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Chapter 1

As I took stock of my first six years in this time, I decided I had to consolidate my gains. That still made sense. What didn't make sense, after mature thought, was the start of the Industrial Revolution.

The Industrial Revolution was the introduction of mass production. But we were lacking the workers to support mass production. More importantly, mass production meant exactly that. A lot of products would be produced. Our population wouldn't be able to absorb all the production.

Scratch that idea.

Filling in the technical gaps still made sense. We were using technology from the eighth century alongside the twentieth century.

Preserved foods were high on my list.

We had ice from the ice caves, but canning would strengthen our food chain. So far, we have been lucky not to have a bad growing season, but one could happen without warning. Canning was a must, both in mason jars and metal cans. That reminded me we had to invent the can opener.

Incubators were next on my list for small animals, such as baby chicks and sickly newborn infants. I called the babies sickly because I knew some babies needed incubators, but not why. I'm sure Baroness Agnes could tell me.

We had small stills in the lab and even larger ones in our pharmaceutical production buildings. What we didn't have were large alcohol production stills. We could make whiskey using wheat, rye, or barley and scotch using rye.

Corn, as I knew it, came from the Americas and wasn't available to us yet. It was the same reason we couldn't make vodka. Potatoes came from Chile. Even so, whiskey could be a huge export for us.

I thought it would be funny to teach the Scots how to make scotch. And I would insist on the correct spelling as whiskey, not whisky.

Not caring for gin, I didn't think about making any. I'm certain that someone would come up with it. They would also start distilling wine to make brandy. That I could take or leave.

Another important product to improve was paper. All we have is crude pulp. We needed smooth white paper for writing. And soft, smooth toilet paper. The stuff we had wasn't much better than the corncobs we used on the farm once all the pages from the Sears catalog were used up.

Then, we needed large transformers to introduce electricity on a useful scale. So we had to come up with a light bulb. Shades of Edison. At least we didn't have to go through the thousands of trials. Hundreds, probably, but still a lot less than his technicians. You didn't think old Tommy did all that work himself.

Improved batteries would be useful in many ways once the electrical age was started. We had large arrays of glass jars filled with acid chemicals.  Wires linked them to act as batteries, or more like chemical generators, for telegraphic and radio transmissions. But we needed dry cell batteries in more portable form factors.

Flywheels. We had a start on them on our steam engines, but they could stand a lot of improvement.

Next up was the Pelton wheel. It would extract energy from the impulse of moving water, unlike water's dead weight as the traditional overshot water wheel.

The Pelton wheel would be the easiest of the changes to introduce. It was simply a different shape from the waterwheel now in use.

I didn't plan to be anything but an advisor on these projects. Some of our budding engineers were showing promise, so they were going to get a chance to show their stuff.

There was one project I was interested in. Making plastics from oil.

We were still using cow's milk to produce casein. But we didn't have enough cows to meet the potential need. Mirrors alone were taking all the casein production. And there weren't enough cows in the whole of England to meet the needs I foresaw.

We could now ship mirrors by sea to Constantinople. We always knew the route but had to fear pirates. With our new schooners to protect our ships, we no longer feared the sea route.

I had to chuckle. The Barbary pirates would think our ships were on fire when the cannons were first fired. They would see smoke and flames from ours as their ships exploded.

The many battles I had been in had warped my sense of humor. It's a wonder I wasn't a massive case of PTSD. I often thought there was something wrong with me. The carnage sickened me, but I never had nightmares about it.

The worst case of PTSD I had ever encountered was at home.

He was a Marine recruiter.

One of his duties was to attend the funerals of soldiers killed in Vietnam. He had to hand the flag to fifty-one sets of parents. Talk about stress. They hated him, and it radiated from them.

He finally asked to be relieved from that duty and requested a combat posting. He survived only to carry the guilt for many years.

In a way, I lightened my burden, realizing it could have been much worse for me. Others had suffered more. At least I could shoot back.

Getting my thoughts back on track, I mentally reviewed what had to be done to make polypropylene or polyethylene plastics. We had the basic technology in place to manufacture both. We just had to modify the process.

Molasses-like crude oil is heated over a furnace that separates the hydrocarbons into different groups. This is based on the number of atoms they contain and their resulting molecular weight. These are then put into a nearby distillation tube.

The crude is vaporized, and the vapors re-condense at different levels in the tower based on their molecular weight. We found the molecular weight by trial and error.

The longer, typically heavier hydrocarbons sink to the bottom of the tube, while the shorter, lighter ones rise to the top. The result is several distinct groups of chemicals for various uses.

One of these groups is naphtha, the primary feedstock for making plastic. It contains ethane and propane.

To be made into something that can be used to build plastic, ethane, and propane must be broken down from their raw hydrocarbon state into smaller units. 

One method is applying high heat and pressure in a zero-oxygen environment. This process, called "steam cracking," breaks down the hydrocarbons into shorter molecules called monomers. 

We could achieve the heat and pressure. But our challenge was zero oxygen.

The next step is polymerization. Then, you combine chemically individual monomer ingredients in new arrangements. Producing the long repeating chains known as polymers.

In this case, the most basic and widely used plastics are polyethylene and polypropylene from ethylene and propylene. Polyethylene's makeup allows it to be used to make different plastics. Polypropylene's configuration makes it particularly flexible and resilient.

The easiest method to create an oxygen-free environment requires palladium. Unfortunately, we don't have access to any and probably won't for a long time.

Another method is air circulating in a low-pressure loop at 200C, with two openings: one for introducing steam and another that allows excess gases to exit. Purging this loop with steam brings down the oxygen content of this loop to 0%.

So, all we had to do was separate the propane and ethylene, then place them in a high-temperature and pressure container while running steam through it to deplete the oxygen to zero. Sounds easy. It shouldn't take more than a year and a thousand trial runs. That is if things go well.

Now, I just needed to identify a newly graduated young person with an aptitude for chemical engineering. I knew one book that the engineer could use which had a clear and basic explanation of the processes as I had written it for one of my Ph.D. theses.

I visited a major oil refinery in Houston as part of my research. I must have been in my early thirties when I wrote it, so it was only seventy or so years ago. No wonder I only vaguely remembered the process.

The high school in Owen-nap had a heavy science curriculum. The teachers were barely a chapter ahead of their best students, but they were getting the job done. My first stop was the principal to ask about the best recent graduates. According to him, one young lady was head and shoulders above the rest in theoretical and practical engineering.

I arranged an interview with her and met her at her father's farm. She was mucking out stalls when I arrived. Our conversation revealed that she had been unable to find work outside of the farm.

It seems our educational system was running ahead of our skilled employment opportunities. There were plenty of openings in the traditional trades, such as tanning, blacksmithing, or butchering.

In the modern sciences, there were few openings.

I decided on the spot I would open a pure research center and employ every science graduate who showed any promise at all.

Her interview went great. It didn't take many questions for her to demonstrate a good understanding of chemistry. I had her describe the various experiments she had set up for her school projects and was impressed. They would have stood out in the twenty-first century.

Her father came in from the field to join us.

He was quiet and listened to my questions without trying to answer for his daughter.

That was until I told Evie that she would have to visit the oil refinery in Arette.

"Is it safe for a young lady to go to foreign places like that?" he asked.

"That is a good point. I hadn't thought of that. Five soldiers will accompany her as her bodyguard. She won't be the only young person on this trip."

I was winging it now.

"There will be at least two other technicians with her. She will be the lead, and they will be her assistants."

"I will have assistants?" Evie asked.

"Yes. There is no way you could do this all alone. You will supervise the collection of the propane and ethylene fractions. This will require the design and set-up of new collection columns.

“The staff should have a good handle on making the columns, but you will oversee the process. More importantly, you must test the product to ensure it is propane or ethylene. I will give you books describing all of this."

I continued, "I can't tell you how long you will be there, but it will be months, if not longer."

Her Dad cleared his throat but said nothing.

Evie took the hint. "What will this pay?"

"I was planning on two thousand a year for you and fifteen hundred each for the assistants."

Her Dad about fell over. This was more than ten times what he could make in a good year.

She couldn't accept the job fast enough.

"Your first task is to identify candidates for your assistants. Interview them and send me your selections to talk to and hopefully approve them.”

She looked at me questioningly.

"Yes, this is your first test. Find good candidates, not friends.

I will be here in Owen-nap for the next several weeks. Try to have the people identified by the end of next week. By the way, I don't care what sex they are. I just want the best.

"While you are doing that, I will select your escorts, send letters to Arette to notify them of this project and arrange transportation. Any questions?"

She appeared to be tongue-tied. So I told her father they could send a note to the Keep if they had questions.


Chapter 2

As I left the farmer's house, I had to chuckle. I had never seen anyone so gob-smacked, as my English friends used to say. I suppose they are still saying it somewhere, sometimes. That thought brought my laughter to a halt.

Trying to stay true to my plan of stepping back and delegating was proving difficult. I was short on middle management. I needed several people to oversee the various working groups I had established to bring our technology to a level playing field. The problem was that no large working groups required layers of management.

In the here and now, most management levels were one deep. A master and his apprentices. There might be a three-level organization, but I didn't know of it. Yes, the military met the multiple-level requirement. But few, if any, of them would have the technical training to oversee one of my groups.

Wait a minute.

There might be a few officers who fit the bill. We did have an Engineering Corps. Their officers would oversee building structures or, in the past, assembling catapults, laying out camps, etc.

While not educated in the sciences, they would know how to manage large groups with diverse tasks. Taking it one step further, we needed the civilian equivalent of Sergeants. These would be the group leaders reporting to the engineering officers.

Now that I had identified a potential source of project leaders, I had to find out what was available. That was the nice thing about having four stars on my uniform. Things would happen when I issued a request.

My requests were orders put politely.

Counting my plastic project, I had the need for nine project leaders and a tenth to oversee the other nine.

There were only seven engineering officers that could be spared. The captains couldn't be, but they had capable Lieutenants who could be given an early promotion.

I ended up putting distilling and preserved foods under one Captain. We understood distilling and only had to scale it up. Once up and running, making whiskey and other spirits were long-term projects since they had to age.

Flywheels and the Pelton turbine were also understood, so from that point of view, they wouldn't be that difficult. The only rub was that we needed both scaled up and available for use ASAP. I hadn't introduced ASAP as a term yet, but it was coming.

The incubators and batteries projects were assigned together. The incubators would be easy to build for various uses, while improved batteries would be a long-term project.

This new table of organization required five project leaders and a senior officer to oversee the whole shebang. I had seven candidates and needed six people, which was cutting it thin.

I was very lucky.

All seven candidates were qualified and had the right attitudes. So, I decided to use all seven. The extra man would be adjutant to the leader. This gave me a little depth in case someone dropped by the wayside.

These were all career people, so I gave them a written commitment if they returned to the military for any reason. They would be bumped a rank for every five years they served on the projects.

We might lose one or two at the five-year mark, but after that, their lives would be so settled, and their military experience so dated that none would go back. At least, I hoped it worked that way. If nothing else, we could always use another supply officer.

I was a little arbitrary in picking the overseeing officer. I picked the oldest one. He had a calm composure with steel in his backbone. His records substantiated that.

He had been a hell-raiser in his youth but settled down and had a good leadership track record. The General in charge of the military engineers told me he was due for promotion no matter what.

I didn't give anyone but him a promotion, jumping him to full colonel so he had the clout to get the job done. However, they all got a healthy pay raise outside the military pay scale. They were second to the project office and would be paid accordingly.

I had made an expensive error in paying Evie Farmer so much. It locked the pay scale in for Sergeants or specific project team leads, which had to be scaled up across all project teams. At least no Officer would want to go back to active duty and lose that pay rate.

After a week of interviews, I had my project team leadership in place. Other than Evie on the plastic project, there were no other team leaders yet chosen. That became the first assignment for my new leadership team.

Evie had come through and picked her two assistants. I interviewed both and felt she had done a pretty good job. The only reservation I had was the male assistant. He seemed a little arrogant to me. I wondered how he would work under Evie.

I dumped Evie's travel arrangements on Thad, so that was handled. I felt pretty smug at the end of the week as I told the project team leaders they were now on their own.

They had to create an organization and budget to bring the projects to fruition. I would meet monthly with them for the first six months and then evaluate each project's status. I clarified I was paying them well so they would run their projects efficiently.

I wasn’t about to tell them I was paying them so well because I had screwed up.

I did come clean with Eleanor that evening. She told me that while I had been worried about inflation taking hold, I seemed to be trying to make it happen.

Man, some days you can't win.

The next afternoon, I found Cathy reading to Doug. That was a good thing. Even better, she didn't have a book in hand! She had inherited my memory.

What wasn’t so good was what she was reading to him. I don't think he was ready for "A Woman's Reproductive Cycle: How It Works" with diagrams and birth control methods.

I don't think she was ready for it, either! I didn't say anything because the cat was out of the bag. She would have that book available in her head all her life.

I had dictated it for Eleanor and Baroness Agnes. Archbishop Luke printed the book in thousands of copies. The Church hadn't gotten around to forbidding birth control yet, so he had no problem with it.

Women were worn out from childbearing by the time they were forty and seldom lived past fifty. Those that did were the ones that couldn't have children.

The books were being shipped far and wide by the Silk Road.

Eleanor must have left her copy lying around. When I brought it up to her, she set me straight. It was a formal part of Cathy's education. No daughter of hers would suffer a short life by having dozens of children.

Sex education was a formal subject in all the schools now. Parents were all for it.

Talk about things being different here! Even though I had dictated it, I hadn't paid attention as I was talking. A quick reread was interesting. The book spoke of all the manners in which men and women could please each other.

Currently, the book was outselling the Bible in Cornwall, and Archbishop Luke said the instruction book would be a worldwide bestseller. He charged double his normal amount and still couldn't print them fast enough. The greedy old man rubbed his hands together. More power to him. I hope he gets rich, or at least richer.

An enterprising young couple had set up a new business. They were making sheaths from lamb, calve, and goat intestines. These were early condoms. The lambs were the preferred ones as they felt more natural, but there weren't enough lambs being slaughtered to serve the market. This led to different pricing levels.

While the bride being pregnant at marriage was still the preferred norm, the wedding gifts now included sheaths. Lamb, being the most expensive, led to trying to outdo the neighbor next door.

I swore resolutely never to mention flavored condoms. Enough was enough.

Baroness Agne's people still checked every sailor coming into port. Each was given a complimentary goat sheath, the cheapest. The working girls had their own supply and woe to the sailor who thought he could get by without using one.

The book even talked about tubes being tied and vasectomies, even though we knew no one was ready to try that surgery, neither to receive nor to perform it.

On the surface, birth control appeared to work against our need for population growth. What worked in our favor was that the ones born were healthy births. And their mothers would live longer since they would no longer be baby factories.

Large families were still the desired norm, but they were planned families. It made me laugh to think what the family planning people of my time would have thought of all this.

I received an early report about an important paper project. The team tasked with making toilet paper had their first success. They followed the manual I had dictated. It described the basic steps in toilet paper production but not the details. In spite of this, they had made good progress.

The very first step in the process of making toilet paper is preparing the trees. The manual told them they needed hardwood and softwood but not the proportions.

They set up a designed experiment, which one team member had learned in his statistics class. They were able to significantly reduce the number of experimental runs to find the correct proportions.

Trees had to be debarked to extract the wood pulp. They took the easy way out and obtained fresh planks from the sawmill. With the help of some engineering students, they designed a mechanical wood chipper. It was impressive, even by my standards.

Next, they needed to set up the digestion process. The wood chips were added to a massive pressure cooker and combined with hot water and sodium hydroxide. 

The chips stayed in the pressure cooker for about 3 hours, eventually turning into a pulp-like material.

The pulp is cleaned and bleached until no color remains. This removes lignin, so the finished product doesn’t turn yellow as it ages.

They only partially succeeded in doing this, but who cares if the paper is a little yellow? Softness is what counts.

After the pulp is washed and bleached, it is combined with a large amount of water. Creating paper stock is about 0.5% fiber and 99.5% water. This paper stock is sprayed onto mesh screens, allowing the water to drain and the paper to form.

Once the paper has dried to a moisture level of 5%, it is scraped off the screens and wound onto reels. From there, it's cut into long strips and perforated for easy tearing. Finally, it's cut into rolls and packaged.

They used a rotating wheel with a sharp edge to cut the paper. All their machinery was belt driven by a small steam engine.

After I performed my test, I awarded them all a bonus. I thought about knighting all five team members, but that would have been a bit much.

Later, Eleanor told me they should be made, at minimum, Barons.

All her lady friends agreed.


Chapter 3

The team that came up with the toilet paper approached me and asked if I minded if they went into business. I wasn't thinking when I asked, "What business?"

They must have thought I was dense.

"Making the new toilet paper."

Talk about feeling stupid. "Go for it with my blessings. Are you going to sell shares?"   

Everybody in Cornwall knew about selling and buying shares. We even had a small stock market working out of a coffee shop.

"We planned to. We will need a lot of capital to start up."

"When you make your initial offering, I will buy all shares that don't sell.

"I have been doing this long enough to recognize attempts to run the price up at the end."

Didn't think there was a way to run the price up if shares weren't selling, but this should keep them honest.

"Another condition is that you build it downstream from Owen-nap. I would suggest the estuary north of Saltash. The smell will be strong. Not as bad as a tanner or slaughterhouse, but will spread further."  

"We had figured that out. Working with the prototype unit drove us out of the building many times," one team member said.

"I also suggest you keep working on improving the quality of the paper. There are still some undigested wood chips embedded in it. The ladies have complained about that. Splinters can be uncomfortable in certain parts of the body."

The young men looked very uncomfortable. They were embarrassed. I don't think that could last being in this business.

They returned several days later, having picked out a site. I and my two ever-present guards rode out with them to take a look. Picking the wrong site would cause ill feelings among their neighbors.

They had done a good job.

There was only one small farm within five miles. When we got there, it looked abandoned. The fields hadn't been worked, and there were no farm animals about. The only sign of life was smoke coming out of an opening in the side of the building.

The smoke smelled like a Blacksmith's shop, burned or molten metal. This was odd.

The only door to the building was closed. My guard, Michael, walked around the building to check it out. There were windows on each side of the door. They had no glass and were covered by wooden shutters, closed tight.

That alone was strange. The day was overly warm.

Michael knocked on the door. It was a firm knock designed to get your attention. Not quite a pounding, but close.

A sound came from inside that we all recognized. The guards, the toilet paper team, and I all moved away from the line of fire.

We ended up four to a side, waiting for something to happen.

Michael was just about to knock on the door again when it burst open, and two guys ran out. The shuttered windows flew open with a man at each window.

All of them had ON-47 rifles. My guards had the same. I and the TP team had drawn and pointed our side arms.

Since we were standing at the side of the three openings, the gunmen had to bring their rifles to bear. Those few seconds were the deciding point of the battle.

We were aiming. They were putting their arms into position. We fired multiple shots, and they fell. They got a few shots off, missing everyone but me. I took a bullet graze to my arm. It burned like crazy but wasn't life-threatening.

One of the team members ran through the front door before any of us could yell stop. As he crossed the threshold, a rifle barked, and he fell.

A guard ran up to an open window as the shot was fired. He leaned in and fired several shots. There was a scream before the thump of a body hitting the floor.

My second guard peered through the other window. Both guards yelled, “all clear.”

The guy who ran into the building was dead. Shot through the heart with a huge hole in his back.

The gunmen were dead, but we collected their weapons and piled them into a corner. It would be embarrassing to be killed by a dead man.

The dead guys had the look like soldiers. We checked, but they had no identifying papers or marks.

The old farmhouse had one large room. There was a litsmith furnace to melt metal, which explained the smell. The other item was a die set to cast our golden crow coin. There was also a bucket of lead coin blanks with the crow stamped.

We had accidentally run into a counterfeiting ring.

The team members were upset about the loss of their friend. Our one female in the group was sobbing like crazy. They had been planning on getting married.

We found a blanket and covered the young man's body.

One of my guards said, “It's a shame about the boy, but at least we broke up this ring of counterfeiters.”

I shook my head. "Who made the dies for the coins? I don't see any tools around here."

"Oh, someone made those dies. How will we find them?" Michael asked.

"I'm hoping they were in one of our military units. If so, we will have their fingerprints on file. We will know who to question if they were all in the same unit."

"Good point. I wondered why we all had to have our prints taken like criminals," one guard said.

I said. "The crook's prints were taken so we could dust a crime scene and see if someone was up to their old tricks."

I continued, "I'm afraid our troops’ pints were taken to aid the graves registration unit."

A guard said, "Well, these are ready for graves, so that works out."

Soldiers' humor never fails to surprise me. I know the gallows humor was a way to relieve stress, but it always struck me as too grim.

Another grim sight was about to happen. To get fingerprints, you needed fingers. One guard pulled his dagger. He kept the fingers separate, putting them in small flour sacks from the kitchen area of the room.

The other guard was writing a description of each of the dead men. Once finished, he bagged it with his thumbs and fingers in the appropriate sack.

Sending all troops assigned to guard duty through our young police force training was paying off. Though now I think each guard should carry a fingerprint kit. It would be less messy.

Quenching the gold to cool, it had raised a cloud of steam with its associated smell. It temporarily covered the smell of evacuated bowels, blood, and piss permeating the room.

Taking the dies and the melted gold, we closed the door and left.

Finally, the burning in my arm was too much, and the guard trained in first aid cared for me to the best of his ability. The wound was clean, but it still burned.

The next morning, I sent a police team out to the farmhouse to recover the bodies and look for more information. I didn't expect them to find anything, but it didn't hurt to check.

My wound was treated by Baroness Agnes herself. She put an aloe-based soothing salve on it and re-wrapped it.

Eleanor gave me hell.

It seems I went out of my way to get shot. What would she do if I wasn't here for her?

Cathy cried because Mummy was upset. Dougie cried because Cathy was crying. I decided not to get shot anymore.

Yeah, right.

The fingerprints took another two days to check. We filed them by type like the FBI in my time, but going through the files manually took a while.

All five bad guys were guards in Baron Zennor's guard. He had been with King Geriant. He had three sons. The eldest died with him, along with Geriant. The second eldest was now the Baron.

He swore to be faithful to me as his Liege. It looks like he may have crossed his fingers. I didn't want to jump to conclusions. There was still a third son who might be up to no good.

I didn't know if the guy had any daughters. If so, it might be one of them running the counterfeiting ring.

Taking a company of two hundred troops and two cannon batteries, I decided to call upon the Baron and ask him a few questions.

If I had to knock on his door, it would be with authority.

We arrived at a thriving Barony. People were busy and seemed cheerful. But arriving in force had many people disappearing rapidly. Several ran to the Keep.

The Baron would be warned.

It would be interesting to see what he would do. As we rode through the prosperous-looking village, I waited for the Keep's gates to close. They didn't. That was a sign in his favor, or he was a realist about resisting.

Before we reached the gate, a horse and rider charged like the devil was on his heels. If he didn't slow down, he would kill the horse quickly.

I detailed a mounted squad to follow him. They took off at a rapid but not horse-killing pace. They would catch him once his horse was blown.

The squad leader fired a rifle shot into the air. The escaping rider would hear it and be encouraged to go faster. Nothing like panic to make you stop thinking.

I had seen men on both sides in several wars panic and stand up in the middle of machine gun fire. It didn't end well for them.

We proceeded to the gate where the young Baron and his wife waited for us.

"Welcome Count Owen-nap to Zennor Keep. I gather this isn't a social visit."

"No, it isn't. Is there someplace we could talk?"

He shook his head. "Follow me. We will go to my office."

Four of my guards followed; even though he seemed pleasant and didn't act as though he was guilty of anything, I was taking no chances.

"My Lord, do you mind if my wife sits with us? It will save me time later trying to relate all."

I had to laugh at that.

"That sounds like my house."

I hoped this kid was innocent. I liked him.

Once in the office and settled down, after refusing refreshments, we got down to business.

"What brings you here with a strong force, My Lord?"

"We stumbled on a counterfeiting operation. The ones running it were killed in a gun battle. Their fingerprints matched soldiers in your Keep's forces."

"May I call the Captain of the Guard?"

"Go ahead."

The Captain was a stout man who looked close to retirement. That said, he was all soldier.

The young Baron said, "Captain Tanner, the Count is about to give us five names. We need to know if they are present and what they are detailed to do."

I handed the Captain a list with the five names.

"These men are all unaccounted for. They were on leave and have not returned."

The Baron asked, "What was their job?"

"They all report to your brother, My Lord."

The Baron turned to me. "We need to speak to my brother."

I asked, "Lady Zennor, from the look that you just gave, he is not your favorite person in the world."

"He is a troublemaker and always trying to undercut my husband. He is jealous of him. Thinks he should have the power. If he did, it would be the worst thing possible for the people of this Barony. He is lazy, boorish, selfish, and dirty in his habits."

Wow, tell me what you really think.

"Well, I need to speak to him."

The Captain broke in. "He was leaving the Keep when you rode in."


Chapter 4

We went to the brother's room and found the door standing wide open. My guards took up their standard post on each side of the door.

The room was a mess. Things had been thrown everywhere. He was in a hurry, I guess.

Opening a cabinet, the Baron found hundreds of gold coins. Counterfeit gold coins. How his brother expected to pass them, I didn't know. The weight difference between gold and lead could be felt by holding one of each. No need for a scale.

What we didn't find were tools for die-making.

So someone else made the dies. The obvious suspects were either the Keep's Blacksmith or the one working in the village.

I asked the Baron who was the most likely.

He sadly shook his head.

"Thomas the Keep's smith. The guy in the village is barley capable of making horseshoes."

We went to the Keep's forge and the Baron took charge.

"Thomas, how could you get involved with counterfeiting?"

That was a good move. It made the smith think we knew more than we did.

"I needed the money. I have gambling debts to pay. If I don't pay them, they will break my legs."

"Now you will hang. The broken legs would have been a better choice."

"Your brother assured me we wouldn't get caught. That you knew what we were doing."

"I didn't."

Now I had to wonder.

The Baron signaled his guards, and they took the Blacksmith into their custody.

When we returned to the Keep, my men were bringing the fleeing brother back to the Keep. It seems his horse dropped dead from being driven so hard.

The brother was as the wife described, other than she left out flabby. Not a firm fat, a loose jelly roll type of fat. There was nothing redeeming in his features. To say he was sweating like a pig would be putting it mildly. Rubbing his left arm, he looked like a mess.

He no sooner came into the room than he started imploring his brother.

"You have to protect me. They will hang me for what I have done."

It was interesting that he took ownership of the counterfeiting. That opposed what the Blacksmith told us.

The young Baron stared at his brother and shook his head sadly, then turned his back and left the room.

I asked the brother, "the difference between lead and gold is easy to tell, even if the lead is gold-covered. How did you think you could get away with this?"

Thomas appeared surprised by my statement.

"It is? I was assured you would need a scale. We were going to use them in London at the gambling dens."

I couldn't think of a worse plan if I tried.

"Who are we?"

"I'm not telling you anything unless you let me go."

"The only choice you have is a quick death or a slow one. Now, who was in this with you?"

"The Keep's smith and five of my guards plus."

He stopped dead in the middle of his sentence. What a headache. It put his brother back on the list of suspects.

"Would you give me the person's name, who you didn't mention to avoid torture?"

I wasn't hardened enough yet to order torture. I hoped I never was. This was a bluff, plain and simple.

You could see him waver.

Finally, he spoke. "I don't owe him anything. Baron Boscastle promised me this would be easy. If I could make enough of the counterfeit coins, he would help me overthrow my brother.”

The Baron, was standing just outside of the room and heard it all. Now, he knew the depths of his brother's treachery. I also had another Baron to take care of.

I turned to my chief guard.

"Hang him now with a quick hard drop."

Then, almost as an afterthought, I told him to hang the Blacksmith the same way.

He had given up everything he could, so I was giving him a quick death by breaking his neck. I thought very briefly that I was harder than I thought.

Then I remembered World War II and realized I had always been that hard. War is a terrible thing, and no matter how you feel, if you are to live, you do terrible things.

I had three Germans dressed as American military police executed on the spot. They tried redirecting our traffic at the Battle of the Bulge to break our unit cohesion.

We didn't have time for neat firing squads. It was a bullet to the back of their heads. I will never forget how one of the young soldiers cried for his Mutter. I shot him anyway.

Now, I had to take care of Baron Boscastle. I spread the word to my troops that if anyone tried to leave the village in the direction of Boscastle's Keep, let them go.

I figured if we showed up unannounced, he would welcome us with open arms until he knew what was happening, and since I had no hard evidence, he could deny it all. I wanted him to have a chance to react guiltily.

As we marched the seven miles to Boscastle, we came up with a quick and dirty battle plan. Our field artillery would lag. If the gate to the Keep was closed, I would demand it be opened. If he didn't open them, the cannons would move up and open them for me. Him refusing me entry would be all the evidence I needed to arrest him.

The poor-looking village was deserted.

Our cannons were behind us, hidden by the tree line. The Keep's gate was closed. I had a guard ride up and demand entrance from the Baron's guard standing on the wall. The only reply he got was a warning shot.

I signaled for the cannon to move up. When the cannons appeared, a white flag started waving from the battlement. But it was too late for a conversation.

One loudmouth Sergeant yelled once more to open the gate. Perhaps I was unfair to the Sergeant, calling him a loudmouth. He was our lead Drill Instructor, and it was a job requirement.

I also was unfair to the Baron and his soldiers. I didn't give them time to open the gate.

"Fire!"

The cannons blew the gate off its hinges. At almost point-blank range, it wasn't as though they could miss.

The Baron's soldiers weren't stupid. Their defense was wide open, and we had them outnumbered. They dropped their rifles and held their arms high.

The Baron was standing in the doorway to the Keep. As soon as I neared, he came on as the outraged person who had been wronged. It didn't help, I had him seized and tied up. He kept protesting his innocence of any wrongdoing.

"Denying your Liege entry and firing at his troops is all the wrongdoing I need. I also know that you were working with that fool brother of Baron Zennor to overthrow him and let him play Baron while you wielded the power."

The Baron continued to gobble. He wasn't even making sense anymore.

A tired-looking woman with eight children at her side came out of the Keep.

"My husband is guilty of all those charges and more. His greed has taxed my father's village into poverty."

So, the Baron hadn't inherited the title. He married into it. It seemed there was no love lost between him and his wife.

"My Lady, are you able to run the Barony?"

"I was trained by my father. That pig talked a good game until after our marriage. He replaced our few loyal guards with his own. My father didn't live long after that. I think he murdered him.

“I was never allowed to see my father's body. They buried him before I knew he was dead.”

"Do you want the body exhumed to see if he was murdered?"

"No, it wouldn't change anything. Let him rest in peace."

"I'm going to hang this man and leave ten of my guards with you while you bring the Barony under your control. Do you have enough silver in your treasury to work with?"

