make us pay for it.

She was rude and insulting to me, and I am not sure what happened, but I said some things back, and then she started yelling, and she pounded on the table and my coffee cup spilt all over my dress, and I picked up Dr. G's coffee cup and threw the coffee on her and she punched me. I threw another piece of crockery, and she threw it back, and it of course shattered. I'm not sure what happened after that.

Cora called the police and we both got arrested. Now I have a black eye, and I've been in the same holding cell with that nasty woman for three hours now. Every time we start back up, one of the jailers throws a bucket of cold water on us. And I have a black eye.

Please get me out of here.




Mom









Grantville Police Department

Incident Report




Incident Report Number: 1231634

Reporting Unit: 3A40

Reporting Officer: Officer Ernst Grüber #144

Location of Incident: Cora's

Type of Incident: Mutual Combat

Reportee: Cora (Name Redacted)

Arrestees: (Names, addresses and other personal information redacted)




Incident Narrative:




On today's date I was called to the above address to respond to an ongoing fight at Cora's. As I was already en route to the cafe, I arrived very shortly after the proprietor called for service.

On arrival, I saw two women struggling in the middle of the dining area. Both combatants were cursing and visibly upset, slipping and sliding in a pool of spilled drink and food. The one, later identified as (Booked 1) Name Redacted had the larger of the two combatants (Booked 2) Name Redacted in a head-lock and was screaming, "And that's what I think of your ideas about my home, you crazy fool!"

I called out to the combatants, ordering them to desist. They continued, the larger of the pair (Booked 2) surging upright, lifting her captor from the floor. As I picked my way through the broken pottery and dinnerware, the pair slipped or overbalanced, falling to the ground amid the mess.

With a good deal of effort, made more difficult by my desire to avoid injury to either party, I managed to separate them from one another and, concerned for my safety given the violence of their combat, I placed both parties in handcuffs.

That done, I began to assess the situation. Both were red-faced and disheveled. (Booked 2) made no complaint of pain while (Booked 1) complained that some of her hair had been pulled from her scalp and that her hip hurt from the fall.

I noted some of (Booked 1)'s hair in (Booked 2)'s fist, confirming (Booked 1)'s assertion that (Booked 2) had yanked it from her head. This discovery sparked another angry confrontation, this time of words, between the two.

Keeping them separate, I called for witnesses to inform me what they had seen and heard.

I first spoke to (Reportee/Witness 1) Cora, who informed me that she had just spoken to (Booked 1) who was seated at a table with (Reportee/Witness 2) Dr. Gribbleflotz, "minding their own business" when (Booked 2) approached and said something in a shrill tone of voice.

According to Cora:

(Booked 1) answered more calmly than "that woman from the Historical Society deserved." (Booked 2) then slammed her fist down on (Booked 1)'s table, spilling hot coffee on (Booked 1). Cora then claimed that "All hell broke loose." and that she had no recollection of exactly what came next.

I then spoke with (Reportee/Witness 2) Dr. Gribbleflotz, who told me the following:

Dr. Gribbleflotz was conversing with (Booked 1) when (Booked 2) suddenly approached and said, most disrespectfully, "Name Redacted you can't sell the dome out from under the citizens of Grantville, The Historical Society won't allow it!" and slapped the table threateningly. (Booked 1)'s drink fell into her lap, scalding her. Booked One responded by rising to her feet. As she did so, the coffee cup struck (Booked 2) in the body. (Booked 2) then punched (Booked 1) in the face. Dr. Gribbleflotz attempted to intervene, but was rendered hors de combat by a blow to his genitals. Dr. Gribbleflotz could not be certain who struck him or if the blow was intentional, and expressed a complete lack of desire to press charges against either of the booked parties.

All other witnesses confirmed Dr. Gribbleflotz and Cora's statements as to what occurred.

I arranged for transport for both parties and called for a sergeant, given the prominence of Booked 1's family. Sergeant (Scratched out) arrived and assisted.

Both parties, still angry and verbally assaultive to one another, were transported to the holding center, where I gave over custody and prepared this report. At the time of the writing of this report, the exact charges levied against both booked parties have yet to be determined.




Under penalty of perjury,

Officer Ernst Grüber #144

October 22, 1633









From the desk of Lyndon Johnson, Grantville police officer




October 22, 1633




Chief, you will just not believe this one. Just not.

Since it was dark by the time Ron Stone got here to bail out his step-mom, I—being the nice guy I am—gave them a ride out to the dome. Tom's wife was pretty huffy about it all, I have to tell you. So, anyway, she went stomping off into the dome while I spoke to Ron for a bit.

And then . . .

I don't know how to describe the sound, Chief. Blood-curdling scream doesn't quite cover it. I'm here to tell you, that Magdalena has got a set of lungs on her.

Once our ears quit ringing, Ron and I took off running into the dome.

There stood his step-mom, on top of a chair, still screaming at the top of her lungs. And all over the floor, just one rabbit after another. Fluffy bunnies, non-fluffy bunnies. Heck, mutant vampire bunnies, considering those screams. And I'm pretty sure there were a few mice, moles, voles and other assorted rodents in the mix.

Some of the rooms of the dome are pretty weirdly shaped because it's basically round.  Apparently, one of those rooms has not been used much lately, no one noticed that one spot of the floor had gotten pretty weak. And it looks like it got that way because various critters have been chewing on the flooring. There's quite a moderately good-sized hole there now. The glue on that batch of plywood must taste good to mice, or something.

Have to say, was it me, I'd think about torching that place. It's a little more run-down than people think.

My official report won't say that, of course. Although it will certainly recommend an exterminator. Several of them.




Lyndon
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MSG TO BAUMGÄRTNER:

BACK OFF OR DIE. YOU'RE CHEATING AND WE KNOW IT.

FIRST AND LAST WARNING.









October 24, 1633




Dear Magda:




I'm not sure what's going on, but my Georg is more upset than I've seen him since that family tried to get away with breaking quarantine for their kids with the chickenpox!

He came home from the office muttering something about Dr. Gribbleflotz and his crazy foam....something about "was that maniac trying to poison the whole town?"

I finally got him to calm down and talk to me about what was bothering him. He's been doing research into the "Urea Formaldehyde Insulating Foam" that you asked him about after you got the letter from Dr. Phil. Yes, the stuff is amazing for insulation, yes, it is quite waterproof to start with. The problem is that to get the stuff to work right, you have to use an excess of formaldehyde, and that stuff is nasty- we use it at the hospital as part of our 'cold sterilizing' solution, and it's also used in the lab to preserve body parts and other specimens. I know that I get a headache anytime I've got to work with it, and there are many folks at the hospital that get just plain sick if they are around it too much.

Anyhow, even after the foam sets, that formaldehyde leaks out into the air of the home- —since part of the idea to insulate with it is to cut down on the cold drafts, that means that the chemicals can build up inside your home, with nasty results. Another thing is that the foam can break down over time, again releasing more of the toxic gas.

I've not had a chance to go over the other information about it, but Georg has sent a message to Prof. Ferrara about it. Georg is going to take this to the Sanitary Commission meeting to see if anything needs to be done about getting Dr. Phil to work on a safer way to make the foam to insulate the dome (and other buildings as well!).




Kat




P.S.—I heard about your little soirée down at the Cafe! You should have invited me!

K









:note left on Magda's table:




October 24, 1633




Mom,




If you want to live in that dome after it's had formaldehyde foam in it, I would very strongly urge you to go live in the woods around a campfire. It would be better for your lungs.

Formaldehyde is, as Dad would say, stuff that's very bad karma. And living in foam that would cause more of that formaldehyde to be made would be very bad karma. It would be hard to breathe, and it would stink. And it's flammable. And if it gets wet, it molds, and the only way you can get the mold out is if you tear it out. You can probably find some of that awful yellow foam down still in the corner under the blue-green window. If any is left. We didn't want to waste a gift, and someone threw out the two cans, back when it was a do-it-yourself spray foam with twin cans.

I'm sure Dad would help you tear down the dome with his own hands, rather than have your surrounded by a fire hazard that's toxic. And you know what he thinks of wasting things, rather than reusing things. Too much stuff holds you down and causes pain, but I know he would want to minimize your pain, also.

How long ago did you write to Dad? Gerry will be back in two days. Please come over night after next. Come over, please, and we'll talk.




Ron









October 26, 1633




Dear Kat,




Well, naturally the foam is toxic! Why wouldn't it be, considering the run of bad luck I'm having lately?

So much for that idea, then. We're back to trying to figure something else out, I suppose.

Between that lunatic Frieda Schultz and her so-called historical preservation society, and her "friend," (and one wonders just how close a friend he is) Albrecht Durer and his "Ring of Fire Experience," I'm close to the end of my rope. And I got a call from the Baptist Ladies, complaining that a dance hall "isn't the impression we want to make."

What impression do they want to make, I wonder? How anyone could look at that dome and assume that up-time was as pure as some people want to make it out to be is totally beyond understanding.

Oh, and you don't know the worst yet. Once I FINALLY got bailed out of JAIL, I went to the dome to pack a bag so I could move into the Higgins. When I opened the door there was a FLOOD OF RABBITS! Hundreds of rabbits! IN MY HOUSE!!!! They chewed up the floor!

I'm never wearing angora again. Disgusting creatures, rabbits.

As well, I'm staying at the Higgins until I have a new, proper house to move into. I flatly refuse to set foot into that dome again. If there is anything that Thomas wants out of it, he'd just better get himself back here and get it, because I am not going to.

The whole place can fall down and I will stand by and cheer!

Tell me, Kat, have you got any limes? I sure could use a frozen margarita, even if there isn't any tequila anymore. Several of them. Lots and lots of them.




Sheesh!

Magda









October 26, 1633




Dear Ron,




I don't want to live in that dome at all, ever again. What is more, I have no intention of doing so.

I'm going to live at the Higgins, or I'm going to travel with your father, or I'm going to have a proper house somewhere, but I'm not setting foot in that dome again.

It has rabbits, mice, mold, mildew and leaks. NEVER. AGAIN.

Yes, I will be there night after next. Not at the dome. At your house. I'll be glad to see Gerry.

I truly don't know why your father hasn't answered my letter yet. There's been plenty of time.




Mom









Hardegg, Selfisch, & Krapp

From the Desk of Hermann Krapp




October 27, 1633







From: Hermann Krapp

To: A. N. D. Wulff




Andy, what the hell are you doing? Let my client Frau Schultz off the hook, will you? She doesn't have the money to defend a civil suit (trust me, I'm doing this pro bono for The Grantville Historical Preservation Society) and as far as that goes, your client didn't exactly sit there and take it. She was a willing participant in the mutual assault, both at Cora's and later in the jail. And she has deep pockets.

Let's all settle down, and be friendly and play nice, okay? Frau Schultz is willing to apologize for her behavior and also said the GHPS had no further interest in preserving the Stonehaus dome. She noted that the technology exists downtime now, and the Stonehaus dome is likely not going to be unique much longer. I understand the dancehall contingent is asking for a building permit for a large geodesic dome structure of their own.

So let Frau Schultz off the civil suit too, will you?




Hermann









October 27, 1633




Lyle




Here's the latest article from the local news writer for tomorrow's Local Interest column. Good stuff, man—I'm still laughing at it.




Paul

Ass't Editor, Grantville Times




=================================================================




Grand Times in Grantville

- by Dunkin Winchell

I reported last week on all the talk and discussions (arguments) that have been going on about the geodesic dome out at the Lothlorien company property, and how Frau Edelmannin is thinking about having it torn down as an eyesore and a safety hazard. You all know how some sorts in town just keep sticking their noses in everyone else's business, and some of those sorts were just having a high old time trying to find some way to not only save the dome, but also make the Stones pay for moving it and fixing it up. Feelings been getting pretty wound up over this. Even the League of Women Voters was having meetings about it.

Well, last Saturday the whole hoo-raw blew up like a volcano, like that there Vesuvius down in Italy. It seems that Frau Edelmannin was having what you might call a business meeting in Cora's with Herr Doctor Phillip Theophrastus Gribbleflotz (ain't that a moniker?) talking about that very thing. It seems that the good doctor is one of what you might call the interested parties. And so far, from what some little birds have whispered in my ear, he's about the only one who's gone so far as to lay some moola on the table.

Anyways, like I said, Frau E and Dr. P were sitting across the table from each other talking business, when up walks this Frieda Schultz woman, looking like Sally Hardeman did back in my senior year when she entered into the drug store and caught Biff Richards sharing a large triple-malted vanilla shake with Mary Colleti. And just like Sally did, Frau Schultz commences to screeching at the top of her lungs about how Frau Edelmannin couldn't sell the dome and that she and her friends were going to see to it that it wouldn't happen. And Frau E, not taking too kindly to Frau S's tone of voice, let it be known that if she chose to sell it, there wasn't nothing that Frau E could do about it, so there.

Well, that just seemed to ruffle Frau S's feathers all over, so she picked up Frau E's coffee cup and tossed the coffee in her face. To which Frau E responded in a very Biblical manner by tossing Dr. G's coffee into Frau S's face. And at that point, the fight was on!

The first blow was struck when Frau S scooped up a saucer full of apple pie slice and pitched it in the general direction of Frau E. Frau E dodged the pie, and retaliated by sliding Dr. G's slice of blueberry pie (complete with whipped cream) out from under the good man's fork—before he could even get his first bite—and lobbed it at her opponent. Direct hit! (Note to Frau S—you don't look good in dark blue, honey.)

After that, they closed in to the clinch. Fists were flailing, tables were being jostled, food was flying everywhere, folks were scrambling out of the way, when suddenly Frau S had a big handful of Frau E's hair and yanked a hank of it right out. Well, that escalated the conflict, let me tell you! Frau E reared back and threw a big old punch right in Frau S's bread basket, then grabbed her in a headlock—chokehold, actually—and looked for all the world like she was going to launch out into a Texas Bull-dogging move like that Kerry fellow used to do in the wrestling shows and plant Frau S's face right in the middle of someone's hot beef sandwich laying in its glorious gravyness in the middle of the floor.

I was getting 3 to 2 odds on Frau E at that point, when the police showed up. Fellow named Grüber; tall, lean, looked more like he came from Dallas than from Bamberg or Jena. He took a moment to see what was going on, then he waded right in and had them separated and handcuffed before anyone else had a clue what was going on.

It was about that time we all noticed that Dr. G was laying on the floor in the middle of someone's strawberry-rhubarb pie, which had made a real mess of his brand new Lemon Yellow with DayGlo Orange Damask Jacket. (Don't you just love a man with a sense of style?) He was clutching himself and moaning. Seems he'd tried to break up the fight, and took a shot to the family jewels for his trouble. He may be one educated fellow, but seems like he's missing on the common sense. Trying to break up a good girl fight; silly guy. He's lucky they were both down-timers wearing sensible shoes. He could have had four-inch spike heels putting holes in his personal skin.

Anyway, that was pretty much the end of it, except that Frau S and Frau E kept spitting at each other like two horny tomcats. Although another little bird tells me that the jailers just about had to pull out the fire hose to keep the two of them under control before they got bailed out.

That was the most fun I've had since Hulk Hogan won Wrestlemania III! I don't know what we'll do for excitement next week.

Anybody know if Officer Grüber is married? I just truly admire a strong man in a uniform.




— 30 —









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

From the Desk of A. N. D. Wulff




October 28, 1633







From: A. N. D. Wulff

To: Hermann Krapp




Hermann,




I'm sorry, but my client is not agreeable to granting your request. Above and beyond the events of the food fight at Cora's and the cat fight in the jail (in both of which I would argue that my client was reacting to your client's provocations), your client has a demonstrated pattern of being, shall we say, overly assertive with my client. In other words, your client's attitudes, statements, and actions constitute a significant pain in my client's gluteus maximus, and have cost her time and money. Yes, I know Frau Schultz wants to apologize, and will no doubt promise that she won't do it again. But frankly, we have no reason to trust her, so we intend to keep a little leverage in place to nudge her to keep to the straight and narrow path.

If your client does what she says—apologizes, keeps quiet about my client and her business affairs, doesn't interfere with my client's life, businesses, and particularly the disposition of the dome—we'll leave the civil suit in limbo. No action, no additional motions, etc. And, after the Stones have made final disposition of the dome--conveyances executed and handed over, purchase price paid, dome is removed from the Stones' property—we'll drop the civil suit. Word of honor.

On the other hand, if Frau Schultz steps out of line at all—any word or action, anytime, anywhere, that touch on my client's family or business in any way—before the disposition of the dome is finalized, that civil suit will resurrect immediately, and I'll have your client served with a restraining order so stiff she'll have to move to Jerusalem to be in compliance.

Make sure your client understands this clearly, Hermann. After the last week or so my client has had, I'm in a "take no prisoners" mood. Frau Schultz really does not want to attract my attention right now.

See you at the bar meeting next week.




Andy









October 29, 1633







From Frau Frieda Schultz

To Frau Magdalena Edelmannin

Stonehaus

Grantville




Dear Frau Edelmannin,




At the advice of my attorney, Hermann Krapp, and of my own free will, I wish to give you my most sincere apology for my behavior at Cora's Coffee Shop yesterday, and after that, in the jail. Whatever you may think of me, I am not normally such a b*tch. Please forgive me. I got carried away with the thought of saving a piece of unique up-time architecture.

I have been informed of the actual state of the building. Rabbits, mice, mold, mushrooms, eeeech. I completely understand why you wished to tear it down, and I am able to tell you that the Grantville Historical Preservation Society will not stand in your way if you choose to destroy the dome.

I would be grateful, however, if you would please retract the criminal complaint your attorney filed against me so that I can be released from this cell.




Yours most abjectly,

Frau Frieda Schultz









GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

From the Desk of A. N. D. Wulff




October 31, 1633







Magda—




Written apology from the Shultz woman attached. I told you it would work. I'll talk to the public prosecutor about dismissing the criminal charges. That will keep her out of jail and let her recover her bail money, but again I suggest we not move too fast in dropping the civil charges. Having a bit of leverage over this woman until the dome situation is settled one way or the other may still prove to be prudent.

Have you decided if you're going to accept the offer from the Thuringen Gardens to buy the dome? If the preservation society backs off, that may be the only other real option on the table. I won't believe the tourist society offer is real until they put their money on the table. Same for Dr. Gribbleflotz.

I still haven't heard all the sordid details about your little adventure. Portia hadn't put the lasagna in the oven when we got the word what had happened, so she put it back in the refrigerator. Say the word, and it can go in the oven tonight and you can tell Portia all the good bits that didn't make it into the newspaper accounts over a good dinner. She'll make me break out the really good wine for this.




Andy









October 31, 1633




Frau Schultz—




Very well, Frau Schultz. I'll drop the assault charge, but not the civil suit. Not yet.

Do, please, for your own good, stay away from me and mine.




M. Edelmannin

Stonehaus









October 31, 1633




Andy, tell Portia that I'll be there tomorrow. And break out a couple of bottles of the good stuff. It's been a really long couple of weeks. Maybe my luck will change since tonight is All Hallow's Eve.




Magda









Neustatter's European Security Services

6732 Route 250

Grantville, Marion County




October 31, 1633







Albert Baumgärtner

Marion County Tax Assessors Office

Government Haus

High Street

Grantville, Marion County




Dear Sir,




Neustatter's European Security Services regrets to inform you that our schedule is nearly full. We are unable to provide enough personnel to mount both day and night guard for an indefinite period.

We recommend one of the larger security contractors.




Sincerely,

Astrid Schäubin, for Edgar Neustatter









handwritten note attached to letter:




Neustatter:




I replied to the tax office. I didn't see any reason to actually say that the "larger security contractor" you recommended was Holk, on the grounds that he and the Tax Office have a similar rapacious attitude. I don't need the extra investigation and paperwork that would cause.




Astrid









November 2, 1633







TO: All regularly scheduled publications in the USE

TO: All Broadcast radio stations

TO: Grantville Cablecasting News




For Immediate Release




HDG Enterprizes wishes to announce the formation of its newest subsidiary Gribbleflotz Tensegrity Domes.

Beginning with the forthcoming construction of the Gribbleflotz Museum of Science and Industry, and available to all interested parties, GTD will be contracting for the construction of true C60 style - Buckminster Fullerene domes in either 1/2 or 2/3 sphere configurations.

Domes will be available in a variety of diameters from twenty to one hundred feet span. As such, they will be perfect for any use requiring or which would benefit from a column-free span.

GTD domes will be built following the prescriptions of the great up-time realizer Buckminster Fuller who was the first to recognize this patterns ability to combine minimal materials with maximal strength.

Dome will be available covered with a variety of materials, and sealed in a variety of ways. Domes which are not intended as personal residences can benefit from the application of a layer of Gribbleflotz Foaming Mastic as a sealant and adhesive over the outside of the dome before covering with linen and sealing with an oil paint.

Exterior decoration, including both advertising and decorative murals are also available via Gribbleflotz Enterprises contracting ability with some of the best muralists known downtime, based on research of their works in the up-time library.

Interested parties should contact GTD at Gribbleflotz Enterprises in Jena.
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GRUBB WURMB & WULFF

Non Illegitimi Carborundum

From the Desk of A. N. D. Wulff




November 3, 1633







Magda—




Thanks for dropping by Saturday night. We enjoyed having you over, and I can't remember the last time I laughed so hard. Your accounts of the food fight and the jail fight were hilarious. My ribs are still sore from laughing. I'm glad you were able to keep a good sense of humor about all this.

Enclosed is another bottle of that Hungarian white wine you liked so well. Enjoy it in good health.

I'll send you a formal report on the tax matter in a couple of days. No real movement on it yet, basically.

Stay in touch with Portia. She really enjoys her times with you. And the next time you need bail, just call me, okay?




Andy









November 5, 1633




Dear Andy and Portia,




I had a wonderful time. And Portia's new chopped salad with bleu cheese dressing was just amazing! I must have that recipe, please.

As soon as I get into a real house, I'll have you two over for a meal.

In the meantime, however, why don't you meet me at the Higgins on Friday evening? I'll get you two a room for the night and we'll have dinner there. I have to say, the food there is fabulous most of the time.




Magda









County of Marion

Office of Tax Assessor

Government Haus, #109

High Street

Grantville




November 11, 1633







A. N. D. Wulff, Partner

Grubb Wurmb & Wulff

Grantville




Dear Sir,




With reference to our proposed audit of the records of your clients Tom Stone and Lothlorien Farbenwerke and Pharmaceuticals, please be advised that after additional review of the matter, the assessor's office has determined that former Assistant to the Assessor Herr Baumgärtner was mistaken in his interpretation of both the facts of the situation and of the applicable statutes. Consequently, the proposed audit has been canceled. Also, attached you will find a cancellation notice which nullifies the invoice for $375.00 that was presented by letter from Herr Baumgärtner dated September 27, 1633.

The office of the assessor apologizes for any inconvenience that may have been caused in this matter.

It may be of some interest to you to know that Mr. Baumgärtner suddenly announced that he had inherited property from a very distant relative in Krakow, Poland, resigned his position, and left town immediately, leaving no forwarding address.

Please feel free to contact us for any desired clarification of this issue. We trust that this resolution will be acceptable to your clients.




Winifred Grüber

Assistant to the Assessor









Afterword:  Back in 2012, on the 1632 Tech board, someone asked for a writing cue, an opening line. It was suggested that Tom Stone hadn't paid taxes on his, ah, crop. This was followed by a letter from the tax office and then by a reply from Tom's wife Magda.  Lots of folks joined in with their own characters.  It's an epistolary story that was written in the round.  David Carrico compiled the posts and edited them into a coherent storyline.  The story includes contributions from Paula Goodlett, Rick Boatright, David Carrico, Walt Boyes, Charles Krin, Kerryn Offord, Griffin Barber, Laura Runkle, Stephen St. Onge, and Bjorn Hasseler.














Letters of Thanks by Bret Hooper

[image: banner]







"Look at this, Leopold!" his wife Potentiana called.

Leopold Cavriani took the letter and read it with growing delight and excitement:




Coudenberg Palace

Brussels, Netherlands

November 22, 1634




Cavriani Frères

Geneva




Dear Sirs:




Please be so kind as to deliver Our letter of thanks (enclosed) to Mr. Marc Cavriani, for his gallant protection and assistance to Our seamstress, Susanna Allegretti. He may well have saved her life (and she his). Thank you.

Her narration of their adventure has aroused my curiosity: I wonder what services Cavriani Frères could offer to Our House and to Our people, were you to establish an office here in Brussels. Should one of you visit Brussels, we would welcome the opportunity to meet with him and to discuss whether such an office might be mutually beneficial. If so, please send this letter with him to facilitate him gaining an audience with us.




Sincerely,




Berendt van Hoopfen, secretary

On behalf of HM Maria Anna, Queen in the Netherlands, etc.




"I think it would be best if we bring this to Alis' attention immediately, since she is already established in Rotterdam. Please take care of it, my dear, while I write a quick note to Marc to send along in the packet to Naples."




Mme. Alis t'ser Haag

Cavriani Frères

Rotterdam




My dearest sister-in-law,




Please see the enclosed copy of a communication from the royal court in Brussels addressed to Leopold, with my annotations. Given the strong connections that the Rotterdam branch has long established with the court of the Stadhouder, this avenue of expansion appears promising. Let me know your thoughts as quickly as possible. All our best to our delightful little nieces. They must be growing so fast.




Affectionately,




Potentiana in Geneva, on behalf of Leopold







Maria Anna, Queen in the Netherlands

c/o Berendt van Hoopfen, secretary




Your Majesty,




[image: Rotterdam]In response to your flattering invitation of last month, I beg leave to draw to your attention that Cavriani Frères has an established branch in Rotterdam, founded by my late brother Lorenzo and now capably conducted by his widow, Mme. Alis t'ser Haag on behalf of their minor heirs. May I be so bold as to suggest that the established ties of this branch of our enterprise with the court of Stadhouder Fredrik Hendrik, now the "first gentleman" of the united Netherlands, may be of assistance in combining the financial operations of the new government, particularly since Mme. t'ser Haag was herself born in Brussels and her family has connections to several firms in the city. I have urged her to contact your representatives promptly.




With humble gratitude,




Leopold Cavriani

Cavriani Frères

Geneva




****

"Letters for you, Marc. One looks important."




"Thank you, Mr. Penelli." Marc took the letters eagerly, but his eagerness all but evaporated when he saw that neither was from Susanna. She wouldn't have such an impressive-looking seal or such fine paper. He set the letter from his father aside and opened the 'important' one carefully. His eagerness returned in full force at the sight of the first line:




Coudenberg Palace

Brussels, Netherlands

November 22, 1634







Mr. Marc Cavriani:




Thank you. Susanna Allegretti has arrived safely in Brussels. Our heartfelt thanks to you for your gallant protection and assistance.

Should you ever be in Brussels, please come visit us here at the palace, where we can thank you personally. Bring this letter to get you past the gatekeepers.




Sincerely,




Berendt van Hoopfen, secretary

[image: queen]On behalf of HM Maria Anna, Queen in the Netherlands etc.







Susanna's name wasn't really written in bold, but Marc's heart supplied the emphasis.

"It must be very good news," Leonardo Penelli remarked as he saw the transformation of Marc's face from eagerness to brief disappointment to joy.

"Susanna got there safely and the queen herself—well, her secretary, at least–has written to thank me!" Marc replied, as he opened the letter from his father.




Cavriani Frères

Geneva




Dear Marc,




Please note the enclosed correspondence. Your Uncle Lorenzo was a competent enough manager during his sadly abbreviated life, but your Aunt Alis is far more than merely competent. In addition, it is possible that the Queen in the Netherlands will be intrigued to encounter a financial firm managed by a woman, although, of course, Cavriani Frères is a minor and modest "blip," as the up-timers say, compared to a truly influential enterprise such as Thurn et Taxis. We shall wait and see if anything comes of it.




Affectionately,




Papa














Three Stooges by Brad Banner

[image: banner]







Late Spring, 1632

Dr. Les Blocker snorted moonshine out of both nostrils. Gagging and coughing, he spat the liquor out on the floor of his screened porch. “Dammit all, even the batches of shine taste different since the Ring of Fire and this batch tastes like burnt billy goat assholes. The sun comes up in the wrong place. Much of my family was left up-time. I’ve volunteered to be one-half of the face of up-time veterinary medicine. Like two people are going to educate new vets, preserve centuries of progress in treating animals, treat hurt and sick animals of multiple species,  and keep animal and human disease epidemics out of Grantville and the area.  Well I can either keep dragging my dobber in the dirt about it or get on with it as best I can.” 

Les was startled out of his reverie by his wife, Ruth Ann, calling him. “Les, you gone deaf, dinner is on the table. “  She and his grown daughter Leslie were already seated at the kitchen table. The two women could be twins – a generation apart. Both were tall, thin, and lean-faced.  Unlike Les, who was short, round-faced, and tending toward fat.  They always tried to share as many meals together as they could. Leslie began the banter that the family had shared for years. “How’s my favorite Daddy?”

“The only one you have,” Les replied. “Unless your Momma has a secret.”

Ruth Ann winked at Leslie. “Well that garbage man was one fine-looking man.”

“Hung like a Missouri mule, too,” added Les. Sometimes it was the garbage man, or the meter reader, or the milkman (even though they never had a milkman).  Though Les was a good Christian man, he had never been a prude. His colorful language and “for mature audiences only” stories were something of a legend in Grantville. Ruth Ann and various Baptist ministers and deacons quit trying to reform that part of him years ago.

Today’s early supper was poke salat, squash casserole, plus ham and redeye gravy. Washed down with milk from their Jersey cow.

As they ate Les noticed that Leslie was quieter than normal.  “Everything OK with Jeff? Do I need to show him the Burdizzos?”

Leslie laughed and shook her head. “No Dad, remember I told you – no burdizzos, especially with fiancés. I remember when you showed it to Harry Lefferts when he worked for you in high school. He wasn’t worried until you told him it was for castrating cattle without breaking the skin. I thought he was going to pass out.”

“Oh lord,” Les said. “What was I thinking of when I let Harry, Cory Joe, and Darryl work here together. It’s a wonder that the clinic is still standing. Just the fist fights among them… Those three could fu… errr mess up a rock fight. Looks like those three stooges turned out OK though, just a little wild.”

“I believe that every wild child in Grantville worked at the clinic some time or other,” Ruth Ann said. “You never seemed to hire any good kids.”

“Pass the poke salat please, Ruth Anne. Those good kids didn’t need the money or direction. And I know what it's like to be a wild child.” Les handed the bowl to Leslie. “Want some greens, your Momma assured me she boiled them three times and isn’t trying to poison us.  So if it isn’t Snider, why so glum?”

[image: plant]“Dad, you know I don’t like poke salat. It’s Dr. Adams. His wife and kids being left up-time is bothering him more than he lets on. Plus, all the extra jobs he's been doing since the RoF.  Can you talk to him? You’re the best grief guru I know. Ever since Emma was killed in the car wreck up-time, you've been so good with people that've lost family. I don’t think Momma and me could have stood it without you or stood losing Hoss, Dan, Mary Jo, Jean and the kids when they were left up-time”.

Les got up from the table and put his dirty dishes in the sink then headed to the  bedroom. “I’ll see what I can do. I’ve got to work on me first.”

Ruth Ann motioned a puzzled Leslie into the living room. “I’m getting really worried about your Daddy. He sits on the porch and stares into the distance, sipping his tea. Sipping shine too when he thinks I’ve gone to bed. He won’t say boo about it, since he thinks he has to be strong for everyone else. You didn’t know about it, but when your sister was killed by the drunk driver, he nearly went crazy. Drank and drank and drank. Had bad dreams again from his time in Vietnam as a USAID veterinarian. One really bad night, I found him getting his ‘SKS’ out of the closet, the one the Green Beret sergeant gave him. He said ‘that sorry MF burnt my baby up’. I had to get down on my knees and beg him to think of us if he went to prison. The truth was I wanted that SOB dead too, but we had to think of you kids.”

“Whatever happened to that boy that ran into Emma?” Leslie asked. “Did he ever get out of prison?”

“He never went to prison,” Ruth Ann replied. “He got out of jail on bail and just up and disappeared, left the country I reckon, his people never did hear from him again. I hope he fell down a mine shaft.”

“Anyway, soon after the gun deal, Les put down the bottle and the dreams mostly went away. He began helping other folks who had lost a loved one. It was his ministry. He hasn’t been doing any counseling since the Ring of Fire. The dreams have started again and he calls out to the kids in his sleep.”

Their conversation was interrupted by a knock on their front door. When he opened the door, Les saw an obviously agitated cavalryman. It was one of the three young military farriers that were recently accepted as veterinary students.   “Mr. Oliver, what can I do for you.”

The tall, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned Ulster Scot trooper replied, “Dr. Alexander sent me to fetch you, we all think we have some remount horses with glanders in the quarantine pen.”

“Let me tell my wife where I’m going,” Les rushed down the hall into the living room.  “Well, it’s started, Ben has found glanders in some cavalry remounts. I wondered how long it would take for it to show up”.

Leslie looked puzzled.“ What’s glanders? I’ve never heard of it.”