"More than enough, the greedy bastard never spent anything. He just locked it away. I don't know what he intended to do with it."

As we talked, I watched the children. They ranged in age from about sixteen to three. None of them looked upset with the idea of their father being hanged. Two of them, teenage girls, looked all in favor. I had Thad make a note to have Baroness Agnes visit. I thought there were some mental issues here.

Baroness Boscastle took her children inside so they wouldn't have to view the hanging. The two teenage girls asked if they could stay and watch. Their mother looked at me.

She said, "it would be best if they got closure on this."

I wanted to ask how she let this happen, but she had been kept powerless. I suspect Lady Agnes would find signs of abuse on her and all the children.

My guards took the soon-to-be-dead Baron out to a tree in the village. The two girls accompanied me to the spot. The guards tied a rope around his neck and hoisted him up. No easy death for him. I didn't say a word.

We returned to the Keep, where the young ladies flew to their mother's arms. As she hugged them, I told her I would send advisors to help her plan how to bring the village back to prosperity.

She told me, "I plan to announce there will be no further taxes this year. I will also rebate the excess taxes that he imposed last quarter. That will go a long way towards helping the people get back on their feet. It will also help solidify my rule.”

She would do fine.

I dictated instructions to Thad for what I wanted to be done. Thad would see they were in the proper hands and my instructions were under way. I also sent a letter to Baron Zennor telling him what transpired and asking him to help Baroness Boscastle as he could.

We spent the night, me in a guest room in the Keep, and my troops camped outside.

At breakfast the Baroness and her children were waiting for me. They were clean and dressed in their finest.

The tired-looking woman of yesterday looked vibrant today.

"Count Owen-nap, the late Baron swore allegiance to you falsely. I would like to swear to you true and honestly."

I hadn't thought of that. It would tidy things up. I also noticed that it was the late Baron and not her late husband. That made me wonder what had been done with his body. I wasn't so crass as to ask her, at least not in front of her children.

She knelt and swore her allegiance, using all the proper words. I later discovered that the Sergeant I was leaving behind had instructed her on what to say.

After we said our goodbyes and were out the door, I asked Thad if he knew what had happened to the body.

"It was buried in unconsecrated ground."

A fitting end.

Thad continued, "The two girls wanted it fed to the hogs. We convinced them it might poison the hogs, so they relented."

"It wouldn't poison the hogs. They will eat almost anything."

"I know that, but it was all I could think of then."

I had to laugh.

"Well done, Thad. Well done."

It was more than time to reward Thad. I thought a knighthood to start.


Chapter 5

It took a day on horseback to get to Tintagel, where my railcar was waiting, then another half-day to get home to Owen-nap. At least in my railcar, I could dictate textbooks and engineering references. 

In the last three years, I dictated two hundred and fifty books. Only a few of them were early romances. The rest were technical. I avoided history books, biographies, and autobiographies. They wouldn't be useful now, and the people they were written about may never exist.

Perhaps things could be learned from history, but they would raise more questions than answers and expose my secret.

It would be a lifetime of work to dictate all the books I had read in my other life. But I had to do it as part of my legacy. There were things in the advanced engineering books that would not come to pass in my lifetime. At least, I didn't think they would. It would be nice to be proven wrong.

I hated events like the one I had just gone through. They were a time sink, stealing precious time from projects and family.

Projects could wait. My family can’t.

They are a moving target as the children grow. I had just missed two weeks of my children's lives. At these young ages, they change so fast I begrudged even one day, much less weeks.

For some reason, I got myself all worked up about the kids growing up without me being there. I was convinced that when I got home, Cathy would be dating!

But she was still the seven-year-old playing princess. Being a dad can be hard.

Eleanor was glad to see me, and the first thing she did was check my wound. It was almost healed.

She had envisioned my arm developing gangrene and falling off. Looks like I wasn't the only one who got worked up about nothing.

As usual, there was a stack of paperwork waiting for my approval. I had followed Tom Smith's advice and had Thad review all the paperwork before it crossed my desk. He handled all the routine paperwork. The only documents I saw these days were those on which I had to decide.

There was still a stack. The worst part was that they were all important, and I had to pay attention. Before, when I saw everything, I could fly through a stack of inconsequential papers and feel like I had accomplished something. Now I had to think about every one of them. It was tiring. I was good for about an hour before I had to take a break.

If I had known being a Count would entail all this, I would have stayed a Baron in my little corner of the world. Not that events would have allowed it. I was in a grow-or-die situation.

What would it be like if I took over all of England?

I would have to delegate many of the decisions I was making today. That would involve a huge amount of trust in my assistants. The only one I trusted that much beyond Eleanor was Thad. Hmm.

I yelled, "Thad."

He was only in the next room. I don't know why I yelled.

"You need me, My Lord?"

"Yes, and I'm sorry I yelled. That wasn't polite of me."

He looked surprised, as I always yelled, unless he was at my elbow. He was used to it and didn't reply to my attempt at an apology.

"Thad, do you know one or more people who could take over your paper sorting load? I want to promote you."

"I know two young ladies who would do an excellent job."

"Would there be any problem with them working side by side?"

He blushed a little.

"I don't think so. One is married, and the other is dating one of the guards."

I pointed to the stack of papers on my desk. "I need someone to take over some of the decision-making processes."

Thad told me, "I could do some of it. Though there are some issues that require your personal attention."

I relied, "If you could take care of at least a third of this, it would be a great help."

"I can try."

I gave him three rules.

“The first ground rule. Anything that can be solved with five thousand silver or less, you take care of.

"The second rule. On property disputes, you gather all the facts and make the first attempt at settling the issue.

"Third, any military matters you are to discuss with Sir Stephen Waters, and if you both agree on a course of action, take it.

I added, "Baroness Agnes must approve any medical issues.

"Lastly, see Tom Smith on anything relating to production.

"If Tom, Agnes, Stephen, or Archbishop Luke have an issue, it will be immediately brought to my attention.

"Thad write all this down, and I will sign it. Your pay triples immediately. Now go hire those women and get to work."

"Yes, My Lord!"

"How many times must I tell you my name is James."

"As many as you want, My Lord."

The little snot was laughing as he said it. I thought about throwing something at him, but it was beneath my dignity. So I stuck my tongue out.

If he could handle everything I listed, it would take care of ninety percent of my paperwork. I would be happy if he took thirty percent.

I told Eleanor what I had arranged with Thad.

Her only comment was, "It is about time."

Thad had the women hired and working within two days. He must have worked late into the night because, while he was training them, he went completely through my stack of papers. Within two weeks, it was all caught up.

Thad came to me with a request of his own after that.

"When it was only me, I kept by your side and did my work wherever we were. Now, it would help if we had a permanent workspace."

"That makes sense, I guess. You better get a building started to house you and your staff. Plan on it expanding over the next year."

"Thank you, James."

I about fell over. That was a first.

"Why the change of heart on my name?"

Thad told me, "In private, I will call you James. When anyone else is present, it still will be My Lord."

"Fair enough."

"There is one other matter, James."

I asked, "What is that?"

"I can't accompany you everywhere to take notes and run an office here."

Now I know how the Roman Empire's bureaucracy grew.

"Do you have anyone in mind?"

"A young man named Andrew Chandler."

"Any relation to John Chandler?"

Thad replied, "I checked, and no."

"It doesn't matter. Let us give him a try."

After two weeks, I kicked myself for not thinking of this sooner. It was working well. There had been a few snags, but they were easy to fix, so I decided we would keep working this way.

The two new assistants were fitting in well. Both work-wise and personality-wise. It seems Thad is a good judge of people.

Eleanor, asked what Thad's new work title was and whether I planned on making him a Baron so he could deal with the Barons of Cornwall as an equal.

"Yes, dear, I was just waiting to be certain this would work. I will make him a Baron tomorrow. Regarding his working title, he will be my Chancellor."

I thought I did well for thinking on my feet. I hadn't thought about a title or ennobling Thad at all. I knew the winner and how to stay out of the doghouse when I heard it.

The look she gave me said she knew I hadn't thought of it. I had the grace to stammer and thank her for the excellent suggestion. When in a hole, stop digging.

Eleanor said, "Dear, I love you and know you need help occasionally. You have so much going on you need me."

"There is no doubt that I need you."

She saw the gleam in my eye and took off for the bedroom. I easily caught her, or she caught me. It doesn't matter.

The next day was an open court, so it was the perfect time and place to ennoble Thad. He acted surprised, but I think he was sharp enough to know it was coming. He and Eleanor knew it, but I didn't. What does that say about me?

I had been in over my head and saved myself at the last minute. I still hadn't thought through about how to make it happen. Fortunately, I have a wife who is paying attention.

Thad had a huge grin when I made the announcement. At twenty-four, he had just become the most eligible bachelor in Cornwall.

With Eleanors' help, we had set up a small reception to celebrate Thad’s new titles. We had sent invitations to all who would deal with Thad on a routine basis. I thought it would be twenty or thirty people. It was over two hundred when you included all the merchants, Barons, village headmen, and other prominent citizens.

Many daughters were attending with their parents. Thad had better learn to run!

He was now Baron Scrivener. The title didn't have any land, but it did have a healthy purse. "Scrivener" wasn't in use until a later time period, so it was kind of an inside joke. Like most jokes that had to be explained, Thad and Eleanor didn't see the humor.

No matter how they felt about my sense of humor, I now had time to spare. It was a load off me. I could dictate some more and had time for my special projects.

One that I was interested in was the injection molding of plastics. We had the materials now, so it made sense to find a way to use them.

Injection molding is a simple process. You need a screw to mix the plastic resin as it is being melted. The screw is inside a barrel. The barrel needs to be heated. After the plastic is homogenized and heated to flow, it needs to be pushed into a mold. The mold will have chilled water running through it to set the plastic up.

Simple, really. Of course, the devil is in the details. The injection molders I was familiar with were about the size of a bus, with the screw four inches in diameter and ten feet long.

The barrel would have four different heating zones. The material would be injected into the mold using a hydraulic force of fifteen hundred to two thousand pounds.

The mold would have four or more cavities, making four or more parts at a time. It would run on a fifteen-second cycle, manufacturing almost a thousand parts an hour.

Our technology wouldn’t enable us to reach these numbers, and we wouldn’t have a market for that many parts anyway.

What I had in mind was a barrel about three feet long with a two-and-a-half-foot, one-inch diameter screw. And only one heating zone.

A small steam engine would turn the rotor on an electric motor. The copper wires from the motor would wrap around the barrel, providing heat. These types of plastics only require several hundred degrees to melt.

A flywheel hooked up to another engine would turn the screw. The molten plastic would exit the screw into a receiving chamber. When full, the chamber with a ram in its back would be pushed forward by a flywheel action from a third engine and, like squeezing toothpaste from a tube, be injected in the single cavity mold. The cycle time would be about a minute.

Rube Goldberg would have been proud.

It only took a month to put everything in. On the first run, I had the material too hot, and it burned the plastic, which adhered to the screw, like charcoal.

It took two days to clean the screw. It was a case of filing and polishing, rinse, and repeat.


Chapter 6

A screw with burned plastic sticking to it is a pain. A barrel with the polymer frozen up is a disaster.

The steam engine turning the electric motor lost pressure due to a faulty valve that, in turn, caused the heater to stop. The resin in the barrel turned solid in minutes. We had to trash screw and barrel and start over.

At least I had two extra screws made up. The barrel had to be built from scratch. We fired the machine up when the new screw and barrel were in place.

On the first cycle, the material in the accumulator chamber was to be pushed into the mold by the ram. Only the ram wasn't strong enough to push the material into the molds. But it was strong enough to blow the front of the accumulator chamber out.

It was a mess. It took two more weeks to build a new chamber. I had planned to mold parts within a month. We were now at three months and counting.

We finally got molten polypro into the mold. Unfortunately, the flow into the mold was uneven, leaving a "short shot." That is a partially formed part because the mold wasn't filled with the material.

That required the redesign and manufacture of a new mold. In my time, we had computer modeling. Here, we had trial and error. We were big on error.

We finally got the flow rate equal inside the mirror frame mold. The plastic had to be injected to flow around the mirror's frame.

If we tried to force it from one side, only the end point of material flow would compress the air, and the part would never fill out. With that hurdle overcome, we found the cooling channels in the mold were blocked by metal shavings from the drilling. That required disassembling the mold and using compressed air to clean them out.

Well, most of them. Some of the shavings had been completely separated, so they hung in there, causing turbulence in the flow rate and uneven cooling. We had to build another new mold. This time, all the channels were cut clean.

Cold water was used to chill the molds. Large blocks of ice were in the water tank, and the water was recirculated through the mold.

Then came a date, one year later, almost to the day when we finally formed a perfect mirror frame. The technicians working on the project, and I spent the afternoon in the tavern commiserating about the misery we had been through.

The machine was on a sixty-second cycle, allowing us to make sixty parts an hour. It would only run four hours at a time before requiring maintenance. So, a run would be two hundred and forty parts with an hour of downtime, an hour startup, and then run for another four hours. That gave us four hundred eighty parts in a ten-hour workday.

Of those four hundred and eighty parts, we would lose about eighty from inclusions like dirt, giving an appearance defect or short shots. So, four hundred parts a day was a realistic number. If we wanted four thousand parts a day, we would need ten machines. Each machine required three people to keep it running.

It's not what I would call true mass production.

After running our prototype machine for five hours, we had another problem.

The mold halves were bolted to a platen, which would be hydraulically operated in the future. It moves back and forth to open and close the mold. The mirror frame is removed when the mold is open.

The hydraulic pressure also keeps the platens from moving while closed, allowing the molten resin to be injected into the mold.

Since we didn't have a handle on hydraulics, the platens were opened and closed by screw action. When the platens were closed, the mold halves came together, and four latches were used to keep the platen from being pushed open due to the injection molding pressure.

One of the latches failed, allowing uneven pressure on the platens. This caused the platens to move one of the four rods back and forth to warp. Now, we couldn’t open or close the molds.

We had to disassemble the entire front half of the machine to replace the platen rod. That took another week. I wondered if we could ever get it to function properly. We kept at it, and lo-and-behold, we finally had a machine that would work consistently, at least four hours at a time.

At last, the big day arrived. We placed the mirror in the new plastic frame. To our chagrin, the mirror was too large for the frame. Someone, I think it may have been me, had measured wrong.

We now had to make a new mold for the glass or the plastic. It was easier to cast a mold for the glass.

Once that was done, the mirror and frame came together nicely. A hot iron, like a soldering iron, ran over the inside edge of the frame and sealed the mirror in the frame.

We had made inquiries through our Jewish contacts in Constantinople on the possible market for handheld mirrors. Word came back that ten thousand of them would sell easily. That was to the upper crust.

A million would be a low estimate if we priced for the common citizen. As far as it could be figured, there were now seven million people in the Byzantine Empire.

I decided to build a second machine and manufacture ten thousand mirrors. These would be sold at a premium price.

It would take about three weeks to manufacture the frames. Giving us the machine experience we needed. From our track record, I'm sure there would still be issues.

Once the ten thousand had sold, we would lower the price and sell to the mass market. It would take four running machines a year to produce a million frames. We would have four running machines available, but I wanted ten built to rotate the machines for maintenance and unscheduled downtime.

Unscheduled downtime was the machine blowing up or catching on fire for some reason.

A fire hadn't happened yet, but it was a possibility. That was why I had the building made from cement and each machine set in a bay with concrete walls in between to act as a fire break. Everything else had gone wrong, so why not fire?

After running the numbers, the selling price for the first ten thousand would equal one hundred silver each. That would be a million silver. The million would sell for twenty silver each. That was a lot of money by any measure.

There was no way to adjust for inflation, but it would be in the twentieth century's billions. At least, that is what I thought. For all I knew, prices had gone down.

The Dark Ages were considered almost a thousand years of deflation, so who knew? It wasn't that important. The fact is that we were rich and getting richer.

The money from sales in the Byzantine Empire wouldn't be coming back to Cornwall. We would be loaning it through our bank run by our Jewish friends in Constantinople. The risk was Emperor Leo III would force us to loan him money to rebuild the city and his army after resisting the Arabian invasion three years before.

If he honors his debts, that would be fine. If not easy come, easy go.

While all this was going on, surprising visitors came from Rome. Their leader identified himself as the new Governor of Cornwall. I was to surrender all power to him immediately.

He was accompanied by a large contingent of soldiers, bureaucrats to run his new providence and general hangers-on. There were about five hundred of them.

One hundred of them were soldiers. Two hundred bureaucrats and the rest were who knew what. He was accompanied by his wife and children.

I was flummoxed when I got the message from Saltash. Apparently, the powers that be found out how rich Cornwall had become and thought it belonged to them.

His sword, spear, and archer-based army were no threat to us. I thought about marching them back to their ships and sinking them. Mature thought made me realize that would be barbaric.

Instead, I invited him and his General to a feast. During the feast, he shared that I would be allowed to stay but that my son and daughter would be sent to Rome as hostages.

He never knew how close he came to dying on the spot. Eleanor was sitting across from him and heard all.

I shook my head at her and replied noncommittally to the jerk, Titus Andronicus. His wife, whose name I didn't learn, was self-centered and had no sense of what they were getting into.

The next morning, I took the jerk and his entire army to a large field. Overnight, an army of one hundred strawmen had been erected.

I told the jerk and his General, "This demonstrates why you want to get back on your ships and return to Rome."

The ten riflemen opened fire, decimating the strawmen in five volleys. Next, the one battery of cannon fired, finishing the targets.

Then, one thousand troops armed with rifles marched onto the field. Our trains had been running all night long to bring them to Owen-nap. Ten batteries of cannons were wheeled out, the local defense for Owen-nap.

Jerk, he may have been, but he wasn't completely stupid.

Before he could say anything, I loudly said, "Get off my island!""

He was smart enough to ask for safe passage back to his ships. They almost lost safe passage when one of the hangers-on tried to solve their problem by stabbing me with a dagger.

He never got within five feet of me. Baroness Agnes reported they counted fifteen bullet holes in him.

I had Thad draft a letter for Titus to take with him. It was to the self-styled Emperor in Rome that we would be trading partners and nothing else. Cornwall was now an independent nation. I signed as Count of Cornwall.

If he couldn't agree to this, my army and I would be visiting him.

From how Titus reacted to this, he didn't want any part of my army.

His General, on the other hand, asked if we had any openings. We didn't, but he was welcome to check back later.

That was the twentieth-century idiom, “no way in hell."

As a consolation prize, I sent the emperor a gift of one hundred hand mirrors. I never thought to ask his name. At the rate that the Praetorian guard was changing the false Emperors in Rome, there would be a new one before Titus returned. There hadn't been a real Emperor in Rome in centuries.

I asked the jerk if he could survive by not completing his mission. He thought he had an eighty percent chance of living through his return. He had to take his chances since he had nowhere else to go.

It turned out he had used the last of his family's fortune to buy the position of Governor. Since he would take my children as hostages, I had no sympathy for him and saw him on his way.

If I had no sympathy, Eleanor expressed pure hate. If she had her way, they would be sunk at sea. Here, I thought I was being mean by not vaccinating them for smallpox.


Chapter 7

After getting rid of those pesky Romans, I had some time to think about Cornwall's expansion. Not that the Romans wouldn't cause problems in the future, but I had kicked that can down the road a bit.

My mind jumped to playing Kick-the-Can when I was a kid. I must have been tired, as I usually didn't get nostalgic like this. We played for hours in the early evening. It was a form of hide-and-go-seek. However, if someone was seen, they were caught.

There was a can in the center of the playing field. If someone could kick it before they were tagged, one-two-three, I see James. Everyone caught got to go free.

As we grew older, we played in teams, boy and girl partners. We were young, so it was just a lot of kissing.

I smiled at the thoughts of Ruthie and me, then went back to expanding Cornwall.

The problem wasn’t a lack of land. We had plenty of that. What we lacked was people. We had a population of around one hundred thousand and could use a quarter of a million. The recent defeat of King Ine, the Angle King, had doubled our population.

We had people, but they were still stuck in the eighth century. We would need at least ten years to educate the youth to our standards. Some of the older population might be able to adapt and be useful, but most would be stuck as farmers in the old ways. 

There was no sense in fighting it, what is, is. That’s a funny term that can be interpreted in many ways.

The next logical group to join us would be the Jutes.

They weren't considered a member of the Jute Kingdom on the Danish mainland.

They had village headmen, and that was about it. As such, they weren't out to conquer territory. They were looking for new homes after being pushed out of their homeland by the Franks and the Gauls.

So we had people go amongst the Jutes, letting them know we had land for the taking. Any new arrivals should be encouraged to come our way. That set well with the Jutes that were already here. They wouldn't have to share the land they had already settled.

All the newcomers had to do was swear allegiance to me, have a health inspection, be vaccinated for smallpox, and be counted for our census.

We would give them a ten-acre farm with a house and barns. Tools, seeds, and enough silver to buy any animals they wanted to raise.

For the Jutes, it was a no-brainer.

As the word spread, we had ships sailing to the mainland to pick up migrants. At the rate we were going, there would be no Jutes left in their small corner of Europe. Since they would now be Cornish, there would be no Jutes left. A stubborn few, but that was it. Not everything was easy.

The Jutes brought their inheritance laws of Gavelkind. The lands weren’t inherited by the eldest son. They were shared equally between the male children. And a married daughter could make a claim through her husband.

The Welsh and the Irish had similar laws. No wonder they were always a mess. At least they weren't my mess at this time.

Our new citizens from Jutland wanted to practice the old ways. They didn't seem to realize that the continuous subdividing of the land would result in plots so small they couldn't support a family.

Our system of the eldest automatically inheriting all wasn't the best either. I liked the system I grew up under, where a person could leave their property to anyone of their choice. That led to some nasty lawsuits, but things seemed to average out. Properties too small to be subdivided would be sold off by the heirs. That may have had something to do with the tax laws. I had never studied those. I wish I had. I could see the headaches coming.

Our laws weren't codified. They were accepted as a common practice but not written down. It was time to do something about that. The question was where to start.

The easiest way was for me to declare the laws as I had them written. That sounded good, but there would be a lot of unhappy people. I had to gain a consensus.

The inheritance laws were to be tackled first, but there were many other issues that had to be settled. Like what crimes merited burning at the stake or drowning by dunking. If I had my way, both punishments would be abolished.

Eleanor and I spent many hours on the subject in the evenings around the fireplace. The kids were playing on the floor. Dougie with his toy soldiers, Cathy with her dolls. She couldn't understand why I called them Barbies.

While Eleanor and I were discussing once more how we could achieve a consensus, Cathy spoke up.

"If you want to know what people think, why don't you ask them?"

Out of the mouths of babes.

"That is a very good idea, Cathy. Since it is your idea, you will help make it happen."

Eleanor looked at me like I was crazy, but I saw this as a way to start training Cathy in governance. I explained that, and she agreed it would be a good way to introduce her to the realities of being a ruler.

Little big ears spoke up once more.

Cathy said, "I don't see the problem. You are the Count. Why don't you just tell them."

"If I told you that you had to go to bed early every night, would you like it?"

"No."

I replied, "But I'm the Count."

"It wouldn't be fair to send me to bed early."

"I agree it wouldn't be fair, but I'm the Count. You have to do what I say."

The little minx told me, "I would go to bed like you told me, then sneak out."

I asked her, "If I told people to do something they didn't like, what would they do?"

"They would get mad."

"What do you think mad people might do to me and you, your brother, and your mother?"

"They might hurt us until you change the rule."

"Very good, Cathy. You understand that you can only push people so far before they push back. They might even revolt and throw us out of Cornwall or kill us. That is why I want a consensus."

Cathy asked, "Okay, do I have to go to bed early?"

"No, dear, that was just an example."

"Oh good, I don't have to revolt."

"Then I don't have to spank you." 

Changing the subject, she asked, "Mummy, do you think I could get a small tiara for my doll?"

"We will see if we can find one tomorrow."

"Thank you."

At that, she pulled away and started changing her doll's clothes. Nice avoidance about spankings.

The next day, I sent a message to my major advisors that I was scheduling a meeting a week from today. While not telling what the meeting was about, I did write that it was a longer-term issue and not a current emergency.

We met in a conference room set up in Owen-nap Keep. I always considered Tintagel the Capital of Cornwall, but Owen-nap was the center of power. It was illustrated by the number of establishment people changing residences from Tintagel to Owen-nap.

It was causing a housing boom here and a glut in Tintagel. The establishment people were those who dealt directly with my government departments. I now had departments. Sigh.

Eleanor, Tom Smith, Archbishop Luke Baron Edmund, Baroness Agnes, and two newcomers sat down for my discussion. One of the newcomers was the village Headman from the largest Jute settlement. Horsa seemed nervous in such an august company.

The second newcomer was immediately at home since she knew everyone but the Jute gentleman.

When she was introduced to Horsa, she gave a nice little curtsey. I had introduced her to this practice as it wasn't known or used at this time.

She was dressed in a power dress, at least a power dress for a six-year-old. She and her mother had argued about what would show that she was a serious person. I wonder what she will be like when she is a teenager.

She wore a floor-length red dress. With a series of gold buttons on the front that reminded me of what a hussar would look like. She took off her hat upon entering the room. It matched her dress and had a feather in it.

I knew her shoes under that dress had two-inch high flat heels. She argued for three inches to make her even taller, but Eleanor convinced her the danger of tripping increased the taller than they were. Here, I thought high heels were a modern invention.

Her hair, which usually hung loose, was tied at the back with a red ribbon that matched her ensemble. Even the shoes we couldn't see were dyed the same color.

She wore a gold chain with a cross around her neck and gold earrings in her pierced ears. Ear piercing became common after being mentioned in the romances I dictated.

My daughter was dressed for success.

I formally introduced her and Horsa to the rest and then to Horsa and Cathy. I made it as formal as I could.

I introduced my heir, the Honorable Lady Catherine Owen-nap.

I explained it was her first formal introduction to governing the County. I went on to explain why I had called this meeting.

We had two different inheritance systems in the County and could only have one. I didn't feel I should be arbitrary in ordering one over the other.

I asked each person to explain what they preferred and why. It came out as I expected. Horsa wanted Gavelkind, the others primogeniture or firstborn.

Cathy spoke up.

"There is another option. People could designate their heirs no matter what order they were born or even if they were family. Titles would be passed down according to the laws of the County."

The first reaction was amazement that she spoke up. The second was to remark that was the silliest idea they had ever heard and that she should play with her dolls.

The only person who didn't speak up about her comments was Archbishop Luke. Instead of belittling her, he kept an eye on me. He realized that she was speaking for me.

I spoke. "Cathy has brought up a viable method of inheriting. It has been used successfully elsewhere. She has heard Eleanor and me talking about it."

Everyone but Horsa and Cathy herself knew what I was talking about.

I then brought up the true purpose of the meeting. All had a chance to speak and express their egos. Now, it was time to get to work.

"We all have our ideas which are based on tradition. I would like to know what the people think. I propose we do a survey of the County and ask which method they prefer. I'm not committing to majority rule, but I would like to know the sentiments of the people before I decide.


Chapter 8

The survey would be based on the census rolls. Our survey sample would be ninety percent of every District or Barony. It would be time-consuming to try for one hundred percent. But what ninety percent of the people were in favor of would give us a true indication of what they thought best.

That set off a long conversation about what should be asked. Strangely, both sides wanted the question slanted in their favor. After circling the question for half an hour, I finally told them we would write an article for the newspaper explaining the pros and cons of all three methods.

That took them aback for a minute as they only considered the two sides. They thought Cathy's method had been shot down. That was when the others realized that she had been speaking for me.

My reason for doing this was to give Cathy some experience speaking in front of a formal group and for them to learn to listen to my heir.

A lively discussion ensued on the pros and cons of the three methods.

"The oldest inheriting was a traditional method in Cornwall and should be continued," insisted the Cornishmen.

I pointed out that this wasn't exploring the strengths and weaknesses of the method.

It was finally decided that the strength of the eldest legal male child inheriting was that everyone would know their place in life early on.

The weakness was that the eldest could be a disaster in how they would perform their duties. An idiot son would ruin the inheritance. One that gambled or had other vices could do the same. More capable younger sons would have no recourse but to watch the inheritance disappear. Since they had no expectations, they would stand by and watch things fall apart.

I brought up the situation I had found at the counterfeiting ring. The woman who should have been the true heir was set aside for a thief. I had left her in charge, and the Barony was doing fine.

My story fell on deaf ears. A woman shouldn't inherit because they were too weak.

Tom Smith expressed that opinion.

Cathy promptly got up from her chair and kicked him in the shins. It startled Tom more than it hurt him. He did have the grace to say that not all women weren't weak.

Cathy and I had to have a talk when we got home. At the same time, I had to put my hand in front of my face to keep from laughing.

Horsa was wide-eyed during this exchange.

Eleanor told Cathy there were much better places to kick a man, remembering what she had been taught in self-defense.

"I didn't want to hurt Uncle Thomas. I just wanted to remind him that not all women aren't weak."

"I think he already knows that, dear."

"I feared you would stab him with the dagger up your sleeve."

"You aren't supposed to talk about that."

"Sorry, Mummy."

After that interruption, we continued.

The strength of Gavelkind was that all male heirs were treated equally.

The weakness was that after several generations, the inheritance would be divided so much it would be worthless.

Allowing inheritances to be decided as the holder wished confused them. It wasn't traditional. What had been held by a family for generations could be given to strangers.

The strength was that all the prospective heirs would have to be on their toes, or they would receive nothing. There were no automatic rights.

We decided to publish that a survey would be taken on which of the laws of inheritance would be used. We knew this would open a tremendous public debate, and that was what we were hoping for.

The one thing we feared was a deadlock on the different methods. If everyone came down on the side of their own traditions, I would have to make a hard and fast decision, which would upset half my population. I guess that was why they paid me the big bucks.

I thought that was a joke then 4realized I was not only the richest man in Cornwall but one of the wealthiest in the world.

We were right about the article triggering a huge public debate. Shouting matches were common, and men and women coming to blows was not uncommon. Most of the fights were in inns and taverns, but a few were between husbands and wives at home.

I was thankful dueling hadn't started. It would be at least a thousand years or more before it became common.

We didn't even try to guess what the most favored was. It changed day to day. I issued a public declaration that in two weeks, all were to travel to a polling place in their District or Barony to cast their vote preferred. It was to be understood that this was a nonbinding vote to give me a sense of what the people wanted. It still was my decision.

We weren't ready for democratic voting yet. Even if we eventually went that route, it would be a Republic like my United States. I agreed wholeheartedly with Thomas Jefferson's thoughts on pure democracy. Once people realized they could vote for themselves unearned riches, the end was in sight. Not his exact words, but they capture the thought.

By assigning polling places, I was introducing voting. It would take many years to develop a thinking population that could vote intelligently.

Maybe I was deluding myself about an intelligent voting population, but one could only try.

It took a week to tabulate the votes. The counting was public at every polling place with three selected citizens as witnesses. Each of them was publicly declared for one of the three methods. This would keep the counting honest. Guards from different Keeps had been placed on the ballot boxes throughout the entire voting and counting process.

We used the dyed-finger method to ensure that everyone only voted once. I thought it ironic that in my time, first-world countries relied on machines and procedures to keep people from voting more than once. It was the third-world countries that used a method that worked. It made you think. If nothing else, there would be no graveyard voting.

There would be no absentee voting if I had my say. Soldiers on remote postings would go to a voting place at their base like all others. This did preclude local voting.

My scheme would only work on national issues. That was all I was ready for at this time. It wouldn't do for the people to get too many ideas. I guess I was a member of the nobility in my thinking and well on my way to being a tyrant. So be it.

What horrible thoughts I was having. I believed in the people choosing their own form of government. I justified my current thinking. My people needed to be educated before changing the form of government.

I was surprised when our polling results came in, but then again, I wasn't.

Our poll showed that twenty-one percent of the people wanted our inheritance method to remain the same. Fourteen percent wanted Gavelkind. Sixty-five percent wanted the property owner to be able to designate their heir.

This mix is what the vote would have looked like if taken in my time. Further investigation into the poll numbers revealed that most Barons wanted the right to choose their heir.

After careful thought, I announced the inheritance laws would be changed. A grantor that wanted to designate an heir different from the method the last heir had been selected had to make it clear in their will who would be the heir.

The estate would be distributed according to local custom if a death occurred without a will. In this way, everyone was satisfied – at least to some extent.

They wouldn't be required to make their will public. But it needed to be filed with my records office. The records weren't public and would only be opened upon the death of the grantor.

There was one unintended consequence. Someone with the knowledge of how to write a will would be needed. We called them lawyers. Groan.

There were a few problems, most notably in the ranks of the Barons. The eldest had traditionally been trained to handle the estate. Now, a younger sibling could be the heir. It didn't take long for this to happen.

We now had an untrained Baron trying to run the estate with an older brother looking over his or her shoulder.

To fix this, our fledgling university was situated in Oxford. I did this for purely sentimental reasons. That was where Henry VIII had located the first estate management school in my time.

This school would train heirs or estate managers in running a large operation. It included accounting, managing personnel, running a farm, overseeing a village, and enforcing a system of laws, among other things. Depending on the depth of knowledge desired, it would take six months to a year to complete the certificate.

The instructors would be retired estate managers. The school was built, and its first students were admitted six months after I announced the new inheritance laws.

The students were mostly second or even third sons who thought they might end up in the line of inheritance. The oldest would inherit the title, but the estates could be left to another.

Some of the students were being sponsored by their parents, so they knew they would inherit. Others were betting on the come. I knew before it was over, murder would be done.


Chapter 9

Murder wasn't the first inheritance case that came before me. The eldest son, who inherited the title but not the estate, sued for possession of the estate.

I asked him, "Why do you think I should set aside your late father's last will and testament?"

"Because I need the funds to maintain the lifestyle I'm accustomed to. I don't know what the old fool was doing when he left the estate to my younger brother."

"I see that the will was written soon after the law was enacted. It would seem your father was eager to keep the family estate out of your hands."

The plaintiff replied, "He told me he was doing it and that I had to see to myself. I don't know what the dotard was thinking. I have my horses to support, tailor bills to pay, and my gambling debts are mounting. I must have that money!"

"You seem to have little respect for your late father."

"You are correct, My Lord. He was always trying to get me interested in running the estates. He thought I should be able to keep the books. Image, me a Baron, having to keep books."

I replied drily. "I can see that would be a problem."

It also reminded me that I had to sit down with the Cornwall bookkeepers next week and then join Eleanor to review the Owen-nap accounts. I had just finished reviewing the books in the various businesses I was involved in, so I was good for a while there.

I asked, "Who keeps the estate's books?"

"My brother. He always followed my father when he was young. He learned to do accounting books ten years ago. He has been doing them for our father ever since. He even just completed that silly course at Oxford on how to run an estate."

I had been wondering why Thad had allowed this case to come before me. He thought I needed some comic relief.

I said, "Who will run the estate if I turn it over to you?"

"Why, my brother, of course, he has been trained for this."

"What if he doesn't want to?"

The Baron smirked. "He will have to. He will have no other money."

There comes a point when things are no longer funny. Not only was this guy stupid, but he was also a nasty piece of work.

"Is your brother present in this courtroom?"

"That is him over there."

I looked at the brother. He was dressed in neat daily working clothes fit for riding the land. The Baron was dressed in foppish finery. It made me think of Regency England. I knew there was a fashionable set in Tintagel, but if this was the result, I wanted no part of it.

The young brother was clean-shaven with short hair. He looked trim and proper. He must be used to hard physical labor.

The older brother was the exact opposite, with a short, scraggly beard, long, greasy hair, and a gut from drinking. Even at a young age, he showed signs of alcoholism with red blotches on his cheeks.

I was glad he couldn't get too close to me as his teeth were rotten, and he must have terrible breath.

I turned to the older brother once more.

"How do you intend to repair your estates if your brother won't work for you?"

"He has to work for me. It is the family way, done so for generations."

"Suppose he won't do it?"

"I'll have him whipped until he does!"

It was getting funny again, so I decided to let him keep digging.

I said, "I understand you have two sisters, one older and one younger."

"That is correct, My Lord. I intend to wed them both off as soon as I can. I should get a pretty penny for them."

I said, "I will help solve all your problems."

I turned to the younger brother,

I asked, "Would you be willing to manage the estate in cooperation with your older sister?"

"I would, My Lord."

"Excellent, here is what I have decided. The current Baron will have his personal goods seized to pay his debts. He will go to a road crew if they don't cover his debts. 

The older brother stuttered, "You can't do that. I'm the Baron."

"No longer. I declare you unfit and award the title of Baroness to your older sister.”

I turned to my guards. “Hold this person until we find out much is owed so we know what to do with him."

Cheers came from the spectator's area. It seems some of the residents of the Barony had come to watch the trial.

Later, before bed, Eleanor asked me if it was wisest that I made the sister a Baroness. How did I know she wouldn't be as bad as her brother?

"Simple, my dear, the younger brother was willing to work with her."

She brought up something that was bothering me. "I'm disturbed about what is going on in Tintagel. It sounds like those thieves are up to their old tricks, ensnaring people with their gambling and loan sharking.”

Loan sharking was a term that had come up in one of the romance novels. The practice of loan sharking was common in this day, not the term. It became common usage quickly. My people were picking up all the bad parts of English.

I told her, "I will have an undercover investigation started. I need to step on this and step hard."

I then did a little undercover investigation of my own.

It turned out that my feckless Baron owed more than he was worth, so I had him committed to a road gang. At what we paid the road workers, it would take him about ten years to work it off.

To no one's surprise, he ran on the third day. On the sixth, he was found dead in a ditch. He had stolen four bottles of wine from a local tavern and drank himself into a stupor only to drown in the rain-filled ditch. No great loss. His family refused the body, so we buried him in a pauper grave.

What a waste. At the same time, I chalked it up as a win for the new inheritance system.

The newspaper picked up the story and played it as a Barony being saved by the new laws. Since this was the truth, I was happy with it. I wasn't always happy with the papers. Without ever hearing the line, "If it bleeds, it leads," they did a good job following that adage.

They did question me about making the eldest daughter the Baroness. It is a known fact that women aren't made for governing. Their place was the making of a home for their Lord. They didn't seem to realize that when the Baron had to go to war, his wife ran the place.

They quickly received letters to the editor, which pointed out that Baroness Agnes existed, proving that women could be Baronesses. I'm not certain that proved the point. Agnes had proved that women could run a health care organization, which was different than a large estate with five thousand residents.

I was wise enough to keep my mouth shut.

Other writers noted that I had my daughter present at my meetings. It looked as though she was in training to be the Countess when I died.

Back and forth it went, with neither side making a convincing argument. In the meantime, Baroness Dagham was doing an admirable job of running the Barony. Her younger brother James was proving to be a first-class manager. He owned the estates. She had the title. Working together, they were making the Barony a financial and livable success.

Thus, my days of holding court went. There were some interesting cases, but most were boring. Man's ability to be stupid never ceases to amaze me.

Then, one fateful day, a plaintiff showed up accompanied by a second man. I inquired who he was and what standing he had in this case.

"He is my lawyer, My Lord. I have asked him to speak for me as he knows the law much better than I do."

I think Dick the Butcher had the right of it, though for the wrong reasons. In my experience, there were two types of lawyers. Those who guided citizens through the intricacies of the law and those who tried to circumvent it. This guy looked like the former.

"Mr. Lawyer, may I inquire of your training in the law."

"I studied in London under a senior lawyer."

I replied, "One can study and learn nothing. How do we know you have the knowledge to champion this man's case?"

The lawyer replied, "I take umbrage at that. I'm a gentleman and have given my word."

"Take all the umbrage you want, Sir. This is my court, and if you try any antics, you will be held in contempt and spend time on our road gangs."

I continued, "Let us proceed. Your knowledge and actions shall speak for themselves."

The man who had hired the lawyer looked distinctly uneasy. He now was second-guessing himself about hiring the man.

The defendant was smirking.

I read the charges being brought.

It appeared that the plaintiff had bought a pregnant cow from the defendant. The cow was to deliver her calf soon, and the plaintiff assumed he was purchasing them both. The cow delivered the calf before the cow could be taken to its new owner. The defendant kept the calf and was hand feeding it, claiming it wasn't part of the purchase. 

The plaintiff's lawyer sat there, and the plaintiff had to argue that the cow was pregnant when purchased, so he was under the impression the calf would be his.

I asked, "Was the price of the cow increased because it was pregnant?"

The defendant said, "No, the price was lower than normal because she was pregnant. There was a chance that she might die while calving, so that guy wouldn't pay the full price."

I said, "So he was taking a risk in buying that cow, and you acknowledged that risk by giving a lower price."

"Yes, but I didn't tell him that the calf was included in the purchase."

"Then, from your argument, if you bought a sheep that hadn't been shorn, the seller could shear it before delivery, and that would be all right?"

"Course not. You buy the animals as they are."

I rapped my dagger handle on my bench and declared, "The defendant agrees that the purchase of livestock included the condition they were in at the time of purchase. I find for the plaintiff. Guards escort both men to collect and return the calf to its mother."

I turned to the lawyer, "How much were you charging for your expertise?"

"Ten silver, My Lord."

I asked the plaintiff if he got his money's worth.

"No, My Lord, he never did anything."

"Live and learn. How much is that calf worth?
"At its age and size, five silver."

"You just bought an expensive calf."

I hoped people would think twice about hiring lawyers in the future.

Sitting beside me, Cathy said, "Daddy, you were like King Solomon. You got the calf back to its mother.

I had to smile at that. I didn't mention the calf was a bull and might end up as veal soon. I liked basking in Cathy's approval and was afraid I would have to buy the calf if she knew its probable fate.

One of Thad's scribes had been writing everything down. This case would be the foundational law for such cases in the future. If nothing else, it would teach people to understand the details of a purchase before committing to it.

After I closed my court, I asked the farmer how much he wanted for the calf. It didn't seem fair for it to end up as veal after all this. He would be neutered and be our pet steer. Cathy would learn to hand-feed it.


Chapter 10

Life wasn't all boring court cases. Doug had learned a new word, "why."

I taught him another word, "because," and a new phrase, "because I said so." The joys of parenting. Cathy is eight years old now and has become a beautiful young lady.

The newspaper writes about her constantly. They keep track of the clothes she wears. If she wears a blue dress on Monday, most of the girls in the County are wearing blue by Friday.

If nothing else, it spoke well of our economy. Before I came along, a young girl would own one nice dress for Church, and that was it.

One of the many meetings I had to attend was on our financial condition. We had more than enough money. Our foreign exports ensured that. Then, there were our gold and silver mines.

If the Emperor in Constantinople knew of our wealth, an army would be at our doorstep tomorrow.

Our economic concern was inflation. At our quarterly committee meeting, we discussed three baskets. These baskets were an idea I got from the United States Federal Reserve.

The first basket was what we called the people's basket. We tracked the prices of common items people purchased, such as bread. There were fifty items in this basket. We tracked their prices and could tell if the average person was having to pay more money to live.

The second basket was the business basket. There, we tracked the prices of raw materials to see if the cost of goods was going up for the manufacturing sector. This also was an early warning about the prices in the people’s basket going up.

The third basket was the military basket. We tracked the cost of beans and bullets, as my old army accountants called it. Our concern there was how fast we should grow our army.

Too fast, and the economy heated up. Too slow, and our defense wasn't as strong per capita as I preferred. I wasn't trying to grow an invasion army, but I wanted to be able to defend against anything.

My complaint about insufficient people should have been about not enough of the right people. With our recent expansions into Merica and absorbing the Jutes, our average education level was dropping.

We never had enough people for technical jobs. We had more than we needed for farming. This was especially true with the introduction of steam-powered tractors.

We had too many young men and women with nothing to do. The devil's hands and all that.

We were recruiting them into our military as fast as possible, raising our military budget. We could afford it, but we were always walking the fine line between a good economy and runaway inflation.

It was Archbishop Luke, of all people, who suggested we have a good war to use up some of those rifles and cannons. I may have overreacted in that meeting.

Our cannon-armed schooners had devastated the Viking raiders and Barbary pirates. We could now send trading convoys to Constantinople without great losses. An occasional ship went astray, but it was one in ten thousand rather than one in fifty.

That was a good thing and a bad thing. Ships can go both ways. We and anyone who wanted could carry goods back and forth. They could also carry an army.

The only saving grace was once more our schooners. Any invading fleet would be sunk before they approached our shores.

So far, our radio network has been working fine. We had stations at Constantinople and the Rock of Gibraltar. We would know of any invasion fleets well in advance.

Our voice communication enabled us to meddle in the Byzantine Empire. We were sponsoring politicians who were opposed to foreign adventures. This wasn't a hard position for them to take. Constantinople had been under siege too many times for them to be comfortable sending a large army away, weakening their defense. We encouraged that feeling.

On another front, our toilet paper company was a national hero. They had found a method of completely digesting wood chips so there were no more splinters in the paper. I was so busy I never got the time to find out how they did it.

Incubators were now in common use in our hospitals. They were simple boxes with warm air being gently blown into them. They also worked well in several chicken hatcheries. Our chicken farms were now so big they couldn’t have banks of brooding hens. It was more productive to place the eggs in an incubator and let them hatch.

Canneries were servicing our large farms. It was only a matter of scaling up pressure cookers and sealing the product in glass jars. They were working on tin cans for the army.

Armies and glass jars don't mix. I don't know where the term tin cans came from. We started out making the cans from rolled steel. I say I don't know. It was probably me misspeaking from terms learned in my youth. Historians a hundred years from now would wonder how the term came into use.

The cans were lined with a thin layer of polyethylene to prevent rust from meeting the food. The can opener was "invented" quickly after some of our soldiers tried to open the cans with their bayonets. There were several severe injuries when the bayonet skidded off the lid into a nearby arm or leg.

We were getting what we needed most. A quiet time to grow and absorb both the population and the new technologies.

The best thing about canning and incubators was that I didn't have to do anything but give the teams books on the subject. They did the rest.    

I Knighted the team leaders and gave large bonuses to the team members. Each team wanted to start a business based on their technology. They saw how rich the toilet paper team was getting and wanted to participate in that newfound wealth.

They could have started their businesses without my blessing. I hadn’t created any laws requiring it. It was a courtesy on their part, and I appreciated it.

The cannery business was easy to say yes to. I had to point out to the incubator people that the canning and toilet paper people were creating consumable products. Their incubators would be a one-and-done sale. Once they had filled the existing marketplace, they wouldn't have any more growth.

They went ahead anyway and proved me wrong. They created the eighth-century version of the Tractor Supply store and were a roaring success.

Another group that surprised me was the battery group. They came up with a functional dry-cell battery based on the information I had given them. They made a dry cell like the original one in the nineteenth century. They used ammonium chloride, Plaster of Paris, and manganese dioxide to manufacture the batteries.

The ammonium chloride was mixed with Plaster of Paris, merely heated gypsum found near Paris, France, to reduce the water content to create a paste. A small amount of zinc chloride was added to extend the shelf life. The manganese dioxide cathode was dipped in this paste, and both were sealed in a zinc shell, which also acts as the anode.

The process is an electrochemical reaction between zinc and manganese dioxide in an ammonium chloride electrolyte. It produces a voltage of about 1.5 volts between the zinc anode, typically constructed as a cylindrical container for the battery cell, and a carbon rod, known as the cathode, which collects the current from the manganese dioxide electrode.

The biggest drawback was that the nearest manganese dioxide deposits were in Greece and Turkey, so we had to import them from Constantinople. Zinc wasn't a problem. The real problem was that besides our radios, we didn't have any devices which needed batteries. I had put the cart before the horse.

I gave the group that developed the batteries a written document acknowledging their invention and gave them the sole right for twenty years to manufacture batteries or license the right to manufacture them. A number was assigned to the document, which made it the first patent issued. A copy was on file in Thad's office, the forerunner of the patent office.

When I handed it to him, I told him he would receive more of these in the future. He replied that he might have to buy another filing cabinet. Little did he know.

I also gave them a hefty bonus and ordered batteries for our radio stations with spares. That put the battery team in business, but as I explained to them, it was a finite market.

Their next project was to be the light bulb. That would make them rich when flashlights were made. If they succeed, they will all receive Knighthoods. The only reason I didn't do it at this time was that while the invention of batteries was good, it wouldn't immediately impact our society.

Another group came through with the Pelton wheel. Their victory was in the manufacturing of the wheel. They made molds, which allowed the wheels to be cast in iron with slanted threads and then coated with zinc oxide to prevent rust.

They learned about the rust-prevention properties from the battery people. They shared lunch facilities and had a lot of crosstalk. They were in business as soon as they successfully cast their first wheel. Again, it was a finite market, but they could demand a high price per unit.

Crosstalk inspired me to set up a series of weekly lectures where every team would present to the others and be open to the public.

What started with twenty or thirty people in attendance grew to two hundred or more. We had to move the venue and provide microphones and amplifiers so all could hear. These were simple extensions of our radios. The studio people developed these, and by a not-so-remarkable coincidence, batteries were available to power them.

I was thrilled to no end. Our educational program gave people the knowledge and the will to use it. The burden wasn't completely on me anymore.

I had to present the foundational knowledge, but my students took it from there.

I was giving out silver like crazy as awards and issuing patents as fast as I could write them. Eleanor quizzed me on each one. She intended to buy into every company as they started up.

It is good that we considered the money we had "our" money. If we didn’t, Eleanor would soon be richer than me.

While all this good news was occurring at home, ominous reports were coming in from Constantinople. They were talking about us and our reported wealth. This wasn't good.

Our cannon-mounted schooners hadn't made port in Constantinople, but they had to know about them. They would also know about our rifles. My concern wasn't about an invasion. It was about an assassination. The Byzantine Empire was the source of the term "Byzantine." The sense of intrigue, complicated and devious scheming plots to achieve an end.

My family and I would be obvious targets for them. They would also have to have a follow-up plan to take over when we were killed.

Thinking it through and talking with my advisors, we came up with a disaster recovery plan in my time. If I and my family were killed, a series of actions would occur. An interim government of Barons would be set in place.

There would be five Barons selected and provided with written authority to act as an interim government until a council of Cornwall's leaders decided on the leadership to be put in place.

The five Barons would only be known to me and my family until the time for them to come forth. We also didn’t say who the Cornwall leaders would be.

Our armed forces would be alerted for any possible invasion by the five Barons. I had this plan written up in our newspaper to reassure the good people of Cornwall that they would be taken care of if the disaster struck.

We knew the Byzantine Emperor received copies of our newspapers, but we put extra copies on every ship for a month to ensure he saw them. Let's see their complicated, devious plan get around this. Killing me and the family would gain them nothing.


Chapter 11

I received the report on what was going on in Tintagel. There was an active thieves’ ring. They were into gambling, loan sharking, protection rackets, blackmail, and prostitution. The normal stuff. These groups were like crabgrass. All you could do was keep cutting them down, but they would always return.

My people did a good job on the investigation. They identified the gang lord running the place and his senior lieutenants. They had their headquarters nailed down and even several of their escape routes. It seems there was always one we missed. But we will find out.

I was horrified and amazed to learn their gambling den was known as "The House of the Rising Sun." Those damn romantic novels had struck again. I was beginning to wish I had never introduced them. At least they were generating their own from scratch these days.

I quietly assembled five hundred troops to go to Tintagel. We listed in the paper that we were having a training exercise near the coast south of Tintagel. You can’t move five hundred men and one hundred horses without making a racket.

Upon arrival, I sent patrol groups to block all roads out of Tintagel. They might run from the city but wouldn't get far. The patrols had orders to let no one through.

We then advanced into the town and surrounded the known dens of iniquity. I loved dictating that phrase into the orders.

At noon, my people broke into each building. I was at the gambling den, so I didn't get to see the raids on three houses of prostitution. There were different houses for each level of society. When the working girls aged and were worn out, they were sent to lower houses. Their last stop was the gutter. Few lived to make it that far. We learned this in interviews after the raid.

I regretted missing those raids. They were a circus. Naked or scantily clad men and women screaming at the top of their lungs or running and trying to hide. One naked, bold fellow charged our lines and broke through to steal a horse and ride away. He would either get caught riding out of town or make it to a place to get clothes and go into hiding.

As one Sergeant said, "All those naked trollops running around were a wondrous sight to see. As I lay dying, I will think of it and go with a smile on my face."

The gambling den was grim. The staff chose to fight. Their customers panicked and tried to break through our lines. They weren't as lucky as the guy at the whore house. They were met with a volley, and a dozen fell dead in the street.

That was sad because there was no law against gambling. All they would have received was a lecture. I told my men the rules of engagement. If someone charged you, shoot. We didn’t have time to sort them out. The devil would have to do it.

My biggest disappointment was the décor of the gambling den. I had heard the song so many times I had built a picture in my mind. I imagined all red brocade and gold trimmings. This place was a dump. If I had thought it through, I would have realized the locals had never heard the song.

The headquarters group was anticlimactic. We found all the escape routes and bolt holes. The entire leadership was caught in our net, and they surrendered. They were smart enough to know they had a better chance in my court. Their better chance went away when we uncovered their records of blackmail, extortion, assault, and murder.

In the end I had the top guys hanged. The hangings occurred within two days of the raid. I wasn't going to waste time on this scum.

Only the guy from the whore house had got away. I had to admire him in a way.

Another outcome of the raids was the lack of money. We thought we would find a fortune in the headquarters, but there was only enough for their daily operations. The money had been sent somewhere. Their records indicated a "big guy" in charge of everything had his people pick up the money. There was no record of who he was. We hadn't cut the head off the snake. The crabgrass would return.

I didn't want to hang the working grunts if I didn't have to. If they had committed serious crimes, I would hang them, but they didn’t.

We had a good sketch artist with our police unit, so posters were made up and placed in the public square. A sign announced that if anyone knew of serious crimes these people committed, let us know. A modest reward was offered.

Too much, and people would make things up. If someone came forward, their story would be cross-checked. No one would hang based on one person's word.

Three men were identified as known murderers, and one was a child molester. I offered the murderers exile to Gaul if they would give up the "big guy." You could tell they desperately wanted to give me an answer, but they didn't know anything.

I hanged them, and I didn’t bother to question the molester. We hanged him with no further ado.

That left five men and one woman who hadn't committed serious crimes. At least no one came forward and accused them.

I played the old game, at least to me, of telling each one separately that one of them spilled all. We were now looking for additional confirmation, so they might as well tell me what they knew. It was the only way they would save their neck.

Not one of them had the whole story.

One recognized a man he had seen in the boss's office and followed him to a house. It was empty. There was nothing there to help us.

The women knew where a second set of books were secreted, which kept the true accounts.

The second set of books recorded the transfer of money to the Baron. The Baron was never identified in the ledger, but it was something to go on.

Another knew of a messenger service that sent money out of town. The messenger service was the breakthrough. They were an honest service and had no problem telling me that the deliveries of sealed bags were made to Baron Polperro. Polperro was one of those who died, with Geraint leaving a second son to inherit the title.

I had inquiries made about the new Baron. It seems before he inherited it, he was a hellion. He was known in every tavern and stew in Tintagel. He was a mean drunk. The working girls avoided him as much as possible. Only those who were desperate went with him. Some were never seen again.

I marched my small army thirty miles to Polperro. The village surrounding the Keep was a sorry sight. It made me realize I was derelict in my duties. I should have been checking on the condition of all my Barony’s.

As usual in these situations, the Keep's gates were closed. The soldiers atop the gate ignored the request to open it. Nothing new. My cannons opened the gates.

This succession of events was getting to be old hat.

The guards were stupid. They opened fire. In the ensuing firefight, I lost three men and two were critically wounded. All of the guards died, even though some were only lightly wounded. I didn’t ask any questions.

When we entered the Keep, an old woman who continued sweeping the floor amidst the gunfire told us the Baron had locked himself in his room.

We heard a gunshot inside the room when we knocked on the door. My men broke the door to find the guy had blown his brains out and was lying on the floor. Tied to his bed was a young lady, alive but in sad shape. She had been tied like that for two days and not fed or given water.

I didn't know if we had the "big guy" yet, but I was glad this one was dead. A search of his office confirmed he was the man. His treasury was stuffed. In his office, we found a detailed plan to assassinate me and take over the County. It was a poor plan, but he had been in correspondence with some Franks in Paris, and they had quoted him a price. He had just enough money in his treasury to meet their demands. Talk about a close one.

The late Baron wasn't married and had no heir. I left an Army Captain in charge with the declaration that the Barony was now ceded to me, and I would depose of it as I saw fit. I also told the captain that if he could turn this place around, it was his. I gave him six months.

I returned to Tintagel and sentenced the remaining prisoners to the road gang at Arette. I allowed the woman to stay in Tintagel as she was a single mother to two small children. I let her know in no uncertain terms that this was her last chance.

As usual, we fingerprinted and made a file on all the prisoners. Fingerprint kits captured the prints of those we killed. No longer were we going to cut off fingers.

The wounded were admitted to the Baroness Agnes Hospital in Tintagel. She was funding hospitals in every major city. She didn’t take the money out of her pocket. She raised it from the locals.

I was told that rich men ran when they saw her coming. I made a note to let her know that I would make up for any shortfalls. But I was to be the last resort. Our wealthy had to learn to care for the community, which allowed them to build wealth.

We found thirty files of blackmail material in Baron Polperro’s Keep, so I reviewed them. Most contained evidence of infidelity. I burned those but didn’t let the adulterers completely off the hook by telling them that. Let them worry. It may straighten them out.

Two were worth further investigations of two city clerk’s taking bribes.

The bribes listed were very specific. Baron Polperro had bribed them and then turned around and blackmailed them for the money they had received. He had drained them dry.

Thad took care of the issue. He fired both of them, letting them know they were lucky not to be on the road gang.

When I returned to Owen-nap, I was tired of the whole mess. Relating all to Eleanor, she sympathized with me.

“A Count's work is never done,” she exclaimed.

I agreed and wondered why I had ever started to expand Cornwall. I knew improving my people's living conditions meant jealous eyes would be on us. But I didn’t have a choice.

While visiting John Chandler in Saltash, a delegation I never would have predicted showed up.

The ruler of southern Brega in Ireland, High King Fogartach mac Néill, asked for my help. They were facing famine at Loch Gabhair.

I couldn’t refuse this request, but I asked him if we could establish a trading port there. He told me I could have the whole seacoast if I saved his people.


Chapter 12

We sat in my office to discuss the details, and I could tell he had something else in mind. His entourage was waiting in the Keep’s dining room, and he had a nervous look about him. His hands were steady but looked like they would start twitching at any moment.

He was a redheaded Irishman. His skin was typically pale, with no freckles. Tall and thin, almost to the point of looking cadaverous. If he smiled, it wasn’t within recent memory.

Rather than spend hours tiptoeing around the subject, I asked him directly.

“I feel you want or need something you haven’t brought up yet. You talked of giving me your whole seacoast. I don’t think you meant that.”

Néill replied, “You have the right of it. I need to form a military alliance with you. The offer of the seacoast was only to get you to sit down with me.”

Internally my first thought was no, hell no. There was no way I would get mixed up in Irish politics. An alliance with Néill would be a disaster. He could use our alliance to conquer all of Ireland. I wanted no part of a protracted land war and the endless feuds it would create. I decided to be noncommittal and find out what was driving this.

“Why do you need an alliance?”

“I’m getting too powerful, and the other clans are about to combine and take my Kingdom down.”

“Why would I want to get involved with your battles?”

“It is said you are a man who cares for the people.”

“That is true.”

“I will have to let my people starve while I use my money to fight off the other clans. If you don’t help me, it will be your fault that my people starve.”

Wow, just wow.

“It is your Kingdom and your choices. You are responsible for your people.”

“I’m responsible for keeping the Néills in power.”

“To be clear, you will let your people starve to remain in power, and if I don’t help you, it will be my fault.”

“You understand. Now, do we have an alliance?”

“What would you give for such an alliance?”

“Nothing. I expect you to support me with your great wealth. You would be spending your coin to save my people.”

I was ready to put this clown down, but I wanted to know how insane he was.

I asked him, “Once we have defeated your enemies, what are your plans?”

“I will incorporate their lands and people into mine.”

“You realize that other Kingdoms will fear you and attack.”

He replied, “I hope it will allow me to conquer all of Ireland.”

“After Ireland, where will you turn?”

“To your north. The Picts will be my next foes.”

“What about the Welsh? Besides me, they will be the only ones left.”

“They will be next.”

I asked, “After that, what will be my role?”

“I will be High King, and you will be one of my Kings. I will have to take your family as hostages. Your wife is of exceptional beauty. I may keep her. Your brats will have to go.”

This man was truly insane. His people would owe me for what I was about to do.

“There is only one flaw in your plan.”

“What could that be? I have thought this through carefully.”

I pulled out my pistol and shot him between the eyes. He was dead. There was no question of that.

What were these people thinking, wanting my family as hostages? From now on, I will kill anyone who suggests that immediately.

He had an entourage of four men with him. What was I to do with them? They could disappear, and I could claim I never met Néill.

Since I wasn’t in the business of murder to get my way, I decided to see their reaction. They must have heard the gunshot, but would they know what it meant?

They were still in the main room of the Keep. They weren’t restrained, but a squad of armed soldiers were at a nearby table to keep a watch on them.

The soldiers certainly knew what the gunshot was about.