“It is a very deadly and contagious bacterial disease of horses and people,” Les explained. “It was eliminated from the US is why you never heard of it. I better get going, the sooner we can get rid of the infected horses the better.”

****

On his arrival at the quarantine pens, Les saw his colleague, Dr Bentley Alexander, in mask and gloves, royally chewing out the other two military farriers. Ben looked like the Marlboro Man. Tall, wiry build, high cheekbones – in his usual attire of jeans, khaki shirt, and Resistol cowboy hat.  Sgt. Robert  MacGregor, the horseshoeing instructor, also properly attired, was vigorously adding his two bits.   Robert was the red-haired Scottish version of Ben. Since the troopers were not wearing masks and gloves,  Les had a pretty good idea what the butt-chewing was about.

“Howdy Les,” his fellow veterinarian said, “You know what these three were doing? They were examining the glandered horses without using their gear before Sgt MacGregor and I got here. Well, Mr. Oliver was using gloves, which is why he got to go get you.” “Bloody idjits.” added MacGregor.

Les motioned to the three abashed troopers. “I’ll talk to you shit-for-brains in a minute.”  He turned to Dr. Alexander, “You think the horses have glanders, Ben?”

“Yeah, I do,” Ben answered, “the boys think so, so does Sergeant MacGregor”.

Les once again faced the three young farriers. “What part of ‘you will wear protective gear around glandered horses’ did you three stooges not understand?  Three stooges fits you three. Mr. Ross Oliver, your name is now Mo.  Mr. Daniel Banner your name is now Curly. Mr. Lawrence McDonald you name is now, uhm, Shemp.”

Hearing the chuckles from the other masked and gloved veterinary students, who were sitting on the corral fence watching the show, Dr. Blocker turned on them in full fury. “All y’all pissants get your asses over here right damn now.”  Dust flew as the students sprinted over to him.   He asked, “Ms. Clinter, did you recognize the glanders in the horses”?

“No sir, I didn’t,” she answered.

“These boys did,” he said as he pointed to the troopers. “Mr. Harr, can people get infected with glanders?”

“Yes sir, they can,” the student replied.

“What happens to people with glanders of the respiratory system, Mr. Schmidt?”

“They die, Herr Doctor.”

Les nodded his head. “Right, they die, yet none of you made sure that your classmates were properly protected before handling the horses. Look folks, Dr. Alexander, Sgt. MacGregor and I’ve told you over and over that you’re all in this together.  You each have your strengths so you have to help and teach each other. We aren’t going to wash one of you out of the program. One flunks, you all flunk and this program shuts down for good. OK, let’s look at the horses.”

Les put on a mask and gloves then led the group over to a small herd of horses. He saw that some of the animals were very, very ill. Most had ropey nasal discharge and lumps on various parts of their body.  Some showed no signs of infection.  “Dr. Alexander, would you lead us through medical rounds about these horses?”

“Glad to Doctor.” Ben pointed to the horses.  “Mr. Oliver, please show us the lesions that we usually see in glanders.”

“See these large ulcers in the nose, those are typical for glanders,” the student explained. “When combined with the thick pus coming from the nose, you know it is glanders.  See the thick swellings on the head and neck of the next horse over. They look like ropes under the skin. That’s the skin form of glanders.”

“Good,” the doctor said. “Mr. Banner, what are some other common names for glanders and how is it transmitted?”

[image: horse butt]“We Germans call it Rotz and the skin swelling is sometimes called farcy by English speakers,” the young man said. “The bacteria that causes the disease is spread by droplets in the air from the horse sneezing and coughing. It can also be spread by direct contact of the pus from the nose and the skin swellings to the skin of an animal or person. The bacteria can live in the environment on a feed bucket or fence post for some time.”

Ben was pacing back and forth, his brow furrowed. “Very good, Mr. Banner. Mr. McDonald, how do you tell the difference between glanders and more common diseases like horse strangles?”

The young man, who was built like a pro linebacker, said in his thick Scottish brogue, “The usual strangles only has knots under the jaw and never has the sores in the nose. Sometimes it’s very hard to tell bastard strangles from the farcy. If they have knots all over it could be either. In that case you have to wait till the ropes form from one knot to another. Then you know it is farcy. And the pus is more cheesy and thick with strangles usually.”

Ben nodded. “Good summary, Mr. McDonald. Ms. Clinter, tell us the dangers of glanders to people.”

“If people get the respiratory or systemic forms of the disease they will probably die. Even up-time antibiotics don’t work well against glanders in any form. The cutaneous form is often disfiguring and requires the abscesses be drained multiple times over several months.”

Ben wrote a note on the clipboard he usually carried while teaching. “You did a good job of hitting the high points, Ms. Clinter. I may have told y’all this before, but in the first up-time veterinary school – in France in the 1700s – there were multiple fatalities among students and faculty studying glanders. Everyone get a good look at all the horses. Let’s get some good photos of the horses and of the lesions.”

As the students moved toward the horses, the doctor turned to his colleagues. “Sgt MacGregor, could you tell your glanders horror stories again?”

“Be glad to doctor,” said the sergeant.

“Scare the piss out of them, Robert, I don’t want one of our students dying because they don’t take the disease serious enough.”

The sergeant grinned. “Oh, I always try to make my lads and lassies wet themselves at least once a day.”

Ben watched as Les walked over to the fence and stared into the distance between the fence rails. It wasn’t like Les to stay upset about anything for very long.  When Ben worked for Les as an undergraduate, Les had chewed him out plenty of times, but five minutes later the older vet would be laughing and cutting up.  Les’s sense of humor seemed to have been mostly left behind after the Ring of Fire. Ben ambled over to the fence and put his hand on Les’s shoulder. “Students pull stupid stunts,” he said “That’s a given. Remember the dumb stuff I used to do?”

“I can’t stand to lose anybody else,” Les said. “I’ve tried, but I just can’t get past leaving my sons and grandkids behind. It’s bringing back things that I would rather forget, Emma for one. Damn it, I know all the right things to say to folks that lose someone, but they aren’t helping me the least little bit. Makes me wonder if I’ve been talking nonsense to them all these years. I know it’s irrational, but I can’t shake the gloom, if that make any sense. The thought of losing one of these kids, to anything, is too much to bear.”

Seeing his friend and mentor in pain disturbed Ben. All he could think of to say were clichés, but he felt compelled to try. “The students aren’t kids. They’re young adults that are responsible for their own actions. We can’t hold their hands or they’ll never learn to think. And that’s one of our goals – to make them think critically.  I’m sorry about Hoss and the others left behind after the Ring of Fire. There are just no words that are adequate. I miss Hoss, even though the silly rascal spent all his time getting me in trouble.” Ben hugged Les close, whispering “We need you, boss man. Hang in there, we’ll get it all figured out. Just like the students, we’re in this together. You hurt, I hurt.”

With all the conflicting emotions Les could barely speak. “Thanks,” he said, “I didn’t mean to lay all that on you. I’ll either get over it or not. Just need some time, I guess.” Les doubted that time would heal his wounds this time, but didn’t want his friend to worry.

****

Les watched the five horse traders who owned the glandered horses striding stiffly toward the students and Sgt. MacGregor. “Looks like trouble,” he said to Ben. “You armed?”

“Yep,” said Ben, “so is Robert and have you ever seen the farriers without the new play pretties we gave them? You?”

Les grinned and patted his revolver. “Never leave home without it.”

Les heard the demanding voice of the roughest-looking trader, an Englishman, well before he and Ben walked up to the group. He looked more like a hardened mercenary than a horse trader. The man addressed the sergeant. “If you won’t buy the horses, give them back and we’ll find other buyers that are interested.”

“Nay, not in Grantville you won’t and the poor animals that are near dead won’t be going anywhere again,” Sgt. MacGregor said. “I saw you read the signs about diseased animals by the gate. You had your chance to turn about, but didn’t take it.”   The Englishman made a show of opening his coat to reveal a couple of horse pistols. Sergeant MacGregor winked at Mr. McDonald standing beside him. Banner and Oliver had made their way behind the men. The rest of the students were making a semi-circle around the small band of traders.

“I’m glad to see that the sergeant has been teaching y’all more than just horseshoeing,” Les said to the students. To the traders he said, “The very sick horses will be humanely shot and burned. All the other horses, including the ones you are riding will be branded on the left jaw with the letter G, for glanders. No one from Grantville will buy the branded horses. And we hope that soon nobody anywhere will buy disease-branded animals.  If you try to resist the order, it will be done anyway and you will be permanently barred from Grantville.”

The Englishman said, “I’ve never heard of such nonsense.” Les was about to reply when Sgt MacGregor pointed to the man and said “Don’t give me that shite, I’ve seen you trading horses to King Gustav’s army. You’re lucky Colonel Stock isn’t here yet, he would simply hang you from the nearest tree. These Americans are a wee bit more tolerant of the likes of you than the colonel is.”

The head trader began gasping for breath and there were loud murmurs from the other traders. “Rittmeister Stock is coming here? When?”

“Aye, soon,” the sergeant replied. “And it’s Colonel Stock now. He’s a horse marshal in King Gustav’s army. He’s eager to exchange ideas with the doctors.”

The horse traders’ attitude changed from arrogant to cringing in seconds. “We will be glad to cooperate with whatever you gentlemen decide,” said the head trader. “Colonel Stock doesn’t have to hear of this does he?”

Les was pleased that there was no shooting. He said, “We’ll discuss it among ourselves, but I think we can handle it without involving the Colonel this time. Don’t ever bring diseased animals to Grantville again. Understood? I recommend shooting all the animals with glanders, they will infect your own mounts if you keep them long enough.”

The horse trader looked puzzled. “Infect?” he asked. “What do you mean?”

Les always looked for chances to educate people about the science of diseases, so he took his time explaining glanders and infectious diseases in general to the traders. When he was done with his lecture he said, “Do you have any questions? I know you may have a hard time believing that invisible organisms are responsible for such things as glanders, but it is absolutely true. We know beyond doubt that it’s true.”

The horse traders were still somewhat bewildered after the doctor’s lecture, but the leader was quick to say, “We believe you Doctor. Please, you will tell Colonel Stock that we believe you?”

Les was puzzled and annoyed but saw that it was very important to the man. He said, “I’ll see to it personally.”

The traders were all very loud and enthusiastic in thanking Les. Les glanced over at Sgt MacGregor. The sergeant was at attention and grinning broadly. Les knew that when MacGregor looked like that, he was suppressing either a laughing or screaming fit. He heard a humming sound coming from deep in the sergeant’s throat. Humming meant laughter, strangled growling noises meant screaming. So Robert was amused. Les would have to ask him about that later.

Ben, seeing Les’s bemusement and MacGregor’s amusement, took charge of the situation.  He said, “Dr. Blocker, I’ll get the students and these gentlemen to lead the diseased horses over to the burn pit.”

Ben led the group to a remote area screened by trees and well away from running water. This was the first time that all of the students were involved in mass euthanasia, so Ben hoped that everything would go smoothly. He turned to the three farriers. “Since y’all have done this before you’ll help me with the first horses.” To everyone he said, “The way we do this is draw a line from the base of one ear to the inside corner of the opposite eye. Then we do the same from the base of the other ear. Where those lines cross is our target. Hold the gun as perpendicular to the target as possible. Done correctly, the horse will be dead before it hits the ground. Respect the animal and respect the procedure. Euthanasia is the last good thing that we can do for God’s creatures who have served us and have often been our friends. It’s never to be taken casually or lightly. Harden your mind to what must be done. But don’t harden your heart. Let’s get on with it.”

Shooting the horses went as well as any very unpleasant procedure can go. Several students had tears in their eyes well before all the horses were shot, but all did their parts. Ben was pleased at how gentle and respectful the students were in handling the animals.  The bodies were pushed into the pit, covered with tree limbs and burned.

The horses that the traders kept, which showed no signs of disease, were hot-branded on the jaw.  Ben watched as the students handled the horses. Sgt. MacGregor supervised the branding. Les had the traders laughing in another part of the corral as he told ribald stories and jokes. Ben walked over to the Sgt and students.  “Someday, we’ll have enough dry ice or liquid nitrogen to do cold branding instead of hot branding. It doesn’t hurt as bad and doesn’t scar horse’s thin skins as much.” He called to Les, “I’m going to send the students who aren’t on duty on home. It’s beer-thirty.” Les nodded and waved as he continued to talk with the traders.

Ben had a special assignment in mind for the students. “I want y’all to break up into at least three teams. Make sure that there are up-timers and down-timers in each group. I want a paper from each group about all aspects of glanders, tuberculosis, brucellosis, and rinderpest from both up-time and down-time perspectives.  Those are the diseases we must keep out of the Grantville area at all costs.  The paper is due in two weeks.”   There were half-serious groans from the students. Ben grinned his best grin at them.  “What? You think you already have enough to do? Poor babies. Get on home or wherever”.  The students left the corral chattering and carrying on like a flock of crows. No doubt they were headed to the nearest watering hole to imbibe some liquid refreshment. Vet students never passed up liquid rounds where the day’s cases were discussed with the aid of beer and whisky.

Les watched the horse traders riding and leading their remaining animals away from Grantville as the sun went down behind the hills.  “Nothing like a good dirty joke to calm down an irritated horse trader. Same as back in West Virginia. That Englishman leading them worries me though, one minute he was acting like he wanted to kiss my ass and the next kick it.”  He smiled and shook his head. “Ben, would you make a report about today’s activities to Willie Ray and the agricultural committee? I’ll brief Dr. Adams and the medical committee. Robert, if you don’t have anything better to do, could you make sure the students heading to the beer joint behave themselves. It’s been almost a month since the three stooges cleared out a bar. Those boys like to scrap. I don’t want to bail them out of jail again.”

Robert laughed and shook his head, “I never mind sitting in a pub, but when those lads get the bit between their teeth, it is hard to whoa them. I could beat them bloody and work them half to death, but that only lasts a wee bit. After the last ruckus, I had a little talk with them. I told them if they continued in their foolish ways, I had no choice but to tell Colonel Stock about it.  They’ve behaved better since.”

“That reminds me,” said Les, “Is he a nine-foot tall ogre that eats babies for breakfast? I know he's your commanding officer and is one of King Gustav’s horse marshals. Should I regret sending him a letter asking him to visit Grantville? ”

“Nay, he’s no ogre, though he doesn’t mind if dishonest sutlers and horse traders think so. He hanged a horse trader that sold glandered horses to the Swedish army. But that was more because several of his men got sick and a couple of them died. I was one of the ones that got sick. My cousin died. We were careless in handling the horses even though he had taught us better.  He is the best officer I’ve ever served under. He cares about his men enough that he won’t tolerate having them hurt because of their foolishness or lack of training. So he can be a very tough taskmaster and will take the hide off your back if he has to. But the worst is the look of disappointment in his blue-gray eyes. He has remarkable eyes. Rarely raises his voice.  His men love him and will do anything for him.  I never want to see the look of disappointment in his eyes again or get another quiet, icy reprimand from him. Those hurt worse than the lashes that lesser officers think is the only way to discipline.”

“That sounds like what Mr. McDonald told me.” said Ben. “Didn’t his family have a riding school that was destroyed in the wars?”

“It was a Ritterakademie, which teaches much more than riding. It’s a knight academy in English. It is much like a combination of your up-time military academy, riding school, and martial arts school. Anyway, I had best run along if I’m going to catch up with our youngsters.”

****

Robert was having a pleasant conversation in the Gardens with two Grantville locals close to his own age. One said he was a retired U.S. Marine and the other laughed and said he was a retired biker. Whatever a biker was, Robert could tell that he and the Marine were hard men. Robert liked to converse with mature hard men who had no reason to prove their manhood by being troublesome. The three young military farriers and the other students were talking with a Grantville local that taught martial arts - as they called it here. The farriers were friends of his and often practiced their skills at his gym. There was no hint of trouble until three twenty-something-year-old up-time soldiers joined the students at their long table. They had the look of hard men still learning their craft.

The bearded biker glanced over at the table. “So much for a quiet evening.”  The Marine chuckled and said “Boys will be boys”.  But there was no trouble for a long while. Of course the farriers and the three locals were circling each other like wary gamecocks. But the conversation seemed pleasant enough.

Then one of the Grantville lads said, “. . . and then we’ll go to Ireland and kick all the English and Scottish invaders out.” Robert MacGregor of clan MacGregor was mildly offended but he knew that Lawrence McDonald, whose family had served as gallowglass mercenaries to Irish kings for centuries, would be mortally offended. Robert watched as McDonald slowly rose to his feet and growled something in Gaelic. The offending party also stood. “What did you say?” he asked. The tall, dark Ross Oliver was also on his feet. “He said, quite lyrically I thought, my arsehole is more Irish than you are, arsehole.”  The three farriers and the three up-timer soldiers were facing each other across the table. One of the other up-timers removed his coat, which revealed a large Bowie knife sheathed at his belt.  Oliver had a predatory grin that his companions knew too well. His knife had appeared in his hand seemingly from nowhere. He said, “Och, you want to play knives do you?”

As Robert pushed his chair back he said to his tablemates, “I may need your assistance to stop this from getting out of hand. McDonald is the strongest man I know, Banner is an excellent pugilist and grappler, but I may have to shoot Oliver to keep him from slicing your man to ribbons.”  The biker pointed to one of the young Americans. “We may have to shoot them both—he’s a pretty good hand with that Bowie of his.”

Shooting anyone proved unnecessary. Robert heard an icy quiet voice that he knew so well say in German-accented English “Corporal Oliver, please put your knife away.” The knife disappeared as quickly as it appeared. The pale-faced Oliver stood at rigid attention, as did his two companions. Everyone at the two tables was standing very still if not at attention. Robert was amused. An angry Colonel Carl Stock seemed to make everyone want to stand at attention, whether they had a military background or not. The Colonel was an impressive figure. Tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in a dark, floor-length, padded leather riding coat that some Americans called a duster. Deadly sword, long knife and horse pistols on his belt. But Robert knew it was the ice in the blue-gray eyes, killer eyes, and in the quiet voice that froze people in place. And the concern in the voice and eyes at the same time. The Colonel commanded respect from all who met him; he did not demand it, something in him made you want to not disappoint him.

Colonel Stock seemed to glide across the room to the table of the combatants. Several other hard men followed him. Behind them were a dignified middle-aged woman and a young woman barely out of her teens. Robert watched as the Colonel said to the farriers, “You three see to our horses and the wagons. We have come a long way today and the animals need food, water and shelter. I assume you can carry out those duties without causing a riot?” The farriers replied as one, “Yes, sir.” And all but ran out the door. The three young Americans also started toward the door. Colonel Stock gestured broadly. “Gentlemen, please, we all have too many common enemies to have our young men fighting among themselves.” The Marine growled at the three Americans, “I agree with the Colonel, y’all sit and drink your beer. And try not to make anyone else want to carve you up tonight if you can help it.”  Still scowling, the three sat.

Robert introduced his tablemates to the Colonel and those accompanying him.

Colonel Stock gave each man a slight bow and gestured to the other table.  “And these young people?”

Robert introduced each veterinary student in turn. “They are some of the other students that I wrote you about that are being trained in veterinary medicine. The others are on duty at the veterinary hospital.” The three up-time soldiers then rose, saluted and formally introduced themselves.

[image: barn]Colonel Stock nodded, “I am Carl Stock, Horse Marshal for his Imperial Majesty Gustav of Sweden.  May I present my wife Barbara, who cares for our library, and my daughter Katerina, who hopes to become one of your veterinary students. My officers are Captains Giovanni Caldarola, Aert VanZandt , Emile Billiot, Otfried von Meusebach, Ragnar Ljungberg, Bill Wallace, and Esteve Fages y Callis. All are experts in their homeland’s schools of swordsmanship and are master horsemen. These young men are Frantz Kuhler and Jorgen Jönsson, apprentice military farriers and two of my family’s traveling Ritterakademie’s students.  May we join you and the students at your table?”

Sergeant MacGregor sat down at his adjoining table after the newcomers were seated and said, “Mr. Harr, please go ask Drs Blocker and Alexander to join us after their meetings if it is convenient. I reckon both committee meetings are at the elementary school. “

After everyone ordered food and drink, there was lively discussion in a mixture of German and English, all of Colonel Stock’s party being fluent in German and speaking and understanding some English. The food orders arrived a few minutes before the veterinarians came in the door.

MacGregor got up out of his chair when he saw them. “Colonel Stock, Drs. Alexander and Blocker are here.” Colonel Stock rose and bade the others to keep their seats. He walked with the sergeant to greet the pair. MacGregor made the introductions and they all walked to the long table where more introductions were made.

After everyone was seated, Les turned to Colonel Stock. “Colonel, we are very happy you decided to visit Grantville. Sergeants MacGregor and Lennox and Captain Mackay think very highly of you as a man, officer, and horse doctor. They all say you are the best horse doctor in Europe. Doctor Alexander and I hope to learn everything you can teach us about your treatment methods and medicines.”

“There are some equally good horse doctors in Europe,” The Colonel replied. “Some, like me, studied human medicine at universities in order to better understand the science of treating animals. Others taught themselves science and medicine in order to understand animal disease. I had to leave university prematurely to help with my family’s Ritterakademie. You say you wish to learn from me. I came here hoping to learn from you. The Scots say you two doctors are miracle workers.”

Ben joined the conversation. “No, we're definitely not miracle workers. We're country veterinarians who stand on the shoulders of those who have come before us. Veterinary education in the time we come from is more rigorous than human medical education in some ways. We are trained to treat more than one species.  Robert showed us your writings on diseases after we asked about current treatments. He had to translate them for us. They are scholastic gems. We use them as textbooks.”

“Grantville appointed Dr. Alexander and me as the veterinary medical examining board,” Les said in a solemn and official-sounding voice. “The board is authorized to grant veterinary licenses to practitioners that we think are qualified. As the veterinary school, we have the authority to award Doctors of Veterinary Medicine to qualified individuals. Sergeant Robert MacGregor has Grantville veterinary license number three. He won’t accept a DVM yet. We’ve discussed it and we'd like to offer you license number four and a DVM degree.  Please believe us, we offer them to you because we think you are very qualified. We hope you will accept and join us as an equal colleague at the veterinary school and on the examining board.”

Colonel Stock sat in silence for a few moments tapping the steepled fingers of both hands against his chin. He folded his hands as he began to speak. “Dr. Blocker, Dr. Alexander, you honor me. I came here expecting nothing. These wars have made us all lose hope in humanity at times. My only thought was to find a place that is safer for the dependents of the Ritterakademie. And to learn what you would teach me. I will accept upon several conditions. My first duty is to King Gustav, the second is to the staff and the families of the Ritterakademie. I’m afraid that the veterinary school must come third for some time.”

Les was smiling as he stood and extended his hand. “Welcome to Grantville, Colonel. We welcome your staff, students, and families as well. We have room for you and your family and several others at my house and we’ll find places for everyone to stay. Robert has told us your first duty is to King Gustav. We understand that. Please understand you'll be our full partner. True colleagues never stop learning from each other.”

Colonel Stock smiled as he shook the Les’s hand. “Then I accept. I understand some horse traders tried to sell horses with Rotz and you turned them away. And that Captain MacGregor’s charges drew your ire. Yes, Robert, I said Captain MacGregor. I won’t allow you to turn down the commission this time.  One thing I don’t understand is why you called them the three stooges. They are quite intelligent when they aren’t breaking things or causing trouble.”

Les laughed. “Exactly, Colonel. Exactly. The Three Stooges were comic actors that were always breaking things and creating a ruckus.”

Les spotted the three young American soldiers sitting at the table. “Colonel, have you met these three? They worked for me when they were teenagers. They were my original three stooges. Y’all tell the Colonel some of the things you did when you worked for me. You’ve been behaving yourself tonight, I assume?” Everyone within earshot roared.

A waitress interrupted the conversation at the table. “Les, Daniel Banner is on the phone. He wants to speak to you and a Colonel Stock. He asked for Sgt. MacGregor, but I told him you and Ben were also here. He says it’s an emergency.”

Everyone wondered what kind of emergency would require talking to Les and the Colonel. The two men were passing the phone back and forth. They all soon had their answer. “This is a all hands and the cook situation,” said Les. “Two things are going on. First, there is a very sick boy in the horse traders' camp a couple of miles outside of Grantville. He probably has glanders. The farriers are going to the camp to scout and fetch him to the hospital if there are no problems at the camp. The boy’s name is Adolf Dudensing. His father Axel is in camp with him, along with several other horse traders. As soon as we got off the phone I had them alert the hospital. The second problem is the reason they are approaching the camp cautiously.  There’s a large gang of bandits about two days ride from Grantville. They are ex-mercenary cavalrymen led by an Englishman named Charlton. They’re holding the families of the horse traders hostage. They made the traders try to sell glandered horses here today. The Englishman that led them is on his way back to Charlton’s main camp. Colonel Stock knows more about these bandits.”

“Yes, Bannister Charlton deserves his evil reputation,” said the Colonel. “He has about forty to fifty men with him. Ross Oliver captured a boy who was scouting the veterinary hospital. The boy had been sent by the Englishman to find a hidden route into town. The bandits plan a raid to steal stock and whatever else they can carry off. The boy’s real motive in coming to the hospital was to find help for his sick friend. Sergeant, I mean Captain MacGregor, I need to talk with Mackay and to someone in the Grantville military. We need to hit Carlton before he can raid Grantville.”

“I’ll go to the cavalry command post, “said MacGregor.  “There’s usually an officer or two there.”

The young American with the Bowie knife stood. “Colonel, I’ll alert Mike and Frank. What do you need from us?”

The Colonel thought for a moment. “We need men that can ride and fight.  We must attack them before they break camp. If we do not, they will scatter and gather again some place else. And they may kill their hostages. I will be at the hospital. Anyone you two find can meet me there.”

****

A party on horseback, which included the sick boy's father, arrived at the hospital. They were met by both veterinarians, Dr. Adams, Colonel Stock, nurses, and several Scottish cavalrymen--all wearing surgical masks. Lawrence McDonald carefully handed Adolf down to the men, who placed him on a gurney. Dr. Adams did a quick exam of the boy. “Take him to the isolation area we prepared. We don't need everyone to come in with us, just the one or two who know the most about him and his condition. Drs, Blocker and Alexander, please join us. You probably know more about glanders than me or any of the physicians.”

“Colonel Stock should come with us,” said Doctor Blocker. “He’s seen cases of glanders before and may know down-time treatments that will help.”

Dr. Blocker was carrying several thick books. “I brought all the books that have anything about glanders in them. Between us and the books we'll figure something out.”

[image: plant]The nurses quickly started an IV on Adolf, taking his vital signs and drawing blood for lab tests. Axel watched the procedures on his son with concern. “You’re not going to bleed him, are you? I’ve never seen that help. We‘ve given him some willow bark to decrease his fever.”

Doctor Adams looked up from his examination of the patient. “No sir, we don’t use bleeding. We’re taking samples of his blood for testing.”

Colonel Stock approached the worried father. “Herr Dudensing, how long has your son been ill? You have seen glanders in people before?”

“Adolf fell ill three days ago. At first I wasn’t worried. I thought it might be a cold or something. But then he started getting knots on his neck, a bad fever started, and he started coughing. I’ve seen glanders before. This looks just like it.”

The Colonel turned to Dr. Adams. “The boy has been sick three days. Herr Dudensing has seen glanders before and so have I. We are both positive that the boy has glanders. I do not know of any cures. I use willow bark to reduce fever and the father has already done that.”

“Thank you, Colonel,” said Dr Adams. “Dr. Blocker, what are y’all finding in the books.”

The two veterinarians were thumbing through several thick volumes that were scattered on a table. “Nothing very helpful or very hopeful,” said Dr Blocker. “Neither the medical or veterinary texts recommend a specific antibiotic. They list several that have been tried with varying results. Success in treating systemic glanders with anything is 50-50 at best. I think hitting him with every antibiotic we have left is the best course. I had one of the students bring the injectable antibiotics from the veterinary hospital. I recommend cetiofur to start with, unless you have a similar fast-acting cephalosporin with a human label. It can be used intravenously, but giving it intramuscularly works nearly as fast. We also have florefinicol, enrofloxacin, and trimethoprim-sulfadiazine. We’ve already given you most of our injectable tetracycline. I recommend using it also unless you have doxycycline you can use. Doxy is one of the recommended antibiotics. The good thing is that all of the antibiotics should be safe. They’re all used in multiple species of animals.”

Dr. Adams frowned. “Doesn’t look like we have much choice. You vets had more injectable antibiotics than all the physicians and even the pharmacy had at the RoF. Let’s start with the cetiofur, then give the others one at a time. That way we can tell if he has a bad reaction to one of the drugs. We’ll monitor him closely and then it’s just a waiting game.”

Dr. Blocker explained the treatment regimen to Colonel Stock who translated for the father.  “The doctors are using the machines to watch Adolf’s condition. They are giving him medicines to try to cure the glanders. But there is a problem, even in the future treating glanders is very difficult. The horse doctors seem to know more about it than the physicians and are advising them. They are even using some animal medicines. It is in the hands of God now.”

Axel smiled for a few seconds. “Good, I’ve always trusted good horse doctors more than human doctors. Yes, may God guide these good people that my son may live. Colonel, I hope you know that we are honest horse traders. We would never buy or sell glandered horses. The bandits are holding our families’ hostage. Please can you free our families?”

The Colonel’s eyes seemed to ice over. “I assure you that we will free your families. I am going outside to talk to the military authorities now.”

An hour later a nurse reported that Adolf’s temperature was dropping and he was breathing easier. Les and Ben left the care of the patient in Dr. Adam's care and joined the discussion on freeing the horse trader’s families. Colonel Stock came back inside when the council outside concluded.

“Herr Dudensing, stay with your son. The other traders will lead us to the bandit camp. We will free your family.”

“My son is getting better, praise God,” said Axel. “Thank you Colonel. Go with God.”

****

Axel sat at his son’s bedside as the door to the isolation room opened. His wife and children flooded into the room. All wearing surgical masks. His mask didn’t hide the joy in his eyes.  Two days later, a large abscess in Adolf’s lung burst causing a massive hemorrhage. He was 16 years old when he died.

****

After Adolf Dudensing’s funeral, Colonel Stock, Ben, Les, and Robert rode back to the veterinary hospital together.  It was an overcast, dreary day, which matched their moods. Les was the first to speak. “I’m stooge number one to think we could save that boy or even keep glanders out of Grantville.”

“I’m stooge number two,” said Ben. “I didn’t even think to ask the horse traders if any of them were sick.”

“I am the third stooge then,” said the Colonel. “I knew Charlton was out there raiding and stealing, but I did not make it a priority to stop him.”

“Does putting a DVM behind your name make a man daft?” said Robert. “Les, you and Ben kept that boy alive long enough to say goodbye to his family. Without you he had no hope. Colonel, you united and led men of several countries to save the families and to put paid to the Charlton band. If you’re stooges, it’s because you think you can fix this present world. Only Jesus can do that. If you’re stooges, then you’re stooges of hope.”

The men rode on in silence for a while. “Colonel, my three American stooges and your three did good in the raid on the Charltons,” said Les. “I guess we’ll have to quit calling them stooges.”

“Please call me Carl. They made some mistakes that enthusiastic young men always make, but overall they did well. I think they should keep the name a while longer. To keep them humble. Robert how are your studies going?  We need a fourth old stooge to help keep the six young stooges out of trouble.”

Robert laughed for the first time in days. “I don’t think all of Grantville and the Germanies can keep those six in line for very long.”














The Monster Society by Eric S. Brown
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A town somewhere outside of Grantville, 1635

Henrietta was nervous as she crept her way down the street. Tonight would be her first time attending a real meeting of the Society. The leader behind it all preferred to remain anonymous.

She could understand why. The sort of “truths” he was teaching were dangerous. She knew him only as “John” and that he had learned the things he knew from an up-timer he had served with in the army.

At last, she reached her destination. The alley behind the house was deserted. Its darkness brought her both comfort and fear. If her parents ever found out she was here, much less a member of the Society, she didn't want to think about what might happen to her.

Hurrying to the house's rear door, her knuckles rapped against it—a fast beat of three, followed by two loud thuds, and finally by a light tap. The door opened. Van stood in front of her.

“You made it I see.” He grinned. “I didn't think you would.”

Her younger brother stepped aside to let her enter. Henrietta darted past him into the house.

Of course, Van wasn't the name their parents had given him but no one here dared use their real names.

The small room was lit by flickering candles.

Ray and John sat at the table in the center of the room. In its center rested a skull with a candle burning atop it. They both rose to their feet as she approached.

“It's good to see you again Red,” John nodded at her.

After making sure the door to the alley was locked, Van joined them at the table and all four took their seats.

“So Red,” John watched her carefully as he spoke, “How much has Van told you about what we do here?”

John was older than the other members of the Society and she had been told he was its founder.

“I know that we are the only ones who will be prepared should the creatures of the night rise up,” Henrietta said, trying to sound calm and confidant. “None of the adults who came back through the Ring of Fire want to admit the truths that we know.”