I approached the table and said, “The negotiations have failed.”

The elder of the four looked at me sharply.

“I have heard that you have more powerful weapons than anything seen before. Was that one of them that we just heard?”

I replied curtly. “Yes.”

“Is the Néill dead?”

“Yes.”

“Thank the Lord, he was mad and getting madder every day. He had the pox, and it was eating his mind away.”

“Why have you worked with him?”

“He has soldiers waiting on his ship. Our families are held hostage for our good behavior.”

“Are your families on the ship?”

“Yes.”

“Why did he want you here?”

The old man replied, “We are his supposed advisors and must agree with his plans.”

“You think that I should form a military alliance with you?”

“No, he came up with that on the journey. We would only ask to buy grain to prevent our people from starving. Previously, he had been a good ruler. Only recently, his mind began to go.”

I replied, “I would say it is gone now. Right out of the back of his head.”

The old man flinched but continued talking.

“We and the surrounding Kingdoms are all on the verge of starvation. We need help.”

“Help will be provided. All I ask is to be allowed to open a trading center in one of your port cities with no import taxes.”

“If you can save our Kingdoms, that will be a small price to pay.”

From there, we got into the details of how much grain they needed immediately and what he thought the other four Kingdoms around them would need.

If his estimates were correct, we could meet their needs without problems. After hearing his numbers, I mentally added fifty percent. Thad was next to me, along with my new scribes. They knew what to do to get in motion the shipping of grain.

The next issue was the soldiers left to guard the ship which the late High King had come in. Reportedly they were intensely loyal to him such they might take his demise amiss.

With that in mind I had a full company of soldiers accompany me to the harbor. Word was sent to the men manning the cannons that were defending the harbor that they should be ready to fire if needed.

The captain of the late King’s guard met us at the gangway to the ship.

“Where is the High King,” he asked.

The old man, whose name I had yet to get, replied, “Néill is dead. The pox finally rotted his brain away.”

“We knew it would be soon. Until recently, Néill was the best King we could ask for. What will we do now?”

I interrupted with a question.

“Who would normally inherit the crown?”

He replied, “That’s the problem. Three different people have equal claims. It will be a civil war.”

“Are any of them better than the others?”

“No, they are all worthless drunken wastrels.”

“That is a problem. After those three, is there anyone else with a possible claim?”

“My cousin and I both have equal claim. However, our people would never accept him because he loves men.”

I thought for a moment and turned to the old man.

“I never got your name, but would this man make a good King?”

“He is far better than any other claimant.”

“Will you support him?”

“Easily.”

The captain smiled. “Thanks, Dad.”

I was so surprised I snorted snot out of my nose. Once I recovered, I told the captain, “You are now the High King of Brega.”

The new King said, “It is not that easy. I will need soldiers to enforce my Kingship.”

“I will send a hundred men and some cannons with you.”

“The other claimants can raise a thousand men.”

I looked around the harbor.

“Sergeant, there are too many gulls investing the harbor. Take care of them.”

The Sergeant yelled, “At the gulls, ready, aim, and fire.”

Like a machine, the company of soldiers raised their rifles, aimed, and fired. By the time the last echo had rebounded off the buildings of Saltash, the gulls had dropped into the harbor waters.

“I think these soldiers are enough to enforce your rule. To be certain, I will send five cannon batteries to open any closed doors.”

The wide-eyed King stuttered out, “I think they will do.”

The new King was a young man, about thirty years of age. He was older than my new body but many years behind my old one.

He was a tall, solid, dark man who made me think of the black Irish. He inspired people from the way he carried himself. He would be a great King if he controlled himself and cared for his people.

His looks also exploded another myth of my time. The black Irish were supposed to be descendants of the Spanish Armada sunk by Drake and Howard. Since that wouldn’t happen for another eight hundred years, the myth appeared to be busted. I always enjoyed that show. Good TV shows like that were among the few things I missed from the twenty-first century.

I took the captain, his father, and the other advisors on a train to Owen-nap. That awed them, but they were more impressed with our four-field rotations. No field had to lay fallow. That alone might have staved off their coming famine.

The steam tractor and other farm implements were the icing on the cake. They could either use a few people to farm or plant more acreage. From the excited talk, it would be more acres.

I told them they could choose a group of farmers to come to learn what we had done, and then we would send farm advisors to help them implement the new systems.

I was direct because I couldn’t think of a way to put it delicately.

“Can you afford the steam tractors and other implements?”

“Strange as it may seem, we have plenty of silver in our treasury. The High King was about to spend it on hiring mercenaries to defend against the other Kingdoms. With your help, we can spend it on the farm equipment.”

“That is good. I was going to extend credit, but it is better if you don’t need it.”

In weeks, we sent five shiploads of grain with enough to feed their population through the coming winter.

Handpicked farmers were sent to Owen-nap to look at our farming methods. They were accompanied by four steam tractors and teams of advisors on their return to Ireland. The Irish farmers had been standoffish initially, not thinking we had anything to teach them. By the end of the trip, they were in continuous conversation with our advisors on how to get started.

There were also four other Kingdoms facing starvation. I sent ship after ship of grain to their ports with no request for payment.

The amount of grain we had to ship was putting a strain on our reserves. I would have been concerned if we didn’t have a lot of food freshly preserved.

I also knew others were probably facing the same food shortage beyond the four surrounding Kingdoms. The Irish may have lacked food but made up for it with their many Kingdoms.

One of my classes from my previous life discussed how every Irishman or woman could claim they were descended from a King. I now knew why. They had so many of them!

Ireland was split into many small Kingdoms resulting from their use of the Gavelkind inheritance laws. All the different Kings were related in some manner.

My people had negotiated for and obtained two tax-free ports that contained a marketplace we could use. I wanted more than one, so no Kingdom had more power than any other.

When our troops came ashore in Ireland, they marched to Loch Gabhair. The other Kingdoms had spies in the city, and word spread that we wouldn’t be messed with. Giving them free grain also kept things peaceful. I had obtained a foothold in Ireland without firing a shot. Well, one.


Chapter 13

We shipped all our excess grain to Ireland. We kept our normal silos full and a ten percent reserve. We fed Brega and the four surrounding Kingdoms. Ten more Kingdoms were surrounding the four that surrounded Brega. We were able to ship half the food they needed.

Five hundred thousand people were still vulnerable to starvation, half the current population of Ireland. I should be happy that we were saving so many, but I couldn’t stand the thought that all those people we couldn’t provide food would starve to death.

Using gold and silver from my treasury, I could buy enough wheat, turnips, and rutabaga to feed the remaining half of the people. My people also showed every Kingdom how to prepare huge fields for planting. But it was late fall, so we would get no more crops this year.

We planted winter wheat, a hard red from Russia. It cost me a small fortune for the seeds but planting them now would make the grain available in the spring.

Tons of cod were bought in Iceland for the Irish people. If the winter wasn’t too long, we could save everyone. If it was a long winter, there would be starvation.

Many Irish farmers from the different Kingdoms visited to learn how we handled our crops. And many of our people went to Ireland to teach them how to implement the new methods and run the machinery. We established a good rapport with the Irish.

We opened shops in the three markets given to us and five more in Kingdoms further inland. The shops were a combination of Cornwall government-supported shops and private enterprises.

I sent scouts, my term for our spies, to discover the relationship between the different Kingdoms. As the relationship with the various Kingdoms was established, they were posted on a blackboard in the war room of my Keep.

Establishing the most confusing Venn diagram I ever saw didn't take long. In one instance, a Kingdom would have to declare war on itself to meet the terms of its alliances.

I decided to make a special trip to Ireland to learn how the current King planned to handle this. His reply shouldn’t have surprised me.

“Why, on the side of whoever pays the most.”

I showed him a Venn diagram, on the back of a sheep’s skin, of his relationships with the other Kingdoms.

The King checked each overlapping circle after I explained how a Venn diagram worked.

“May I have a copy of this?”

“Certainly. I have brought an extra copy. In case you wanted one.”

The King thanked me, saying, “With this, I can figure out which neighbor is safest to attack.”

That statement solidified a thought I had been playing with.

I told him, “You might want to be careful about that. I’m siding with those who are attacked.”

He looked at me sharply, “I thought you weren’t going to be involved with Irish wars.”

“I wasn’t, but I’m not saving people from starving to let their neighbors kill them. You know this will go both ways. Anyone who attacks you will be at war with me.”

“What about false attacks, like I dress up my troops as being from the Kingdom I want to conquer and have them attack a neighboring Kingdom.”

I replied, “You could do that, but any Kingdom I save will be mine from that time forward.”

“So it would do me no good to attack another.”

“Now you understand, I’m not putting up with this eternal squabbling here in Ireland.”

“An Ireland at peace, now that is a strange thought.”

I added, “An Ireland at peace without starvation every few years.”

He looked pensive, shook his head once, then gave me a silly grin.

“That will be something to see. My dad used to dream of it but never could figure out how to make it happen.”

I asked, “How do you get all the Kings to come together?”

“We have a feis. A grand gathering of Kings, poets, musicians, and merchants of all stripes. It is a giant fair where everyone comes in peace, and the Kings talk.”

“Your Kingdom is central to most. Could you host a feis if I paid all expenses?

You could see the wheels turning in his head as he thought of how much he could profit from it.

I continued, “I will rent the land from you for the feis and charge a fee for space. That way, you make a profit, and I might break even.”

He wasn’t stupid and agreed right away.

We then spent an hour negotiating the cost of one thousand acres of land for two weeks. Neither of us was greedy, so we reached an accord.

After this first meeting, I turned everything over to my staff. The staff would have to arrange all the logistics and assemble what we would showcase from Cornwall.

Once he heard of what we were doing, Tom Smith wanted to set up a railroad that ran in a huge circle around the site.

I told him to go ahead. He would pay for the train set-up and collect a fare for the ride. He would do well out of the deal.

Baroness Agnes agreed to send four MASH units to the feis to care for the injuries that were bound to occur.

I had our mint stamp special coins for the first World's Fair. We would give them out in exchange for anything bought from our merchants.

While the ordinary citizens would have a lot of fun, there was another purpose for the gathering.

Since I called it and was paying for it, I would have a chance to set the agenda. I want to form a Council of Kings. The Kings would elect the head of the Council, who would serve at the leisure of the Kings. And unless voted out of office, would settle all disputes.

There was no way I would be head of that Council. The Irish could talk you to death. That’s why I wanted the Council. If they were talking, they wouldn’t be fighting. As Churchill said, “Jaw, jaw is better than war, war.”

I would have someone present at every meeting, and if it looked like a war was in the offing, I would step in with a quiet word to both parties.

In the meantime I had invited all Kings to send a delegation to Owen-nap to see what we had accomplished. On the tour, we highlighted roads, sewage disposal, schools, health care, and food production. We would sit down with each King and work with them to develop a plan to modernize their Kingdoms, about the size of my Baronies.

I don’t know why I had such a poor image of the Irish. As individuals, the Kings mostly were good leaders who wanted the best for their people. The problem was they had never developed industries. Add to that the inheritance method, and they were always competing for resources.

Besides keeping the peace and helping them when asked, I could do little more than set a good example.

There were times that winter I wondered if the Irish would starve. But they made it through and harvested the winter wheat to survive. A little thinner, maybe, but alive. There were no reported deaths due to starvation.

Although many were from a cold snap, how to prevent that was an agenda item for the Council of Kings.

It wasn’t all sweetness and light with the Kings. While there were no wars declared, there were border raids. I had to help remove a King who couldn’t get it through his head that those days were over.

Several Kings disappeared while on hunting trips. In each case, there was an heir ready to step forward. The heir and his entourage were on the hunt with the King. None of the heirs were direct descendants, nephews, or cousins. I kept out of those. Since no one appeared to miss the late Kings, I had no reason to get involved.

The persistent rumors that my people had arranged the death of these Kings were a shame. It was just a coincidence that each death worked in our favor. That is my story, and I’m sticking to it. Not that I wouldn’t have considered it. It just worked out before it became a large problem.

We established ourselves in the marketplaces that had been ceded to us. Pots, pans, and mirrors were the big sellers.

A paved road network was surveyed, but it would take several years to complete. I hoped it would bind the Irish together. It was in Cornwall’s' best interest to have a healthy, unified neighbor.

One pleasant surprise was how the Irish took to our educational system. Entire families were attending school. The kids during the day and their parents at night. Those who didn’t have kids old enough to look out for the little ones formed childcare groups.

The real surprise was how educated the new students were. It seems homeschooling might have been invented in Ireland. The Irish population was giving us a huge boost to the available pool of workers. We would have a flood of technical workers within five years.

There was no such thing as a passport system or quotas and limits on immigrants into Cornwall. Since Ireland was still using the Gavelkind inheritance laws, many Irish couldn’t support themselves off the land they had inherited. When they discovered we had land in the south of London and where Liverpool would be, they migrated by the thousands.

This turn of events overjoyed me. We had the land. Now we were getting the people. So, we had developed a farming package for new arrivals.

It included the basic farm tools, seeds, and a farmhouse and barn with several outbuildings. These were prefabricated at a factory near Dereham. There was also a septic system installed and wells dug.

Depending on the size of the family, there were different housing units available. It wasn’t one bedroom for one child. Some of these families had more than a dozen children. There were separate bedrooms for the parents, grandparents (both sets in some cases), and children above sixteen. The rest would sleep in dormitory-like rooms.

The largest house we had to put in place had eight separate bedrooms plus a girl's and boys' dormitory.

Every family coming into Cornwall went through one of Baroness Agnes MASH units for a basic health check and delousing. The women were offered a book on birth control. Not one declined it, and often requested extra copies for growing daughters.

All of a sudden, we had a surplus of general labor. Not that there wasn’t work for the Irish lads and lasses. We had Cornwall’s road and railroad infrastructure almost complete.

After training young men and women on building roads and railroads, they were sent to work in Amorica or back to Ireland to build the infrastructure there. The Irish kids returning to Ireland to work in high-paying jobs were asked many questions by the locals their age. This, in turn, increased the migration. Individuals were coming over instead of families. And they were much easier to absorb.

Despite the enormous cost of this, I was still putting money away. Soon, we will be expanding our presence to the mainland of Europe.

I was purposely avoiding Wales and Scotland. They would have to come around on their own. They were welcome to join Cornwall, but I wouldn’t try to force them. It hadn’t worked well in my timeline and wouldn’t go well here.


Chapter 14

The Franks were becoming a problem on the mainland of what would become France. They were eying prosperous Vellooasses as the city was the endpoint for caravans from the east.

They raided the caravans as they neared Velloosasses. But it didn’t work, as we had squads of soldiers join the caravan. My troops would join the caravan near Monaco and escort them to Vellooasses. Another squad would escort them back and wait for the next incoming caravan.

Once, two showed up simultaneously, but it was no problem. The troops considered it an easy duty. They were waiting two or three weeks between each caravan on the French Riviera.

I had spies learning what the Franks were up to. These spies had become a normal tactic with our neighbors. Even though I had no intentions towards Wales or Scotland (as I thought of them), I kept track of what was happening.

My spies found out what the leaders were thinking and roamed the countryside to find out what the people were thinking. At times, we knew more about an area than its leaders.

We kept meticulous records at our intelligence headquarters, the Cornish Intelligence Agency. Their records were in a large building with a sign out front that read, “The Owen-nap Road Authority.” No one would get the joke but me.

The Franks chieftains were planning to sack Vellooasses. They planned to assemble over forty thousand men for their assault and use Tours as their assembly point.

My spies overheard them talking about the fact I never attacked, only reacted. Usually I waited for them to attack us and then we would break them in the field or on a Keep's walls.  This time would be different.

The Franks had an encampment two miles out of town. It was placed there so they wouldn’t destroy Tours in their drunken revelry as they waited for more troops.

Patrols barred the warriors from sneaking into town. Of course, the Chiefs stayed in town.

That made what was to come easy for me.

We wouldn’t have to fight house-to-house, and the Chiefs would be separated from their men at a critical time.

I called a planning session with my military advisors.

Tom Smith asked why I hadn’t called a meeting of the senior advisors to decide if it was a good move.

Tom is a good friend but occasionally needs to be reminded who is boss. He took it well when I told him my mind was made up.

We couldn’t let the Franks get the upper hand, so there was no decision to be made. He looked a little hurt. Even so, it only took six tankards of ale to bring him around.

Eleanor was waiting for me when I rolled back into the Keep. She had some words for me.

The next morning, I had a hangover from hell. And it made me even more determined to work in the Franks. It was their fault my head hurt!

After a long planning session with my military advisors, we decided ten thousand men could handle anything the Franks could throw against us. It seemed overkill, but these guys had been working with modern weapons for some time, so I yielded to their advice.

Along with the men were twenty-five cannon batteries, four guns to a battery. Now, that was overkill. There wasn’t any fortified position in the world that could stand against this many cannons.

I was reminded we weren’t attacking walls. We would have thousands of enemy soldiers charging us. And we would need to break those charges or be overrun. Once again, I had to yield to the experts.

I thought it ironic that eighth-century soldiers were schooling a three-star General in the United States Army. I was smart enough to listen to good advice.

It did make me rethink the resentment I had felt for years about not getting a fourth star with the US Army because I didn’t have direct combat command. Maybe they were right. It only took me fifty years and thirteen centuries earlier to figure that out.

Like every other march to war, the first thing that needed to be considered was intelligence, which we had, and the logistics to support the battle plan.

The movement of that many people wouldn’t go unnoticed. At least we could quickly get them to the ports with our train system. It was the sea transportation that would be the bottleneck.

Moving the mass of our soldiers would be the last step. It would be less noticeable if we filled our warehouses in Vellooasses with food and other supplies first. We would have the ships arrive at twilight, unload them during the night, and have them gone by dawn.

Roving patrols swept the streets of Vellooasses all night so strangers wouldn’t stumble on our activities. The only people stopped by the patrols were residents on legitimate errands like the baker going to work. That doesn’t mean there weren’t any spies, just that they had good cover.

It’s why we set up checkpoints on the roads going into Frankish territory. Some suspicious characters were stopped and searched, but no notes were found on our actions. That gave some hope that we could leave the Franks little time to react to us when our men arrived.

With the supplies pre-positioned, it was time to move troops. The logistics were horrible. We had twenty ships that could carry one hundred men across at a time. That meant five complete crossings for each ship. We had five hundred cavalry troops, so their horses needed their crossing. Then, the cannons would require the ships for another crossing.

We estimated getting all the men, cannons, and horses across would take three weeks. There was no way this could be done in secrecy.

A breakthrough came from the strangest direction.

Evie, in charge of the fractionating operation, came to me asking for support in breaking several ships free to haul additional equipment to Anglet.

It was as though a light bulb came on.

Evie could have the ships for equipment, but they would also carry soldiers. The ships would haul all the men and material to Anglet. It was over a hundred miles from Vellooasses, but we could have all men and their equipment in place before moving them north.

The nice part was the asphalt road now ran between the two ports. Once all were ashore, we could move the troops to Vellooasses in four days.

When I brought this up to my advisors, they were convinced I was a military genius. I didn’t correct them.

The seas didn’t cooperate, and it took two weeks longer than we estimated to get the troops across. One ship was lost with horses on board. We guessed the horses had broken loose in rough seas and, in their panic, overloaded one side of the ship, causing it to capsize.

That tragedy aside, things went well. I had seen much worse in World War II. War hardens one in ways that can’t be comprehended by those who have never seen it.

We had an advance party proceed to Anglet to build a temporary camp to house everyone. They did a good job and decided to maintain it for future operations. I saw the day we would go into what I knew as Spain.

At Vellooasses, the ships were bringing the wagons and horses to move all the supplies that had been assembled. All while our troops were moving north from Anglet.

It ended up taking six days instead of four to move our army. Even with paved roads and bicycles, there were many people to move and set up camp each day.

A camp was set up outside of Vellooasses for the army. The engineers setting up these camps were getting good at their job. Each evening, the soldiers would arrive at a campsite identical to the one they left that morning. There were even street signs in place to give directions.

We continued using units given simple designations such as Green One using Green One campsite.

The only problem arose when one company of soldiers ticked off the engineers and were assigned Pink One. We almost had a riot. I settled it by assigning Pink One to mostly female MASH units. The men in the MASH units didn’t seem to mind; they were traveling with many women.

As one man told me, “Call me anything you want. I’m a happy man.”

I didn’t go into any detail.

There were no real roads from Vellooasses to Tours. And only a few rough tracks that would slow any army down.

My engineering units were working on them. Nothing highly visible like a graded road. Just smoothing out potholes, lessening grades on hills, and other fine touches. The best thing they did was make bridges to cross deeper or faster streams. The bridges were disassembled for easy portability and could be put back together in hours. Each stream had a bridge in place when the army arrived. Food was in place at every prepared campsite.

Only one wide body, the Loire south of Tours, flowed east to west. We had to cross it. The engineers used a pontoon design from one of the books I had dictated for them. It took one hundred wagon teams to haul it into place.

We didn’t have extra wagons for them, but they took on the new loads as we emptied our supply wagons.

How fast we were going through our food supplies was frightening. We estimated moving our army from Vellooasses to the Loire near Tours would take ten days. Paton’s Red Ball Express would have been proud of how our wagon teams kept everything moving.

We had mounted scouts out for miles in every direction, looking for enemy scouts. The scouts were especially alert for any locals trying to travel towards Tours to give warning.

Our plan was for the army to reach the Loire early in the morning and set up camp as though preparing for a long stay. By that time, the Franks would understand we were there in force.

That night, the engineers would build the pontoon bridge, and our army would be crossing by daylight. While the bridge was being built, a small fleet of row boats would take more engineers and soldiers across.

The first engineering units would immediately start building a defensive position. The soldiers would guard their position, and scouts would be sent out.

The bridge was in place at daybreak, and units were moving across. The fortification was going slower than predicted due to heavy clay soil. There would be a “lessons learned,” session after this war this delay would be high on the list. It would have been a disaster if the Franks had been prepared to attack us immediately.

The first Frank scouts were reported at noon the first day. They didn’t seem to be taking us seriously. We thought it was because they had almost forty thousand men to our ten thousand. From that point of view, they were correct. They may have heard of our weapons but hadn’t seen them in action.

They would soon enough.

We would rest for several days, allowing our logistics train to catch up with our food and supplies. The cannon would join us with their armed escort of five hundred men.

We would march on the camp outside of Tours two days after that.


Chapter 15

We were able to march as planned. But there was something wrong.

Only a few enemy scouts had been spotted, and they fled immediately. It was obvious they were tracking our progress, and that was it. No attempts to sabotage our supply train. No picking off stragglers.

One thing we didn’t have was camp followers. We wouldn’t allow any on our ships and had a screening force behind us to keep them in Vellooasses.

The whole thing left me uneasy. They were warned and waiting for us. As we marched in columns, we were vulnerable to a charge. I had sent scouts out, but they saw no signs of an ambush. The closer we got, the more nervous I was. Something stunk about this whole set-up.

The Franks weren’t known for their battle strategy. Their armies were known for charging and overwhelming their foes.

We finally came within a mile of their camp outside of Tours. And our scouts reported the camp was doing business as though nothing was happening.

Still unsettled, we continued to follow our battle plan. We marched our column within five hundred yards of the camp, wheeled right, and were ready to open fire.

We had a cannon between every unit loaded with canister shots. We could fire three rounds a minute and still sponge the barrel out. A crew could fire five rounds if they didn’t sponge first. The downside was the smoldering powder left in the barrel would ignite the next charge, killing most of the crew. This method was only used in the most desperate circumstances.

I was about to signal to open fire when I noticed a change in our position. The leading element of our column facing the enemy was now turning to face the direction we had marched in and were spreading out as though they expected a charge from the side of our lines.

I was mounted along with my immediate staff. We took off to see what was going on. We didn’t make it to the turning line before we found out.

The Franks had hidden warriors in front of our line of march. We were in danger of being rolled up as they charged, screaming and yelling toward the thin line waiting for them.

Later, I found out that ten cannons had made the turn. They opened fire and kept firing, not sponging out the barrels. It was the only thing that saved us that day.

As Wellington said, “It was a near-run thing.”

When the cannon facing the charging enemy opened fire, so did the ones facing the enemy encampment. They were ready for us, only pretending to go about their daily business.

The side charge must have had five thousand men and the camp thirty-five thousand. They came roaring out of the camp, adding to the noise. My cannons went too quick, firing the canister without sponging. My battle plan was falling apart in front of me.

My soldiers were firing their ON-47s as fast as they could, and the Franks were falling in windrows. But more kept coming. Amongst the dim of the battle, I could hear the sounds of cannon barrels exploding. The penalty for not sponging out the barrels.

My cannoneers kept firing. It was this or die. By this time, I and my staff had reached the head of our column.

Our men stood firm repelling the charging, Franks. It was not so much repelling as slaughtering. Five of the ten cannons had been ruined when un-sponged barrels ignited the next charge being rammed home. Half of the cannon crew manning those guns were down.

By my first estimate, we had lost over a hundred men in the fight as the Franks reached our lines. As the men emptied their rifles and pistols, they went to knives and bayonets. They died but held. They had saved the day.

In the meantime, the main charge was being stopped cold. We had cannons and over four thousand rifles firing into the charge. The Franks were only five hundred yards away when they started their charge. A single man could cover that distance by walking in a few minutes.

This charge was different. It was a huge mass of men holding each other up. Our guns were mowing them down, causing them to slow down as they stepped or jumped over the fallen bodies of their comrades.

It was closer to ten minutes before the mass was close enough to engage our men. By that time, thirty-five thousand men were less than five thousand. My men fired their semi-automatic rifles as fast as they could.

The Franks were winded as they continued to stagger forward. I had seen many charges in different wars, but nothing like this.

They closed within fifty yards of us before the last of them fell. I only saw a few turn away and retreat. The Vikings were known for their berserk charges, which bordered on insanity.

Oddly, the Franks didn’t have any archers or ballista’s. If they had some ranged weapons, things would have been different.

As our gunfire ended, I tried to find the Officer who ordered the turn to make him a Baron on the spot. Unfortunately, he died in the battle. All I could do was posthumously present the Cornwall Medal of Honor and a pension to his wife and children.

We lost over a thousand men in what should have been an easy fight. It brought home the old army saying, “The enemy has a vote in every battle.”

The dead were being looted and the badly wounded, put out of their misery. None of the fallen Franks seemed lightly wounded and could be saved.

It was a bad battle.

A Senior Sergeant came up to me.

“My Lord, we haven’t found the bodies of any of the Frankish Chieftains on the field.”

I signaled for the head of my cavalry.

“It seems the Frankish leaders have fled. Take all your men around the other side of Tours. They probably fled towards Paris. Ride them down.”

“Aye, My Lord.”

He ordered his signalman to have his troops follow him. All five hundred took off at a rapid trot.

The MASH units were seeing to our wounded. The few living Franks were put to picking up their dead and digging a mass grave. There weren’t enough of them to finish the job before the bodies began to rot.

Tours hadn’t closed its gates so that we wouldn’t loot the city. I sent a messenger to the city officials demanding that they send out men to help bury the dead, or we would leave them the mess. Soon, hundreds of workers poured out of the city to help.

It would still take days to bury them all in a mass grave.

There was one noticeable group missing. There were no camp followers. I asked one of the locals why none was present. He informed me they had been held hostage on the other side of the city. The Frankish leaders threatened to put them all to death if their men didn’t fight to the end. That explained the mad charge.

Soon, a rider returned to report the conditions on the other side of the city. There was a huge encampment of the camp followers. Some were still there, others had started walking north towards Paris, others south to Poitiers.

The Frankish Chiefs headed north to Paris as we thought. They were slowed down by their baggage train. I expect it was the treasures they were trying to hold on to. It would be their death.

We set up a camp two miles from the battlefield. We didn’t want to sleep with the stench of death. It took three days to clean up the battlefield. This included burying the dead - theirs in a mass grave, ours with honor.

Weapons were collected, though they weren’t worth much. I ordered that we pay one silver for daggers, two for swords, and one for spears. That was the worth of the metal. As weapons, we had no use for them.

Our cavalry returned with the Chieftain’s baggage train. They had caught up with the leaders and killed them. Some may have escaped into the woods, but not enough to worry about.

When the baggage train was searched, there were some items of value but not enough to be worth all their lives.

Greed and fear had killed all these people.

I sent a thousand men south on the short trip to Poitiers. They were to demand the city's surrender, with their leaders coming to Tours to swear allegiance to me. This had been a costly venture, and they were going to pay. I made the same demands of Tours. I was keeping this land.

There wasn’t as much resistance to this as I thought. It seems the Franks were divided into factions. They didn’t get along.

We had fought the northern Franks.

The southern Franks had seen the advantages of being in the Cornish sphere of influence. And had been debating how they could either join us or conquer us. Now, they were part of us, and it cost them nothing.

After two weeks, my army started north to Paris. I intended to take all Aquitaine and Neustria.

Before I could leave Tours area another problem had to be addressed.

What to do with the thousands of refugees? The widows and children of the Franks killed in battle. I couldn’t let them starve, which would certainly happen.

I reached an agreement with the city officials of Tours that I would pay for their short-term food support until we took Paris. After that we would escort them back to their home territories.

What we would do after that was uncertain, but I felt responsible for them. I set a group of farm advisors to develop a plan.

They surprised me by coming back the next day with a plan. They proposed that women be allowed to form farm co-ops where they worked collectively to raise crops and their children.

They would have to be escorted to their home areas and take up those farms which were near each other. Any they couldn’t use would be sold; the money given to the co-op.

There would be some women and children that wouldn’t fit in with any groups. These would live on a working farm supported by me. Later it turned out I had to support two hundred women and children, which wasn’t a strain on the budget.

It ended up working out well. These women became the core of our teachers and healthcare personnel. I cheated; I turned the problem over to Baroness Agnes.

But first we had to take Paris.

It took two weeks to move the army north to the Seine River. The crude bridges crossing the river had been taken down. It didn’t matter as the engineers had pontoon bridges ready to assemble and cross the river.

The Frankish force couldn’t interfere with the bridge building effort, our cannon fire kept them away from the bridgehead.

We crossed the bridge, and the city officials of Paris opened the gates and surrendered. Another chase began to round up or kill escaped Chiefs.

There weren’t many, and were poorer than the last group.

Latin was the common language between us. Cornish which was a prototype English would come into use. The local Patois fell by the wayside over the next several years as it wasn’t taught in the new schools we instituted.

I’m afraid there would never be a “French” language.


Chapter 16

We would never have been able to handle the logistics of the Frankish campaign without radio. We were able to update our urgent needs immediately. You think you have everything planned out. Then someone says, ‘oops, I forgot the toilet paper.’

What we really needed urgently was sponging rods for our cannons. We shot half of them at the enemy. Getting things out of order is easy when things are fast and furious.

We also needed all the sundries for the refugees. It was good that we had batteries for our radios, but they were quickly put on our replenishment list.

Ammunition was another high-demand item, especially after taking Paris.

Paris was different than I remembered, to say the least. No Eiffel tower, or Notre Dame. The remains of the Roman Palace and the Temple of Jupiter occupied the island in the center of the Seine. The whole city was a dump. No sewage system or running water. After testing, we closed all their wells for being contaminated beyond belief.

Our engineers had their hands full, building fortified camps at Paris, Tours, and Poitier. And troops were needed at each site to keep control of the area.

With the Franks losing almost forty thousand men, you would have thought there would be a shortage of young men. Not so. They seemed to come out of the woodwork, intent on stealing all they could from us.

Road crews were brought in from Cornwall to survey a road and rail network. I wanted to absorb and pacify this area as quickly as possible.

The census crews were out in force. Armed guards accompanied them. It was like the early days in old Cornwall.

The Baroness Agnes health groups were doing their best. They wanted to visit every small village and town, but it proved impractical for good reason. At least, a good reason for me.

We had picked up an additional quarter million people. Granted, they were subsistence farmers for the most part, but they were a pair of hands. How willing was yet to be seen.

Between the Anglo, the Saxons, the Jutes, and the Franks, we now had three-quarters of a million people under the influence of Cornwall.

Enough to keep our factories busy and needing labor, but not enough to start an industrial revolution.

I didn’t count the Irish, they were still independent of us. But they were migrating from Ireland to the empty farms south of London and around Liverpool.

We had occupied new territory down to a science. I had to give very few orders to start the census, create health care, and introduce modern farming methods.

Some of our farmers from Owen-nap spent more time on the new frontiers teaching our farming methods than tending their farms. The ten percent of the first year’s crop for their assistance was a big incentive. They were making money far beyond what staying home would do.

Our sales to Constantinople and beyond brought a large fortune. It was good because we were spending a lot on expanding our infrastructure.

Disease was another huge money sink concerning me. We desperately tried to develop antibiotics to combat smallpox, yellow fever, and the black plague.

We were vaccinating people as fast as possible, but would still be vulnerable to an outbreak of smallpox. We would be at the complete mercy of others.

The plague that had killed so many people a few years ago had a higher mortality rate than any plague I could find in the literature I had memorized.

It was more virulent and lasted longer than any seen in my history. All we could do was try to devise remedies that had worked in my time. Even if we could reinvent them, it didn’t mean they would work on these strains of diseases.

Baroness Agnes had a research laboratory working on day and night. There was no way her group could support this effort, so I was picking up the tab.

It seemed like we were in a race against time and losing. There were no reports from the east of new plagues, but it could happen anytime. Even the Byzantine rulers were aware of the problem and had every caravan on the Silk Road checked for plague carriers. They had destroyed several suspected caravans. By destroyed, I mean they killed and burned all materials, animals, and people in the caravan. That was only on suspicion.

With the radio reports, we would have plenty of time to establish a complete quarantine at the channel, but that would be a last resort.

Just when I thought we had a plan, it was upset.

I was in Owen-nap when I received word that a strange huge ship sailed into Saltash harbor. From the description, it was Chinese junk!

We had been exchanging caravans along the Silk Road for five years now. I had traded a map of the sea route around India and the Cape of Good Hope. A ship had finally attempted the trip.

Taking a train trip to Saltash was not on my plans for the day, but this could be a disaster. We used the high ball signals from my time to indicate the wide-open track for my southbound train. All others were shuttled to sidings.

What in the early days took three hours, we covered in forty-five minutes. Upon arrival, a fast horse got me to the docks.

Fortunately, no one had tried to exit the docked ship yet. Using a speaker hooked up at the harbor master’s office, I asked if anyone aboard could speak Latin. Etiam was yelled back. This word was yes in Latin.

I had a battery-powered speaker hoisted aboard the large junk. It must have been at least a thousand tonner, and could haul a thousand tons. This cargo would be the largest shipment ever to reach our shores, maybe the largest sent anywhere in the world.

No one was attempting to leave the junk. But that may have been due to the armed soldiers preventing it.

Using the speakers, we were able to communicate effectively. Even if half of Saltash heard us.

I explained we were concerned about diseases. They understood our concern and assured us they had none aboard. I countered that we would hold them on their ship for two weeks to ensure they didn’t have a plague.

They weren’t thrilled with this, but had no choice. I assured them we would provide fresh fruits and vegetables to them at no charge. The ship would be lit up at night and any trying to sneak ashore would be killed and the body burned.

I was scared to death of the possibilities. If I had thought it through, I would have realized the plague would have already killed them. Fear can drive rationality out.

Later, it came to me that they might all be carriers and that any contact with them could be fatal.  They had a few accidental deaths early on, but that was to be expected.

Their cargo list wasn’t complete. They didn’t want to share everything they had, but most of the cargo was silk, tea, and China. In turn, they were interested in our mainstays of mirrors, microscopes, and telescopes.

They also were extremely interested in the loudspeakers we first used on the pier.

The two weeks flew by for me, but was probably as slow as molasses for them. Finally, we gave them all clear to come ashore. They were directed into a MASH tent set up as they descended the gangplank.

You could hear the squawks when they had their short arms inspected and delousing. The head nurse reported that they had several cases of VD, which could be treated with penicillin, and all of them were covered in lice.

What surprised me a little was that there were no cases of scurvy. They traded for fresh fruit at every opportunity, especially limes, lemons, and oranges. I thought the British Navy were the ones who figured it out in the nineteenth century.

I held a welcome dinner in the Saltash Keep the next day. We settled the crew in a barracks and the leaders in guest rooms at the Keep. Baroness Catherine was a hostess at the event. Eleanor was present, but since it wasn’t her Keep, she didn’t try to usurp the honors.

During dinner I learned the Emperor of China sponsored the expedition. It put a different complexion on things. Not that his power would reach this far, but it would impact our relations in the future.

I stopped at that thought. I hadn’t thought that globally before. Maybe Cathy would be a Princess.

There were several things we were keeping secret. The radios were first on the list. Second was our weapons. They had to have a good idea that we had unusual weapons, but not the real extent of our firepower.

If nothing else, they had seen a schooner with a mounted cannon enter the port while in quarantine. I blew it.  I hadn’t informed all shipping not to use signal cannon as they came into port.

At breakfast the next morning, a new item was on the Chinese list of items they wanted. Toilet paper! They were willing to trade for the paper, but were interested in learning the process.

I explained that a privately owned business made the paper and they would have to deal with it. I told the company they were free to trade and take the Chinese for all they could.

They could even sell intellectual property. Not that I called it that. I referred to it as the process. The toilet paper wouldn’t survive a year at sea unless sealed in metal containers. They were too far away to be a competitor.

We discussed a licensing agreement but realized there would be no way to track sales. It would be better to sell the process outright.

We had an unofficial exchange rate between our goods from prior trading, so that part went easily. Most deals were made with my companies, but some were with private individuals.

The Chinese traders saw a steam tractor after riding the train to Owen-nap, and wanted them badly. The railroad was a publicly owned company, but I was the majority shareholder. So we negotiated the plans for a steam engine, cars, tracks, sundry, and other support equipment.

It quickly became apparent they couldn’t afford them with the goods they had on board. So they brought out the tons of silver and gold they used for ballast.

That ship was as loaded as one of the South American Spanish treasure fleets. They could only buy the plans for the equipment. Their ship was large, but it couldn’t haul a railroad.

Though it would haul a steam tractor Tom Smith sold for a small fortune. He wouldn’t sell them the plans, and would have to reverse-engineer it.

When Cathy was little and we took her somewhere, we had to search her for anything she may have picked up. That was how I felt about the Chinese.

In Cathy’s case, an innocent child’s curiosity drove her to be a pint-sized kleptomaniac. With the Chinese, it was the desire to steal for profit. My intelligence people had a hard time keeping up with them. And it quickly became a game between the two groups.


Chapter 17

I watched them unloading the gold and silver ballast from the bottom of the Chinese junk. They had to unload several sealed barrels before taking the last of the ballast out.

“What is in the barrels?” I asked Chan, the head trader beside me.

“Some weird spices we picked up on the islands on the way here. Some we know of; others are new to us. I thought we would buy them and see how they sold at home. It would be nice to have a new product for our markets.”

“May I see what you have?”

“I will have one of each type opened for you.”

The first barrel opened and almost did me in. Black pepper. I leaned in to take a whiff. My advice to you is never to lean over a barrel of black pepper and take a whiff!

I sneezed and had watering eyes for fifteen minutes. Chan was roaring with laughter. He knew what it was and thought it would be a good joke. Some of us weren’t laughing.

Tom Smith was a traitor. He thought it was as funny as all get out. That wasn’t the one that hurt, though. My daughter Cathy was hysterical at the sight of my condition.

Not hysteric about her poor father’s condition. Hysterical laughter was more like it. There will be paybacks!

After thoroughly washing my face and rinsing my eyes, I could check what was in the other barrels, which had been opened for my perusal.

Chan had seen our cannons fire, so he understood me when I explained that a way to kill a person was to bend them over the barrel of a cannon and blow them in half. I think he got the message because there were no more tricks.

There were barrels of cumin, turmeric, caraway, anise, cinnamon, ginger, clove, and, of course, black pepper. There was one group of barrels that weren’t opened.

“Chan, what are in those?”

“Oh, that is only sugar. We always try to pick some up in India, as we know we can sell it.”

“May I please see what you have?”

It turned out they had seventy tons of cane sugar in granular form. He agreed to sell me twenty tons as he nervously looked at the cannon I had sent for.

I had no intention of harming him, but it wouldn’t hurt for him to sweat a little. I broke down and told him he would come to no harm and asked him what he wanted for that much sugar.

“It is worth a silver pound at home.”

That was not the number he quoted me, but what it translated to in our terms.

“I will pay a silver and a half for twenty tons.”

He perked up at that. “Deal!”

He thought momentarily. “Would you be interested in all of it at that price?”

“Yes.”

We shook hands, and I was now the proud owner of seventy tons of sugar. Call me Mr. Tooth Decay.

Sugar is best stored in an airtight container in a cool, dry place. So I was torn between opening each barrel and checking or keeping them sealed.

I decided to check them all out of an abundance of caution. I didn’t want to get stiffed. The barrels weren’t truly airtight, so repackaging was in order anyway.

I’m glad I had them opened. One barrel contained a dead, mostly decomposed body. Chan looked and shook his head.

“Here we thought Ming had fallen over the side.”

He shrugged his shoulders, and I arranged for the burial of the poor Chinese sailor. We never figured out why he was in that barrel. It would have been easier to toss him overboard.

Other than that, all was in order. I had the barrels resealed and wrapped tightly in PVC film with a flashed-on tin coating. It wouldn’t stand much handling without cracking the tin, but if left alone wouldn’t allow air through to degrade the sugar.

One barrel was taken to the Keep for the cooks to play with. I explained that it was as sweet as honey and that a little would go a long way. Cook immediately started baking cookies, which she normally used honey for.

I couldn’t wait to teach her how to make ice cream.

Carefully, I showed her the black pepper and explained its uses. One of our servants brought samples of the other spices to the kitchen. The cook and her helper were ecstatic with all the new spices to experiment with.

Eleanor and Cathy joined the kitchen crew as they explored their newfound wealth.

I sent Chan off for a balloon ride. He had heard of the balloons and told me they were trying to make them in China, but were having difficulty heating the air without catching the balloon on fire.

Ibn was charged with taking him up.

Chan asked him, “Why do they call you Ibn? It means ‘son of’? It is not your name.”

“These Cornish men can’t pronounce anything correctly, so I told them to call me that, as it fits in their mouth.”

I think I was just insulted, but let it go as I had other priorities.

My mission was to go to Tom’s prototype shop and have them make five ice cream churns. I couldn’t wait to introduce my family to ice cream sundaes. It is a shame we didn’t have any bananas.

A Far East trading mission was now on my list. Just think. Ice Cream! How I wished we could get to South America, then, it would be chocolate ice cream!

Ice Cream was one of the few things I missed from my time. That and pizza. We could make pizza, but I had never taught Cook how to make it.

I was never much of a carbonated beverage drinker, but now we had sugar. Maybe I should introduce that. As I said, just call me Mr. Tooth Decay. On second thought, maybe we should have some trained dentists first.

I was at the shop for several hours, showing them what I wanted and watching them start. Satisfied with the shop's progress, I headed to the Keep’s kitchen.

I returned to a world of wonderful odors. The ladies were baking cookies by the plate full. The bread ovens were in full use. They would have enough cookies for everyone in the village when they were finished. Our village was now a small town of five thousand people. That is a lot of cookies!

The cooks had already used about ten pounds of sugar. At this rate, I needed to send a whole trading fleet east and do it very soon.

I explained what an apple pie was with a cup of coffee and a cookie in hand. We had meat pie pasties, but we had never tried fruit pies.

I waxed lyrically about apple, cherry, and blueberry pie. I made a mental note to add lemons to my list of desired fruits. It would take some years, but we could even build a greenhouse and plant lemon trees.

Years ago, or years ahead, Dory and I had toured Winterthur. Now, that was an idea. It would be long term, but building an arboretum like that would be magnificent.

We would allow tours, but its most important use besides growing tropical fruits would be giving the kids a place to play in the winter.

Using my gold and silver to build an arboretum would be a better use of it than keeping it in a vault.

That is when I realized my concern was survival when I arrived here. Boy had I come a long way.

Chan and I concluded our business several days and cookies later. He had the goods he came for, and I had tons of silk and spices. We also updated each other's maps. On their last night, we provided him and his sailors a feast. There were over a hundred guests, so we had it in the courtyard of the Keep. The weather favored us. It was a warm, dry night.

It was the perfect night to introduce ice cream. The poor servants in the Keep had been hand-cranking the ice cream churns for days. Tom was building a steam-powered churn for large batches, but that was days away.

Strawberries and mint were mixed in with plain vanilla ice cream. We had many a flavor to look forward to. The cooks didn’t believe that you could use coffee to flavor ice cream. It wasn’t my favorite, but I think I had painted myself into a corner on the subject and would be stuck eating a lot in the future.

Not a fate worse than death.

One good thing came out of all the baking and ice cream making. I had been declared the best husband and daddy in the world.

Not all was sweetness and light. I still had to hold court and decide the fate of wrongdoers and the stupid. Most people weren’t evil, just dumb.

Very few needed to be put down like the mad dogs they were. Most just needed a swift kick in the rear to straighten them out.

I was getting good at the swift kicks or road gang sentences. Most days, the court was boring, same old, same old. Arguments over who owned the colt resulted from a stallion straying or a boundary with fallen boundary stones.

On occasion, something interesting would come along. I’ll never forget the case of the old man exposing himself to the old lady next door.

She complained that he took his clothes off in his bedroom daily and stood naked before her as he got ready for bed.

He didn’t deny being naked in his bedroom. I But the policeman who investigated noted she had to stand on a chair in her bedroom to get the right angle to see him through his window.

I found her guilty of being a peeping Tomasina and sentenced her to five days of sweeping the streets in front of his house.

The kicker was when the old man pled for leniency on her behalf. Looking at the two of them, I had to shake my head. I put her on probation and watched them leave the court hand in hand.

The court scribe wanted to know what a peeping Tomasina was. I explained it was a female peeping Tom. From his look, that didn’t help. I decided to leave a little mystery in his life.

All this was amidst the absorption of my recent victories. Good people were in place to handle the details, but I got daily reports on how things were going.

Our engagement with the Irish was going well. They were enthusiastically accepting the new farming practices. They were tired of starving. My surveying crews worked hard there, settling boundary disputes that had been going on for hundreds of years.

The Irish were poor but inventive and hardworking. They soon had crews out improving their road systems. There was even talk of a railroad. I thought about investing in it, but decided that might go too far. I suspect they were in for a boom and bust cycle and wanted no part.

I would ensure the Irish didn’t starve but wouldn’t bail out poor decisions. I had seen enough of that in my timeline.


Chapter 18

The south of what I was now calling England was populated by immigrating Jutes and Anglo-Saxons. We even had some Picts and Welsh showing up. The Irish were filling in the gaps.

Since these diverse people would have problems settling in, there were patrols in every area to ensure the people weren’t blaming each other and starting fights or persecution. My country would be a melting pot, to coin a phrase in the here and now.

A representative of a group of Monks approached me. They wanted to write a dictionary. I told them I would fund this. I only asked they include loan words from all groups where possible.

They had no problem with this, but warned me that all groups adopted the words I introduced. It was considered a sign of class and intelligence to speak the same as the Count!

The conquered Frankish lands had not lost many people in the war as a percentage of their population. They were rapidly recovering from their plague losses.

My lands were now approaching a million people. This many people were driving a mini-industrial revolution. Mini because it didn’t reach every industry equally.

Manufacturing cooking ware, cutlery, and China was in the first wave of mechanical improvements.

Of course, I had to use the term mini in my speech. Soon, everything was a mini-this or mini-that.

One event struck my funny bone, and I had difficulty explaining it to Eleanor and Catherine.

Cathy had a new doll that looked like her in hair coloring, proportion, and dress.

I asked her about the new doll.

“It’s a Mini-Me.”

Neither she nor her mother understood why I laughed myself silly. When I tried to explain it, I kept breaking down into more laughing. I was finally told to never mind.

Within two weeks, I saw an ad in our newspaper for a new line of Mini-Me dolls. Send them your child’s particulars, and you will be sent a genuine Mini-Me doll like Lady Catherine played with.

That explained the temporary workshop in a side room at the Keep. Eleanor said if sales continued, they would move to a permanent location.

At least they kept my name out of it. The company was “Mini-Me.” They started a male line of Soldier Mini-Me for the boys. I wondered what the penalty would be for stealing a trademark from another timeline.

Another industry that grew overnight and was moving from handmade to machine-made was radio sets in wooden cabinets. They were a bit pricy for the common household, but became more common as the price decreased due to the production scale. Every Baron had a huge set in their Keep, and most village taverns sported one. Especially when they started broadcasting the play-by-play of the local baseball games. The public soon shortened tavern to Tav, so they were called Sports Tavs. I left it alone.

One thing we didn’t have on the radio was music. Well there was the Church choir broadcast on Sunday. What we didn’t have was entertainment music.

There were several reasons for this. We didn’t have musical instruments beyond simple pipes and lyres. There weren’t that many songs, and there weren’t any songwriters.

I complained about this lack to Eleanor, and she took me to task. What did I think Minstrels and Bards did? Shortly after that, new shows appeared on the radio. A Minstrel hour where various Minstrels demonstrated their talents. A Bard show where tales were told.

Before long, our radio station, which ran all the radio stations, ran paid advertisements.

Every village had the equivalent of a Barbar Shop quartet. The Quartets became one of the most popular broadcasts.

I even gave a five-minute talk each week about important issues facing us and what we were doing. I invited people to write to our administration building with requests and suggestions. This invitation was practical and a way to get back at Thad for his office building.

My next science project was the phonograph and records. Not that I intended to do any of the work aside from dictate several books on the subject. These books were turned over to a team from our newly formed engineering college.

The college specialized in scientific subjects with few of the humanities. Frankly, I thought they were taught too much in my time. The people who took those courses were more interested in the social aspects of advanced schooling. The men in partying, and the women in earning their Mrs. degree.

I paid for the college to be built and funded its first several years. All I asked in return was that anything patentable by a team working at the university would result in ten percent plus materials and rent going to the school. Five percent to the faculty advisor, the rest divided between the team members. If a team member contributed so little that they deserved little or nothing, it would be decided by the courts. Namely me.

The team went straight for vinyl records, skipping the cylinders. They went with a full-blown battery-operated turntable. It took eight months to create the first working model.

It was now a natural progression for a team to form a company and start selling their product.

They bought the blank vinyl disks from an injection molding company. Then record the music or tale on a wax disk to produce the record.

A master recording is then cut using a cutting lathe. The carve the pre-recorded music into blank master discs made from lacquer-coated aluminum or copper. 

Once the master disc is created, it is electroplated with nickel to create a negative metal mold called a stamper. 

The stamper is used to press thousands of vinyl copies of the master. This method, while tried and true in the record industry, was expensive and time-consuming.

The team soon investigated and started using the cutting lathe for etching grooves into a mold and using the injection molding process, bypassing several steps in the production process, and the molds lasted longer than the master disks.

This process provided better audio quality and lower production costs than traditional stamping methods.

The turntable was mechanized and designed to spin the record with the help of a direct drive system or belt. As the record spins, a needle reads the grooves.

The cone-shaped needle hangs from a stretchy band of metal. A turntable needle is usually made from a hard material, like a diamond or sapphire bit since the gems weren’t available at a reasonable price, steel needles were used. The steel needles wore out quickly but were cheap to replace.

The needle is set at one end of the tonearm, located on the side of the turntable, parallel to the vinyl. The arm moves across the vinyl as the needle follows the grooves.

The needle picks up the vibrations as it moves around the grooves of sound, and these vibrations travel through the metal band located at the end of the arm. Then to the wires of the cartridge at the end of the tonearm.

The coil in a magnetic field turns the vibrations into an electric signal, which is then carried from the wires to the amp. These signals eventually turn into sound via the speakers, producing the music.

They had a nice wooden cabinet and a record player to sell. And hired Minstrels and Bards to record their works. They were even sophisticated enough to have a royalty program for their artists based on sales of the records. They adopted this payment plan method after I had a closed-door meeting with them.

There wouldn’t be the abuses of the music industry from my time. Payola would be punished severely. No beheadings, but the perpetrators would regret their actions.

I had a gift set made up for the Emperor in Constantinople. I was far past trying to hide our successes from the world.

The set included the record player, ten sets of all the records produced so far, plenty of steel needles, battery sets, and two battery charging stations. I had a man accompany them to show how it worked.

I even cut a record of greetings from me to the emperor. I was polite but in no way admitted he was my Sovereign. I was also generic in my references to the emperor. There might be a change in emperors before the present got there. Though our spy units there were reporting an unusual period of stability.

The radio stations started playing recorded music and set off an economic boom. Everyone had to have a radio set. Next was a record player in the home and an electrical generator. That meant the purchase of records.

Our economy had been good, but its growth was insane. I didn’t realize how much pent-up demand there was. People had plenty of money with nowhere to spend it. Now, they were spending it freely on the new products.

People became rich overnight. I would have said millionaires, but there hadn’t been that much inflation. Having fifty thousand silvers was the local equivalent.

The newly rich were spending their money like there was no tomorrow. The way the large houses and local mansions were going up, you would think they were rock stars. I guess, in a way, they were.

It didn’t take long for the musicians to go on tour. I couldn’t believe how quickly some aspects of the twenty-first century were catching on.

The next morning, there was the most terrible racket outside. It was driving the dog’s and horse’s crazy.

Running to the front entrance to the Keep; I found my buddy, Tom Smith, with his latest toy. A steam-powered automobile making one heck of a racket. I could see why the animals were carrying on. If I didn’t know what it was, I would be carrying on as well.

The machine was a monstrosity. The steam-powered cars in my age had been large and noisy, but this was over the top. It even had an engineer and fireman. The passenger compartment was as fancy as my railcar. We hadn’t discussed this; the vehicle was his entire invention.

He hadn’t changed the wheel design, sticking with wheels like those used on our tractors in the field. I informed him he wouldn’t be allowed to run this vehicle on our roads. He was like a kid who had been told there would be no Christmas this year.

I invited him in for coffee.

Eleanor joined us, and I gave an overview of the automobiles from my time and their uses. I shouldn’t have said anything about road rallies, off-road racing, or NASCAR.

Tom left with a smile, and you could see his mind racing with plans for the future. Yes, the pun was intended.

I didn’t want to encourage automobile ownership, as they created a series of problems. When Tom had a production vehicle road ready, I would buy his first ones and set up a Countywide taxi company. I would also have license plates with a stiff fee.

The air pollution problems caused by the internal combustion engine were nothing compared to what a steam engine would create. This invention had to be nipped in the bud. It wouldn’t be banned, but would only be a minor part of our public transportation system.


Chapter 19

Not all was going the way I wanted it. The Franks in the villages and across the new border were carrying out raids and sabotage. Its location reminded me of the French resistance in World War II.

Only this time, the Franks were resisting me. Unlike the Germans, who pretended the French were still a separate country with a puppet government, I made no pretense that the territory was now mine and would be unified as one of my counties.

My army command came up with a plan that I approved. My government units were doing more and more of this. They planned, and I approved or asked for modifications. If the plan didn’t work, I owned it. As Harry Truman said, “The buck stops here.”

When the Franks attacked our units, troops would be sent to the nearest Frankish villages. They would surround the village, allowing no one out. If someone wanted in, they were admitted, but they come under our control.

Two large corrals would be erected once the village or villages were surrounded. One was for the village men, the other for women and children.

When the corrals were in place, the people of the village were led, at gunpoint, if necessary, into their respective corrals.

Once the village was clear, a team would search house-to-house for stragglers and any incriminating evidence. Weapons in the house were left alone. The only evidence they were hunting for was messages or loot from the unit that had been raided.

We seldom found any loot or forced a few stragglers into the corral. The stragglers were universally teenage boys. We treated those kids as prisoners. No abuse, but we put them through the full booking process.

If these kids weren’t involved, they would be if we didn’t discourage it. We then admitted them to the men’s corral. Out of thousands of stragglers, there were only a few females, again teenagers, who were given the same treatment, ending up in the woman’s corral.

The booking procedure we used was almost like the uptime procedures. First, the straggler was cuffed and searched for weapons by a person of their sex, including body cavity searches. Thank goodness for latex.

Then, they were photographed by the portable photo studio that accompanied the HAM Unit. The official designation was the Hearts and Mind Unit. Guess who thought of that? I admired what was tried in Vietnam by our special forces. With our overwhelming power, I think we had a chance to make it work.

The stay-behinds were then fingerprinted and moved on. A file was created on everyone caught. Two copies of their pictures were made, one for inclusion in their file and another for later use.

While this was going on, a map was being made of the village, with each building labeled with its occupants. The village grain's infrastructure and water supply were reviewed for adequacy. If the infrastructure needed repair or upgrading, we had a plan.

Teams went out to the surrounding farms and small settlements, bringing the occupants to our large corral system. Roving patrols ensured these farms and settlements weren’t looted. The only times this was tried resulted in the immediate deaths of the looters.

The looters were  raiders from across the new border. They quickly learned not to cross our border, at least for now.

Once the entire local population was under our control, we started processing the main body of captives.

Everyone was deloused. Including our poor soldiers who had done the house-to-house searches, and those who had dealt with the stragglers. They had separate facilities and were treated with more dignity. Not that we were cruel to the captives, but the mass movement of people created some privacy loss.

Once deloused and given new clothes, a basic uniform. Not black and white stripes or bright orange uniforms, I might add. A bland brown was used.

Everyone but the ones who had gone through the procedure were “Booked.” The only difference was that there were no body cavity searches.

Once booked, they individually, in the case of mothers and small children together, were sent to one of the MASH units that had been set up. A basic physical was given, and treatment was provided where possible. More serious issues were scheduled for follow-up.

After that, we gave a short presentation on our healthcare and education systems. Farmers were told of our equipment and methods. A steam tractor that had pulled the MASH wagons was displayed to demonstrate our capabilities.

We then offered employment to any who wanted to help improve their infrastructure. This employment included building additional grain storage, new wells where needed, or  repairs. A sewer system would be built for each village, and septic systems built at each farm.

After that, work would begin on the roads. We hired everyone that wanted to work.

If needed, additional grain supplies would be brought in to ensure that no one starved in the coming winter. A ten percent tax rate would pay for all these improvements. Since they had previously been paying fifty percent to their local masters, they asked how we could do this.

The answer was simple. The money you pay will stay here and be used for your betterment for the next ten years. When all of this has been paid for, you will send three percent to the local county, of which they will send one percent to the Earl of Cornwall. You can cut your taxes or use the remaining seven percent to build a disaster fund or more improvements.

I had recently decided to promote myself as the administrative functions were growing, and I needed another layer of governance.

The last step was to ask them privately if anyone knew who the raiders were. We offered a small reward that would be payable if others confirmed their statement. We wouldn’t convict anyone on one person’s word, but would make notes in their file and the file of the person who named them.

We identified several people that had been involved. But they disappeared. If we could prove someone had killed people, they were publicly hung.

Others were separated and sent to Ireland to work on road crews there. They would have no way of working back to the mainland, and we would have the mystique of them disappearing.

Crying wives and mothers aside, this was more humane treatment than they were giving us.

We provided each person a copy of their tintype when they were developed. A public demonstration on the power of fingerprints showed we had the means to identify troublemakers.

We also used the standing offer of sending their farmers to Cornwall to see our methods and provide experts to help them set up.

I hoped this carrot-and-stick method would work.

I was asked why I had allowed the Franks to keep their weapons. I explained that they may need them for logical reasons like hunting. Our weapons were so much more powerful, making theirs not a concern.

I did understand that disarming a population was a step dictators took. If I ever became such a bad leader that they needed to take up arms, so be it.

We still had a problem of raiders from across the new border.

We set up watch towers every two miles along the two-hundred-mile border. Each watch tower had ten troops, a thousand soldiers. A lot, but not an unreasonable number.

A five-foot-tall wooden fence was erected along the entire route, and a dirt road paralleled it.  A copper wire connected to each watch tower ran in the fence.

The fence was easy to get over or break down. However, an alarm bell would sound in the nearest watch tower when this occurred. And a squad would be dispatched to capture the intruders.

Only one firefight occurred. The Franks charged with swords and spears; my people fired. A one-sided firefight. Over four hundred raiders were captured. Since they had not been successful in doing any damage, they were sent to Ireland.

Back home, all the Franks would see is their people crossed our border and weren’t heard of again. Soon, the encroachments stopped.

Using these methods, we managed to keep the peace along the border with the Franks to the east of us and reduce the sabotage inside our new territory.

It also created a line of improvements along our border with the eastern Franks. They would begin to want what we had as they saw what we were doing. Not that they didn’t want it before, but now they actually saw a better way of life.

We even gave each village, town hall a radio so the residents could listen to our music, plays, and news. One of our new features quickly became a favorite. The ladies who wrote the modified romances came up with what I called a soap opera. It was a fifteen-minute broadcast at noon, Monday through Friday. It was a good thing that was the standard lunch hour. All work shut down in the entire County on both sides of the Channel. Another crowd-pleaser was reading one of the romances for half an hour every evening after dinner.

Sunday morning, there was a Church service broadcast. Though it didn’t get the ratings the soap or the romance novel did. This beating in the ratings bothered Archbishop Luke so much that he asked me about banning them.

I convinced him that banning the two shows wouldn’t raise his ratings. It might even hurt them as people protested.