Ray cracked a smile, leaning forward. “And what truths would those be, Red?”

“That the monsters in those books are much more than just stories,” Henrietta gestured at the tomes filling part of the top shelf of an otherwise empty bookcase. “And that we, the Society, have pledged our lives to stop them.”

“That's all well and good,” John agreed, “but are you sure you are ready?”

“I'm here, aren't I?” Henrietta challenged him.

“There are those of us who don't believe a girl should be admitted to the Society,” John confessed.

Henrietta wondered if he meant himself when he said that but she doubted it. His association with the up-timer who had taught him all he knew made him more inclined to be at ease with treating women as equals or even leaders. Her brother Van had pressed her to join so she doubted very much John meant him. That left Ray. Of the four of them, only John was older.   She placed him at around the age of twenty at best.

[image: red riding hood]“You've taken the name Red,” Ray commented, interrupting her thoughts. “That's a very dangerous name to have. Wolves are not creatures to be trifled with.”

“All our names here are dangerous,” Van defended her choice.

Henrietta slipped a “silver” tipped arrow from underneath her cloak and placed it on the table.

“I choose the name Red because Van told me you have no one to deal with the wolves.”

“That is true,” John nodded. “I specialize in demons. Ray is best at dealing with spirits. And your brother, Van, he has a thing for the undead with pointy teeth.”

Van plopped a sharpened stake onto the table. “You bet I do.”

Her brother reeked of garlic and wore a wooden cross around his neck.

“This is pointless,” Ray grunted. “Let us test her and be done with this meeting.”

John and Van traded a look that made Henrietta even more nervous.

“Tell us then Red, how do you kill a wolf?” John demanded.

“With silver and fire,” Henrietta barked back at him.

“When does a wolf change?” Ray asked.

“Under a full moon or in times of great stress and anger.”

“Does a wolf need the moon to change?” Her brother asked.

“Some wolves can change at will,” she replied.

John stared at her for a moment then asked, “Are all wolves of the sort of which we speak men?”

[image: wolf]“No. A woman or a child can just as easily be a wolf as a man. Anyone scratched or bitten by a wolf will undergo the change,” Henrietta felt relief wash over her as John smiled.

“She knows her lore,” John chuckled, “I'll give her that.”

“I say we take a vote on her acceptance at once,” Van put forward the motion. “All those in favor, say Aye.”

“Aye,” John and Van chorused together.

Ray appeared angry as John extended his hand to her and said, “Welcome to the Monster Society, Red.”

“Thank you,” Henrietta accepted John's hand, pumping it up and down in her excitement.

John and Van then led a discussion of the tactics of dealing with a vampire uprising in Grantville, followed by a reading from the holy works of H.P. Lovecraft.

[image: lovecraft]“Hail Lovecraft, father of the truth!” the four saluted lifting their hands towards the small section of books on the shelf as the meeting came to a close.

Henrietta and Van left together. As they walked down the dark alley towards the street, Van was beaming.

“I'm proud of you, sister,” he told her.

He fiddled with his stake as they walked, testing how sharp it was with the tip of his finger.

Henrietta shrugged. “I really think being a member is going to be fun.”

“Fun?” Van suddenly grew upset. “When the time comes, we'll be the only ones ready to save the world!”

“You're right, Van,” she said, trying to calm him, “We will be.”

She could see that to her brother everything the Monster Society taught and believed was as real to him as Grantville itself. She knew it wasn’t—but didn't have the heart to tell him that in the real world, the true monsters wore clothes and looked as normal as anyone else. The Society was much more of a way to escape the real world. It was—What did the up-timers call it?—an RPG that used costumes and acting more than dice. Besides, if it gave her brother a feeling of importance, who was she to judge? She had certainly joined up fast enough herself, hadn't she?

“At the next meeting, I think John is going to talk about that hairy monster with the big feet and the monster that lives in a place called Loch Ness,” Van said excitedly.

Henrietta put her arm around his shoulders as they walked home.

“Trust me brother,” she said, “I can't wait to hear about them.”














Pen Pals by Margo Ryor
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“Princess?”

Johanna of Anhalt stopped with one foot on the lowest step of the main staircase and turned her head to see a lay sister in the regulation black dress, white cap, and apron offering her a large folded sheet of good quality paper sealed with red wax.

“A letter for me?” Johanna took it. “Thank you, sister.” The woman flashed her a smile and disappeared. Johanna continued thoughtfully upstairs to the Old Cloister and her own room, a stark, whitewashed cell furnished with two upright chairs and a narrow bed. There was a small, curtainless window in the outer wall with a candlestick on the sill, and the inner wall opposite the bed was painted with a verse from Scripture.

Johanna sat cross-legged on her bed with her skirts tucked well in and regarded her letter with something less than enthusiasm. The arms impressed on the seal told her that it had come from the former Princess of Anhalt-Dessau. She was reluctant to open it; the long-suffering wife of Johanna’s least favorite cousin was unlikely to be writing good news, especially in the wake of the Crown Loyalist victory. Nerving herself Johanna broke the seal and started to read. The first half of the letter was pretty much what she’d expected but the second half was a surprise. Johanna’s face flushed with excitement as she read.

She refolded the letter, shoving it under her pillow, then climbed off the bed to get her writing case out from underneath it. She put a sheet of paper and the writing slope on the bed, then pulled up one of her two straight-backed chairs and, bent nearly double, began to write in rapid strokes with the up-time ballpoint Mikayla had sent her.

****




Dear Mikayla,




I have received a letter from my cousin Agnes of Anhalt-Dessau containing a proposal for us both. Do you remember writing that girls like to read stories about other girls? Well, Agnes believes it is important for girls to read such books for role models, but American books like Nancy Drew do not serve our purposes at all.
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Agnes wants your reading circle in Grantville and mine here in Quedlinburg to collaborate on adapting Nancy Drew stories to our new Germany.

Nancy would have to become a German girl living in a small town here in the USE, but I think we should make her friends Bess and George Americanesses because you are part of our world now, too. German attorneys deal with the same sort of cases as Mr. Drew—disputes over land and inheritance are eternal. But we really must give him an armed retainer or bodyguard; he certainly needs one!

Such a project will need American girls to provide the books and explain details and customs that are unclear to us Germans. It will be our job to create the proper German backgrounds and adapt the plots as necessary to our circumstances and customs. I do not anticipate it being that difficult. Nancy must be a German girl but she must not lose her American adventurousness, although I think we must tone down her recklessness a least a little!

Will you do it? My Uncle Ludwig says he will publish the first book as a favor to Agnes and more if it sells well.




Written March 31, 1635, Quedlinburg

Your Pen-Pal, Johanna




****

“Mom, Mom, look at this!” Mikayla burst into the master bedroom where Margot Barnes was working at her desk computer and shoved her latest letter from Johanna under her mother’s nose.

Margot took the letter out of Mikayla's hand and held at a comfortable distance for reading. “Hmmm, interesting idea. I take it you want to do it, Mikayla?”

“Sure! The others will be all excited. We’re going to be published, Mom!”

“You’ll have to write the book first,” Margot warned. “You’ll have to work at it, and stick to it.”

“We will, we will,” Mikayla promised with typical teenaged enthusiasm, “What should we name our German Nancy?”

****




Grantville, Thuringia

April 11, 1635




Dear Johanna,




What a great idea! Yes, of course we’ll do it. We’re all real excited about it here.

First off we have to decide what our Nancy’s name is going to be. Mom says Nancy is a nickname for ‘Anne’ so a German nickname for Anna would be good. I looked some up in Mom’s Baby Name book. I like Anika, do you? What about the Drew? I got no ideas there.

Should we pick a real German town or make one up? ‘River Heights’ was not a real place. Well, I guess there were towns called that but none of them were Nancy’s town.

The Hidden Staircase should work really well translated to the USE. I know there are all kinds of little old ladies of the adel living in their ancient family schlosses and I bet a lot of people trying to steal their land out from under them, too. But of course they will have to have servants, because such ladies do here in the seventeenth century. And Nancy—I mean Anika’s—father would have servants, too. What about Hannah? Do Germans have housekeepers like her?

Helen will have to be a German, too, if she’s going to have land-owning relations near Anika’s town. Would a girl of the adel and a lawyer’s daughter be friends? On the other hand seeing how German towns seem to work, an important lawyer’s daughter should have a lot of pull. Nancy’s in with the cops in River Heights wasn’t all that realistic but the books are written for kids who wouldn’t know that. I guess that means we can fudge some things if we have to to make the story work.

You think you have problems with the new government? My Dad’s lost his job. Well not officially, but he knows it’s coming.  Oh, it’s okay—he’s got a new job on President Piazza’s staff, but he can’t commute all the way to Bamberg so we’re all moving down there with him. Mom figures up-time-style schools will be coming with us, along with electricity and plumbing. We’re going to take our summer vacation in Bamberg and look for a house.

A lot of people, including me, were unhappy about the change of capital but Daddy says that Grantville is just too small which is true. The town’s gotten horribly crowded and we can’t spread out because of the hills. And besides with Franconia added on to Thuringia, the capital needs to be more central.

We’ve been in the seventeenth century for four years now. I guess it’s time I got out of Grantville and started really living in it.




Your Pen-Pal,

Mikayla




****

Johanna hurried down the graveled paths of the abbey garden heading for the sheltered brick arbor on the edge of the terrace. After-dinner recreation lasted only an hour, barely enough time to make a start. She ducked under the hanging vine curtaining the entrance and came to a full stop in dismay.

There were just three girls seated on the wooden benches in the dappled shade—her cousins Elisabeth of Anhalt-Zerbst and Julia Felicitas of Württemburg-Weiltingen, and Anna Sophia of Zweibrücken-Birkenfeld.

“Where is everybody?” Johanna demanded after getting her breath back.

“How should we know?” Anna Sophia asked.

“Not here,” Elisabeth, known as Lies, said even more bluntly.

“Reading American books is one thing, trying to adapt them to our Germany quite another,” Julia said opening the well-worn up-timer book in her hand. “This is going to be a lot of work, Johanna. Everything was different in America. To start with Nancy doesn’t seem to have any domestic duties or responsibilities, and Mr. Drew lets her run around exactly as she pleases.”

“I’ve noticed that,” Johanna agreed ruefully, taking a seat. Not even princesses were as untrammeled as Nancy Drew. Especially not princesses.  “We’ll have to change all that.”

“I don’t know how we’re going to deal with this up-time courtship ritual they call ‘dating’,” said Anna Sophia, shuffling through her manuscript translation.

“Oh, that’s not a problem,” Julia answered. “We’ll just make Ned her betrothed.”

“They’re both awfully young to be contracted,” Lies objected.

Julia nodded agreement. “It will have to be a family arrangement of some kind, perhaps to settle an inheritance.”

“And then there’s Hannah,” said Johanna. “She doesn’t behave at all like a German servant. Should we make her Nancy’s stepmother instead?”

****




Dear Mikayla,




Niederadel and upper burghers mix socially all the time. Their children go to the same schools, and they even intermarry. I think an imaginary town would be best, don’t you? That way we can arrange the council, the important families, and the geography as suits our stories. Somewhere on the Saale I think, between Grantville and Magdeburg. We could call it Hochstadt-on-the-Saale. Anika is not a German name. Anke is German—will that do? Do you like the name Treuer for Anke and her father? It’s a good name for a respectable burgess family, and I think Anke Treuer sounds well. Her father can be Conrad Treuer, respected attorney of Hochstadt-on-the-Saale.

I have been thinking hard about Hannah. She is a problem. Normally a young widower like Herr Treuer would remarry but I don’t think making Hannah a stepmother would work. A stepmother or even a proper servant would never let Anke run around and get involved in adventures the way Nancy does. I think the best solution is to make Hanna Gruen (a good German name that) Herr Treuer’s widowed sister who keeps house for him and indulges Anke as he does. In addition to Herr Treuer’s manservant and bodyguard they will need at least two women servants, maybe three.

As you say there are many elderly ladies of the adel who own land that others would like to steal from them so Frau Flora and Tante Rosamaria pose no difficulties. We will give them an elderly couple as servants with a husky son who can take the role of the police guard.

We could keep a railroad as the reason the villain wants the land but a road, one of your good American roads, would do just as well. Presumably he is anticipating profiting from tolls. I know the Emperor’s new laws would not allow that but why should the villain care? And Herr Treuer can be ambushed by the villain’s men on his way to Grantville to consult with the authorities.

I hope you will enjoy living in our time. I know you will miss your electricity and American plumbing. I have become quite addicted to both since the Princess Abbess had them installed. Truly being able to soak in a really good tub of really hot water is a great improvement over standing in a basin and sponging oneself with lukewarm water in a chilly bedroom! And reading no longer gives me headaches now that I have one of your electric lamps.

Are you worried about living in Franconia with the Ram so active?

The new college buildings are all but complete and will open this fall. I hope to be one of the students. I do not need to become a Stiftsdame to be a scholar and teacher now. Quedlinburg will be Germany’s first women’s college but it will not be the last. Why not one in Anhalt? Or even two or three? I am becoming very ambitious, am I not?




Written April 26, 1635, Quedlinburg

Your Pen-Pal, Johanna




****

The farewell party for Princess Kristina was Caroline Platzer’s idea but the ‘Lieutenant General’s’ friends ran with it. Kristina had learned how to work and play with others during her months in Grantville and would actually be missed by a good many children and adults, too—unlikely as that had seemed when she’d first arrived.

Mikayla hid with the other guests in Cair Paravel’s darkened parlors. They heard the front door open, then Ms. Platzer’s voice and Kristina’s. The hall door opened, Lady Ulrike hit the light switch, and everybody jumped out yelling “Surprise!”

Kristina’s Vasa blue eyes moved from the familiar, smiling faces to the blue and yellow streamers and balloons and finally to the big chocolate frosted cake and they filled with tears. But she was grinning ear to ear too. Being liked, not merely tolerated because of her rank, was still a new experience for her.

Later Mikayla wandered around the ground floor of Cair Paravel with a plate of chocolate eight-layer cake in one hand and a cup of soda in the other looking for a place to sit. She spotted her kid brother Davy sharing a love seat with Kristina and an empty hassock in front of them. She plopped down on it putting her cup carefully on the floor beside her.

“Kris is going to be gone for months,” Davy complained. “She’ll miss the whole season!” He was talking about Little League. Baseball was huge with down-timers. Of course Kristina had wanted to play—she wanted to do everything. Unlike other things she’d insisted on trying, she was good at baseball.

“She’s going to see her mother. That’s more important,” said Mikayla, who was not a sports fan.

Davy gave his sister a disgusted look and took a big bite of cake.

Kristina just looked at hers. “I do want to see Mama,” she said less than convincingly. “I hope she will like Ulrik.”

The kid looked really worried. Mikayla tried to cheer her up. “I’m sure she will. From what I hear practically everybody does.” She remembered various dinner party conversations. “And everybody says it’s a very good match for you politically. Your mother has to like that.”

Kristina nodded but she didn’t look happy or convinced. Impulsively Mikayla went on; “Kristina, you’ve read Nancy Drew, right?”

The princess seemed to welcome the change of subject. “Yes, I have,” she smiled. “I would like to solve crimes like Nancy.”

God forbid. Mikayla had a sneaking feeling she was going to regret this but darn it the kid looked so miserable, and this was supposed to be her party. “Some of us are working on a German version of Nancy Drew. We’re going to call her Anke Treuer, and she’s going to solve mysteries here and now, not in up-time America. Prince Ludwig of Anhalt-Kothen is going to publish it for us.”

“That is very a good idea!” the eight-year-old princess had clearly forgotten all about her mother and her fiancé. “I want a copy, the first copy. Oh, and you may dedicate it to me,” she added remembering to be gracious.

The others are gonna kill me. “Thanks, Kristina. The very first book, hot off the press, is yours. That’s a promise.”

****




Grantville, Thuringia

May 10, 1635




Dear Johanna,




Oops, sorry about the ‘Anika’. ‘Anke Treuer Mysteries’ sounds good, don’t you think? All the names you’ve come up with are fine by us. I guess the next step is to start writing. How about your group in Quedlinburg writes one version and mine here in Granville writes another and then we trade, criticize, and finally put the best bits of both together?

Maybe we should hire a special messenger—the postage is going to be murder, and it could be cheaper in the long run and maybe faster than the regular mail. What do you think?

Our future Empress is off to Magdeburg to spend time with her Dad before he rides out to war again—meaning Grantville has gotten awfully quiet all of a sudden. Kristina said she may not be back for a while as she’s supposed to go to Sweden to introduce her new fiancé to her mother next. I don’t think she wants to go. She acts like she’s sort of afraid of her mother which is sad. She’s worried about her mom liking her fiancé which is a totally weird problem for an eight-year-old to have. At least Kristina seems to like the guy. Let’s hope she keeps on liking him.

Johanna, I’ve done something that might make you kind of mad at me. I told her royal lieutenantness about our book. Being Kristina, she got all excited about it. I promised her the first copy and she wants us to dedicate it to her. That kid never forgets anything so now we’ve got royal pressure on us.

I’m sorry, I’m really sorry, but if you’d seen that poor little kid’s gloomy face at her farewell party you’d have said anything you could think of to cheer her up, too.

We had Mr. Piazza to dinner last night, and from what he said Bamberg is going to need a lot of work before it’s comfortable for us finicky up-timers—and any down-timers who’ve spent enough time in Grantville to be spoiled. How we’re going to squeeze an electric plant, not to mention a sewage works, inside the town walls nobody knows. Someday the USE will be so safe that towns don’t need walls, but not yet—not for a long time maybe.

How about we do the first four chapters of The Hidden Staircase then exchange? Do you think we should change the title?




Your Pen-Pal,

Mikayla




****

“Mikayla suggests we change the title,” Johanna said the next time her little circle of writers met in their arbor. “I think it is a good idea. We don’t want our book confused with translations of Nancy Drew.”

Julie, Sofie, and Lies all nodded agreement, but none of them said anything.

“Any suggestions?” Johanna prompted a little testily.

****




Dear Mikayla,




The special messenger will cost us nothing as he, or rather they, will be supplied by my uncle Ludwig who keeps a whole stable of riders because he prefers not to entrust his authors’ works to the regular mails. You may expect our four chapters a few days after you receive this letter. We are putting on the finishing touches now. Yes, I think it would be a good idea to change the title. You will find our suggestions in the same packet as our chapters.

Princess Kristina probably is afraid of her mother or at least afraid of upsetting her. Maria Eleonore is a Hohenzollern, sister to our treacherous Duke of Brandenburg, and they are famously difficult to live with as well as untrustworthy politically.

I am not angry with you for telling the princess about our book. Yes, it does put more pressure on us but imperial patronage will be good for sales. I know Uncle Ludwig will be very pleased about it.

I think writing chapters separately then exchanging is a fine idea.




Written June 2, 1635, Quedlinburg

Your Pen-Pal, Johanna




****

The Grantville girls’ reading club had almost all bailed when faced with the hard work of actually writing Anke Treuer: Ghosts of the Blauschloss. So it was just Mikayla herself and her two best friends who met in Mikayla’s bedroom to read over the German princesses’ chapters and write their own.

Mikayla sat at her faux-French Provincial desk pencil in hand and a blank sheet of paper in front of her.

Jessie Samuels sprawled on her stomach on the flowered spread under the lace canopy of the bed. Her feet were in the air and a dog-eared copy of The Hidden Staircase was open in her hands. “You know, I never realized how totally lame this plot was until we started taking it apart.” Mikayla had to agree. “Yeah, when you start thinking about it a lot of it doesn’t make much sense.”

“Hey, it’s a book for little kids. What do you expect?” Sherri Hinshaw, the third member of their writing group, was stretched out on the little loveseat under the double window. “I guess we’re going for older readers?”

“I guess,” Mikayla shrugged. “The princesses are all older than us you know.”

“I like their first chapter better than ours,” said Sherri.

“Yeah, me too, but what are we going to do about the attempted murder?” Mikayla chewed her pencil. “It’s got to look like an accident.”

“And we can’t use a truck,” Sherri finished for her.

“The princesses are right—that is a tough one.” Jessie closed her book, putting it down on the chest of drawers at the foot of the bed and picking up the German draft lying next to it. “I don’t know about this runaway horse idea of theirs . . . .”

All three girls cogitated. “What about a runaway carriage?” Sherri said slowly. “No, make it a wagon filled with sand or rock or something for the road surface.”

“Yeah, yeah that’ll work. The horses break free, and everybody chases them not noticing that the wagon is careening down the hill towards Conrad and Anke!” Mikayla began to write.

****




Bamberg, SoTF

June 22, 1635




Dear Johanna,




Here I am in beautiful Bamberg. It really is a very pretty town, nice and hilly to remind me of home with all these old churches and gingerbread houses. I hope we don’t ruin the place with a lot of hulking concrete like our up-time cities.

Sherri is coming to live here, too, as her Dad works for the President like mine. But Jessie is staying in Grantville. I told the messenger and he said it wouldn’t be a problem. It seems Prince Ludwig’s already got a lot of authors working in Bamberg on memoirs of the Ram Rebellion. Good thing we got those special messengers, isn’t it? Can you imagine how long it would take us to finish Ghosts of the Blauschloss using the regular post? We’ve drifted pretty far from the original, haven’t we? Maybe I’m prejudiced, but I like our book better.

I’m not at all worried about living in Ram country. If you ask me they are a lot less scary than the CoCs with none of the ‘class enemy’ garbage Gretchen Higgins’ people are always spouting. Daddy says either she hasn’t read enough history to know how those revolutions turned out or maybe she thinks she can make it come out different.

Speaking of the CoCs, what do you think about Operation Krystalnacht? I say it serves those anti-Semitic witch-hunting bastards right, especially after what they did to Mayor Dreeson and Reverend Wiley! Daddy’s less happy about it. Not that he’s going to miss those hateful people, either, but he worries about ‘precedent’ meaning he’s afraid they’ll do it again to people who don’t so totally deserve it. Mom says we can worry about that when and if it happens. In the meantime with the organized anti-Semites and witch-burners gone we have one less thing to worry about now.

[image: statue]Did you know they have about a hundred breweries here in Bamberg? The place is like the beer capital of Franconia. If the folks in Grantville knew that more of them would be moving here! The cathedral is pretty cool with some medieval emperor and his wife buried in it and a pope, too. And there’s this famous statue of a guy on a horse—famous because nobody knows who he’s supposed to be. But the coolest thing in the whole town has got to be the old Council House which is on a sort of island in the middle of the river.

I think I’m going to like living here, but we’ve got to find a house. Mom and I are the ones doing the looking because Daddy’s busy setting up his office, and Davy would just be a nuisance. So far I’m loving the outsides, but the insides not so much. German houses have these teensy-eensy windows making them dark as anything, and lots of rooms don’t have any windows at all. We are so going to need electric lights.

Brace yourselves, chapters five through ten are heading your way.




Your Pen-Pal,

Mikayla




****

Johanna scratched on her best friend’s door and walked in without waiting for a response. Julia was sitting on her bed with a thick book balanced on her knees as a writing block. Johanna sat down in the bedside chair.

“How far have you gotten?”

“To the dressing up scene,” Julia answered. She shook her head, “I don’t think it’s going to work. It just doesn’t seem like a thing Germans would do.”

“I agree,” said Johanna, “besides I think Helena dressing up in men’s clothes might offend some girls.”

“More likely their parents or their ministers,” said Julia.

“What if the old ladies decide to make Anke a gift of clothes to thank her for her help?” Johanna suggested. “They can be looking through the trunks and trying things on when Franzel calls them down.”

“That will work.” Julia started to write, stopped and looked at her friend. “That wasn’t why you came in here, was it?”

[image: houses]“No.” Johanna took out her pen-pal’s latest letter. “Things are getting complicated. Mikayla will be in Bamberg for the next month at least. Eventually Sherri will join her there, but Jessie is staying in Grantville. That is bad enough but with Princess Abbess closing down the school until fall Lies and I will be in Dessau and Sofie in Birkenfeld—”

“No, she won’t,” Julia interrupted, “There’s plague in the Rhineland, remember? The Count wants his girls to stay here in Quedlinburg where it’s safe.”

“Of course he does,” Johanna shook her head as if to clear it. “What about you? There’s a lot of unrest in  Württemburg, isn’t there?”

“Now there’s an understatement for you!” Julia gestured with her quill scattering ink droplets. “Bother Cousin Eberhard! God rest his soul but he’s left us all with a huge mess and probably on purpose. Mama is pressing Papa’s claims, of course.”

Johanna nodded. It was Duchess Anna Sabina’s plain duty as a wife and mother to look out for her family’s dynastic interests. The Duke himself was with the Army in Saxony. “So she might not mind if you don’t come home?”

“She’d probably prefer it. What do you have in mind?”

“That we all go to Dessau, and our invite our little Americaness friends to join us. It would be much easier to work face to face and since all of us are on vacation for at least the next month . . .”

“A fine idea,” Julia said. “Do you think the American girls will come?”

****




Dear Mikayla,




As you can see I am no longer at Quedlinburg but at home in Anhalt, and I got here by way of a genuine American automobile, truly! My wise, level-headed, princely father went and bought himself one of your up-timer horseless carriages. I would never have thought it of him.

It is a very elegant vehicle, low and very long and partially made of wood with two seats facing forward and two more facing each other over a chess board. Among the controls on the dashboard is a ‘cassette tape deck’—did I spell that right?—so that one may beguile one’s journey with music. I was not so fortunate. Instead of Johnny Cash or Glen Campbell I was forced to listen to my young cousin Johann, Lies’ brother who used to be Prince of Anhalt-Zerbst before the consolidation, tell me far more than I ever wanted to know about the inner workings of automobiles. And judging from the expressions I saw on the face of Papa’s driver, Johann got most of it wrong.

Mama had a great deal to say about the automobile; how much it had cost and how expensive it was to run. Papa defended his toy manfully, and to be fair he made several good points; Anhalt is not a large principality but it isn’t one of the ridiculously small ones, either. The car is large enough to carry Papa and several advisors and speedy enough to reach any part of Anhalt in an hour or two. The improved roads linking the five main towns are a benefit to the entire principality and an encouragement to trade. And it must be admitted that the possession of an up-time automobile is not only prestigious for Papa but also reflects credit on the entire principality.

I said I am ‘at home’ but that isn’t quite true. Home for me is the Schloss Plötzkau but Papa and Mama now live in the Dessau Residenz and we have to share it with my Crown Loyalist cousin the former Prince of Anhalt-Dessau. Johann Casimir continues to be a problem. He has given up trying to replace Papa as head of state but now he wants to take his brother George Aribert’s seat in the Reichstag which is every bit as impossible. Johann neither ran for representative nor was elected, and anyway he would have to give up his title to serve—which is about as likely to happen as Duke Maximillian converting to Calvinism and petitioning to join the USE. I truly think my poor Papa is beginning to despair.

Georg renounced his title some years ago to marry below his rank. Papa said now Georg was a commoner he could make himself useful by running for the Reichstag. At first he was reluctant but all that changed during the campaign. Fortunately for them he and wife are in Magdeburg; it is we in Dessau who must suffer. One hundred rooms are not enough when they must be shared with the likes of Johann Casimir.

Papa did not stop at an automobile. I find myself surrounded by up-time technology. We have no less than three radio receivers scattered around the living quarters, a Trommler in the music room, and electric lights everywhere. Also up-time plumbing of course! And every morning I am awakened by the roar of the chamber staff’s two vacuum cleaners.

Lamps line the street to the Residenz, and at night you can see bright electric lights shining in what seems like an extraordinary number of windows. There is a new sewage works on the river and mills and factories everywhere you look—or so it seems. Papa has great plans. He wants a theatre and opera house, art galleries, and concert halls like the Up-time Dessau. And schools—many, many schools meaning my ambitions for myself coincide perfectly with Papa’s hopes and intentions.

Mikayla, I have an idea. My writing group is scattered too—I have Lies here in Dessau with me, but Sofie and Julia are still at Quedlinburg. Since we are all on vacation why should we not meet here in Anhalt to finish Ghosts of the Blauschloss? We could go to Schloss Plötzkau and work uninterrupted for however long it takes to make our book ready for publication. Do you think your parents, and Jessie and Sherri’s would agree to that?




Written July 7, 1635, Dessau

Your Pen-Pal, Johanna




****




“Mom!”




****




Bamberg, SoTF

July 28, 1635




Dear Johanna,




[image: car]What a great idea! I’d love to come and so would Sherri and Jessie. Mom and Dad are fine with it, and they’ve got the Hinshaws’ and the Samuels’ okay, too. Just set the date and we’ll be there.

I can’t believe your Dad was the German prince who bought Grandpa Lester’s 1975 Ford wagon! What are the odds? Your Mom is right—the Ford is a fuel hog, and I would never call it elegant but it’s good and sturdy and it surely does carry a crowd. Grandpa used to pack eight or ten grandchildren inside, the littler ones sitting on the bigger one’s laps, of course.

Johanna, you have just got to sit down and draw me a family tree or something. You seem to have as many cousins and connections as I do but a lot more widespread.

It will be a lot easier to finish Ghosts of the Blauschloss face to face, faster, too, without all the travel time. And after more than a year of writing each other I’d really like to meet you—and the other princesses. One of the cool things about living in seventeenth-century Germany is we’ve got real live princesses, not just the Disney kind. Americans may not like kings and nobles but American girls love princesses.




See you soon!




Your Pen-Pal,

Mikayla














Engines of Change: The Three Erics by Kevin H. Evans and Karen C. Evans
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Copenhagen, July 1636




The old longboat was what their forefathers had called a ship of twenty-six rooms for the twenty-six oars, lucky thirteen on each side. And twenty-six men on those oars. They all faced aft, where the Captain stood and shouted orders. Captain Olsen’s voice came loud and clear. "All together! Pull!" Eric Lange braced himself and put his back into the work of pulling his oar.

[image: ship]The Captain kept his eye on the water, gauging distance. "Ready? Oars up!" Smartly, all the oarsmen in the boat pushed down on the oars and raised them to the vertical.

That is, except for Thorvald. Lange shook his head. Thorvald was always late. There was a sickening crunch as Thorvald's oar banged on the end of the dock, and a startled Thorvald was thrown into the water while his oar shattered.

The rowboat was really big and solid. It worked as a tug in the harbor of Copenhagen. Eric Lange turned to his companions and said, "There's got to be a better way, that's the fifth time this month that Thorvald has got himself thrown from the boat."

In this boat, there was a surfeit of Erics, and since they were friends, they worked on adjacent benches. There were three, so each had a unique nickname to avoid confusion. Lange was called that because he was tallest. Sharing his bench was Halbard. And that was because one evening he had fallen asleep at the tavern, full of beer. The young ladies, as a joke, shaved off half of his beard. Not the bottom half, like you would normally expect, but from the left half of his face. The right side was still bushy beard.

When he woke in the morning, Eric Halbard liked it that way, so for the last month, he’d shaved just the left side. It became an important part of his identity.

On the other bench, next to Thorvald’s empty seat, was the third Eric. He was called Krake meaning scaling ladder. Eric Krake was not the tallest, but he was definitely the thinnest. When he wasn’t working on the tug, he served as a harpooner on the fishing vessels that worked outside of Copenhagen.

Eric Krake said, "I have an idea, perhaps we could . . ."

Eric Lange glanced at the Captain, then held up his hand to stop the garrulous Krake. "Wait, let's talk about this later. We need to get our job done now." They all turned and glanced at Captain Olsen, who was glowering at them. So talk ceased, and the tugboat ground ashore. Then everybody leapt overboard, waist deep in the water, grabbed hold of the rails of the boat and dragged it on to the gravel.

Captain Olsen rubbed his face. "Somebody throw Thorvald a line. Eric, get our towline on the winch and pull us into its berth." The Captain never cared which Eric responded.

At the end of the day, it seemed harder to move the ships around.  Thorvald and Krake joined the others, grunting and heaving. The ship they had pushed into the berth, a three-master, was finally secured against the dock. Even before Halbard-beard could get it tied off, a large gang of stevedores swarmed aboard to unload cargo.

Back at the tugboat the crew began to drag their craft back into the water for the next tow job.  It was all a typical day's work. At least, Eric Lange thought, today the weather is good and the water is smooth. That was about as good as it ever got.

****

The three faithful companions met together in a little tavern on the harbor. The place was called the Northern Lights, and it was a very popular place that served food and drink. It was also where Halbard lost his facial hair.

The owner, an old ship’s cook, was said to have sailed the whole world. He served exotic drinks and made strange dishes. For all of the unusual food and drink, the prices were low, and the quality was high. The place had been open for years and was a favorite place on the waterfront.

The beer arrived, and it was quiet while they drank down the first round. Then Eric Lange pointed at Eric Krake as he swallowed. "Okay, Krake. You have an idea, something that'll make the job easier?"

Eric Krake grinned. "It's like this. I've been working in the harbor with you two for more than a year now. We were all there when the Swedes brought their warships into the harbor. We all saw how they worked, especially the ones called paddle wheels. I think we could build a paddle wheel too. How complicated could it be? If we did that, it would be much easier to move around in the congested harbor. We wouldn't have Thorvald getting himself knocked overboard every other day because he can't get his oar out of the way fast enough."