He smirked. “We won’t tell them it was at the Church's request. You will say that you decided it was in the public interest for these programs to be dropped.”

“I don’t think so. The public would be upset if the Church did it, but would live with it. I don’t know that I could survive the situation.”

He was amazed that people would get that upset. I assured him people could get passionate about their entertainment. If he wanted to ban the programs, he would take the heat.

To appease him, I underwrote the cost of building small churches in the Frankish villages that didn’t have one.

He had to provide the priests. Since he didn’t have enough to go around, he had to educate and ordain over fifty priests. This need kept Luke busy and out of my hair.

The churches didn’t cost me much since the walls were all cast concrete, and I didn’t have to provide the furnishings or housing for the priests. One of these days, Luke would figure out how cheaply I had gotten off, and there would be heck to pay.

I now had vacant lands north of Arette to fill, but I was certain that the Irish would handle that problem for me. On the advice of my advisors, we were careful not to let newcomers outnumber the current residents. We handled that by throwing into the mix some Welsh, Jutes, and even a few returning Icelanders. Our radio programs were solving our language issues.

It was standard in every village center for a bilingual person to translate the program live. Some villages had three or even four languages. The people would huddle near the translator doing their language.

Since the different languages had different paces, there would be laughter from each group with a small lag in between. Laughter from the first group would trigger the following groups before they heard the words. It was considered extremely funny when a group started to laugh, and the translation wasn’t humorous in their language. Fun times were had by all.


Chapter 20

One thing that still drove me crazy was the use of corn and wheat. What I called wheat was locally called corn. What I called corn would be called maize in the future when it was imported from the New World.

When the formula called for corn starch, I used wheat starch, which had the same effect. 

World War II saw fist fights in pubs when American GIs tried to explain to the English that American corn stalks could be up to eight feet tall.

I was looking forward to a mission to North America, where we could get real corn and plant it here. The same with coffee. We were importing it from Constantinople a thousand years early. I wanted to grow it here. It would take a special greenhouse, but I wanted to ensure a supply, if only for myself.

I made the mistake of stating that to Tom and the Archbishop.

Tom started with, “You would abandon your friends?”

I replied, “If it was the last cup of coffee, yes.” 

Archbishop Luke chimed in, “People have been excommunicated for less. You would burn in Hell.”

“For my morning coffee, I would take my chances.”

John Chandler, who was visiting in my Keep, piped up. “I don’t know why you guys are fussing about something that won’t happen. As long as coffee grows in Turkey, my traders will bring it here. Of course, the price might increase, as you seem to need it so desperately.”

I responded, “If the price increases, so will your taxes!”

“Then I will have to smuggle it in and charge you even more for the coffee you can’t resist.”

That one stopped me cold. John was right. I would be the biggest customer of smuggled coffee. It would be a disaster if he were caught, and he identified me as his customer.

“Okay, you win. If you increase prices, I will pay it without a tax increase.”

John got a crafty look. "I think the price will increase by fifty percent soon.”

I groaned. How did this start, anyway?

John started laughing.

“No, I’m not raising prices, but seeing the look on your face was worth it.”

Tom and Luke were laughing along with John. With friends like this, I didn’t need any enemies.

“Okay, guys, enough playing around. I need your advice on a serious matter.”

“What's that?” asked Tom.

“I have a letter from Jutland. Their King and his two sons have died from a fever and there is a mess over the inheritance. They will end up with a civil war if they can’t find a resolution.”

“What is the mess?” asked Luke.

“There are three men who have equal rights to the throne.”

Tom injected, “That is cause for a war for certainly.”

“The oddity is that none of them want the throne. Whichever one of them took it would be attacked by the backers of the other two.”

John asked, “Why don’t they agree among them who gets it, and they tell their backers to butt out?”

“The mess is that if one of them is identified as the next King, eight other men would be in line to inherit the throne. The one picked out would be assassinated before the day was over. That would leave two, and chances are they would be killed soon after.”

Luke said, “How does this affect us?”

“They want the Kingdom of Jutland to join the Earldom Cornwall as three separate counties. Each of the heirs would be a Count under me.”

“That would make you the target,” said Tom.

“That’s why I called you guys here. I have mixed feelings on this. It would give us additional territory without a major war. At the same time, it would place another target on my back. Having the Franks hate me is bad enough. Then there is the occasional Irish Lord who resents me. That doesn’t include any assassins sent from Constantinople.”

“You poor baby, you.”

“If you weren’t an Archbishop, I would punch you in the nose, Luke.”

John added, “I would love to see the penance you would have to perform.”

“John, you aren’t protected like Luke. Watch it.”

Tom had been thinking and finally spoke up.

“You could turn them down, let them go to war with each other, and then clean up the mess later. That would give you more people and land without risking much.”

I had already thought of that and made a decision.

“Our symbol might be the Chough, but I won’t be a carrion eater.”

Tom said, “Then you have no choice. You must make Jutland part of your Earldom and take your chances.”

I said, “One good thing is that the Vikings will be mine.”

“Does that mean you will go aviking?” joked John.

“Yes, and I will target your coffee ships.”

John groaned and put his face in his hands, “What have I done to deserve this?”

“I will let you off easy. Instead of raiding your ships, I will take danegeld of the first beer tonight.”

“Deal.”

At that, we adjourned to the tavern outside of the Keep. It is good to have friends like this. They gave good advice without making it all formal and boring. I had figured out how it would come out, but wanted other opinions to see if it was the best route.

On the way to the tavern, we passed Eleanor and Tom’s wife on the way home from a shopping trip. They glared at us as we walked by.

Cathy, who accompanied them, more than glared.

“You better not stay out too late, Daddy, or you will be in trouble.”

To make matters even worse, a reporter for our newspaper, The Cornwall Times, was nearby and heard her. It would be in print later this week, but probably on the radio tomorrow.

The whole Earldom would hear of it, and the Emperor in Constantinople would know I was henpecked by the weekend.

I decided in for a penny, in for a pound on Jutland. I was dumb enough to say it out loud and had to explain to my friends what a pound was.

Even at the heir's invitation, taking over Jutland wouldn’t be easy. I pictured sending an envoy to announce I was now the Earl of Jutland. The poor guy would probably be defenestrated and tortured to death at worst.

I would have to go there in person along with a heavy guard and meet with the three heirs. We would negotiate a document ceding Jutland to me, with them being my representatives.

One of the questions was whether Jutland would be separate from Cornwall. Nothing prevented me from being the Earl of Cornwall and Earl of Jutland, holding each separately. But I could also be the Earl of Cornwall and Jutland as a combined Earldom.

Thanks to my Army background, I preferred a unified command.

Further discussion with my advisors, including Eleanor, resulted in a plan. We would go full bore as a state visit.

My family would accompany me, along with my senior advisors. There would be a thousand soldiers plus twenty cannons to ensure no one would try to capture us or cause any other mischief.

It would require a fleet of ships accompanied by armed schooners. The schooners were a nice touch.  They had already put fear into the northerners who went aviking.

We hadn’t had any incidents since I sent the heads of the last invaders back in barrels. That’s when I realized I had been asked to be Earl of Jutland because they admired strength above all else. I had shown the strength of a merciless chieftain. What more could a Viking want in a leader?

We arrived at Aarhus in fine style. Tom had combined a carriage with a steam engine. It was a lot smaller than his original monstrosity, and had cars towed behind. These contained our food, furnishings, and gifts.

We didn’t know their food, so we brought our own. We wouldn’t insult them up front, but we would be careful about what we ate.

The furniture was for our comfort. Again, we didn’t know what furniture the Jutes had and wouldn’t suffer for the time we would be there. We even brought beds and linens. The gifts were our usual assortment of mirrors, microscopes, and telescopes. I suspected the seafaring Vikings would appreciate the telescopes more than the microscopes.

I had to keep reminding myself that these were Norsemen, only a minority chose to be raiders or Vikings. These were probably civilized people, but I had a preconceived notion I had to keep in check. Also the Norsemen or Norwegians went aviking.

We were welcomed in Aarhus by the three heirs. The city of Aarhus was a lot cleaner than I thought it would be. It didn’t even smell bad. It took a while for me to realize it didn’t smell bad because everything was frozen. It was late fall, but was probably as bad as any other medieval city in the summer.

We were shown to our quarters after three welcome speeches and my response. We had been in correspondence, so they knew I had a large armed contingent with me. The heirs acknowledged this was a good idea.

The quarters assigned to my family and our advisors were large. The furnishings were okay, but we used our beds and linens.

The rooms were drafty, so I was glad Tom had insisted on bringing ten Franklin stoves. We vented them out the fireplace chimneys and were toasty warm. The maids assigned to our rooms wanted to know all about the stoves.

Our quarters were in a separate building in a walled compound. It only had one entrance, effectively making us prisoners. Unless you count the cannon we brought. The compound was a good defensive position, so I didn’t complain.

They gave us a day to rest up from our strenuous travels. We weren’t tired, but it gave us time to get our bearings. My soldiers had permission to go into town, and they did. In groups of five, they explored and mapped the entire city.

Their reports said we could take the whole city in less than a day. Good to know.

We had a get-to-know-each-other luncheon on the second day. The three heirs were courteous and didn’t want a civil war. All they wanted was to be in charge of the lands they always had been and to be left alone. An admirable trait. I didn’t have it.

I spent some one-on-one time with each of them. The first two were nice men, but didn’t have any ambition. The third was different.

When we were alone, he asked me,

“I have a son a year older than your daughter. Would you consider arranging for them to be married when they are older? It would make my oldest grandson the King of the North and your daughter its Queen.”

This proposition took me aback. I should have known this day would come. But I thought it would be a proposal from the Byzantine Emperor, and Cathy would be the Queen of the Byzantine Empire. Not that I was planning on anything like that. It was only the result of an idle conversation one evening with Eleanor.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to give him an answer, as there was a commotion in the next room. The son in question came running to his father with a bloody nose and what looked like an emerging black eye.

He sobbed to his father, “She hit me.”

Knowing who she was, I asked, “Why did she hit you?”

“I told her she was to be my wife and would have to obey me.”

Looking at his father, I said, “I think the answer to your question is no.”

“You won’t allow it?”

“She won’t.”

“Then what we read in your papers is true. The women are the real rulers.”

“See those cannons outside? They are the real rulers, and you don’t want to test them.”

I had some steel in my voice, and I think he got the message. It was the last time a marriage alliance was mentioned.


Chapter 21

We finally started the negotiations for me to be the Earl of Jutland, with the three heirs being Counts owing me allegiance. You would think it would be a simple matter, taking an hour or two and filling up two pages at the most. It wasn't.

Two weeks later, a twenty-seven-page document was signed by all parties. It included the rights and responsibilities of each party. I had thought that each of the new Counts would have equal duties. Not so. A sliding scale was inserted for each Count to take their respective resources into account.

The sliding scales were for items like road repair. Count Eric had the least amount of roads, by distance, in his County, so had to contribute the least to the upkeep of all roads.

It went on about waterways and clearing harbors. They were big on keeping their harbors clear for shipping. 

I was getting spoiled by my staff taking care of all this minutia. I mentioned this to the Counts in one of our breaks. They confessed they had the same problem.

We made a command decision, turned the process over to our seconds, and went to the nearest tavern.

Mead is an acquired taste. I tried but didn’t acquire a taste for it. Not that it stopped me from getting drunk as all get out.

We spent the afternoon learning about each other. These were earnest, hardworking men, only interested in improving their people and lands. I liked them.

They wanted to know more about Cornwall and the changes I had made.  The changes didn’t seem like much until I started to explain them.

I thought of the Jutes as being seafaring men wanting to know what improvements involving ships and their building had been accomplished.

But these men were farmers and would have spent days discussing the best methods for it. I offered, and they accepted what had become our standard package.

They would send open-minded farmers to see our methods in action, and we would send experts to help them implement the new methods.

The idea of the steam engine excited them. They immediately saw the possibilities of labor-saving and planting larger areas.

Which led to a discussion of their current crop conditions. They had reserves from the previous year but came up short this year. The granaries would be empty come spring.

A perfect opportunity for me to show that they were wise in choosing me as their leader.

“I will fill your granaries. Let me know how much you need. None of my people will starve. We will also include canned goods, so your diet has variety.”

I had to explain what I meant by canned goods. Canning was unknown to them. Food storage in sealed jars was common, but not heat-treating the foods to give longer shelf life.

Our conversation drifted to our families. I was informed the other kids considered my daughter Cathy a Valkyrie. She had bested a larger boy in battle and no one wanted to mess with her.

Eleanor was making friends with the Count's wives. They had something in common. They all thought their husband sat around drinking way too much.

I resemble that remark. It had been many years since I had the health to sit around with the guys, shoot the bull, and enjoy a few beers. I intended to enjoy it. I seldom overdid it.

An interesting side point in our discussions was what to do about Iceland. It was a Norse colony but was semi-independent. It had to have a home rule being so far away. The only reason it came up was that a large number of Jutes had moved there. Large as a percentage of the tiny Iceland’s population.

My solution was to send a messenger with a letter detailing all that had transpired in Jutland and ask them what they would prefer in the way of government.

I was okay with letting them become an independent nation ane would support them separating from the Norse or Norway as I thought of it.

I didn’t think it would be the best route for them now, but it would be their choice.

A message arrived two months later stating they wanted to be independent but allied with us. I agreed to their request since they weren’t a warlike nation that would suck us into their wars. The Norse complained but didn’t have enough invested in Iceland to go to war with a larger power.

We set up a radio station in Iceland for local radio entertainment and communication with Owen-nap. I specifically didn’t set up communications between Jutland and Iceland.

There was a method to my madness. I wanted Iceland aligned with Cornwall not Jutland. Iceland would be a good staging area for a foray into North America. I wanted to open up North America as a trading partner rather than conquer them.

We had another issue come up. Salt. We needed more salt than was available locally for my territories.

I knew of one place where salt was abundant and wanted a base in that area. It would further our trading and be a source of raw materials not available in Europe.

We already had established a base at Gibraltar. We had only intended to do some trading and be allowed to port there. The Moors, who had recently settled the place, took exception and attacked my men.

But spears and swords have no chance against firearms. My men soon found themselves as the sole possessors of the Rock of Gibraltar.

I told the men to hold the Rock and that I would send additional support immediately. A schooner and a ship were in port, ready for Constantinople, so I redirected them to Gibraltar.  It was just a matter of changing cargo.

Three hundred men and ten cannons were hustled aboard, and the ship sailed in two days.

Upon arrival at Gibraltar, their first action was to seize the plain below the north face of the Rock. In uptime, this would have been where the Spanish set up cannons to attack the British. Now, it would be used as farmland to feed the new settlement.

There was no one around to dispute our claim, but surveying teams were sent out to develop a network of defenses to hold the territory.

Follow-up shipments brought settlers the equipment they needed to build a village and start farming. We were fortunate the Rock itself was predominately sandstone and limestone.

Using one of the many natural tunnels, we mined the stone. Limestone was used to manufacture concrete for buildings. The sandstone was dumped in to the water to build a sheltered harbor.

We were also blasting and digging a series of tunnels similar to what the British had done. The idea was to have a cannon mounted to overlook the plain below the north face and to control traffic through the Mediterranean Sea.

Tom had to cast the largest cannon possible to loft a shell across the opening to the Atlantic. The fourteen-hundred-foot height of the Rock made this possible.

The Rock now served several purposes and was a staging point for trips to Africa. It controlled the opening to the Atlantic and made us a world power by our control of the entrance to the Mediterranean Sea. 

I ordered the preparation of an expedition to Africa, more specifically to Mali and the site of the future Timbuktu.

From the maps I had seen in my past life, we would have to sail to the Gulf of Guinea and locate the mouth of the Niger Delta. Not that these were the current names.

The Niger Delta had many branches. The one that wasn’t blocked by a sandbar was the Nun River. This route led to the main body of the Niger River.

We would establish a small settlement at the Nun and the Niger confluence. Our ships could reach that far any time of the year. Cargo would be loaded and unloaded there or stored in warehouses for the next shipment up or downstream.

It would be a walled fort. We could send prefabricated wall sections for assembly on-site. The same for the houses and warehouses. We would trade freely with anyone who showed up, well, not quite freely. Weapons and liquor would be off-limits.

We were still arguing about what to do with the native village that would grow up near our compound.

Then there was Timbuktu. It was over a thousand miles upstream. We would have ten shallow draft boats for the journey. Several rapids would have to be portaged around, so the boats would have to be unloaded and carried around the rapids.

They would be placed on a wheeled cradle towed by one of four small steam tractors. The tractors were specially made with tracks like a tank rather than wheels.

The expedition would carry enough supplies upstream to start a permanent station at Timbuktu. Fifty soldiers would accompany the expedition for protection. The river boats could carry fifty people each, so an additional two hundred and fifty people would be on board. The rest of the space would be used for supplies to mine the rock salt and start farming.

I kept using the name Timbuktu because where we were going would be near the future location of the city of Timbuktu between the Niger and the Sahara Desert. We would be four hundred years early, but what is a few centuries between friends or random nomads?

Two of the four tractors would be left at Timbuktu station, as I named it. The farmers would be growing rice and wheat but needed to irrigate both crops. The tractors would be used to dig the irrigation ditches.

There was a fertile strip of land where rice would be planted in the Niger flood zone, the wheat further in.

The expedition would be well-armed. Unfortunately, we could only include four small cannons instead of our normal field artillery. Those would come in the second expedition.

There would be radio communication so we could keep tabs on the new station.

The first task upon arriving was to stake out the location of the Timbuktu station. A five-foot wall with firing steps would be built around the perimeter.

Watch towers would be at each corner of the station. Each would have a hand-cranked siren, which would wake the dead and be armed with a Gatling-type machine gun.

Trip wires would be set at one hundred feet out and another twenty feet out.

We planned on a follow-up expedition six months later. In an abundance of caution, the first group would have a year's supply of food with them. We were not counting on the first year's crops to be successful.

After establishing a mining process for the rock salt and increasing population, we would mine the plentiful copper and gold in the area. This project would take at least five years to be completely up and running.

We would establish trade with the nomads who roamed the area and try to establish the Christian Church to limit the growth of Islam. I didn’t have anything against Islam. I just didn’t like those who perverted its teachings, just like many Christians.

The expedition would take over a year to prepare and set out. It would take another year to arrive at Timbuktu and a third year before we saw any salt from the area. We had the salt resources to last us for another ten years, but I was planning for the future.


Chapter 22

Things were settling down with the approach of winter. The expedition to Africa was past the planning stages. Equipment, supplies, and personnel were gathered at Saltash to sail in the spring.

Jutland was being absorbed with very few issues. I thought blood would be spilled, but so far, so good. The bloody nose Cathy gave that boy seemed to be the only bloodletting.

Iceland wasn’t a problem. They were self-ruled and weren’t asking for any help. And Ireland was becoming part of the State of Cornwall eagerly. Preventing starvation and giving them the means to feed themselves in the future made them great fans.

The Welsh and the Picts to the north were quiet. I think the Welsh would join us of their own free will. I didn’t know what the Picts or Scots as I thought of them, would do. Their culture was one of fighting over too few resources. They had little to trade, so short of making them a welfare state, I didn’t know what to do.

In a thousand years or so, there would be drilling for oil in the North Sea, but it isn’t possible now.

Gibraltar and the plains surrounding it were ours now. We broke the Moorish influence when we took the Rock. As we expanded, Spain and Portugal would be ours. I had no intention of trying to conquer the Basque. That was a nonstarter. They would assimilate or become peaceful neighbors. Mountain fighting was not for me.

The British and then the Russians had proven that it was a no-go in Afghanistan. Anyone stupid enough to get involved in guerrilla warfare in the mountains deserved what they got.

That left the Franks. They could still be a problem. We had taken about a third of what would be France from them. But it still left them with much territory and people to attack us with.

We were building up the current border between us, but I was under no illusion that we could prevent them from crossing the two-hundred-mile-long border between us.

All that was a preamble for a decision that Eleanor and I made. It was a cold, rainy winter in Cornwall, and we wanted to go somewhere warm.

The railroad from Anglet to Arlet now extended to the Italian border, ending in what was Monaco in my world. We would go to the Riviera!

We planned to spend two months there. We wouldn’t be out of touch with the rail service and radio in place. I left the courts in Thad’s hands. He wasn’t thrilled about that, but would do it. He didn’t know he would keep that responsibility if he did well. I would only hear the greatest of cases, like treason.

Our departure was secret, all our movements were. The best way to avoid problems was to not announce movements where enemies could plan to ambush you. This problem was especially true on fixed routes, such as a railroad.

We left port with our entourage of fifty people in the middle of the night, no one would know our destination even if we were seen. The schooner’s Captain didn’t even know until I told him when we were safely at sea.

The trip to Anglet went fast. The winter storms seemed to bow before us. I could only hope it would be easy to return in the early spring.

At Anglet, our train was waiting for us. Since our unannounced visit, we could move our entourage and supplies from ship to train in three hours. We docked midday, so people quickly realized what was happening but left us alone.

The train was identical to the one I had in Cornwall with all the special cars. I briefly met with the Anglet Headman and the Captain in charge of the military detachment. They both reported things were going well and had no major concerns. I could tell they were comfortable with each other, which was good.

While I was meeting with the men, Eleanor was meeting with the wives. She reached my conclusions, so things seemed to be under control.

The trip to Arette only took two hours. The kids took opposite sides of the observation car and counted farmhouses. If you passed a cemetery, you lost your count and had to start over.

I was proud of Cathy. She was ahead on farmhouses. Dougie probably had as many or more, but his attention span wasn’t that great. He would wander around the car and play with his toy soldiers.

As we pulled into Arette, she yelled cemetery on my side, losing her count and allowing Dougie to win. I winked at her to let her know  I had seen what she had done.

At five years old, Dougie was known to still throw a tantrum if he lost a contest. Cathy, at eight, was beginning to understand what mattered and what didn’t. She was growing to be a fine young lady.

Eleanor and I had a series of meetings similar to those in Anglet. I also had to tour the fractionating facility. It was not that different from my time, just smaller. 

We could make thousands of gallons of oil and other fractions. Uptime, they could do millions of gallons. As our needs grew, we could do the same. But I liked our many small towers compared to the large ones in the future.

The large ones were more efficient but were a point source failure risk. Our smaller ones were spread out enough that destroying them in one fell swoop would be difficult. Also, one going down for maintenance didn’t shut the whole operation down.

Half a day later, we were on our way to our vacation home on the Riviera. My family and I bedded down for the night as it would be a much longer trip, and we would arrive early in the morning.

There’s something soothing about falling asleep to the rhythm of the railcars hitting the slight bump where the tracks were joined. When I was young, all the tracks in the US were like that. As time passed, most tracks were replaced with seamless welded rail, and we lost that feeling.

Using a one-piece welded rail was safer, as there was less chance of derailing. So I would have to allow it when the technology was developed, but I would miss the clickity-clack.

When we arrived at what would have been Monaco, there was a new house, more like a mansion, waiting for us. In my time, the location and size of the place would have made it worth many millions of dollars.

It had every convenience that was available in this day and age. Even the soldiers had the nicest barracks I had ever seen.

The feature I liked best was the veranda overlooking the sea. I decided that rank has its privileges and kept the veranda for myself. I sat on a comfortable lounge chair while everyone bustled around unpacking and getting things sorted out.

I thought I was in heaven until the cook sent me a waiter with a cold beer. Then, I was in heaven. I could feel the stress pouring out of me.

That set the tone for the many days to come. The kids would sleep in late, and Eleanor and I would have breakfast on the veranda. We would eat and spend an hour over coffee discussing our challenges.

This Riviera was unlike my time. No fancy restaurants, in fact, no restaurants at all. No nightclubs or hotels. All of those would come with time, as the rich of Cornwall would discover the pleasant climate.

That thought made me radio Thad to have a surveying team lay out several small towns along the coast and plots of land to sell for homes. I had become quite the entrepreneur.

Our trade with Constantinople had made me one of the, if not the, richest men in the world. Also, our gold and silver mines in Cornwall kept on giving. We thought the ore veins would peter out. They did the exact opposite, growing higher and wider the deeper we went.

Eleanor and I had done a lot of soul searching and decided we had to keep on growing our territories. It was that or wither and die. Population pressures would always push against the smaller nations. We couldn’t stay small.

Genghis Kahn, Timur, and Kublai Khan, who hadn’t been born yet, would prove that point. They overran most of Europe before they were stopped in Hungary. That thought reminded me of a series I had read, “Cross Time Engineer.” I was living that life!

One of our morning conversations was about titles. I thought keeping a title behind what I could claim would help how we would be viewed. People were more wary of a King than a Duke or mere Earl.

I did confess one error I had made in my title selections. I was calling myself Earl; Eleanor would have been called Earlness. However, we had used the title of Countess. Calling her Earlness seemed dorky. Of course, I had to explain what a dork and dorky were.

From then on, when I sounded a little silly, I was told not to be a dork.

After breakfast and before a late lunch, we would retire for a nap. After one of these naps, we decided to have another child.

The afternoons were  spent with the children on the beach or taking long walks. We had guards who were always discreet and tried to stay out of sight. It gave the illusion of privacy. Unfortunately, this was our life from now on. Too many people out there would love to attack us.

Dougie and I would sword fight with wooden swords after dinner. He was growing up to be a good-looking young man, and other than the usual five-year-old nonsense, he was pleasant to be around.

Cathy was learning to shoot a small pistol. Sadly, these were skills both would need in the future.

Later in the evening, we would play board games. The kids loved Monopoly the best. We had changed the names to match our world. Owen-nap and Saltash replaced Boardwalk and Park Place, but the rules remained unchanged.

Eleanor and Cathy would team up and drive Dougie and me into bankruptcy, then face off against each other. We never got to finish a game as the kids would start to fall asleep over the game board. Still, it was fun.

As all vacations do, ours came to an end. And we all were looking forward to returning home to Owen-nap. Nothing of note had come up while we were gone.

The kids wanted to be back with their friends. And Eleanor wanted to spend time with Baron Agnes. It seems our naps were successful.

I was looking forward to working on scientific advancement. I hadn’t introduced any new concepts in the last two years. I wanted to give the advances we had made time to mature and the country time to absorb them. I didn’t want to have a large dislocation of our population like the British did with the introduction of the Industrial Revolution.

There were also rumblings about the violence on the Frankish border picking up. Nothing that couldn’t be contained, but you could see another war coming.

When I returned, one of my first meetings would be with my war advisors on how ready we were. I wanted as many supplies pre-positioned as possible to move quickly when full-blown hostilities broke out. I hoped we weren’t behind the curve already.


Chapter 23

We started home with a smile on our faces. It had been a wonderful vacation, but we were ready to return to the real world. I resolved that I would take more breaks like this with my family in the future.

As we were boarding, a butter bar who was so shiny that he was hard to look at came up to me and said.

“I’ve arranged meetings for you in Arette and Anglet.”

“You what!”

He started to repeat himself when I shut the brand-new second lieutenant up.

“Am I to understand that you have let people know we are on our way?”

Looking proud at what he had done, he said, “I sent the messages out three days ago as soon as we knew your schedule.”

I bellowed for the Major in charge of the detachment. He showed up with a concerned look on his face. Rightly so.

“Major, do you know what this idiot has done?”

“No, My Lord.”

“He has alerted the entire world that we are on our way. On a train that runs on tracks which don’t deviate.”

The Major blanched. “What do you want us to do now?”

“First, get this idiot out of my sight before I kill him. We can stay or go. If we stay, we are in a fixed location that can be attacked. If we go, we can be ambushed, but we might be able to get through it. So, full speed ahead. Warn everyone to be on the lookout. If there is an ambush, they will have torn up the tracks. Let’s go talk to the engineer.”

The second lieutenant made himself scarce, or I still might have killed him. This poor decision could have been a disaster.

Speaking to the engineer, we came up with a simple plan. He would be hell on the straight aways where he had clear vision. And slow when blind spots were ahead. The last thing we needed was for the train to be derailed.

To confuse the situation, I sent a radio message to Arette and Anglet, telling them the meetings were off and that we were staying another week. It might work, but they wouldn’t get the word to shift their forces if an ambush existed.

We had enough arms for everyone, so the weapons were distributed with spare ammunition. A leisurely twelve-hour ride to Arette would now be a mad dash to safety.

The train started with its normal squealing wheels as they gained traction. Once we were moving, the engineer opened the throttle. I couldn’t see it, but I knew the fireman was shoveling coal as his life depended on it. Maybe it did.

We sped up and soon surpassed our normal speed of forty-three miles per hour. The engineer kept the throttle open, and we soon did what I estimated as sixty miles per hour. I hoped the boiler didn’t blow. If we maintained this speed, it would only take us eight and a half hours. Realistically, it would take ten hours as we would have to slow down for curves.

If the track were out on a straightaway, it would be a tremendous crash that might kill us all. We were out of options, so we kept going.

I managed to get a short message to our headquarters in Owen-nap. The message was two words. I borrowed them from the US Air Force.

Broken Arrow.

The Air Force used the code for a nuke being down. Mine was to say I was in great danger. That would throw the cat amongst the pigeons.

Things went fine for the first two hours. Then, we had to slow down for a large curve. It had a river crossing it, and we had to go over a bridge. The engineer must have had the same thoughts I was having because he slowed the train down to twenty miles an hour.

It was a good thing he did because the bridge was out. We stopped, and the engineer immediately threw the train in reverse. But it takes a while for the locomotive to start going in the opposite direction.

A screaming group of men came charging out of the woods. My people opened fire, taking many down in the first volley. There must have been several hundred of them, and they kept coming.

The attackers were armed with bows, spears, and swords. Their bowmen killed or wounded some of our soldiers while the others started up the embankment to the train.

We kept firing, but there were too many of them. I yelled at Eleanor to lock herself and the children in the bathroom. It had metal walls and might protect them while we held the bandits off.

I didn’t turn my head to look to see if she did it. The back door to our car burst open. There had been four men with rifles stationed there. They were now down, and the six bandits were forcing their way in, armed with swords.

My rifle was empty, so I was using my revolver. A fleeting thought went through my mind. I should have made semi-automatics with larger magazines. A Colt Model 1911 would come in handy right now.

I managed to take down four of my attackers with six shots. This left two coming at me. I was never great at hand-to-hand fighting, but my choices were gone.

The first bad guy came to me from my right. I charged into him and knocked him back. The second guy on my left swung his sword, and I instinctively put my hand out to stop the sword. There was a blinding pain for my efforts.

As I fell to my knees, I heard Cathy scream.

“Leave my Daddy alone!”

Two shots were fired from a small caliber gun. There was silence, then two more shots.

I was holding my left hand to stop the bleeding. The little finger was gone, and the next one was a bloody chunk of meat ready to fall off.