Eric Halbard just chuckled. "Yes but that would eliminate half the fun of the job. It is always amusing to hear what Thorvald says when he is being pulled out of the bay. I think he has the largest vocabulary of cursing in the city."

All three laughed because it was true. Then Eric Lange continued. "You know there might be something to this. We could start, not building a whole new boat but by using two long slim rowboats for supporting a framework, then put the paddle wheels, two of them between the rowboats. That would allow us to keep all the moving parts in the middle, away from anything in the harbor that could foul the wheel."

Eric Halbard said, "Yes, and perhaps if we can run the paddle wheels hard enough we could push on a ship, rather than pull it, that way we wouldn't have the problem of getting out of the way when the ship is being put up next to the dock, the more ships we can move the more fees we can take, putting more money in our pockets."

Eric Krake pulled a much-folded piece of paper out of his shirt and laid it on the table.  "I've been drawing and this is what I think we could do."

[image: paddleboat drawing]They gathered, and examined the drawing for a moment. Eric Lange said, "That's all very interesting, but what makes the wheels go round?"

Krake said, "I was thinking that perhaps we could use something like a capstan, mounted on the side of the paddle wheel on each side. I mean we have one paddle wheel next to the rowboat hull on the left side, and one on the right. We could put the capstan inside the rowboat hulls and have men pulling on the levers to make the wheels work."

Eric Lange looked askance at Krake. "Excuse me, but it doesn't make much sense. At least not the way you're telling it."

Eric Krake pulled out his pencil and started to draw. Both his companions looked skyward for the blessings of patience from the angels. When Krake got like this, he was insufferable.

But Krake didn’t notice them. "No, wait, this is easy to see." The discussion went on for several hours, through six mugs of exotic spiced rum, and three plates of exotic food.

Finally, because he thought of himself as the leader, Eric Lange stood up. "We've got to get home, and I have to think about this. If we can build a model or something like it, perhaps we can promote the idea to somebody with enough money to make it work."




Copenhagen, July 1636

Eric Lange was getting tired of going to meetings. Many people were interested in the idea, but only a few were interested enough to spend money. Those people had formed an organization led by Josef Magnussen. The man leading the consortium was deeply interested in transportation, shipping, and most of all getting more work done for less cost.

At this meeting, Herr Magnussen looked over the drawings and gleefully said, "This is the way to make money. And making money is what we are all about." The deal was drawn up, and the Erics signed, committing their lives and fortunes.

Now, the three Erics, armed with their patron’s money and boundless enthusiasm, had gone down and purchased two long slender hulls, and moved them to a space owned by Herr Magnussen. They threw themselves into the construction of their vessel.

Halbard had an uncle who ran a water-powered sawmill. The uncle was a great source of information for the water wheels. Krake had a friend that sold them the timbers required for the construction of the new vessel. Eric Lange oversaw the project. The most important thing about the vessel was that it be strong enough to do real useful work, but light enough so that it was not an impossible task to drive it through the water.

Weeks went by in the construction, the three Erics became more and more enthusiastic. Nevertheless the commentary from the rest of the harbor was ribald and extreme. Mostly the three young men were accused of wanting to set up a wheat grinding operation in the middle of the harbor. So they were dubbed bread masters of the inner harbor. The onlookers made imaginative commentary on their work. However day by day, week by week, the work progressed, and finally Lange could see that the craft was finished.




Copenhagen, August 1636

Harbormaster Arne came to the work-site for the launching of the new craft.  His white beard and moustache contrasted nicely with his deep black doublet. He looked over the unlikely contrivance, and said, "So you think this is going to work?"

Eric Halbard smiled. "Yes, I think so. We tried it sitting on blocks. Four men on each side pulling the capstan handles make the wheels spin quite easily. The wheels are even independent of each other and can be turned in opposite directions. We think that we will be able to have it pivot within the length of the boat. That will make us very maneuverable and it should give us the ability of work in very tight quarters."

The harbormaster said, "Do you have a name for this thing yet? I know that most tugboats are not named, them being just rowboats. But this is something unique. I've never seen anything like this except for maybe those Swedish warships."

Eric Lange said, "We are still thinking about that. I'm sure we’ll come up with something soon."

Arne shook his head, then checked his paperwork. "Well, it’s your neck, I guess. The last thing I need to know is who is in charge here?"

They laughed, and pointed at each other, and said, "Eric is in charge!" Everyone in earshot dissolved into laughter.

****

Grunting and heaving, the whole crew wrestled the new craft into the water. Then everybody watched as the three Erics and Thorvald climbed into the craft and took their places, two at each capstan. They begin to pull on the handles of the capstans.

Eric Lange noticed it first. There was a lot more resistance in the water. "This is hard! I don't how long I can keep this up."

Eric Halbard said, "Well don't quit now, not while they're watching. Let's at least go around in a circle and then back to shore before we stop."

Very soon the four men were sweating like they'd been drinking all week. Gasping and grunting, they finally drove the craft onto the beach.

Josef Magnussen rushed up to the four men and said, "What do you think? Will it work? How soon can we get into business?"

Eric Lange said, "To tell the truth, there are a few small problems. Mostly it seems a lot harder than I thought it should be. We may have to put more men on the capstan to make it practical. But as you saw we can turn the boat within its own length by turning the two paddle wheels opposite directions. That by itself will make this much more useful than a rowboat with long sweeps."

They wrestled with the problem for the rest of the week. The crew gradually increased to eight men, and even so it was not quite as effective as a rowboat with oars.

At the end of the week, Eric Lange gathered his partners and said, "It looks like we'll have to have as many men as a regular rowboat, just to make it work. If we do that it will cost us more to pay those men and do the maintenance then it would just to have a simple rowboat. We need to think of something more efficient. Let’s tie up our craft and go back to the drawing board. Perhaps by Monday, we can come up with an idea that will improve our machine."

The other three, Eric, Eric, and Thorvald, nodded in agreement. Thorvald said, "It is still better than getting thrown into the water all the time." All four laughed and made their way to the Northern Lights.




Copenhagen, September 1636

By the end of the evening, everybody was well into their cups, and nobody had any ideas, except for Eric Krake. He was still scribbling and had had only about half the ale of his partners. He picked up his mug and drained it, then he said, "I saw a bicycle this weekend. It was a new and improved model. It had a link chain and sprocket gears to drive the wheel. The gear on the wheel was small and not quite a hand span across, but the pedals were mounted upon a gear that was almost an arm’s length in diameter. So the smaller gear went around many times for one rotation of the gear on the pedals. Perhaps if we did something similar, we could get more rotations of the paddles for less work."

A great deal of discussion ensued. Finally Eric Lange said, "I think I understand how this would work. I think we could try it. What do we lose for the effort?"

Krake nodded. "One of the benefits is if we move the paddle wheels forward slightly, and the capstan slightly aft, it will make the tugboat track straight through the water."

The next morning, in spite of headaches, the four men set to work and by the end of the week the modifications had been achieved. This time there were not nearly as many people standing around to watch as they launched their new model tugboat.

On the water, Eric Lange was thrilled to note that it was not nearly as hard to pull the levers around. The only problem was that they had to pull them very rapidly to move the tugboat at all.

Then it happened. Thorvald let his attention drift somewhat, and a lever from the capstan snagged his jacket, and lofted him into the water.

Everyone, Thorvald included, burst into laughter.  Eric Krake said, "This modification helps a lot, but I still think that we cannot compete successfully with normal tugboats."

They pulled Thorvald back in the boat, and looked around. Halbard said, "It’s dark, where are we? I think it’s time to quit for the day. Are we close enough to the Mermaid and Tiger? I want to go try that new chocolate recipe I heard about."

They maneuvered over to a dock, and Eric Lange was last out of the boat. He watched his weary companions as they staggered along the waterfront towards American eatery. Eric said, "I’m glad we are here. I hope it is not too crowded tonight."

****

Eric Halbard said, "If you think this is not too crowded, I wonder what crowded really is?"

Thorvald said, "I think there is a table over there. Let us go capture it before someone else does. I can tell you what I want and you can go make the order."

The three Erics looked at each other, and Eric Halbard said, "Which one are you talking to?"

Thorvald grinned. "Why, Eric of course." Thorvald then beat a hasty retreat towards the open table.

Eric Lange surveyed the room. It had been converted from a warehouse by putting a wall and a counter across the back. A lady was tending the counter, and there was something different about her dress. She had pockets, so she must be one of the Americans.

On the wall behind the counter was a large chalkboard on which were written the items available for the day. Eric Lange said, "Let's go to the counter. I want a better look at what's on the list. At least we have a little silver left to buy our meal."

Eric Halbard nodded. "I have heard several different things they make here that are said to be quite extraordinary. One of them is the sandwich, they take a roll of bread, place meat and cheese between the two halves and serve it to you on a plate. You can eat it with your hands."

Eric Krake said, "I want to taste the new chocolate. That chocolate drink is something everybody is talking about. Some that I sailed with tried it in Spain, and said it is better than wine. I don’t know about that. They say it warms the blood, but has a bitterness. Every place has a different recipe with spices to it to make it taste even more exotic."

As Eric Lange in his two companions approached the counter the woman said, "Hello, I am Reva Pridmore. This is my place. I don't think I've seen you in here before so what can I do for you?"

When Eric Lange saw that both of his friends were looking at him, he found his tongue and said, "Frau Pridmore, it is a pleasure to meet you. We have heard extraordinary things about the food here, even including that exotic drink from the New World called chocolate. I have long thought that the person who prepares the food knows it best, so I ask what do you recommend for supper?"

The woman paused for a moment of thought. "We should keep it simple. Why don't you each choose a sandwich, and what we call a Copenhagen cup. The Copenhagen cup is chocolate with just a few extras, mostly a little bit of sea salt to give it a distinctive flavor. On the board behind me we have a list of the breads, the meats, and cheeses. Pick what you want and I will tell you what it would cost."

Eric Lange felt a little bit overwhelmed. Still his companions had imposed leadership upon him, he would not fail them. Resolutely he said, "That sounds good. We need four cups of chocolate as you described, and four sandwiches. I think we will take a rye bread, a white bread, whatever sourdough is, and last a French roll. We all want pork, and good Danish cheese. How much do you think that would be?" The woman across the counter scratched a few notes on a piece of paper looked up showed them the paper and said, "This much. You can see it's not too much. We wanted to make this a place where people could come for meals frequently so we try and keep the cost low as possible. If you ever want to try something more exotic, you should try the dinner menu." The woman pointed to the other half of the board behind her. There were listed exotic things, Eric Lange had never heard of. He wondered, for instance, about biscuits and gravy. What in the world could a chicken fried steak be? Would it be chicken, or beef, or something else entirely?

[image: food]Eric Lange laughed. "I think we will stick with the sand-witches for now. I don’t think I’m ready for chickens that can fry anything. They must be well-trained in truth."

The woman laughed as well. "Yes indeed, it's hard to get them trained up enough before we eat them."

Eric Lange frowned, and handed her some coins. Then the woman smiled and turned away. Lange felt a trifle confused. Then he heard the woman say, "Go ahead and sit down with your friend at the table over there. We will bring the order out to you."

Thorvald had secured a table with four chairs, close to a window in the corner. As they approached, Thorvald said, "Over there in this corner, that's where the man was murdered. Right here in this very shop it was during a fight. The fight didn't kill him, but when the excitement was over, they looked in the corner and he was just dead. It all sounded very exciting."

Eric Lange remembered hearing something about it, but he said, "Never mind about that now. Let's just sit down. They say they're going to bring the food out to us in a moment. We got you something called a sand-witch and a drink called a Copenhagen cup. I hope you like it, they cost almost our whole day's wages."

As Eric Lange sat down Thorvald nudged him and said, "Look over there at the table next to us. They all work for the Danish airship company. You can tell by those odd doublets. Ole told me that they call them jumpsuits or something like that. I don't know what it is but they're doing something at the table."

Eric Lange looked over, expecting to see a game of cards or an argument. But his attention was riveted by the things the men were putting on the table. It was machinery of some kind. One piece went into the window, another was clamped down on the edge of the table, and they were fastening a piece of wood to a shaft that came out of the side of the mechanism.

Another man was standing next to Lange, and he tapped the man on the shoulder. "Do you have any idea what they are doing?"

The man laughed. "Not really, but they come in two or three times a week to do it. I think these are some models of what they are building out there for the airship company.’

The Erics sat down and watched the show. Everybody nearby was talking and laughing excitedly. Eric Lange watched intently as devices were connected to each other, adjustments were made, and instructions delivered with great precision and rapidity.

Then a man, an American by his accent, shouted across the room to Frau Pridmore. He said something like, "Hold my drink, Reva, and watch this!" Then he adjusted the valve and spun the wooden piece on the front.

The little machine coughed, then the wooden bar began to move on its own, slowly at first, then faster. It made a noise like chain shot hurtling through the air.

Eric had never seen anything like this. With the spinning paddle on the front, it really looked like one of the engines on the airship that launched last week. It was fascinating, the long wooden piece he found, was called a propeller, and as it spun the air began to move, blowing the hot humid air from inside the shop out the open window.

The girl came with a tray, and put a plate in front of each of the Erics and Thorvald. The food was different, with things stacked between slices of bread. Then she gave each a cup, steaming and fragrant. So before they sampled the sand witches, they each tried the chocolate.

They tasted, then closed their eyes and tasted again. It was sweet and yet bitter, smooth and yet spicy, calming and yet exciting. Never had Eric Lange tasted anything like it.

And the sand witches were interesting as well. They didn’t look like much, but there was a new experience with each bite.

Their attention was torn away from their repast when the machinery next to their table started hissing. The airship men all scrambled quickly to the machine, until it was completely obscured from sight. Then the American turned back to the counter in front, and shouted, "Nothing to worry about, we were just going a little too fast, and the safety went off. No problem."

All the Erics and Thorvald were on their feet, and they crowded around the American, looking at the machine as if it were a live demon.

There was something forming in Eric's mind, something that really important, something about the propeller going in a circle. Everyone had gone back to the table, but Eric Lange was still standing in the middle of the floor, chasing the elusive thought. Then Eric had it. The propeller rotated like the paddle wheels, and it could push, maybe even hard, because the American would not let anybody close to the propeller, saying it might break their hands.

So before he sat back down to his excellent food, he touched the American on the sleeve.  "I have a question, can this be made bigger?"

The American machinist said, "Well yes, but we are building this as the standard size. This one only has six cylinders but the shop standard engine has twelve, and is as strong as a thousand horses pulling together."

Eric put his hand out to the American. "I’m Eric, they call me Eric Lange.  I would like to know more about your machine."

Around him in the tavern, other men rushed forward to speak. Everybody it seemed found the engine to be the solution for their problem; deals were being made, bargains struck, money was in play. It had been a good evening all around.

The next morning, all the Erics and Thorvald listened as the airship engineers explained. Apparently the engine could be made larger or smaller depending on how it was put together.

After careful consideration, Eric Lange said, "So that is how they make the wheels on the Swedish warships turn. This smaller engine, how much would it cost?"

All of the partners leaned closer to hear. Money was discussed, and possibly the cost of hiring an engineer to maintain the engine, or train their crew.

Finally Eric Lange stood up. "Gentlemen, thank you for your time. We need to check with our sponsor. But I think the purchase of an engine of the size you mentioned might possibly solve our problem. It certainly would be easier than pulling handles on a capstan."

By the end of the day, Eric Lange was back in the engine workshop. He had spoken to the foreman, discussed payment, and set up a delivery time for the engine. Because this engine was assembled from stocks, a new one would only take two days to produce.

Thorvald was more excited than anyone at the news. "From now on, I stay in the boat!

****

It had been a week since the momentous night at the Mermaid and Tiger. The engine had been delivered, and was now mounted on a platform between the two paddle wheels. A chain drive left over from the hand cranked bicycle experiment had been attached to each paddle wheel along with something that the American machinist called a reversible clutch for each wheel.

The controls were explained. There was a lever on a large valve called the throttle, which could move forward or backwards to increase or decrease the amount of steam from the steam generator. Each reversible clutch was a lever that had a central, forward, and reverse position that controlled its corresponding paddle wheel. Finally there was a long cord with the T-handle that was used to give the initial impulse to start the engine. All three of the levers had been routed back to the steering position. Conceivably one person could work the whole tug boat; however, it was much more rational to have a crewmen in charge of the machinery, a crewmen in charge of the paddle wheels and throttle, and somebody to steer with the tiller.

Everybody was ready. Eric Lange said, "Is the fire hot? Is there enough steam?" Thorvald had been given the responsibility of keeping the fire fed. He said, "If I understand this correctly, the gauges are telling me that we are prepared. You may open the valve when you will."

Eric Lange was in command, Eric Halbard on the tiller, and Eric Krake on the mooring ropes. Lange stood up. "All right, get everything ready. We are about to back out. Thorvald, turn the engine over."

Thorvald waved acknowledgment. Then he opened the throttle a crack, grabbed the T handle, and gave it a sharp tug. Everybody was intently interested as the machinery began to work.

Eric Lange saw Thorvald turn back to feed the fire, so he blew his whistle, opened his throttle control up a little wider, and then pulled the throttle open. Then he grabbed both paddle wheel control levers to move them into reverse. Majestically the wheels began to turn, and the tug boat backed away from the shore.

Eric Krake was scrambling to make sure all the ropes that held the tugboat to the dock were released. Lange closed the throttle and placed the paddle wheel controls in neutral; the j6tug boat continued to glide away from the shore.

[image: Coppenhaven]ikjuLange said, "Halbard, move the tiller so that we start turning the bow towards the open harbor. I want to see what this thing can do."

Eric Halbard waved acknowledgement, pushed the tiller over, and the back of the towboat began an arc toward shore. Eric Lange waited a moment then opened the throttle a bit more, engaging both paddle wheels in the forward direction. With a thrashing confusion of foam, the wheels spun as the boat worked to change direction. Gradually the tug boat began to move forward, and out across the harbor. Eric Lange was entranced, every bit of his being focused on making the tugboat go where he wanted.

Then he heard Halbard. "Lange, I can't hold it, it's trying to veer off to starboard. Can you do anything to make it straighten out?"

Eric Lange considered for a moment, then he adjusted one of the wheel control levers just a bit. The towboat began to move straight across the harbor. From that point on the men experimented with their new craft. They found they could spin it in place, not using the tiller at all. They could make it back up, or go forward, even curve across the harbor in long shallow glides.

Finally Thorvald said, "Lange, We are running out of fuel. I think it's time to go back before we have to row."

From the bow, Eric Krake laughed. "Very true, Lange, if we have to row, Thorvald will end up in the bay again, and we don't want that. Nobody likes a wet Thorvald."

Halbard leaned on the tiller, and Lange sent the craft about, then they set off towards their mooring place. The wind was in their hair, and Herr Magnussen stood on the shore clapping his hands and hooting encouragements. Lange felt as if his chest would burst in pride at their accomplishment. The future awaited.














The Slasher by Bjorn Hasseler
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Monday, June 24, 1635




I stopped at The Striped Cat at the end of the first day's ride. The inn's namesake—or perhaps a descendant—was sunning herself on the steps. The building was new, less than twenty years old. Most of Tangermünde had burned in the Fire of 1617. When I pulled the door open, the cat followed me inside.

[image: cat]The common room was small enough that the modest number of patrons made it feel crowded. I found a seat in the far corner, both to be out of the way and to observe. The stew was decent and the beer average, but the bread was quite good. I was mopping up the last of my stew when the door swung open.

A man and a woman entered. She was holding his left hand as they threaded their way around occupied tables.

"Are these seats taken?" the man asked me.

"Nein. Please, sit," I said.

He was a lanky, weather-beaten man who obviously worked outdoors. He wore workman's clothes and heavy gloves. His face was lined but his hair was still dark, so I put that down to pain rather than age. The woman sat to his left and scooted her chair closer to his. She was attractive enough but for the pallor of someone who never saw the sun.

"Ich bin Wilhelm Reuber."

"Pleased to meet you, Herr Reuber. How is the stew? What is in it?"

"Lamb. It is okay. But the bread is good."

He sighed. "That will be a treat." He extricated his hand from his wife's grip and waved for the innkeeper. After pointing at my stew bowl, he held up two fingers.

The man studied me for a while. Finally he said, "You are not from here, either, are you?"

"Nein, I am from Havelburg, but I am returning to the University of Jena."

"A university student." He nodded, evidently in satisfaction. "That explains it. You are dressed almost as well as a burgher. What do you study?"

"I am in the arts program. Logic. Rhetoric." Honesty compelled me to add, "I have taken up writing stories to pay for my education."

The innkeeper set down bowls of stew, a loaf of bread, and mugs of small beer.

"Let me hear a story while we eat," the man requested.

I narrated The Haunted Schloss. The man paid attention but did not seem all that impressed. I hoped I proved to be a better writer than a storyteller.

"I suppose stories about nobles' problems are lost on me," he said. "I have worked outside, alone, for some years with only the tales I could remember to keep me company. Some of them are quite grim, meant to caution children."

I was quite sure his wife squeezing his hand was not just my imagination.

[image: stories]"I know the stories you mean," I told him. "The faeries who live in the forest and so on."

He nodded.

"One of them actually happened to me," I began. "I was small, about ten years old. I was supposed to be in bed, but I was looking out the window, watching the snow fall.

"And then I saw two red spots. They came closer and closer to the window, and I realized they were eyes. They were moving up and down through the air, and I thought it was a demon."

The man was smiling. His wife seemed a bit tense but reassured by his presence.

"Just as I was getting really scared, a second set of red eyes appeared. I wanted to scream, to wake up everyone else, but I could not make a sound. Then the red eyes darted to one side, and I saw a white rabbit hopping across a snowdrift."

He nodded approvingly. "I like that one. Another, please. You study in Jena, near those up-timers, ja? Do they have stories like this?"

"Stories to scare children with?" I thought. "Ja, I know one but it was intended to scare young men and women from going off together."

The man motioned for me to get on with it.

"A boy and a girl went for a drive in one of those cars—the enclosed wagons with engines?"

He nodded.

"They parked in the woods, to kiss and . . . other things." I didn't see any need for the details. "They heard a scratch, scratch, scratch on the roof of the car. Then on one of the windows. The boy looked up just in time to see something vanish. So he told the girl to lock the door behind him and got out of the car. She waited and waited for him to come back, but he did not. Then she heard a noise—a drip, drip, drip against the roof of the car. The boy had told her not to get out of the car, so she did not. She stayed there all night, hearing the drip, drip, drip. Finally when the sun came up, she got out of the car. And the boy's body was hanging from a tree branch above the car. His throat was slashed, and the dripping she heard was his blood. The watch found her there still screaming hours later. They say there was a man who lived in those woods with a hook for a hand, and that he was the one who had killed the boy."

I happened to glance at his wife. She was even paler and trembling.

"My apologies, mein Herr. I have frightened your wife."

He put his arm around her.

"I know a story somewhat like this," she said. Looking at her husband, she asked, "Do you think it was told over and over again?"

"Until it changed into this up-time tale? It is possible, mein Schatz." Turning back to me, he said, "I will tell it. You are a university student—you judge.

"The boy and the girl lived in a small village. The armies marched through—Mansfeld, Wallenstein, the Danes—it does not matter which—and brought plague, and the girl's parents died. The freiherr who owned the village became her guardian. He was a harsh and evil man. Everyone knew that her parents and the boy's parents had an understanding. But she was beautiful, and the freiherr's son wanted her.

"The girl did not want him. She snuck out with the boy, but the freiherr's son followed them. He and his retainers seized them. The freiherr and his wife were furious. She claimed the boy had stolen the girl's virtue and demanded severe punishment. The freiherr said that was theft, and he held the power of neck and hand. So at his wife's urging, he took the boy's hand and drove him out of the village.

"He would have died, but a charcoal burner found him and took him in. It took him months to recover. Once he was stronger, he tried to help the charcoal burner but with only one hand, there was not much he could do. The charcoal burner carved him a wooden hand, and that helped some. Sometimes he would strap a blade to his arm instead, to cut the small branches.

Since he was determined to stay on, the kindly charcoal burner made him an apprentice."

"The charcoal burner grew sick a few years later but before he did, he promoted the boy to journeyman. Merchants would buy from him a few times a year, and sometimes travelers would see a man with a scythe for a hand working in the woods."

I waited for more. Finally I had to ask, "What happened to the girl?"

"The freiherr's son would not have her, so she was sent as a servant to another noble and closely guarded. The freiherr threatened to bring charges of witchcraft unless she went quietly."

I sensed he was too polite to spit inside the tavern, but wanted to. After an uncomfortably long silence, I acknowledged, "That is a creepy story."

He nodded.

"I wonder how that freiherr would fare in this Krystalnacht," I ventured.

"I wonder, too." He glanced at his wife. "It has been a long day, mein Schatz." They rose. "Thank you for trading stories," he told me. He started to bow but then shook my hand instead.

I went to bed still thinking about that story and watching the shadows very carefully. It was not easy to sleep. I awoke at dawn, dressed, and went down to the common room in search of a large breakfast on the theory that one should not be short of both sleep and food.

"You are up early," the innkeeper noted, "for a well-to-do young man."

I was amused. "I have another two days' ride to Magdeburg. Then I can sleep on the train. I am only well-off enough to write to pay for my classes."

He laughed. "Get up as early as that thin man and his pretty wife, and you will have time to make yourself richer."

I glanced around the room. "They are already up?"

"They rode out before dawn."

I remembered his wooden handshake and wondered if his story were also true.

****

I arrived in Magdeburg two days later and went straight to the train station.

The next passenger train going as far as Jena was a local to Schwarza Junction listed for 8:30 AM, Thursday, June 27—the next morning. Next I went to a bookstore that carries all the new genres. It is west of the Big Ditch, the moat around the old city. One of my reasons was simple vanity—I wanted to see my books for sale. But I also wanted to check out the competition. Sadly, I had to be frugal until my two manuscripts sold, so I limited myself to one book and a newspaper. I did pay a little more for an inn known for clean beds and simple but good food.
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The Times-Journal was full of articles about Krystalnacht—the battle of Güstrow, Air Force involvement, skirmishes along the Rhine, and several about dead noblemen in Mecklenburg. One caught his eye because the dead noble was a freifrau rather than a freiherr.

A source said that the murder was anonymously reported to an investigative judge for the Duke of Mecklenburg. Dan Frost, Grantville's former police chief, accompanied him to the scene. The source reported that the woman's throat was cut, and the freiherr returned that evening, claiming to have unsuccessfully pursued the killer. "He was babbling about a man with a blade for a hand. Dan Frost said, "Your wife was killed by a one-armed man? Do you expect me to believe that?" He advised the investigative judge, "Book him, Otto. Murder one."

A man with a blade for a hand? What had the tall, thin man said? The freifrau had been the one to demand severe punishment. And the girl had been sent to a schloss . . .

I nearly dropped my beer mug. I'd just seen it. It took me a few minutes to find it, even in a paper the size of the Times-Journal. But on the previous page, I finally located the small notice of an attack on a schloss. A guard decoyed, a locked door smashed, and one woman missing. Not all that far from where the freifrau was killed.

Why had no one else made the connection? After a couple minutes, I realized no one else had heard the man's story. It seemed to me that a great injustice had been done to the couple I met. But he had killed the freifrau . . . If I said nothing, not only would the man get away with it, but the freiherr also might well be executed for his wife's murder.

I sat at the table for a long time before going up to my room and spent another night tossing and turning. In the morning, I caught my train.

****

That evening in my quarters in Jena, I wrote out what I knew and enclosed the articles from the Times-Journal. On Friday morning I mailed my letter to the judge in Mecklenburg. I'd given them a few more days' head start.

****

Late in August I returned from my classes to find a sealed letter waiting for me. It bore a Province of Mecklenburg seal. I slit it open.




Herr Rauber,

You have my thanks and gratitude for bringing these articles to my attention. Further investigation confirmed the freiherr's claim that his wife was killed by a one-armed man.

A man from the Committees of Correspondence accosted my assistant. Identifying himself only as Eleazar, he gave the following account:

Our column was the second to reach the field at Güstrow. We were hard-pressed by the nobles and their retainers. About mid-afternoon, a tall, thin man rode up, dismounted, tied his horse to a fence, and fell in beside us, loading and firing. But when the nobles were about to charge, he dropped his rifle and pulled off his glove. Under it he had a wooden hand! He took that off, too, and tucked it in his haversack. He strapped on a short sickle blade and drew a short sword with his left hand. He fought until blood ran down both blades. We broke that charge, and when more CoC columns arrived, we counterattacked. He was at the front of our charge, slashing through retainers and calling out a certain freiherr. But the freiherr fled the field.

The nobles broke at dusk. I lost track of him during the pursuit in the dark. But when we returned to the field, his horse was gone. One of my men heard him say he had other business. We have not seen him since.

The freifrau was killed two days after Güstrow. Two days after that, the magdalene vanished. The particulars of her situation match your account. The freiherr has vanished, and I fear the one-armed man has caught up to him. If you should see him, please notify the town watch—or better, the State of Thuringia-Franconia marshals. A reliable report places him in the recent action at Weissenfels.




I reread the letter. Every point confirmed the man's story. Weissenfels—was he planning to come to Jena and tell me the rest of his story?  Then I made the connection and dashed out the door in search of my publisher. As soon as I found him, I blurted out, "I have the next Heroes of Germany book!" I showed him the judge's letter. "We can call it The Slasher. And if he was at Weissenfels, that means he's joined forces with the Saxon Ghost."
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PART TWO




Magdeburg, October 1, 1636

Lady Beth heard the pounding in her head and thought she was dreaming. Or was it a nightmare? Unfortunately, it persisted, and finally she awoke enough to realize that it was not her headache-addled mind, nor was it the touch of a cold that insisted on blocking her sinuses. No, it was a determined set of knuckles rapping on her front door.

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” she called, walking delicately across the floor in a new pair of slippers so as not to disturb her throbbing temples. She winced. It wasn’t working. “Keep your shorts on,” she muttered.

She unlocked her door and tried squinting away the light that shone through the crack. She did not enjoy this time of year in Germany. The weather was changing, and no matter how hard she tried, she could not wrest away any popular bug that was making the rounds through the citizenry. And now here stood the Arts League’s clerk, Gerhard Lurz, looking as if he’d eaten a bad taco.

Lady Beth rubbed sleep from her eyes. “What is it, Ger? Didn’t you see enough of me yesterday?”

Lurz bowed politely and removed his cap. “My apologies, Lady Beth. But there’s been an incident.”

Ignoring her throbbing head, she opened her eyes fully to see the concern on his face. She sighed. “What kind of incident?”

Lurz’s expression darkened. “A bad one, Lady Beth. A very, very bad one.”

****

Artemisia Gentileschi awoke the next morning with a smile on her face. She heard voices in the next room and pulled on a robe before joining her fellow artists.

When they saw her, Maria and Clara stood up and hugged her, laughing.

“We did it, we did it!” Clara said. “I told you we would.”

“So you did,” Artemisia said, squeezing her hand. She slid into a chair, and the others returned to their seats.

Maria said, “Be honest, did you really doubt you’d be one of the five finalists?”

She smiled and shrugged. “As you know, my dear friends, one can never be certain in a contest.”

They nodded, and Maria said, “True, true.”

“So,” Clara said, leaning forward eagerly, “which of our drawings did they select?”

The others turned intent looks on her, and Artemisia said, “Well. . . are you sure you want to discuss that now? Perhaps after breakfast and a nice walk?”

Artemisia laughed at their cries of outrage and stood to collect the notes she’d made the night before. She took the drawing that the board had preferred and unfurled it on the table, smiling as the others studied it.

The drawing depicted a background that owed much to Winslow Homer’s style. Pastoral, with trees and a river in the background. Naval ships and speedboats had been sketched in, in broad strokes, and an airplane soared like a stiff bird in the upper left corner. The center held a glowing circle of light, surrounded, in the foreground, with rolling hills. Bold, realistically-rendered figures were grouped in the scenery, enjoying picnics, making use of tools such as a sewing machine to make clothes for happy children. Everyone seemed happy and at peace.

“I liked the other one better,” Clara said. “The one with more of a military feel.”

Maria said, “Ugh.”

“Oh yes, I know,” Clara said, “but it’s more realistic. And it has more dramatic scenery, with the mountains and the thick clouds.”

The others nodded.

“Yes,” Artemisia said. “I was rather hoping to have you paint those storm clouds, Clara. You do them brilliantly.”

Clara smiled at her.

Maria pointed at the drawing on the table. “You know, I think this one is my favorite, but I thought they might find it a bit too. . . “

“Placid?” Artemisia said.

“Syrupy?” Clara suggested.

Artemisia raised an eyebrow at Clara. “It’s certainly not a purely historical representation of events since the Ring of Fire, but I’m not surprised they chose it. It’s hopeful. It’s. . . inspirational. People will look at the painting and feel proud, yes? They will smile and feel stronger, and fight harder. Or at least, that is the hope.”

“So, it’s basically advertising,” Clara said.

“Well, of course.” Artemisia smiled. “Did you think it was anything else?”

Clara shook her head. “I suppose I hadn’t really thought about it.” After a moment of somber reflection, she smiled again. “It’s going to make a gorgeous painting. Such color!”

“Oh, the painting!” Maria said. “The canvas—it could take days. We must order it right away.”

Smiles vanished, as the two women turned to Artemisia.

“Canvas?” Artemisia said. “Hmmm.” She turned and walked back to her room, returning a moment later with a six-foot by four-foot canvas, stretched, sized, grounded, and ready to be painted. She set it down with a sly smile on her face and was met with laughter and more exclamations.

“‘One can never be certain,’ hmmm?” Maria said. “Wicked creature.”

“Of course, it pays to be prepared,” Artemisia said, propping the canvas against the wall. “Now! We must have breakfast, and then we must make a schedule. Maria? I would like you, if you are willing, to begin preparing paint as soon as we have eaten. And then we will decide who will be responsible for each element. It’s a large painting, and with time for our paint to dry, it will be no small task to complete it by the deadline.”

The women immediately set to work, and Artemisia smiled contentedly at them. It struck her how much she would miss them when this competition—and  if they were fortunate enough to win, the mural—was complete. She liked having these ladies around; they felt like family.

It would be even better if her daughter were part of all this, but Prudentia had her own work and family to deal with right here in Magdeburg. She was so independent now that she had her own family, and prying her away from them would be no small task. Painting the mural itself, if they won that honor, would take months, however, and Prudentia would help them if that happened. And so too would her assistant, Sherry Murray. In either case, they would all be together again soon. Until then, Artemisia would embrace the new family she had with her—and perhaps try to find a way they could stay together longer.

****

The day after being announced as finalists, Antoine Le Nain and his brothers found themselves stretching canvas. They had come to Magdeburg with no sense of certainty as to the requirements for the next stage of the competition. Thus, they had not prepared much beyond what they had needed for phase one. Now here they were, splayed out on the floor of their apartment, with wood and tacks and hammers and two pieces of canvas, one for practice and one for the final painting. There were shops in town that could provide pre-stretched canvases of the size required, but they were a little more expensive than Antoine was prepared to pay. And besides, the Le Nains had always stretched their own canvases. Why change tradition now?

Mathieu was being a little too aggressive with the stretchers. “Make sure they’re at ninety degree angles, brother, before you tack them,” Antoine said, in his most stern lecturing voice. “And don’t hammer them so hard, lest you leave dents.”

His youngest brother sighed. “I’ve done this before, Antoine. I know what to do.”

“You’ll have to forgive our impetuous little brother, Antoine,” Louis said with a tight smirk on his face as he prepped a piece of canvas for the wood frame. “He’s in love.”

Louis and Mathieu had gone out last night for a little carousing to celebrate their entry into phase two. Antoine had begged off a full night of festivities, leaving early due to mild heartburn. But apparently, Louis and Mathieu had had a fun evening.

“Not in love, Louis,” Mathieu said, laughing a little as he knocked in a tack to begin constructing the frame. “In lust.”

Antoine shook his head. “The only passion you should be feeling is for this canvas and for our next moves in this competition.”

“Don’t worry, brother,” Mathieu said, moving to the next corner of the frame. “The young lady gave me great inspiration. . .  which, in fact, I want to talk to you about.”

Antoine sighed deeply. Frau Simpson and the Arts League had preferred Antoine’s El Greco-influenced sketch over the other two, and Mathieu was more than a little disappointed. His more abstract, whimsical entry had been given high marks, but Antoine figured that his piece had been selected because of its religious overtones. It may very well have been the only sample submitted that even took religion into consideration. So, they were encouraging the Le Nains to go in that direction with their painting, and Antoine would oblige them.

“I won’t tell you what we did last night—” Mathieu began.

“And I don’t want to know,” Antoine said.

“—but a certain young woman did help me to remember that the Le Nains are known for their simple representations of life. There she was, a barmaid, barely making a living, yet serving her customers with as much joy as she could muster. She’s a simple girl, living a simple life, and yet, she and her kind are the heart of the society. . .  of any society, yes?”

Antoine agreed.

“So, whatever we do, let’s be sure to stick to what we do best. Let’s put a girl like her in the painting and make it clear what she represents. Agreed?”

To his own surprise, Antoine was impressed with Mathieu. The boy had finally come back to his senses, had shrugged off the temptation of up-time techniques and. . .

“. . . and perhaps I could paint her like Andy Warhol would, to help focus the viewer on how she, and others like her, are different, and yet so vital.”

Antoine and Louis looked at each other and laughed. Of course, it was too good to be true. Mathieu had “drunk the Kool-Aid,” as the up-timers might say. There was no going back now for him.

“What?” Mathieu stopped hammering and held up his free hand as if he were innocent of all crime. “We live in a new age, my brothers. We cannot go back to how things were, not entirely at least. If Frau Simpson and her friends want El Greco-style religion, fine, but let’s experiment a little, let’s take some risks.”

“Fine, fine,” Antoine said, raising his hands in surrender. “We’re all in this together, Mathieu. We’ll see what will work once we’ve got the basics done. But for now, stop talking and let’s get this canvas ready to be sized, so that Louis can go and have his consult with the devil.”

Louis huffed. “Young Johann is hardly the devil.”

“True, but not too far removed, in my opinion.”

Antoine was beginning to doubt the need to employ the lad any further. Now that they had gotten into phase two, what purpose did it serve to aggravate the situation, to run the risk of being caught by the Arts League in an activity that clearly violated the competition rules? But Louis and Mathieu maintained the need for information.

“We are foreigners in a foreign land,” Louis continued. “We need to know what our enemies are doing.”

And indeed, there was some truth to that. Von Block had the advantage of being the local “darling.” Artemisia had her gender to give her an advantage with Frau Simpson and Haygood. The other two artists were not from Magdeburg, but one had the advantage of being German. The other. . .  well, Nardi would do what Nardi did, whatever that was.

Being French gave them a significant disadvantage, given the political situation—and no one could convince Antoine that the other artists weren’t practicing a little intelligence gathering on the side as well. Simpson had the right ideals, but she wasn’t in up-time America anymore.

They refocused their attention on the canvas. They tacked the canvas to the back of the frame on one of the long sides, then stretched it tight to tack it to the back of the other long side. They then did the same for the shorter sides as Antoine held the canvas tight, and Mathieu finished it off. After the last tack was hammered into place, Louis hoisted it up, turned it over, and leaned it against the small dining room table. All three stared at the blank surface.

“We’ll have to take into account the window,” Louis said.

Antoine nodded. “Yes, but that isn’t of much concern. In fact, it’ll be a benefit. My hope is that sufficient light will come through it and accentuate certain features of our painting, making them pop, as the up-timers might say.”

They all agreed to that, and as Mathieu collected the pieces for the second frame, Antoine turned to Louis. “Best get going and meet with young Bartel. Mathieu and I will finish up here. Where are you meeting?”

“At the Aufsturz.”

“Very well. Be careful, wear your hat, and keep a clear view of your surroundings.”

Louis nodded, collected the dashing feathered hat that he’d purchased a few days earlier, and left quickly.

Antoine turned his attention back to the blank canvas. He nodded, pleased with how things had worked out so far. In his mind, an idea for the mural’s background came into view, one bold yet still compatible with what the league wanted. He smiled and nodded again, pleased with himself.

Things are working out indeed!

****

It became clear to Daniel almost immediately that assigning tasks for this painting—whose importance to him, his family, and his career was vast—would be . . . problematic.

Daniel and his apprentices stood gathered around their chosen sketch. The league had chosen his first sketch, asking only that he use the version of the Ring of Fire that was included in his second sketch: a placid ring of flames, rather than the “menacing tornado” of the first sketch. He was mildly disappointed, though not surprised.

“What will I be painting, Herr von Block?” Konrad asked.

Daniel winced. Not a single speck of this canvas, he thought. But Konrad would have a fit if he were told he’d have no role in this work. Surely there was something he could be trusted to do? Perhaps he could paint a few smaller details? A tree or part of the river bank?

The others shifted anxiously, waiting for von Block to speak. He cleared his throat. “I will, of course, want to do much of the detail work myself for so important a painting.” He saw Melchior nod calmly while Johann folded his arms impatiently.

“Konrad, you have great skill with mixing paints, so I shall count on you for that, of course, to begin with. And. . .  Johann, perhaps you could begin with the foreground. I want rich color and texture here--” he gestured at the grassy area in the foreground. “It’s difficult to tell from the photographs in my books, but some of the Impressionist painters used thick, textured paint in intriguing ways in their nature paintings, in particular. Perhaps. . . well, for now, simply layer in the appropriate color, yes?”

Johann shrugged and turned to begin preparing the canvas for the next phase.

[image: painting]“Melchior, perhaps you would like to paint the horses?” He had only begun painting  animals, but showed extraordinary skill at it, perhaps as a result of having been raised around them. “Why not begin with General Stearns’ horse. Use dark colors, I think—make him a bay. Paint him. . .” Daniel looked at the wall, selected one of the prepared canvases that stood propped against it, and handed it to Melchior. “Use this canvas to practice, and then show me. Don’t worry about the background, just focus on creating a magnificent, powerful horse, posed like this.” He gestured at the sketch again.

“Yes, Herr von Block,” Melchior said with a proud smile. “I will begin immediately.”

Daniel smiled and stretched his back as he watched the three young men moving around the studio. Konrad wasn’t thrilled, exactly, but Daniel’s small bit of flattery, and the implied promise of “to begin with,” would keep him content for the time being. Johann was. . . well, he was Johann. Surly and discontented. Daniel hoped the boy would grow out of it, though he had his doubts. At least Melchior, his most talented apprentice, was happy.

“And me, Herr von Block?” Ursula said.

Daniel regarded her for a moment, wondering just how close she was to Artemisia, and what he ought to do about it. “Continue on with the portrait of Frau Schlosser and her daughter.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Am I to have no role with this mural?”

“We committed to the Schlosser commission, and we must complete it. You’re the right person for that job.”

“Yes, but—”

Daniel scowled at her. “Do as you’re directed, Ursula, and we will see.”

She stood for a moment, nodded stiffly, and returned to her easel.

Yes, she would indeed be a problem. Daniel sighed and turned back to the sketch, hoping that they might all work quietly and well for the rest of the morning, at least, without interruptions.

****

Hans Ulrich Franck was still in bed when the knock came at his door. It was only half past nine in the morning, but he ought to have been up, continuing his work, more than two hours earlier. A painter must always use the light God grants him, his master always told him.

As an apprentice, Hans had never been allowed to sleep past 5:30 in the morning, and he’d sworn to himself he would sleep as late as he wished every single day once he was on his own. His master had been right, though—the light was fleeting, and he cheated himself of work time by being so late to rise.

A knock came again while he was pulling his nightshirt over his head, and he called out to the knocker to wait, being far more polite than he was inclined to be. Few people knew where he was staying in Magdeburg, however, and those few were people of importance.

Once he’d fastened a proper shirt and buttoned his pants, Hans went to the door and opened it with a broad smile on his face. He was greeted by a boy he’d never set eyes on before. Scowling, Hans said, “Son, why have you—”

The boy held out a letter. “Message for you from the Magdeburg Arts League, Herr Franck. A pleasant day to you, sir.”

Hans took the letter and stared at it for a moment, before looking up and saying, “What’s this abo—” But the young man was already gone. Hans sighed and closed the door, slumping into a chair and staring at the letter.

Finally he opened it, reading the short note within:




The board of the Magdeburg Arts League regrets to inform you that the artist Angelo Nardi will no longer be participating in the Magdeburg Opera House Mural competition. Mr. Nardi was involved in an accident in which his arm was badly broken. Please join me in wishing him a speedy recovery.

The board considered several options, including delaying the competition’s next stage so that Mr. Nardi could participate, but his doctor did not feel he would be ready to continue painting before several months had passed. We also considered selecting an additional painter from the previous entries received. However, after careful deliberation, we have decided to simply continue with the remaining four artists. We have the highest confidence that you will produce work of excellence that will make Magdeburg and, indeed, the whole USE proud.

Please don’t hesitate to contact us with any questions, and we wish you the best of luck with your work.

Sincerely, Frau Mary Simpson, Director




Hans gaped at the letter for a moment before bursting out laughing. “That ass! Got himself hurt celebrating, did he? Fool. Well, all the better for me. Fewer competitors will mean more eyes on my work.”

He stood and swept over to the table, unrolling the drawing that the board had selected. It was a pretty thing. Pastoral. Cows and children. Flowers. Strong men and women in a strange, angular style he’d seen in a book of murals from a future that would never come. Everyone looking so strong and brave. The King on a horse. Thick sheaves of wheat being carried by happy peasants.

He sneered at his drawing, pulled it from the table, and balled it up. “Nonsense. Ridiculous, atrocious lies, every inch of it.”

He tossed the paper into the fireplace and turned towards the large canvas propped face-first against the wall. He turned it around and gazed at the image he’d labored over since the day he’d learned of the competition.

The others wondered why he had no apprentices or junior artists on hand to help him. This was why: his painting was nearly complete. He would need just a few more days to finish the last details—and he already knew it was his greatest work thus far. Hans had no illusions: he would not win this competition. But he would be remembered. His work and the message he wished to send to the world would be remembered. And that was all he really cared about.

He leaned the painting back against the wall and returned to his bed. Just another hour or so of wondrous sleep, and then he would continue to refine his masterpiece.

****

 

Magdeburg, October 12, 1636




They saw each other at the same time. Was that fate?, Ursula wondered. Fulfilling an order for Herr von Block at the painting supply store in the middle of a cool October day was nothing special. Especially since he was asking her to collect materials for work unrelated to the mural. Damn him! She wanted to say it to his face, but she hadn’t the courage. And right now, though angry with her situation, she didn’t want the woman in front of her to see her so upset.

“Maestra Gentileschi,” she said, curtsying. “It’s a pleasure to see you again.”

“Please, young lady, call me Artemisia. It’s good to see you again as well. What brings you to this part of town? Oh, of course. We are artists in search of supplies. I suppose it’s no surprise that we should meet.”

“You are an artist, Artemisia. I am merely a student.”

Artemisia waved her hand, dismissing the idea. “You are an artist, Ursula. I saw that the moment I glanced at your sketches. I’m sure Herr von Block is proud to have you in his studio.”

Ursula looked away. “No, he isn’t. He won’t let me help on the mural. I’ve been assigned dull tasks on other projects. And he’s become even more unpleasant to me.”

Artemisia shrugged. “Art can sometimes be a tedious procession of unsatisfying brush strokes. But in the end, those hours can create a master artist.”

“Oh yes, I do understand the need for many hours of practice. But I am as skilled as my brother Melchior, and Herr von Block refuses to let me participate. And he is always so cold, so harsh to me.” Ursula caught her voice rising in anger, and she tried keeping it down. But she was close to tears, and she turned away.

Artemisia stopped and gently put her arm around the young woman’s shoulders. She smiled. “I understand how you feel, Ursula. In this society, unless she is born into royalty, a woman is more often than not confined to a man’s kitchen or his bedroom. To be nothing but a mother to his children or an assistant for his interests. Things have gotten better since the Americans have arrived. But change comes slowly, especially for us.” Artemisia smiled. “You remind me of my own daughter, and if she were standing here right now, I’d tell her to grab a brush, slop it in some paint, and work out her frustrations on canvas.”

The Maestra pulled Ursula to her and hugged her. Ursula responded in kind.

“I am sorry to complain to you in this way,” Ursula said. “It seems so much worse all of a sudden. I know Melchior is as happy as he has ever been, but I. . . well, I would prefer a different sort of environment.”

“You seemed hesitant to consider leaving Herr von Block when last we spoke after the league’s announcement. Have you reconsidered?”

“I have,” Ursula said. “I have thought of our meeting every day since we last spoke. If the offer is still open . . . “

“I tell you what I will do,” Artemisia said, letting Ursula go and taking a step back. “I am meeting with Lady Beth Haygood in a couple of days. I will ask her if you can come and join my group. The rules of the competition . . . well, perhaps something can be arranged.”

Ursula smiled in gratitude and relief. “Thank you, Artemisia. Thank you!”

The Maestra put up a finger. “Patience, my dear. It is possible that you will not be able to change groups until after this stage of the competition is over. Herr von Block may refuse. But I will do my best.”

Ursula nodded. “Yes, Maestra. And . . .  Herr von Block’s wife, Sophia, and I are friends. She will help smooth things over, I’m sure.”

Artemisia nodded. “Very good.” She looked around as if she were looking to see if they were being watched. “It’s a lovely day, and there are a lot of people about. You go ahead and get your supplies while I take a walk around the block a few times. Okay?”

Ursula understood. “Yes, Artemisia. Thank you again. I hope to see you soon.”

She turned quickly and walked across the street, smiling and more hopeful than she had felt in a long, long while.

****

 

Magdeburg, October 15, 1636




Mathieu stood on the street in front of their apartment, and he could still hear his brothers shouting at each other. It had been like this for days, arguing about precise colors and styles for each area of the mural. The constant debate between them was, how El Greco did they want to go. It was so dark and serious a style—people gaunt and elongated, their faces shadowed. Surely, they must modify it to appeal to the people?

Antoine was not against blending different styles, or even selecting areas of the mural to focus on different up-time techniques, such as Impressionism or Surrealism. But Louis was like a dog with a bone: once he got his temper, there was no moving him. At issue this day was exactly how they would portray the actual Ring of Fire.

Naturally, Antoine wanted to stick with what Frau Simpson had selected from their samples, and make the light from the Ring spread across the wall like the angelic rays in The Coronation of the Virgin. Louis wanted to move more towards what Claude Monet did in Soleil Levant. Neither of those styles met with Mathieu’s ever-growing up-time tastes. His idea was to move from the style of El Greco’s own The Opening of the Fifth Seal to that of Picasso’s Les Demoiselles d’Avignon. That, of course, would not be acceptable to either of his older siblings. So, the debate raged on. Mathieu was grateful that he was getting away from it for a while.

He was, however, not grateful to be meeting with Johann Bartel. They had received yet another message from him a day ago asking to meet, that he had “important” information for them about Herr von Block. Antoine and Louis were too deep into their current dispute to be bothered. Mathieu had volunteered.

[image: Aufsturz]He entered the Aufsturz and saw the impetuous boy sipping on a mug of beer in the corner. Mathieu had never been in this establishment before, but it had a simple, working-class air to it. He liked it, reminding him of the kinds of people the Le Nains were famous for portraying in their work. Just sitting here among them would give him inspiration, and so he ordered a mug himself and strolled back to Johann’s table.

“Johann,” he said. “Your letter sounded urgent.”

Johann seemed surprised. He looked past Mathieu as if expecting someone else to enter. “I—I was expecting Louis.”

“Change of plans. Antoine and Louis are very focused on the mural today. I agreed to come.” He took a sip. “So, tell me, what do you have for us now?”

Johann looked both ways, leaned in, and lowered his voice. “I’m certain that Ursula will be leaving soon.”

“You’ve spoken to her?”

Johann shook his head. “No, but I gather from what her brother is saying that she is going to . . . any day now.”

“Okay, and do you know where she is going?”

“No, I’m not sure. But I suspect to Artemisia and her women. She has spent a lot of time talking about them, fawning over their work.”

Mathieu shrugged, his mind on other things. “Okay, anything else?”

Johann frowned in confusion. “I don’t understand, Herr Le Nain. I thought that information would please you.”

Mathieu sighed. “It isn’t anything we haven’t already discussed, Johann. Her leaving von Block’s tutelage does not particularly affect us. Phase two of this competition is well underway, and her staying or leaving now has little impact. What else do you have?”

Johann sat there staring at his mug for a moment. He then rattled off other matters—bits of information about what von Block was doing with his mural, who was working on what parts. He described it in as much detail as he could give, thinking obviously that this information would help.

Mathieu simply shrugged, gazing at the tall curly-haired barmaid carrying a tray of food to a nearby table.

Johann finished off his beer and pushed the mug aside. “Okay, so none of what I have to say is of interest to you? What information would be, Herr Le Nain?”

Mathieu considered the question. Suddenly, he wished Louis had come; he had dealt with Johann before and surely knew how to handle him better. “I’m not sure, Johann. Other than to say that what you are telling me right now does not give us much of a leg up, as the Americans might say.”

They were silent for a minute, and then Johann said, “Well, perhaps something like what happened to Angelo Nardi could happen to Herr von Block as well.”

That piqued Mathieu’s interest, but then he immediately thought better of it. He shook his head. “No, my brothers and I cannot be a party to violence.”

Johann scowled, then leaned in again. “I’m not talking about hurting anyone, of course, Herr Le Nain. I’m simply talking about causing a little mischief. Spilling the paint, or putting a knife through the canvas. Perhaps a little fire among the soiled cleaning rags. Would that be something worthy of your time, Herr Le Nain? And would that guarantee me a place in your studio?”

The idea had merit. Certainly, anything to slow down Herr von Block’s progress might in time cause him to make mistakes—or even better, force him to bow out. But Mathieu shook his head. “No, I cannot agree to such things unless I have discussed it first with Antoine and Louis.”

“Okay, but I should do something soon. There are only a couple more weeks before the unveiling.”

Mathieu nodded. “Very well. Let’s meet again here in a few days. I’ll have an answer for you then.” He pushed some coins over the table to Johann.

The young man checked to make sure no one was watching, then scooped them up and walked out, leaving Mathieu to pay for the beer.

Mathieu paid and headed out as well, his thoughts troubled as he walked back to their apartment. This meeting with Johann was worrisome. The idea of sabotage had appeal, but the reality? Less so, for if they were caught doing anything . . .  well, they might as well begin packing their bags now. And then what? If they were disqualified for cheating, they could hardly return home in disgrace. They might never make a living with their art again, at least not without separating and building new identities for themselves.

Horrified, Mathieu realized that Antoine had been right: they had reached the end of the line with their young informant. It was time to cut him loose.

Yet, how could the Le Nains not do what they had to do to stay competitive? They were foreigners in a hostile land, after all. Sure, the political winds were beginning to blow a little less hot towards France, but von Block was Dutch, Franck was German, and Artemisia was Italian. And they were all, in truth, fine artists. Without some kind of helping hand, a group of French painters might easily come in last just because they were French.

I’ll ask Antoine. He’ll know what to do.

When Mathieu arrived, the apartment was quiet and still. That was never a good sign. Mathieu entered and found his brothers in separate rooms, sulking. They had argued for so long that they had hurt each other’s feelings, and were now taking time apart, as they had often done while growing up.

“How’d the meeting go?” Antoine asked, thumbing through a newspaper.

“It . . . went fine, Antoine. No problem.”

“Any new information?”

Mathieu shook his head. “No, nothing important. Same old stuff.”

Antoine huffed and went back to his paper. “We need to cut the boy loose . . .  and soon.”

Mathieu nodded, considered telling him what Johann had offered, but he didn’t. Nothing good would come from the truth in this matter, and in the mood that Antoine was in, he wouldn’t be happy about what he had to say. The real truth was this: Indeed, it was time to cut Johann loose before something irredeemably bad happened to him and his brothers.

I’ll take care of it, Mathieu said to himself as he stared at the half-finished painting. I’ll pay Johann off, and we’ll end this problem once and for all.

****

After an enthusiastic welcome from Lady Beth at Duchess Elisabeth Sofi’s school for girls, Artemisia and Maria followed her through a brief tour and then through to the large, bright classroom the students used for their art classes. The students—over twenty of them in this class—each stood behind an easel, painting some version of the woman who sat in a chair in the middle of the room: Frau Mary Simpson.

Artemisia smiled, relieved that she had been able to come. In her note requesting a brief audience with Simpson, she’d promised that the matter she wished to discuss wouldn’t violate the rules in any way, and the lady had written back that she’d try to come, but couldn’t promise it. No doubt, she was an extremely busy woman, with many roles to fulfill. As the wife of Admiral Simpson, entertaining visiting dignitaries and officers alone must keep her quite busy, and the league was far from her only civic project.

Lady Beth introduced the two women to the students, and Artemisia spoke just briefly about her work and her career, emphasizing that a woman could be a successful artist if she wished and had the commitment and the talent to do it.

And then Lady Beth led her and Maria around the room as the students worked, introducing each girl and allowing Artemisia and Maria a chance to speak with the young artists about their painting.

[image: Susanna]A girl named Susanna had done a particularly fine job of painting Simpson, but the angles on her face were askew. Maria showed her how to adjust the eyes and the nose to make them fit well together when a face was turned, tapering the mouth and adding shadows to suggest proper shapes and curves. The girl was so diligent that Lady Beth and Artemisia left Maria behind and continued around the room.

Few of the girls had enough talent to consider an apprenticeship in their future, but two others showed real promise, and Artemisia spent extra time with them. Finally, a gong rang out, and the children took their brushes to a bench in the rear of the room to clean them.

Lady Beth beamed at Artemisia and Maria. “This has been wonderful, truly. Thank you so much for coming today!”

“It has been a pleasure,” Artemisia said. “I hope you will be able to see about additional training for those three girls, in particular.”

“Certainly!” Lady Beth said, as Frau Simpson joined them. “We already knew Susanna had talent, and Carolyn as well. She is not as advanced as Susanna, true, but I am pleased to have confirmation from so talented an artist as you. I admit, though, that I am surprised you saw potential in Gertrude’s work. It is . . . most unusual.”

Maria raised her eyebrows at Artemisia, who led the small group over to the painting in question.

The four of them studied it in silence for a moment. It was odd, disjointed, and the colors were roughly mixed. But there was a coherence to the whole—and it was still recognizable as Simpson, which was more than could be said of most of the paintings in the room.

“Not long ago,” Artemisia said, “I believe I would have dismissed it as awkward or childish. But having spent so much time lately thinking about the nature of art, and looking at some of the up-timers’ art styles, I have come to appreciate how very much more is possible. And how much more ought to be encouraged. This child could very well become an important painter one day.” After a moment, she added, “Or perhaps not, but I believe she must be encouraged to try. To explore, and to express herself. At the very least, it will help teach her discipline and focus, yes?”

The others expressed less-than-enthusiastic agreement—even Maria—but Artemisia smiled and simply requested and received a promise from Lady Beth that the girl would have more training and plenty of encouragement.

Frau Simpson, now glancing subtly at her watch, suggested the four of them take a short stroll in the gardens. As they reached the gardens, which were a mix of fall color and fading summer glory, Lady Beth smoothly steered Maria to the left, and Frau Simpson turned to the right with Artemisia.

“You’re very kind to sit for the girls,” Artemisia said. “I’m sure it’s a pleasure for them to have so interesting a subject.” The walls in the classroom had been filled with paintings of fruit, buildings, books, and the like.

Simpson smiled. “I suspect a bowl of fruit fidgets less than I do, though. And I think they might have been intimidated knowing their subject would be seeing their work for a change. But it was nice to spend an hour sitting in the middle of the day. I don’t get to do enough of that, you know.”

Seeing a bench, Artemisia gestured to it, and Frau Simpson nodded. Once they’d settled in, Artemisia explained Ursula’s situation. “She is a delightful young woman,” Artemisia added, “and I would be very pleased to have her join us. Of course, we could wait until this stage of the competition is over, but she seems terribly unhappy. And, from what she told me, von Block isn’t happy with her either. So, I was hoping there would be some way, without violating the competition rules . . . “

“Yes, I see,” Simpson said. She turned and gazed out over the gardens, smiling when she heard laughter from Maria and Lady Beth from a distance. “Maria is a lovely woman.”

“Yes, and a fantastic artist. She has a real feel for Impressionist techniques, as well-inspired by them, yet making them her own. It is my hope that she and Clara both will join with me when this is done. And Ursula, of course. Particularly with the up-time cultural influence, I believe we could be even more successful as a team.”

Simpson nodded. “Yes. And I hope . . . well, we can leave that for later.” She patted Artemisia’s hand. “I tell you what. Have von Block write a letter agreeing to let her join you, and the league will have no objection to it.”

“Frau Simpson, thank you!”

“Ah well, don’t thank me yet. Von Block . . . well, I hope he agrees, but I am far from certain of it. And if he doesn’t, there’s very little more I can do.”

“I’m sure you know never to underestimate determined women, Frau Simpson. I believe von Block will find us impossible to refuse.”

****

Daniel von Block looked up from the large canvas at last, stretching his aching back. The background was nearly complete, and the representation of the Ring of Fire was . . . perhaps not ideal, but it would do. He’d also nearly completed his rendition of Gustavus Adolphus astride the magnificent horse that Melchior had painted. He examined the beast in detail, from the tips of his ears to the finely rendered frog on the underside of a single raised hoof. Brilliant.

Next, he would paint Stearns, on the other horse. But it was time for a break. Perhaps he should see if Ursula would like to paint something. Nothing important or central, of course, but perhaps one of those machines the up-timers had brought with them.

He turned to look for her, but she wasn’t standing behind her easel. He stood and groaned as his spine popped, and he scanned the studio, but she was nowhere to be seen.

“Melchior? Where’s your sister?”

“Uhhh. I believe she is speaking with Sophia, Herr von Block.”

Daniel scowled. “She should be working.”

“Yes, Herr von Block, but she . . . “

Daniel waited a moment, and said, “She what?”

“Perhaps . . . I’m sure . . . “ Melchior fell silent and continued staring at the small canvas he was working on.

Daniel harrumphed and strode towards the stairs, climbing them swiftly, intent on scolding Ursula for neglecting her work. They had little time and much to do. Johann had been distracted and neglectful. Konrad became worse at mixing paints as he became frustrated at not being involved in the painting itself. Daniel couldn’t tolerate the same nonsense from Ursula at a time like this.

He pushed the door open at the top of the stairs. He swept into the room and opened his mouth to bellow, before falling silent.

Ursula sat beside Sophia on the couch, tears falling from her eyes. Sophia glared at Daniel.

“What?” he said. “What’s wrong? Why is she crying?”

“You shouted at her earlier,” Sophia said.

“Did I?’

“Twice.”

“Well—well, I . . . I’m very busy. There is much to be done.”

“That doesn’t excuse such behavior.”

Daniel frowned and cleared his throat. “Nevertheless—”

Sophia tapped a letter lying open on her lap and handed it to Daniel.

He took it quickly and read it to himself. If he wasn’t angry before, the words in the letter and the offer it contained solidified his anger now.

“No!” he said, before he even realized what he had said. “She cannot go!”

Sophia shook her head. “Not so fast, Daniel. It is a very gracious offer from Frau Gentileschi. In fact, I believe it is a fine idea, and I was just telling Ursula that I think she should accept it. Of course, I will miss her terribly, as will Melchior, but—”

“Absolutely not! It’s an absurd notion. That woman is simply trying to undermine my work in the competition. She knows she cannot hope to compete on talent alone, so she’s trying to seduce the girl—”

“No!” Ursula said, leaping to her feet and facing him. “Frau Gentileschi has done no such thing. And it was I who asked her if I could join her. She didn’t ask me.”

Daniel opened his mouth to yell back, but Sophia said, “Enough, both of you. Ursula, please return to the studio. Daniel and I must speak privately.”

“I don’t see—” Daniel said, but stopped when Sophia turned one of her darkest looks upon him. Very well. He would speak with her, but he would not be persuaded.

Ursula squeezed Sophia’s hand and slipped out, pulling the door firmly shut behind her.

“Now,” Sophia said, “sit . . .  please.”

He did, though reluctantly.

She paused for a moment, then said, “Daniel, I understand why you do not wish to give Ursula permission to leave. She is your student, and you have invested a lot of time and energy into teaching her.” She smiled. “I have invested a lot of time in her as well, in more ways than you know. But honestly, what purpose does it serve to keep her here if all you’re going to do is shout at her and refuse to allow her to work to her full potential?”

“We have other obligations than the mural, Sophia,” Daniel said. “Other important commissions. Despite the opportunities this competition may bring, I cannot just allow the rest of our work to lay fallow. She should be pleased that I have faith in her enough to have her do those jobs. I’m not giving them to Konrad or Melchior.”

“No, you are letting them work on the mural. You are letting the boys help with the most important assignment in the studio.”

Daniel huffed and stood, throwing his arms in the air, letting the letter from Gentileschi fall to the floor. “Bah! I know what you’re implying, Sophia, and it’s ridiculous. I took her in, didn’t I? I agreed to teach the girl to paint. Doesn’t that stand for something?”

“Yes, it does.” Sophia stood, went to him, and laid her hand on his shoulder.

He wanted to knock it away, to stalk out, to assert himself as the master of the house and studio. But her touch had always been so tender, so soft. Under her gentle fingers, he couldn’t dream of moving, resisting.

“You’ve done everything you can for her, Daniel, and you know it. If you refuse this request, she will either leave anyway, or stay and be miserable. And if there is anything you have taught me about art since I’ve known you, it’s that a miserable artist is a poor artist. Let her go. The boys will be enough for you.”

Daniel started to speak, but looked at Sophia’s lovely face. Her rosy cheeks were fuller due to her pregnancy. It was the same kind of transcendent beauty that she had shown when she was pregnant with Benjamin. She smiled, and Daniel couldn’t help but smile back.