I tried to stand up, but my legs buckled under. Eleanor wrapped a cloth around my hand to staunch the bleeding. She had blood on the front of her dress, as though she was bleeding as well.

About then, the firing tapered off. Now, there was the occasional shot, as though mortally wounded were being finished off. It was that or let them languish in pain.

Several of my soldiers came into our car. One was a medic. He immediately rinsed my hand with sterile water, wrapped it tightly in a clean bandage, and gave me a shot of morphine.

As I faded, I heard Eleanor say, “Oh dear.”

Four hours later, I woke up. My hand throbbed in pain. The medic was right there and was going to give me another shot. I held my right hand up to stop him.

“What is our situation?”

“We defeated the Frankish soldiers. There is another train coming from Arette. We can ford this river on foot. You and your wife will be carried.

“What is wrong with my wife?”

He got a grim look as he realized he had stuck his foot in it.

“She had a slight knife wound, not enough to cause her real harm, but she has miscarried.”

I groaned. “What about my other children?”

“They are fine. Your daughter, Lady Catherine, is a hero. She saved your life.”

I said, “I remember her screaming not to hurt her Daddy and then some shots.”

“She shot the two bandits attacking you in their hearts.”

“I thought I heard more than two shots.”

“You did. She then put bullets in their heads to make certain they were down. She told us you taught her that.”

I shook my head in wonder. “I did, but who would have thought?”

I barely got the words out before he had a needle in me, and everything faded to black.

The next time I woke, it was upon a blanket-covered pallet on the floor of a box car. Eleanor was sitting beside me, along with Cathy and Dougie.

Eleanor and I both spoke at the same time, the same words.

“How are you?”

That gave us a small laugh.

I told her that I thought I had lost two fingers. She told me I was wrong. She had them in a jar.

The kids snickered at this.

“More import, Ellie, how are you?”

“I’m fine. They stitched my small wound up and filled me with antibiotics.”

“What about the miscarriage?”

“It was soon enough that it didn’t cause me any damage. I will get over it.”

I held my arms out, and she came to me, crying bitterly. I held her for a long time. The children sat there quietly. They must be in shock from the events. They looked okay, but I had seen the aftermath of too much violence in my life to know it was all a facade.

When Eleanor finally fell asleep on my chest, I turned to the medic.

“First, I want to know where that second lieutenant is that caused this.”

“He didn’t make it through the battle. He charged the Franks and was cut down.”

“Just as well. What about the clean-up? Did we learn anything?”

The medic told me, “We took pictures of all the dead. Maybe one or two got away, but that was it.”

“What about their wounded?”

“They were all mortally wounded, and we put them down.”

I had nothing to say to that.

The medic continued, “We have enough evidence to link them to a village on the Frankish side of the border.”

“I need to get to a radio.”

“If it is to prepare for the war, that is already underway.”

“Good man.”

Then the good so and so stuck me with another needle. The next time I woke, I was in bed at an Inn in Arette.

I had to pee badly, but I couldn’t get up. I had the indignity of a nurse holding a jar. I had this once before, right after the Battle of the Bulge. It wasn’t fun then and wasn’t fun now.

A Nurse/Doctor came in to check on my hand. While I was out, they cut the remaining stumps back to even things. There was a drainage tube for each finger.

She professionally let me know what had been done and told me my prognosis was good. The antibiotics had prevented an infection from taking hold. Wasn’t I glad that I had them made?

I had to chuckle a little at that. Who knew what the result would be when I dictated those books?

I asked the Doc how my wife and children were doing.

“Your wife is handling things as well as she can. She is a healthy young woman, and time will heal her. I wouldn’t press her for relations until she is ready.”

Holding my left arm up, I told her Eleanor would probably be ready before I was.

I asked, “What about Cathy? Shooting someone at her age has to be traumatic.”

“It is, but she seems to be handling it reasonably well.”

“How is that?”

“She is practicing daily with a heavier caliber pistol. She told me that a twenty-two doesn’t have the hitting power she needs.”

I questioned, “That is handling it reasonably?”

“Your daughter is a realist. I have had several long talks with her. She has no remorse about shooting those two guys. They were evil and had to be stopped. She got no joy out of it, then or now, but knows it had to be done.”


Chapter 24

Finally back at Owen-nap we tried to resume our lives.

Eleanor was in a funk. She seemed to think it was her fault she lost the baby. Even though she was only a month pregnant, at best, she thought of the fetus as her baby and our child.

I tried consoling her, but it did no good. Lady Agnes, who was attending her, told me  time was the only cure. It would be best to keep her busy rather than spend her days in our room.

I must have been in a similar situation because I would start one project and then wander to another, unable to keep my mind fixed on anything.

One day, it all came to a head when Tom, Luke, and John cornered me and asked what I would do about the Franks who had raided the train.

Somehow, I had set that aside, only thinking of the child who would never know the joy of life.

“Let’s call a meeting of the military advisors and plan.”

These three men, two Generals, an Admiral, and Eleanor, were my military advisors, so it was easy to bring us together.

The General in charge of the frontier between us and the Franks reported that three villages had been identified as the source of the raiders in the intervening three weeks. My first thought was to kill them all.

My second thought was killing them all and burning the villages down.

My third thought was to kill them all, burn the villages down, and salt the earth so nothing would grow.

Surprisingly, it was Eleanor who brought me back to earth.

“Dear, you don’t want all their blood on your hands. There will be innocent women and children living in those villages.”

The Admiral brought up an interesting point,

“The Franks you sent to Iceland to disappear have settled in and have made no attempts to return to their lands. Some have even married locals. My captains check with the Icelandic authorities when they make port there.”

“That’s good to know. Could we do the same with those three villages?”

The military people thought it could be done. It would take a lot of soldiers to make it happen, but it would be a shock to the Franks when it happened.

“Do the Franks leadership know that the people in the raid were from those villages?”

“If they don’t, they will.”

“How?” I asked.

“We will tell them.”

“Why would they believe what we tell them?”

The General from the frontier told me, “The bards will spread the word far and wide about the brave heroes who died attacking you and your family.”

“Why would their bards do that?”

The General looked at me like I was a backward child.

“They are our bards, part of our spy operation.”

“Oh.”

I should keep track of what was happening in my departments. I made a note to speak to Thad about that.

The General continued, “Except for the killing everyone, your first thoughts were very good.”

He continued, “When we capture the villagers, we will also tear down the buildings and salt their fields.”

“I like that. Let’s do it.” 

This statement brought a small smile to Eleanor's face, the first I had seen in weeks.

We then got into the logistics of such an operation. It would all have to happen on a dark, moonless night. Rain would be fine.

These were not large villages. They had thirty to forty-five buildings in each of them. The nearest villages to them were six to seven miles away.

We would have a screening element three miles out from each village. The villagers, farmers, and anyone unlucky to pass through the screen would go to Iceland.

I had the action item to ensure Iceland would take the estimated four hundred people living there.

Eleanor had the action item of working with Baroness Agnes to see to the health of those being sent to Iceland.

The Admiral would schedule a small fleet to carry our troops across the channel and transport our prisoners to Iceland.

We decided on a thousand soldiers for each village. At first, this seemed overkill until we figured out how many troops it would take to salt the fields and tear down the buildings.

It would take a hundred wagonloads of salt to carry out the task. When empty, the wagons would be filled with the debris from the destroyed buildings.

Not only would the buildings be torn down. There would be no trace of them ever being there.

Another fifty wagons per village would be allocated to carry the elderly and children from the village and their clothing from each village. Able men and women would walk and carry their clothes on their backs.

We wouldn’t rob them. If they had any money, they could keep it and would even be given time to dig up any buried.

Any resistance would be dealt with harshly. Even the farmhouses and all stock would be removed.

We also had to plan what to do if everything went south. We pre-positioned as many supplies as possible to prepare for a full-blown war with the Franks.

We didn’t want it. There was hope that our disappearing villages campaign would spook the Franks so much they would leave us alone. The more time we had to prepare for the inevitable war, the better.

Tom’s factory poured the metal for field artillery as fast as possible. He was running his plant in three shifts, seven days a week.

There was another factory under construction that would manufacture Gatling guns on an industrial scale. At the same time, three new plants were being built to manufacture ammunition.

Our prototyping unit was experimenting with motors. They were even trying to make a useable steam-powered tank. The time had come for us to be ready to take on the forces of Europe.

Troops were being trained. Our standing army was now ten thousand soldiers. We were aiming for twenty-five thousand.

We anticipated facing the Gauls once the Franks were conquered. The Gual was in what would become Germany. 

Spies dotted the border between the Franks and Gaul’s. Our armies could defeat any other standing army. The problems arose when we had to occupy their territory.

We were building portable concrete plants to erect defenses along the Franks's northern border with the Gaul’s to deter them from attacking us in our newly conquered territory.

If the disappearing villages plan worked, it would buy us time to prepare for the coming battles.

We needed three more months to get our recruits through basic training. Our basic was more compressed than what I was used to. The new troops were taught the basic military formalities and how to operate in the field. One advantage we had was that virtually everyone in my territories knew how to handle an ON-47 rifle. It was part of their high school curriculum.

If, by some miracle, we could buy six months, we would be gold.

The time finally arrived to make the three villages and their occupants disappear. Our spies/bards had done their job. All the Franks knew of the three heroic villages, home to those that attacked my train.

We were lucky there was rain that night, and the moon wouldn’t rise until after dawn. It was as black as Satan’s heart. It wasn’t a downpour. Just enough of a drizzle that anyone with smarts would stay in. The cloud cover was low, which helped even more.

The attack started when it was fully dark. Not quite eight o’clock, by my best estimate.

I was with the command post behind our lines. We had radio contact with the three columns approaching the three villages.

A force of five hundred cavalry surrounded each village three miles out from its center. They were to prevent anyone from leaving and capture any that entered.

Another five hundred men closely surrounded each village. When in place, they went door to door, waking the inhabitants and taking them to a hastily fenced area.

When all the houses were empty, they were searched again. After that, families were escorted in small groups to collect their clothes. It took two hours for this evolution to be carried out.

In the meantime, other troops were collecting all the farm families within the three-mile circle. They and their clothes were also taken to the fenced area.

The salt wagons were on their way to their assigned fields. The troops who had removed the farm families were now herding all the livestock out. We had drovers in position to herd the animals across our border. It was a shame, but all the fowl had to be slaughtered as we had no way of catching them in time.

The farmhouses and outbuildings were torn down, and the debris was placed in salt wagons once they were emptied.

This all sounded like a major project, but only about twenty farms were within the three-mile circle around each village.

It was about midnight when the reports started coming that the farm buildings were down, and the debris was leaving the area.

We had identified three narrow valleys near each village on our side of the border. The debris was being taken there and dumped. It was a two-hour round trip from the village to the valleys.

We intended to fill each valley so that the debris was hidden. There were steam tractors with blades to push dirt into the valleys. We would plant fast-growing winter wheat over the filled valley. It didn’t have to be perfect, as we would station troops nearby to keep visitors out.

The village buildings were being torn down, starting about midnight. The first wagons that had dumped debris in the valleys were returning for other loads. And empty salt wagons were now available to haul debris.

I got a call from one of the villages with a dilemma. There was a Christian Church there. How that didn’t get mentioned in any of the scout’s reports, I couldn’t understand.

I ordered all the Church fixtures be removed and sent with the villagers to Iceland. Even the tombstones from the small graveyard near the Church would be transported.

Thankfully, there was only one Church.

The villagers started their journey to Iceland. Children and those who couldn’t walk were put into wagons. The rest started walking. Our troops kept a close guard.

So far, no one attempted to attack our troops. Our surprise was so great they were still in shock.

The rain let up, and the sun was trying to break through as our last wagons left. Five hundred soldiers were the last out. Their task was to cover our trail. No way we would be able to be successful in covering the trail with that many people and wagons moving back and forth, but we had to try. Hopefully, the rains came back stronger. They would hide the evidence of our passing.

Covering the trail would be a nice finishing touch; however, there was no way the Franks wouldn’t figure out we had done this. Especially since a cairn had been erected in the center of the former villages with a plaque stating the villages had been destroyed in retaliation for the attack on my family and the death of my unborn child.

No matter the culture, killing the unborn was against society’s standards. Even when abortion was made legal in the United States, it was considered heinous. I became more cynical daily as I used this propaganda to further my goals. If this deterred the Franks, maybe the child’s death wasn’t in vain. God rest his soul.


Chapter 25

The moving of the captured Franks to Iceland went relatively well. There was one incident when several young men decided they didn’t want to go.

They had walked beside the wagon train with the women and children as far as Vellooasses, where they boarded a ship to Dover. From there, they were taken by train to Tintagel.

En route, they tried to overwhelm a guard at one end of their railcar. When three men stood up simultaneously, the guard knew there was a problem. The captives had been informed only one person at a time could use the toilet at the end of the car.

The guard pulled his revolver and told them to sit down. They kept coming at him, so he shot the lead man. The second one tried to charge him and got taken out for his efforts. The third man sat down. The guard’s argument was convincing. Both men had been shot center mass and died quickly.

They were left in the aisle until the train stopped for coal and fill its water tanks. One old lady told the guard she knew they would come to a bad end. They had been on the raid on my train. They were the only two that  escaped from that raid.

Knowing that the raiders were now all dead should have made me feel better, but it didn’t. When I told Eleanor, her only comment was, “Good.”

We returned to Owen-nap on our special train. I had always felt safe on it, but now I knew it could be ambushed, so I couldn’t relax while traveling.

We went to Owen-nap via Tintagel. It was out of our way, but I wanted to see the Franks off to Iceland. The Franks boarding the two ships had various moods.

The elders looked sad and down. Their way of life was finished, and they didn’t know what to expect. The middle-aged people had a grim but determined look. They didn’t know the future but would face it like they had already done in this life.

The young were almost exuberant. They were facing a new adventure in life.

As Eleanor and I watched them board, I realized I felt nothing about the situation. I thought I should be jubilant that these people were being punished for their actions. Instead, I was indifferent to them.

We turned away and rode our carriage back to our train. It was a slow trip as fifty troops walked ahead and fifty behind us. It wasn’t like the parades I had seen in uptime, where the royal coach was preceded and trailed by fancily dressed troops. This was a grim procession ready for war.

When we got back to the train, Thad was waiting for us with a request to ride with us from a young lady. She was known only as Helga and a star in our newly formed theater industry. The romantic novels had been adapted as plays and  were being performed around Cornwall.

She and Eleanor knew each other, so Helga thought she could hitch a ride to Owen-nap. I shrugged, and Eleanor indicated to Thad that it was okay.

The young actress knew enough not to intrude on our thoughts and spent the trip reading a script. She didn’t like the script and kept quietly cursing as she read it.

I couldn’t stand not knowing, so I asked about the script. As she described it, I realized it was rooted in “Pretty Woman.” The script had been changed to have the part played by Julia Roberts be a flower girl. The male Richard Gere was a young Baron.

These changes lost the tension of the real movie and made it less than a greeting card special.

Eleanor had read the original story I had dictated and agreed with me.

That got us involved in revising the script with Helga. She loved the changes we were suggesting. Instead of a story about a young girl being swept up in the world with her true love, it came across as completely different.

It was now the story of two equal people who had made themselves outcasts from their society. He by his business actions, her by her choice of professions, growing into a strong couple who could face the world without shame. We had taken it back to the original story.

Helga wanted to know if I would be the lead in the play. Eleanor informed us that I wasn’t interested. I was smart enough to confirm that she was correct.

Seeing the old Eleanor emerge was  encouraging, even if it was the green-eyed monster of jealousy. I loved Othello.

I asked the ladies if they had run across the song “Pretty Woman.” I had the words in my mind, so I quickly dictated them to one of my aides. We sang it together. Mr. Robbins would shudder to hear our rendition, but Helga wanted it to be part of her play.

All-in-all, it was a good trip from Tintagel to Owen-nap. It got our minds off the sad events we had just gone through.

I think that was when true healing started.

Cathy was waiting for us at Owen-nap and clung to us as soon as we got off the train. It made Eleanor and I realize we had ignored our daughter’s traumatized feelings in our grief.

When we got home, whoever thought I would think of a medieval fortress as home, we had dinner and sat down with Cathy to see how she was doing.

Eleanor said, “You will be glad to know that we removed those villages from the face of the earth.”

“Good, if you hadn’t, they would have tried again. I hope they aren’t slow learners.”

I replied, “I feel the same way. While it had to be done, it doesn’t make me feel any better.”

At that, Cathy’s face screwed up as though she was about to cry, “Me neither. They killed my new little sister and cut off two of your fingers. They could have killed all of us.”

This was the first time I had heard it was a little girl. There was no way she could know that. I looked at Eleanor, and she shook her head.

I said, “They could have killed us, but instead we killed a lot of them.”

“I know, Daddy, I helped. I need a new gun. The twenty-two you gave me doesn’t have enough stopping power.”

She must have gotten that from her bodyguard. I think our bodyguards were a little pissed at us as we made them stay in the car in front of us. We wanted the trip to be a family trip.

I asked Cathy, “How is Dougie taking all of this?”

“He is fine. He now plays guards and terrorists with his friends. They have to save old three fingers.”

Wonder who that could be? My stumps were healing nicely but were still a little tender. I suspect I will have to wear a special glove to protect them from now on.

My daughter giggled when she said old three fingers.

With pretend outrage, I said, “I resent that. I’m not old!”

That even set Eleanor off. It got me going. It was a much-needed stress relief.

“Now, what about your pistol not being powerful enough?”

“I had to shoot them twice. Unlike the cannons you carry, I need something more powerful than the twenty-two.”

Our revolvers were larger than those I used in uptime. They were more like the British Webley MK IV chambered in .455. A true hand cannon. Few women could hold and fire these, much less an eight-year-old girl. Men with small hands had the same problem. I suspected that I would have trouble shooting one with my left hand.

I told her we would visit Tom Smith the next day to see what could be done. This made her happy. Eleanor and I didn’t pursue things further, as she seemed okay.

It seems our daughter’s trauma centered around having to shoot someone twice to put them down. Come to think of it, that is why I carried my ON-455.

After a hearty breakfast the next day, Cathy and I took off for Tom’s prototype shop. He wasn’t in, but his team leader on weapons was. I explained our predicament. I was worried that he wouldn’t take Cathy’s request seriously.

My worries were for naught. He listened to her complaint, positively nodding his head.

He said, “I think I have just the thing for you.”

He picked up a box from his workbench and led us to his outdoor shooting range.

The box contained a revolver that I would have described as a hammerless .38 Bankers Special. It was compact, with a two-inch barrel. The grips were checkered, giving an excellent grip.

The gun had a hammer, but it was shrouded so it wouldn’t catch on anything as it was drawn.

He said, “Lady Cathy isn’t the first female with this concern.”

He handed the pistol to Cathy after opening the side cylinder to show that it wasn’t loaded. Taking it from him, she expertly loaded it with the .38 caliber shells from the box.

I was glad she handed the weapon safely, never pointing at us, and her finger off the trigger.

The gunsmith provided us with hearing protection and safety glasses. When he declared the range open, she put six shots center mass on a twenty-foot target.

Laying the pistol down on the bench, she did a happy dance as only a young lady can. If I tried that, my back would be out of place instantly.

“Daddy, I want one. Oh, I mean, Daddy, may I please have one? This is exactly what I need.”

How can you say no to that?

The gunsmith smiled.  “If we can use your name, I will give you a matched set for free.”

I nodded to Cathy that it was okay.

He told us, “This weapon will go in our museum as the first Lady Cathy special fired. It has no serial number.”

He took us back inside and showed us a larger box with two pistols. A matching set of the .38s serial numbers one and two.

“With engraving Lady Cathy’s name on the barrel and the top of the box. It will take two days.”

Cathy's face fell at the two days, but she cheered at the thought of having her pistols.

The gunsmith said he and Tom had discussed what to call these pistols. They considered seeking Eleanor's permission to use her name, but this was even better.

It had taken me a while, but my capitalist instincts cut in.

“What are you offering Cathy for each sale made in her name?”

He laughed at my question.

“Tom said that would be your response. How about one percent of each sale going to a fund to provide firearms to young ladies who can’t afford them? We are thinking primarily of the orphans when they reach age fourteen.”

Cathy was tugging at my arm.

“Let’s do it, Daddy.”

I think she was afraid that I would walk out on her revolvers.

Several things came out of that short conversation. There was very little violence towards any young orphan girls. Next was the age of being considered as adults was now fourteen.

The biggest thing was that almost every woman in Cornwall bought a Lady Cathy special.

Cathy was bouncing with joy all the way home. Here, I thought she would be bothered about killing people. Instead, she was mad that it took two shots to kill the bad guys.


Chapter 26

Life and the affairs of the Earldom went on as we prepared for war. I was given a follow-up report of how the Captain I  left in charge at Polperro was doing. The Barony still had a ways to go, but considering the hole they had been in, they had come a long way.

My investigators reported that it was due to the Captain’s hard work and diligence. With that report in hand, my family and I journeyed to Polperro. Promoting the Captain to Baron as I had promised.

It also allowed us some close family time. I can’t say it was only family time. A complete company of soldiers accompanied us.

I sent word to the Captain so he wouldn’t think he had been invaded. It was a true pleasure to ennoble a competent person. I had seen too many of the other types. They were falling by the wayside, but a few kept hanging on. I would rather hang them.

The ones remaining were too clever to be caught in a simple trap. My spies were following their every action. One step out of place, and they were gone.

We received news from Iceland. Our captives had arrived and were being put to work. They were sent as far as possible from any port that ocean-going ships could dock at.

On that same subject, the Franks were in an uproar about their disappearing villages. They had no idea how we had done it. They knew what had been done. They just couldn’t figure out how it was done.

It was simple, really. Three thousand soldiers and five hundred wagons. It was amazing what they could do in twelve hours.

Our scouts reported the Franks had sent people to the valley we used as a landfill. They were convinced they would find the bodies of the villagers there.

Keeping a close eye on them, we let them dig into the valley, knowing they would find nothing.

The longer they searched, the more time we would have to prepare for the inevitable war.

Meanwhile, I was invited to visit the shipyard in Saltash. They had a new boat they wanted to demonstrate. I wasn’t given any information about what I was about to see. Just that it would be a pleasant surprise.

It was more than a pleasant surprise. The shipyard, or marine engineers, had delved deeply into the books I had dictated on shipbuilding.

The new ship was a tugboat, but what a tugboat. It was a metal-hulled, steam-powered ship with a bronze screw. They had skipped several generations of shipbuilding. No wooden hull side-wheelers or stern-wheelers for them. They would have been state-of-the-art if they had a diesel engine.

After a ride around the harbor and congratulations, we returned to the engineer’s design offices to review the plans for another ship they wanted to build. This ship would be an ocean-going cargo vessel with a defensive cannon mounted.

There was one noticeable flaw in their plan. They had been using copper plating on the hulls of the wooden ships they had built. The copper sheeting protected the hull from barnacles and other sea life, which would cling to a wooden hull and slow the ship down.

But when different metals are used together in a ship’s hull, it can lead to galvanic corrosion. This occurs when two different metals are in contact with each other in seawater. 

The most common types of coatings include epoxy, polyurethane, and zinc-rich coatings. I recommend a zinc-rich paint to be used on the mild steel hull. It was cheap and within our current manufacturing capabilities.

Zinc-rich coatings act as a sacrificial anode to protect the metal surface from corrosion. Several of the engineers had blank looks when I mentioned sacrificial anodes.

I then explained cathodic protection is a method that involves the use of sacrificial anodes. These anodes are made from metals that are more anodic than the protected metal. They are corrupted (or sacrificed) instead of the ship’s metal, preventing corrosion.

I don’t think they got it, but they took my words on faith. Fortunately, the lead engineer understood what I was telling them. In further conversation, it turned out he had been involved with a team that built batteries and understood the process very well.

I asked about the size of the coal bunkers and the range of the ship at normal cruising speeds.

The answer was disappointing. The ship they were proposing to build would be a hard challenge to make it to Iceland, much less any further.

I gave them a new set of design specifications. This ship would make North America easy. It could go as far south as where Georgia would be. If we could set up coaling stations, we could go around South America and up the west coast of North America.

Quick calculations came up with a ship twice the tonnage of their proposal. With the increased tonnage, another steam boiler would be needed, increasing the required amount of coal. By the time they finished the numbers, the ship needed a ten-thousand-ton monster, at least for this day and age.

They worried about there being harbors that would take this ship in North America. I told them there were multiple harbors and not to worry about them. Maps would be provided as needed.

The ship would cost me over one hundred thousand silvers. Thankfully, money was the one thing I still had. Recently, we had a major iron ore vein peter out. You should have heard me cuss when I was told that following the iron ore vein was a new gold vein. We needed the iron more than gold right now.

While preparing for the Franks, we also paid attention to Constantinople. The city and empire were still stable. It was best for us if it remained that way. When their turn came, it would be easier to defeat one unified enemy than many smaller Kingdoms.

I did have one pleasant surprise. My generals said they hoped to raise several armies with twenty-five to thirty thousand men and women.

We were passing forty thousand volunteers and still counting. The Irish were joining us in droves. It was a good way for the young to get out of Ireland, which could barely support its population. As the old saying went, “The wild geese are flying.”

Well, an old saying to me.

The Welsh were joining at a lesser rate than the Irish, but still ahead of projections. This was thrilling because it would bring the Welsh to my country tighter than ever. I didn’t want to go to war to have them become a part of us. This way would be better for all.

The Picts and the Scots were also joining. Unlike the other groups, they weren’t setting their old feuds aside when they came south.

We solved that problem by sending the Picts to the northern army, which would assemble in Paris, and the Scoti to the southern army, which would go to Tours.

The only group I didn’t know what to do with was the Campbells. They were feuding with everybody. I finally sent them to Jutland to defend against the Swedes.

Of course, I was now on the Campbells’  list of undesirables. I hesitated to call it a shit list because if I did, I would say it in front of my kids. They were learning enough bad words from me as it was.

I knew I had to watch it one day when I heard Cathy tell one of her friends, “My daddy knows more bad words than your daddy.”

My army was growing so large that I had to promote several Generals and give them a fourth star. That meant I had to award myself a fifth star.

I dreaded the day I had to appoint myself “The General of the Armies.”

That would be the same as a six-star general. Only Blackjack Pershing and George Washington had that title. Pershing because he commanded all the armies in Europe during World War I. George Washington because Congress passed a law that no General would ever outrank Washington.

Not even Eisenhower got the sixth star, though he had the job in World War II. It was handled that way, so they didn’t have to give McArthur another star. I never served under him, but I heard many stories. It would also have caused rank problems with the Pentagon crowd.

While the army was growing, so were the support industries, everything from boots to cannons. We now had five factories manufacturing ammunition of all calibers.

Troop training centers had sprung up all over Cornwall. It was a common sight now to see troops doing their daily runs on every side road in the country.

Even our air corps had grown. We needed observation balloons with each army division. I had to chuckle. The balloon corps put in a requirement that all airborne members had to do five parachute jumps. We now had a group of egos as large as any fighter jockeys I knew.

The parachute emblem was a guaranteed eye-catcher for young girls.

I had to be careful with my answer when Eleanor asked me if I had ever done a parachute jump. I told her I had never done a combat jump.

That was a bad choice of words because she wanted to know what a combat jump was. She had a fit when I explained that a group of soldiers parachuted into an ongoing battle.

“I should hope you never did anything so stupid as that. Now, did you do any jumps that weren’t combat jumps?”

That was when I gave up and told her, “I earned my parachute wings so I could have jumped into combat but was never called upon to do so.”

She said, “Well, I hope you never have to do it again.”

I never told her I had done over two hundred sport jumps. I think my parachuting days are over. Maybe I can do it as a tandem jump when I'm old.

The approaching hostilities had me suspending one program. The internal combustion engine would be nice but would take too many resources needed for the war effort.

I took a leaf out of Franklin Roosevelt's book and started having fireside chats once a week on the radio. They weren’t a big deal. I never went in with a script. I talked about everything from the war effort and why we were doing this to stories about my kids.

The public loved how Cathy thought I knew more swear words than most other daddies. The radio station had over ten thousand bars of soap mailed within the next two weeks. We sent all but one bar to the army.

I kept that one for our new museum, documenting our history, starting with my appearance in Owen-nap. The event was called the Baron’s Awakening. This referred to me coming out of a coma after falling from a horse. The public wasn’t ready for the truth. It probably would be well after my death before that story was told.

Maybe they would even make a movie about my life. I had recently seen a screen of a crude movie.

The movie they made was only five minutes long and was about a man using a ladder to trim a tree. It was jerky and blurry, and the light went from bright to dark.

Other than that, it was fine. I told them they were on the right track. The jerkiness was from not using a tripod stand for the camera. Also, they were hand-cranking the film at an uneven rate. They needed to work on the camera gearing.

Rather than a hand crank, they should look at a battery-powered electric motor.

The light values changing were due to the lighting. They would have to use many lights and reflectors to have consistent lighting.

That input was the end of my movie career. I had more important things to do, like preparing my nation for war.


Chapter 27

The scouts reported the Franks were seriously gathering to go to war. I failed to scare off the Franks by making those villages disappear. That or it had worked too well and made them think going to war was their only hope. Either way, they were going to attack us.

Our war plan was to take the fight to them. That was out the door now. If we attacked them, it would be an open-field battle, and they could overwhelm us. So, we had to come up with a defensive plan.

What we came up with wasn’t that original. We would dig in at Paris. That decision lasted forty-eight hours when scouting reports told us they were planning a two-pronged attack. They would attack Paris and Tours at the same time.

So we were back to the drawing board. This wasn’t good because the Franks had gotten inside our decision-making cycle. We were reacting rather than acting. According to the reports, the Franks were throwing a quarter of a million men at us. And the only way they could have done this is if they made treaties with Gaul so they could remove forces from their northeast border.

The Gauls were the only ones the Franks had to be concerned about. The Swiss, or whatever their tribes were called, had no history of conquest. They seemed to be content to stay in their mountains and live peacefully. Not a bad plan.

The Romans, or what was left of them, were to the southeast and were too fractured to try anything. This left Spain to the south, and those tribes were even more fractured than the Romans.

The question was how many Franks would be hitting Paris and how many to Tours. Our scouts were down to best guesses. They couldn't count the Franks moving around their countryside, much less guess which contingent they belonged to.

For all we could tell, they were going to sack Rome again. Not that Rome was worth sacking .

It wouldn’t make sense to send them all against one target. My general staff decided that one hundred and fifty thousand warriors would attack Paris and one hundred thousand against Tours.

This was a WAG on their part, as they had no better information. I didn’t challenge them on the assumption, as I couldn’t prove or disprove it either way.

We decided to split our army, with twenty-five thousand going to Paris and fifteen to Tours. We added a second set of tracks to the line between Tours and Paris.