She had him.

****

 

Magdeburg, October 18, 1636




Antoine fiddled with Mike Stearns’ face, unhappy with how the brush strokes made the man’s mouth look. Too wiry, too elongated, the lips thin and too rosy. He just couldn’t get the right mix of red in the bristles, and it wasn’t like him to make mistakes on such a simple task. Real frustration was beginning to boil his blood, but he tried containing his anger. Louis was nearby, working on the second canvas—the more modern presentation that Mathieu had begun as an appeasement to them both. Louis seemed content, but Antoine could tell that their last argument still bothered his brother. The room was too quiet, and Antoine was fouling up a simple pair of lips.

He carefully took a cloth and dabbed turpentine into the fouled red mark and again wiped away the error. If his brothers noticed him correcting the mistake, they did not say anything.

He removed the splotch quickly, then backed away, examining the totality of his work. In truth, it wasn’t half bad. Far from finished, of course, but the basics were solid. The background was exactly as he had intended, the river flowed left to right as designed, and the faces of the other personalities were reasonable—and if he found extra time, he’d rework Gretchen Richter’s bust line.

By all accounts, she was a well-endowed young lady, but perhaps Antoine had gone a little overboard, his mind filled with silly images from Marvel comics that Mathieu had shown him in the Grantville Library. Comic book ladies were mutants. Richter was not, of course, though by some accounts she had accomplished a lot for a woman since the Americans had arrived. She’d married an up-timer—a favorite of Mike Stearns—and had made quite a name for the Committees of Correspondence since their inception. She was an important product of the Ring of Fire, and her presence was absolutely necessary in the mural, despite Mathieu’s desire to focus almost exclusively on up-time personages.

Antoine took another glance at Stearns’ mouth. Shit! He turned away and made for the small stove where tea was waiting. He poured a cup, and took a moment to consider the competition.

They’d been notified that the girl Ursula, whom Johann had mentioned, had officially been released from von Block’s studio and was now working for Gentileschi. Did it matter? Maybe, maybe not. It certainly did give her and her female cohorts an additional brush, and insight into von Block’s work, and that could make a difference. Nardi had withdrawn due to his stupid accident, which was certainly good news, but the Le Nain brothers were feuding. He shook his head. Why had they ever come to Magdeburg?

He took a long sip, nearly burning his tongue, when Mathieu’s voice boomed across the room.

“You don’t understand Neo-Expressionism!”

Antoine turned and saw his bothers face to face, glaring at each other.

“It’s stupid!” Louis said, flinging his palette down. “No clarity in the faces, or the expressions.” He waved his arms about like some mad clown. “All violence and contortion. I don’t know what the hell we’re painting!”

“We’re painting emotion,” Mathieu said. “The raw, abstract emotion that represents the Ring of Fire. We have to show that emotion in the colors and the lines. They can’t be perfect, clean, mere reproductions of nature. The emotion matters more than the technical accuracy of your brush strokes.”

Louis flung up his hands. “It’s an asinine way to paint!”

Mathieu leaned in. “Well, if you feel that way, go and work on Antoine’s canvas. He seems incapable of painting a simple mouth.”

“Hey,” Antoine said, “don’t bring me into this!”

Louis complained that Mathieu was being pushy and not allowing Louis to put his own mark on the piece. Mathieu in turn complained that for the piece they had agreed upon, the style had to be consistent from corner to corner, or the effect would be ruined. Louis then argued that they should be even bolder: eliminate the faces altogether and replace them with shapes and lines; at least then, he argued, one could appreciate the forms alone and not be distracted by parsing out faces.

Antoine stood in the center, trying to mediate, trying to keep them from coming to blows.

He failed.

Louis pushed his index finger into Mathieu’s chest. Mathieu shoved him back. Louis balled his fist and prepared to swing.

In his haste to intervene before things got out of hand, Antoine pushed Louis too hard. He stumbled over a nearby chair, spun to try to catch himself, and crashed into Mathieu’s painting. Both Antoine and Mathieu tried to catch him, but it was too late. Louis and the painting collapsed to the floor.

The canvas was ruined, leaving a massive tear down its center, with a dazed Louis sitting inside the tear, his face covered with paint. Antoine looked at his disheveled brother for a long moment, then broke out laughing.

“You did that on purpose!” Mathieu barked.

Antoine shook his head. “No, I assure you, it was an accident.”

“What are you laughing at?” Louis asked, throwing a dirty brush at Antoine’s head.

Antoine caught the brush just in time. “At you, you silly fool. Look at you. You look more Neo-Expressionist than anything on that ruined canvas.”

It was true. Louis’ face was nearly covered in globs of yellow that ran down into the green that clotted his whiskers. He tried rubbing it off, but that only made it worse, which brought laughter from Mathieu.

“My, my,” Mathieu said, shaking his head. “You do look ridiculous, brother.” Then his expression turned serious as he surveyed the damage at his feet. “Ruined! All of it. What are we going to do now?”

“We’re going to grow up and stop this childish bickering,” Antoine said, reaching down and grabbing Louis’ arm to help him up. “Ever since we set foot in this cursed town, we have been grousing about what to do, what to paint. We’ve been too worried about what others are doing behind our backs, and we have lost sight of who we are. We are the Le Nain brothers, master painters from France. Let’s start acting like it.”

Both brothers looked guilty and nodded their agreement. Antoine continued.

“We still have one canvas, thank God, and we’re all going to focus on it and get this done. Mathieu is right: I have no talent for faces today. I need your help, Louis. You’re an expert at it, and I promise that you may leave your mark as you wish. And Mathieu, you may put all the Keith Haring or Jean-Michel Basquiat or Georg Baselitz or whomever else you wish into the canvas. Let’s stop wasting time worrying about one style or another. We are three artists with three different opinions on how this should look, but we’re skilled enough to put it all together and make it look right. We’ve been painting all our lives, for heaven’s sake. So, enough! Let’s show them what Frenchmen are made of!”

“Yes, yes!” Louis and Mathieu cried, finally roused by their brother’s words and his passion.

The brothers spoke with renewed excitement about the painting, finally agreeing about who would take responsibility for which component of the work, as Antoine took advantage of their momentary truce. “And Mathieu,” Antoine added, “as we have discussed, I want you to cut our ties with Johann today. It’s time to move on from that as well. He’s given us everything he can, and frankly, it’s too risky to keep him close. Pay him three times what we normally pay him, and tell him we will promise to consider his request for apprenticeship after the competition.”

Mathieu nodded, grabbed his coat and hat, and left quickly.

Another still silence filled the room, and for a moment, Antoine thought he and Louis would begin arguing again. But Louis still looked too silly to fight, and he knew it. Antoine put his hand on Louis’ shoulder and gave a generous smile. “Clean up, you damned fool, and then help your brother out. Help me get this damned mouth fixed.”

****

Ursula angled her small canvas to catch more of the late afternoon light from the large window and set to work on the drape of Rebecca Stearns’ dress. She put extra effort into the dress, deepening the shadows as Artemisia had shown her, and enhancing the sheen of the fabric. The result, she thought, was superb—perhaps the finest work she’d ever done.

And yet, she found herself thinking of Herr von Block and what he would have thought of it. Would he have approved? And if he had, would he have admitted it? She scowled.

It had been only a day since Sophia had pressed Daniel’s letter of consent into her hands and urged her to pack and go quickly. She’d barely had time to say goodbye to her brother, and the thought of being unable to speak with Sophia every day was dreadful to her. She sighed, deeply saddened by the events that had led to her decision. But what could she have done other than leave? She was not growing professionally in von Block’s studio. What else could she have done?

“Lovely,” Artemisia said, her words startling Ursula from behind. “Truly, this is outstanding. If there is time later, you must complete the background. It would be a fine gift for Frau Stearns, to thank her for recommending you to Herr von Block—yes?”

“Oh yes,” Ursula said. “I would like that very much. Do you think she would like it?”

Artemisia smiled. “I am quite certain of it. You know, though, I think she looks perhaps a bit too . . . pensive.”

“Pensive?” Ursula studied the painting for a moment until she saw the seriousness of Rebecca Stearns’ expression—almost as if she were waiting for bad news, or about to deliver some. Ursula sighed. “Ah, I see what you mean.”

“Clara?” Artemisia called, and smiled as Clara joined them. “My dear, you do the most wonderful, confident smiles.” She pointed at the corners of Stearns’ eyes and at her cheeks. “I think this needs only tiny adjustments to have the look we want, hmm? Could you work with Ursula on that? She will be painting Stearns in the mural—” Ursula gasped "—and I want it to be perfect.”

“Of course,” Clara said, focusing on the painting. “Ah, her hair! You were right, she is good. And the dress is lovely as well. Come.” Clara put her arm around Ursula’s shoulders and led her to the next room where the large canvas for the next stage of the competition stood on a wide easel.

Ursula stared at the painting, speechless, awed by its beauty and overjoyed that she would be playing so important a role in painting it.

The background was nearly complete. The river was a deep blue, with golden grasses at the shore. There were rolling hills in an array of greens and yellows, flowers and trees, puffy clouds in a broad azure sky. It was . . . enthralling. As if you could just stare at it and keep seeing something new each time.

“Magnificent,” Ursula whispered.

Clara smiled. “We will be a strong contender when we are done. Very strong, don’t you think?”

“Oh yes.”

Clara squeezed Ursula’s arm gently, and led her closer to the right side of the canvas where the first two figures were complete.

One was the emperor himself, Gustavus Adolphus, and Ursula winced. The face wasn’t quite right, she thought. She’d never seen the man herself, but she’d spent a great deal of time looking at paintings of him in von Block’s studio—and whatever his flaws, von Block was a master at faces. Perhaps later, she might suggest a few changes. But Clara was directing her attention to the man at the king’s side.

“You see this smile? Less toothy for Frau Stearns, of course—but bold, confident. Remember, this woman is one of the most important people in the world. She has accomplished more than nearly any man in the world today. She must not appear weak or dismayed. Also . . . well, I have not discussed this with Artemisia, but perhaps a more brightly-colored dress for the mural?”

Ursula nodded, looking at the clothing the other figures in the painting were wearing. Bright, practical, simple yet well-made. “Yes, I see. Hmm. I’ll think about what I can do.”

Ursula then returned to her painting, adjusting Rebecca Stearns’ expression to everyone’s satisfaction. Then she began sketching other dresses in consultation with Maria and Artemisia, while Clara began work on her painting of an airplane in one corner of the mural.

She thought again of von Block’s studio. She missed Melchior and Sophia terribly, but she had never been so happy in all her life. She slid another sketch over to Artemisia and Maria, this time with a far different design, and glowed with pleasure as they greeted the drawing with exclamations and praise. Maria suggested a few small changes, and Ursula got back to work, refining her art.

****

“I’m leaving!”

Johann’s threat echoed through the studio, surprising even Melchior and Konrad, who were used to his outbursts. But this time it was different. Even Daniel could see the emotion on the boy’s face. Pale, despondent, and he’d clearly been drinking again. But something else lay there amidst the blood-shot eyes and taut cheekbones.

Dried tears.

Daniel put up his hands in a gesture of peace. “Be still, Johann. Whatever it is that’s bothering you, we can work it out. There’s no cause to leave.”

Especially now that Ursula is gone. Although, what did that matter? I was a fool about her. Not about her secret communications with Gentileschi; he should have seen that coming a mile away. No. He was a fool for not letting the young girl participate more in the mural—and in his other important commissions. And why hadn’t he? Old, sexist views still rolling around in his head, perhaps.

“You’ve never respected me,” Johann bellowed again, “and you’ve never trusted me.” He pointed at the other boys. “They’ve always been your favorites, and I’m twice as good as they are.”

Konrad huffed. “That’s what you’ve always thought, but you’re no better than either of us. Worse, even.”

Johann turned on the challenge. “You can’t even mix paint properly half the time, Konrad. And your figures are despicable. I can paint better in my sleep.”

“Enough!” Daniel’s voice boomed even louder than Johann’s. “I’m tired of this squabbling. We have no more time for it. Johann, go home, sober up, and forget this stilly threat. Come back tomorrow. We’ll start bright and—”

“No! I’m leaving!”

Daniel threw down his brush. “Fine, then leave. Leave! Take your things and go. It will be a joy just to have some peace and quiet here for once.”

Johann didn’t bother collecting his things. He turned and stomped towards the door, knocking over an easel holding a new canvas that Melchior had freshly painted with a blue background. For good measure, he tipped over a can of red paint, then turned and scowled at the three of them. “You’ll regret this, Herr von Block. I swear that you will.”

Then he was gone, and the studio rang with silence.

Melchior stepped carefully around the spilled paint and set his easel upright.

Konrad cleared his throat. “Personally, Herr von Block, I’m glad to see him go—”

“Anyone else wish to leave?” Daniel blurted out, too angry with the whole affair to care at this moment what Konrad was trying to say. “Anyone?”

He waited for an answer.

“No, Herr von Block,” Melchior finally said. “We don’t wish to leave. I speak for Konrad as well on this, I’m sure. We are content in your service.”

His anger drifted away, and again, he felt disgusted with his own behavior. He nodded, stepped back, and took a seat in front of the mural painting. He sighed deeply, rubbed his hot face, and let the anger drift further away.

“It’s been a long day,” he said, letting his eyes drift across the canvas. “You both may leave, and I thank you. We’ll pick it up again in the morning.”

Melchior raised his hand and opened his mouth to object, then thought better of it. He and Konrad nodded, bowed slightly in respect, and quickly gathered their coats and headed out.

The silence now was deafening, and Daniel basked in it. He closed his eyes and thought of Grantville.

Not long ago, he had stood in Ella Lou Rice’s home and gloried in the possibilities of the future and all his plans to start anew, to become something far greater than the vague up-time memory he had left behind in that other world. He had wanted to make his mark on the art community in Europe, and he had done so to some extent. Being ennobled by the king and granted the honor to paint him—and in exciting new styles at times—all in the pursuit of artistic truth and freedom of expression. Gustavus Adolphus had given him that gift, and he had tried to give it back to the community through his own art. But this competition . . .  this damned competition. It had brought old habits back to the surface. Drinking. Impatience. Disregard for others’ feelings . . .

He sighed again, shook his head, and suddenly felt a presence in the room.

He sat upright in the chair, turned to the left, and there stood his son Benjamin, once again in his flowing red Superman cape, a devilish little smirk on his face, a worn comic book in his hand.

Daniel jumped as if he were startled. “Who are you?”

Benjamin giggled. “I’m Superman!”

Daniel scooped him up and began tickling him, and he found himself laughing along with his son. “Who is this caped crusader in my arms?”

“Superman! Superman!”

He stopped tickling him and set Benjamin on his knee. He kissed the boy’s forehead, and then pointed to the canvas. “Okay, man of steel. Tell me . . .  what do you think of it so far?”

Benjamin looked at it carefully, moving his head left and right. “I like it. I like the colors.”

“Yes, I agree.” He pointed to the upper left hand corner. “But it needs something there, don’t you think?”

Benjamin nodded. “Let me paint something.”

He smiled. “Well, how about you help me? Tell me what to put up there, and I’ll do it.”

Benjamin thought for a moment, then held up the comic in his hand. “How about Superman?”

Daniel smiled and nodded. “Superman it is.”

He stood and let Benjamin sit in his chair. He grabbed his palette and a brush, dabbed the brush in tan paint, and began to work.

He began by making the area in the corner look like torn paper, as if the superhero he was about to paint was bursting through the canvas. He’d seen the technique in Benjamin’s comics. Why not put it here?

He finished that and then proceeded to paint the body, the cape, the overly masculine face and spandex-covered chest. Benjamin held the comic open so his father could see the image as he painted, and Daniel stopped from time to time to explain to his son why he was using the colors that he was using, why he shifted from a large-bristled brush to a smaller one, and which small brushes were best for facial features. He answered all the questions Benjamin had and, when he was finished, he scooped the boy back into his arms and hugged him tightly. And he would not let his son go, for he realized that the canvas that he was working on for the mural mattered far less than the canvas in his arms.

****

 

Magdeburg, November 10, 1636




Lady Beth scanned the assembled patrons of the arts for any signs of trouble, but everyone seemed happy, and—most importantly—the four paintings were complete and hung on the mural wall, waiting for the unveiling. She nodded to a late-arriving couple and accepted their congratulations.

Frau Simpson had planned the event meticulously, as she always did. Some league members had disliked the notion of an early unveiling for the wealthy and powerful—as did she, in honesty—but the tickets had been pricey enough that the league’s coffers were practically bulging. No doubt the series of free concerts Frau Simpson had proposed would benefit tremendously. But still...

Frau Simpson made eye contact with her and raised her eyebrows. Lady Beth nodded. All of the most important patrons had arrived. It was time to begin.

Lady Beth continued scanning the crowd while Frau Simpson welcomed and thanked the attendees and discussed the league and its goals. She kept the talk brief—she always did—and Lady Beth knew that was part of her charm. Never forget the mission, but never bore the audience. And then, Frau Simpson was ready to begin the unveiling.

“I know you’re all very excited to see these paintings. Well—so am I. No one here has seen them except the artists themselves and their assistants or teams. Now, we will ask each artist in turn to unveil their painting and, once we’ve had a chance to take it in, they will make a very brief statement. Once all of the paintings have been unveiled, you’ll have a chance to take a closer look and speak with the artists themselves. All right?”

Frau Simpson beamed at the crowd as they applauded, expressing their eagerness with a gentle buzz of excited chatter. The crowd was jovial, slightly buzzed from the wine that servers were pouring liberally, and, with any luck, prepared to cap the night with another donation to the league. All that was needed was for them to approve of the art on display—and that, Lady Beth was sure, was guaranteed.

“The order of artists was selected by drawing numbers, to ensure fairness.” She looked at the piece of paper in her hand. “First, we have Magdeburg’s own Daniel von Block.”

To an enthusiastic round of applause, von Block bowed stiffly and nodded to one of his apprentices. They each took hold of one side of the drape that covered his canvas, and lifted it gently away. A chorus of delighted voices met the sight: “Oh, lovely!” “Wonderful!” “So beautiful.” “Masterful!” and so on. The audience applauded again, and louder, and soon von Block’s serious look turned to smiles.

While von Block read a short statement, Lady Beth stepped back to get a better view of the painting itself.

“Ahh,” she said softly. Gorgeous. Far brighter than she had expected from von Block, with rich greens and blues, and the Ring of Fire was stunning. She was too far from the painting itself to see the people in detail, but the canvas was packed with the important personages and machines that she expected from all of them. And there were two large horses flanking the ring. Lovely.

And then Frau Simpson was introducing the Le Nain brothers, whose applause was far less enthusiastic than von Block’s. Unfortunate, but not surprising. They were relative strangers, after all, and French. And the one brother—she wasn’t quite sure which was which—had the most ridiculous hat on, with a huge feather.

Two of the brothers flipped the drape off and removed it with a flourish, beaming at the audience with pride. She almost wanted to dislike their painting, but it was, truly, striking. More modern than von Block’s, and perhaps even brighter. More yellow. She thought she saw the influence of Matisse, but more . . . cartoonish. Still . . . would the townspeople like it?

She glanced over at von Block’s painting again and saw him glaring at the Le Nains’ painting. Curious. Did he dislike it, or was he upset that they’d used more up-time influences than he?

She caught the tallest Le Nain brother saying something about the advances in art and machinery brought by the up-timers, and how much they had yet to accomplish. “It is clear, however, that all men will benefit from their actions and their wisdom.” He bowed, again with a flourish, and the audience applauded with some enthusiasm.

All men, eh? she thought. Apparently we haven’t yet influenced the Le Nains sufficiently.

Frau Simpson next introduced Artemisia, Clara, and Maria. She was surprised not to see Ursula there, but perhaps they decided it was better not to invite controversy and questions. Yes, a wise choice, though sad for the girl to have to miss it.

Applause for the women was fairly enthusiastic, though perhaps more so from the up-timers. But when Maria and Clara swept the drape away, there was no hesitation from the crowd. Several people surged forward to get a better look, and “oohs” and “ahs” filled the air. It was gorgeous. More subtle and pastoral than the previous two paintings. Less martial than von Block’s. Less modern than the Le Nains’ work, though clearly with one foot in the new era.

Lady Beth felt a smile grow on her face, drawn by the joy she saw on the faces of the people—the families and children—on the canvas. It was breathtaking. And yet . . . she supposed one might argue that the up-timers’ military prowess and technology had affected the world they’d come to more than anything. Had they erred by displaying so little of it?

Artemisia closed her talk by saying, “While wars have hardly ended in the wake of the Ring of Fire, we have a new sense of hope, and a greater respect for all humanity, and it is this that we wish to portray: that which we hope to become, rather than that which we leave behind.”

This sentiment found much sympathy in the audience, as the volume of applause and cries of support showed.

And then, Frau Simpson announced the final artist: Hans Ulrich Franck. He was alone, which seemed odd, and his face was almost expressionless. Applause was strong, though not enthusiastic. He was little known in Magdeburg, and as far as Lady Beth knew, he hadn’t put much effort into becoming known.

As Franck turned to remove his drape, he seemed to smile, and Lady Beth felt nervous. His drawings had been good, but not extraordinary. Could he . . .

And then the drape was removed and Franck stepped aside, and the entire assembled crowd gasped. Soon groans, cries of disgust, and a few shouts of anger filled the air, and Lady Beth wasn’t surprised. The painting was . . . vile.

[image: painting]The dark canvas showed bodies piled everywhere, a roaring fire apparently symbolizing both the Ring of Fire and the fires of Hell, and Gustavus Adolphus and General Stearns played the role of devils. Armies of sneering men trampled peasants underfoot. Machines ground up children. It was hideous—and very, very far from what Franck had proposed with his phase one sketches. He had lied.

Her eyes met Frau Simpson’s, and neither woman seemed entirely sure what to do. They’d never expected such a thing. Never imagined it. And thus, they had failed to provide for it in the rules.

The crowd had eddied away from Franck’s painting, and some seemed as though they might leave. Frau Simpson called the crowd to order, ignoring the fact that Franck hadn’t yet spoken—he didn’t seem inclined to, and the painting hardly needed explanation—and invited the assembly to take a closer look at the other paintings, speak with the artists, and enjoy the wine.

The members of the league began circulating, striking up conversations about the first three paintings, drawing attention to details and colors and art styles, trying absolutely anything to focus attention away from the one thing no one was prepared to discuss. The chief patrons of the arts saw how the league was proceeding and joined their cause, and soon all of the artists, with one obvious exception, were drawn into explanations and philosophical conversations about clouds and airplanes, lighting and brushstrokes, and how they were planning to deal with those inconvenient doors if they won the competition.

The crowd soon seemed to almost forget about Franck and his atrocity, except that it was always there and eyes kept straying towards it. After an hour of circulating among the attendees, Lady Beth saw Franck deep in discussion with Gunther Achterhof, who was in charge of the local Committee of Correspondence.

What on earth? Could they have planned this, together? Surely not.

And then she was swept up into other conversations and didn’t see either of them again. Had, in fact, forgotten all about Franck’s discussion with Achterhof before the last person left, and the league members found themselves alone together for the first time.

After exchanging looks heavy with meaning, Frau Simpson said, “Well, my friends, I’m thoroughly exhausted, as I’m sure you all are. I have been racking my brain all evening about Franck’s entry, and do you know, I don’t think there’s a single thing we can do about it.”

Her statement was met with groans, but no disagreement. After all, they could hardly remove a painting that was part of a competition celebrating freedom just because they didn’t like the subject matter, could they?

****

The unveiling had gone off well, for the most part. Lady Beth was pleased for a number of reasons, considering how the month had started—with Nardi’s accident and a switch-up in two of the other teams. Franck’s painting had been quite an unwelcome surprise, of course. The painting itself was quite good, and the young Franck had obviously poured his soul into it, but it portrayed the up-timers and the king as brutal oppressors, treading upon the corpses of thousands. She shuddered. So striking, and yet so horrible. She paused to take a look at the paintings. She studied each in the order in which they had been revealed. Which one do I like the best? It was a tough choice. Each had strengths and weaknesses. She looked from the Le Nain entry to the von Block. She couldn’t help but giggle at the small superman that von Block had worked into the corner. Probably a mistake, she thought. When it had been revealed, she could tell from some of the expressions around the room that, though it was funny, it did affect the overall presentation of the piece. But she liked it, and Lord knows, all of them could use a little more humor. Surely the event of the Ring brought more than just personal freedoms and—if you ask Franck—war. All the paintings on the wall were serious treatments of the Ring of Fire. There wasn’t anything wrong with that. But it didn’t hurt to crack a smile or to laugh once in a while.

No, she liked them all, and her choice would be difficult in the end. But she would make it honestly and with an eye toward quality of presentation and representation of the Ring of Fire and its effects. Whichever painting won, it would grace this wall for a long, long time.

She felt a hand on her shoulder. She jumped, and the person behind her fell back as well from her sudden movement. Lady Beth gasped at the boy who stood there before her, his hat in dirty hands. His eyes were teary, bloodshot. He stunk of alcohol. He was very young.

“I’m sorry, Lady Beth,” the boy said, bowing demurely as he tried recovering. “I did not mean to startle you.”

“Who are you?” she asked, breathless.

The boy gulped, cleared his throat, said, “My name is Johann Bartel. I am a student of Herr von Block’s. Well, I was a student.”

“What do you want? The unveiling is over.”

He nodded and wavered a little in his drunkenness. “Yes, Frau Beth. I know. I did not attend. I want to tell you something. I have a confession to make.”




To be continued . . .
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Chapter 30: Home, Sweet Home




Landgrave's Castle, Kassel, Capital of the Province of Hesse

November 1635




Christine awoke with a start. At first, she didn't remember where she was. The bed was uncommonly soft; the air in the room was too warm and dry. But then the scent of burning wood and beeswaxed furniture brought memories back.

She was in Kassel, in the castle where she had lived as a child, in the room where she had lived as a child, and which now was officially her grandnephew's. Wilhelm, now the sixth landgrave of that name since his father had died in Poland.

Yesterday, Christine, her bodyguard Cornelia, and a handful of companions had arrived late from Magdeburg, and Amalie Elisabeth had convinced the little one to switch his own bed with his mother's.

So, what had stirred Christine? She opened her eyes. The room was dark, only a tiny ray of light came from the small window.

But then she saw something move. Who dared to enter her room in the middle of the night? And where had he or she come from? The old oaken door was even louder than that floorboard that had been croaking forever and a day. The silhouette—black on black, nearly invisible—slowly approached.

Christine's thoughts started to race. This person was certainly up to nothing good. Should she shout, jump up from the bed? But with her nearly fifty-seven years she was no match for a potential assassin.

Now, she noticed something gleaming in the dark. Metal? A weapon.

Suddenly the room was illuminated from the door. "Keine Bewegung!" a female voice shouted. The man—now Christine could see he was a man—turned around in spite of the order to freeze.

A shot rang out. Another and a third. The man jumped and then fell to the floor.

"Highness, are you alright?" Cornelia's voice came from the door.

"Yes, I am," Christine said, sitting up in the bed. "Can you get us some light?"

But there was already motion in the hallway. The shots hadn't gone unnoticed. People appeared at the door, holding lanterns.

Cornelia turned around, took one of these and hissed, "Stay out!" Then she closed the door.

With the pistol in her right hand and the lantern in her left, she came closer, kicked the man and then turned him around with her foot.

Christine couldn't suppress a praising hum. The shots had been dead on target. Three small holes in a triangle left of his sternum. He still clutched the shiny thing in his hand.

"What's that?" Cornelia said, disbelief in her voice. "A ziploc bag?"

"No weapon?" Christine got up and bowed over the man. Yes. That was one of the extremely expensive bags made from transparent plastic, which the up-timers had used in their kitchen to keep perishable goods.

While Cornelia still kept her gun pointing at the man's—the corpse's—head, Christine pried the bag out of the stiff fingers and examined its content. She barely contained a completely unladylike noise. The bag contained a dead rat.

Why would an assassin enter a bedroom carrying a dead rat? "Oh my God!" Suddenly Christine understood. The bag dropped out of her hand, gliding under the bed. "He wanted to infect me with the plague. But why did that man hate me so much?"

"You?" Cornelia said. "Or the new owner of this room?"

A cold claw touched Christine's heart. Was someone up to kill the heir? If yes, who might that . . . "Oh, shit!" she said.

"Don't touch anything," she snapped to the people who were about to enter the room. "Out, out. Cornelia, we'll leave and seal this room immediately."

"But, Highness, your clothes."

Christine looked down. She was not exactly regally clothed but at least she wasn't wearing one of those skimpy baby-dolls that Johann liked so much. "There is certainly someone in the castle who can provide me with something decent to wear. For now we lock up this room and get us some professional help."

Cornelia's eyebrows tried to reach her hairline.




The next morning

When Christine—bleary-eyed—entered the dining hall of Kassel's city castle, wearing a dress owned by one of the ladies in waiting, she was immediately reminded of something she had tried to forget since Johann and she had banned it from their own life.

Literally hundreds of people ran around, talking, murmuring, shouting. She quickly turned the volume control of her hearing aid down to a bearable level.

Looking around for a free—and hopefully somehow quieter—place she wasn't aware that someone spoke to her, until Cornelia tapped her shoulder.

"Oh, sorry," Christine said.

The young woman deeply curtseying in front of her looked puzzled. "Welcome again in this castle, Your Highness," she said. "My sister is not here at the moment, but she ordered me to take care of you."

"Sister" . . . now it clicked for Christine. That had to be Charlotte Louise, Amalie's oldest sister. They had met at Wilhelm and Amalie's wedding in 1619. By then it had been a miracle why the oldest child of Count Ludwig and Catarina Belgica hadn't been married first. Now, sixteen years later, she was still unmarried, and—due to the lack of appropriate men—might be so for the rest of her life.

Or not . . . Christine knew some unmarried thirty-somethings . . . perhaps. But now wasn't the time. She straightened. "Get up, girl, and give me a hug," she said. "I'm your aunt by marriage and want to be treated like that."

She could see the younger woman hesitate and then follow the order with trembling hands. Now she could see how tear-stained Charlotte's eyes were. Wilhelm's death had come as a shock to his court. Amalie had just arrived two days earlier with the bad news. And now someone wanted to kill the heir—the news had spread throughout the castle even in the dead of night as Christine had been told by a maid during her morning wash.

Charlotte had to be on the verge of what the up-timers called a nervous breakdown. Christine put her hands on the younger woman's back. "Don't worry," she said. "Things will fall into place. Do you have a quieter place for me?"

"Sure," Charlotte said, straightened and used a handkerchief to wipe some tears away.

****

"Ahhh!" Christine sighed. "I owe you something for this coffee."

Charlotte smiled sheepishly, sipping from the cup she had hesitantly accepted. "Amalie had it ordered shortly after you founded your Women's Club. She said she would certainly have to host one meeting at some time, and she would rather not risk a grumpy aunt."

Christine laughed. "Well done," she said. "Well done. And where is my favorite niece-in-law at the moment?"

Charlotte looked around, obviously to verify nobody could overhear them. The small living room was empty apart from the two women. Cornelia guarded the only door from the outside.

"She has taken Wilhelm junior and is collecting the oaths of allegiance from the Jaeger units and the other troops in the vicinity of Kassel."

Christine took a deep and audible breath. Everybody knew that Wilhelm had declared his wife to become regent in case of his death. But everybody knew also that there were certain people who would fight this decision more or less openly.

Taking oaths before the regency was settled—before Wilhelm's death was even officially proclaimed—was a bold move. Well, Christine shouldn't have expected anything less from the newly-made widow.

But even if Amalie had the support of the troops—the commoners' support was a certainty—most of them were far away in Poland. And if the information was right that Hans had retrieved on that evening in Magdeburg, there were not many Hessian troops left after the devastating battle that had cost Wilhelm his life.

This situation was far from simple.




On the road between Creutzburg and Kassel

The horse stumbled again, and Gloria could barely keep it away from stepping into the ditch along the road. "Main road, ha!" she blurted out. The Hessians had perhaps sent a scraper over this stretch of road, but compared to Grantville or the rest of Thuringia . . .

"Should we rest?" Peter Hagendorf asked her. "It's getting dark, and the horses are tired."

What a sissy! She still could hear Lieutenant Himmel's words. "No, Detective Papenheim, you won't ride to Kassel alone. The roads in Hesse are not safe. And highwaymen don't react well to lonely women in the forest.  Sergeant Hagendorf knows the area. He will keep you out of trouble."

She could just keep herself from snorting, but Himmel might have noticed it.

"You will comply with his orders, Papenheim, or I'll boot you out of my crime department before you can say 'fingerprint'."

"Crime department!" Another of these pretentious terms. She had been trained in up-time methods—crime scene investigation as they called it—including chemistry, anatomy, and interviewing techniques. Hagendorf was just a brute mercenary turned policeman. He might be appropriate for playing bad cop when a suspect had to be questioned, but nothing else.