By now, we had the double track on the main line in Cornwall. And our major highways rivaled the interstate or autobahn systems.

From Vellooasses to Pairs, there were four sets of tracks. From Anglet to Tours was the same. We could move supplies quickly. The road system had been similarly improved.

At the last minute, I had two thousand troops diverted from Tours to Arette to defend the oil fields.

The defense of Paris was to surrender everything east of the Seine and Yerres Rivers. Walls would be built at every point that a crossing could be made. In some places, the bank height made it impractical for the enemy to try to ford the rivers at shallow spots.

Both rivers were deep enough that barges could use them. This was to our advantage. The Franks would have to use boats to cross. There weren’t enough boats along the rivers to transport many men across the rivers; if they tried, we would defeat them in penny packets.

We would use our hot air balloons to observe the enemies’ movements. To make matters more difficult, farmers moved their stores and livestock to the west side of the river. The army bought all the food they would sell at a good price.

Any grain left in the field was burned, and I reimbursed the farmers. I knew I was getting taken on the amount of grain destroyed, but I didn’t care.

The inflation caused by my spending would take it all back. No one would go hungry or not have their homes rebuilt. Only those with a large cash position would be hurt.

The Franks didn’t have sophisticated supply trains. They had a bunch of food in their wagons, but most of the space was taken up by their families following them. When a man went to war, his entire family followed.

We didn't include the average six people who accompanied them when we estimated they had two hundred and fifty thousand warriors. It was a horde! They would cover the land like a plague of locusts. You would think they would know that I would use the same tactic against them once more.

Going a step further this time, I had cavalry units out harassing and attacking any groups that went far afield from their path to collect food.

I wanted them to be tired and hungry when they arrived. The hungry were taken care of by denying them food on the way. Their sleep was disrupted by aerial rockets fired in the middle of the night in a random matter.

The rockets started a few fires but aimed to deny the enemy rest. I heard the cavalry units setting the rockets off in the middle of the night were getting cranky about their lost sleep. Such is war.

Our cannons lined the rivers near Paris. One special cannon mounted on a flat car could lob a shell five miles. It couldn’t be traversed, so it was aimed at where it was parked on a curved track. The recoil was handled by the car rolling backward when the cannon was fired. It would go a quarter mile before it stopped. An engine would be used to push it back into place. It wasn’t that effective in targeted destruction, but was great at demoralizing the Franks.

It took an hour to set up the next shot. The barrel had to be cleaned, and the car pushed back into position. Loading took forever. It wasn’t considered a great loss when its flatcar derailed after being fired. It would require a crane to be built to lift the thing back in place.

Our plan was ready, but we  were still erecting walls along the rivers with embrasures for the cannons and firing steps for our troops.

My men had gotten good at finding limestone and aggregate for an on-site concrete factory. Tom’s foundries were pouring rebar by the mile.

Camps were being built to house the troops when they arrived. These weren’t simple tents; these were true barracks that would be comfortable for the soldiers. Fields were being laid out for exercise, marching, and firing ranges. Our combat engineers even laid out baseball diamonds.

The troops would live in these camps for at least thirty days and possibly up to sixty days, depending on how fast the Frankish army moved.

A huge headquarters complex was set up outside of Paris. It was open and working around the clock seven days a week.

There were a thousand military police. With this many young people in one area, someone was bound to do something stupid.

Our national radio broadcasting station had set up a studio in Paris too. They would have programs for the soldiers and do interviews of troops from each Barony, county, district, and country in our forces.

I was listening to a broadcast one afternoon and was surprised  we had a company of volunteers from Iceland.

I had moved to Paris for the duration, so it was easy to visit the Icelandic troops. One of them looked entirely different from the others. There was no doubt he was a native of North America.

He had attached himself to the company on the trip from Iceland and was slowly learning English. I asked him which tribe, and he told me Iroquois.

I asked if he was a Seneca. This was a guess on my part, but had reasoning behind it. The Seneca lived in New York. They had trapped beaver among other animals. Any European contact would result in a trade in beaver pelts.

His face lit up in a smile, and he started chattering away at me. I had to hold up both my hands to stop him. Using sign language, I let him know that I didn’t know his language.

The sign language I knew was from a sensitivity training course we could go through in the upper command of the Army. It wasn’t required, but in my thirst for knowledge, I couldn’t turn it down.

It wasn’t as though we could communicate fluently, but we could communicate. I took Long Walker with me when I left the Icelandic unit camps. He earned his name because of his adventurous spirit and many exploration trips.

He had to have a natural immunity to smallpox to be alive. He was certainly a treasure to me. I gave him the rank of Captain, and his main duty was learning English.

He would be part of my team when we went to the New World. I wanted to try a different approach than we had done in the past. Instead of crowding them out, I wanted to be a good neighbor. I wouldn’t be selling life insurance. Instead, gradually win them over to an agricultural lifestyle. The Iroquois had already started on the path. They farmed but didn’t raise livestock.

They wouldn’t need the open forest to hunt if we could get that instituted. They would be able to sell us the land we needed. This meeting would be many years in my future, but I had to plan for it now.

That was a lucky find.

Next, I was back to the planning stages of the coming war.

Tours didn’t have the rivers in the correct position to be a barrier in the coming battle. So, we built a system of five Keeps. Some walls seemed placed at random, but they were designed to funnel the enemy toward our Keeps. The idea was that they wouldn’t get to attack the city.

They would have to fight in front of the Keeps. The wall system would split up their oncoming army, so each Keep would only have a portion of the Frankish army at their front.

A system of roads was built so we could move troops from one Keep to the other relatively fast. Every soldier would be bicycle mounted to increase speed and see them arrive in good condition.


Chapter 28

The bodies had been removed from the battlefield, and weapons gathered. Most were to be melted down and recycled. And the rebuilding of Tours was restarted. This was complicated since the city records had been destroyed. There was no way to tell who owned what land or building.

Many conflicting claims had to be settled. Most were outright attempts at fraud. We settled those by interviewing all the neighborhood residents and having them tell us who owned what. We were able to get a pretty good picture of the true owner.

The two claimants were allowed to withdraw their claim before judgment was passed down. They were told the neighbors had been interviewed, and we knew who owned what. In one hundred percent of these cases, the false claimant withdrew.

After a while, we realized that five people filed ninety-nine percent of the false claims. We threw out all of their claims.

This left the court with very few claims. The only one that proved difficult was two brothers claiming a building their late father had built.

The neighbors knew both of them well, so they couldn’t provide information that helped. The case worked its way up to me for a decision.

When I was presented with the paperwork on the case, I saw one question that had never been asked or answered.

“What business was run from this location?”

My aides scrambled and found that it had been a printer's shop.

“What are the backgrounds of the two brothers?”

“One brother has run the printing shop at this address for five years.”

What of the other brother?

“He has no known occupation. He is a notorious womanizer and gambler.”

“The printing shop belongs to the printer. Never again bring a case before me that hasn’t been investigated.”

I acted angry but was pleased to live an aggravating normal life rather than going to war.

Meanwhile, a ship arrived from Constantinople. It was painted and adorned with gold leaf to a silly degree. While it was towed to its dock by our new steam-powered tugboat, I received word by radio.

A special train had me at the docks while the gangplank was extended to the shore. It wasn’t rocket science to conclude the Byzantine Emperor sent it.

I was correct in my assumption. The Emperor's Ambassador was grand in dress and appearance. His entourage was dressed to impress. It’s a shame they didn’t impress me. I could hardly stand to get near them.

They smelled awful. The use of a scent or perfume can be pleasant. Using the same to hide the smells of a lifetime isn’t. Here, I thought the Romans were clean fanatics. But I guess these weren’t Romans.

After a train ride to Owen-nap, I made our baths available to them. The train ride was in our regular service cars, they rode coach. It was an experience of a lifetime for them.

When they were shown the baths, they couldn’t wait to use them. I thought they didn’t believe in baths. They did, but a six-week journey on a ship without facilities resulted in a smelly crew.

They were a different bunch once they had their baths and changed clothes. They were sent through the Baroness Agnes’ program for foreign visitors. It was reported that they had no more lice than normal and weren’t bringing any strange diseases. I still wasn’t that impressed with them. They were impressed enough with themselves.

It was obvious they had journeyed here thinking they would be dealing with a bunch of hicks who made some strange machines.

When the Marquise Eleanor and the Lady Cathrine made their bows or curtseys, they knew they were in a strange country.

Over dinner, the reason for their visit came about. The records I had sent them had been worn out. They were to return with new ones or not return at all.

I wish all my problems were that simple. Never one to miss an opportunity, I took them on a tour of several of our manufacturing plants. They saw how mirrors were cast and the frames made.

They were allowed to ascend in a balloon, but all declined. That was when my little Hoyden, dressed as a boy, ran up to the balloon basket and took off with the crew's help.

She did turn and stick her tongue out at them. The Ambassador stuttered when he asked if that was my daughter.

“Yes, it is. It is hard to keep a good woman down.”

He didn’t get the pun.

That afternoon, he gifted me a chest containing jewels. They must have been worth millions. In turn, I gifted him a chest with fifty copies of one hundred different records that had been made. Our recording industry was off to a good start.

That evening, I demonstrated the new technology we had developed. While we were touring the factories, a film crew trailed us. They had made a ten-minute movie of them seeing our factories.

I gave them a film copy and a projector to play it back. I told them it was a brand-new development, and we expected it to improve. We also had them pose for tintypes.

They were like kids in a candy store. The picture of us as remote hicks was changed forever. The icing on the cake was the next day when I took them through the foundry where cannon barrels were being cast. From there, I took them to a firing range where the cannons destroyed one of our old ships.

I was not showing off when the steam-powered tugboat towed the old ship into position. I had to smile when I thought we had old galleons. At one point, we could only build carvels and thought galleons were the future ships. We had built and sailed them until barnacles and wood rot had ended their useful lives.

That evening, I made my weekly broadcast to all citizens. The next day they sailed feeling like the hicks they were. At least, I hoped they did. The object had been to overwhelm them and have them believe they could never conquer us. While that was true, I wanted to ensure they got the message.

My people were still finishing up the details of the Frankish invasion. Because the Gauls had moved into the Franks territory, we created a new border with the Gauls. The Franks didn’t exist as a nation anymore.

I had wanted to use the remaining Franks as a buffer between us and the Gauls. But it wasn’t to be. The Gauls would be tested as soon as they were an expansionist group of tribes.

We were feeding the Franks who had fled the battlefield. Mostly the women and children of the warriors who had died. We also provided health care services and set up an education system.

These programs worked to our advantage in different ways. The first and most obvious was creating goodwill with the newly conquered. The second reason was that it provided an outlet for our newly educated. There weren’t enough positions in Cornwall, but there was a need in France. I had renamed the area. It worked well.

Time passed since the war with the Franks, and the pain of our losses had settled somewhat. It was time to celebrate the victory.

I wasn’t so crass as to have a feast followed by a ball and ignore everyone else.

Victory Day's first order was to celebrate those who had given their all. I should have felt guilty about stealing phrases by great people of the future, but I had no shame.

A memorial had been built per my direction across from our Keep. A pool reminiscent of the reflecting pool in Washington, DC, had been put in. Our soldiers marched by in columns and saluted as they went. Eleanor and I placed a wreath at the memorial. All done to honor the dead.

In the afternoon, I handed out the higher awards. These were military crosses, our Medal of Honor, and many knighthoods. There were even a couple of Barons. One very evident thing was the awards were won for acts of courage. Very few of the officer class earned these. When they did, they were spectacular, like leading a charge into a Frankish position. These were invariably posthumous.

The posthumous awards were presented to family members. The events of the day were broadcast throughout the Kingdom as they occurred.

We provided a feast that evening. It was set up on trestle boards along the reflecting pool. This celebrated those who fought the war, not those who planned and ran it.

I’m not certain that we planners deserved anything. I still couldn’t get over the fact that I hadn’t noticed that the walls built to direct the Franks into our fields of fire at Tours could be pushed over.

I wouldn’t make that mistake again. The walls built to deter the Gauls were double walls with rubble. They were a total of twenty feet wide. They wouldn’t be pushed over.

When giving out honors, I didn’t neglect our allies. The Welsh, the Irish, the Scots, the Picts, and especially the Icelanders. They had been insane in battle. Not berserker insane, but in the risks they took to achieve their objectives.

My meandering in relating these events of the day reflected my thinking. So much happened in such a short period of time that it was hard to comprehend.

Cathy’s birthday also caught national attention. She wanted to share her birthday cake with everyone in the Kingdom. So she sweet-talked her daddy into buying cake for every town and village in the whole land.

There had to be some that didn’t get any, but I never heard about it. On the day of her party, she had friends over for cake and ice cream. The event was on the radio.

Cathy only let the radio people broadcast her party if they contributed greatly to the orphan's fund. Of course, Daddy had to match it.

It became a national event that would go on for many years.

I had been thinking about the Kingdom and nation for some time now. I had to quit pretending I was a Baron in charge of a small Barony. England had never controlled this much of Europe.

I wasn’t ready to call myself King. That would paint a large target on my back. I would settle for Earl right now and maintain the path of progression. The next titles would be Duke, Prince, then King.

Archbishop Luke invited me to his printing shop to see the latest developments in printing. This was notable because I hadn’t dictated any books on advanced printing. Anything they had developed was their creation.

They had invented the linotype machine. The machine worked with hot metal lead and, with a ninety-letter keyboard, made a line of type all at once. The old stick method using individual letters to make a word was gone.

The machine was a monster to look at. It made sense as his people walked me through what was happening, but I still had to shake my head when looking at the machine. It was the most complicated machine in the world.

They also developed a rotary press. The type using high pressure would be forced onto a roll of felt. The felt would then be wrapped around a cylinder. The cylinder would be inked and rolled over the paper. They now had a high-speed printing press. High-speed when compared to the Ben Franklin type of press.

The Archbishop planned to have local editions of this newspaper with national-level stories provided by the Owen-nap printing shop. Luke was inventing the newspaper chain.

He wondered why I called him Mr. Hearst.


Chapter 29

In war, as in many other endeavors, timing is everything. The Franks’ ideal timing would have been to attack Paris and Tours on the same day. For whatever reason, they arrived in Paris two days earlier than Tours.

This turned out to be critical in the war.

Our plan to have them arrive tired and hungry worked. The Frankish army arrived at the banks of the Seine on Monday and started their attack on Tuesday morning.

Our troops were lined up along our side of the river, waiting for them. The Franks had brought boats with them. A reminder to me that these people were ignorant, as in lack of knowledge, not stupid.

The attack was a broad front attack, testing our defenses at every river crossing point.

Our cannons got a workout. Hundreds of the little boats with ten or twenty warriors in them were blown up as they attempted to cross the river. The river was flowing red in short order. Only at one crossing point could they put men ashore on our side of the river.

It did them little good, as the landing parties were wiped out by rifle fire. By noon on Tuesday, the river was running clean once more.

The first attack was repelled.

There was rejoicing in our command center over our first victory. I wasn’t certain that it would be this easy. I was right in my thinking.

While the attack was being made, another Frankish plan was underway. Upstream from Paris, they had made a temporary dam and diverted the Seine into a small tributary. The tributary couldn’t accept the flow for long, but it was long enough.

Wednesday morning, we woke to the drained Seine. Not dry, but so little water a man could now cross on foot. In most places, the river bottom was mud and would trap anyone trying to cross in the mire.

There were some places with a rocky bottom which could be crossed easily. It was at these spots they charged us.

They used three of these crossings. The Franks had concentrated their men at these spots in the middle of the night. At daybreak, they came at us.

Our scouts reported the blockage of the river and the fact that the Seine would be crossable on foot. We just couldn’t see the results until the light of day.

The Franks had probing teams active during the night and identified the best crossing points.

The upshot was that they concentrated their men at the three points while our forces were still spread along the line. This weakness was especially true in the distribution of our cannon.

We only had three or four cannons at each of the crossing points. We shifted cannons to those points as soon as the Franks started moving. But didn’t get to the crossings in time to stop them.

The Franks paid a high price to establish one beachhead on our side of the river. Our people paid a high price to slow them down once they got to our side.

It became a race between their building a force to break out and us bringing cannons to bear to stop them.

We won the race, but barely.

It was noon when the Franks on our side of the river started to turn back. They were hindered by thousands of Franks crossing the river to get into the battle.

It proved to be a mess for them. The final straw was when the Seine overcame its temporary dam and started to flow in its natural course.

It was a trickle that kept growing till it flooded. When it was knee-deep, the Franks stopped feeding men into the fray. The halt in sending new men across allowed men to escape back across the river, leaving thousands of bodies behind.

My staff estimated the Franks had lost two thousand men on the first probe, then up to fifteen thousand on the main attack. That still left a lot of Franks.

There were a lot of tired and hungry Franks. Yet they still had the nerve to send a delegation under a flag of truce offering to spare us if we opened the gates of Paris to them. First, Paris didn’t have a wall, so there were no gates. Second, why would we do that?

A curt no was our answer. I made a counteroffer: we would provide food if the Franks packed up and went home. Their answer wasn’t curt. It was foul and obscene. So, the battle for Paris continued.

It wasn’t much of a battle after that. The Franks had spent their biggest shot with the river blockage. They attempted night crossings on rafts. And we destroyed their boats.

We set up the limelight along the riverbank when we realized what they were attempting. They could cross, but cannon and rifle fire would wipe them out.

The battle went on for several days. On Saturday, our scouts reported that what had been a slow stream of warriors and their families leaving was now in full flow. The Frankish leaders had lost their troop’s confidence and were leaving.

We had won the battle of Paris, but word received on Thursday told us that things weren’t going as well at Tours. The walls that were supposed to funnel the troops to the face of our Keeps had fallen. It seemed the foundations weren’t solid enough, and that a concentrated effort could push them over.

I kicked myself over this as much as anyone else. Our normal walls were double with rubble between the two pieces of concrete. These walls were only one thickness of concrete.

The upshot was that the Franks weren’t engaging our troops at the Keeps but in the field. We had cannons to stop the brunt of their attack, but they were still overrunning our positions.

Thank goodness for the radios. We learned about what was happening and sent troops to reinforce them quickly. Our four-lane highway between Paris and Tours was full of troops heading towards Tours on their bicycles. One lane was reserved for cannons. The other three were for the soldiers.

Some soldiers could move faster than others, and my Generals wanted to turn them loose to get to the battlefield sooner. I refused their request as, in my experience, having men arrive as a cohesive unit would outweigh getting a few soldiers there quicker.

Our command headquarters in Tours had gone off the air, so it was probably overrun. That didn’t mean we didn’t have our units under command in Tours, just that the command was split, and units operated independently.

They were now reacting rather than acting.

With the disproportionate manpower, my people would be overrun unless they retreated to the various Keeps for safety. Tours never had a chance and fell to the Franks immediately. Harsh as it seems, it worked in our favor as the Frankish army turned to looting the city. It gave my men time to reach a Keep.

By Saturday afternoon, my people were bottled up in the Keeps we had built to stand against the Frank’s invasion. The city of Tours was in flames. The citizens who stayed against my advice and survived the sack of the city were fleeing for their lives.

As our reinforcements arrived at the Keep furthest from Tours, they stopped and waited for the rest to catch up. We had regained radio contact with the Keeps and their commanders.

Of the thirteen thousand troops in Tours when the battle started, we had eight thousand left. I wondered how it would have worked if I hadn’t sent those two thousand troops to Arette.

We commenced operations when we had ten thousand soldiers from Paris in the encampment near Tours.

The Franks put all five of the Keeps we erected under siege. We used this to our advantage. The Keeps became the anvil to our hammer.

We would attack the enemy warriors on the side of the Keep that we faced. The Franks were on all four sides of the Keep, so we only faced one side at a time.

We moved up ten cannons on each side of the Keep so that when the Franks on the other three sides tried to join the others, they would be shredded by our cannon fire. In the meantime, the troops inside the Keep were hurting the Franks with rifle fire on the side that we weren’t attacking.

Using this method, we rolled up the five Keeps one by one. It took two days, but we killed over a hundred thousand Franks. It was the worst I had ever seen on any battlefield.

As the battle turned against the Franks, they started fleeing. My men harried them as they went. The Frankish camp followers had started back to their territory. I told my people to let them go.

When questioned why I was allowing them to flee, I told them, “We aren’t here to make war on women and children.”

That was a true answer as far as it went. The rest of my thinking was that the people would face a time of starvation when they returned home. Then we would be the good guys and ship them food. This generosity would make the assimilation of them and their lands easier.

My troops spent the next week putting out fires in Tours and burying the dead. Ours were identified and given individual graves. The Franks were dumped into mass graves with lime poured over the bodies.

Word came from Arette that about five thousand Franks had attacked them, but the two thousand troops  held them off. They had saved our oil refineries.

I still wondered how Tours would have turned out if I kept the two thousand soldiers in Tours.

Days were spent by the headquarters group collecting accounts of each unit's participation in the battle. With each unit commander making recommendations for awards to be granted.

We issued twenty-seven thousand purple hearts out of forty thousand troops at the battle. Twelve thousand of them posthumously. I’m not sure that adding additional land was worth the lives spent.

Eleanor joined me in the aftermath of the war. She reminded me that we had been reacting to the Franks attacks. They had called this down upon themselves.

Word came to us that the Gauls hadn’t stood by their treaty and had attacked the Franks from the north. The Franks fleeing from us would be returning to nothing.

I ordered  the fleeing Franks be left alone; we would try to help those abandoned in the flight. If any returned from the Gauls, we would provide food and shelter to those requesting. Any attack was to be struck down.

A week after the fighting ended, I went on the radio to explain to our people what had happened. They were used to us winning every battle with few losses since we had superior weapons.

This victory had left us more dead than all of our other battles. I doubted the history books would be very kind to me. We had lost twelve thousand men to the Franks two hundred thousand, but that wouldn’t count. Especially since we hadn’t gained any additional territory.

My staff tiptoeing around me after we had cleaned up the debris of war was almost funny. The staff thought I was going through seven types of hell because of our losses. I didn’t like them but had seen that we lost nineteen thousand men in the Battle of the Bulge. This number paled beside Stalingrad, where the combined losses approached two million men.

I had seen enough of the vagaries of war to accept what happened. That didn’t mean that I stopped second-guessing myself. My second thought was how I could perform better the next time.

There would be a next time.


Chapter 30

A whole year had passed, and it was the time again. Opening day of the baseball season.

Two years ago, the first game, as tradition, was between my Owen-nap Choughs and the Saltash Kraken. It was the same today. I was to throw the opening pitch. Last year, I had the honor and practiced beforehand.

I threw the ball high and wide. Though my daughter and her bodyguard made some money from my bad pitch, I felt disgraced. They had watched me at practice and knew I would probably throw that. They bet on it and won.

This year, I had practiced in secret, at least from them. I now could throw one waist-high across the plate.

Would you believe a family member came to me and asked me to pitch low and inside if I could this year? She needed the money. Cathy was getting too big to spank, so I had her put on kitchen duty for a week. I think she would rather have had the spanking.

All the kids in the Keep teased Lady Cathy while she worked. She hated it. I hoped it taught her a lesson.

The game day came, and I outdid myself, throwing a perfect strike down the middle. It cost the bookies a lot of money. It seems my people had much more faith in me than the gamblers. 

Most people had a radio set at home, so I thought there wouldn’t be the crowds out like last year. I was wrong. Speakers were set up at all the local baseball fields and stadiums. They were filled to the maximum.

These gatherings included Wales, Scotland, Ireland, France, and Iceland. It was the beginning of a build-up to a world series, as they all had teams.

They partied into the night. At the seventh inning stretch, they sang, “Take Me Out to the Ballgame.” Still, no one knew what peanuts and Cracker Jacks were.

After the game, the party continued with the various towns and villages contributing food and drink.

The towns were better prepared this year, as they anticipated the same number of drunks. They weren’t disappointed. The hastily built drunk tanks were filled to the brim.

I didn’t join their ranks this year, as we had a quiet family dinner. One of our servers was a young lady who had lost her allowance betting on high and wide once more. Today was Cathy’s last day of kitchen duty, so she was allowed to sit at the table for dessert.

I asked the family if they wanted another vacation in southern France. Remembering how it ended last year, I thought they would be reluctant to go.

Eleanor was the most enthusiastic. That night, she informed me I wouldn’t have to work as hard this vacation as she was already carrying a child.

That made it a perfect ending to the day for me.

This year's trip to the Riviera was a military exercise. We sailed from Saltash with two armed schooners as an escort. We were aboard the first ocean-going steamship in the world. With enough firepower to take on the Spanish Armada.

Nature was kind again, and we had a calm, quick trip to Anglet. Our arrival had not been announced. Every second lieutenant involved had been threatened with their lives if they tried to think. 

From my many wars, I knew the most dangerous thing on the field was a butter bar who thought. A second lieutenant's job was to listen to his sergeant, not think.

The threats must have worked because they were surprised at Anglet when we entered the port. Our train had been standing by, under guard, for a week. It was after dark when we arrived. We had loitered out sight of the harbor to time it this way.

We immediately boarded the train, which had its steam up and left. Our luggage would follow us the next day. We had small bags with several changes of clothes to see us through. The kids loved all the nighttime secrecy.

Eleanor and I weren’t worried, at least not too much, about this trip. We had enough protection to defeat a medium-sized army.

Another engine was running ahead of us to ensure the tracks were intact. It had a large light on its caboose, which would let us know if the cars jumped the track.

Cavalry units were patrolling the track on both sides to prevent an ambush. There were over a thousand soldiers involved with us going on vacation.

We arrived at Monaco mid-morning. The kids slept through the entire trip. We hadn’t even slowed down going through Arette. We would meet with their leaders and those from Anglet, but they would come to us.

It felt constricting, but this was how we would move around for the rest of our lives.

Our estate had been prepared for our arrival. My first stop after refreshing myself in our bathroom was the veranda. A cold beer in hand, and I was ready to relax. As I laid back in a lounge chair, I felt something would happen any minute, so I couldn’t relax.

Something happened. Two hours later, I woke up. Thus a start to one of the best vacations I ever had.

We spent days at the rocky beach. It would have been better with sand, but we still enjoyed it. We waded and swam in the Mediterranean.

We took long walks, sometimes with the children and frequently just Eleanor and I. She and I reconnected. Our lives at Owen-nap were political, and we were frequently drawn in different directions. Here, it was just us.

We spoke of what we wanted for our family, what we wanted for us, and what we wanted for our country. From there, we discussed how to achieve those goals.

As we saw it, the most difficult task would be raising our daughter to be a good ruler. Not that she wasn’t already good, but knowing how to rule was important.

Conquering the world would be easy compared to that. As long as we had superior firepower, we could achieve that objective. The trick would be having superior firepower. As I had thought several times before, others would be working on building weapons like ours.

We had to stay ahead of them, not only in weapons, but in life. Our health care and educational systems had won us as much as the battlefield.

Each day, messages were brought to my office from the radio room. They were important items that needed my decisions. I noticed I was getting through the day's paperwork faster than ever.

I asked Thad if he had noticed anything different.

“It’s simple, James. Here, you only see the A-level paperwork. That is the paperwork that you require us to put before you. The B-level paperwork is available at your office, and you get distracted.”

“You mean in the office, I do more work than I must?”

“Yes, My Lord.:

“Why do you let me do that?”

“You are the boss. Who are we to say what you may look at?”

“Hmm, good point. From now on, keep the B-level stuff away from me.”

“With pleasure, James.”

I knew I had made the right decision. My name was now back to James, not My Lord.

Since we were to be here for a month, it didn’t hurt that I scheduled some meetings while we were here.

The most important was a review of our personal and country's finances. The country’s were further broken down into major areas such as France, Ireland, and other holdings and areas where we were spending money by treaty.

We let Cathy attend the meetings to introduce her to the financial picture. That was a bit of a mistake. When she learned how much money we had, she demanded an increase in her allowance. I explained to her the adage about wishes and horses.

She wasn’t thrilled but didn’t push any further. I knew she would approach it from another direction. If she did it right, I would increase her allowance.

Of course, her mother and I had already decided to increase her clothing allowance in the coming year. 

We had one of those financial problems most people would hate to have. We owned parts of so many companies that we had more money than places to spend. We were down to putting gold and silver in our vaults and leaving it there.

The gold and silver mines belonged to the country. And the mines kept producing enough gold and silver to keep our economy steady. As the economy grew, we had enough influx of precious metals to keep the exchange rate even. If we produced more gold, our silver mark's value would decrease. More gold, and it would go up. It was close enough that it was hard to see a difference.

If you were an outsider to our economy and wanted to buy something, your prices would keep increasing. While Eleanor and I were the richest people I knew of, our people weren’t doing bad. The Chinese Emperor or Maya Emperor may be worth more, but I had no way to know.

There may come a time when our gold-backed economy may not have enough gold and must go to a paper-backed economy. I hoped it would be a long time coming as I didn’t trust the games governments could play with paper. Even my government.

As expected, the newly conquered Frankish lands were the largest drain on our economy. We had to feed their people until they could stabilize their population. No country can lose two hundred thousand men without disrupting its food chain. We figured it would take five years for things to normalize. That meant widows finding new husbands. I had faith in all our young Irish lads who had left Ireland. They would soon find a woman to their liking.

Eleanor and I had some strange conversations. They seemed strange to us. What direction should we take our country in next?

There were the Gaul’s and the Swedes to start with. They would be actively testing us. Then there was Spain. It wasn’t organized enough to cause us problems. At the same time, it meant Spain was ripe for the picking.

We weren’t ready to take on Italy or the remanent of the Roman Empire as that would awaken the Byzantines. They outnumbered us so much a war wouldn’t be a sure thing.

At the same time, the Byzantines were the most likely to develop weapons to match ours.

We didn’t conclude anything on that trip. We decided that we needed more information on the status of these groups. If we took on Sweden, what would that trigger? The same goes for each of the others.

As all vacations do, it came to an end. We wanted to stay but were eager to go home. Cathy most of all. She missed her friends. Doug didn’t care, as he had friends wherever he went.

Eleanor and I looked forward to home because it was home.

We boarded our heavily guarded train one evening for a night run to Anglet, where our ships were reported to have arrived.

I asked one of our guards if he enjoyed our vacation. He told me it was the most work he had ever done. When his company wasn’t guarding us, they were training. Night march after night march. He was ready to get back to his barracks and rest. He said this with a smile, so it wasn’t too bad.

As before, we rolled through Arette without stopping. The Arette leaders had ready given us a presentation of the oil production. The refiners were working well, and oil production was up.

That was something Eleanor and I hadn’t taken into consideration of where to go next.

Oil fields ran out.

We needed a continuing source. Our worries would be over when we reached the Arabian or Texas oil field. Until then, we had to pay attention.

That was a worry for a later date. We had expanded our country without great losses. Time will tell how things went in the future.
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