But she hadn't contradicted him. "Yessir!" she'd snapped and saluted, and then left the office to pack her baggage. She hadn't heard what Himmel said to Hagendorf then, but afterward the sergeant had looked at her with a strange expression.

Suddenly she noticed that her horse stopped. Was stopped by Hagendorf's hand that had gripped the reins. "I said: We should rest now."

"No," she snapped. "You asked if we should rest, and I was still working on an appropriate answer."

She looked around. Not much to see in this godforsaken forest between Hessisch-Lichtenau and Kaufungen. Merchants—and in their wake highwaymen—avoided the short road over the hills and rather followed the creek, which circled them. Hagendorf was basically correct with his assessment that the night was falling. She'd wanted to reach Kassel the same day, but they had been delayed too much when they left the train near Gotha, and the horses that should have been waiting at the post station weren't there.

[image: rocks]"Anyway," Hagendorf grumbled, obviously annoyed. "There's a small cave not far from here. That'll spare us struggling to put up our tents."

Half an hour later they had a small fire going, and some fresh vegetables boiling in a pot. They should reach Kassel tomorrow, so they hadn't taken large provisions.

Meanwhile Hagendorf was sitting in a corner by candlelight, and obviously scribbling something in a notebook.

"Has Himmel commanded you to write down any mistakes I make?" she asked. "Does he really intend to boot me out?"

Hagendorf looked up, puzzled. "Umm, no."

She wasn't sure, but it seemed the brute mercenary was looking embarrassed.

"It hasn't anything to do with you, girl," he continued softly.

"Don't. Call. Me. Girl!" Gloria snapped. "I'm twenty-nine. I'm an adult woman."

"Umm, sorry, Frau Papenheim," he muttered. "Won't happen again."

"You can also drop that condescending 'Frau Papenheim.' Just call me Gloria like anyone else."

Hagendorf straightened. "I want to apologize if that sounded condescending. That wasn't my intention."

"Apology accepted," Gloria said grinning. "So what is the deal with your notebook?"

"It's my diary. I write it since I left Pappenheim's—" he grinned. Certainly he knew Gloria's hatred for that guy. "—regiment before the Battle of the Alte Veste. My psychotherapist thinks it's a good way to overcome traumata."

Gloria frowned. There was obviously more behind the brute façade than she had thought. She should say something nice after snapping on him earlier, but she could think of nothing reasonable. So she simply shrugged and stirred the soup again.

****

Kassel

Christine slumped onto one of the soft couches in Amalie's rooms. "Ahhh," she moaned, kicking her shoes away. "I shouldn't spend so much time running around at my age wearing unreasonable pumps."

"I only hope I'll be as healthy as you at that age," Amalie answered. She frowned. "I hope I'll ever reach that age. According to some hints in the American books I died in the other world before I reached the age of fifty."

She sat down next to Christine, her back straight, her face hard. Then her shoulders slumped. "Oh, auntie, I have no idea how to deal with all that."

Christine grasped one of her hands and pulled her in a hug. "I'm sure you can do it. If anyone can deal with such a situation, you're the one. You're strong."

Amalie snorted. "Strong—ha—stubborn," she said. "They call me stubborn. Even the men whom Wilhelm has appointed for my regency council in his will. Chancellor Lersner even asked me if it wouldn't be a good time to bury the hatchet with Georg."

[image: map]Christine frowned. "Georg" was Georg II, landgrave of Hesse-Darmstadt, the man who was after all of Hesse. Before the Ring of Fire, he had convinced the Aulic Council of the Holy Roman Empire that he was the rightful heir of Hesse, which brought Tilly with an army before Kassel's gates at last. A Catholic army attacking a Calvinist principality on demand of a Lutheran prince. In hindsight a nearly comical situation. It had brought Christine's brother Moritz to abdicate in favor of his oldest son, who had made peace through renouncing the inheritance of the bone of contention, which was the landgraviate of Hesse-Marburg.

Still, Georg had not been satisfied. In his mindset Moritz's conversion to the Calvinist faith had made him unfit to be heir at all. He wanted the Lower County of Hesse for himself, but the emperor didn't support him in that. Then Gustavus Adolphus appeared in Germany. Georg had seen the light again, perhaps a unified Lutheran front against those hated Calvinists, but Wilhelm had been the first German prince to support the Swede openly.

The events after the up-timers' appearance had pushed Georg back into the second row. The USE had done the rest. Instead of making Georg the governor of the province of the Main, Gustav had chosen Nils Brahe. Instead of giving him Hesse, he'd shown loyalty to Wilhelm, taking all the lands north of the Main away from Darmstadt.

Finally, the constitution had pulled Georg completely out of the political theater, throwing him into the gutter. A staunch figurehead of the Crown Loyalist Party, he had not the slightest chance to gain a loud voice in Magdeburg. Sure, he had ensured that his confidant Andreas Wolff was "elected" into the Lower House. But the Upper House was reserved for provincial rulers. Not for any of the princes, counts or even dukes in Germany who had held a seat in the Imperial Diet.

His family—and familiar—relationship to Johann Georg, the now deceased and unmourned duke of Saxony had made him untrustworthy even to the leadership of his party. Grumbling, he had returned to Darmstadt.

So "burying the hatchet" would mean to offer him the post of governor of Hesse instead of Wilhelm Jr. or Amalie as his regent for the next fifteen or so years.

Christine scrutinized Amalie's face. She could see mourning and sorrow, but she could also see determination. This woman would not give in easily. "I think," she said smiling, "that there are much worse attributes than 'stubborn'."

Amalie's face lit up a little. "Thank you." But then she frowned. "I only hope that Gustav's wounds aren't too serious."

Christine needed a little time to understand the sudden change of subject. Well, for Amalie, the Swedish Emperor was the one man who would surely support her claims. Wilhelm had always proven loyal until his death.

"Last I heard," Christine said, "he's not conscious, and they brought him to Berlin to be treated by Doctor Nichols.  I'm sure he'll get well again. I've met a number of up-timers who survived far worse things."

"But if not?" Amalie's face looked old with sorrow. "And if that drags on, who will wield power in the meantime?"

"What do you mean by that? The constitution is perfectly clear that the Prime Minister is head of government."

Amalie straightened. "Head of government is one thing, regent in place of the Emperor quite another matter. And that is not written in the constitution. The Swede's wearing three crowns at once . . ."

Christine nodded. That was the exact situation succession wars were made from. The Danish King, the Swedish Chancellor, and even Gustav's hated cousin in Poland would line up for regency and at least two of them for succession if something unforeseen happened to the heiress.

"But that doesn't directly affect us—uh—you." Christine grinned sheepishly.

Amalie gave a laugh. "Thanks for including yourself in this. You and Johann are safe in your little 'kingdom', having made peace with the rest of his family, and not being Calvinists."

Christine nodded again, slowly, thoughtfully. She herself had been Calvinist a long time ago, being forced to turn Lutheran when Johann married her, not really accepted by the Saxon clergy for a couple of decades. If such a staunch Lutheran like Christian or Axel rose to power, life could become hard for Amalie. Many up-timers, even Mike Stearns, liked her as a woman who'd stood her ground side by side with her husband. Exactly the attributes her own party members disliked.

On the other hand, Amalie was a noblewoman first and foremost, risen to be ruler of a landgraviate in Germany not by a democratic election but by the clever marriage politics of her father.

She also was a leading member of the party opposing the democratic up-timers, which certainly made their affection ambiguous at least. They might not oppose another solution for the succession in Hesse, if only because of their resentment of birthright. Another governor, one whom also the mostly Lutheran Crown Loyalists liked better . . .

Christine suddenly recognized where Amalie's thoughts were aiming at. "Georg again," she said. "Always Georg."

Amalie nodded. "He is Lutheran, he is a friend of Oxenstierna's, he is on—how do the up-timers call it—first-name basis with the Catholic bishops. For the up-timers he's perhaps a better choice for ruling Hesse than 'stubborn Calvinist' me."

Christine shook her head to contradict Amalie. Still . . .

Georg was shrewd enough to plot a regicide. Not overtly, no, and perhaps there was not a single trace that would finally lead to him. On the other hand, politics worked differently. There was no presumption of innocence. If they could connect him even remotely with a person who was in turn verifiably connected to the crime . . .

Christine took a deep breath. Solving the mystery of what happened in her bedroom became more and more important.




The Next Day

The narrow streets in the Province of Hesse's capital echoed with the clopping sound of the horses' hooves on wet stone. At least these alleys had been paved with cobblestones since Gloria had last been here.

The upper stories of the monumental block that was the Landgrafenschloss were disappearing in the thick fog. The building loomed over the small houses confined by the massive city walls. In Thuringia, such walls had been overgrown by new houses outside and at some places even developed into stone quarries. Here, where those very walls had barely kept the Imperial army led by Tilly from plundering the city just ten years ago, they still played an important—albeit perhaps more psychological—role to provide shelter and safety for the citizens.

Gloria's written order from Lieutenant Himmel made sure that Peter and she were quickly cleared by the town watch and led along the long queues of people waiting outside the city gates. They had even been provided with a native guide. Corporal Hauschild was a small but fat man, who was constantly talking and interrupting Gloria's thoughts.

"The news of the landgrave's death—may the Lord give him eternal peace—have shaken the whole province," he just said, pointing to black pieces of cloth on the houses around. "He was a good ruler. And now people are flooding into town to deliver their oaths of allegiance to the new landgrave."

Gloria looked around. In spite of the bad weather, the street was full of people. A security nightmare. Only one murder up to now in such a situation was much less than she would expect.

They stopped at a side entrance of the palace. This was another moat and another wall within the city. Landgrave Wilhelm the Fourth, grandfather of the recently deceased Fifth and designer of the defense of his capital, had been a very cautious man. The only direct exit from the castle led to a covered bridge over the Small Fulda, through a mighty ravelin, and then into the famous New Castle Gardens.

"Yes," the watchman at the gate said. "You are expected. You can leave your horses and overcoats here. A servant will lead you to the landgravine's rooms."

****

The smell of rotten flesh told Gloria everything. In spite of the servant's command to wait for the landgravine's appearance—which could take a long time, if she was collecting oaths of allegiance in the main hall of the palace—Gloria immediately began to investigate the crime scene. No time to lose.

She took one of the rare, irreplaceable protective suits out of her baggage. A murder in a landgrave's home justified its use. Then she put her electric headlamp on and fixed its battery pack to her belt. That should give her at least four hours of acceptable lighting.

She walked over to the corpse, scanning the wooden floor for evidence. One look showed her that the victim had been moved. A large puddle of blood was visible to his right. Someone had obviously turned him on his back.

The cause of death was obvious. Three small holes in his sternum, less than an inch apart, spoke volumes. Small caliber, clean edges; that must have been a handgun. Loaded with up-time cartridges as well; Minié balls would have torn the edges. Her gaze turned back to the area between the only door and the corpse. The beam from her headlamp fell on a small metallic object, half-hidden under a sideboard. And there another one.

"Ha!" She couldn't suppress a snort. Most down-timers who used an up-time gun were not aware of the shells being ejected with each shot. And these cartridges often made a wonderful source of fingerprints. This criminal would see the justice of a court soon.

She went back to her equipment case, took a paper bag and a pair of tweezers, and started collecting the cartridges.

"What are you doing here?" A female voice startled her.

Gloria finished bagging the third cartridge and then turned around. This was not the famous landgravine of Hesse. The woman was older, grey-haired and wore a hearing aid. She was followed by another, middle-aged woman, wearing a black leather suit and openly holstering a nine-millimeter handgun.

Gloria frowned. "I'm investigating a murder," she said sharply, "and kindly ask you to refrain from spoiling my crime scene."

Now the older woman scowled. "This is no murder. This man was killed by my bodyguard when he attacked me."

"And where, if I may ask, is the man's weapon?" Gloria couldn't keep herself from jeering. Always those people who think themselves a cut above others. "Bodyguard!" Ha! Her right hand swept the room. "To me it looks like a professionally performed execution."

The woman took a deep breath, while the "bodyguard's" hand flashed to her weapon.

"Perhaps," the woman then said while putting her hand on her companion's one, "we should slow down a little. My name is Christine, Herzogin von Sachsen-Eisenach. I was born landgravine of Hesse-Kassel, and this is the room where I sleep at the moment—or at least slept up to this event."

Hotness flooded Gloria's head. Oh my goodness, I'm so screwed. Himmel will certainly fire me. She dropped into a curtsey. "Maria Gloriana Papenheim, Your Highness. Crime scene investigator from Grantville. I wholeheartedly apologize . . ."

"That's not necessary," the duchess interrupted, waving her to rise again. "It was my fault to have you sent in this room without proper—how do you call it?—briefing." She smiled. "At least I can see that Lieutenant Himmel didn't exaggerate when he wrote me how taken up you are in your job. He said you're the best horse in his stable."

Another wave of heat streamed through Gloria's head. Himmel had recommended her to the duchess. "I . . . um . . ."

"So, Frau Papenheim," the duchess continued, apparently unfazed by Gloria's stuttering. "If we assume for the moment that it happened as I said, where is this man's weapon?"

Gloria straightened and looked around. No gun, no knife, no sling; the only unusual thing in this room was the translucent bag lying close to the bed. At first sight she had dismissed it for some sort of cosmetic container—ziplocs were in fashion for that at the courts of Thuringia, too—but now she took a couple of steps closer and eyed it suspiciously.

It did not contain a weapon but a dead animal, most likely a rat. Hmmm. "He attacked you with a rat in a sealed bag?" she said. "Your Highness," she added after a tiny pause. Being around commoners and up-timers for a couple of years had obviously corrupted her manners.

"He did. And that means . . ." The duchess waited for an answer.

Gloria's thoughts raced. ". . . that . . . this . . . rat . . ." Yes! ". . . is most likely a carrier of some disease. How long have you been living in these rooms, who is the original inhabitant, Your Highness?" She bowed, carefully taking the bag at a corner. "Did anyone of you touch this bag? If yes, I need your fingerprints." Then she looked at the corpse. And the ones of that guy. I only hope he's not infected.

The duchess looked at her companion. "Himmel hasn't promised too much. The girl is a quick thinker."

Not even the condescending term could rip Gloria out of her investigator's trance now. She had to find out . . .

"You need to find out, Frau Papenheim," the duchess continued, "who this man is, and why he was trying to infect the heir of Hesse-Kassel."

Gloria couldn’t refrain from taking a deep, audible breath.

****

Peter thoughtfully shook his head, when Gloria eagerly followed the servant upstairs.

"Care for that girl," Himmel had said to Peter before he'd left with her. "She's good at her job, but she lacks social skills." He grinned while he carefully pronounced the English words.

Peter grinned back. He had experienced enough therapy hours talking about psychology with his shrink to understand the meaning. And he also knew exactly what the "girl" lacked.

"But don't stand and look over her shoulder when she's at work. Better give her some free space," Himmel had continued, and Peter had nodded in understanding.

So, after he dropped his overcoat and handed the horses over to the stable boy, he made his way to the kitchen building near the main gate. Peter hadn't visited the Landgrave's castle in Kassel before, but he had met veterans of Tilly's siege when he marched with Pappenheim's regiment. Even if Tilly never sacked the city, the information about places worth a visit always circulated through mercenary troops.

Smiling his most charming smile, he managed to wheedle a bowl of stew out of the fat kitchen mistress. Then he sat down close to a flock of chambermaids, and five minutes later, he knew exactly what had happened in the castle two nights earlier.

Sentences like "The Swedish Valkyrie serving the old landgravine has put a hundred shots into the majordomo's slimy body servant," he could easily translate to a more reasonable "Cornelia Andersdotter has killed a man who tried to attack the duchess of Saxe-Eisenach."

Peter frowned while slowly emptying his bowl. He'd met Cornelia once on the Grantville firing range. She was good, but she also had that fine up-time nine-millimeter gun. The Mounted Constabulary didn't provide its officers with such fancy equipment. The heavy six-shooter called a "Suhl Watchman" he wore on duty was by far not as accurate, but even deadlier at short distance.

A couple of spoons later, Peter also knew that the "slimy body servant" was known as "Hans Schmidt," and allegedly came from Ems in the Nassau lands. That cute red-haired maid however was sure that his dialect had originated from much farther south. Offenbach perhaps, or Dieburg. The latter would make him a Catholic, but the Council of Maids passed the resolution unanimously that he never acted like that. A Lutheran, they agreed, from the pieces in Calvinist liturgy, where he had fumbled.

With the next piece of bread Peter learned that the landgravine had ordered the dead man's room in the roof locked up for further investigation, but the maids wondered if she knew that he had rented another room in one of the town's inns.

Peter froze. He should mention that to Gloria; the maids wouldn't do it without being asked a specific question.

But the girl would for now be occupied with investigating the crime scene and the culprit's room here in the castle. That would most likely take her all of the morning. Gloria was "like a terrier," Himmel had once said, without explaining what a "terrier" was. But the meaning was clear. Once she was let loose on a case, she didn't look left or right before she had thoroughly secured the last piece of evidence. Then she would start interviewing witnesses, and that was the point at which she had been commanded to accept Peter's help. A command, he was sure, she'd nonchalantly ignore.

Peter hadn't had crime scene training—yet—but his eyes were sharp, and he had a good feeling he knew what to look at. He rose from the bench, elaborately thanked the kitchen mistress for the bowl of soup, gave a wink to the giggling maids, and made his way back to the stables to get his own bag.

There, he left a note to be delivered when—or better if—Gloria would ask for him. He collected Corporal Hauschild, and left for The Post Inn, where Hans Schmidt had rented his second room.

****

After Gloria had declared searching Christine's bedroom complete, the three women went to the roof story, where the late Hans Schmidt had his chamber. Spartan it was, and disappointing for the investigators: a bed without surprises or hidden evidence, a trunk filled with cheap clothes. A chair, a small table holding a Bible. It was as much without result as questioning majordomo Freiherr von Boyneburg, the man's direct superior.

"I employed him last January. He showed up with a lot of good credentials." "No, I didn't check them for authenticity." "He had no family here in Kassel, seldom left the castle, mostly kept away from the other servants, and—his best habit—kept his mouth shut most of the time."

Christine and Gloria exchanged meaningful gazes after the man had excused himself because of pressing tasks to fulfill.

"This testimony was rather unrewarding," the younger woman said, and Christine couldn't contradict that. "I'd better examine the evidence now, Your Highness. Do you know of a place with a lot of daylight?"

Christine would rather have interviewed some colleagues of the late body servant, but Gloria was the specialist here, and if she thought that one interview was enough . . . She waved the young woman to follow her.

Shortly afterward, they ended up in the topmost story of the castle's southeastern tower. The observatory that Christine's father had outfitted eighty years earlier lay deserted, all the expensive astronomical instruments collecting dust. After Jost Bürgi's death in 1632, Wilhelm and Amalie didn't have enough money to spare for scientific research, at least until there would be hope again to discover something that couldn't be found in the up-timers' books. This room sported the largest windows of the castle, and so the young crime scene investigator made camp here, pulled a microscope out of her seemingly bottomless bag, and started examining traces she had collected from the corpse.

Christine first tried to see what Gloria was up to, but quickly noticed how nervous the girl got.

"I'll sit down over there," she said instead. "If you need something, ask me."

Gloria nodded absentmindedly, her gaze already on the tiny fragments she was putting on thin glass sheets.

Christine went over to the bookshelves. The observatory's library had grown a lot since her youth. The classics she still remembered well. Kopernikus's books had been half a century old by then, but her father had insisted all his children should read them. Tycho Brahe was one of the heroes of her youth. He had found a new star where none had been earlier a few years before her birth, and thus shaken the foundations of scholasticism.

But in the meantime three feet of books by Johannes Kepler, and even a dozen books by Galileo Galilei had entered the shelves.

Her brother Moritz had obviously been even more progressive than their father, when it came to science.

Christine sighed. She really had neglected serious studies in the last years. Well, not many of the up-timers' books on pure science had been translated into Latin or German, and her English might be good enough for everyday conversation, but not for understanding up-time astronomy, which apparently dealt more with tiny particles than the large objects in the sky. Even the allegedly popular scientific A Brief History of Time had been too esoteric for her to understand. She should replace her normal reading of up-time romances with scientific books again. Not completely, of course . . . Her gaze fell on a book by an English astronomer, published before the up-timers arrived. Perhaps a lighter read than Stephen Hawking.

****

"Ah," she suddenly heard Gloria shout. "Chris—um—Your Highness, would you come over here, please?"

"Of course." Christine rose grinning. In the old days, such thoughtlessness would perhaps have brought the girl into a dungeon for some time or given her a caning. Then she frowned. In the old days, no young woman, no commoner especially, would have been able to do what Gloria was doing at the moment.

"I found shreds of unburned tobacco in his trouser cuffs," Gloria declared. "And Boyneburg told us that he didn't smoke."

"Well . . ." Christine said.

"I know that tobacco is widespread, but it seems that there are some other ingredients in this. I can see small petals—a personal mixture perhaps." Gloria was unstoppable. "But this is more interesting." She pointed with a large magnifier.

Christine squinted. "A leaf?"

"Yes. Fresh. Now, in November, there aren't a lot of green plants out there. I learned about most endemic plants during my training. This one doesn't look familiar to me. It might tell us where he has been recently."

"May I?" Christine said and pointed to the magnifier.

"Of course, Your Highness."

"It has red veins," Christine stated, examining the leaf closely. "Not very common."

"Do you know it?"

"Oh no, I'm no botanist. But . . ." She straightened. "I know where we might find out more. Come with me."

Christine could have found her way without light. The longer she walked the hallways and stairways of this castle, the more she felt back at home.

Only a couple of minutes later, they reached the castle's library. Christine pointed to a shelf with large tomes. "This is the catalog of the New Garden. My father started buying plants in the last century, and my brother has wasted a lot of money to expand it. And he paid a lot for creating a comprehensive directory of plants." Then she frowned. "I have no idea how this is organized. We'll need to browse it sequentially."

Gloria took one of the tomes and opened it. "These are all conifers," she said, turning the pages, and then replacing the book. "Perhaps it's not too cumbersome at all."

****

Peter looked at the building. The Post Inn was rather new. Built two years ago after its predecessor had burned down, it didn't sport the typical large sleeping rooms, but mostly small chambers for one or two travelers arriving on one of the newfangled post coaches, doing business in Hesse-Kassel's capital and then leaving again.

The term "What do you want to eat?" was newfangled as well. There wasn't a lonely stew pot dangling over an open fire, which filled the whole tavern with its smoke. In its stead, visitors of the restaurant could choose from several different meals, which were served on porcelain plates with silverware bearing a "Solingen" stamp, and these meals were created in a separate kitchen just as if the inn was a high noble's castle.

Peter had no time to take notice of all that. He was already thoroughly briefed by Corporal Hauschild in advance. After a quick look around, he made his way directly to the man whom Hauschild had pointed out as the innkeeper.

"Herr Fassbinder," Peter said, "we are here on order from the landgravine."

The innkeeper flinched. "My beer is pure," he gasped, his face quickly blanching, "and my kitchen gets cleaned every day."

Peter hid a smile. Sanitary rules seemed to seep out from Thuringia more and more. "I'm not here to inspect the cleanliness of your kitchen."

Fassbinder exhaled.

"But I might have to inspect your beer cellar later."

The innkeeper flinched again.

"For now we need to search one of the rooms you have rented out. To one Hans Schmidt, servant in the landgrave's castle."

The innkeeper squinted. "I don't know you. Why should I let you into a rented room?"

"Because," Corporal Hauschild said from behind, "the landgravine commands it. Do we need a written order for that?"

Fassbinder looked over Peter's shoulder and his eyes widened. He most likely noticed Hauschild's short rifle and dark green fedora, clear signs for membership in one of Hesse's Jäger companies. "Why didn't you say that earlier? Of course, you can search that room."

Peter sighed. Well, he had started the dialog with the same line. Back home he should really talk to Himmel. The constables all wore the same blue denim clothes, but it was too utilitarian to be identified as a uniform by outsiders.

Fassbinder turned, went to a large wooden board on the wall behind the counter, and took a rather small key from a hook. Then he beckoned the two men to follow him upstairs. And upstairs, and more flights of narrow stairs until they reached the sixth floor.

Having experienced some fire prevention lessons, Peter could imagine what kind of death trap this inn could become in case of a fire. At least the walls were plastered and didn't expose the bare inflammable fillings of the half-timber structure beneath.

Finally, Fassbinder unlocked a narrow door, and had to push himself into a small niche, before Peter could enter the room. Hauschild was still further back fighting his way up the stairs with loud moaning. Obviously, being a Hessian Jäger did not necessary require bodily fitness.

"Do you know what happened to Herr 'Schmidt'?" Peter asked, while lifting the mattress.

Fassbinder shrugged. "Rumor is he was killed in the castle while trying to murder someone."

"That rumor is correct," Peter agreed. He turned and opened the trunk in the corner, then started pulling Schmidt's clothes out. "So you can see that we need to know why he attempted to kill the landgravine, and whether more people were involved in that attempted assassination." He looked at Fassbinder, whose eyes had become wide again.

The innkeeper cleared his throat. "Well, that guy hadn't any visitors when he was here, if that is what you are getting at." Fassbinder's face had gotten concentrated as if he tried to remember hard. "But," he continued, "he got messages from time to time. Left by different boys, you know, not by couriers. When he got here, and a message had arrived, he soon left again."

So Schmidt had an accomplice, a superior, or as the up-timers called it a handler, who arranged meetings. Peter stopped searching, turned and straightened.

"Do you still have such a message? That might help us a lot."

"Perhaps my wife has one; she's the one who keeps those things. They came mostly on Thursdays." And Schmidt had been killed early on a Thursday morning. "But you will most likely not understand them, they only contain gibberish. No words, only numbers and letters."

A code. And, if Schmidt hadn't had an extraordinary memory, he would own a codebook. Peter looked around. Now that he knew what exactly to search for, he noticed how dark the corners of the room directly under the roof were.

[image: lighter]Electric flashlights were only issued to the crimes staff, so he had to make do with the oil lamp in this room. He lit it with the Zippo that his friend Don had given him for his last birthday and then lifted it to the corners. Nothing. He reached up behind the rafters. Nothing. He pulled the trunk into the middle of the room, searched for hidden compartments, searched behind and finally below it. Nothing, nothing, nothing.

Peter took a deep breath. Disappointment spread within him. But receiving and reading those messages was perhaps the only reason Schmidt had rented this room.

"What—phew—are you—phew—looking for?" Hauschild wheezed, who had finally managed to climb the stairs.

"A book. It can be octavo, duodecimo or even smaller."

Hauschild looked around, then grinned. "Well, there are not many possibilities. At least, he won't have put it out on the roof into the rain."

Peter's eyes jerked to the small wooden flap in the roof, sealing the room's only source of fresh air. It could be opened, and that guy had used a plastic bag to store the rat. So Hauschild's idea might not be so far-fetched.

He took a step forward, pushed the flap open, and groped around on the roof. Suddenly he got hold of a cord. He pulled at it. "Hauschild, you are a genius!" A ziploc was attached to it. And indeed, it held a small book.

"Now," he said and turned to Fassbinder, "might be a good time to check the quality of your beer."

The innkeeper started, but then understanding showed on his face. "I'm sure it will comply with your quality requirements," he said laughing.

****

Christine yawned again. Four hours had passed, constantly poring through thick volumes. The three women had only interrupted to eat a quick meal brought by a servant. She could barely keep her eyes open. Only one more page, and then she would drop that book and take a nap. She turned the page. "Oh my!" She just barely refrained from speaking the Lord's name in vain.

"Have you found something?" Gloria asked. Cornelia as well looked up from the tome she was searching.

Yes!" Christine cheered. "That is it! Blutampfer," she read aloud, "red-leafed Mengelwurz, or dragon's blood." She looked back to the title page. "I didn't expect to find it among the vegetables. I never had such a leaf in my meal."

Gloria looked over Christine's shoulder at the illustration next to the text. "Those red veins look right."

Christine dropped the tome on the next table. "And if it is contained in this catalog, we'll find it in the New Garden. Whoever wrote this entry here, noted the row and column, where this was planted."

A door creaked, Cornelia jumped, but then immediately relaxed.

Christine cast a weary glance at the door. "Who are you?"

"This is my comrade," Gloria said, pointing. "Sergeant Peter Hagendorf, and our liaison to the Kassel town watch, one Corporal Hauschild."

"Corporal Friedrich Hauschild," the fat, short man said, bowing deeply. "At your service, Highness."

Christine looked at the other man, a muscular man in his forties, who gave her a curt nod. "Good afternoon, Your Highness," he said, then turned. "Gloria, we've got something."

Christine suddenly sat straight. "Information about that assassin?"

****

". . . and then Frau Köhlerin, Fassbinder's wife, gave us this," Peter finished his report. He dug in his pocket and produced a paper bag, the same sort Gloria had used to secure evidence found during the investigation.

Christine could see how the younger woman's furrows rose. She had obviously not expected Hagendorf to treat evidence so carefully.

Gloria extended her hand to the bag and then opened it. The piece of paper she took out was tiny, barely two inches in each direction. She looked at it and frowned. "Did you decode this already?"

Christine rose and scrutinized the leaflet. "A37C22," she saw, followed by more apparently random letters and digits.

"Yes," Hagendorf said grinning. "It took us three beers each, but we managed it."

He produced a worn notebook and opened it. "Not that it makes much more sense. 'SCOR 11 PM 5 RUMEX'." He looked around. "We think that '11 PM' is a time of day up-timer style, but the rest . . ." He shrugged.

"'SCOR 11' is a date," Christine stated. "It's a style astrologers sometimes use. The eleventh day in the Scorpio sign of zodiac. That's today, November 2. So the time is five in the afternoon. And Rumex . . ."

[image: plant]". . . is another name for the plant we identified," Gloria shouted excitedly. Then she clapped her hand on her mouth. "Oh, sorry, Highness."

"Go on, girl," Christine grinned back.

Gloria blushed. "It's the place they'll meet in . . ." She turned her head and looked at the large grandfather clock in the corner. ". . . thirty minutes."

"They would have met," Hauschild said pointedly. "By now Schmidt's contact should have learned that his assassin has returned his spoon."

"Well," Hagendorf said slowly. "We know that, the people in the castle know that, and even Herr Fassbinder knew before we arrived. But if that handler wasn't in town during the last couple of days . . ."

"You should go," Christine said firmly, "and try to catch him. Gloria knows where."

"Don't you want to come with us, Your Highness?" Hagendorf asked.

"No," Christine said grinning, painting quotes into the air. "I'm too old for this shit."

****

Author's notes:

Charlotte Louise von Hanau-Münzenberg (* August 10, 1597 in Windecken) OTL died unmarried in 1649. Judging from the sparse information about her life, she might have had a crush on Wilhelm, but unfortunately, her younger sister was married to him.

Peter Hagendorf (* about 1600 in Zerbst) was a mercenary in Imperial and Swedish service who wrote a diary during the Thirty Years' War. His backstory is told in "Rats of War," which is about to be published in "Ring of Fire IV."

None of Kassel's features from the 17th century survived to this time. The castle burned down in 1811, but was abandoned much earlierand replaced by Castle Wilhelmshöhe five miles outside the city. The walls were used as quarries and the moats filled up. Most historical buildings (97% of the old town) were destroyed during an allied air raid on October 8, 1943. Unlike Nuremberg, none of those have been rebuilt post-war, instead Kassel was designed as a modern "car-friendly" city. The Neustadt on the eastern shore had already been destroyed in May, drowned by the flood of the blasted Eder reservoir dam. Another air raid in late October finished that part of Kassel, and it was never rebuilt, serving as festival area since.

Blutampfer, blutrote Grindwurz, rotblättrige Mengelwurz, Münch Rhabarbarum (monk rhubarb), Drachenblut (dragon's blood), Sangue de Dragon, Rumex acutum, and Lapatium acutum are names already mentioned in 1563s New Kreüterbuch by Pietro Andrea Mattioli for the plant the Americans call redvein dock, wood dock, or bloody dock.














Airship Failures, Mishaps, Accidents, and Disasters: Part 2, Fiery Deaths and Hydrogen Embrittlement by Iver Cooper
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Fire and Explosion Risks from Lift Gases and Fuels

It's at last time to confront the eight-hundred pound gorilla in the airship design classroom: hydrogen fires and explosions.

Hydrogen, the lift gas that provides the most lift, is also the most dangerous. The following table provides lower (LFL) and upper (UFL) flammability limits at room temperature and standard pressure for mixtures of various gases with air. The mixture is flammable when the gas content is within those limits. The fuels in the table might be burnt, not only to power the engines, but also to heat air in the case of a hot air (thermal) airship or to boil water if the airship uses steam lift. For the lift gases, I also give the buoyant lift provided; this assumes the gas (except air) is pure, and behaves as an ideal gas at NTP (normal temperature and pressure, 15oC and 1 atmosphere pressure).
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At least for hydrogen, the flammability limits widen with increased temperature, although the UFL is affected more than the LFL (College of the Desert, Fig. 1-6). For hydrogen, the concentrations that support an explosion include 18-59% (Edeskufy 102).

Fires and explosions have occurred as a result of ignition of fuels carried by an airship, hence their inclusion in the table. A Goodyear ZPG-3W, the Vigilance, suffered an explosion at 300 feet. (See http://aviation-safety.net/wikibase/wiki.php?id=155623). There have also been incidents involving propane on hot air balloons. Crashworthy fuel tanks were not developed until a decade after the US Navy decommissioned its last nonrigid airship (Stahl).

The Royal Anne, the Testbed and, the Czarina Evdokia use steam propulsion, and of course there are safety considerations in handling steam that have already been discussed by Evans, "Steam: Taming the Demon" (Grantville Gazette 11). Those concerns are exacerbated when the steam can come into contact with gas bags holding flammable lift gases such as hydrogen, especially since rubber (a common bag material) is surprisingly permeable to steam.

****

Hydrogen Fires

The perils of hydrogen became apparent even in the balloon era. In 1785, Rozier constructed a hybrid balloon with separate compartments for hydrogen and hot air. The fabric caught fire near the gas valve. (Payne 12).

The Vaniman Akron (not to be confused with the later USN rigid) was lost in 1912 to a hydrogen fire (Payne 50). In September 1910, the LZ6 caught fire and burned in the hangar due to a mechanic's error–he used gasoline to clean the gondola (Payne 71). And the LZ zeppelin statistics provided in part 1 show that hydrogen fires were a significant cause of airship loss.

For a hydrogen fire to occur, you need two things in contact: a flammable mixture and a source of ignition.

A freshly filled gas cell should contain hydrogen of sufficient purity to be above the UFL. For the typical purity of hydrogen produced by various processes, see Cooper, "Hydrogen: The Gas of Levity" (Grantville Gazette 38). While a freshly filled gas cell might be 95% hydrogen and 5% air, over time air will diffuse in (reducing the purity of the cell) and hydrogen will diffuse out into the interstitial space between the gas cells and the aerodynamic envelope (in the case of a compound aerostat) or into the ambient air (in the case of a simple aerostat).  The British R38 (2.7 million cf) leaked 1 million cf of hydrogen each month. (Robinson 37, 43).

The Germans called this process "rotting" and when the hydrogen content got too close to the UFL, they would vent and refill the cell with fresh gas. Venting and refilling of course has its own potential for creating flammable mixtures.

Violent maneuvers, possibly the result of storm conditions or lift mismanagement, can result in a gas cell being torn, and thus a much more rapid diffusion. However, in a compound aerostat, the hydrogen would be retained by the outer envelope for a time.

In flight, hydrogen gas might be vented, either deliberately to stop an ascent, or as a result of a stuck valve. The hydrogen would be carried out of the cell by a flexible conduit to the surface of the envelope, where it would escape into the atmosphere. It would rise, and, if the airship were moving forward, be left behind.

Where that gas is vented makes a difference. On some airships, such as the LZ18 (German Navy L2), the vents were on the bottom half of the airship, and the engine car windshields (a new feature) somehow created a suction that drew the hydrogen into the car. (Payne 77). Hydrogen is lighter than air and thus, when vented, will rise upward.

****

Hydrogen-air mixtures self-ignite at temperatures of 793-1023K (Edeskufy 102). The minimum spark energy needed for igniting hydrogen in air is just 0.017 mJ at earth surface pressure; compare that to 0.29 mJ for methane and 0.24 mJ for gasoline (NASA 2-14). Thus, even a weak ignition source is strong enough. The static charge accumulating on the human body can be up to 25 mJ. (New Zealand OSHA, Guidelines for Control of Static Electricity in Industry, 1999, sec. 3.3.4). Fortunately, the required ignition energy for detonation is higher: 10,000J (Hysafe).

[image: blimp]For some airship fires, we know how the hydrogen was ignited. Frequently, the engine was the culprit. Woelfert's Deutschland had an 8 hp Daimler engine with open flame ignition. In 1897, hydrogen expanded and blew off through the escape valve, mixed with atmospheric oxygen, and was ignited by the flame (Payne 28). Engine sparks were the problem on the LZ18/L2, and even just high heat from an engine or its exhaust was a risk (if it exceeded the autoignition temperature).

In 1921, a hull break snapped the gas lines of the R38, releasing hydrogen and spilling fuel over the engine (Payne 121). The R101 met its doom in 1930 when an impact ruptured a gas cell and also displaced the engine.

****

The LZ40 (L10), in 1915, was struck by lightning while valving gas. Lightning was also the suspected cause of loss of the Dixmude (1923), possibly compounded with a "rotten" gas cell or with venting (Payne 124).The Roma, in 1922, lost control and struck high-tension wires—what one might term, I suppose, "artificial lightning."

This is perhaps an appropriate point for digression as to how to protect an airship from lightning. The first line of defense is to avoid places and times when lightning is likely to occur, and that of course turns on having good weather prediction capabilities. Still, lightning conditions can develop quickly, so that's not good enough. Secondly, we want to make critical parts—the envelope, nose cap, empennage (rudder, elevators, fins), gondola suspension cables—electrically non-conductive. Of course, that depends in part on the pace of development of nonmetal materials technology. Finally, we protect the vulnerable areas by electrically bonding them via a common earth system and providing conduction paths to safe static discharge positions far removed from the hydrogen vent holes (Khoury 156-7). Concerning the last point, the skeletal structure of a rigid airship did provide some protection from lightning, serving as a "Faraday cage" if the metal parts were sufficiently interconnected, and there were also methods for electrical bonding of the hull (Robinson 70, Dick 52). And the 1929 NBS Code for Protection Against Lightning, section 251, required that free balloons and airships be provided an effective grounding wire to be dropped just before landing.

****

Static electricity could be generated by friction or impact. For both LZ4 and the LZ10 (Schwaben), ignition was by static electricity from a torn rubber-coated gasbag fabric (Payne 75).

In the case of the LZ69 (L24), in 1916 a gust lifted the craft, and a ceiling light bulb was broken, which ignited the hydrogen. That rather begs the question of why the hydrogen was free.

During wartime, one must also worry about incendiary bullets.

There are so many theories about the Hindenburg that I am not even going to discuss it!

****

Increasing Hydrogen Safety

I have considered several possible methods of increasing hydrogen safety. One is to add an inert gas so there is a non-flammable ternary air-hydrogen-inert gas mixture even if, without the inert gas, the binary mixture would be flammable. For non-flammability, we would need 11 volumes Helium (75oF), 10.2 Carbon Dioxide, or 7.6 Water Vapor (187oF) to 1 Hydrogen (Shapiro 1957, Coward 1952).

There are a few problems with this approach. First, the lift is reduced. Helium and water vapor are lighter-than-air but provide less lift than hydrogen, and carbon dioxide is heavier-than-air. Secondly, there may be a problem with maintaining homogeneity of the mixture throughout the gas cell. And finally, in the case of water vapor, heat is necessary, which means fuel costs—but one does get a bit of additional lift from the heated hydrogen component.

A second approach is to interpose additional barriers. For example, a hydrogen bag could be located inside a helium bag. Then any hydrogen diffusing out would mix harmlessly with the helium, and air would have to diffuse through the helium bag to get into the hydrogen bag. The lift for a given total hull volume would be reduced (because helium provides a bit less lift). If helium is not available, the hydrogen bag could be placed inside a nitrogen, carbon dioxide or water vapor bag. Those would carry more of a lift deficit, and generating the water vapor would require burning fuel. The heat would be transferred to the hydrogen.

In WW I, the Germans spread a rumor that their zeppelins were double-bagged, with helium in the outer bag, and thus invulnerable to incendiary bullets. It took a while for the Allies to learn otherwise.

With the exception of the aluminum used in the Schwarz No. 2 and the ZMC-2, all airships have contained lift gas within envelopes that are made of a combustible material. Such materials came be made more resistant to ignition by treating them with flame retardant salts, but they can't be made non-combustible--they still provide fuel for the fire.

****

Hydrogen vs. Helium

[image: helium]The only safe lift gas is helium; it is non-flammable. (While it can be argued that steam and hot air are nonflammable, generating them requires burning a flammable fuel.) There were essentially two reasons why airships were flown with hydrogen rather than helium on board; for increased lift, and because the helium was too expensive or outright unavailable.

With the ZR1 (Shenandoah), cells 82.5% full, flying at forty knots at 6000 feet, its range was 1790 miles; had it used hydrogen, this would have increased to 3760 miles. And the cost of helium was $120.22 per 1000 cubic feet, versus $2-3 for hydrogen.

On Hindenburg flight 10 (April 6-10, 1936), from Rio to Lowental (104 hours, 7000 miles), the weight of the fueled and crewed Hindenburg, ready to take on passengers and cargo was 454,924 pounds. Since its gross lift was 476,000 pounds (the Germans figured that hydrogen lift was 68 pounds per 1000 cubic feet), that left 21,076 pounds for payload. Had the gas cells been filled with helium (providing only 60 pounds lift per 1000 cubic feet), the gross lift would have been 420,000 pounds, and there would have been a 34,924 pound deficit--which presumably would have been solved by reducing crew, fuel, oil, provisions, ballast, and miscellaneous items.

Of course, the Hindenburg didn't have a choice; the United States refused to sell helium to Germany. And that brings us to the supply problem. There are essentially two sources of helium; natural gas and the atmosphere. In the case of natural gas, as of 2008, a helium content of 0.2% was considered the economic limit (Smith). The first such wells discovered were in the North Texas-Oklahoma Panhandle-Western Kansas (Hugoton) area.

American (and thus world) production in the Twenties, in millions of cubic feet , was as follows: 1923, 7.7; 1926, 8.8, 1927, 6.0, 1928, 6.4, and 1929, 3.4 (Robinson 150). The Navy got half the helium. Now consider that the ZR1 (2.1 million cf) and ZR3 (2.43 million cf), in hangars, leaked 150,000 and 250,000 cubic feet, respectively, each month, and that the ZR1 valved off 640,000 cubic feet during one transcontinental flight (Robinson 63, 96). The Navy in that time period often only had enough helium to inflate one of its airships.

However, American production as of 2004 also came from Riley Ridge, Wyoming; Moab, Utah; and Southeast Colorado. At that time, there were also producing fields in Algeria (Hass R'mel field); Sichuan, China; Orenburg, Russia; and Odolanow, Poland. (Bowe).

The Odolanow plant was commissioned in 1977-78; until then, Europeans got their helium from the USA. The Odolanow natural gas is 0.4% helium (and also, peculiarly, up to 43% nitrogen) (Zuk and Lim).

Besides those fields, there are some known (as of 2004) sources of helium that had not yet been exploited. In the 1632 universe context, the most important ones of these are the East Hanover Field and the Salzwedel field. The Salzwedel field was discovered in 1968, and natural gas production began there in 1973.

It's likely that the only subterranean source of helium readily found in Grantville literature is the Hugoton field, and it will be difficult to access for quite a few years.  It is impossible to guess how soon any of the European fields will be discovered and drilled in the new time line, let alone how soon it will be recognized that their natural gas contains helium in recoverable quantities.  And whichever natural gas field is first exploited, there will be further R&D and infrastructure development needed in order to reach the stage of recovering the helium in respectable volumes.

 

The helium content of the atmosphere is a mere 5.2 ppm. Helium can be partially separated from the air by liquefaction; unfortunately, the liquefaction product is 22.4% helium and 77.6% neon. Since neon's density is almost the same as that or air, this helium-neon mixture has a density that's 70% of air, which renders it fairly pathetic as a lift gas. And further purification is quite expensive. I do not believe that atmospheric helium has been commercially exploited for airship lift purposes, which require high purification.

****

Helium Conservation and Recycling Strategies

A variety of measures were taken in the old time line to conserve helium, and may be reappear in the new time line once we are able to fill airships with helium. All of these measures had safety implications. Of them, installing apparatus that recovered water from the engine exhaust was probably the most benign; it did increase drag and engine complexity.

As heavier-than-air fuel was consumed (making the ship "statically light"), the ship could fly "dynamically heavy;" that is, fly with nose down to generate a compensatory amount negative aerodynamic lift. Unfortunately this also increased drag. Moreover, in the event of engine failure, the negative aerodynamic lift would fail, causing the airship to ascend rapidly.

A helium-based airship could attempt to arrange its schedule so that it landed in the morning when the helium was "supercooled" (at a lower temperature than the ambient air, thus providing less lift). That way it wouldn't need to vent as much helium in order to descend to the ground.

Finally, some helium airships were deliberately flown with some of the automatic vent valves covered. These valves would normally open if the internal pressure rose too high (as could happen if a vertical air current caused the airship to ascend above what was called its "pressure height."

****

With helium so rare in the old time line, recycling was important. In 2004 (not too long after RoF), the principal uses of helium were in liquid cooling of semiconductors (29%), as lift gas for balloons and airships (16%), and in metal-arc and plasma-arc welding (12%). The nature of the use dictates the type of impurity encountered. With lift gas use, the impurity will take the form of infill by air.

Room temperature purification of helium uses molecular sieves to absorb the nitrogen, oxygen and carbon dioxide. The feed gas is typically at least 20% helium (probably quite a bit higher if it is old lift gas helium) at a pressure of 40-350 psig and a temperature of 5-45oC. The sieve is then regenerated (the rejected gases evicted) by putting it in a partial vacuum. Unfortunately, there is probably minimal information on the composition and manufacture of these sieves in Grantville literature.

The other approach is by cryogenic purification; the helium is liquefied by compression. It must however be cooled below its critical temperature (5.2oK for He-4) for this to be possible, and the more it is cooled below that temperature, the lower the pressure required. For atmospheric pressure to be sufficient, the cooling must be to 4.2oK for He-4. Helium is mostly He-4. Helium was first liquefied in 1908.

While the basic principles of refrigeration and compression are certainly known to engineers in Grantville, building equipment that is capable of liquefying helium is not a trivial task.




Hydrogen Embrittlement

Hydrogen embrittlement (HE) is the degradation of a structural material caused by the presence of hydrogen in the material. The degradation has an adverse effect on strain hardening rate, tensile strength, fracture toughness, crack propagation rate, and the elongation necessary to cause failure. Failure can be premature and even catastrophic (Sofronis).

Several mechanisms have been proposed (and argued over). But simplistically, molecular hydrogen (H2) itself will not diffuse into a metal. For diffusion, you need atomic hydrogen (H). (Louhan 2) This could be generated by dissociation of molecular hydrogen at the surface, or because cathodic hydrogen (H+) from electrochemical processes (including dissociation of water) is reduced at the surface to generate the atomic hydrogen.

In any event, once absorbed, the atomic hydrogen can recombine to form molecular hydrogen, or react with the material to form hydrides, in either case perturbing the microstructure. Moreover, even atomic hydrogen can act as a barrier to the movements of dislocations, reducing ductility.

[image: rocks]Hydrogen embrittlement can occur even when the ambient hydrogen concentration is low, if the absorbed hydrogen is concentrated at points of structural instability. Stress can have a concentrating effect. (Herring).

Hydrogen embrittlement should be distinguished from other forms of hydrogen attack, such as chemical reaction of hydrogen with susceptible chemical functionalities of the material. In general, molecular hydrogen is not especially chemically reactive at room temperature, unless activated by a catalyst. Also, again absent a catalyst, its dissociation requires high temperatures. On the other hand, atomic hydrogen is a strong reducing agent, even at room temperature.

****

If an airship uses hydrogen for lift, then there are essentially four possibilities for contact between the hydrogen and materials potentially susceptible to attack

1) If the hydrogen is manufactured off-site, and transported in compressed gas tanks to the launch site, then the hydrogen interacts with the tank material (traditionally carbon steel).

2) The hydrogen must be pumped from the tanks or an on-site hydrogen generator to the gas cells, so there is interaction between the hydrogen and the piping material, which could be copper, plastic, rubber or leather.

3) The hydrogen is of course in contact with the gas cell material, probably for weeks or months at a time; the gas cell material may be a varnished cloth, goldbeaters' skin, rubber, or some sort of composite material.

4) In flight, if net lift becomes excessive, it may be necessary to vent off hydrogen gas. The hydrogen comes in contact with valves (probably copper) and vent tubes (probably varnished cloth, rubber, or leather). After landing, if it is determined that a gas cell is "rotten" (too much air contamination of the hydrogen), the gas cell will be deflated and refilled, probably through the same piping material as for (2) above.

Hydrogen embrittlement is definitely a concern when storing hydrogen in steel cylinders under pressure for long periods. That in turn became commonplace when the switch was made from field production of hydrogen to factory production; the hydrogen would be placed in cylinders that were then transported to the field.

The ISO 11114-4:30005(en) standards for transportable gas cylinders require that if the steel cylinder is holding hydrogen at partial pressure above 50 bar (~50 times surface atmospheric pressure, which is 1.01325 bars), the steel must have an ultimate tensile strength of less than 950 MPa. If the hydrogen pressure is less than 50 bar, then the cylinders may be designed as for ordinary (non-embrittling) gases.

This ISO standard is not based on some mathematical model but on empirical experience, both lab experiments and what equipment failed in the real world. That of course doesn't mean that it has captured all possible HE problems, but it makes it rather unlikely that we will see HE problems with compliant hydrogen storage tanks or with hydrogen at atmospheric pressure.

Several clarifications are in order. First, the standard is specifying a maximum UTS, not a minimum. A 2003 IGC document explains that in the late 1970s, there was a sudden increase in frequency of accidents with compressed hydrogen transport equipment. It was eventually realized that higher tensile strength steel had a microstructure susceptible to increased absorption of hydrogen when the hydrogen was at high partial pressure.

The flip side is that until the late Seventies—when hydrogen pressures and purities and steel UTCs were increased enough to render the metal more vulnerable to HE—compressed hydrogen tanks were considered to have acceptable levels of safety.

According to Dr. Richard Gangloff, the Ferman W. Perry Professor of Engineering at the University of Virginia, and the editor of Gaseous Hydrogen Embrittlement of Materials in Energy Technologies: The Problem, Its Characterization, and Effects on Particular Alloy Classes (2012), the "standard is valid and well supported for static loading. However, [if] the gas pressure continuously rises or if the loading is cyclic, then resistance to h[ydrogen] cracking is degraded even for these lower-strength steels." (private communication).

Also, the specific guidance given by ISO is for a particular Cr-Mo steel alloy. The critical partial pressure and UTS for other steel alloys will be different. However, in general, steels that have a body-centered cubic (bcc) lattice are susceptible to hydrogen embrittlement. These include the Cr-Mo steels, which have ferrite pearlite microstructure, and "low alloy" ("tempered martensite") steels.  On the other hand, steels with a face-centered cubic (fcc) lattice, such as the austensitic stainless steels, are resistant. (Gangloff communication). Thus, Cho (2007) reports that type 316 stainless steel shows high resistance to HE. The higher strength A286 is also resistant (Gangloff communication).

****

If the airship is a compound aerostat; i.e., the hydrogen is in gas cells that are inside an outer aerodynamic envelope, the main hydrogen-metal contact would be the valves for the gas cells. However, the embrittlement risk is dependent on the partial pressure of the hydrogen gas, and in the gas cells (unlike storage cylinders), that's atmospheric pressure (~1 bar) or less.

In the 1632 universe airship operations for the foreseeable future, any valves made of steel would be lower tensile strength, and would be in contact with only atmospheric pressure of hydrogen (because the hydrogen would be produced on the field for immediate filling of the gas cells). The filling pressure may briefly exceed ambient, so the gas flows into the cells, but this is temporary; once in the cells it will be left at ambient. So the risk of HE is much less, and embrittlement isn't likely to be an issue over the lifetime of the valve or even the airship.

The following table provides operating limits for steel in hydrogen service in petrochemical plants. Here the concern is with so-called hydrogen attack, a form of hydrogen embrittlement that occurs when hydrogen at high temperature (above 100oC) enters a metal and forms methane gas at the grain boundaries.

https://www.hydrocarbonprocessing.com/images/798/85577/Sequeira-Fig-01.gif

Note that our valves are operating in the extreme lower left, with partial pressure of 14.7 psia or less, and temperature typically around 15-20oC and ranging perhaps as high as 30-40oC for tropical operations. So even C-steel is considered OK.

Both the ISO standard and the just-cited table indicate that there is no problem with hydrogen at atmospheric temperature and pressure. If 1020 steel is exposed to hydrogen at one atmosphere pressure and room temperature, it will dissolve far less than one ppm hydrogen. However, if the same piece were acid cleaned, or exposed to moisture, there will be more hydrogen dissolved. (Louhan 3).

A further point worth mentioning is that HE is inhibited by oxygen in the ambient atmosphere. If oxygen is present, there will be an oxide film on the steel, and this apparently inhibits the dissociation of molecular hydrogen at the surface. (Louhan 3).

The hydrogen produced in the 1632 universe by steam/iron methods is unlikely to be more than 95% pure.  The balance will be air (which is about 21% oxygen, 78% nitrogen). So the gas will contain about 1% oxygen. Nitrogen is without effect, but oxygen inhibits both hydrogen absorption by steel and crack propagation. With hydrogen at atmospheric pressure, 0.6% (6 ppm) oxygen stopped crack growth in H-11 tool steel. (Hancock). Moreover, oxygen was still able to neutralize HE when part of a hydrogen-oxygen-helium gas mixture at elevated pressure (7 MPa), with an oxygen concentration of 29% (Basner).

A typical compressed hydrogen cylinder—I'll used the ones sold by Praxair as examples—contains at least 99.95% (some 99.9999%) pure hydrogen and the gas is compressed to pressures of 138-460 bar. In contrast, our gas cells are perhaps 95% pure and at a pressure of 1 bar

I have seen reports of hydrogen embrittlement of steel with hydrogen at atmospheric pressure, but that was in an electroplating or acid cleaning operation context, and so there was corrosion to create surface defects that in turn promote hydrogen absorption and thus HE (and the surface defects also promote crack propagation). It is probably not a good idea to remove rust with an acid cleaner from a part regularly exposed to hydrogen, as that would result in surface defects and increase hydrogen absorption.

Hydrogen embrittlement is essentially a reversible process in steels; the hydrogen can be removed by baking the steel at a temperature of 300oF for three hours. (Gunn).

Chances are, given the steel shortage in the early 1632 universe, that valves will be copper, not steel. Copper is more resistant than steel to HE. However, problems have been experienced when copper and its alloys have been heated to temperatures of 400oC and up in a hydrogen atmosphere. If these metals contain oxygen (commercial copper is typically 200-6000 ppm oxygen), the hydrogen diffuses through the metal and reduces copper oxide at grain boundaries to copper and water (steam), the latter then creating intercrystalline cracks. These problems can be observed in samples heated in hydrogen for just a few hours. (Matting). "Oxygen-free" (actually, more like 10 ppm) copper is not subject to this "steam embrittlement" (Louthan 7), but also isn't yet available in the 1632 universe. On the other hand, the copper on a hydrogen-lift airship isn't going to be exposed to elevated temperatures. Dr. Gangloff confirmed to me that copper resists hydrogen embrittlement at near ambient temperature.

****

As to hydrogen embrittlement of the envelope materials, if we have compound aerostats as on the Danish rigid, the goldbeater skin used to hold the hydrogen is under minimal stress, so HE impairment of strength (if any) is not of importance. If we have simple aerostat, perhaps rubber/cloth or varnished cloth, there is some strength requirement for the envelope, but it is only resisting the combined stress imposed statically by the internal overpressure (on order of 500 Pa, i.e., 0.5% atmospheric) and by aerodynamic forces (mostly on the nose where they are taken mostly by the nose cone).

It is unclear at the time of writing whether hydrogen degrades polymers (rubbers and plastics). The very limited studies of polymers have been in the context of polymeric components in use or considered for use in constant or cyclic high-pressure hydrogen service, such as in storage tanks, pipes, and valve seals.

In 1975, Hust (4-14) said "no evidence has been presented which indicates serious embrittling effects of hydrogen on non-metals. However, very little work has been done in this area. . . ." Hust went on to cite a White Sands study to the effect that room temperature vulcanizing silicone rubber, but not PVC, PTFE, or cellulose acetate butyrate, was adversely effected by hydrogen.

According to an article published by the European Commission project Roads2HyCom:

"In the 70s and 80s Brown has performed research towards the influence of helium, nitrogen, argon, oxygen, and water on the mechanical behaviour of some polymer materials (PE, PP, PMMA, PS, PET). The findings of this study are that some effects are noticeable till about 100 C above the boiling point of each gas. The boiling point of hydrogen is -253 C. So, based on the research by Brown it can be expected that hydrogen at normal surrounding conditions will have no physical interaction with polymer materials to the extent that it will cause a measurable deterioration in properties. "

Fiber-reinforced polymer, in particular polyethylene, has been proposed as a hydrogen pipeline liner material. In 2008, Kane stated that no mechanisms for polyethylene degradation due to hydrogen alone have been reported. However, Kane cautioned that contaminants might provide degradative mechanisms.

The 2012 Sandia report on hydrogen compatibility of materials stated, "we are unaware of hydrogen compatibility studies for common polymer materials" (8100-1). However, it speculated that since hydrogen is quite soluble in polymers, exposure to high-pressure hydrogen might cause damage (blistering or swelling).

In a 2012 paper, Yamabe observed that hydrogen penetrates a rubber material as molecular not atomic hydrogen, and reported that repeated cyclic exposure to high pressure hydrogen (5-90 MPa, atmospheric is 1.01) could cause cracking of synthetic acrylonitrile-butadiene rubber O-rings installed in compressed hydrogen tanks. This cracking is the result of blisters formed when the hydrogen that has diffused into the rubber is rapidly decompressed and therefore expands. While that is a mechanism for degradation by hydrogen, it is not what is conventionally referred to as hydrogen embrittlement and is seen in many elastomers when other high pressure gases are rapidly decompressed. (Fitney 442).

The airship gas cells are only at slightly above ambient atmospheric pressure, and even if they rupture as a result of aerodynamic stress, someone dropping a tool onto the gas cell, etc., the difference in pressure between the lift gas inside and the ambient air outside is only about 500 Pa at most (for a nonrigid), which is 0.5% of atmospheric pressure—probably not enough of a pressure change to cause blister damage, and anyway the blister damage pales beside the rupture. I would presume that the normal deflation of an intact gas cell to refill it with fresh gas is slow enough so that blister damage is not a concern.

Also in 2012, Klopffer reported that after one year under 3MPa (three times atmospheric pressure) at room temperature, the tensile static properties, long-term creep deformation, and ductile fracture of two plastics (a polyethylene and a polyamide) were no more than 10% different from their values in air (Hecht).

Overall, I have not seen anything to suggest that HE is a problem for natural rubber exposed to H2 at atmospheric pressure and temperature, outside a corrosive environment. I'd actually be worried more about embrittlement in winter as a result of cold.

As a check on my literature searching and analysis, I consulted Doctor Gangloff, who wrote me, "your research into this topic is solid.  I am not aware of any published works on low pressure H2 degradation of polymers and my intuition suggests that this is not an important degradation mechanism."

Finally, even if HE were a problem with the 1632 universe gas cells, that probably would not deter the use of hydrogen any more than the more obvious risk of fire and explosion did—that hydrogen provides more than three times the lift of hot air and doesn't require fuel consumption to stay aloft are powerful incentives in a world where helium is not going to be an option for decades.

****

Molecular hydrogen can react chemically, and thereby degrade, polymers with carbon-carbon double bonds. Natural rubber is cis-1,4-polyisoprene, and does possess such bonds. However, for it to be hydrogenated by hydrogen gas, a catalyst, and often also high pressure and temperature, is required (Samran 132).

****

A final pathway to hydrogen exposure, and possible hydrogen embrittlement, that I considered, was one potentially applicable if the airship is a compound aerostat (gas cells inside larger hull) and also is a rigid airship (outer hull envelope is stretched over a structural skeleton). If a gas cell is ripped open, then there would be release of hydrogen, creating a low partial pressure of hydrogen (say 5% atmospheric) in the interstitial space. This hydrogen-contaminated air would come into contact with the frame (skeleton) of the airship. The skeletons used in rigid airships have been wood, steel and duralumin.  The exposure would be for at most days because of course on landing they would vent out the hydrogen-contaminated air.

According to Dr. Gangloff, wood and aluminum would not be adversely affected by such hydrogen exposure. Also, if the steel were of the lower strength type, it wouldn't be susceptible, either. "The only possible (but unlikely) degradation would be in fatigue resistance should the frame vibrate for many load cycles. In this case, the presence of oxygen with the hydrogen is beneficial, but water vapor + hydrogen could be detrimental" (private communication).

****

We will need to worry about hydrogen embrittlement if and when we start shipping hydrogen to airship hangars in compressed hydrogen tanks -- but that isn't going to be in stories published in the foreseeable future.

****

Airship Successes

To put this two-part articulation of the failures of historical airships in perspective, it is only fair to say something about historical airship successes. The world's first commercial airship company, the German DELAG, was in operation 1911-14. During its four years of operation, it chalked up 3200 hours in the air, 1600 flights, 100,000 miles, and 37,750 passengers without fatality (although not without crashes and airship losses) (Payne 74). One of the DELAG airships, the LZ10/Schwaben, flew almost 100 flights without mishap in 1911.

[image: blimp]In 1919, the R34 achieved the first aerial crossing of the Atlantic from East to West (taking 108 hours), and also the first aerial round trip across the Atlantic (the West-East passage was 75 hours).

The USS Los Angeles, on behalf of the Navy, conducted 275 hours of scouting, traveling over 14,000 miles in the process (Payne 137). Over its eight-year flying career, it made 331 flights, totaling 4,181 flight hours (Airships.net).

The first aerial circumnavigation of the world was in 1929 by the Graf Zeppelin. It needed three refueling stops, and spent a total of 300 hours in the air. This circumnavigation included the first nonstop flight across the Pacific: the 5400 miles from Tokyo to San Francisco, flown in 68 hours. On its Berlin-Tokyo leg, it set a nonstop distance flight record of 6980 miles (Payne 174).

In World War II, the US Navy used blimps for antisubmarine patrols. Of the 168 USN blimps (134 of which were K-class), about 120 were still in service at the war's end, despite having flown frequently under adverse weather conditions, and having been exposed from time to time to enemy fire (Payne 242).

Finally, in 1957, the ZPG-2 blimp Snowbird flew nonstop across the Atlantic twice—9,448 miles in eleven days. (Payne 244).

There is no doubt that there will be airship accidents, but airships will find a niche in the 1632 universe.

****
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Walt Boyes’ Editorial by Walt Boyes







[image: Walt]Hi, I’m Walt Boyes, and I want to welcome you to Gazette 61, my first issue as the new Editor. I’ve been involved in the 1632 Universe (and was involved in Jim Baen’s Universe as well) since the beginning, and I’ve been a professional author and editor for over 30 years. I’ve had several stories published in the 1632 Universe, and I’m a member of the Editorial Board.

I want to acknowledge the incredible, fantastic, wonderful, best job ever! that Paula Goodlett did in editing this magazine for 11 years. She made it what it is, and I would have had a terrible time doing what she did. On behalf of the entire Gazette staff, we want to wish Paula a wonderful retirement—especially since one of the things this means is that she (and Gorg) will have more time to write for us all. Yay, Paula!

I also want to acknowledge the wonderful job Bjorn Hasseler has done as assistant editor. I would not have been able to get this issue done without him. The job he’s been doing, and the job he’ll continue to be doing for us is that of Managing Editor, so I am very glad to announce his new title. The Managing Editor does most of the grunt work, is almost always totally unacknowledged, and makes the Editor look good. Thanks, Bjorn.

As our authors already know, one of the things I propose to do is to improve the writing in this magazine. With over 30 years of editing experience, I think I can do that. It has always been Eric’s intention that the Gazette be used as a platform for grooming and training new writers so they could go out into the wider world of fiction and have writing careers. This is as important to me now as it was when we set up Jim Baen’s Universe and the Grantville Gazette originally.

I am also going to work to widen two pools. The first is the author pool. I am inviting any authors who’ve never written for the 1632 Universe to come try their hands at it. The second is the readership pool. The Gazette should be a place where people who’ve never read anything in the series could come to get their feet wet, and decide if they’d like to read more of the nearly 8 million words we all have written.

We’ve selected some excellent stories, and some excellent non-fiction as well, for you in this issue. The Taxman Cometh, edited by David Carrico, is the result of a story round with many authors participating. It is one of my favorites, and is hysterically funny. The other stories in this issue exhibit what I consider exceptionally good writing, and based on what I’ve seen for issues 62 and 63 and beyond, the writing is getting even better.

So pass the word to your friends and to people who don’t usually read the Gazette: come and play.

Best,




[image: Walt's signature]




Walt














This Issue’s Cover 61 by Garrett W. Vance
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Grantville's celebrated "Stone Dome" with the Stone's even more celebrated cash crop.














In Memoriam by Rick Boatright







Long time SF and 1632 fan Don Hodge passed away 14 August 2015.

Many of the 1632 and Baen community met Don through his presence at 1632 minicons, the Sail to Success and Super Stars writing seminars and through Facebook. He is fondly remembered and will be missed.




[image: Don Hodge]

Don with his ever present walking stick
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